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Loosely based off of All Quiet on the Western Front

Sun Spark, a student at the Canterlot University, enlists in the Royal Army during a war in order to seek glory and recognition. 
Follow his journey through the entries of his journal and see how he copes with the realities of war and the horrors of the trenches.
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		March 9th, 811 L.C.



The Trenches
“In a foreign field he lay;
Lonely soldier, unknown grave.
On his dying words he prays:
'Tell the world of Paschendale” – Iron Maiden, Paschendale.

Equestria.
A land where the ideals of peace and love run true in the hearts and minds of the ponies that lived within its borders. A land where everypony treated each other as brothers and sisters, where dreams could come true, where a common pony could aspire to be something great, where one could live out his or her life in safety and comfort. A place untouched by the scourge of war.
Unfortunately, some things are not meant to last.
In the year 809 of the Lunar Cycle, the peaceful country was thrown into the bloodiest and costliest war that ponykind had ever witnessed: The Trench War. Equestria, having never fought a war since The Pony-Goblin War of long ago, did not properly adapt to the modern techniques of combat of the time quickly enough. To this day, historians still cannot find the exact cause of the conflict; indeed, even the princesses could not figure it out; all that is known is that they were not the instigators.
For ten long years, the war raged on with almost no end in sight. Every day, hundreds of ponies fell in battle on no-pony’s-land; both sides being locked into a stalemate.
The following are excerpts from the journal of a soldier in the princesses’ army, recovered from the former battleground near the vicinity of what is now known as Death Ridge.

March 9, Year 811 L.C.:
Well, this is it; my first entry on this journal. As such, I think I should write a bit about myself and how I came by this book, even though you’re technically an inanimate object and don’t really care about what I have to say.
My name is Sun Spark. I’ve just turned twenty-one a few weeks ago and I come from a town south of Canterlot called Ponyville. Nice place actually, if you don’t mind the quiet and small town feeling. 
I was finishing my second year at the Canterlot University when the war began. After that, there wasn’t a single spot on the walls that didn’t have some sort of recruitment poster or something telling us to fight for our kingdom and our homes. 
The recruitment offices began filling up with all types of ponies from Canterlot, Manehattan, Fillydelphia, Maredrid, Preece, and much more.  It was astounding to see so many in a single place. To think that any pony had a chance to become as great as the Royal Guard, well, it wasn’t hard for a stallion like me to get excited. 
I still remember seeing a full regiment of troops marching down the streets the first year. It was during Magical Studies class at the university. The professor was giving a long and interesting discussion on how magic works, a fascinating subject if I might add. I was taking notes at my desk next to the window when I heard cheers coming from outside. I looked over and saw hundreds of ponies lining the sidewalk, cheering and throwing confetti everywhere. The other students had already made their way over when the company appeared.  They looked so imposing, yet calm in their blue and white uniforms. Their saddlebags clung to their sides while their rifles bounced on their back or, in the case of the earth ponies, were mount on their sides on special contraptions. I could make out some mares mixed in with the stallions, a mite smaller, but just as disciplined. Occasionally, a mare on the sidewalk would offer a gift to one of the troops, often receiving a kiss on the cheek in return. 
One thought went through that mind at that moment: those are our protectors. Indeed, they were the ones who had pledged to protect our home from the enemy that had moved into our doorstep and, in the end, they would return as heroes, just like King Solaris after his victory over the Goblin King. My mind conjured up images of warriors charging the battleground, teeth clamping down on the hilts of their blades as they routed their foes off the field. At that one precise moment, I knew what I wanted to do.
I wanted to be one of those ponies.
When Hearth’s Warming vacation came around, I returned to Ponyville to visit my parents.  When I place a hoof on the warm cobblestone streets, I was set upon by one of my mother’s best friends, an extremely hyperactive pony. Next thing I remember, I felt all the oxygen in my body suddenly escape my lungs as she caught me in one of her infamous death hugs.  That would have probably been my final day in this world had it not been for the timely arrival of her husband, much calmer in temperament than his bubbling, giggling wife.  The unicorn told me greeted me with a pat on the back, telling me that my parents were waiting for me.  The energetic mare told me that she was hosting a “Welcome Home” party in my honor. Well, I guess some things do not change.
As I made my way towards my home, I took notice of my surroundings. Nothing seemed to have changed since my departure, the surroundings still as humble as ever. The inhabitants were milling about in the streets, conversing with friends and, at times, waving at me. It was as if there was no war happening at this time. I smiled, thinking of how I would everything in my part to protect this place; my home. 
Boy, this entry is getting longer than I expected it. Not to worry, still got plenty of pages.
When I finally reached my parents’ house, I was greeted by my mom wrapping her forelegs around my neck. My father followed suit, ruffling my mane with a large hoof. They told me that a nice meal of apple fritters had been prepared in anticipation of my arrival, courtesy of my aunt. As we dined on the delicious pastries, we talked a bit about our lives, or rather; she and I talked while my dad just listened; only saying “Eeyup” occasionally when it was called for. Dad had been preparing his family’s famed cider for the upcoming Cider Season.  Mom, on the other hand, had been very busy organizing the library ever since her assistant went away on honeymoon with the town’s resident fashionista. 
Then, our conversation steered towards the newest current event: the war. At this point, I found it wise to finally announce my plans. I stood up from the table, puffed out my chest, and told them, with a surge of pride in my voice, that I was going to enlist in the Royal Army. As I said that, I expected both of them to cheer at this declaration and embrace their son turned hero. 
However, what happened was a definite far cry from what I had hoped.
At first, they were both speechless, but, I soon noticed anger forming on my mother’s face. She yelled at me, saying that I should not be getting involved in such “dangerous endeavors”, as she put it; that I should be focusing on my studies. My father said nothing, only sitting down with that same indifferent look on his face. However, he soon got up from the table and whispered something into her ear. Soon, they both went into the bedroom, closing the door and locking it in the process. 
They remained in that room for what seemed like hours. A part of me wanted to saunter up to the door and try to listen in on whatever conversation they were having. Before I could do that, however, the door opened and dad stepped out.  He walked over to where I had been sitting and placed a hoof on my shoulder. 
He told me that while he did agree with my mother, he knew that I was an adult, capable of making my own decisions. He told me that my mother was only acting in my best interests, but he had told her that I was responsible enough. She tried to resist, but my father had always been a persuasive one, even if he doesn’t have much to say. Eventually, she agreed, but both of them wanted me to at least finish my studies at the University before signing up. Oh, I tried to protest, saying that by that time, the war would have probably ended, but he was having none of it. Eventually, I begrudgingly agreed to their terms.
And, after two years of hard work, I finally got my diploma. As a gift, mom got me this journal that I am currently writing on. She said that I should write down all my thoughts on this book as a way to alleviate homesickness while I was away. 
Thankfully, I was wrong on the war ending; it was still in full swing by the time I finished. I went to the recruitment office yesterday and enlisted in the Infantry Corp.; a hero’s true place in war was at the front, I always thought. The doctors administered many different tests to fully judge my physical status, not to mention injecting me with Goddess knows how many painful shots. I passed with flying colors and was provided with a uniform and cap. Tomorrow, I shall be shipped to Basic Training in Manehattan, where, after two months, I will soon be sent to the frontlines.
Well now, that’s my story so far. I figure now is the perfect time to end it here for now. I’ve been dragging out this entry far longer that it needed to be. 
Sun Spark

