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		Description

Young prince Sombra is heir to the throne and isn't due for succession for some time. After some unfortunate events come to fruition he quickly learns how difficult the world is and how cruel it can be at times. He begins to adapt to this "new world" and learn to deal with it in his own way.
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		Prologue



Sombra, namesake: Sombre, the state of sadness, despair, and general unhappiness. Such an eloquent word yet with a dark meaning. 
The Crystal Empire, a bustling city who's landscape was dominated by towering crystalline structures of varying colors, all refracting light across the ground in beautiful tapestries of light. The ponies here lived in peace and harmony for the longest time, in a city untouched by the cold, dry hands of time. The crystal walls of the palace have existed for an unknown time, since before any form of recorded ponylife had been recorded. Ponies took advantage of the durability of such structures and built a settlement, cultivating crops in the nearby fertile soil and developing better technologies and knowledge. Ever striving for more knowledge, more information, ponies evolved as time went by, some had grown wings much to the surprise of their predecessors and others horns. The winged ponies were able to fly and were quickly employed in work forces such as building and mail delivery, the horned ones seemed to have a natural ability to manipulate the physical world and a world beyond their own using an unseen force that later became known as magic. These new races became known as Pegasi for the winged ones and Unicorns for those bearing a horn. Those left bound to the earth, unable to fly and unable to manipulate the strange force of magic became known as earth ponies, due to their affinity with the earth, natural endurance, and strength. Settlements quickly became towns, towns quickly became cities, and cities became Empires, both rival and ally.
In the Crystal Empire there was a humble workpony by the name of Emerald Hoof. Occasionally Emerald made trips into the city to sell food by the cartload and gave rations to the poor and needy. On one such day he was bringing his cart 'round a corner in the less fortunate parts of town and overheard a small filly asking her mother if she needed to sell her teddy so they could eat that night. Emerald frowned and came to a halt, he thought to himself, 
"I really shouldn't be listenin in on there conversation, but ah jus can't sit here and let em starve." 
He stamped his hoof in frustration at the general thought of such a beautiful city overlooking those in need. Taxes were rough and he struggled to repair his equipment as is, but there were some who struggled more then he did on a daily basis. He just HAD to help them. As he approached the small house he saw the filly in tears and hugging her 'teddy and her mother saying something to her in low tones. He came closer and the mother looked up at him with large round brown eyes. He was amazed that any mare could be so beautifull. He shook his head and hailed her, 
"Howdy there miss! You needin some extra grain n carrots? Had some leftover from the market that jus aint sellin. Figgerd the firs pony ah saw aughta take whats left."
The mare's eyes widened in awe at the offer. She shook her head, 
"I couldn't possibly take it, I have no money and nothing to give you, I'm so sorry."
and as she turned to retreat within the house Emerald nearly jumped forward, "MA'AM!" She jumped. 
"Oh, ahm sorreh, didn mean ta scare yah. Ma'am, this here's free of charge! Take it all and have yerself a grand old feast." 
He gave her a grin, 
"Name's Emerald Hoof, but uh, you kin jus call me Em." 
He shuffled a little, adjusting the weight of the cart. The mare smiled back at him, 
"My name's Amethyst Sky, and this is my daughter Quartz Sky." 
The little filly peeked out from behind her mother's hind leg. Emerald smiled at her and she retreated further behind her mother.
"Don't mind her, she's just a little shy, we don't get many around here often." 
I'd gladly take your offer, nopony's ever been this kind to us. May I ask that you stay for dinner?" 
Emerald nodded his head slowly,
"Sure thing, ah I jus gotta finish some errands first nodding to his cart behind him."
"Oh, of course. Well I will wait here until your return." 
She said, Emerald turned and began backing the cart further down the road for better maneuverability.  
"I look forward to seeing you later!" Amethyst yelled as he began down the road. "Same to ya!" Emerald returned. Off he went to the marketplace to finish his purchases and selling his haul.
As he went through the rest of his day all he could think about was the mare with the brown eyes. So absorbed in his thoughts as he was he failed to notice the pony that had been following him the past 3 hours.
