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1. Prologue


o

Chapter of

-Cold-

I feel I should begin with my childhood.

When I was thirteen weeks old, my Grandfather decided that I was no longer a newborn kit. Where I had spent all of my waking moments coddled in the warmth of Grandmother’s fur, I was now ready to stand upon my four feet and learn to become my own creature, and to let Thistle, the next youngest of my siblings, take his turn in her embrace.

And it was the first time that I stepped outside of the den on my own accord, the first moment in my life outside and beyond Grandmother’s continual presence, that I learned what it was to feel alone.

But there was no need to be alone, said Grandmother. I had many siblings. Surely I could befriend them. I would find safety in their company. Perhaps not the same safety that Grandmother offered, but I needed the company, she said. It would give me power and help me grow as my own creature. And surely, she said, I could learn something from them.

Spending time with my siblings, I soon learned to idolize my eldest sister, Hyacinth. She was a strong fox. She was intelligent and outspoken. She was already able to kill her own prey. And it seemed as if she knew everything; she had the most inexplicable power to predict the future. I desired her favor, and I decided I wanted to be like her.

She accepted my friendship, and for a time I bonded close to her, learning her wisdoms and hearing her stories. I remember asking about her days as an only-child, and what it was like to be the strongest and smartest in the family. I asked why Grandfather was so afraid of the dark-hounds in the forest. I asked why predators would eat us when there were plenty of ferals and berry-bushes to feed upon. I asked why shadows moved, and why water flowed, and why the snow would only fall in the winter. And she seemed eager to teach these things to me, to answer every question I would ask, as though she loved the act of speaking itself.

One day I asked her how she was able to see the future. I asked her where she had gotten this power. I wanted to have this power, too.

She said it wasn’t a power: it was something called science. She taught me that the world is full of patterns, and that if we learn to notice these patterns, we can expect them to continue. She told me that the creatures all over the earth, especially a mythical and far-away race called “humans”, had already found many of these patterns, and put them into books to show the rest of us. Most of her knowledge had come from these books, she said – from great scientists who had lived and died long before us – and she had simply taken them from the books she loved to read. This, she said, is how she was able to predict the future.

Then I began to look for the patterns myself. And I began to see them.

The birds would always chirp at the same time each day. The storms would only come the day after the clouds in the sky looked like fish-scales. The creek was always higher after it rained. The hollow logs always had the most worms under them. The feral rodent that lived next to our den always awoke at the same time of day, looked for food in the same place, and always ate the same acorns from the same tree.

The patterns were everywhere.

One day, I thought to ask Hyacinth whether or not the patterns were inside of us, too. Absolutely, she said. She told me there are patterns in our bodies. They are sciences called physiology and biology. Then she told me that there are patterns in our minds, too. Her most favorite of all sciences: philosophy and psychology. They were the patterns in the way we think, the way we act, and the reasons we do things.

She must have been overjoyed that I expressed an interest in these sciences, because from that point on, whenever she learned something new, she came and explained it to me in great detail. I hardly understood any of what she said. But even so, I enjoyed listening to her anyway, because I felt like it was helping me, somehow, to become as smart as her.

One day I asked her how I could become as smart as her.

She told me that I needed to learn how to see truth, and to separate it from emotions. She told me that there are many patterns that we foxes were never meant to understand, and if we wanted to understand them anyway, it would take great difficulty and practice. She told me that there are even some patterns that will make us feel very bad, but we must learn to see them for their truth, and not how they make us feel, if we wish to grow intelligent.

“For instance,” she said to me, “When I look at you, little brother, I see a naive little Eevee with weak and stunted muscles, too afraid to run and play with your siblings. You know far less words than any of your siblings, and you are falling behind on your physical development. You are one of Grandfather’s least-favored kits. If you were attacked by a Staraptor right now, you would not know how to defend yourself, and you would die.”

When I heard her say this, I felt something awful inside of me: physical, powerful, and sharp as a Beedrill’s stinger. It overpowered me, and I began to cry.

“But it’s still the truth,” she said. “You cannot deny it. You will never grow intelligent if you cannot learn to accept truth.”

But I wasn’t listening to her anymore. Somehow, Hyacinth had stabbed me on the inside, using only her words. And the gash was so painful that I could not focus. I only sobbed into my front paws and onto the floor.

But she did not sympathize. She only said, “That’s the difference between you and me, Lavender. When I hear the truth, I accept it, and I do not break down crying. You want to be as smart as me, but until you learn how to accept the truth and not to cry over it… I will always be twelve steps ahead of you.” And she walked out of the room as though she were deeply disappointed in me.

I grew afraid of Hyacinth that day. I stopped being her friend. I wanted to impress her, I wanted to learn how not to cry… but each time I remembered the things she said, the stinging inside me came back, and I knew I was not good enough to be her friend.

I did not want to be alone, so I found a new friend.

Hawthorn was adventurous. I admired that, because I didn’t want to be too afraid to play in the wild, like Hyacinth said. I wondered if I could learn how to be adventurous like him. So I befriended him, and he accepted.

For nearly all of the summer, I spent much of my time with Hawthorn. He taught me to climb trees and jump between branches like the squirrel-creatures did. He took me up to the top of the tallest tree in the forest and showed me what the world would look like to a bird. We would have races by the creekbed and play finders-seekers in the clearing with all the rocks. I learned to find thrill in the exercise. Whenever the weariness came, I would imagine myself standing up to Hyacinth and making her see that I was no longer ‘behind on my physical development’. And that was incentive enough to keep going.

But one day I began to see the patterns in Hawthorn.

There were no deep, meaningful talks, like I had shared with Hyacinth. There was no creativity. There was no insight. There was no drive in him to grow intelligent or learn to see the future. There were only games. Racing games, climbing games, chasing games. It’s all he wanted to do. It’s all that existed in his mind. Whenever I would try to talk about psychology, or metacognition, or abstract ideas, he would ignore it and change the subject to games.

One day I realized that I was learning to see the future like Hyacinth. I could always tell what Hawthorn wanted to do next. I could predict the games he wanted to play. I could predict what would interest him and what would not. I could even predict most of the things he said, and probably the things he thought. I had learned everything about him and his shallow existence, and nothing about him interested me anymore.

I began to see that Hawthorn was no different than the rodent-creature in the neighboring den. Mindless. Obsessive. Compulsive. The same words, the same actions, the same life, day after day. And he didn’t even realize it.

And there came a day when I realized, that even as Hawthorn sat beside me on the highest branch of the tallest tree, I once again felt utterly alone.

But I was not worried. Surely, I thought, at least one of my siblings would make a suitable friend to me. Surely, there was someone who could make me happy for more than one season.

I was wrong.

I only continued going down the line of siblings as the seasons went by. Every friendship was the same. Each friendship began as interesting, enriching, and full of potential. Each sibling had at least one trait, however small, that I respected and wished to emulate. I would be happy for a time, until I would begin to see the patterns. Iris bored me with her incessant sense of inferiority. Lotus bored me with his stupidity. Clover bored me with his silence. Dandelion bored me with his unrelenting interest in the most uninteresting of things. Daffodil annoyed me with her inability to ever leave me alone. Rose’s response to everything was to cuddle. Thistle’s sense of humor was incredible, until he began forgetting which jokes he’d already made, and he became unable to tell a joke that I had not already memorized. Orchid spoke of nothing except his woes and expected me to comfort him about the same things over and over again. Jasmine was afraid of absolutely everything. And Azalea was always trying to trick me into doing her chores.

Every sibling became a pattern. Every sibling was predictable. None of them had anything more to offer me. Once I began to understand each of them – thoughts, habits, interests, and flaws – there was nothing left to respect. There was nothing admirable in their personalities that could overshadow their patterns. If I were literate at the time, I could have written each of their daily lives as a script, which they would have unwittingly followed to perfect accuracy.

And none of them realized it.

And furthermore, the only sibling I still respected and idolized, big sister Hyacinth, likely did not respect me in return.

I wanted nothing to do with my family anymore. I had given them all a chance, and they had all failed me.

Of course Grandfather, as keen as he was, noticed my resentment immediately. He asked me to explain why I felt the way I did. And once I explained myself to him, he decided that I should be enrolled in a school in the neighboring village. There would be many more creatures to meet there. Surely one of them would prove to be a suitable friend. And besides that, I clearly had a hungering for knowledge and science. Grandmother agreed with everything. School was the perfect place I belonged, she said. I was reluctant, but I went anyway to make Grandmother happy.

They were right about one thing, at least: there was an unending wealth of knowledge to be found in the school and its library. After the class sessions, I would walk to the library and choose one book to read cover-to-cover, every day. I learned to read and write. I learned to add and subtract. I learned how big the world is, and what the stars are. I learned how to tell edible plants from poisonous ones. I learned what all the common medicinal berries did. I learned how to survive in extreme heat or extreme cold. I did not realize it at the time, but my passion for knowledge made me the top student in my grouping.

And one particular day, I happened upon a book about Eons. It taught me everything I needed to know about evolution, and how I could one day make an irreversible choice about the elemental power I would hold inside of me. Of course, my immediate instinct was to be an Espeon. But I was smart enough to know that I needed to think about it, and not make my decision right away.

I would have been happy, if I had attended that school for many years more.

There came a day when I met a creature in the library. A Turtwig noticed me reading a particular book – The Legend of Red Greninja – and told me that it was one of his favorite books. Understand, I had never been the least bit interested in forming friendships at school. I did not need them. More than half of the class had given me a new appreciation for my siblings, because they were many times worse – simpleminded, unintelligent, arrogant, or astonishingly self-unaware. Sometimes all at once. The other half were jealous of my progress and tried to make themselves feel better by pretending they were superior to me. And the instructors, they were all Hyacinths: wise, insightful, useful for their knowledge, but full of insufferable pride, as though they spoke to us each day not to teach us, but to brag about how smart they were.

I left them alone. I had no need to befriend any of them. That wasn’t why I was there. But this Turtwig who approached me made me think that, perhaps, it was time to give a friendship another chance. He gushed excitedly about martial arts and sorcery, things I was very interested in, so I wondered if maybe we shared other things alike. So that day, instead of reading a book after class, I conversed with this creature.

Not half an hour into the conversation, I regretted giving him a chance. I recognized his patterns instantly. He was a Daffodil. He was lonely, like me, but unlike me he hadn’t yet learned to be secure about it. He noticed how I avoided encounters with everyone. He said there was a menacing aura to me, a feeling that made him afraid of me, but wondered if there was an interesting fox hiding beneath my stoic persona.

But I knew the truth: he had no other friends, so if I showed any further indication of an interest in friendship, he would latch onto my tail like a Shellder and never leave me alone. I did not want to spend the next year of my life conversing with him in the library; I would get no more reading done. So I rejected and dismissed him.

He came back to bother me again the next day.

It was as though he did not hear me the first time, or did not understand that “no” meant “not ever,” rather than “not now”. He blabbered and rambled about his favorite ninja characters and the swords they used. I paid half-attention, trying to follow the words before my eyes rather than those forcing their way into my ears. When he asked questions, I said little in reply. And finally, he asked if I would join him on a three-day journey to visit a weapon store in the big city.

I declined, and asked him not to come back the next day.

To my relief he did not come back the next day, but he was there again the day after. He must have begun to notice my hints, because he seemed desperate now to have me as a friend, and he seemed to understand that his attempts were failing. He praised me and told me how smart I was and how strong I looked and how interesting my ideas are. He told me that he would want no other friend in all the school, if only he had me.

I smelled his desperation, such a foul-smelling thing. The same scent that turned me away from Daffodil. The misery of loneliness. If I let him remain in my life even as an acquaintance, the stench would never leave. I would need to find a new library, somewhere he did not frequent, if I intended to continue my studies.

I made it very clear to the Turtwig that I never wanted to speak with him again.

But he was there the next day, to my great displeasure, waiting for me in the corner where I usually read my books.

“I’m really sorry for annoying you this week,” he said. “This is the very last time I’ll ask. I promise. If you tell me no this time, you’ll never have to talk to me again.” And just when I was ready to speak my final word to him, he added, “But if you give me one last chance, I’ve got two tickets to see Legend of Red Greninja live on stage next week. The second ticket was supposed to be for you.”

For some reason, this caused me a momentary lapse in judgement. There was something different about him this time, something I liked. Perhaps it was the way he acknowledged his offenses. Perhaps it was the way he demonstrated respect for me by offering to leave me alone forever. Or perhaps I simply idolized the Red Greninja too much. Whatever the case, I suddenly wondered if a friendship with him would not be so bad; he had more decency than Daffodil ever had, and admittedly we shared a great deal of interests.

So I accepted his offer, and I smiled begrudgingly to myself as he merrily skipped away. I had forgotten how nice it felt to be the cause of someone else’s happiness. Maybe Grandfather was right after all. Maybe I just needed exposure to different creatures and different places.

I remember how I stayed up that night, fondly looking forward to the journey. It was the most joy I had felt in years.

Then came the next day. I walked into my class-group just in time to see the Turtwig gabbing to some other classmates. I paused to overhear him. “I can’t do anything next week,” he said. “I’m going to Direlight City with my new friend, Lavender! I wonder when my friend Lavender will get here today! I know he’s quiet, but he’s a great Eevee once you get to know him.”

Then he turned to notice me.

“Oh, hey there!” he said. “It’s my friend Lavender! Good to see you! Looking forward to our outing next week? I know I am.”

But my blood was already boiling.

I could not believe it. He tricked me. The pathetic little leaf-creature tricked me.

I wasn’t a friend to him. I was a trophy. He just wanted to befriend me so he could show off to everyone else in the class.

Just like Daffodil.

I don’t know why I ever expected him to be different. He didn’t care about me. I meant nothing to him, nothing but a means to grow his useless ego. I don’t know why I had thought, for the moment, he meant anything selflessly.

No, he was just like all the rest.

He was a fraud in every sense of the word.

And I do not like to be tricked.

The next thing I knew I had the sorry little creature pinned against the ground. There were three long, gaping cuts in his belly. My claw was dripping with bloodsap.

And that was the last time I was in school.

Grandfather avoided me after that. He wouldn’t look at me when everyone ate supper together. He wouldn’t even punish me for staying outside even after the shadows touched the rock outside the den. He could no longer consider me a grandson.

But it didn’t hurt. I didn’t need school to gain knowledge. So I started stealing books from wherever I could and read those. And for a while, this was my life. I stayed home long after all my siblings went to school and I read in the peace of the den. When my siblings returned, I would go outside. I would climb trees, run as far as I could, swim in the stream, read even more in the tree branches, anything to avoid them until it was time to sleep. Especially Hyacnith. She already disrespected me. I could only imagine how much more she’d hate me if she knew I had been banished from school.

But then one day, Grandmother approached me. She told me that she didn’t feel it was fair I couldn’t be educated like my siblings. She knew how much I craved knowledge. So she told me she would teach me every day.

I didn’t know what to think when she told me that. I did want to learn, but I never thought Grandmother would be the one to educate me. She never struck me as a teacher. I saw her more as a good mother who knew how to nurture and comfort her kits in times of distress. She certainly wasn’t unintelligent, but I didn’t know what she could possibly teach me that I didn’t know already. But I didn’t want to make Grandmother sad, so I accepted her help.

Starting the next day, Grandmother educated me as soon as my siblings left for school. She would sit with me in the den and did her best to emulate the teachers of my old school. She taught me the life cycles of plants, the developments stages of creatures, the uncanny creatures that live under the sea and how they survived, what separated us from the feral creatures. She tried hard to teach me something new every day. I could hear it so clearly in her voice. But I already knew everything that she wanted to teach me. Either Hyacinth, my old instructors, or a book had given me all the knowledge she was trying to give me.

I felt bad for Grandmother. It wasn’t her fault that I already knew everything she knew. She was only being like Violet by desperately trying to make me happy despite not having the ability to do so. But I tired of being around her when I could instead be reading a book. So after a few days of learning nothing new, I told her that I no longer wanted her as a teacher. I said I was better off the way I was before.

But Grandmother told me to give her one more chance. She said if I didn’t enjoy learning from her tomorrow, then I was free to do as I please. And though I doubted Grandmother could impress me, I still allowed her that opportunity.

So the next day, Grandmother and I sat down in the den again after everyone had left for the day. I waited to see what she could possibly hope to tell me that I didn’t know already.

And what she did was tell me a story. A fable, more precisely, about a Seviper who was all alone in the world with nothing to her name. She told me that one day the Seviper found a golden, hatchling Snivy that she couldn’t leave all alone. And this became a blessing, because she soon realized that the Snivy would sometimes spit out seeds made of pure gold. So she would use these golden seeds to make a better life for the both of them. It wasn’t long before the two of them were among the most wealthy in the region. And for a while, the two of them lived in luxury.

Until one day, the Snivy became a Servine and he stopped making golden seeds. And the Seviper had grown far used to her lavish lifestyle. She didn’t understand why the Servine had stopped making seeds just from evolving and was so sure that they still existed inside of him.

So she cut him open with her tail in her desperation to find more seeds.

But there were none, and all that remained was the corpse of her only true reason for happiness.

When Grandmother finished the story, I wasn’t sure what to think. It was a morbid tale and I wasn’t sure what sane mother would do that to her son. But I did feel something inside of me as soon as the story ended. I felt an understanding, a lesson imparted on me from a simple story. It was such an obvious lesson, that family is far more valuable than any riches, but one that still touched me.

It was different from the knowledge I was used to having. I had always read fictional works that spanned epic tales, like The Legend of Red Greninja, but I never felt they were trying to teach me anything. I always felt they were doing nothing more than entertain me. But with this story, I felt something deep in my heart. I actually was learning. I was learning with emotions. With stories.

And I wanted more.

And that was how Grandmother continued to teach me. She would tell me a story every day, usually multiple. And we didn’t always remain in the den. Sometimes she took me with her to the market or we went to the river by the den.

But what made me stay with Grandmother was what would happen when I asked questions.

Whenever I asked a question, such as why Ho-oh revived three Eevees in that tower, she would ask me why I had asked that. She’d have me explain my entire thought process and start an entire discussion with me regarding the question that could well last an hour. With my school teachers, this never happened. I would ask a question, and most of the time the teachers would shut me down with a simple response and move on with their lecture.

But not Grandmother. Grandmother actually listened to me.

And she became the friend that I always wanted.

I never left her side. I would visit the neighboring villages with her on errands, watch her prepare meals for the family, accompany her whenever she was with friends of her own, nap in her warm, silver fur during the summer days, everything she would allow me to do with her. There was never a moment I wanted to be away from her.

For years, I was happy. I slowly started to forget what it meant to be alone. I could not think of a more perfect life to live.

But everything comes to an end. And my happiness ended the night that Grandfather announced to my siblings and I were all to leave home with only Eon stones to our names.

The moment Grandfather said those words, I could no longer feel the grass beneath my paws. Nothing felt real anymore. I could only sit there and stare at nothing.

Eventually I came back to reality and saw I was alone with the ashes of the bonfire. That was until I realized I wasn’t alone. There was a blue-white stone sitting a few paws in front of me.

I recognized it to be the stone that would turn me into a Glaceon.

The stone that none of my other siblings wanted.

The reason I would be forced to leave Grandmother.

It didn’t take much longer for me to begin sobbing.

I remember I considered the thought of burying the stone far away. I thought that by making it difficult to find, Grandfather could not force me to leave home and I would be able to stay with Grandmother for the rest of my life. It didn’t take me long to realize that wouldn’t work. If Grandfather were to discover that I had hid the stone, he would somehow find the spot that I buried it in, or he would gain a new one through some means. There was also the chance he would still force me away as an Eevee, telling me that nothing I could do could change his mind and that I had to live with the consequences of my actions.

There was nothing I could do to stay with Grandmother as of that moment on.

I grabbed the unwanted stone with my mouth and brought it into the den with me. Then I hid myself away for the rest of the night.

During the last days I had at home, I still stayed in Grandmother’s company. I tried to pretend nothing had changed. But I couldn’t. I found that I had no energy to make conversation with her. I could only remain by her side with my head hanging low and give short, simple responses to anything she asked. Sometimes it didn’t even feel like she was there even though I could feel her fur against mine.

And if she tried to leave me be, I’d feel the loneliness return. I’d feel it creeping upon me like a storm cloud. And I’d begin to cry and beg her to stay.

And I would remember how weak Hyacinth said I was for not being able to accept the truth. And I would realize that no matter how much I had grown and how intelligent I had become, I had never truly changed.

And I would only cry harder as I felt the stinging gash she had inflicted upon me all those years ago.

After a few days, I no longer had an appetite. All of my other siblings would sit at the table and gobble up their meals eagerly. But I would only stare at my food. And if I tried to eat it, it took too much effort to chew it down.

Shortly after that, I stopped sleeping. No matter how long I kept my eyes closed, lethargy would never come over me. I would instead cuddle in Grandmother’s fur during these sleepless nights. I would listen to Grandmother’s heartbeats and count them. I would wonder what she was dreaming of.

But most of all, I would wonder how much time I had left with her.

I would wonder how I was going to live my life without her.

I would wonder if it could even be called a life.






2. I


o

The day came I was to leave home came far sooner than I had expected.

I still hadn’t evolved, but I was told I didn’t need to evolve right away if I didn’t want to. I could evolve whenever I wanted.

It was the late morning when I was told that I needed to head out into the village so that my new caregiver might raise me to become a dignified Glaceon and teach me all there was to know of the cold element. Under normal circumstances, Grandfather would have taken me to the village, but I was an exception. He knew that I did not care for him, so he asked Grandmother to provide me company. She didn’t object, and after Grandfather took a good amount of my siblings with him to be off with their own caregivers, Grandmother and I headed off to another part of the village on our own.

After a time, Grandmother and I finally arrived at our destination within the village. It was in front of a water fountain of sorts with stone creatures of different types.

I looked at Grandmother to find that she was sitting beside me on the ground in front of the fountain, smiling and brushing her tail against the ground. I looked at her once, and then looked down at the small pouch tied around my neck. The Eon stone was inside of that pouch, waiting for me to make the change.

I still didn’t want to.

Grandmother looked at me and said, “Did your grandfather tell you the spell to become a Glaceon? You won’t evolve at all unless you say something.”

I shook my head.

She laughed a little and said, “Ah of course he didn’t. Well, I’ll tell you. Whenever you want to evolve, all you have to say is accipio mutatio and you’ll be a Glaceon. That’s all you have to do.”

I simply nodded in return.

Grandmother watched me a moment longer, and then added, “It doesn’t hurt, in case you were curious. It’s like… you feel warm, and then you suddenly feel stronger. And then you’re much larger and everything you were once scared of no longer frightens you. You almost feel like a new person when you evolve.”

But I only said in return, “I didn’t think it would hurt.”

Grandmother looked about to say something more, but stopped herself, and silence came over us once more. I wanted to keep talking to Grandmother. I honestly did. I missed the long and lengthy conversations she and I would share every day.

But I couldn’t. I couldn’t even focus on anything around us. Shapes and colors were all I could see.

That was when I felt Grandmother pull me close to her. She wrapped her tail around me as she rested her chin against the top of my head. But even though with her so close, I couldn’t feel her warmth.

She felt just as cold as my insides.

She told me in that soft, comforting voice she always used whenever I came to her hurt and weeping, “You’ll be fine, my little Lavender. This will be good for you. You’re going to become a wonderful Glaceon.”

I wanted to believe her. I wanted to be happy with this mentor that I’d be spending so many years of my life with. I wanted to be the strong fox that would impress Hyacinth. Becoming a Glaceon could be exactly what I needed to do.

But I could not delude myself. I already knew that I couldn’t be happy anywhere except with Grandmother. I had proven that far too many times with every other creature I had met. Everyone was nothing more than a tangle of interlocking patterns that would bore me as soon as I discovered them. My mentor would be no different.

And it was with this did I finally ask the question that had been on my mind for many days; “Can I come home before the comet appears in the sky?”

Grandmother lifted her head and looked down at me. I quickly turned away, not wanting her to see the water now forming in my eyes.

I heard her say to me in a quiet voice, “You can’t come home until you see the comet. You have to live elsewhere until that day comes. I promise that you’ll see it before you die, but you can’t come home until it appears. Your grandfather told you that’s what he wanted. Your father would have wanted this from you as well.”

I didn’t bother to look back at her, only saying in return, “I understand.”

More silence again. Tears ran down my face and my legs trembled. I would be leaving very soon. I wouldn’t be able to see Grandmother for a very long time. I didn’t know exactly how long I would be gone from home, but I had a feeling that Amadeus’s comet would probably not appear for many years.

I kept my head turned away from Grandmother.

But she seemed to know that I wept, because she said to me in a gentle voice, “Lavender, I know that this is difficult for you, but I know that you can do this. You’re stronger than you think you are.”

And I said in a voice that feigned the strength she claimed I had, “I know.”

She was silent for a moment, and then finally said, “Promise me that you’ll write me the best story you can and share it?”

I didn’t know what to say at first. If I promised to write her a great story, then I had to do everything I could to never return home until it was the proper time. No matter what my emotions told me, I could never listen to them and falter to them. That required a strength that seemed more likely to be present in an Aggron than myself.

