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		Description

A soldier of the Equestrian forces witnesses one of the most tragic losses to take place in Pony history. The loss that will only be overshadowed by the downfall of his kind.
This story is a short that I wrote while thinking about about what a dark wartime version of Equestria would be like.
This story doesn't include any humans, the story picture is just the most fitting self made piece of work I had laying around. If you have a better picture then pm me.
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I was on oven duty again. It’s a great place to work if you don’t mind the smell. Nopony could escape the smell anyways.
I looked through through the glowing window of the oven. It was the only source of light in the whole room. There was a reason why they wouldn’t install any other sources of light in here. Sometimes it is better when you can’t see what you are doing. The pane of glass flickered brighter and darker as it faded between shades of yellow and orange. Despite the brightness of the fire inside it barely let any light into the room through the charred glass. 
It would soon be ready for more burning material.
I pulled the uniform tighter around my shivering shoulders. The cruel coldness crept through the room from an untight door together with a few rays of light. The whole situation reminded me of a line from the Hearth Warming Eve play. It had been years ago when I had last seen it. Those words that are burned into my mind.
‘And now our bodies will become as cold as our hearts... all because we were foolish enough to hate.’
The rest of the play is just a blur. But those words… I feel like not even death would be able to erase them from my mind. Only a few years ago everything had been so peaceful. We were all so young. What once had been meant nothing anymore. More than a millennia of the Princesses rule now came back to haunt us. None of us had been ready for this. We didn’t know how to handle tension. We didn’t know how to handle conflict. It is amazing how fast a war can start when nobody knows what a war is. They cheered for us as we paraded through the streets after the mobilization was announced. All of us were fools.
I hugged myself and rubbed my shoulders in an attempt to wash away the coldness. The frost made us feel like the parasites that we were. It was nature's immune system trying to wash us away.
The door creaked open and a wave of cold air made me shutter. A stallion dragged more burning material into the room. He didn’t have much trouble doing it. His pants of exertion came from the aching of his cold muscles not the weight. The bag of skin and bones he was carrying barely caused resistance as it was dragged over the concrete floor. I hated the sight, even if it was only because it meant that it was now my turn to go outside. 
I grasped the handle of the oven door and pulled it open. I could suddenly see the wretched horror that filled the room. A uniformed stallion covered from head to hoof with cloth where his grey outfit didn’t cover his coat. No eyes, only menacing goggles stared back at me as they reflected the eerie light. Between us lay the emaciated body of a mare. I looked at the brand mark on her collar where a circle had been burnt into her coat. 
“A pacifist. You don’t see them very often.” I said while shaking my head. 
They weren’t ponies anymore, they were faceless and colorless things. The only thing that gave any indication to whom they had once been was burned into their coats. 
I grabbed her and lifted her over the ledge and shoved her into the oven. The blaze made a quiet and deep hissing noise. I basked in the heat before pulling back. A loud clang filled the room as the mechanism snapped shut.
“They others were given a ration of hard liquor.” he said.
I sighed and replied: “I was hoping that today would be a more peaceful day.”
He shrugged and sat himself in front of the oven and rubbed his shoulders like I had only a few moments ago.
“Quit staring and get out of here.”
After a few moments I was standing outside of the concrete block. Snowy wasteland and fog in every other direction. Only a few hundred meters in the distance I knew that there was a forest. I would probably never see it again because of the everlasting winter. I probably didn’t deserve to either. 
“How was it?”
“How was what?” I replied to the uniformed stallion who walked towards me with a bottle in his hoof. 
“How was it like to dispose the Element of Kindness?”
Element of Kindness? Did he mean the Elements of Harmony? Another memory of times long passed. No, it was the same memory. The last time I had seen the Hearths Warming Eve play was in Canterlot. The Elements of Harmony filled the main roles that year. 
“Hey, I asked you something.”
“How did you know?” I responded while trying to piece together what had just happened.
“I saw how Berry dragged her out of the camp. I would have recognized that mare anywhere.”
She played the role of Private Pansy, Commander Hurricane’s right hand. Maybe I would have recognized her if I were in any other place. Faces have no meaning here. Neither the color of your coat or the cutie mark on your flank mattered. Either you were one of us or one of them.
“So we killed kindness?” I asked before I started to chuckle.
He looked at me with a straight face. Slowly a smile began to spread across his lips.
“I guess we did.”
We both broke out in hysterical laughter. There was nothing else we could do. We had all accepted it already. The machine had started. You can start a war whenever you want to, but you can’t stop it. Nopony could stop it. The leaders of both sides tried to carry on in an insane game of chicken. To top it all off we let the incarnation of kindness starve to death in captivity. We adjusted to the insane situation by becoming insane. The situation was so surreal and we could do nothing. So we laughed, giggled, grinned and howled. My sides ached and I could barely breath. The laughing made my lungs and throat burn as the frozen air pulled through them.
Eventually I slowly stopped laughing. 
“So I see they passed out liquor rations.” I said in a very serious tone. 
He stopped laughing and brushed a frozen tear from his eye. 
“Yeah.” he replied while he looked at the bottle in his hoof. 
A dry pop echoed from around the building followed by a loud scream. Neither of us was fazed by the sudden discharge of a rifle, they had been giving out alcohol after all. Judging by the scream the shooter had missed his mark. 
“Are you on duty?” I asked.
“Yeah.” he replied. He drank the last third of the bottle empty in one pull.
The firing squad refused to fulfill their duty when they were sober. Eventually the officers gave in and started giving out alcohol. The problem was that a drunken firing squad didn’t hit very well. In some cases it took minutes of shooting for a lethal shot to finally end the condemned.
“Hopefully this will all stop when we win the war.” He said before leaving.
‘And now our bodies will become as cold as our hearts... all because we were foolish enough to hate.’
This was a war. 
We were all going to lose in the end.
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