Amethyst Sky was busily cleaning up the house, dusting all the hard dirt off of the table so rarely used, pumped fresh water from the well nearby into their only pail and began scrubbing the floor. Quartz joined in too, her little hooves working across the floor with an old rag laden with water in smooth, practiced circles. They simply couldn't bring a guest in with the house like this, Amethyst shook her head wondering what she would have done if Emerald Hoof HAD come in upon request. She resigned to she was just lucky he didn't. From their life in poverty, Amethyst and Quartz were no stranger to cleaning and had the entirety of their little hut as shiny as a hut can be within an hour. Quartz went out to play and Amethyst sat down on one of the freshly scrubbed chairs and quickly jumped up. They had yet to bathe themselves, they probably smelled horrible! She sped out of the hut and called for Quartz. Quartz came bounding over, 
"Yes mommy?" 
she asked. 
"We need to go bathe before Mr Emerald gets back, it isn't polite to be dirty with guests over. Come along now, let's go to the lake." 
Amethyst said, 
"YIPPEE!" 
Quartz cried, leaping into the air. She loved the lake, it was so nice and warm at this time of year.
It was nearly sunset as Emerald Hoof finished locking his cart in the stable back at his farm outside the city. He went ahead and pumped some water for his shower, after all, a long day of cart pulling and calling out his assorted foods all day had a way of making one smell rather atrocious. Shortly after, he began the walk over to Miss Amethyst's squat little hut. He arrived just as the sun was setting, putting the word into an otherworldly ethereal lavender glow. Seeing smoke from the chimney and a warm glow emanating from the windows, he inhaled sharply, and exhaled very slowly, 
"Ah, nothin like a good ol hearty cabbage stew!" 
and with that, he went up to the door.
There was a knock on the door of the small hut.
"Oh, that must be Mr Emerald Hoof!" 
Amethyst exclaimed. Quartz stopped playing and looked towards the door. Another knock on the door, this time a little faster and sharper, more... impatient sounding.
"Coming! Coming!" 
Amethyst called as she hurriedly walked over to the door. But before she could get the door open further then an inch, there was a loud explosion and bright white light filled her eyes as the door flew open and something hot slammed into her, throwing her across the room and into the mantle. She crumpled in a heap, breathing heavily with a small cut across the back of her head. Quartz screamed, as the door, still hanging open proceeded to become enveloped in a sickly green glow, unicorn magic. The door threw itself across the room in the same fashion as Amethyst, but this time aimed at the source of the noise. The little filly was immediately quiet.  The screams and crash from the door, then silence. It had all happened too quickly. Amethyst managed to crack an eye open as she lay there on the floor and managed to see something red pooling near the doorway, and a familiar emerald green coat of fur laying outside the door. Her eyes widened, 
"Emeral-?" 
she dryly squeaked out before a wet crunch swallowed her words.
"Disgusting." 
The dark cloaked figure standing in the ruined hut of Amethyst Sky quietly proclaimed, wiping some bits of skull left stuck to their hoof on the flank of the lavender earth pony it belonged to. 
"I truly hate getting the dirty jobs, why can't I just be called upon to wreak some havoc in the usual way? A little political manipulation here, some anarchy there... but no. I get stuck bashing skulls." 
the figure proclaimed as she looked over to the blood pooling underneath the door in the corner of the room. With a huff and a spin of a cloak, this mysterious murderer disappeared with a sharp crack that was followed by silence. None wondered what the crashing and banging was in the other less fortunate parts of town on the same side as Amethyst's home. It wasn't uncommon for loud noises as all the ponies were nearly always hard at work making whatever living they could, so the act that had transpired went unnoticed for several days. That was, until someone smelled something fowl coming from upwind.
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		Chapter 1: Another year past



"Sombra? Wake up Sombra! Hellooo? Cmon, get UP sleepyead!"
Sombra opened his eyes half-way to see his older sister standing next to his bed.
"Whadyouwant Helle?"
Sombra mumbled, still half asleep.
"It's YOUR birthday, I would think you of all ponies should know THAT!"
Sombra jolted, his head flying off the pillow.
"WHAT?! I'M LATE? Ughhh. What time is it?"
Sombra asked, rubbing his neck with one hoof.
"It's already four hours past noon! I would've thought you'd be up by now!"
Hellebore replied, poking her brother's snout. Sombra rubbed his eyes and rolled out of bed, knocking over a candle on the bedside table as he did, stepping on the still lit candle and letting out a loud yelp.