But I knew that I couldn’t deny Grandmother’s request. I wasn’t sure how, but I knew I had to. I had to find a way.

I wiped away my tears, and then I looked back at Grandmother. I stood as tall as I could, and told her in the most earnest voice I could muster up, “I promise.”

I saw her smiling face after I said that, and then she held me close once more. And for just a moment, there was no more pain. There was only soothing warmth. The type that I felt whenever I cuddled with Grandmother during afternoon naps.

But the blissful moment ended when a new voice announced, “Alright! I’m finally here now! Sorry to have kept you waiting for so long!”

I looked away from Grandmother and saw that there was now a new creature before us. It was a Froslass hovering above the ground a few feet away from us. She grinned as she twirled a bracelet of white diamonds around her wrist. I already wanted her to go away.

Grandmother said to the creature, “Oh, there you are Crystal. Don’t worry; we didn’t have to wait long.”

My heart sank. I realized this was my new caregiver. She was filled with so much energy that I found that simply staring at her made me quite exhausted.

The Froslass let out a girlish squeal that made me flinch back. And then she picked me up and pressed her forehead into my own. I had to resist shivering at her cold touch.

I hated being touched. I hated having creatures brushing against my fur. Grandmother was the only exception.

I swiped at her face but she avoided it. She laughed at me, mocking me and refusing to let me go. I seethed so deeply that I stopped feeling cold.

Crystal then looked over at Grandmother and said, “Well, thanks for waiting for me! Kind of wanted to see your mate again, but hey, I guess he was busy. So I think I’ll get going now with your son since he and I got a lot of stuff to do. But don’t worry, I’ll take good care of him! He’ll be the best Glaceon ever thanks to me! Make sure you tell your mate that for me!”

Grandmother’s smile faded. And for a moment I was sure Grandmother would ask Crystal not to take me away. She wanted to ask if she could keep me at the den instead and all of this was a mistake.

But then she smiled again and told Crystal, “I’ll be sure to tell him. Thank you.”

Then Grandmother looked at me and said, “Crystal’s a wonderful teacher. She’s going to take care of you. Enjoy your time with her, okay? Become a wonderful Glaceon and write the best story you possibly can. I want to be able to hear it.”

She paused for a moment, and then she whispered into my ear, “Be strong.”

That was all it took for the rage to settle and for the tears to well up in my eyes again.

I was finally leaving Grandmother and there was nothing I could do to stop it.

I didn’t want to go live this new life with Crystal, this Froslass who I already did not want to spend another minute with. At that moment, I forgot all about my promise I had made to Grandmother minutes ago. I only wanted to stay home with Grandmother.

I wanted to be with her.

But it didn’t matter. Because after that, Crystal took me away from Grandmother.

And Grandmother became more of a silvery dot in the distance with every moment.

It wasn’t long before she was gone, and I came to realization that I truly was at the point of no return. I was stuck with Crystal until the comet appeared in the sky for however long that might be.

I felt something dark and heavy overwhelm me.

I didn’t even bother fighting it. I only let it come over me as I fell limply in Crystal’s arms.

Then everything became nothing.


“So, your name’s Lavender, right?”

It was that question that brought me back to reality. And when I came to, I realized we had travelled a long distance from the city. I didn’t recognize any of our surroundings.

I felt Crystal nudge me before asking again, “Lavender’s your name, right?”

I said nothing. She would eventually understand that my silence meant to leave me alone.

But she was persistent and nudged me again before saying, “Oh don’t be like that! We’re gonna be together for a long time! Might as well start being friends to make this easier!”

I knew she was correct. We were stuck together until the comet arrived and had to learn how to cooperate. But I had no intentions of being her friend. Everyone else I sought friendship with failed me. Only Grandmother proved to be worthwhile.

But again, Crystal wouldn’t leave me be. She only pressed harder and demanded I speak. And after ten minutes of her constant badgering, I finally tired of fighting her. This wasn’t like with that despicable Turtwig where I could walk away. I was stuck with Crystal.

So I told her in defeat that yes, Lavender was my name.

She cheered in celebration of her great victory, and then went on to gush about how happy she was to finally meet me. She had been growing lonely and was glad to have a companion, especially a Glaceon. Glaceon worked perfectly in her line of work if trained right away.

It was then that she revealed to me exactly what she was. She was a bounty hunter and had been for many years. I would now be her partner after she was done teaching me.

And I had to admit that appealed to me. I could see myself as a creature capturing targets and then giving them to authorities. I would be brave and powerful, just like I had always wanted to be. And my heart swelled with pride at the very thought.

I decided that just maybe this would be fine. Maybe I could be happy as a bounty hunter. Maybe it would help me forget about Grandmother until the comet appeared.

I fantasized the thought until Crystal brought me to a small village some time later.

Crystal took inside one of the restaurants full of gabby creatures eagerly gobbling up their lunch. It was nearly a full house and I wondered if we could even get a seat within the hour. But as it turned out, we didn’t have to. Crystal brought me to one of the occupied tables. Sitting around it were a Delibird, Abra, Crogunk, and Fraxure. They greeted us warmly as Crystal sat me down by the Delibird before taking her own seat.

And they all resumed their conversation as if nothing had even happened. It was so bizarre that I almost didn’t know what to say.

But eventually I asked Crystal why we were there and who these creatures were.

“Oh! Oh right, you don’t know,” Crystal said with a flustered laugh, “Well, listen Lavender… these guys are my friends. I said I’d have lunch with them today and I’ve been planning this for months. I mean I know I’m supposed to train you right now, but I haven’t seen these guys in years because of what I do, so we’re just gonna hang around for a couple hours and then I’ll train you, okay? And hey, maybe you’ll learn some stuff for training anyway since Barry here is an ice-type just like me!”

The Delibird waved his wing at me as he beamed.

I didn’t want to spend my time with any of these creatures. I wanted to leave. I wasn’t even hungry. But I knew I didn’t have a say in the matter, so I resentfully agreed to stay.

Crystal and her friends thanked me for being willing to let them spend time together. The five continued to babble nonsense to each other. It all sounded uninteresting and stale, so I simply sat there and let my mind wander.

At least, I tried to. I was only able to sit in silence for five minutes before Barry started talking to me. He told me that I was fortunate to have Crystal as a trainer. He assured that she was one of the best bounty hunters out there and was a little jealous that she couldn’t train him instead. I ignored his ramblings the best I could, only nodding and shaking my head whenever prompted to.

And then he said something that caught my attention.

He said, “You won’t be a snowflake after she’s done with you, don’t you worry!”

It was such an odd thing to say. It was so odd that I had to ask what exactly he meant. And he told me that being called a snowflake was a slur amongst cold creatures. It meant that you were weak. It was the most offensive insult one could be slandered with.

I had thought he would have something more interesting to say afterwards, but I was wrong. He only continued to ramble about Crystal. It was blatantly obvious to me that he was infatuated with her. So I went back to simply nodding until Crystal announced it was time to leave.

And then she took me away.


When it was sunset, Crystal arrived at the base of a large mountain. It was a large, towering mountain, stretching so high into the sky that when I tried to look at the summit, it strained my neck.

Crystal set me down upon the ground and drifted toward the mountain, turning backwards so that she could see me even as she grew further from me.

She called to me in her carefree voice, saying, “Come on, Lavender! We gotta get to the top before the sun goes down! Only got like an hour!”

I took a few steps back. I could now see a thick layer of white covering the summit and the entire upper half of the mountain. And I realized exactly why she wanted to reach the summit.

I said to Crystal, “We’re not going to reach the summit in an hour.”

Crystal continued going up a dirt trail, further leaving me behind. Then she said to me, “Yes we are! I’m not a slush-head! Now get over here, Lavender! Trust me!”

But I still refused to move and said Eevee were incapable of scaling entire mountains in that amount of time.

She finally tired of my incompliance and flew back over to me. Then she picked me up and took me up the mountain with her.

My heartbeat quickened as she carried me up the mountain. It beat so fast that it hurt. I struggled, but Crystal wouldn’t release me.

She only promised that I would be fine.

It wasn’t long before there were no plants to be seen and all there was to cover the mountain was rocks and dirt. I didn’t see any creatures along the way, all of them hiding away as the dark began to fall and the predators slowly rose from their hiding places. My breath turned white and every gust of wind sent shudders down my spine.

I begged Crystal to go back down the mountain. The higher we went up, the colder it would grow. I could no longer see colors along the mountain. All that covered the land was white and grey as snow fell from the sky and pelted us.

But she only continued upward. With every moment, my teeth clattered louder. It wasn’t long before a thick layer of snow covered my fur. No amount of shivering could shake the snow off or warm me up. I could feel my body temperature rapidly dropping. I didn’t know how much more of this I could bear before I died of hypothermia.

And then Crystal set me down just as we reached the worst part of the snowstorm.

The wind blew around me, slicing into my fur with its cold touch. Snow and fog were blown into the air so that I could only see a few feet in front of me.

I had never encountered a storm such as this before. It was true that the world outside our den was covered with snow every winter, but I had never been caught within the very storm that brought the snow to my home. I had always been wise and stayed inside until it was safe.

Now I was in the midst of one of the very storms I had evaded for all my life.

I looked up at what I knew was Crystal’s vague form in the midst of the blizzard and begged to know why she had done this.

She laughed merrily like this was a game. I would have clawed her if I were not frozen in place.

The last thing I heard her say was that this was part of my training and that she expected me to be at the top of the mountain. Then she abruptly disappeared, as if she had actually disintegrated into the blizzard. And I realized then what had happened. Crystal had left me.

I was alone in the middle of that blizzard.

A gale struck me and knocked me over onto my side. I crashed into a sharp boulder and hissed as it cut into my side. I didn’t feel warm as my blood left my body and smeared on that rock. I still felt cold.

And I realized that Crystal had left me here on in this mountain. She had left me to die.

I would never be able to see Grandmother again. I would never be able to tell her my story. I wouldn’t be able to keep my promise to her, telling her of what I learned while I was away.

Something started to hurt within me when I realized that. Something within my chest stung me more than the blizzard nipping away at my fur.

It was then that I knew I couldn’t die here.

I had to see Grandmother again, no matter what.

I rose to my feet and forced myself to fight against the blizzard and go up the mountain. I ignored the stinging and the burning as I walked, telling myself to keep climbing no matter what happened. A wind managed to push me aside, making me crash into yet another rock, but I didn’t bleed that time. It only left me with a dull ache that kept me stunned for a moment. After that moment passed, I resumed climbing up the trail, determined to reach the summit of the mountain.

I started losing feeling after a while and stopped shivering. My paws were no longer able to tell me whether I was stepping on gravel or snow after a time. I looked back to find that I was leaving bloody paw prints behind me. But I didn’t stop moving.

I was doing well. I was making decent progress despite everything. I was even beginning to feel warm, so much that I wanted to be able to shed my fur so that the heat would not affect me so much. I thought that perhaps I was growing used to the cold and could climb up the mountain unscathed. It seemed like a good sign that my determination had carried me through this tribulation.

But it was a lie. There came a point sometime later when I found I could not move at all. And no sooner did I discover this did I collapse on the ground. The warmth that once filled me left. I felt a weight pressing down on my chest, making it hard to breathe. My eyes could no longer close. They were frozen open, forcing me to watch as the world around me slowly became a white mist of vagueness as snow piled on top of me.

I would have cried if my eyes weren’t frozen.

It was at that moment that I knew what had to be done. I had only been delaying the inevitable. If I wanted to live, there was only one thing I could possibly do.

With the last remaining strength I had, I undid the satchel and pressed the stone to my chest.

Then, with my faltering voice that was almost too weak to speak, I whispered, “A-Acc-i-i-ip-io… mu-mutatio-o-o…”

The moment I spoke the Eon spell, I felt the change come over me. The Eon stone released its energy and sent it into my body. I saw a bright light go off around me as the change began. I smiled weakly as I allowed my old body to change into this newer, stronger one. It was not cold as I had thought nor was it warm. It was simply happening, no sensations of any sorts occurring.

It was painless and effortless.

The change stopped when there was no more light. I was no longer an Eevee. I was a Glaceon with a body that had no injuries.

There was no pain. There was no cold or warmth. I felt pressure pushing against my body but not the cold.

I rose to my feet. I needed to get to the summit. That was the only thought in my mind. Get to the summit and nothing else.

I looked up and saw that it was close. It would not take long to reach it.

But I did not walk. I remembered an ability of Glaceon just then. A power they had that was mentioned in the Eon books. So I stood still and let the blizzard consume me.

It dissolved my body into particles and swept me up into it and left the now empty satchel behind.

I became the very blizzard. I couldn’t control the entire storm, but I could maneuver in it. It felt like swimming, but without needing to move my legs. So up I went, to the peak of the mountain. Up I flew through the blizzard as snow.

I burst out of the blizzard as a Glaceon once I reached the summit. I landed back on the ground but not correctly. I didn’t put my legs forward so I hit the snow with my face first, tumbling harshly.

I waited to stop tumbling. When I did I still kept still because something in my head was spinning. I waited for whatever it was to stop.

When the dizziness ended, I finally looked around the summit.

The blizzard still raged. There was not a speck of color around me. All was buried under the suffocating white.

I felt drowsy after I realized how soft the snow was. It reminded me of fur, which is the best thing to fall asleep in.

Grandmother’s fur was more welcoming than my own bed. It was so warm and I could hear her breathing softly in her ear. Sometimes she would nuzzle my head.

I remembered her telling me a story of a lonely little Vulpix just then. She wanted friends so she went up a mountain that touched the sky. She heard that if she went there she could have any wish granted to her by the creature that lived atop the mountain.

When she went there she found no one. She only found many strange stones that looked like round icicles on the ground. When she touched one of the stones it made her a cold creature. She became white as snow. She became so beautiful.

When she went back to her town all of the creatures wanted to be with her. Everyone talked to her. Everyone wanted to know about her and ask what it felt like to suddenly be a cold creature. She was never alone after she became a cold creature.

Everyone loved her.

Except no one actually loved her. They only loved her because she was a cold creature now. They loved her because she was unique. There were no other cold Vulpix in the world.

And eventually everyone got bored of seeing the Vulpix. So they stopped seeing her. She wasn’t special anymore to them.

And so the Vulpix became more lonely than ever.

I couldn’t remember the rest of the story.

I didn’t know if the Vulpix ever found someone who actually cared about her or if she stayed lonely.

I wished in that moment that I could go home to Grandmother and ask her how it ended.

But I couldn’t. My eyelids were growing heavy. So I let them close and thought of the Vulpix wandering in an empty field of snow.

I felt something hurting in my chest before I fell asleep.






3. II


o

I slept peacefully throughout the night. Even when the sun cast its light upon me, I still slept and thought of sleeping in until noon. The snow was comfortable and felt like a soft blanket wrapped around me.

I intended staying in the snow for as long as I could. But then a certain someone found me.

I heard her long before I saw her; “Lavender! Lavender, you slush-head! I’ve been looking for you all night! You were supposed to come find me after you got here!”

I begrudgingly opened my eyes. And there was Crystal hovering above me, exasperated.

I shook off the snow and stood up, returning the very same glare.

Then, I said to her with a hiss, “You left me to die.”

Crystal scoffed and assured me that I couldn’t have died since I was a Glaceon. As far as she was concerned, Glaceon didn’t die in blizzards. Even when I told her I wasn’t a Glaceon when she abandoned me, she insisted that me having the potential to become a Glaceon was the same thing.

She rambled on and on, saying how worried she was that I didn’t find her last night and how she thought that I had been eaten by a feral. She blamed me for her woes and completely ignored that it was her fault to begin with. That I could have died if I hadn’t remembered I could become part of the blizzard.

I was about to walk away, but then I saw Crystal had finally stopped talking.

And then she said to me, “Look, I’m sorry. Maybe you’re right. Maybe I shouldn’t have ditched you without making sure you evolved first. I guess I was really lucky you knew how to evolve, otherwise you’d be dead and I wouldn’t have someone to work with. I should just stick with you and not ditch you for training. I mean, how are you going to be my partner if you’re dead?”

It was very clear to me that Crystal couldn’t understand why I was truly upset with her. She couldn’t understand how wrong it was to throw me into a blizzard without asking my opinion on being a Glaceon. When I realized this, I knew I should have left her behind or correct her. That was what I should have done.

But I didn’t because I knew she wouldn’t understand. Think what you will about how creatures can change with enough effort, but you cannot expect a creature to change so drastically all because you do not agree with them. That is a futile demand and thinking someone will actually comply to it is idiotic to think, even if they do seem to change before your eyes. They always revert back to their previous state in a matter of time unless they have a very good reason to be someone else for you, which is rarely ever found. That’s how it always was with my siblings. They never changed, even when I told them why I bored of them.

I wanted to leave Crystal. Being in her presence felt similar to jumping into a thorny bush. But I couldn’t leave; I would be breaking my promise to Grandmother if I did. And though I didn’t enjoy the thought of remaining in Crystal’s company after she nearly killed me, I had to. I had to for Grandmother’s sake.

I promised to tell her my story.

So I begrudgingly accepted her apology and we began our training.

Crystal had me recall my entire experience reaching the mountain summit, and afterwards explained why I had turned into snow. She said that some cold creatures have the ability to lose their physical form and become one with the cold. When this happens, the creature can move more swiftly. Glaceon, however, gained the extra advantage of being able to fly through the blizzard. They could control the wind and do as they pleased. Glaceon could also summon blizzards on their own as well.

But it took a large amount of training to make those blizzards. It wasn’t something one could do easily. You had to be strong and you had to be in a certain emotional state. She promised she would teach me this technique, as she had it herself. But we wouldn’t for a while. We had more to learn before that.

My first lesson took place in small gathering of trees on the mountain. She exhaled a heavy breath onto a nearby tree, or at least emulated exhaling. And then a flurry of snow particles flew from her mouth and impacted the tree. The snow clung to the tree and within moments the tree’s trunk was covered in a thin layer of frost. Then after that, she exhaled another breath. This time ice shards shot from her mouth and hit the tree.

She explained to me that I had a new organ inside of me now. It absorbed the heat from the air and made everything colder. By doing that, it allowed us to take the water droplets in the air and turn it into ice. And so long as I learned to control how cold we wanted the air, I could learn to manipulate how the ice formed. I could make it snow, shards, frigid wind, a blizzard. It only took practice.

She exhaled more shards at the tree. I noted something odd about the ice shards this time. They immediately shattered upon impact. They did not stick to the trunk like the snow did.

I never would have thought that the ice would shatter not long after impact. I thought it would have remained whole with how powerful the ice seemed. I never imagined such a deadly and destructive force of nature could be so utterly fragile.

I stared at the tree for a moment longer, and then finally said, “The ice shattered the second it hit the tree. It dug into the tree, but it still shattered afterwards.”

Crystal looked at the tree with me for a moment, studying it.

Then, she smiled knowingly and faced me and said, “Well that’s because ice isn’t all that strong, Lavender. I know those icicles looks really tough and can take anything, but ice is actually really fragile. It can break the second it hits something. So when you try to hit something with anything that’s made out of ice, you need to make sure it’s big enough and going fast enough to actually hurt something. Same thing with icicles. They need to be going fast enough to be able to pierce something, otherwise they’ll just break in an instant and won’t pierce what you’re trying to hit. And sharp enough too.”

Ice was weak. In the form of a blizzard, the cold was a fearsome foe, able to bring death to all those who were in its wake. But as ice, as a more solid and concentrated form, it was weak.

I found that so odd. So odd that the cold could be so powerful when it was soft and beautiful, but so fragile when it was hard and imposing. I really would have thought that it would have been the reverse.

After that minor epiphany, Crystal had me practice creating cold. I was to do exactly as she did.

I took in a deep breath and exhaled as much air as my lungs would allow me.

My breath changed from white fog to thin shards of ice as they flew away from me. Then they sank into the bark of the tree I was facing. Most of the shards missed their mark. But a few crashed into the tree and shattered on contact.

I was off to a promising start. Now I only needed to learn to aim.

Crystal congratulated me with a clap and a cheer. Then she told me to make snow instead of ice. So I visualized snow leaving my mouth just as I exhaled. And out of my mouth shot many white pellets of snow. Nearly all of them hit the tree this time.

I smiled to myself. I was already getting better. Perhaps I would make a talented bounty hunter if I was advancing at this rate. I already wanted to make more ice, just to see how much better I was this third time.

And that was exactly what Crystal suggested I do. She pointed out a lone Sentret trekking through the snow not far from where we stood. It hadn’t noticed us and continued to forage for food in its ignorance. She told me to hit that feral with an attack, just to see how I would fare against a moving target.

I estimated how far the creature was from us and then took a step forward. And then after locking onto my target, I sent a dozen icicles at it. They reached the target within seconds. Most of them impaled my target around the stomach ring. One of them hit its heart. And because the icicle had gained enough speed, it punctured the organ and killed the Sentret instantly. Blood seeped into the snow as the Sentret’s corpse collapsed.

I grinned as soon as I saw that. I had killed something on my first try and with an icicle that was seemingly so weak. I truly was on my way to becoming a terrific bounty hunter.

Crystal did not think the same. She frowned grimly as she nervously played with her hands, acting as though I had made a very costly mistake and was too embarrassed to admit it. I glared at her and demanded to know why she was acting that way.

She said to me in a nervous, hesitant voice, “Umm… you weren’t supposed to actually kill that Sentret.”

I frowned and told her I had done exactly as she had asked. There was no reason for her to be acting this way. But then she told me she hadn’t meant for me to kill the Sentret. She had only wanted me to hit it with a snowball. She didn’t actually think I’d kill someone just yet when I was only a kit, even if it was a feral.

To that I just scoffed.

The two of us spent the rest of the day improving my ability to conjure up different forms of the cold and how much mass and speed I needed to apply to projectiles to make them adequate. I learned to improve my accuracy, as well as create other forms of the cold such as sleet or rounded ice that bore resemblance to what fell from the sky during a hailstorm. My day was dedicated to these things, and by the time the sunlight waned and the night sky was upon me, I was able to strike a target with precise accuracy. Every single one of my projectiles would strike my target, not a single one flying off into the distance. I was quite proud of myself.

After training ended Crystal took me to a small den dug out of the side of the mountain. It was dark and smelled of Ursaring. However, there didn’t seem to be any in the cave at the moment. They had undoubtedly found a better den elsewhere.

I looked around the darkness for a few moments, all the while listening for someone else’s breathing. When I only heard silence, I curled up on the ground, right on top of a pile of snow that had been blown inside presumably earlier that day. I buried myself into it, and I allowed its white comfort to soothe me.

The same way Grandmother’s fur used to soothe me when I was wrapped up in her embrace.

Whenever I felt overwhelmed by a particularly bothersome thought, I would go to Grandmother to discuss it. Sometimes they were petty such as how I felt bitter that Sage got more poffins than I did during our last dinner. Small things that seemed unjust to me and that I wanted to rant at someone with no real intention of doing anything about the problem.

Other times the thoughts were much more serious. For instance, my siblings and I were raised to believe that legendary creatures once existed and perhaps still do, and that they helped craft the world so that it is what it is now. For quite a long while I believed all of that. I saw no reason to doubt it. However, as time went on, I realized how absurd their existence seemed.

Eventually I told Grandmother I no longer believed in these supposed legendary creatures. They were too fantastical to seem real and their powers were probably exaggerated in all the stories.

Of course Grandmother was speechless. I can still remember the way that she seemed to shirk away from me and fold her ears against her head. I almost expected her to chastise me for speaking blasphemy.

But Grandmother was not like that. Though she couldn’t agree with what I was saying, she told me it as okay to have those beliefs. She told me that it did bother her to hear me say those things, but it didn’t make her love me any less.

She did that every time I shared my troubling thoughts with her. And it made me smile just a little bit, regardless of how I was feeling when I was discussing my thoughts.

The snow I laid in at that moment reminded me of those moments where I could say whatever I wanted to Grandmother and never have to worry about her hating me. The way it held me in its softness and glimmered in the light… that was exactly how it felt to be with Grandmother.

And now I could never see her again. I could never see her smile or hear her stories. I could never cry in her presence and have her hold me until my tears dried. I could never chase her through the forest or play through the snow with her just outside our den every winter.

Not until the comet appeared.

I closed my eyes before they filled with water.


The next morning there was more training. This time I was taught how to use my powers defensively.

I was told that not only could I cool the air around me, but I could also lower my body temperature. And when I did so at Crystal’s command, ice clung to each strand of fur and made it look like sharp needles.

It felt heavier but I could still move around for the most part.

Crystal explained these icicles weren’t that strong but they offered me protection from creatures that would try to bite me.

She smacked my neck just to prove her point. The icicles took the full brunt of the attack and shattered off my fur. It didn’t hurt one bit, but I still yelped despite myself. I hadn’t expected Crystal to do that. And I was ashamed to admit that I had been startled. I could only hope Crystal hadn’t noticed.

She then proclaimed that I had learned all there was about my powers. Now I was to catch her as she flew across the mountain. I gave chase immediately, shedding the icicles from my fur as I raced through the snow.