	
		Extra: Discord's Joy



                     Ten years.
Ten years trapped in that ungodly hell of stone for a second time.
Ten years of plotting my revenge, of making the ones who trapped me again suffer.
I thought that I would be stuck in my prison for eternity.
But soon, I was free.
I was confused at first.
In Equestria, mundane order and boring harmony exists. 
Not lovely discord and mayhem.
So what could have released me from my torment?
Then, I felt the pull.
Never have I felt such a pull since my reign of chaos millennia ago.
It called to me, a sweet song.
I followed it, over mountains and plains.
Miles and miles of lush, fertile land; peace.
It made me sick.
But then, I saw it.
A place where green turned into sickly brown.
Where trees were blown from their roots and lay dead in the ground.
Where craters dotted the landscape.
A place where the stench of death hangs heavy in the air.
I knew what this was.
It was war.
Two armies clashed on the field.
On one side, those sickenly sweet ponies.
On the other, I could not tell.
A whistle was blown.
The ponies left their holes and charged at the enemy.
They were cut down at an instant by fire.
And in my mind, one thought was prevalent.
It was chaos, and it was beautiful.


	
		Extra: Letter to Home



Dear Mother,
First off, thank you for the cookies you sent over; they were delicious, as always.
Everything's been so quiet lately. It's almost as if there was no war going on. My friends (yes, you read that right) and I have been spending most of the time playing cards and singing songs from home. Once in a while, a shot might be heard at one point, but then silence follows.
It turns out that Sea Shell is also part of my unit. You remember Sea Shell, don't you? That colt that loves collecting shells down by the beach back home? Last night, he showed me part of his collection that he brought with him. They were beautiful, their design so simple yet so stunning. 
There's this other pony in the unit; his name's Farce Tale. He doesn't really talk too much. Mainly, he just stays away from our group and writes in his little notebooks. Some of us tried to talk to him, but he always ignores us and continues his writing. Sometimes I wonder if he even has any friends.
We have lost some ponies in the past weeks. One of them, a zoologist from Maredrid was trying to sketch an image of a bird he saw perched on a dead tree. When it flew away, he stood up, trying to get a better view. We tried yelling at him to get down, but it was too late. A single shot rang out; he probably died before he even heard it.
Mother, it's hard for me to put down how much i miss you in words. Sometimes, I wish this damn war would end already so I can come back to all of you. Please, if you get the chance, tell Golden Delight that I love her and that I miss her so much.
With love,
Lickety Split

	
		Extra: Frontline Report



The following is a combat report on the situation at Pleasant Valley, codenamed: The Valley of Death. 

Troops deployed: 
5,000 Infantry (4 Machine guns) 
20 Pegasi air support 
5 Unicorn Magic Support 
18 Field guns (5 Heavy Guns, 10 Medium Guns, 3 Mortars) 
Enemy combatants (Estimates): 8,000 or more
Combat Losses: 
1st Day: 300 dead, 500 wounded 
2nd Day: 600 dead, 100 wounded 
3rd Day: 50 wounded 
Combat Gains: 6 miles into enemy controlled territory. 
Final comments: Gains disappointing, more troops needed to hold liberated territory.
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