"AH!"
Hellebore could barely control herself, it took amazing effort to keep from laughing at her tired brother's antics. Sombra placed the silver platter the candle previously resided on back upon he table and glared at Hellebore. He began scraping the quickly hardening wax off his underhoof.
"Tell mother I'll be down shortly."
Sombra muttered, using his magic to toss the misshapen lump that used to be a candle into the nearby metal bucket that served as a trash bin. Hellebore was already out the door and down the stairs. Sombra shook his head and proceeded to open a drawer, pulling out his white fur trimmed, red cloak as was custom for royalty among the Crystal Empire. His mother, Garnet, purposefully had Sombra's cloak tailored for an older colt with an explanation of, "You'll grow into it." Sombra ran a brush through his mane an tail, he had to make sure he was groomed to is finest, after all, he was going to be of age for succession, albeit his father was strong and healthy. The main doors into the dining hall slowly swung open to allow a view of Sombra peeking his head through. The entire hall was packed full of relatives, royalty, and family friends. He walked over to a seat near his mother and sat down.
After a few minutes of talking to friends and feasting, it was time for his speech. Sombra walked ever so slowly up to the front of the room and up the short stairs to a podium.
"Oh how I detest speeches."
He thought silently to himself. He pulled a large stack of papers out from inside the podium that had been prepared for him and set them atop the table behind him. His horn let off a faint glow as he amplified his voice to be hear throughout the entire hall.
"Uh, hello all. Uhh. I'm not all that great at speeches so I'll make this short, for your sake as well as my own. I'm just now coming of the age of 19 years and we all know what this means. Or. I think... everyone here does. Uhh."
Sombra scratched his head nervously.
"It um, it means I've come of age to claim the throne, however my father stays strong as ever, which I am ever grateful for. As I see it, I still have much too learn and would be unfit to rule at this point in time. I can't say that I look forward to it, as it is an enormous responsibility to lead an entire people. Through darkness and light, through sorrow a happiness, to be the one that's always there and can be relied on, the one trustworthy of their lives. I'm just not ready for it. Yet should something happen to my father, I will adorn the mantle of King and act as such. I will perform whatever duties may arise to the best of my ability."
Slowly, there were a few hoof stamps in one corner of the room, then more, and more, until the entire room was filed with the sound of stamping hooves and hoots and hollers. Sombra started down the stairs to his seat, but tripped on the last step and fell straight forward onto the cobble floor. His chin smashed into the floor with an audible crunch and he bit his tongue, the last thing he knew was a bitter taste in his mouth and then darkness.
"Why are you sad?"
"I'm not sad. Why do you ask?"
"Your name is Sombra, is it not?"
"Yes, that is my name, what does that have to do with anything?"
"Sombra, namesake: Sombre, the state of sadness, despair, and general unhappiness. Such an eloquent word yet with a dark meaning."
"What do you mean? Who are you? What do you want?"
Nothing. Silence. Drifting in the darkness, Sombra wondered who the voice belonged to and why they spoke of such strange things and why they were so cryptic. Whoever, whatever it was, made him feel uneasy.
"Sombra?! SOMBRA?! Oh no. Nononono. Sombra! SOMBRA!"
One eye. Then the other.
"What happened?"
Sombra asked slowly. Belledore had tears in her eyes, she quickly grabbed Sombra nad hugged him close in a tight embrace.
"We thought we lost you..."
Garnet said quietly.
"What do you mean?"
Sombra asked.
A deep baritone voice came from behind him,
"You were unconscious for a month, son."
Sombra turned towards the familiar voice.
"Father? You are bac- wait, a month?! What did I miss? Did anything happen is everything alright?"
King Argyne laid a hoof on Sombra's head.
"Well, I had a victory in battle against the Diamond Dogs, they ran with their tails between their legs like the little pups they are. HAH!"
Sombra stood, slowly.
"That's great father! Have they sent a representative?"
Sombra asked.
"Tch, no. They are too terrified. We sent a representative over and he returned, laden with "gifts" from the dogs. I care not for their damned jewels. It's honor at stake here. Not wealth. They attempted expansion into our land and collapse multiple villages with their Celestia be damned tunnels. They care not for lives, only themselves."
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