She was more difficult to reach than I thought. I had thought I was quick-footed after winning enough footraces with Hawthorn, but Crystal proved to be much faster than he ever was. It was most likely because she flew. Most flying creatures are quicker than land creatures.

But I was persistent and just like with Hawthorn, I continued to run even after my legs began to hurt and my breath grew short. And eventually, I did reach her.

I exhaled a flurry of snow pellets at Crystal. I had hoped that they’d slow her down, but even as they pelted her, she retained her speed. She only giggled playfully as continued flying away, calling out to me, “Nice try, but you gotta try harder than that! Come on, you can do it!”

I only continued my relentless hunt. And for several hours, I did just that.

It only finally ended when Crystal wasn’t swift enough as she rounded a boulder, and I was able pounce and sink my fangs into her arm, where I could effectively drag her down into the snow. When I had done that, she laughed and finally declared that I had succeeded in the task she had given me.

I should have felt happy when she told me that. I truly should have. But I wasn’t. I had wasted my entire day trying to capture her. I should have caught her within an hour at the very least. It did not help that she proclaimed that I was not truly holding her down and she was only pretending it was for the sake of the exercise.

But regardless, after I released her, she and I returned to the den so that we might rest of the night. I certainly enjoyed the prospect of being able to rest. My muscles ached terribly.

But I refused to show Crystal my weakness. A hunter does not show if he is in pain or is faltering. Doing so only allows his target to gain confidence and find a way to escape from the grasp of the hunter.

Your weakness is your target’s greatest strength.


When I awoke the next day, Crystal told me something I did not expect. She was going to take me on an official bounty hunt with her and she was going to have me capture a target. She said that she would help me of course. She needed to supervise me. But right after I had a breakfast of berries Crystal found for me, we descended the mountain.

Admittedly I didn’t want to leave behind that mountain. Though I had only been upon it for a couple of days, I had quite enjoyed being there.

But I knew I had to leave it behind. I had a promise to keep, and I could not keep that promise by refusing to follow Crystal to civilization and becoming a hermit upon that mountaintop. So, I refused to let myself look back when Crystal and I climbed down the mountain and slowly made our way to the bottom.

We reached the mountain base a few hours later. It admittedly felt quite strange to be in a world filled with life once more. There was too much green and noise. I had grown quite accustomed to everything being lifeless, save for a few stray ferals roaming about. I had enjoyed the silence and the emptiness. Now the grass beneath my feet felt too soft and tickled at my feet and the noises of feral creatures irritated my ears. Nothing felt right.

The two of us then left behind the mountain and walked in silence until we found ourselves in the outskirts of the nearest town that held the name of Pepperroot Town. It was modest city of small size similar to the one Crystal had taken me to in order to visit with her friends. The little houses and shops made out of brick most certainly gave this little place the impression that it was not a particularly special place. I wouldn’t have been surprised if it wasn’t even on some maps sold all throughout the region.

I followed behind Crystal as she took me into a police station and brought me to a large bulletin board near the entrance of the building. Plastered upon that bulletin board were about a dozen papers. I didn’t have to look at them long to know that they were all wanted posters of various criminals.

It was then that I saw a particular poster. It was about a creature that was supposedly killing many creatures in a northern part of the land in isolated incidents. From what the paper described, no one had ever quite had a good view of the killer. It was believed to be a cold creature thanks to the state its victims were left in, but that was it. The rest of the details, whether it was its appearance, its name, or even its motivations for killing others was unknown. The only hint that there was for motivations was that all of the creatures it had killed were figures of high authority and influence.

I would have looked at it more, but then Crystal ripped a paper from off the board right next it. Then, she showed it to me and said, “Here we are! Let’s get this guy!”

I looked at the paper and saw that it portrayed a Roserade. The paper went on describe that he had been robbing many homes in the town during the night, making him a local thief who hadn’t wandered to neighboring cities. No one had been able to capture him and could only capture brief glimpses of him before he disappeared into the darkness. The paper promised that if someone could capture him and bring him into the police station, they would be given two sapphires as a reward. It did not say if it wanted him dead or alive, only that simple term of captured.

Crystal rolled up the paper and then put it inside of her body before saying to me, “Alright, so that’s how you get your jobs. You just go to wherever they post wanted posters and then you pick whatever you want. It’s easy! And now that we’ve done that… we get to do the fun part of being a bounty hunter!”

She laughed giddily as she left the building. I followed after her. She lead me back outside to a small general store nearby. We gathered behind the building and she took the paper out of her body once more.

After she had browsed through it, she said to me, “Alright. Since we don’t exactly know where this Roserade likes to hang out after he’s done stealing everything, we’re just going to have to stay at one of the places he usually strikes. So, we’re going to go around town and find some place that hasn’t been raided yet and has a lot of stuff in it. And then, we’re going to talk to the people that take care of the place and have them leave the place for the night so that this Roserade will want to steal from their place even more. You know, because nobody’s there. Except-”

I quickly caught on to her string of thought and interjected with, “Except we will be there instead, waiting for this target so we can apprehend him.”

Crystal beamed at me, and said, “That’s right! See, you’re already pretty good at this! I knew you’d make a great bounty hunter the second I saw you.”

I said nothing to the remark, once again feeling no pride from her compliment. I only wanted to find this location we could use as a stakeout. I wanted to put my skills to the test. I should have been scared at the prospect but I was not. I knew that I would be able to capture him.

I was ready to be a bounty hunter.

We spent the next few hours wandering the neighborhoods and looking for a place to use as a stakeout. It took some time, but eventually we did find a location that seemed to meet all of the criteria we held. It was a church, a decorative and articulate one at that. It resembled a castle in some ways as it towered over both Crystal and I.

This church undoubtedly held a number of tithes within its storage and because of the prestigious appearance of the building, it was quite obvious that a large number of creatures attended its sessions. Of course a thief would want to plunder this building. It held more riches within its safe confines than any other home we had ever come across. And even if he had pillaged it more than once, the church always received more tithes from its followers a few day afterwards, enticing the thief to return to the church again and again.

I followed Crystal to the church entrance and came to a stop by her side as she knocked on the door with her claws. Seconds later, the door opened to reveal a Marowak and Heliolisk standing there in the doorway. The church caretakers I realized. Though both of them wore friendly faces, I could tell that they were unnerved by our presence.

Crystal, oblivious to their unease, she said to the two in a cheery voice, “Hi there!”

The Heliolisk, despite being baffled by Crystal’s behavior, said to us, “Hello… who are you two?”

Crystal smiled as she reached into her body and pulled out the scroll that held our target’s information and showed it to the two creatures.

As the two of them read over it, she said to them, “Tell me, does the name The Frost Queen ring a bell to you?”

The Heliolisk then said, most excited, “Oh! I didn’t realize you were her! I mean, I know you’re really well known around this part of the region, but I didn’t know you were a Froslass.”

I looked over at Crystal as she began talking to the residents, assuring that all was fine and explaining why she was here. Both of the residents were so amazed to be speaking to such a famous creature from what I understood.

As they spoke, I let my thoughts run elsewhere. Specifically, about Crystal’s other name “The Frost Queen”.This was her bounty hunter name, apparently. It was a much more interesting name than Crystal that she had no doubt crafted to strike fear into all of her targets. She had made that name so that she had a formidable reputation. She only had me refer to her by what I could assume was her true name because I had no reason to refer to her by such a professional title. And, I must admit, I was impressed with the title.

I started to wonder if perhaps I too could create a similar title for myself. Lavender was not a very imposing name. It was nothing but the name of a violet flower used for nothing of importance. If I was to be a competent and feared bounty hunter, I needed to craft myself a better name. I needed a name that did not give the impression that some useless plant was hunting their target relentlessly.

My thoughts were once again interrupted, for Crystal’s voice then said, “And almost forgot! This here is my new partner! His name is Lavender. He’s going to be helping me today.”

As soon as I heard her say my name, I realized how much I really didn’t like to be referred to that name anymore.

I saw the Marowak and Heliolisk looking at me, both of them giving me friendly waves with small smiles.

I nodded at them and then turned away, finding I had nothing I wanted to say to them. They were my clients, but since Crystal had informed them of everything we wanted to do, there was nothing I needed to say.

Immediately upon me doing that, I noticed a change in the two residents. Their happy and content expressions had disappeared and were now replaced with reluctance. They had stopped waving to me, their claws remaining stiff in the air.

After a few seconds, the Marowak finally asked, “Well how do you feel about being a new bounty hunter?”

I still didn’t make eye contact with them as I said, “Fine.”

The Marowak was stumped with my response. He kept looking at me, waiting for me to say something else, but I never did. I simply remained quiet, still not looking at him directly.

That Marowak didn’t keep his gaze on me for much longer before he immediately looked back at Crystal.

The Marowak said to her, “Well what a nice partner you have. He looks like a fine fellow. Glad you found somebody to help you with all of your jobs.”

I knew that Marowak was lying when he said all of that. There was a certain tone in his voice, a type of trembling in his words, when he spoke. He was only saying such words because he didn’t want to offend Crystal. The Heliolisk, on the other paw, continued staring at me with a more curious gaze, studying me. I only kept my gaze averted, not saying anything. I had nothing I wanted to say to her either.

She too broke off the stare after a moment. I remained where I was, keeping quiet as Crystal continued to talk to the two creatures with her typical pleasantness while being completely oblivious to what had happened between myself and the caretakers.

After a while, the two creatures invited Crystal and I into the church and let us talk with them about what we needed to do to capture this thief. Though, as I had expected, they still didn’t want to talk to me much. They would often avoid looking at me in the eye and instead kept their glances glued to Crystal, afraid I would attack them the second we made eye contact. Every question they asked was directed at Crystal and they put in quite a bit of effort to pretend I wasn’t sitting next to my mentor.

But I did not care. I never wanted to talk much to them in the first place. So I sat in the pews and simply listened wordlessly.

When our discussion had finished and night had come upon us, the Marowak and Heliolisk left Crystal and I alone, telling us that they would be back in the morning and wishing us the best of luck if our target were to appear. Of course, I knew that they were only really saying that to Crystal. They still refused to even cast me a glance.

But that was quite fine with me.


After those two caretakers left and locked up the church, Crystal and I hid from sight. I squeezed myself underneath one of the pews close to sacristy where the valuables were kept while Crystal kept herself within the wall close to me. I would have preferred to have her not be so close to me, but I didn’t bother to voice my thoughts. So I kept silent and waited for the thief to appear.

Nothing happened for a couple of hours. I spent that time coming up with a suitable bounty hunter title for myself. Nothing appealing was coming to mind despite my best efforts. They were all awful names such as the Black Snow or Crimson Icicle. I refused to let such ridiculous names be what my future clients would call me. I needed a dignified name that struck fear into all who heard it, like Red Greninja.

So I continued trying, creating about another dozen terrible aliases for myself. And though I grew frustrated with each failed attempt, I persisted anyway, bent on creating a name before the dawn of the next morning.

But then, as it neared midnight and our target had still not appeared, and I still had not created a suitable name for myself, I heard Crystal say in a quiet, hushed voice, “Hey, Lavender?”

I looked at the wall to find Crystal poking her head out of it, staring down at me from not too far up.

She was staring at me with a pitiful stare as though she actually saw how much of a difficult time I was having with coming up with a new name for myself.

We stayed silent for quite a time, neither of us saying anything to the other.

When it became apparent that nothing was going to happen after a minute, I turned away from her.

I was barely able to turn my head before Crystal said to me, “Lavender, why were you acting all cold and aloof to our clients? And not looking them at all when they were trying to talk to you?”

I hated having her pry, but I knew she wouldn’t leave me alone. So I said to Crystal, “Because I don’t want to talk to them. They don’t interest me.”

She said to me, “Well just because you don’t want to talk to them doesn’t mean you have to be all cold like that! I mean, I don’t like talking to all of my clients sometimes, but I don’t just go giving them the cold shoulder.”

I remained impassive and said, “I have no interest in talking to anyone that’s boring.”

Crystal glared and me and in a voice that barely restrained her disgust, she said, “Lavender, you can’t just go treating everybody like you don’t care about them and expect to be a bounty hunter. If we’re nothing but uncaring to everybody and just plain don’t want to talk to anybody, we’re never going to get any jobs from everybody.

“You really need to stop this, Lavender. I know you’ve been acting that way with me for a while, but I didn’t say anything because I thought you were just having a hard time thanks to leaving your home. But now that I see you’re doing this to pretty much everyone, I can’t ignore it anymore. You’ve gotta stop being so withdrawn and uncaring. It doesn’t matter if you want to talk to people or not; you’ve gotta be more open with everyone. You can’t just shut them out because you can’t be with your Grandmother anymore. You need to move on, Lavender.”

My blood began to boil.

I realized how much I hated Crystal just then. She had whisked me away from Grandmother before I could say goodbye. She had nearly killed me in the name of training. She never once asked how I was feeling. She never knew when to stop smiling.

And she was the reason I couldn’t be home.

I was an idiot to think that Crystal and I could ever get along.

I was just about to pounce at her when I heard a noise. The noise of someone opening the chapel door.

And I saw a Roserade creeping his way toward the sacristy. He didn’t even know I was there.

I spat out a barrage of icy shards at the creature. They cut deep into his vulnerable skin, spilling his blood-sap. And then he fell to the floor and didn’t get back up. However, it was obvious he wasn’t dead. I could still see him breathing even from my distance.

I didn’t waste any time running after him. But before I could close the distance, Crystal suddenly appeared before me and stopped me in my tracks.

She was glaring at me with flames in her eyes so bright, it easy to mistaken her for a fire creature.

And then she said in a tone that fit that expression, “Lavender, that’s enough.”

If this had been any other circumstance, I would have listened to her. But I was in no mood to listen to my disgrace of a mentor at the moment.

I scoffed and said, “I’m not done until that Roserade is dead.”

She started screaming at me, telling me, “No, we don’t. You knocked him out and that’s good enough. For Arceus’s sake, just because we’re bounty hunters doesn’t mean that we’re killers!”

When I heard those words, I suddenly realized something I had never noticed before about Crystal. Something that I should have noticed in hindsight.

With a low voice, I said to her, “You’re scared of killing anyone.”

A powerful, chilling aura seeped out of Crystal just then and thick ice formed along the walls and pews. It even sealed all the exits shut, trapping us in this frigid church. The temperature dropped drastically but I didn’t shiver.

I finally saw Crystal exactly for what she was in that moment.

She only pretended to be a respectable cold creature when she was actually a snowflake.

She was a liar. A fraud.

Just like that Turtwig.

She had tricked me just like him. And I hated being tricked.

I shot at Crystal. I wasn’t fast enough to sink my fangs into her and she moved out of the way.

Crystal flicked her wrist and ice shards shot at me from everywhere. I dove beneath the pews and saved myself. They sank into the wood but they couldn’t hurt me. The cold didn’t work in this church. There was too much in the way for it to hit me.

Crystal realized this as well because then she opened her mouth and spat a black ball at me. I dove out of the way as the ball hit the pews. There was a large crash followed by a brilliant explosion. Splinters of wood and gravel flew past me. Some of them managed to cut my ears and made me wince.

Crystal must have thought I would stand down. She must have thought I would learn my place after seeing the destruction she could cause.

But I didn’t.

I sprinted toward Crystal just as she fired another shadowy ball. I went around the ball just before it hit another pew. Then with help from the blast, I sprang at Crystal. I opened my fangs wide to chomp down at Crystal. She didn’t hesitate to fire another ball.

And that was exactly what I wanted.

I swung my body around and hit the ball with my tail. I felt the ball’s energy threatening to explode against my tail. I could feel it ready to rupture.

But it didn’t. I flung it away from myself and straight into Crystal’s open mouth.

She was knocked back as the ball hit her throat before exploding. A black cloud erupted from her body and shrouded her from my view. Her shrill cry filled the air and all of the ice and glass in the church shattered. They fell onto the ground and littered the place with shards just as I landed on all fours.

I stood there in silence as I watched the smoke dissipate, revealing to me the damage I had done. My former mentor now lay in a heap against the ruined wall of the room, her body oozing with smoke from the force of her rebounded attack. Many parts of her icy body were chipped, revealing to me that was only a hollow being covered in ice with pieces of paper, sacks of items, and other trinkets within her body.

She was gazing at me with an expression of horrified disbelief and betrayal. Her jaw was slightly ajar and her eyes were frozen wide, the subtlest hint of tears forming in the corners of her eyes.

I looked at her with a blank stare. I studied her for a moment, noting how weak she was compared to the menacing presence that was trying to slaughter me only moments ago. To think that she had fallen into this miserable state so easily all because of one rebounded attack and the split second she didn’t close her mouth.

It was then that I noticed Crystal wasn’t moving. She was very still and there seemed to be haze settling in her eyes. I went up to her when I saw that and placed a paw upon her chest. Immediately upon doing so, her chest caved in, and I punctured a hole into her body. I hastily withdrew my paw and accidentally hit the side of her chest, knocking her over in the process.

She did not get up. Her expression did not change.

It was then that I realized what I had done.

I had killed Crystal.

I anticipated the horror that I should have felt when one takes another sentient creature’s life. Even if I had not exactly enjoyed my time with Crystal, I didn’t think that I hated her enough to murder her. I had only wanted to make her suffer for all that had happened. It had never crossed my mind to actually murder her.

But that did not happen. There were no frantic thoughts or pain in my innards.

I felt nothing.

I realized, right there, that I was no longer shackled to spending what could be the rest of my life with Crystal. My fate was no longer tied to Crystal’s, meaning I was free to do as I pleased. I no longer had to tolerate her and all of the misery she had put me through.

She was gone and I would never have to worry about her ever again.

I could do anything I wanted to now.

I felt a smile creep its way onto my face. I knew exactly what I wanted to do next. I had been denying it for so long, but I knew that I could ignore it for no longer. It was the only way I could truly be happy.

You cannot find happiness in a miserable situation you are only tolerating for someone else’s sake.

I grabbed Crystal’s body with my teeth and dragged her out of the church, forgetting about the Roserade still collapsed on the ground. I took her to a forest near the village and I buried her beneath a tree.

And then I disappeared into the night, hurrying to the only place that truly mattered to me.


My desired location was not easy to reach. I had underestimated y endeavor. I knew where to go, as I could read maps fluently, but I had travelled so far away from my destination. And there were so many mountains and valleys to cross.

But I persisted. No matter how weary my legs grew, how much I panted, how many rodent holes I had caught my foot in, how many thorny plants cut my skin, I pushed forward. Just like when I grew exhausted from playing games with Hawthorn. I would not give up.

And after two weeks, I finally found what I was looking for.

I found my home.

The den still remained beneath that stone whose shadow would tell me when I needed to be home, and the nearby riverbank I had always drank from still ran nearby. The trees and rocks surrounding the hole that was my home were the same as ever, still just as quiet as I had remembered from the days I was still an Eevee.

It was as though nothing had ever changed. I eagerly approached the den as my tail wagged behind me.

I was ten footsteps away from the entrance when I saw a familiar glimmer of silver light rising out of the darkness of my home. I felt my heart beat faster in my chest as I froze in place.

Grandmother emerged from the den and stepped into the outside world, wearing the soft smile that I had longed to see for far too long. She hadn’t changed at all since I had last seen her, just as with everything surrounding my home. She was still radiating the peaceful, loving aura that I had always felt whenever I was in her presence. I didn’t see Grandfather anywhere, but I did not feel concerned about his whereabouts. All that mattered was that Grandmother was in my sight.

I had found Grandmother. I had found the only one that mattered to me in the world.

Unable to contain myself, I hurried over to her and cried, “Grandmother! Grandmother, it’s you!”

She came to an abrupt halt as I closed the distance between us. I nuzzled her with my forehead while tears leaked down my face. It had been too long since I had been able to be in her presence and take in her warmth. I had forgotten how wonderful it felt.

Grandmother asked me in a quiet voice, “Lavender…? Is that you?”

I took a step back, allowing me to see her face. I noticed that she was no longer smiling and now wore an uncomfortable, pained expression. I told myself she only appeared this way because she hadn’t anticipated seeing me so soon. I told myself I could make her smile that wonderful smile I loved soon enough.

I said to her with a smile, “Yes, it’s me. I became a cold creature, but it’s still me. I’m home.”

Her frown grew even more as soon as she heard me speak these words.

She said in return, “Lavender… why are you home? I thought I told you not to come home until the comet appeared in the sky.”

It was then that the warmth swelling within my heart faded away. I had broken my promise. And I’ll admit that I was ashamed to have done so. But it didn’t convince me to turn around.

It only encouraged me to tell her that I no longer cared about the promise. I only wanted to be home. I told her how unhappy I had been with Crystal and that I had no choice but to abandon her for my own sake.

“Please let me come home, Grandmother,” I begged her. “Please, let me stay so I can be happy again. I want to stay with you and listen to your stories and do everything with you again. I… I miss… I want to be home again with you.”

I needed to be with Grandmother again. It was the only way I could be happy again.

She meant everything to me.

Grandmother broke the silence with a long sigh. My heart stirred as I watched her look at me more intently, anticipating what her decision would be.

With a quiet, soft voice, she gave me her answer.

“You can’t come home, Lavender.”

I felt the tears return to my eyes. They weren’t happy tears.

I asked her, “Why? Grandmother… why can’t I come home?”

She said to me, “Because your grandfather said you couldn’t come home until the comet arrives. I promised I’d support him in his decision and I’m afraid that I can’t break my promise to him just because you want to be home. I can’t, Lavender.”

I stepped toward her, but she immediately backed away, as if afraid that I would attack her.

I whimpered, “But Grandmother… Grandmother, I want to be home. I just want to be happy again. Grandmother… please let me come home. Let me be with you again.”

She only shook her head and said in return, “I can’t. I’d love to have you living with me again, but I can’t. You have to leave until you were told to come back home. It hurts, I know. It hurts me too that you can’t stay with me. But my little Lavender…”

Something came to mind before she could finish. Something that I couldn’t hold off from saying.

As soon as the thought appeared, I asked, “When is the comet appearing in the sky?”

Grandmother ceased to speak. She kept her eyes on me, her eyes glimmering softly with sorrow and pity, but she would not say anything.

I fought back against the tears and asked her in a firmer voice, “Grandmother, when is the comet coming? How long do I have to wait to be with you again?”

Grandmother waved. When I saw this, a thought came to mind. It was a cynical thought. A thought I always feared.

I asked her in a low voice, “There is no comet, is there?”

Grandmother finally spoke after I muttered this accusation, for she said in a assuring, if hurried voice, “There’s a comet and it will come. I promise it will.”

Her words didn’t change anything. I asked her, “Then why won’t you tell me when it’s coming? Why won’t you tell me when I can be with you again? Do you not want to see me anymore?”

Grandmother said in return with a hushed, pained tone, “Of course I want to see you again. You know how much I love you. But Lavender… you need to leave home. You can’t stay here forever; you need to find somewhere better than this little den. If you stay here, you’ll eventually have so many regrets. It might take a while, but you’ll realize that you’re not doing anything worthwhile with your life and that everything you actually do will make you feel hollow. Instead of being a wonderful bounty hunter that apprehends all of those people that the law can’t seem to find, you’ll be nothing more than an overgrown hatchling, wasting your days doing absolutely nothing.

“When the comet appears in the sky… you can come back here, just as you want to right now. I promise you that it will come and that you can come back home with your other siblings. But until then, you can’t be here with me. So please, Lavender, leave and find somewhere that’ll make you happy. There’s somewhere out there that’s better for you than-”

But I didn’t want to hear anything more. I yowled at her, “Liar! Don’t you dare try to tell me you’re doing this to make me happy!”

Grandmother flinched.

I bore my fangs and said, “I’m not happy anywhere, Grandmother. You’ve seen it yourself. I couldn’t get along with anyone at school. I couldn’t even get along with my own brothers and sisters! There is nobody out there that’s going to make me happy! You were the only one I ever felt happy with, and that fact is never going to change no matter what you try to make me do!

“You’re only making me go away because you and Grandfather can’t handle the fact that my father is dead! You’re doing this all to make up for the fact that you couldn’t save him!”

Now Grandmother snapped. She frowned deep and gave me a harsh glare. I stepped back as I grew very afraid.

She said to me in a voice that matched her complexion, “Lavender, stop.”

My body turned cold as my stomach twisted in on itself. I took another step back and flattened my ears against my head as Grandmother continued to glare at me.

She said to me, “Lavender, you can’t stay with me for the rest of your life. You will not break the promise you made. You should be ashamed of yourself for even coming here after you were specifically told not to come back before the comet arrives.”

In a voice that even I could barely hear, I said in return, “But Grandmother… I have nowhere else to go except here. I can’t go back to Crystal; I left her behind. Please, let me come back. Please, let me be with you. I… I… Grandmother, I…”

She did not allow me to finish my stuttering attempt at a heartfelt plea, for she cast me yet another glare, silencing my last burst of strength. Then, she said in a firm voice, “Then you’re just going to have to face the consequences of your actions. Now leave, Lavender. Don’t come back until the comet appears.”

