
The first reverberance of the cavernous echo was enough to send her the message. 

Deadweight. They had to lose dead weight as a group, drop some baggage. And while the 

others rifled through their bags for things that they have found that they didn’t necessarily 

need, she knew that what they needed to drop was not meaningless items but rather 

meaningless people. Her. She looked over at the group as they huddled together, trying to 

come up with what it might be they had to get rid of. Branson was animatedly trying to 

explain why maybe they should just drop everything they didn’t need under every 

circumstance. What Sonny didn’t realise is that that would mean getting rid of everything that 

really mattered to them as well as the precious cargo they had entrusted to Addison. Addy 

had been keeping it warm in her backpack and was fiercely protective, reminding everyone 

constantly of the weight it carried in the group. It wasn’t that she particularly cared about it, 

but rather that she had never failed at anything before and this would not be the first time for 

that to happen.  

 

Minty had long been ready to accept that she was just comedic relief to the others, and 

however hard she tried to convince herself of her own value, her mind never seemed willing 

to see her as more than a joke. No matter how many ideas she shared with her should-be 

friends, they simply laughed and focused back on their own brainstorming. However she 

tried to contribute, it always fell on deaf ears, unless of course, her travelling companions 

could get a laugh from it. She had even tried telling them her full name once, something only 

her father and her teachers knew, and now Sonny and Addy, if they actually believed her 

when she had made her confession.   

 

This frozen grotto was supposed to be the final stop on their quest. Every gleam, every brief 

flash of sunlight, revealed a new pair of fangs lurking within the depths. Icey stalactites 

threatened to pierce them through with every step they took, while their cooling blood would 

likely melt away any sign of a weapon. Deeper in, where there was only darkness, where no 

refracted glare could even reach, there was a voice that called out to them. Deadweight. 

While the others were distracted, Minty took a small towards the voice, drawn in by the snarl. 

Step, and another and another till she stood at the mouth. She had come so far, was she 

really expected to turn around now? Cold bit at her exposed skin, tinting her knuckles, 

painting her cheeks and nose with a strawberry-like stain as if the colour had decided to 

cling to her pale features. Both Addy and Sonny seemed impervious to the cold, though they 

had always been stronger than she could ever be. They had finally taken notice of her 

proximity to the cave, the darkness emanating threatening to swallow Minty whole.  

 

“M-maybe…” She began to stutter, certain and yet unsure, frightened for every possible 

outcome that overwhelmed her mind. “Maybe, I’m what you should leave behind.” Turning to 

her companions, she smiled bitterly, as if the cold had not only touched her expression, but 

also the emotions that fueled and pushed the features into shape. Though both Sonny and 

Addy looked surprised at her suggestion, neither seemed appalled by the idea of leaving her 

behind. It would make it a lot easier on the two if they didn’t have to be wary of their third 

members ever waning presence. Both Sonny and Minty turned to Addy for guidance, looking 

into her eyes, trying to capture a slither of thought as she processed her choices at light 

speed. Nodding, she walked firmly over to Minty, stopping only to grab her and Sonny’s 

packs from the snow. “Nothing personal, yeah?”  

 



Minty simply nodded, watching as her allies made their way cautiously into the arctic maw. 

As the stronger two pressed their feet into the snow at the entrance to the bitter hollow, a 

frigid haze emerged from its throat, stopping them in their tracks. With every second that 

past, the viel grew closer to brushing against their fearful features. Along with the mist came 

the crisp sound of harshly smothered snow, a lurching thing making its way forward from its 

frozen obscurity. “Is this really what you thought I wanted?” It hissed, venom and fire within 

its voice. “Abandoning one of your own? I didn’t think even humans would go that low.” The 

voice was aloof and condesending to those in its presences.  

 

A great scaled beast crawled its way from the cavern, pure white plates acting as armour to 

the mighty creature held within its shell. With one bestial extremity, the reptile summoned 

Minty further in to the cave, pulling her ever closer with nothing but one razor talon and a 

serpentine stare. It gave the young child an appraising glare. Too young to believe in oneself 

so little. “Do you know what your name means, hatchling?” Minty was in arms reach now, 

seconds away from what she believed was being mauled. “Both the name you have chosen 

for yourself and the one you were given have to same interpretation.” Once that claw was 

beneath her chin, she found it hard to breathe, her breath becoming laboured with the 

pressure against her throat.  

 

“Protection. You were named to be a guardian. Maybe not of bodies or of blood, but of 

hearts and minds.”  

 

It let Minty go, pacing over to her companions, snatching Addy’s pack. “You kept them 

happy, sane,” It pulled the orb from within. “In doing so, you have protected the last of my 

clutch.” The dragonic being pressed its snout to the petrified egg, setting loose the creature 

within, small wings giving their first beat. Moving back to Minty, it pressed its muzzle in to her 

and whispered. 

 

“Thank you, Araminta, for bringing back my child. You are anything but deadweight.”  