And with that, she turned away from me and went back into the den, too flustered with me to run the errand she was undoubtedly trying to do before I appeared. It wasn’t long before she was gone. And I was alone in the empty forest once more.

All that was there to keep me company was my heart, throbbing painfully and making my throat feel as though it had a chunk of ice lodged within it.

I considered the idea of going into the den and trying to argue with Grandmother further, as well as apologizing for my outburst, but I stopped myself. I realized I couldn’t change Grandmother’s mind. She no doubt had a much lesser opinion on me as of that moment, the thought of which made tears well up in my eyes. I did not care if every other creature in the world hated me and saw me as a despicable Eon; if Grandmother still loved me dearly, then that was all that I cared about.

If I went into my home to beg her further… she would stop loving me, and that was something that could not happen. Grandmother meant everything to me, and if she were to stop caring about me… I didn’t know what would happen.

I didn’t want to think about it.

And yet my heart still demanded that I crawl into the den and beg her to stay with me. It refused to leave me alone, relentlessly bombarding me with miserable feelings and thoughts.

All I could do was stare into the darkness of the den, telling myself to leave but being unable to do so, all the while clinging to some futile hope that Grandmother would return and allow me to stay with her.

But she did not return. Even after an hour passed she stayed within that den, keeping away from me. She didn’t want to see me until the comet appeared.

So I left behind my dearest friend for the second time in my life. I didn’t cry until I was sure Grandmother couldn’t hear me.






4. III


o

I did not return to civilization after Grandmother refused to take me back for two reasons.

The first reason was because I had nowhere to return to. Grandfather had made it so that I could spend the rest of my days with Crystal where the two of us would undoubtedly collect bounties together until one of us died. That was the path he had created for his kit that would obtain the ice stone, and that kit so happened to become me in the end. But now, thanks to my actions, that path he had carefully crafted was gone. I had destroyed it by my own doing the second I murdered Crystal.

But this was not the true reason that I stayed far away from society. While I was now lost and without purpose thanks to my choice, I could have gone back. I could have returned to the nearest city and found myself something to do until the comet were to arrive. I might not have of found anything that would be pleasant, but it would have passed the time until I could actually return home.

And yet, I didn’t do anything.

Whenever I thought of doing something, a sharp pain would strike my chest and I would remember that I could not be with Grandmother. I couldn’t be with the one who I had played with and listened to everything I had to say without any sort of judgement.

I couldn’t see her until the comet appeared, presuming it wasn’t a lie. If it were a twisted lie as I was beginning to think with the way Grandmother was acting, then I would never see Grandmother.

I would never see her for as long as I lived.

I knew I should have gone back to civilization and do something else with my life, but I couldn’t. All I could think of was Grandmother.

I wanted to be with Grandmother so much. Every day I thought of running back to her. Every day, when I was at the verge of tears, I thought of going back to her despite everything she said.

But I knew I couldn’t. Even though I wanted to… more than anything… I couldn’t.

So I retreated into the first snow-topped mountain I could find. And once I reached the summit and saw the thick blanket of snow covering the land, I buried myself into it. I curled up into its soft, cold whiteness.

And I remained half-buried in that snow, all alone on that mountain’s peak.

I refused to leave, even when I felt the familiar gnawing pain of hunger. I ignored its promptings to go out and hunt and instead let creatures find me. Whenever they came close enough and seemed ready to devour me, I impaled them with an icicle before mindlessly eating their flesh. Then, once my stomach no longer rumbled, I curled up deeper in the snow and stared at absolutely nothing.

I fully intended to remain on that mountain for the rest of my days until the comet arrived, if it ever did. It would have been an empty life, but I could not bring myself to do much else. I had lost my purpose in life.

My story could have ended here due to these circumstances. The message I would have shared with you would have been that you can never truly let go of your attachment to someone that you once held dear. You can try all you like to resist the pain in your heart and run as far away from it as possible, but you will always miss the one you were attached to and wish to be with them again.

But this was not the end of my story. Not even close. My time on the mountain was simply an interlude.

It was many days later. I don’t know how many days it was. I had ceased to count how many sunsets I saw while on that mountain.

I had been asleep on the night that my interlude ended, dreaming about running through snowfields with Grandmother. We were frolicking about, laughing happily as I chased her through the snow as an Eevee. She ran so swiftly despite her elderly age. But I caught up to her. I pounced at her when I had decreased enough distance between the two of us, proclaiming that I had caught her just as I tackled her down into the soft blanket of white.

And then, as we became buried, what felt like a whip suddenly lashed across my face. It struck me with such force that I snapped awake and destroyed my happy dream. I got to my feet and looked to see what had disturbed my sleep.

I was now in the middle a blizzard that had struck the mountain with no warning. It was a powerful blizzard, one that was stirring up large clouds of snow into the air and making tree branches sway violently. And though I knew that the wind wasn’t strong enough to toss me off the mountain, it could still easily snap off a branch and have it collapse onto me, killing me instantly.

I wanted to die. I wanted a tree to crush me and put me out of my misery. So I didn’t bother getting up and laid there, waiting for my end.

I idly remembered happier times from my life. Times when I was with Grandmother and school and the moments I actually cherished my siblings. Times before I saw how boring everyone was. Times before Hyacinth showed me the patterns in everyone, sealing my fate forever.

And then I remembered the day Hyacinth tore open a gash in my heart. The day she told me that I could not accept my own truth and how disappointed she was in me. The day I lost Hyacinth as a friend.

How I was weak. How I would die. How I could never set aside my feelings and see the truth. How much of a disgrace I was.

Something in my mind snapped as I heard her hurtful words echo in my mind.

I was on this mountain because I couldn’t accept the truth of my situation. I was here because I let my emotions overwhelm me. Because I chose to wallow in my misery.

I had not changed one bit since that day.

I was a snowflake.

But I didn’t have to be anymore.

I left the mountain then using the very blizzard that threatened my life. I was going to prove that I was not as weak-hearted as Hyacinth thought I was. I was going to see her again at the bonfire and prove that I could handle the truth. This would be my new purpose in life.

I was going to prove that I was not a snowflake and was not the poor, defenseless Eevee Hyacinth saw me as.

I knew what to do until I saw Hyacinth again; I would turn Crystal in.

There were creatures that wanted her dead. I knew there were. Grow powerful enough and certain creatures want you dead. I needed to find them and give her to them. It would give me money and security in society.

It would be difficult to find the ones who wanted Crystal. I didn’t know where they were. I didn’t know who they were. But I would find them. I would start the next chapter of my story this way.

I made my way to Pepperroot Town after a few days. When night came I went to the area with the trees near the church. I dug through the ground until I found where I had buried my old mentor. Most of the shapes that made up her body were gone. This proved problematic. I needed proof that she was dead.

That was when I saw the diamond bracelet was still in the grave. It was covered in dirt, but it was still perfectly intact. I ripped it off of Crystal’s body and used it as a necklace for myself.

After I felt it was secure around my neck, I left Pepperroot Town, not even bothering to cover what was once Crystal back up.

It was time to prove just how strong I really was.


I knew my search would take a long time, for world is large and I am small. I wouldn’t be able to find my creature of interest with ease. I would not find them in days or weeks, but I knew I would find them. I told myself not to stop no matter how long it took.

I had no money because I didn’t do anything to earn money. When I hungered I killed feral creatures.

I only had one possession other than the bracelet. It was a magical red scarf I stole from a merchant when he was turned the other way. It could remain attached to me even when I became a blizzard. I needed it to hide Crystal’s bracelet I wore as a necklace. It was made of many diamonds and because of that, worth a small fortune. Thieves would eagerly steal it off me if they saw it.

I spent months going from city to city and finding nothing. Most would have given up when the first month passed and no progress was made. Willpower can only last so long. However, I didn’t. I knew that the one I sought existed. I knew I would find them.

And I was right.

Three months after I commenced my search, I found a way to reach these creatures.

I came to hear rumors about a Weavile named Gash that held great tracking skills. She had found the mayor of an important town who had gone into hiding when he was deciding on a controversial decision for his town. Some creatures wanted him dead so he couldn’t make the decision, but no one could find him. No one, that was, except her. She had found his hiding place and killed him. But she was caught by a group of creatures that overpowered her. After that, they put her on Desolate Island, a medium security prison. Everyone who went there was being held for executions.

She had been put in there a month ago, and I heard she had a week left before her execution date.

I wasn’t going to let her execution day come. I needed her to tell me where to obtain my reward. If she could find a mayor who could hide so well then she could find the one I sought. I knew I could not do it myself when I had found nothing after three months. It did not matter to me that she had killed a mayor. She had a skill I needed. She would tell me where to go one way or another.

I spent what I felt was a week preparing for the jailbreak. I learned the prison was built on a large iceberg in the ocean a couple miles north of the region of Fazilaria. It was cold enough for the ice to never melt, and cold creatures were hired to always maintain the iceberg just in case. In addition, it had many large anchors plunged deep into the water kept the iceberg from drifting off into the sea. There were also guards that stood at the entrances and exits to make sure no one could sneak out.

Most notable about the prison was how the prisoners were treated. Each prisoner had a white aura suppressor attached to them in the forms of collars. They were attached to the creatures at all times and made it impossible for them to use their element abilities. This was done so that no prisoner could cause a rebellion. The only way to remove the suppressors was to have someone of proper authority place their paw upon the suppressor’s surface, where it would immediately snap off.

I spent my week coming up with ways to counteract each of these security measures even though I didn’t have enough information. I did not know what the interior and exterior appeared to be of the prison. I didn’t know the best routes to use so that I could evade detection. I had no means of obtaining the information. I did not know where to find escaped criminals of that prison if they existed. I would not have known how to interrogate them for information in the first place.

I did the best I could with my situation and naivety. I kept logs of how often the boats came and left the prison. I noted their routes and the smaller icebergs in the water. I studied every pattern I could of this prison.

I plotted how I would convince Gash to work with me. I knew this would be the most difficult part. No one had told me what her personality was. No one knew why she had killed the mayor. She told no one even after many interrogations. She was simply an evil and fearsome creature. I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to make her tell me how to find my creature of interest. She could run away after I set her free if I offered her nothing she wanted. I didn’t know what she was interested in other than escaping.

But I didn’t despair. I would not let this opportunity slip out of my paws. Nothing would stop me.

The week of planning passed when I returned to the area where the prison was. There was jittering in my legs at the thought of the break-in. I knew I could fail. It was a medium security prison where everyone went to die.

But I didn’t falter. I had to do this.

I had to free Gash and have her help me. I did not know what I would do with her after. Maybe I would lock her back up. Maybe I would kill her myself. I would think about that later. She needed to help me first.

In the late night I went to the dock where the iceberg boats rested. When no one watched I jumped aboard one of the boats and hid behind many crates. I waited in silence as the boat sailed to the iceberg. There were guards on that boat and they stood by to watch, but none of them noticed me. They were tired. They didn’t think someone was behind the crates.

The boat came to the iceberg an hour later. The creatures began unloading the crates onto the iceberg. I jumped out before they got to my crate and leapt onto the island. No one saw or heard me because they were busy unloading the cargo.

I looked at prison. It had a rectangular shape to it, and was made of black metal. I did not know how it stayed on that iceberg when that was so.

I needed to get in the prison. In order to do so, I would need to get past the large number of guards patrolling the area.

I wanted there to be a blizzard. I wanted a snowstorm to hit so I could become it and sneak into the building undetected. But there was none, and there wouldn’t be one anytime soon. I had to do this without becoming a blizzard. I could not rely on blizzards to help me. If Crystal had taught me how to make blizzards I could have. But she hadn’t and I hated her for that.

I saw there was an entrance only being guarded by one creature, an Electabuzz. His eyes drooped as he struggled to stay awake. I crept toward him. I stayed hidden in the shadows and hid behind large masses of ice on the glacier. Sometimes I made ice and had them cover me completely. They looked exactly the same as the ice of the glacier.

I made it to the guard after a while and he still hadn’t noticed me. I readied my aim, and then shot a ray of cold at him.

It froze his mouth shut. He tried to scream, but he was kept silent. I shot out of the darkness and kicked him off the glacier. He tumbled down the slope and into the water. No one noticed his absence.

I opened the door of the prison and looked around. The halls were empty and no lights were on. I could hear footsteps in the distance from patrolling guards but none were near me.

I needed to find Gash. I did not know where she was. I prowled the hallways and searched for her. When I couldn’t find her I went to a higher level. I kept climbing up and hiding constantly so that none would find me. I passed by many prison rooms when I did this. They were all behind steel doors with large windows beside them. This way the prisoners were exhibits to anyone passing by.

I saw the prisoners inside. It was hard to see them in the darkness but I saw them through small lights in the rooms. All shared rooms with one or two creatures. All were in a blank room with nothing to sleep on except the blankets. But the floor was not the ice of the iceberg. The flooring was also metal so that it couldn’t be melted for escape routes.

Many prisoners were asleep, but a few were awake. The ones that were awake weren’t doing anything except blankly staring at the walls. All of them had white metal collars around their necks with strange glowing lights on them. I knew those were the white aura suppressers. I saw some prisoners fiddling with them and trying to get them off. None of them had any success. I even saw an Empoleon get electrocuted by the device when he struggled with it too long. He fainted shortly after.

None of them were Gash. I didn’t see her anywhere, but I didn’t fret. I had a feeling I knew where she was.

I reached the very top of the prison. There was a single cell at the top with two guards standing guard at the door of that cell. They were both Cacturne, and they were very much awake and alert. If I were any closer they would have spotted me.

Once again I wanted to conjure up a blizzard. If I could do that this situation would not be challenging. But I couldn’t. I had to subdue these Cacturne through other means.

I looked at them, and then I shot a ray of cold at the ground beneath them. They looked at the ice forming at their feet, puzzled by the sudden cold. I took that moment of weakness to fling myself out of the shadows and tackle them into a wall. They hit the walls so hard that their eyes closed and they slumped to the ground. They didn’t move.

I landed on the ground and didn’t slip on the ice. After all, cold creatures were meant to tread any form of cold. It would be an embarrassment if we couldn’t.

I looked into the cell now that the guardians were subdued. And I saw a Weavile.

She was inside of the cell and she was the only one within. Her cell was just like all the others but there was no blanket in this one. There was nothing in her cell.

She was sitting directly behind the window. She had her arms crossed over her chest and was looking directly at me.

And she was smiling at me.

I went up to the window and stood directly opposite of where she was. I then saw her white aura suppresser was around her neck. There were no marks on hers as I had seen on others’.

She smiled wider. Her teeth gleamed in the dim light.

I felt an uncomfortable shiver go down my spine when I saw that. There was an air about her that felt wrong and twisted. It made me want to tuck my tail between my legs.

But I knew I couldn’t be this way. I had to be strong and enlist on her help. She was the key to my success and I could not allow anything to go wrong.

I said to her, “You are Gash, correct?”

She kept looking at me. I saw her eyes look me up and down. She said after a moment, “Yeah, that’s my name. Gash. A name that cuts into you like Slasher or Hunter.”

I didn’t know how to respond to that. I hadn’t expected that sort of reaction.

Gash cackled at me. I didn’t like the laugh. There was a twisted joy to it. A joy that delighted in bloodshed.

She said, “Well anyway, you’re here to talk to me, aren’t you? Well normally I’d tell you to just leave me alone since I want nothing to do with someone like you, but you know… I’m feeling a little chatty today. Haven’t had a decent conversation with anyone in weeks. So, what do you want?”

I went closer to the glass and then told her, “I need you to help me find someone. I will get you out of here if you help me find them. That is what I want.”

Gash smiled more and laughed. She said, “Well! You’re a funny little snowflake, I’ll give you that. I can’t remember the last time I laughed at something so stupid.”

I frowned and said, “I speak the truth.”

She laughed again. I resisted the urge to glare at her. She grinned and said to me, “Oh really? How much of a slush-head do you think I am? You’re not going to get me out of here.”

I said, “What I speak is no lie. I will set you free from this prison. I made my way in here without any difficulty. I can get you out.”

She clacked her tongue and said, “Mmmhmmm. Yeah, well see… how can I really believe that? I bet you know why I’m here in this prison; everyone knows. I’m the most popular prisoner here. So, when you know that I killed that worthless old mayor, why should I ever think that you actually want to set me free?”

I narrowed my eyes and told her, “Because I do not care what you are. You have a skill I need. Everything else about you is irrelevant. Freeing you doesn’t bother me in the slightest.”

Gash stopped grinning. She looked over me for a moment and then uncrossed her arms. She pressed her forehead to the glass and frowned.

She said to me, “Alright, I’ll pretend you actually want to let me out of here. Who do you want me to find?”

I pulled down part of my scarf to show her Crystal’s bracelet around my neck. I said to her, “I’m searching for someone who is offering a bounty for The Frost Queen’s death.”

Gash cackled and said, “Ah yes, The Frost Queen. Didn’t know when I’d be hearing that name again. She’s fairly well known where I hang around. There’s even some prisoners here that know about her.”

Gash made that troubling grin again. She said to me in a teasing, eager voice, “You killed her, didn’t you?”

The fur at the back of my neck stood up. I released my hold on the scarf and adjusted it around the bothersome fur.

In a quiet voice, I answered, “I did.”

Gash put her claws over her mouth as she made a muffled laughing sound. I sat still, resisting the urge to fidget in place. I could still feel my fur pricking up.

Gash stopped laughing after a while, and then stood up.

She said, “Alright, I’ll help you out. Maybe this really isn’t a joke after all. And hey, maybe while I help you, you can show me the Glaceon that actually killed her. Having her bracelet on you doesn’t prove anything. Because let me tell you… you are undeniably a snowflake.”

I frowned and said to her, “I am not a snowflake.”

Her smile only grew. She laughed and then said, “Then prove me wrong. Show me the Glaceon that actually killed The Frost Queen. Then I’ll take back what I said.”

I grabbed a set of keys from one of the jailer’s sides with my mouth. I then fumbled and forced each key into the lock until I found the one that worked. When it did, I twisted it and opened the cell. It was awkward but I managed.

I watched Gash come out of her cell. I was ready to attack her if she attacked me. She still had the white aura suppressor, but she could still hurt me if she wanted to.

She said, “Now then, let’s get this suppressor off of me. It really makes it hard to breathe.”

I said, “Of course. But let there be a warning, Gash. When it is removed you will help me. Escape or attack me and I will throw you back into that cell. You will be free when you help me.”

Gash bent down and glanced at me. She loomed over me and snickered at our obvious stature difference. She said, “There we go, there’s the Glaceon I was looking for.”

I didn’t say anything to that. I didn’t know how I wanted to respond.

Gash straightened herself up and said, “Now then, let’s move along. Oh, it feels great to be out of my cell and to be walking about! I can’t wait to thank all of those lovely prison wardens that threw me in that delightful cell in the first place…”


We went downstairs and went to an office. Gash said that was where I could find someone who could get rid of her suppressor.

We came to the office on the bottom floor. Someone was in there, a Haxorus doing paperwork. Gash and I hid in the shadows near the office. The sign by her office indicated she was of high authority. She could unlock Gash’s collar.

I went inside the office. The door was unlocked and adapted for four-legged creatures to open with a strange contraption. The Haxorus saw me standing there and smacked me with her tail. I got out of the way as she knocked over her desk.

Gash snuck up behind the Haxorus and grabbed the Haxorus’s claw. She smashed it against the suppressor. There was a click and the collar snapped off her.

Gash cackled and the Haxorus ran for the door. Gash threw herself at the Haxorus and clawed her eyes. I flinched as the shrill screams pierced my ears.

The screaming stopped as soon as it started. I looked over at the Haxorus to find that Gash had slit her throat open with frosted claws. Wisps of cold steam rose out of the rip in the dragon’s neck.

I looked at Gash. I could see her smiling as she looked at her bloody claws, giggling to herself. She turned her head toward me and flashed all her teeth at me. I took a step back. She said, “Bet you didn’t know we ice-types could kill dragons so easily, did you? Oh, we can. See, everyone tells you that dragons are invincible because their elements don’t work too well. Throw a thunderbolt at them, they shake it off. Spit a fireball at them, it doesn’t even burn their scales. So everyone has a good reason to be scared of them. But oh… not us. Not us. Dragons can’t stand the cold one bit. One little icicle is enough for them to scream and cry like hatchlings.”

Gash laughed as she went up to me. She stopped right in front of me and looked down at me with that twisted smile. I didn’t move as I watched for any hints that she would attack me. Her claws were sharp and could cut me in two, but I could bite her neck and end her life far more swiftly.

She reached out and ran a clawtip along my head before I knew it. I opened my jaws, but stopped when I realized her claw didn’t cut me open. She only brushed her claw across my fur so that it just barely touched my skin.

I quickly backed away, still feeling my skin crawling where she touched me. It had been a while since someone touched me, and it still felt just as wrong as it always did.

Gash snickered and then said, “Alright, that’s enough fooling around. Time for us to get some answers. If you will follow me…”

She walked away. I followed after her even though I didn’t know where we were going. Eventually she led me to a number of cells full of slumbering prisoners. Somehow, they hadn’t heard all of the ruckus.

Gash went to one cell with a Typhlosion, Carracosta, and Skarmory. They were all asleep. She stopped in front of the window and tapped on the glass. She said, “Hello, prisoners. Time to wake up.”

Their eyes snapped open and they called for help. Gash laughed at them and said, “Now now, no need to cause such a ruckus. I swear I won’t be killing any of you if you can answer a question of mine.”

That silenced all of them. They looked at each other for a moment before looking back at Glace.

The Typhlosion gulped and asked. “What question?”

Gash smiled and said, “Are any of you familiar with The Frost Queen? And don’t keep me waiting; I’m a very impatient Weavile. I know I said I wouldn’t kill any of you, but if you make me wait too long… I might just accidentally slide a claw against your throats.”

The Typhlosion flinched and stuttered out, “N-No! I’ve never heard of that name.”

The Carracosta joined in and nodded, insisting that he had never of this supposed Frost Queen. I expected Glace’s smile to drop, but it didn’t. She only looked over at the Skarmory, her smile growing wider as she watched the metallic creature shift his weight on his talons.

Gash pressed her claws against the glass and dragged them down. It made a screeching sound that made me shirk and fold back my ears.

She paid me no mind and said to the Skarmory, “Is there something you’d like to share with me, Skarmory? You seem like you’re just dying to tell me something…”

The Skarmory dug his talons into the flooring and refused to look at Glace. However, he did tell her, “There’s a Scyther on one of the upper levels that knows about her. I… I heard she was the one who threw him in here…”

Gash hummed to herself as she removed her claw from the glass. Then, she turned to me and said with a satisfied smile, “See that? We’re one step closer to finding someone to pay for your bounty. Was so easy getting an answer out of that Skarmory, wasn’t it?”

The Skarmory coughed uneasily before I could think to say anything and said, “I wouldn’t go near that Scyther if I were you…”

Gash’s smug smile turned into a frown. She spun on her heel and shot the Skarmory a glare as she crossed her arms over her chest. She asked him, “And why would you say that?”

The Skarmory told her, “Because he doesn’t like being reminded of that Froslass. I heard… he was an important figure in this secret organization. To be captured by someone like her and stuffed in a place like this… the last time someone even mentioned her, he almost sliced their paws off. With a suppressor on…”

I didn’t like the idea of talking to this Scyther anymore. I did want answers, but if this Scyther would kill me for daring to even use Crystal’s name, then I wasn’t sure. A Scyther was a tough creature to fight. Their bodies were too strong for my teeth and ice to pierce.

But Gash only shook her head and made a clucking sound. She glanced over at me as that smile crept back onto her face. She told me, “Come on. We’ve wasted enough time here. Let’s go find this Scyther.”

I said to her, “Are you sure we should do that? The Skarmory just said he would hurt us if we mentioned The Frost Queen.”

Gash only chuckled, then said with a purr, “You truly are a snowflake. Ahhhhaaahhh…”

Then, she walked away. I thought about biting her wrist for just a moment, but I changed my mind. The feeling passed just as quickly as it came, and I followed after her instead. I was going to prove I wasn’t a snowflake. I was going to talk to this Scyther with her and get the answer I needed.

We walked for some time in silence. Gash didn’t say anything to me during that time. She only walked in front of me and checked every cell for a Scyther. Sometimes she made a clacking sound with her tongue or scraped her claws together. There didn’t seem to be a reason for it.

Eventually, we found the Scyther. He was alone in a cell just like Gash and slept against a wall. His blades were wrapped up in scarves, rendering them useless. The sight of that lightened the heavy weight on my heart, even if it was doubtful he would be able to break out of the cell if we antagonized him.

Gash stopped in front of his cell and rapped her claws against the glass. I kept my distance as I watched the Scyther open his eyes and glance at us. Gash grinned in that awful way as she waved to him.

She said to him, “Hello there, I’ve been looking for you. Heard you’ve got information that I want.”

The Scyther glared at her, and then said with a grumble, “What do you want?”

Gash smiled wider before saying, “Actually, it’s not me that wants to talk to you. It’s him.”

She then pointed a finger at me. I felt my heart drop as the Scyther turned his gaze to me. Even though he already wanted nothing to do with Gash, I could see the light in his eyes darken as soon as he saw me. Gash snickered as she gestured for me to come toward her. She said to me in a sadistically playful voice, “Come on, I’m not going to do all the work for you. You’ve got to put some effort into this. Unless of course, you’re afraid of the big bad Scyther.”

I deepened my frown and quieted my nerves. Then I said, “There is nothing to be afraid of. I only thought that you were the one who would be interrogating. That was our deal after all.”

Gash chuckled and said, “Well if you mess up then sure, I’ll get the information out of him. But you did want to prove that you’re a killer, and this would be a perfect opportunity for that. So go ahead. Prove your worth to me.”

I didn’t know why Gash was being like this, but I decided not to argue with her. I approached the cell and stopped beside Gash. I looked back at the Scyther to find he was still glaring at me. He remained sitting, which brought some reassurance. Now he only needed to remain like this when I began to pry.

I stared into his dark eyes a moment longer, then said, “Prisoners here told me that you once worked for a powerful organization.”

The Scyther’s wings buzzed, but he still didn’t move. He told me, “Yes, I was. What’s it to you?”

I hesitated a moment. What I was about to say next could easily send him into a frenzy. He was locked in a cell, but I didn’t rule out the possibility that he could find a way to break out and cleave me in two.

Gash gave me a rough nudge, nearly knocking me over. She giggled as she waited for me, morbidly amused to see me faltering. Not wanting to look like more of a fool in front of Gash, I straightened my stance and said to the Scyther, “I heard that The Frost Queen is the reason you are not there anymore.”

The Scyther hissed harshly, exposing his fangs to me. There was a blur of movement, and then he was suddenly right before me, the two of us only separated by the glass pane. I recoiled back and nearly tripped over my own feet.

With a growl in his voice that belonged more to a wild one, he said, “If you know who I truly am, you would think twice before ever saying that name, kit.”

I shuddered. I could feel all of the hatred and malice oozing from his body. I already felt phantom scythes cutting deep into my neck.

I couldn’t speak. I didn’t know how to continue on with this conversation. If I dared to push the subject, I dreaded what the Scyther would do. He couldn’t hurt me from within his cell. I already knew that. Yet, I could not convince myself that I was safe.

That was when I heard Gash howl with laughter. I looked back at her to see her cover her mouth with her paws, but it did little to muffle the laughter. She said to me in the midst of her cackles, “I knew it… I knew it. Aaahhhhhaaaah… you’re nothing but talk. You really are a snowflake.”

I growled and bore my fangs at her and spat, “I am not a snowflake.”

But she only removed her paws from her face and laughed harder before shooting me another one of her twisted smiles. Then, she lowered her voice and said in a taunting whisper, “Prove it.”

With heat flaring in my chest, I snapped my gaze back to the Scyther. His vicious glare was still fixed on me, but I refused to let it intimidate me. I was not a snowflake.

I would get my answers from this Scyther, no matter what. I told him, “I came here not to insult you, but to inform you that the one who threw you into this cell has perished.”

The Scyther’s glare faltered. He lowered his blades and tilted his head, now watching me curious. I reached up for my scarf and pulled it down, revealing the bracelet wrapped around my neck.

The Scyther said in a hushed voice, “How did you get that bracelet? I fail to understand how a frail Glaceon like you could have ever killed The Frost Queen.”

I released my hold of the scarf and told him bitterly, “She was my mentor. She was training me to become a bounty hunter so that we might be partners. However, I found I wanted nothing to do with her, and slaughtered her shortly after. This bracelet is all that remains of her.”

The Scyther nodded slowly. I glanced at Gash to see that she had her arms crossed over her chest and watched me, deeply amused that I was able to obtain my information. She almost seemed satisfied that I had proved I was not a snowflake.

I looked back at the Scyther before telling him, “I come to you because I want to know if there is anyone who would pay a price for The Frost Queen’s demise.”

The Scyther went quiet for a moment. He glanced over at Gash for a moment, eying her cautiously, before bringing his attention back to me. He told me, “She has been a blight upon the organization for many years, capturing many valuable members. If you were to tell the organization what you have done, they would certainly pay you handsomely.”

The Scyther swayed in place for a moment before saying, “Go further north until you reach Harrow’s Pass. Within there, you will find a tavern. That is where you will find a subsidiary branch of the organization. Ask for Gnarl, and he will give you your payment.”

I nodded before stepping away from the cell. I was about to leave, but then I saw Gash make her way to the cell door. I watched her jam a claw into the keyhole before twisting it, instantly unlocking the door. My fur stood on end as the Scyther swiftly buzzed to the door and burst out of his cell.

But before I could bolt, he flew down to the lower levels of the prison and disappeared from sight. Gash removed her claw from the lock before running them across my head. I shivered as I felt her sharp tips trace along my skin, even though it didn’t hurt. She stroked me as she purred, “Good boy. You got exactly what you needed.”

I shrugged her off as I peered back at the now empty cell. I then asked her, “Why did you let that Scyther out?”

She scratched her ear absently and answered, “Because he’s someone I know and having him locked up here would be bad for me business-wise.”

I tilted my head and asked, “Are you two acquainted with one another?”

She smiled a little before telling me, “Yeah, you can say that. But enough about that. You’ve got somewhere to go, don’t you?”

I looked down to the lower levels of the prison. Gash was right; I didn’t need to stay here any longer. That Scyther had given me a location, and it was best I make my way there as fast as possible.

However, just when I took a step forward, Gash swiftly blocked my path. I had barely heard her move when she had been a number of steps behind me.

She looked down at me with a grin and said, “So, what are you going to do with me, now that you got what you wanted? You gonna throw me back into my cell? Or maybe you’re going to kill me?”

I shrugged dismissively before telling her, “You can do as you please. I don’t care if you escape or not.”

Gash snickered, but said nothing. After all, there was nothing else to say. We had reached the end of our agreement.

She looked over me one last time, then turned away and disappeared down the nearest flight of stairs.

By the time I reached the stairs myself, she was already gone.






5. IV


o

I arrived at Harrow’s Pass many days later. It had been a somewhat difficult place to reach, as there were many mountains that were jagged and slippery that I had to cross over, but I made it. When I made it to the bottom of the mountain range, I took in my surroundings.

Everything was buried in snow. There was not a single plant to be seen. There were a few rocks sticking up out of the ground here and there, but they were barely visible in the white and blue that covered the land. A harsh blizzard raged all across the land, pelting me with snow and sharp winds.

There wasn’t a tavern in sight; only fog and snow. There didn’t seem to be anything for miles around. But I didn’t fret. As a Glaceon, I was perfectly suited to search in this land. In fact, I shuddered pleasantly as the cold nipped at my ears with every gust of wind. It had been so very long since I had seen a blizzard.

Without wasting a moment, I stepped into the blizzard and I became it.

My scarf and Crystal’s bracelet went with me as I became the wind and the snow.

This was how it was supposed to be. I was supposed to be a blizzard all the time. Walking was not for creatures such as myself. I was always meant to be a blizzard. I hated Crystal for not telling me how to make them everywhere so I could always be one.

But I couldn’t dwell anymore. I had a tavern to find.

I flew through the blizzard. I was the wind and raced through the land invisible to everyone. I flew with speeds of a flying creature.

I found the tavern rather quickly, a large metal block sitting amongst the white. I became a Glaceon again and landed in the snow. I made sure I had my red scarf and Crystal’s bracelet around my neck. After checking that, I pushed open the door and went inside.

I noticed that it was very loud. It took a few moments to hear my own thoughts after entering the tavern. When I looked around, I saw why that was. There were many creatures inside, more than only cold creatures who could survive the blizzard outside. There were metal and fire creatures, as well as dragon creatures with ice crystals on their wings. They all dwelled in this large tavern and mingled. Some conversed with one another, others wandered about, and some ate at tables set up throughout the building.

There were no torches or electricity to keep the tavern lit. There were instead Litwick, Lampent, and Chandelure floating everywhere near the ceiling. But though there were numerous of them, they could not light everywhere. They didn’t do anything as they floated. They instead watched everyone down below with their blank eyes.

One of the phantoms noticed me. It emitted a yellow glow from its eyes as its fire flared, trying to startle me. However, the sight failed to evoke even a startle from me, causing the phantom to look away dejectedly.

I went to the counter where many creatures were eating. I imagined someone behind there could tell me where Gnarl was. When I saw there was an empty stool between a Braixen and Lucario, I hopped onto it. It was more for bipedal creatures but I was able to sit comfortably with some adjustment.

It turned out that there was no one behind that counter. All I saw was a giant chalkboard that stretched all the way down the counter. There were many jobs on that chalkboard with descriptions underneath them, such as meeting with a Dewott to retrieve Stardust and purchasing Invisible Seeds from a Servine. They seemed like typical missions I’d see at adventure guilds, even if the items listed in the jobs were illegal most of the time.

Then I saw some of the other missions.

Kidnapping any Emolga and bringing them to a client on a faraway island, stealing Buneary eggs and bringing them somewhere in Whitewater City, and distracting police from a robbery that was to take place five days from now.

I knew what this tavern was when I read through those particular missions. This was a gathering place for those of the illegal profession. This was why the Scyther seemed reluctant to disclose the location of this place.

However, I wasn’t surprised at the revelation. Honestly, I suspected that this tavern would be like this. I knew that anyone who wanted Crystal couldn’t have wanted her dead for good reasons. She was a bounty hunter who apprehended criminals; of course criminals would put a bounty on her head.

I didn’t get to think more because an Abomasnow came into my view. He was behind the counter and wouldn’t let me see the board anymore. He towered over me with his arms crossed over his chest.

I didn’t tremble despite his size.

He said, “I don’t think I’ve seen ya around here before, kid. Whatcha doin’ here in a place like this? Mommy and daddy bring ya here?”

I kept my blank stare on him and said, “I’m looking for Gnarl.”

He started laughing then pressed both of his paws down onto the counter in front of me. It rattled the glasses resting on the counter next to me. The Braixen and Lucario sitting next to me pretended not to notice anything.

The Abomasnow finished his boisterous laugh and then he said to me, “Oh, well that’s me. But kid, ya never answered my question. Whatcha ya doin’ here? Because I sure ain’t gonna babysit ya. I hate kids, ya know. Y’all just a bunch of obnoxious brats, and I ain’t got time for obnoxious brats here. Don’t need ya messin up my business.”

I ignored him again. I reached up and unwrapped my scarf. Then, I pulled Crystal’s bracelet off my neck and dropped it on the counter in front of Gnarl. Gnarl’s smile immediately disappeared.

I said to him, “I was told you wanted The Frost Queen dead. Here’s your proof that she’s dead.”

For a few seconds, Gnarl only looked down at the diamond chain and said nothing. When his stupor ended, he finally grabbed the bracelet and carefully looked over it.

Everyone in the near vicinity stopped talking and watched me. They tried to hide it, but I can see them keeping me in the corners of their eyes. I paid them no mind; my conversation with Gnarl didn’t concern them.

Another few seconds later, Gnarl looked back at me. His glare hadn’t gone away. He asked me in a voice that showed he wanted to do nothing more than strangle me, “Is this some kind of joke?”

I scowled at him. I couldn’t understand how he could think I was joking. I didn’t look like a buffoon. I said, “I killed The Frost Queen. I killed her and took that bracelet as proof because I couldn’t possibly bring you her body. It is no joke.”

He only glared deeper at me and said, “You’re a kid. Betcha couldn’t even kill a Magikarp flopping on dry soil. Everyone’s wanted her dead for fifteen years and nobody’s been able to do it. Now you’re claiming that you could do what seasoned assassins couldn’t after all these years? Yeah right. You’re nothing but a snowflake.”

I felt heat rise to my cheeks. I wanted to do nothing more than swipe Gnarl across the face. I did not break Gash out of prison, interrogate that volatile Scyther, and walk for many days at a time so that could Gnarl could cast me out on the presumption that I was incompetent.

But I couldn’t. I had to make Gnarl understand I spoke the truth. If Gash were here, she would be mocking me again. She would insist I was a snowflake.

And I am not a snowflake.

If I could make Gash and the Scyther listen to me, then I could make Gnarl listen. I only had to be fearless and all would be fine. All I had to do was not be a snowflake.

I stood up in my seat. I glared at Gnarl but kept my fangs concealed. The Braixen and Lucario scooted away from me. I said to Gnarl, “Are you scared to admit that someone as young as I could capture a creature that you never could? Is that why you propose that I am lying to you?”

The leaves on Gnarl’s body bristled, but I didn’t sit back down. I only snorted and then said, “I am no ordinary kit, Gnarl. I killed her because I was something that neither you nor the other hunters can claim.”

Gnarl asked, “And what would that be?”

I said to him, “I was her student. She wanted a partner to help her with bounty hunts, so she was training me because my Grandfather was friends with her or something of the sort. She trained me in the ways of her own.”

That got Gnarl. His leaves stopped trembling and he froze on the spot. I went on, telling him, “However, I betrayed her in the end and used her own tactics against her. Now she is dead and her corpse melts away to become slush. If you do not believe me, then have a psychic read my thoughts and probe my memories. You have some here. Ask what they see.”

Gnarl still didn’t say anything, as he was too dumbfounded to speak. However, I was patient. I knew he would say something eventually. I only stood in my chair and waited for him to speak.

After a moment of silence, he let out a hearty laugh. His cold disposition melted and his more lively one returned. He said to me, “Alright, alright, I’ll believe ya. Some little kit who was faking it couldn’t have talked like ya did. Well, thanks for killin’ her. I was startin’ to think that she’d live forever with how nobody could find and kill her. She’s been causing a lot of problems here and with some friends, what with capturing everyone here and stopping business. Now nobody has to worry about her messin’ everything up… here, let me go get your reward.”

I sat back down as them small crowd of creatures around me whispered things to each other about my great accomplishment. I ignored them as Gnarl left. I had finally accomplished what I had wanted to do for so long. All of that hard work had finally paid off. Now I could collect my reward and I could do whatever I wanted.

Gnarl came back after a few minutes carrying a sack. He opened it and then dumped all of the contents onto the counter before me. A large sum of money settled before me. Much more money than I was anticipating. I could buy a large house with the amount of money sitting right before me.

Gnarl slid all of the coins back into the sack before tying a knot around the opening. When he set it back down, I grabbed it with my teeth. Then before Gnarl could get another word in, I leapt from my stool and made my way outside. There was no reason to stay there when I had received my payment.

Once I left the tavern, I was once again greeted by the howling blizzard. Though I could easily leave Harrow’s Pass by becoming the snow, I realized the same could not be said for my money. It was a solid object that couldn’t transform, so if I dared to become my element, then I would leave my imbursement behind.

I considered how long it would take me to travel on foot when I heard a familiar clacking sound near me. I turned to the source and found there was a Weavile sitting on a boulder near the tavern.

It only took a second to realize it was Gash.

Her smile widened as we locked gazes. She gestured to the sack in my mouth before she said, “Looks like you got the reward you wanted. How’s it feel, knowing you’re making a living off of someone else’s death?”

I shrugged as I set the sack on the snow before telling her, “It doesn’t feel like anything. Besides, I didn’t kill The Frost Queen with the intent of collecting a bounty. It was something I thought of after I killed her.”

But Gash only shook her head as she cackled and said to me, “So you’re telling me that you’re not going to keep doing this? You’d make a decent assassin after a few more kills. In fact… I’d even teach you a thing or two if you really wanted. I miss having company sometimes.”

I told her plainly, “I don’t. I prefer being alone.”

Gash drummed her claws against the boulder, still grinning at me. Then she told me, “If you want to be an assassin, you need all the skills you can get. Being around an actual assassin who’s been doing it for about twelve years now is a good way to get those skills.”

I didn’t know what game she was playing with me. I doubted that Gash enjoyed anyone’s company, yet she was so persistent in having me train with her. I eventually decided it was because it was her way of thanking me for helping her escape prison. She was only too prideful to admit that she would have never escaped if not for me.

However, I wasn’t interested in being an assassin.

I chose not to say anything to Gash, instead grabbing my payment and leaving her behind. I didn’t bother to look back to see her reaction. All I knew was that she didn’t chase after me.

There was no reason to become an assassin. I was set for life with the amount of money I had now. So many creatures strived for a comfortable life without wanting to work for it, and I had it all by only needing to collect one bounty.

I left behind Harrow’s Pass and made my way to Lyre Town, the nearest settlement inhabited by a reasonable amount of creatures. Once there, I used a portion of my earnings to buy a stone cottage that was suited for mated pairs. There were a few dens available, or I could have made one myself, but I preferred the cottage.

Dens reminded me too much of Grandmother.

For some time, I quite enjoyed living in my cottage. I enjoyed the quiet and my large sum of money kept me well fed. I would spend my days lounging in the cottage, reading books ranging from fables to more dense material such as numerous paradoxes numerous creatures discovered when studying social interactions. Sometimes if a book didn’t satisfy me, I would go off to the wilderness for a while and enjoy the peaceful solitude there. Sometimes I would even go back to Harrow’s Pass and lose myself to the blizzards that ravaged the land.

But eventually, having no obligations in life took a toll on my well-being. I could not read a single page of a book without forgetting what paragraph I had just read, the outdoors became too quiet and empty for my liking, and even listening to the howling winds of Harrow’s Pass began to grate on my ears.

Not only that, but in those vapid moments, my mind drifted to the one place I feared most: home.

The one thing that this cottage could never be.

When my mind dwelt to thoughts of home, it was overwhelming. I would remember all of the fond times I had there with Grandmother, through all my years with her. I’d remember the cuddling, the baths she’d give me, the one time she took me to the mountains so we could play in the snow together, everything. I would remember them so clearly, as if they had all happened the day before and not what seemed to be a lifetime ago.

I would think of Grandmother and wonder what she was doing now that she no longer had to take care of eighteen kits. I wondered if she had left the den and gone to live elsewhere until the comet appeared.

Then I would remember that there was a strong possibility that the comet wasn’t real.

And then the pain would come back, that awful heartache that made me tear up every time it struck.

It was when this happened that I knew I couldn’t keep living like this. If I did nothing but idle, I would only long for home even more. I had to keep myself distracted with much more powerful stimuli. I had to find something that could distract me for the rest of my life. Besides, I was sure Hyacinth would not be satisfied to know I spent most of my years living in a cottage doing nothing. She would hardly be impressed with that.

I went to Harrow’s Pass and lay in one of the numerous snow piles before mulling over what to do. Obviously, I couldn’t return home despite that being my preferred choice of action. I had already tried that once and that had ended disastrously. I also couldn’t reunite with Crystal because I had killed her, and there is nothing that could revive the dead.

I realized I could resume the life of a bounty hunter, this time without having a partnership with Crystal. I would be inexperienced and not know how to track down the more secretive creatures, but I could easily hunt more petty targets like that Roserade from my first hunt. That could keep me distracted for some time. However, I didn’t particularly care for the thought of being a slush-head of a bounty hunter when my training had ended prematurely. I wanted to be respected by anyone I sought, not a mockery as I slowly developed my skills and became more of a professional.

That left me with one other option; finding Gash and training to become an assassin.

I didn’t particularly enjoy the thought of having to be with someone for extended periods of time, especially if it would be Gash. While her presence didn’t drain my energy like Crystal did, I still found her to be difficult to be around. The way she smiled made my fur stand on end. However, if it meant that I could distract myself from thoughts of home and grow to be a competent assassin, then I would have to. And unlike Crystal, I would be able to leave Gash after I felt strong enough. She had given no hints that she wanted a partnership.

With this conviction, I went back to the tavern in the midst of the blizzard-swept land. I didn’t know where I could find Gash, but searching for clues in the last place I saw her would be a start.

But as it turned out, I didn’t have to look for very long. The moment I flew out of the blizzard and became an Eon, I saw Gash sitting on the same boulder from when I last saw her. If I hadn’t of known better, I would have said she had been waiting for me there the entire time I was away.

From the way her eyes gleamed with delight, she already knew why I was standing a few paces away from her.

Gash leapt off the boulder before she strode toward me. I remained still and watched her stop before me. I could feel my claws sliding out of my paws and digging into the snow.

She shook her head and chuckled evilly before telling me, “Well well, look who finally realized they wanted to be an assassin after all. I thought I was going to have to track you down.”

I scowled at her before saying in an icy voice, “I don’t want to be an assassin nor do I want to be tutored. I’m only here because I have no other choice, and I intend to leave you as soon as I am confident enough in my own abilities.”

Gash only shook her head and said, “Right, sure. Well doesn’t matter why you’re here. All that matters is that you want me to train you, and that’s exactly what I’m going to do. Now, let’s establish something before we get started.”

Without warning, Gash struck me across the face with her claws. I cried out as I recoiled back. My cheek burned even in the frigid winds.

I snapped my gaze back to Gash and bore my fangs are her. Her smile only widened at my hostile appearance as she flexed her claws.

Then she told me with a conceited voice that grated on my ears, “The entire time I’m training you, I’m going to try killing you. Any time you and I have a sparring session, I’m not going to hold anything back. That little scratch I gave you just now? That’s just a taste of what’s to come. And I expect you to do the same to me. Whenever you think you have an opportunity, aim to kill me. You won’t be able to do it, but it’ll train you to think like an assassin.”

I scowled at her. I had thought she had some respect for me after I freed her from Desolate Island, but I was wrong. To her, I was a kit. I realized in that moment that she didn’t actually want to train me because she felt she had to repay a debt to me. It was far more likely that she wanted someone to she could constantly demean.

Gash noticed my exasperation and said with a laugh, “Oh, you’re mad at me, aren’t you? Well, why don’t you do something about it?”

I knew it was nothing more than a taunt. Gash could evade me with ease, and if I dared to insult her, she would strike me yet again. I couldn’t hope to win against her unlike Crystal. I had only been able to kill Crystal because she had let her emotions get the best of her. Gash was far more cunning than Crystal ever was. And dangerous.

The temptation was great, but I refused to lunge at her or say a word. Gash smiled evilly and said, “Good boy. You’re already doing great.”

She touched my ear. I didn’t swat her away. Then she told me with a pleased tone, “Oh, the fun we’re going to have together. Now tell me, what’s your name?”

I looked at her and thought for a moment. She didn’t need to know my original name. I no longer wanted to be known as Lavender. Lavender was a snowflake who faltered as soon as someone mentioned his grandmother or how his eldest sister no longer respected him. No, I would no longer be him.

A strong wind tossed all the snow around me into the air. I could no longer see the Weavile or the tavern before me. I couldn’t even see the sky or the ground.

Once again I found myself amongst a blizzard at its strongest, where the snow on the ground is windblown and all becomes white. I had been in this situation so many times now. To think that for so many years I was to be afraid of them. I was told to make a den in the snow and wait for the wind to calm before moving again.

But there was nothing to fear. This was my element now. I could be the very storm if I wanted to.

It was right then I knew who I was. The answer had been right before me all this time.

I stepped forward until I found myself before Gash. I stood tall in the blizzard as I told her my name. The name that would define me and everything I stood for.

“My name is Whiteout.”


Gash proved to be an exceptional teacher during the time she trained me. As an assassin of twelve years, she had much to show.

She knew how to watch her footing in glacial tundra, as to avoid the dangerous terrain beneath. If I didn’t see the slightest hint of a den or rock beneath the snow, I could twist my ankle if I stepped in it the midst of a sprint. She also knew that if you grew exhausted, you could allocate your energy to overcome your weakness using the organ I grew as a Glaceon. That was especially important when you had to chase your target across the landscape or were weary from a fight. She even made me aware that I could chill my fangs so deeply that a single bite would inflict frostbite upon my prey. She said that was especially useful if I wanted to debilitate someone before going for the kill.

These were only a few of the valuable skills she taught me. If she were any other element, she never could have imparted these techniques to me. For that, I was fortunate she was of my element.

However, for as valuable as she was, she also proved to be a detriment on my well-being. She hadn’t exaggerated when she said that she would aim to kill me during our training. Every time we sparred, her claws dug deep into my flesh. She refused to let me eat oran berries, telling me that I would not have them on me and that I needed to overcome my weakness. Because of this, I had many red streaks running through my fur all along my body at all times.

If her physical abuse had been all that she did, then I wouldn’t have minded her. Her brutal training was nessecary to grow into a respectable assassin. However, the same not could be same about her attitude. Though I had known since I met her that she was quite brazen and cutthroat, I had thought that I would learn to tolerate her. After all, I would not have to tolerate her behaviors for very long. I only needed to grow strong enough and then I could leave her behind.

However, I underestimated how much continuous exposure to Gash would quickly grate on me. Quite often she would tell me that I wasn’t running fast enough even though I was at my top speed or that I could make my fangs much colder or that I could be a far more quiet when I was sneaking about.

I did my best to tolerate her attitude, as I needed her. However, there were times I could not resist the temptation to lash out. When that happened, I would strike her without hesitation.

Sometimes I would rake her face with my claws or bite her neck. Most of the time it drew blood and she’d have a mark for many days. Other times, she would avoid me just as I pounced and remain unharmed.

But regardless of whether or not I hurt her, she would lash out in return. With her being a swift Weavile, I couldn’t evade her and she would either swipe me across the face or pin me down and strike at my prone belly. Regardless of where she struck, it’d always hurt.

Then as I lay there on the ground, biting down on my tongue in an attempt not to yelp, she’d tell me every time, “Ah Whiteout, you could have done much better than that.”

After she said that, she would smack me with the blunt end of her claws.

I hated Gash in those moments. If she wanted me to kill her during our training, she was doing an effective job at convincing me to do so. I really did want to kill her every time she belittled me. Every time we sparred or I retaliated, I aimed to end her life.

But though every day I intended on killing her, I found I preferred her company far more than Crystal’s. Though it was fairly obvious that Gash only wanted to train me for selfish reasons, knowing that I could attack her whenever I wanted and have it not affect our relationship was a great means of improving my hold over my temper. At the beginning of our training, it was difficult not to be offended by the remarks Gash made about me. But after sustaining a number of injuries as punishment for my outbursts, I learned to keep my emotions in check under a far stronger lock. It became more difficult to evoke a reaction out of me.

After a few weeks, it became almost impossible for Gash to exasperate me. She would tell me I was being far too sluggish, wasn’t pouncing at the right angle, touch me everywhere with her claws, anything to pester me. However, my heart had hardened and she couldn’t rouse a single reaction out of me.

But even after I had learned this, my training didn’t end. I stayed with Gash, knowing there was still more to learn. I decided I would only leave her when I had the capability to kill her. If I couldn’t kill her, then it meant I still had use of her.

Besides, she wasn’t a fraud like Crystal. She wasn’t pretending to be strong.

Nothing about our dynamics changed as time went on. She and I still aimed to kill each other, and she still mocked me from time to time, secretly hoping I would someday retaliate out of spite just like before. However, I never did. The only times I ever tried to kill her was during our sparring sessions.

However, something did change a few days after I no longer felt bothered by her crude remarks. She and I had gone into a city nearby our current training site to indulge ourselves at one of the more prestigious restaurants. The two of us had grown tired of eating ferals roasted over a fire since the conception of my training, and Gash felt she wouldn’t be recognized in that city.

The two of us were in an alleyway that led directly to the restaurant when a Staraptor swooped down from the sky and blocked our path. The sight of the raptor immediately triggered a need to flee, as his very species was the same ones that loomed in the skies of my home, ready to strike me down. It was so such an instinctual response that I could do nothing to suppress it.

But before I could react, Gash laughed and looked up at the imposing bird. There was something off about her laugh, but I couldn’t detect what it was. She said to the Staraptor, “Well, if it isn’t Quill.”

The Staraptor said flatly in return, “Everyone suspected you had died until news got out that you had escaped prison. Everyone’s been searching for you since.”

Gash clacked her tongue before saying, “Well, I’m not. I’m perfectly alive.”

The Staraptor stared sternly at Gash before bringing his gaze to me. He eyed me with a dangerous glimmer in his eyes before saying in a voice that matched his imposing stature, “It’s best if you let Gash speak with me alone, Glaceon.”

Before I could say anything, Gash ran her claws across my head and said to the raptor, “Hey, you don’t got to worry about Whiteout here. He’s just my protégé.”

The Staraptor looked back at Gash, his expression unchanged. He then said, “Do you still intend to work for The Eyes then?”

And Gash just smiled and said, “I don’t think you need me to answer that question.”

The Staraptor eyed her for a moment, as if anticipating that she’d flee or attack. After nothing happened, he finally shook his head and spread his wings.

He said, “Good. We’re in need of an assassin at the moment. Go to Midnight Woods and be there within two hours. Your protégé is welcome as well, so long as he is trustworthy.”

After he said this, he flew into the sky with a flap of his wings, disappearing from sight within moments. Gash looked over at me with that devilish grin. Once again there was something not right about her smile. It was twisted, but there was something else there. But once again I didn’t know what it was. So I didn’t ask about it.

She said to me, “Well, looks like you get a new kind of lesson today; you get to watch me make a deal.”

I followed her to Midnight Forest. It wasn’t far from our original destination. As soon as we arrived at the entrance, I was met with a surprise.

Standing there was the Scyther I had talked to on Desolate Island.

The Scyther glanced my way. The light of recognition glimmered in his eyes before he looked back at Gash with an unimpressed frown. He told her, “I didn’t realize that you took on apprentices. You aren’t the type to be patient with the less skilled.”

Gash just smiled and said, “And I’m still not. I actually try to kill him every time we train. He’s only still alive because he’s halfway decent.”

The Scyther looked over me again. This time he probably noticed the still-healing slashes all over my body. He almost looked like he felt sorry for me. I shot down any sympathy he might have had with an impassive glare.

I didn’t need pity.

He kept his eye on me a moment longer, and then said to Gash, “I imagine that he’ll come along on your hunts from now on?”

Gash nodded and said, “Oh of course. Just because I’m training this guy right here doesn’t mean I’m going to stop killing people. So, you got someone you want me to silence? What is it this time, one of your ex members? A spy?”

The Scyther shook his head before saying, “Neither of those things. Your current target is an Aipom who is proving to be a nuisance on The Eye’s behalf. She consistently targets our Invisible Seed supplier in Greystone Village and takes most of the seeds for herself. She’s been doing this for about a month now. Eliminate her so we can resume our business without constant shortages.”

Gash shook her head before saying with a long sigh, “Has no one really been able to catch her? She’s an Aipom. They aren’t that strong.”

The Scyther shot Gash a glare before telling her, “No, because she keeps eating the seeds she takes when anyone spots her. If she were visible, I’m sure the suppliers themselves would have taken care of her. But she isn’t, and that’s why I’ve been called by Blight himself to hire someone to kill her.”

Gash chuckled to herself and said, “Well he’s always the one sending you branch leaders out to hire assassins no matter how absurd the job is. But fine, I’ll go take care of this Aipom that’s giving all of you so much trouble. Where exactly is the supplier in Greystone Village?”

The Scyther told her, “Talon’s Clutch. Explain you’re there to take care of a vermin problem on Blight’s request and they’ll understand everything. After you’ve killed that annoying Aipom, come back to my branch and I’ll give you your payment. Any other questions?”

Gash thought a moment before saying, “Nope, I’m all good. I’ve got everything I need to know. You’d better expect me soon; I’ll have that Aipom dead by the end of the week. Though it would have been a lot sooner if you’d chosen somewhere much closer.”

The Scyther grumbled, but said nothing more. He opened his wings, and just as quickly as when he had escaped the prison, he flew far away. Gash scratched at her ears as she looked back at me with that conceited grin of hers.

She told me, “Well looks like you and I got somewhere we gotta go. Going to take us about two days to get there on foot.”

I nodded, and then asked, “Who exactly are The Eyes? That Scyther seems to work for them, along with someone I presume is his superior.”

Gash stopped laughing and put on a somewhat more serious expression. However, she was still smiling the way she always did. Hardly anything could keep her from smiling for long. She told me, “The Eyes are short for The Eyes of Giratina. They’re a crime syndicate that does just about everything you can think of. Smuggling, counterfeiting, selling illegal goods like Stardust… everything. They’re all over the continent, if you know where to look. Because they’re so big, they have a small part of the syndicate in every region they call branches. And each of these groups is run by someone like that Scyther we just talked to.”

I said, “So that Scyther is in charge of a branch that’s around here I presume.”

Gash nodded before telling me, “Yeah. But he’s not at the top of the hierarchy The Eyes have. That honor would be these three people who run the entire syndicate. There’s Deadeye, the main boss of the entire organization. Then there’s Hemlock, who’s Deadeye’s advisor and helps with meetings with other syndicates or suppliers. And then of course there’s Blight, the one who makes gives all of the other branches orders in Deadeye’s name. I’ve met all of them like once or twice, but you really won’t be seeing them much as an assassin. You’re going to see the branch leaders much more often since it’s their job to hire you for certain assignments.”

I took a moment to picture the three powerful creatures that ran The Eyes of Giratina. All of them had intimidating names, which I knew were not their hatchling names. They had done as I had and given themselves these strong names after evolving. The names were more fitting for assassins than those running an illegal organization, but they clearly wanted to evoke fear into everyone. Not only that, but I wouldn’t have been surprised if all three of them were far more formidable in combat than all the assassins they employed. Weaklings can’t command the strong.

Gash then told me, “Come on, we need to get going if we’re going to get this stupid Aipom taken care of before the week ends. I wasn’t joking when I said it was a two day walk from here.”

I looked to see that Gash was already several paces ahead of me. She didn’t seem to have any intentions of waiting for me.

I admit that I didn’t mind walking for two days. I had grown used to travelling for longs periods of time, alone and with Gash in my company. However, I was apprehensive about what was to happen when we reached our destination. Some part of me was hesitant to kill this Aipom. After all, though she was causing our client grief, she was still a creature with a life of her own that had caused me no harm on my end.

But it was too late to back out now. I had chosen this path. Now I had to walk it regardless of how I felt.

I was Whiteout after all.

And Whiteout feared nothing.


The journey to Talon’s Clutch was uneventful. Though Gash constantly made it a point that we could not spend the nights at inns in fear that someone would recognize her, this was nothing out of the ordinary. She had always made us sleep somewhere secluded, most of the time in tree branches outside of the nearest city we were in. Some part of me missed the coziness of that cottage I had lived in for a short time, but I knew it was best I left it behind for now. One day I would return to it, but that would be after I was strong enough to rely on only myself. Until then, I would follow Gash wherever she went.

When we arrived after two days, I came to discover that Talon’s Clutch was a fish market. Every fish I had every known lay on long blocks of ice in the form of lengthy aisles. Some of the aisles held a multitude of entire Magikarp and Finneon that seemed to have been caught only minutes ago, their lifeless eyes watching anyone who passed them by. Then there were aisles that held some fish seasoned with spices and seeds. And there was even an aisle that had only Gyarados cut up into several chunks and marked with the same price I would pay for three sitrus berries.

The entire store smelt strongly of the sea, but I liked it. I had been to quite a few fish markets as a kit with Grandmother and never found the smell repugnant. If anything, it was nostalgic. Grandmother always let me buy a portion of Octillery for myself when we went, knowing that I enjoyed their odd, rubbery texture. And I would eat it on the way home, amusing Grandmother with how loudly I tore into the meat.

I quickly stopped thinking about that.

Gash and I approached the counter to find a Croconaw separating different fish he had presumably just received. When he saw us, he smiled at us and stopped what he was doing.

He said to us, “Good afternoon folks, can I help you?”

Gash snickered as she stopped and put her arms up on the counter. She drummed her claws along the wooden surface as she said, “Heh… yeah. I was told to come here on Blight’s order to help you with a vermin problem. Heard you got it real bad.”

The Croconaw’s pleasant expression slowly turned into a long frown. But Gash only kept smiling and I stood behind her silently.

After a moment, the Croconaw finally said, “Yeah, we do. Follow me and I’ll explain it to you.”

He took Gash and I to the back of the store where they kept all of the seasonings and seeds that they put on some of their products. It was a fairy small room lit by only a single orb that only had a few more days’ worth of light to give off. I gave the room a cursory glance, but I didn’t see any of The Eye’s influence. I saw a few sacks with odd symbols on them here and there, but all of the bags had symbols. Any of these bags could have had Invisible Seeds.

As I glanced around, the Croconaw asked, “So you’re aware of exactly what the situation is here?”

Gash shrugged carelessly as she told him, “Something about this Aipom stealing your Invisible Seeds and you wanting us to take care of her so that you can keep your business going.”

The Croconaw nodded before he went over to pile of sacks neatly tied together. He moved them aside until there was a single bag that was nothing out of the ordinary. He grabbed it by the top before dragging it over to us and putting it our feet. Gash and I peered into it to discover that this bag wasn’t tied up like the others. And what was more was that this sack was more than halfway empty. And these seeds had a strange gleam to them that other seeds didn’t have.

The merchant told us in a low voice, “This is our last bag of Invisible Seeds. If she gets ahold of this, we can’t get more for another few months.”

Gash clacked her tongue as she reached into the bag and picked up one of the seeds. She turned it a few times in her claws before saying, “You ever just thought of hiding these things better? If I was you, I’d just take this to my house and spread the seeds all over the place. Some under my bed, some under the rug in the living room, maybe a couple in my mailbox just to throw everyone off…”

The Croconaw shook his head before telling her, “We’ve tried that. We’ve put the seeds under some of the most expensive Gyarados cuts since no one will buy those, mixed them in with some cherri seasoning bags, and at one point buried them underneath the building. However, she found them all the same. I’m really starting to consider she’s a master thief at this point.”

Gash threw the seed back inside the sack as the Croconaw tied it back up. After that was done, he handed the bag to Gash. He then told her, “I don’t care what you do, just take care of that Aipom. All I can say is that you better not lose that bag, or else your syndicate is going to lose an Invisible Seed supplier.”

Gash snorted before she said quite flippantly, “See if I care about The Eyes. I’m only here because they’re paying me to make up for your incompetence. Your ‘master thief’ will be dead by the time you come back here tomorrow morning, just you wait.”

The Croconaw looked ready to snap his jaws around Gash, but he only said with a growl to his voice, “I’ll be holding you to that then. “

And with that, he left us in that tiny storage room with the store’s most valuable resource. Gash grumbled to herself as she threw the bag back before making her way into the back corner of the store. I watched her rummage through all the seeds, throwing and pushing all of the bags aside until there was a makeshift cave big enough for two creatures to fit into. I immediately knew what she intended on doing when I saw that.

She didn’t even need to ask me to do anything as I joined her inside the space between all the bags. Then, she dragged a couple of bags over us so that we were hidden from sight, but could still see through the gaps. She and I then sat there in the darkness, waiting for our target to come.

She kept grumbling as she rested her head against my side and dug her claws into the ground, muttering distastefully, “What a bunch of idiots. Can’t believe The Eyes are using these guys for suppliers. I’m surprised they haven’t been stolen from before.”

I pushed her off me, but that only encouraged her to start dragging her claws against my fur in retaliation. They didn’t draw blood, but they dug deep enough for me to flinch. I didn’t have enough room to move away from her, so I was forced to tolerate the pain. It wasn’t that hard considering she had done far worse in the time I had been with her. And this was more of a mild scratch anyway. She was only doing this to destress from the situation.

I told her plainly, “I thought you said you didn’t care about The Eyes.”

She huffed before saying, “I don’t. But I’m entitled to complain about my employers if they’ve given me an assignment like this.”

I shrugged. She had a fair point. I could remember the times my siblings would complain about how they were supposedly being treated unfairly, like when Daffodil would argue that Holly received more praise for studying than she did. But I wasn’t interested in listening to complaints right now. I wanted to know what Gash intended on doing.

I asked her, “When the Aipom appears, what are we supposed to do?”

Gash stopped sulking and started laughing to herself. I could just barely see her mocking smile through the dim light of the orb. She told me with that condescending voice, “Well we’re going to kill her of course. That’s such a stupid question, Whiteout. I should smack you just for asking that.”

I only glared at her and said in return, “I don’t think that we’re only going to jump out and kill her right then and there. How do you want to kill her if she’s supposedly been a problem?”

Gash laughed again and said, “Easy. We wait for her to show up and grab that bag. And then once she does, you’re going to hit her with an icicle. I doubt it’ll kill her, but you’ll stun her just enough for you to jump out and kill her with a good bite to the neck. Or whatever it is you want to do kill her. Sound straightforward enough for you?”

I stared at Gash. I went over what she just said again in my mind just to make sure I was hearing it correctly.

But I heard it correct the first time. So I said in a flat tone, “You make no mentions of you doing anything to assist me.”

Gash chuckled as if I had said the most obvious thing in the world. Which in a way I had. However, I still needed to ask. I didn’t understand why Gash wanted me to kill this target all by myself.

She tickled the underside of my chin with her claw and told me, “Because you’re going to do this all by yourself. How else are you ever going to learn to kill someone if you don’t do it?”

I swiped her claw away and stated, “If I fail, you will probably not be working for The Eyes anymore.”

But Gash only waved her claw dismissively and said, “You might fail, but I won’t lose my status with The Eyes. I’ll kill that Aipom if you can’t. All I’ll lose in all of this is my faith in your abilities. If that happens… well, it depends on what kind of mood I’m in. I might be merciful and just give you more training… or I might just kill you right after I’m done with the Aipom.”

Gash smiled evilly before adding in, “So basically… kill this Aipom and you have nothing to worry about.”

I could only stare at her as she leaned back and took a moment to rest. I knew she wasn’t bluffing in the slightest. She did intend for me to kill this Aipom on my own. It was questionable that she would kill me if I failed, but I didn’t put it past her. She really did try to kill me whenever we sparred, just as she promised. I saw the murderous glee in her eyes every time she was one second away from plunging her claws into my throat. She could have faked that, but I found that unlikely.

But there was nothing to be afraid of. Gash had trained me well. She had taught me many valuable skills and it was inevitable that I would need to put them to the test. This was an easy test, all things considered. I knew exactly where my target would be as opposed to hunting them down. That on its own gave me a number of advantages I wouldn’t have otherwise.

So I waited with Gash in that storage room, never leaving our hiding place. She and I didn’t have much to say to each other. And I didn’t mind that one bit. It gave me time to think and watch for when the Aipom would appear.

When nightfall came, that was when I was at peak alertness. Gash rested lazily behind me and seemed to be lost in her own world, but I knew she was also keeping a close ear out.

I lay in wait for what felt like hours before I finally heard someone creeping into the room. As soon as I did, I focused my sights on the bag of Invisible Seeds. And standing right in front of them was the Aipom. It was somewhat hard to see her in the dim light, but her outline was visible enough for me to see that she was hunched over and reaching for the bag.

I chilled the air around me as I aimed my attack. I would hit the back of her head, and that would stun her for a moment, just like Gash instructed. What I would do after was up to me. I needed minutes to calculate my plan, but I only had moments.

I fired an icicle at the Aipom before I even knew I had done it. All I heard was the crash, and saw the Aipom shriek and topple forward. I had one second to act now.

And I seized that second.

I burst out of my hiding spot and rushed to the Aipom. I didn’t even feel the ground as I closed the distance between us.

She never even had the chance to turn around. By the time she picked up on my presence, it was too late. I pounced and pinned her to the ground. And then I sank my fangs into her neck and shook her violently. I even allocated cold energy into my teeth, just in case she put up too much of a struggle.

But there wasn’t a struggle. She flailed around weakly and reached for me, but it was futile. I snapped her neck and she grew motionless. I held her in my maw for another few moments before spitting her out. I turned her over with a paw and saw that she still didn’t move. Not only that, but her chest didn’t rise and fall.

I stared down at her, this corpse of a creature. Here was this Aipom, someone who had been alive for one moment. Now she was dead because of my actions.

And I didn’t feel a single thing.

All I could think was just how easy it had been to kill her. How fragile she was in that one second of vulnerability. And I wondered how those suppliers had such a difficult time dealing with her. Maybe they really were incompetent like Gash had been saying.

I heard Gash emerge from her hiding spot. I looked back to see that she was nearing me, wearing that conceited grin of hers. But this time, she was far more amused than I had seen her before.

She stopped in front of the dead Aipom before kicking it over onto its stomach. I saw there was a red mark at the back of the corpse’s head, right where my icicle had hit. It hadn’t drawn any blood, but that was to be suspected. Gash had told me that it was unreliable to expect icicles to always pierce flesh, as they can’t always be made sharp enough or thrown with enough speed. It was best they were treated like blunt objects, just as the one right now had been.

Gash chuckled to herself before saying, “Good job, Whiteout. I’d say congrats on your first kill… but we both know you killed someone before that was a lot more respectable than this master thief Aipom.”

I told her blankly, “This is the first time I have killed a creature with the intent of murder. I didn’t intend to murder The Frost Queen. That was an accident.”

Gash only smiled playfully and said, “Whatever you say. Doesn’t matter in the end; you got the job done, and now I don’t have to kill you. Would have been a real shame too since you’re decent.”

I didn’t say anything, instead bringing my gaze back to the corpse at my feet. I kept waiting for some emotion to strike, just as I had when I realized Crystal was dead.

But just like before, nothing happened.

And I liked it that way.






6. V


o

We waited all night for the Croconaw to return in the morning, taking turns sleeping while the other served as lookout. I was the one awake by the time the Croconaw returned and found us in his storage room. I will never forget the look on his face when he saw the lifeless body of the Aipom who had been causing his business so much grief. His eyes had been as big as Jigglypuff eyes. It was always Gash’s biggest regret that she wasn’t awake to see his reaction.

When she did wake up, she surprisingly had nothing to say. She did toss him the dead body, which quickly pinned him down from the unexpected weight, but she did nothing more. She only walked past him with me following right behind her. And then, we left behind Talon’s Clutch.

After a three day journey, Gash brought me to the Scyther’s branch of the syndicate. It was disguised as an innocent adventure guild in the middle of town that had everyone fooled. They had small teams just like the guilds, wore gaudy badges, slept in bedroom chambers, took assignments from a bulletin board, recited a cheesy mantra every morning, every cliché one could think of. Of course, all one had to do was see what was actually in everyone’s bags to know the truth. It was that easy. But outsiders didn’t because there was no reason to suspect a silly guild identical to the hundreds across the world.

Gash and I went to see the guildmaster in his private office. Gash was just to enter inside when a particular creature stepped out. It wasn’t the Scyther that I was expecting. It was instead a Greninja. Just like The Red Greninja I had almost seen in the flesh with that weed of a Turtwig. The legendary ninja who stopped at nothing to bring justice to the land.

He wasn’t red of course. But he provoked just as much of a powerful aura as Red Greninja. His very stature demanded apex respect or he would cut you down with a water star with ease.

He gazed down at both of us with cold eyes, eyes colder than mine. Then he said in a callous voice that had long lost all sense of empathy, “Gash… you really do walk amongst the living.”

Gash frowned and said to him with just as much ice in her voice, “Well I’m one of your best assassins for a reason.”

There was a moment of stern silence before the Greninja said, “I didn’t believe Adrek when he told me that you were the one he commissioned to resolve our supply issue at Talon’s Clutch. And yet here you are, right at Adrek’s doorstep with the smell of death still clinging to your fur.”

I expected Gash to grin in her devilish way like she did with everyone, but not with the Greninja. She only kept her frown as she told him bluntly, “There’s no other reason I would be here.”

The Greninja wasn’t the least bit impressed. He only adjusted his scarf before glancing my way. I saw no light in his eyes. There wasn’t even a hint of interest like when a predator spots its prey. And that almost scared me.

The Greninja eyed me before saying to Gash, “And who is this Glaceon that follows you more closely than your own shadow?”

Gash shrugged her shoulders dismissively before answering, “This is Whiteout. I’m training him to be an assassin.”

I said nothing and only watched the Greninja continue to look over me. I couldn’t figure out who he was. It must have been someone Gash respected otherwise she would be making more demeaning comments. And Gash didn’t respect anyone.

The Greninja laughed softly from underneath his scarf. But his laugh wasn’t right. There was no joy in it. It sounded just as hollow as his voice.

He told her, “So that is what you’ve been doing after you escaped Desolate Island. I dreaded the idea that perhaps you had left us, Gash. I was just about to start searching for you.”

Gash didn’t say anything, but I could see that something about her wasn’t right. She seemed almost scared right then. And it looked just as unnatural as watching an Eon walk on two legs.

The Greninja crossed his arms over his chest before telling her, “It’s rather fortunate that you came back, Gash. I have an assignment that would be perfect for you.”

Gash motioned with her head to continue, but still remained silent.

The Greninja sighed deeply as if disappointment before telling her, “There’s someone that’s been impersonating Hemlock as of late. Deadeye and I have no definitive proof that someone is pretending to be him, but it’s a shared suspicion between the two of us. It will be your assignment to track this impostor and understand his motives. You’re to kill him after you gain enough information, along with anyone he might be sharing information with.”

It was at that moment who I realized who we were talking to. This was Blight, the second in command of The Eyes. It was no wonder why I was intimidated by him. And it was no wonder why Gash didn’t make any snide remarks to him. If she dared to do that he would cut her down instantly.

I felt a shudder go down my back at the realization. I should have known he was amongst the most powerful in The Eyes. My instincts had already known but I was too stupid to not realize the same. But I took comfort in knowing that I didn’t make a fool of myself before Blight. I was certainly presenting myself much better than Gash was at the moment.

She was still silent, even after being given such a personal assignment from the greatest in the syndicate. She was the opposite of everything she stood for. All she could do was nod her head and mutter something under her breath.

Blight no longer had any interest in us and left us behind after that. I looked back at Gash after Blight disappeared. She still seemed just as out of it as before. But I couldn’t figure out why. Nothing about the situation should have bothered her. Just now she was given a new assignment from Blight himself. If she completed it successfully, he would appreciate her more than ever. And if he did, she would be given more assignments than she could ever hope for. She would be set in her career that she clearly enjoyed. It suited her in every way.

The ambiguity of the situation grew to be too much for me.

So I asked her, “Why do you look like a snowflake right now?”

That got her attention. She snapped out of her daze and shot me a glare. Then, with a low growl, she smacked my head with the back of her claws. It left a throbbing ache but I didn’t yelp.

She told me it was nothing and that it was best we get our reward now. Then we would begin our newest hunt. But even as I followed her into the Scyther’s office and collected our bounty, I knew something wasn’t right. Something about Blight was bothering her.

But I knew she wouldn’t tell me. So I didn’t ask again.


Gash told me that our first order of business was to reach The Eye’s main headquarters. It was a seemingly inconspicuous resort in Castleton, a grand city a two week’s journey away. Once we got there, we would meet with Deadeye before spying on Hemlock and deciding for ourselves if there was an imposter.

I asked Gash why Blight and Deadeye didn’t kill Hemlock themselves if they suspected him. It seemed unnecessary to commission an assassin to do work they could easily do. She explained that it was because they were too unsure and were too busy themselves to gain information. It was better if they hired someone who had the competency and time to observe Hemlock without ever being detected.

She told me that our assignment would be difficult. She had similar missions over the years, but none with a status as revered and dangerous as this one. She knew that if there was an imposter, they had to be a Zoroark or Ditto. And neither of those species would be pleasant to deal with.

But I wasn’t worried. Gash and I would find this imposter and bring their head to Blight.

I almost looked forward to this assignment. It was given to us by Blight himself, and I could only imagine the doors that would open when the imposter was caught. I would be quite the reputable assassin.

But I could not say the same about Gash. I had thought that on our way to The Eye’s main headquarters, Gash would return to her normal self. She was difficult to remain with, but she was good at what she did. And I needed to continue learning from her.

But Gash continued to act different. She appeared to act like her usual self by telling me how I should have more stamina during our journey or be able to pick better hiding places for the night, but it wasn’t genuine. She put in too much effort into her insults.

And during any sparring sessions we were able to have, she was different. It took her a second longer to claw me across the face when I was to bite her. She didn’t pin me to the ground with as much force. Her claws dug far deeper into my skin than they had before. I was forced to eat any oran berries I could find because the bleeding wouldn’t stop and kept leaving a trail.

And I’d find her clinging to me with a scowl whenever I woke up in the morning. It was a possessive clinging like the way a hound guards its slaughtered prey. She had done this to me sometimes in the past, especially when we were sleeping somewhere unsafe. But now she was doing it every night regardless of where we slept.

I chose to ignore her odd behaviors. She was still competent as a teacher and an assassin. I still felt I was improving every day I spent with her. And she wasn’t acting completely different. There was now something only slightly off about her.

I tolerated her for the entirety of our journey. It proved to not be as difficult as I thought it would be. And before I knew it, two weeks passed and we arrived at our destination.

There was not much to say about Castleton. Though Gash had described it as grand and prosperous, it seemed the same as all the other cities I had ever visited. Roads overflowing with creatures always coming and going, marketplaces selling trinkets that supposedly were a necessity to have a fulfilling life, a bank here and there, a school for all the kits until they reached the age of nine, restaurants for the creatures that were too lazy to prepare their own meals, all these typical things.

Gash and I didn’t bother exploring the city after we arrived. We went straight to The Eye’s headquarters, which proved to be more interesting than anywhere else. The ordinary front of the resort was interesting enough with an elaborate indoor water fountain, many creatures bustling excitedly about as they hurried to supposed spas in the resort, and the artificial lake that many creatures lounged in. But it was the hidden part of the resort, The Eye’s section, that was all I cared to see. We were only allowed to see Deadeye’s office, but it left enough of its impression on its own. Each of the walls was lined with complex maps of every region and sub-region. Each map seemed to indicate different locations, such as one map identifying where one could find all the Invisible Seed suppliers in the Xernea region and the correct routes one was to take to avoid suspicion from authorities. A single table sat in middle of the room without a single piece of paper or speck of dust to be seen on its surface.

And behind that desk in one of only three chairs was Deadeye himself.

Deadeye was a Decidueye. At first I felt uneasy just like I did when meeting Blight. Decidueye were notorious for never missing their marks and being frighteningly quick about it. In the blink of an eye, a Decidueye can pull a quill from their feathers and fire it at a target yards away. By the time you realized it had shot a quill, you’d already be dead. If Gash or I did anything to provoke Deadeye, we’d have an arrow lodged in our hearts long before we even thought of fleeing. They were also phantoms, which meant that they could stalk you and kill you without you ever seeing them. They were apex hunters and every creature had a right to be afraid of them.

But after a moment I noticed that Deadeye was not like Blight. While Blight’s presence immediately demanded apex respect, the same could not be said for Deadeye. His eyes were sharp but they didn’t cut into your soul. His wings rested comfortably at his sides with no intentions of plucking a feather to strike my heart. He had a beak and yet somehow it felt like he was smiling with subdued keenness. He seemed more interested in studying and observing than anything else.

I felt oddly calm around this Decidueye despite knowing that he was another one of The Eyes’s true leaders.

“Good afternoon,” he said in a smooth and inviting voice that further proved he wouldn’t bother to intimidate us. “Am I correct to assume that you two are the ones Blight appointed to help with our little predicament?”

Gash rocked back and forth on her heels a moment before saying in that same subdued tone she had used with Blight, “Yeah, that’s us. Gash and Whiteout.”

Deadeye chuckled softly to himself. He glanced over at the chair on his right before bringing his gaze back over to us. I didn’t even need to ask to know that was Hemlock’s chair.

Then he said to us with a knowing look in his eye, “Then I have nothing more to say. I’m certain the both of you can create plans of your own to solve this little issue. I give no deadlines, but I do ask that you don’t dawdle too long. Blight and I would like to resume our operations with knowing that Hemlock is truly himself.”

Gash answered in that same empty tone, “Of course. We’ll have this figured out by the end of the week.”

Deadeye cooed the same way the Pidove did every morning as he waggled his tail. He eyed me again, this time studying me the same way that Blight did before asking Gash, “I never would have expected you to have a protégé, Gash. You seem far too cold to have one, hmmhmmm no pun intended. Hmmhmm.”

Gash waved her claw dismissively, saying nothing to the remark. It didn’t surprise me that Deadeye knew who I was to Gash. Blight had undoubtedly told him. It made me wonder if anyone else in The Eyes knew that Gash was training me.

The Decidueye cast me a knowing look before telling me, “You’re quite young to be an assassin, Whiteout. I doubt you’ve been a Glaceon for more than a few months.”

I shrugged. Perhaps I was young, but age was merely a number. I was smarter than all of my siblings despite being among one of the youngest of the litter. Only Hyacinth proved to be more intelligent. I had much to learn if I ever wanted to rival her.

But I didn’t know where she was. I could never prove how strong and intelligent I was until I saw her at the bonfire. She could be halfway across the world for all I knew.

Something in my chest started to hurt when I thought of that.

I couldn’t linger in the pain long, for then Deadeye said to me, “Well it doesn’t matter to me so long as you prove yourself worthwhile. It only means that you’ll be offering more years of your service to us than some of the older folks. Only so many competent assassins on the continent I’m afraid.”

The Decidueye rose from his seat and walked around his table toward us. He opened the door wide enough for the both of us.

He then said, “Well off you two go then. Hemlock will be in the building later today at dusk, so if you two would like to spy on him or talk to him, come back then. Just be sure that you remain discreet and not give him a reason to suspect you.”

Gash didn’t give much of a reply, only a simple “We understand”. The two of us were about to leave, but Deadeye put a clawed foot directly in front of our path.

Then he told us, “One last thing before you two go. I trust the both of you with this assignment. I couldn’t think of more competent assassins than yourselves. That said…”

Deadeye’s approachable and inviting disposition suddenly disappeared. A violet hue bled into his irises as his gaze turned cold and merciless.

“Don’t kill Hemlock unless you are absolutely sure that it’s an imposter. Because if you do kill the real Hemlock, I will find out. And I will be very… disappointed in you two. And I hate to be disappointed.”

I could only stare at him. I could not think of a single word to say as he loomed above Gash and I like he was waiting for the perfect opportunity to sink his talons into our flesh. Gash could not say anything either. We were both paralyzed beneath his gaze.

So we did the only thing we could do and gave a single nod. And even though that pacified the great raptor and allowed us to leave his office, we never stopped thinking about his haunting gaze.


For the rest of the afternoon, Gash and I explored the city. We had no true goal in mind and only wandered to pass the time. We did go to an exceptional seafood restaurant that wasn’t terribly crowded, but nothing noteworthy happened otherwise. We didn’t even have much to discuss. There was the occasional idle chatter such as noting that it would be sunset in just another couple of hours or pointing out a Corsola of all creatures was walking out and about on its stubby, useless legs, but nothing more.

I was tempted to question Gash about her behavior. With nothing to discuss or do for many hours, the opportunity was always in front of me. But every time I thought of it I held back. There was no reason to ask why she no longer grinned as we wandered about. There was no reason why despite walking side by side, it felt as though she were on the other side of the road.

She was more tolerable when she didn’t mock me at every possible moment.

Gash and I were already waiting near the entrance of the resort when dusk came over the city. We were sitting by the water fountain and cuddled against one another, pretending to be mates. Gash had said that most people avoid giving mates attention, especially when they’re being affectionate. She said it makes them uncomfortable and we were going to be like that until we spotted Hemlock. I still didn’t like having her fur so close to mine even after how much she would cling to me every night, but I didn’t fight with her. Besides, she was right. Everyone passing by did avert their gazes from us.

It was well into the night when Gash said that she saw Hemlock pass us by. I thoroughly scanned the area for the third leader of The Eyes, but I saw no one noteworthy. I couldn’t blame it on the darkness of the streets either; plenty of lamps illuminated the area.

So begrudgingly, I told Gash, “I don’t see Hemlock anywhere.”

I expected Gash to giggle and tell me how stupid I was being right now for not being able to locate our target. But she didn’t even break a smile. She only pointed a claw at a lamppost standing just outside the resort’s entrance. I had to squint my eyes to finally see what she was really pointing to.

Hovering in the light was a Ribombee of all creatures. One of the tiniest creatures known, and one of the most harmless. All they did was gather pollen and roll it up into wads to eat for later. There was nothing threatening about them whatsoever. Hawthorn and I even used to chase them around in the forest as part of a game he invented.

I refused to believe that this was Hemlock. Deadeye and Blight’s species made perfect sense. Decidueye and Greninja are competent and powerful creatures. I would have been more inclined to believe that Hemlock was a Beedrill or Drapion. But not a Ribombee. A Ribombee could not possibly command authority in a syndicate. It was no wonder why Deadeye and Blight suspected he was being impersonated. It would be far too easy to take out a Ribombee.

But when that tiny insect went toward the back of the resort, Gash got up and demanded we follow him.

I stayed by the fountain and told her in a flat tone, “Hemlock can’t be a Ribombee. They’re weak creatures. Clearly that’s an imposter if he actually is a Ribombee.”

But Gash only frowned disapprovingly and said in return, “Don’t underestimate him, Whiteout. He looks harmless, but you’re going to find out real quick that he’s anything but. And even if it really is an imposter, we’re still going to be in for a world of trouble.”

I still doubted her, but knew that she was bent on shadowing the Ribombee. So I followed behind the resort. We tailed Hemlock from a few dozen paces away as he met with a Grovyle already waiting for him in the dim light of faraway lamps. Gash and I hid behind a tree and watched them quietly.

The Grovyle let out a long sigh before grumbling, “You were supposed to be here three hours ago. I was getting real tired of waiting for you.”

The Ribombee just smiled that typical, silly Ribombee smile. He said to the Grovyle with a high-pitched, soothing voice that most certainly didn’t belong to an Eyes’s leader, “Ah, I’m sorry about that! It’s just that my meeting with a Joy Seed supplier went a liiiiiitle overtime. She was very chatty even after our deal was made. Wouldn’t stop talking about drama happening with everyone there.”

The Grovyle’s soured mood didn’t change as he rubbed his temples with his claws. Hemlock’s smile only brightened as he buzzed closer to the Grovyle and clasped his tiny hands together. He then said, “Well what matters is that I’m here now, and I can give you all of the attention you want! So, you wanted to talk about problems in the Amber Branch? What’s the matter? Your subordinates being difficult again?”

The Grovyle shook his head and said, “No, they’ve been fine as of late. It’s the Whitewater Branch. They keep using up our supply of Elixirs and never allow us to borrow from them. I need a steady supply of Elixirs to keep my members strong. It’s not my fault that Whitewater has weak members that couldn’t even stand up to a Pikachu.”

Hemlock thought for a moment before saying, “Well that’s an easy fix. I’ll head out to talk to Moxie himself first thing in the morning and explain how you feel. And before you know it, you’ll have plenty Elixir just like before.”

But the Grovyle only snorted and said, “Good luck with that. I went to Moxie myself and he wouldn’t do anything about it.”

“Now now, you know I can get Moxie to be agreeable,” Hemlock said with a smile as he pat the Grovyle on the head. “We both know that there isn’t a single disagreement I can’t fix in The Eyes. I’ll even have Deadeye send your branch some more Elixir as soon as I can.”

The Grovyle shooed the Ribombee away with a wave of his claw and said little else before taking his leave. Hemlock only continued smiling before he fluttered back to the resort’s entrance. Gash and I followed him as he went inside and disappeared into the office where we had spoken to Deadeye. We weren’t able to keep an eye on him, as the door shut behind him, but we could distinctly hear Deadeye talking to Hemlock. They were all discussing the meeting Hemlock had alluded to as well as the one with the Grovyle.

Gash listened to the muffled conversation for a moment longer, and then turned to me. She said, “We’re going to have to follow Hemlock on his trip tomorrow. We need to keep an eye on him for a little while longer.”

Her course of action seemed reasonable to me. As we exited the resort and went to find ourselves a hiding place just outside the building, I asked, “Do you think that’s an imposter, or the real Hemlock?”

I expected an elaborate answer, but Gash simply shrugged. I wanted to ask her more questions, such as what would prove to her that we were facing an imposter and how were to assassinate him if he was, but not with her current attitude. I doubted I could even get answers out of her.

And yet I still said the one thing she did not want to hear; “You’re acting like a snowflake, Gash.”

I was ready to dodge her claws or bear the brunt of their force. It was getting easier now. But Gash once again surprised me by doing nothing. She only kept walking forward without turning to face me. Even when we found a bush to hide in for the night, she didn’t do anything more than tell me that she’d take the first shift and that I should get rest.

Something was wrong. Something was very wrong with Gash. I wanted my old instructor back, not this hollow shell of her. This one couldn’t teach me anything.

Just before I fell asleep, I made a vow that I would figure out what was wrong with her the next day. One way or another, I would find the truth.

No matter what.


It was late into the morning when we saw Hemlock finally leave the resort. And dutifully we followed him out of Castleton and to the roads that would eventually lead us to the Whitewater branch. It was quite different constantly tailing a target as opposed to waiting for them to appear. I had anticipated that there would be times Hemlock would rest and allow us the same, but he never did. That Ribombee fluttered without stop, his wings never tiring as he hummed a variety of tunes to himself.

It was fortunate that Gash had taught me how to allocate my energy to overcome my weakness, because I never would have been able to keep up with Hemlock otherwise. It was nearly sunset when Hemlock finally decided to call it a day and settle himself at an inn inside an unremarkable and dull town called Cedarsap Village. It took all my willpower not to collapse right there as Gash and I saw him disappear into his room. I was tired, hungry, and on the verge of snapping my teeth at anyone who brushed against me.

It was after this Gash announced we would rest the remainder of the day and keep a watchful eye on Hemlock in a tree right outside of his room. But first, we would visit the nearby tavern and find something to eat. She was too tired to hunt for the night and was in desperate need of nourishment.

I didn’t talk to Gash as we recovered from the long day. I lacked the energy and was far more concerned with filling my stomach. So I sat with her at a booth with low seats made just for four-legged creatures like me and we ate roasted berries. And just as it always seemed to be since the start of this assignment, Gash remained silent the entire time. But this time I didn’t find it to be bothersome. Gash and I never spoke whenever we ate together. Eating was always a time to regain energy and nothing more.

But it still didn’t stop me from thinking about Gash’s odd behaviors. And thinking about her behaviors made me remember the vow I had made to myself. I realized if I didn’t find the answers very soon, I would have failed to keep to my own conviction.

The moment we left the restaurant and found ourselves alone in a tree overlooking Hemlock’s room, I finally confronted her.

I looked at Gash, finding her watching the room solemnly. Then, I said to her, “You’ve been acting differently for some time.”

She didn’t even bother to glance over at me. She only shrugged her shoulders and said blandly, “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

I frowned. I should have suspected that she would react this way to my accusation. I sat up straighter and said, “Your teaching capabilities have become lacking. There’s no confidence in your words. You act as though an Ursaring will appear at any moment and devour you. What happened to you, Gash?”

I expected her to lash out and knock me out of the tree. She had done something similar a number of times in the past when I asked a question she wasn’t fond of. But this time, she only sighed and shook her head softly.

She rested her elbows on her legs before placing her chin in her claws. Then she said to me in a hollow, empty voice that was nothing like her own, “My name’s not really Gash, Whiteout.”

I paused, if only because of how odd of a response it was. It wasn’t uncommon for creatures to change their names after evolving. I would argue it was even a custom. But why she would admit that to me was beyond my understanding.

She didn’t bother waiting for me to respond, then telling me with that same unnatural voice, “Gash is the name I came up with after I became an assassin. See… I had a very unfitting name before I joined The Eyes. My parents probably thought it would encourage me to be a better person or do something more wholesome with my life than killing people all the time. As you can see, that stupid name didn’t stop me. I really wish it had though.”

I quickly tired of her cryptic rambling and curtly said, “What does this have to do with anything?”

The Weavile finally looked at me and for the first time, I saw frailty in her eyes. Weakness. Something that no assassin should ever show.

And then she finally revealed the truth to me:

“I hate being an assassin.”

I narrowed my eyes at her and then asked, “Then why are you one?”

Her eyes fell. She set her claws against her lap and fumbled with them quietly. I growled at her, this shell of my mentor. This antithesis of everything that Gash ever stood for. I needed to know how this had happened; it was no longer a choice of what I wanted. I would not be able to rest until I knew every single circumstance regarding why this Weavile had become an assassin when she despised the thought.

“Tell me why,” I said with a snarl.

Gash sighed dejectedly, but did as I insisted. She said to me, all semblance of her conceited self extinguished and smothered out of existence, “I thought I wanted to be one for a while. I remember hearing about assassins and bounty hunters and thought that’d be perfect for me. You know, with me being a Weavile and all. Weavile look like they’re just made to kill people with their sharp claws, quick feet, smug grins, and cutthroat personalities. For a while it was fine. I could say that I was happy. But then after a while, I found out about The Eyes, and I became a part of their ranks. That’s… when I realized I wasn’t cut out for this line of work.

“You see, when you get into The Eyes, you become exclusive to them. You don’t get to take targets from anyone else. It’s their way of making sure that their syndicate’s information doesn’t get leaked out to the wrong people. That wouldn’t be so bad on its own… but they also make you stay with them. For life. If you dare try to leave The Eyes, you can be sure that they’ll hunt you down. And no matter how far you run, they will find you. You can change your name, evolve, go to the bottom of the ocean… you will never be safe from The Eyes until your heart stops beating.

“Being an assassin was nothing more than a fantasy I wanted to live out for maybe a few months. I blame it on being a rebellious little girl. That’s all it really was, but I realized that too late. Now I’m stuck with this for the rest of my days, and I hate myself every day for being trapped.”

She laughed just then. It startled me, not because of how sudden it was, but because of how wrong it sounded. It was bitter and hateful.

She looked at me with a twisted grin, and then said, “You should have killed me when you found me in that prison.”

I was at a loss. I didn’t even know how to begin reacting to this revelation. Everything Gash had stood for was a lie. She had never been a true assassin, only a pathetic creature seduced by the thrill of the hunt and bloodshed that followed. She had no passion, no enthusiasm in anything she had done for the past twelve years of her life. She was faking everything.

She was a fraud.

I tackled her out of the tree before she even knew what was happening. I couldn’t think as we both hit the ground. All I knew was that my blood was boiling and that I had a sorry creature pinned beneath me.

I closed my fangs around her neck, but I wasn’t fast enough. She threw me off and sent me flying back. I yelped as I crashed into the tree trunk. I ignored the stinging in my back as I got back to my feet and saw Gash laughing at me. It was that same haunting, broken laugh again. Tears streaked from her eyes as she spread apart her claws and took on a pose.

She howled, “Go ahead, Whiteout! I’ve been looking forward to this moment for a loooooooong time! Ahahahahaaaa!”

She sprang at me and I just barely leapt out of the way before she sank her claws into the spot where I once stood. But before I could lunge at her in retaliation, she once again proved too quick. She had me on the ground a second later, my stomach prone as she pinned my front legs down. I squirmed and kicked but she proved too strong.

She snickered before telling me, “Still could have done much better than that, Whiteout. Why do you keep picking fights you know you can’t win?”

I took a deep breath and spat a number of icy shards at her eyes. She released me and staggered back, granting me to opportunity to shove her to the ground instead.

We wrestled and fought like this without cease. Every time Gash held me down, I would quickly regain control with an ice attack before she could strike at my throat or stomach. Every time I had Gash trapped between my legs, she would swiftly retaliate with a well-placed kick to the stomach or a nasty scratch to my face. It never seemed to stop as we rolled around in the dirt, tearing into one another with our teeth and claws. I could feel Gash’s blood mixing with my own as we viciously struggled against one another.

However, it wasn’t long before I was without stamina, and I couldn’t muster the strength to fight off Gash as she overpowered me. All I could do was pant and smell the copious amounts of blood oozing from both our bodies.

She looked down at me, having labored breaths of her own. She wrapped one claw around my neck and paused, seeing if I would break free. I did swat her with a claw but it was feeble. It didn’t even graze her face before she smacked it back down.

She pressed me deeper into the ground before telling me, “You really wanted to kill me just now, didn’t you? Ohhh… I felt it, Whiteout. I felt your bloodlust.”

I didn’t bother responding. I was too light-headed. Gash laughed and finally sounded more like the Gash I had known. The Gash that had been a fraud.

I knew she would kill me if I didn’t act soon. While we had sparred with the intent to kill multiple times, it was different now. We had never gone this far. One of us would live and the other would go on to finish the assignment.

I had to be the one to live. I refused to die when I still needed to see Hyacinth. I needed to prove to her just how strong I was. To prove just how very wrong she was about me not being able to accept the truth. To prove that my weak heart did not control me.

To prove that I was not a snowflake.

Everything suddenly became cold. I thought I was fainting from blood loss but then saw the sky. The sky had turned white as had everything surrounding us. Speckles of white fluttered around the two of us as a gust of wind blew through the air. I gawked at the sight. Even Gash paused for a moment at the sudden snowfall.

I didn’t understand how this had happened. There was no reason for there to be snow in this part of the region during this time of the year. It should have been impossible. And then I realized where the snow had come from.

It came from me. I had made the blizzard. Just like I wanted to all this time.

I instantly became it and escaped Gash’s grasp.

And then I remerged behind her and sank my fangs into her neck.

There was no struggle as her life poured out of her. There was only silence as blood pooled in my mouth and leaked onto my paws.

I held her in my jaws until the taste became too much to bear, and then released her. Her limp body fell to the white ground and dyed it red. She tried to get up but found herself without strength. She could only resign herself to her fate and look at me with eyes rapidly glazing over.

She said to me in a hoarse voice, “Ah… ah… you actually did it. Ahh… I… I honestly didn’t know… if you had it in you. Ahahah… ahhh… you really aren’t a snowflake at all.”

I refused to say anything to her. I only spat out the blood pooling in my mouth as the blizzard around us began to settle.

I watched her writhe in the snow for a few more moments to feebly escape her demise. She moaned and whined like a newly hatched kit. Several times she glanced at me as if begging me to save her. But I didn’t. I only stood next to her and let her die in the cold.

As soon as she stopped moving and breathing, I left her. I didn’t think about her for the rest of the night and as I pursued Hemlock the next day. She didn’t even cross my mind when I saw that Hemlock truly was an imposter and learned the real Hemlock was imprisoned in the rival syndicate the imposter came from.

The only time I ever thought of her again was when I returned to The Eye’s headquarters after I killed the imposter. When Deadeye and Blight demanded to know what had happened to her.

After that, I completely forgot about her.

Just like Crystal.

Just like Grandmother.
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I proved to be a worthwhile assassin. Every time I finished an assignment I was immediately given a new one. Sometimes I was sent after nosy creatures who knew far more about The Eyes than they should. Other times I was sent to kill members of The Eyes that tried to leave forever.

I didn’t fail a single assignment.

Sometimes the targets put up a good fight or I was forced to pursue them in a blizzard. But they all met their end all the same.

Day and night slowly lost their meaning. It wasn’t long before I could no longer remember how many days had passed me by. They seemed to drift past me at a startling rate. All I had to keep any semblance of time was my kill count.

That number hit a hundred before long.

But I wanted time to pass. Time passing meant the sooner the comet would appear. The sooner the comet would appear the better. That was unless the comet didn’t exist. I never ruled out that possibility over the years. If that was true then it was better that I could no longer remember how old I was.

So I killed. I killed and I slaughtered creature after creature without remorse. Without shame. Without a thought to what I had done. It had become as mindless as eating oran berries.

When my count hit three hundred, I couldn’t remember why I wanted to see Hyacinth again. The thought was there but it was without an impetus. It was like a Shedninja. Empty but somehow alive.

When I reached four hundred, I could no longer remember my hatchling name.

By the time I reached six hundred and became the most successful assassin in The Eyes, I had long forgotten why I even looked to the sky every night.

I was nothing more than a mindless feral. A feral that killed day after day. Night after night. Life after life. Name after name.

I stopped remembering anything I did from that point on. All I could remember was the amount of creatures I had killed. Everything else was a blank. I still can’t recall that time in my life no matter how hard I try. It was as though a malevolent entity had stolen my body for all that time.

I only remembered again after I had killed one thousand, two hundred and fifty-three creatures. When I received a strange assignment.

I received a report that Deadeye personally wanted to see me. This was rather odd when I received most of my assignments from the branch leaders instead. But I still visited The Eyes headquarters and met him in his office.

I was surprised to find that there was someone else in the office with him. A Kadabra. I didn’t recognize her. Deadeye was quick to inform me that she came from an organization that had ties to The Eyes. They had for quite a long time and sometimes relied on The Eye’s services. I was to provide the service this time.

The Kadabra explained to me that there was a rather particular target she wanted eliminated. She said it was an Espeon professor who went by the name Claire. She taught at the prestigious St. Augustine University, a two-week’s journey away. My only job was to kill her and bring back evidence of her death.

I was warned that she was a crafty Espeon. She had eluded the grasp of this Kadabra’s organization for many years. She had even erased all records of herself so that she no longer existed. I was told not to underestimate her under any circumstances.

I only told the Kadabra I had never failed an assignment.

And I departed for St. Augustine as soon as our meeting ended. It was the longest journey I had even taken for an assignment. But it was also the assignment that gave me the largest pay. Five bags of diamonds the Kadabra promised Deadeye. Two of those bags would be for me. I could buy five mansions with how many precious gems each bag held.

St. Augustine was as prestigious as my client made it out to be. The city that it resided in was already striking enough with its towering architecture and use of electricity, but it was the university that stood as the pinnacle. It resembled a castle with red bricks and white pillars along its entrances. It even formed into a square like a fortress when viewed from above, furthering the effect. And just like those castles of long ago, the university was selective in who was allowed there. Only the brightest creatures were allowed to attend. The school’s wealth of knowledge was overwhelming and vast. If one graduated from the school, one was guaranteed success for the rest of their lives. It was slightly outdone by Ivorin Academy, which was credited for giving rise to some of the best scientists, the best psychologists, and the best doctors in all the land. But it was still nothing to scoff at.

If I had stayed in school, I would have strived to be a student there.

It wasn’t difficult to explore the university grounds on foot. Anyone was welcome to visit the school and even spy into the classrooms if they were stealthy enough. It wasn’t as though I were an intimidating creature anyway. A lone Glaceon hardly startled any of the students as I roamed through the halls and sought out my target.

After an entire afternoon of scouring the campus, I made a bemusing find. There were several Espeon instructors. This wasn’t the surprising part as psychics have always predominated the role of educators. It was especially true when there were well over a hundred teachers. But what I did not expect was that there were two Espeon instructors who went by the name of Claire. And though I gave each of them extensive attention, I couldn’t determine which one was my target.

I followed both of them home in hopes of gathering more information and watched them for a few days and nights. One Claire, I discovered, was a mother of four sons with a particularly strong Umbreon as her mate. She acted as much of a teacher in her own home as she did in the classroom. There was never a question she couldn’t answer and could do so with a surprising amount of patience. And when the kits retired for the night, she and the Umbreon would snuggle and speak loving words of their fondness for one another until they fell asleep wrapped up in one another’s embrace. Her life proved boring.

The other Claire lived alone. She would spend her nights pouring through pages of books and novels when she was not creating her lesson plan. Sometimes she had her colleagues come over and they would share stories regarding their students. Her life also proved just as boring as the first Claire’s.

I decided the second Claire was my target. While the first Claire was certainly intelligent, she seemed too much a family creature to be wanted by the Kadabra’s organization. She had too much of an innocent air to her no matter how much I watched. The second Claire on the other paw did seem suspicious at times. I would find her reading odd books that didn’t seem fit for an instructor and she would look out the window every hour or so. As if expecting someone was watching her.

It had been a hassle to kill this Claire. The moment I entered her room, she awoke. She quickly caught on to my ill intent and threw a lamp at me. She would have thrown me with her psychic abilities, but I was too heavy for her capabilities. I had to dash around the room as furniture after furniture was thrown in my general direction. And she did eventually hit me with a drawer. It smacked into my head and sent me toppling.

She had tried to flee in my dazed state. She burst out the window and ran into the streets as fast as her legs could carry her.

But I made a blizzard and chased her down effortlessly from within it. And I tore out her throat before she could even leave the neighborhood.

I left the dead Espeon bleeding in the street as the blizzard settled. Then I washed myself in a river and stayed at an extravagant hotel for the night. My head still ached from Claire’s attack and I needed a good night’s rest. I hadn’t had one since I arrived at the academy.

And as I hoped, I slept well that night. It was a rest I deserved after finishing such a lengthy mission. It was exactly what I needed to prepare for the return trip.

But before I returned to The Eyes, I realized I needed to bring back proof of Claire’s demise. So I went back to St. Augustine to find something that was of value to her. Her home was a viable option for evidence, but I knew better than to return there. It was probably being investigated.

As I made my way to her classroom, I overheard something from gabbing professors that made me stop in my tracks.

The other Claire had suddenly resigned and had already left the university.

The actual Claire I was supposed to kill.

My heart raced as I dashed away from the campus. I didn’t know how I could have made such a stupid mistake. Of course there were two Espeon named Claire. My target had planned this. She wanted a decoy in case an assassin like myself were to ever go after her. Now she was slipping out of my claws and disappearing off the face of the planet once again. And I would have finally failed an assignment. An important assignment I was not allowed to fail.

I had to act fast while I could. Claire was clever but I knew that there was something she overlooked. Something that I needed to find right then. A weakness, a vulnerability. Every target had one.

Her kits, I realized.

Claire was resourceful but not her children. Her children could not have possibly hoped to flee as swiftly as their mother could. If they were still in the city they would be at school. And I knew exactly which school each of them attended.

I went after the runt of the litter. As luck would have it, I found him hurrying out of class and escaping to meet with his mother. The little boy wheezed as he ran along and struggled to keep going. It was what made it easy to stalk him until he darted into an empty alley.

I sprang at him and snatched him up by his loose skin. He screamed and cried out for help, but his words fell on deaf ears. I threw him into a corner and watched as he cowered back, whimpering for his mother to save him under his breath. I would have suspected this was only a hopeless prayer, but I heard him specifically saying his location. Somehow Claire made it possible for her children to communicate with them telepathically. That immediately gave me an idea.

I told him in a cold, ruthless tone, “I know your mother can hear you right now. Tell her that she is to meet me in the city square. If she doesn’t comply, tell her that she will have one less son.”

The runt started sobbing. He told me he couldn’t tell his mother that and begged me to please let him go. But I only had to snap my fangs at him for him to comply. It wasn’t long before he told me that his mother received the message and would meet me in the square in an hour. But though this was promising I couldn’t let my guard down yet. Claire had already proven herself to be far more cunning than I anticipated. I could not think even for a moment that I was one step ahead of her.

I grabbed the runt and headed for the square. I was pleased to find that it was empty at this hour. It would mean I would have little distraction when I finally confronted Claire.

I stayed hidden in a tree as I waited for Claire to appear. The runt squirmed and kicked and told me that I would never hurt his mother. But he was far too weak to break free from my hold. I felt a loathing sort of pity for him. He reminded me too much of myself as a kit. Weak, defenseless, afraid.

But I had changed since then.

How much I wanted to show that to the one who pronounced me the runt of my own litter.

How much I wanted to say my muscles had grown, how many words I had learned, how much I had physically developed, and how I could shoot a Staraptor out of the sky before it even saw me.

But I could not remember who had said those words to me. It had been someone I had been afraid of but I could remember nothing more.

Before I could wonder long who that creature had been, I saw someone approaching the square. I bit down harder on the runt as I watched the creature advance.

It didn’t take me long to realize that it was not Claire.

It was her mate, the Umbreon.

I threw the runt onto the ground. Then before he could even cry out, I dug my fangs into his neck.

But before I could taste blood, something hit me and hurled back. When I got back to my feet, I saw the runt cowering behind the Umbreon. The Umbreon ushered his son away, promising safety if he hurried to his mother. The runt didn’t hesitate to flee.

The Umbreon smiled and stepped closer to me. I did the same. He and I then circled each other, our eyes fixed on one another. I set a blizzard upon the square and both of our breaths turned white. But we only continued to move around one another in the snow, me watching carefully and him grinning zealously.

He told me that I had made a grave mistake targeting Claire. She was, after all, the smartest Espeon in the world. No one could truly be ahead of her.

He admitted that he some part of him wanted this to happen. He had been waiting for a good fight in years. It had been too long since he could truly shine with all his might.

I disappeared into the blizzard before he could make the first move. But before I could emerge, he created a large vortex of dark energy. And it pulled me right out of the blizzard and threw me back to the ground as a Glaceon. I was almost too stunned to escape from a black ball’s impact. I leapt out of the way just as the Umbreon closed his mouth. He started laughing at me, mocking me for only knowing how to fight dirty. For not being able to fight like an Eon.

Fine, I decided. If he wanted to force me to fight as a Glaceon, then I would. That was until he grew weary enough for me to strike before he created that tornado. Then I would end this swiftly and pursue Claire.

He launched another shadow ball at me, and I retaliated with one of my own. They collided and caused an explosion, filling the air with dense smoke. I got moving as I spat a number of icy projectiles into the cloud. I didn’t even bother to aim. I only ran around the cloud and fired, hoping that it would strike the Umbreon.

But that Umbreon was clever, and when I got too close to the cloud, he sprang from it and slashed me across the face. I howled as blood spilled onto the snow.

He laughed at me again, sneering despicably, “Oh would you look at that? I bet it hurts bad, doesn’t it? Did you want me to find you some orans to help make you feel better?”

He was an idiot to show himself, even for a second. I made sure he was aware of that by pelting him with ice chunks. And soon I saw him recoiling as one hit him above his right eye. A gash opened up where it struck. He retreated back into the cloud with a sharp cry.

I started running around the cloud again and attacking with projectiles as I waited for it to clear. The Umbreon made sure to stay hidden and only struck back by firing dark spheres at me from within. Many grew dangerously close to hitting me. One even burned off the fur on my eartips. I couldn’t say if any of my attacks ever connected or not. They might have, but the Umbreon didn’t give me any indication as he endlessly bombarded me with attacks.

I started to realize that this Umbreon was purposely drawing out this fight and making the smoke linger longer. He had every chance to simply confront me without a shroud and tear open my neck. But he was wasting his and my time instead. And I realized that it was so he could buy his mate and her kits more time to escape in case he failed.

I could not let that happen.

I watched another sphere leave the cloud, and then dove into the smoke from where it came from. I coated my fur with ice just in case he had planned something, which was exactly what prevented me from dying right there.

The moment I entered the smokescreen, the Umbreon blasted me with a blinding beam of light. It was so strong that it knocked me right off my feet and sent me tumbling out of the smoke. I dug my claws into the ground, but they wouldn’t catch. I only skid along the snow until I finally crashed into a wall.

All of my legs were bleeding and one of my fangs had loosened. The barrier I had put around my body had all but evaporated as steam rose from my charred fur. I more resembled an Umbreon than a Glaceon in my battered state.

I watched Claire’s mate emerge from the smoke as it finally dissipated. He was howling with laughter now, like a Mightyena after it’s found food. I could see now that I had inflicted quite a bit of damage of him. Blood leaked from his mouth like drool and he walked with a limp despite trying to hide it. And his rings weren’t glowing as brightly as they had before.

He stood before me strongly, grinning as triumphant as ever.

And said he told me with a pant in his voice, “You really think you can win? Look at you… one more hit and you’re down, kit.”

I glared at him and I said in a low tone, “I could say the same for you, Umbreon.”

I got up slowly. I had to keep fighting. I knew he couldn’t last much longer.

He laughed evilly and then said, “You really think I haven’t bled like this before? Heheh… oh kid. You have no idea what I’m capable of. And what about you? How many of your targets ever hurt you this much? Huh? Tell me.”

Truthfully I never had to fight someone like this Umbreon. No one else had inflicted this much damage on me before. For the first time in a very long while, I was beginning to doubt myself.

I was beginning to feel weak.

The Umbreon laughed at me again, seeing my weakness, and said, “Go ahead, tell me, you coward. Tell me who you’ve killed that left you in such a sorry state.”

I looked at the Umbreon and glared at him. No, I wasn’t weak. I was strong, stronger than this Umbreon could ever hope to become.

So I growled out my answer to him:

“You.”

I disappeared into the blizzard. The Umbreon didn’t react fast enough because of his injuries. Just as he tried to summon his tornado of darkness, I appeared right next to him. I sank my teeth into his neck before he could even turn around.

He didn’t even struggle as my fangs broke his skin and punctured into his muscle and tissue. All he did was release a shriek I could barely hear before falling limp. I tasted his foul blood in my mouth for just a second before I spat him out onto the ground like the disgusting vermin he was.

Blood pooled around his limp body. I waited for the moment he would rise but he never did. He only laid there in the red snow, gasping hoarsely and mewling like a hatchling.

He was as good as dead. Now I needed to find Claire. I had wasted far too much time on this sorry excuse of a creature. I could only hope that she was still in the city.

As it turned out, I didn’t need to find her. I had just turned my gaze from the dying Umbreon to see her watching me from the other side of the square. She glared at me with those deep eyes of hers that burned with a bonfire of fury. Her kits were nowhere in sight.

I stood up straighter as I used the last of my strength of become the blizzard one more time. I refused to play anymore games with Claire. It was time to end this.

And then a blast of dark energy struck me.

I couldn’t even scream as I was blown across the square. I skid across the ground so hard that I went through the snow and dragged against cobblestone. By the time my body came to a stop I had shred off an alarming amount of skin and fur.

I told myself to get up. I had to get up and kill Claire. But I couldn’t. I burned everywhere and it grew stronger if I moved. All I could do was lay there helplessly in the snow as the blizzard subsided.

The Umbreon slowly got to his feet. Blood still trickled from his neck but he was still able to rise and reunite with Claire. The two looked into one another’s eyes and shared a moment of silent relief.

Then they turned to me with smug, condescending smiles. They approached me without fear. I could do nothing but hiss as they stopped a few feet away from me. My blood boiled. I had been tricked by both of them. Tricked in a way I never could have anticipated.

And I hated being tricked.

Claire looked down at me. She didn’t have a shred of pity in her eyes.

Then she asked, “Who sent you here?”

I didn’t answer her. But she still saw the superficial thoughts in my mind. And that gave her all the answers she needed.

She frowned and said, “Ah, so Candace sent you after me. I thought it might be her to commit the deed. Well unfortunately for her, you won’t be able to return to her and inform her that you failed. I cannot have that. But I must commend you in some ways. You were able to locate me despite all of the precautions I have taken to keep myself safe all these years. It’s almost pitiful that you cannot make the claim that this arduous search was fruitful.”

I growled and bore my fangs but she didn’t waver. She only frowned harder. Like I was a disappointment.

Just like how someone from long ago looked at me. When they had told me I was weak and couldn’t accept the truth.

The Espeon stiffened. Her claws briefly extend out before she forced them back into her paws. She seemed to want to say something but she couldn’t.

So I talked for her. I had to know why I had failed when I never had after all this time.

I asked her bitterly, “Why? Why were you able to best me?”

She straightened herself out. Any weakness she had just displayed disappeared. She stared at me for a quiet moment.

Then she said to me, “There’s a difference between you and me. You want to be as smart as me, but you can’t because you cannot accept the truth. As long as you cannot accept the truth… I will always be twelve steps ahead of you.”

Something cold struck me in the heart as a wave of long forgotten memories bombarded me. It struck with such a force that I could no longer breathe

The Espeon looked at me for a moment of silence longer, and then said to me, “Isn’t that right, Lavender?”

For the first time in a very long time, I felt very afraid. I could do nothing but cower deeper into the melting snow.

And away from Hyacinth.

The Umbreon looked at her and asked, “Wait, do you know this guy?”

Hyacinth nodded and she said solemnly, “Yes, he’s my brother.”

She took a step forward. Her mate remained where he was, realizing that he shouldn’t interfere with the situation any longer. She said to me, “It seems we meet again, Lavender. It’s been fifteen years since we last saw each other at the bonfire, hasn’t it?”

I didn’t know how to respond. It couldn’t have been fifteen years since I left home. It hadn’t felt like it had been that long.

Then she said to me, “And it seems in the time we’ve been apart, you’ve made quite a living for yourself. Do you still wish to kill me?”

I felt that awful gash Hyacinth had inflicted upon me all those years ago. It was opening up again. It was getting deeper and wider.

And then she said the words that tore the gash all the way open.

“What would Grandmother think to know that you are the reason I cannot attend the bonfire with our siblings? What would she think to know countless people have died by your paws?”

And just like when I was a kit, I cried into my paws. And I was filled with so much pain that I couldn’t focus.

And with the pain came the truth I had run from for all these years: I missed Grandmother dearly. And I could not live without her.

Everything I had done was to deny that truth. I had joined The Eyes and killed all those creatures to deny the truth. I had killed Crystal and Gash to deny the truth.

I had frozen my heart because I could not accept the truth.

I wept bitterly. It hurt to cry but I couldn’t stop the tears from falling.

“You were right, Hyacinth,” I whimpered between sobs. “I can’t accept the truth. Because the truth is… I never wanted any of this. I never wanted to be with Crystal. I never wanted to be a bounty hunter. I never even wanted to become a Glaceon. All I wanted was to stay with Grandmother. I miss her so much, Hyacinth… it hurts to think about her… it hurts so much…

“And because I couldn’t face the truth… because I’m weak… I’ve ended the lives of over a thousand. All because I wanted to think I was stronger than I really was…”

I sobbed harder. Every word stung me harder and harder. I was sure that my heart was bleeding from how much it had been stabbed over and over again.

And Hyacinth watched it all, just like she did all those years ago. I knew she’d be disappointed in me yet again. Only now she would hate me as well. How pathetic I must have looked to her. She really had seen me exactly for what I was.

I… was a monster. A villain. Someone truly worth hating. I had no justifiable reason for any of the things I did.

But Hyacinth didn’t leave me as she did when we were kits. Instead she sighed as she drew closer to me.

Then, she said softly, “But you have faced the truth now. You are no longer ignoring it.”

I looked up at her. I could barely see her through the tears in my eyes.

I said to her, “What does it matter that I have? It doesn’t change anything. It still doesn’t stop the hurt. It doesn’t stop the crying. It doesn’t change what I’ve done. I’ve killed so many creatures, Hyacinth. I can’t take that back.”

Hyacinth lowered herself so that she was lying on the ground next to me and put one of her paws around my neck.

“There’s something I must confess to you, Lavender; I have had to face many hard truths of my own since the time we last saw one another,” she told me. “One of those truths is that I was wrong about what I said to you.”

And I looked at her, the tears still flowing. I couldn’t believe what I had heard. Never in all my years had Hyacinth admitted she was wrong. She always went out of her way to insist she was correct at all times.

She continued after a pause, saying, “I’ve come to realize that it’s impossible to see the truth without crying sometimes. Our emotions will always be entwined with our rational thoughts. Because of that, we must look at our truths with our heart and our mind to see everything the truth has to offer us. It is the only way to truly accept our truth and grow stronger.”

For a moment I could say nothing. What she said sounded nothing like her. She had always insisted rationality was the only way a creature could think. Emotions were nothing more than a detriment to the intelligent mind.

But then I saw that she was earnest in her words. She was speaking the truth.

But my heart only sank and I told her, “Hyacinth, I don’t know how to learn from these awful truths of mine. I don’t know what to do.”

But she said, ever so wisely, “Don’t fret Lavender; your big sister is here to help you, just as she always has.”

And then she pressed her forehead into my own.

And for the very first time in a very long time, I was no longer alone.






8. Goodbye


o

Hyacinth and her mate took me to their home after our talk. The Umbreon was forced to carry me on his back since I no longer had the energy to stand. Once I was brought to their home, Hyacinth told me that I was welcome to stay with them until I recovered from my wounds.

It took me six weeks to fully heal from the injuries that the Umbreon had inflicted upon me. And though we had met on negative terms, all of the family spoke to me kindly. They even invited me to accompany them to any outings they went to once I was strong enough to walk.

And during those six weeks, Hyacinth helped me like the big sister she was. We had many long and honest talks to reveal further truths I had fled from. And though they all hurt, accepting each one with heart and mind grew a little easier ever time.

So many times I wanted to blame someone for everything that had happened. I wanted to blame Gash for being so cruel to me. I wanted to blame Crystal for being so oblivious to my obvious pain. I wanted to blame Grandmother for not taking me back. I wanted to blame Hyacinth for teaching me about the patterns and making me forever see the world and everyone who lived in it as such.

I even wanted to blame Grandfather for sending me away. I wanted to say it was his fault I had killed so many creatures without a care.

But I couldn’t. Because the truth was that this was all my fault. I couldn’t blame others for my actions. I am responsible for my own actions. I am the reason I was such a ruthless creature for so long.

That was one of the hardest truths to swallow.

But I did. I did and I learned to grow from this harsh truth as the tears fell from my eyes and I buried myself in Hyacinth’s neck.

When I made a full physical recovery, Hyacinth helped me deal with my client and escape from The Eyes for good. Apparently she was familiar with erasing one’s existence.

When I returned to The Eyes and met the Kadabra again, I gave her a green scarf that Hyacinth had been known to wear. I worried she would see through my rouse or peer too deep into my thoughts. But she fell for the trick and happily paid Deadeye. And she departed from us without another word.

After that I faked my own death.

I had to wait a few weeks to not arouse suspicion. Hyacinth had been very clear about that. And though it was painful continuing to work for The Eyes, I did it.

And after I had waited long enough I simply ate a berry that would make it appear as though I had died for a day. It was an incredibly rare berry, and it was only through Hyacinth’s mysterious connections was she able to get ahold of it.

The Eyes pronounced me dead when they found my comatose body delivered to them with a note attached. That note proclaimed that an enemy of The Eyes had murdered me and would be coming after their other assassins next.

That note was not a lie. As soon as The Eyes pronounced me dead, I became their enemy. I have since spent my days hunting their assassins, one by one. So far I have eliminated fifty of them. And I have no intentions of stopping until I actually die.

And so ends my story.

There are many lessons to be learned from my story. Too many. And too many should have been obvious to me from the beginning. But there is one lesson to be known above all else.

The truth will not always be pleasant. Sometimes it will hurt and you will cry from how much it stings.

And it is okay to hurt.

We have emotions for a reason. They don’t exist merely to hurt us. They exist to tell us what other things cannot. They exist to tell us our truth.

You cannot ignore them. You will become cold like a harsh blizzard and hurt everything and everyone around you if you do. Don’t tell yourself that your suffering is meaningless and that you best harden your heart.

Accept your truth with tears in your eyes.

Had I tried to understand just how unhappy I was with Crystal, perhaps she would not have perished. Perhaps I could have spoken to Crystal and made her understand why she was upsetting me so that she could change her ways. Or, if that had not worked out, I could have parted ways with her peacefully. Life might have still been fine if I had done that.

Maybe it could have been the same for Gash.

Maybe I wouldn’t have killed so many creatures if I had just accepted the truth.

Grandmother, if you should see this… I want you to know something. I want you to know…

I was happy with you. There was something joyful and exciting to look forward to each day when I had you. You wouldn’t judge me. You understood me in ways no one else could. And in times my mind was filled with nothing but dark and hateful thoughts, you wouldn’t fear them. You would only listen to me.

I always needed someone like you. I craved a creature with those very same traits you hold in you as much as I needed food and water. You gave me everything I ever wanted when I was with you. You wanted to understand me.

You were the only reason I was ever happy all those years ago. I was so lonely and you filled that void in my heart.

I still miss you. I still want to come back home and be with you. Sometimes it’s nothing more than a fleeting thought that I barely notice. Sometimes it’s a feeling that opens the wound in my heart and hurts me for many days.

But I know I can’t see you anymore. There’s too many reasons that make me want to cry when I ponder about them for too long.

I know you will probably never forgive me for what I have done. I know I most certainly haven’t.

But I hope that you can still find it in your heart to love me, even after everything I’ve done. Even if it’s just a tiny bit, that’s all I hope for.

Goodbye, Grandmother.
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