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My father once said to me that what people want and what people get are rarely the same thing.  The situation I'm in now only shows just how right that single statement truly is.
I never wanted to inherit the sins of a sadistic, insane bastard, but here I am regardless.  Trying to make amends for sins that are not my own and doing what I can to wipe out the legacy of evil that others would now see me as responsible for.
Yeah, I'm doing my best.  But there is only so much you can do when have become the being that is known and despised as Discord.
-
As we all know, this is a fan-fiction and not at all meant to be profitable in nature.
MLP is the property of Hasbro inc.
-edit-
To all the people who have favored this, I thank you.  
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		Chapter 1



	There were three things that were apparent to my mind when I woke up.  I couldn’t move, it was dark, and it was cold.  It wasn’t the pleasant cold, like a refreshing crisp breeze on a midsummer day, or the welcome sensation of sipping on iced tea.  No, this was a cold that sunk its teeth into your bones, which would make you feel as if you were inhaling shards of glass, and whose breath all at once brought both numbness and a burning agony that demanded attention.
Now I understand why the ninth circle of hell in the Divine Comedy was portrayed as frost and snow.  If anything, it was grossly understated.
Thankfully, it didn’t last much longer. It started small at first.  You know, a small crack here, a piece of dust falling there.  But in time, although I couldn’t tell you how long, those small movements gave way to large chunks falling off.  And where they fell, I could feel warmth.  Not the sort of warmth that the sun would provide, but it was the kind of relief that comes when you no longer have to endure the cold.
It took a little longer than I would have liked, but one of my arms got free and before I could even think, I tore at my face.  If I hadn’t been in a blind panic at the time, I may have deduced that something wasn’t quite right, as obvious as it sounded.
Still, one’s instinct has a way of only focusing on what was truly important and disregarding the rest for later, if at all.
Anyway, once I clawed the rest of the rock off of my face, I did what instinct demanded me to do and took in a deep breath as soon as I could. The expansion of my chest as I inhaled the sweet air of freedom would have been notable to anyone else if they were with me at the time.  Still, it had the added effect of freeing the rest of me.  
Large chunks of stone continued to fall off in the same manner that one would associate with dropping a jigsaw puzzle from great heights, and I was soon liberated.  
If anyone were to bother with asking me, I would have told them that I didn’t have the strength in my legs to stand up at the time, and soon found myself acquainted with the dirt ground.  Luckily, I managed to avoid hitting it face-first and was instead splayed on my back as I continued to take deep breaths.  
I waited until the world stopped spinning before I tried to move, only to find that my limbs had locked up.  Not to the point where I couldn’t move them, but even doing so by a small amount hurt-only for the pain to be replaced with relief when I took short breaks.  It was like how you would feel after sitting in a car for too long without stretching your legs, only magnified by a hundred times.
Still, laying about waiting for someone to pass by wasn’t an option at the time.  So I continued to flex my limbs, one at a time, slowly and only by a little at first.  I wasn’t about ready to risk injury by moving too fast to soon.
Thankfully, it didn’t take as long as it could have and in about somewhere between ten to fifteen minutes I had enough freedom of movement to stand up, get stock of the situation and get my bearings.
I knew I was outside. After all, you don’t build a house and neglect to put down a floor. Looking around I found myself to more specifically be in some sort of hedge maze that you’d expect to be in some sort of European castle garden or courtyard.  
Looking around, I idly noted that it was nighttime, and it was still young.  Beyond that, the only thing of note outside a few wooden benches was a single statue pedestal with various sized debris and rubble piled on top and around it.
On closer inspection I soon determined that I was looking at the back of the mounting.  That was hardly surprising considering how I had landed after breaking free. After all, who places a statue on a pedestal that’s facing away from the display plaque? The answer: no one does.
You know that old saying of how ‘curiosity killed the cat’?  People tend to take that for granted, and you can see why.  After all, when you’ve heard something a thousand times it doesn’t carry the same impact as when you heard it the first time. 
Me, though?  Well, I was plenty curious as to what the hell was going on, so I guess you could’ve called me the cat in that situation.  Only difference is that my curiosity didn’t end with my death at that point in time.  
I maneuvered myself around the side of the pedestal until I could read the description etched into the flat surface of the display plaque.  It didn’t take long for the inscription to be read in all of its short but informative glory.
Discord
Spirit of chaos
Former ruler of Equestria
Defeated by Princess Celestia and Luna by way of the Elements of Harmony
And thus it shall be unto tyrants.

It didn’t take long for it to happen when I was finished reading.  First there were flashes.  Pure white flashes that were so intense I had to screw my eyes shut while my jaw locked up and my hands covered them seemingly of their own volition.  
I found myself back on the ground, writhing.  Not in pain but because I was incapable of doing anything else.  And then it started.  Memories flooded into my mind: memories that were not my own.  They were…t-t-t-they w-w-w-were…oh my god.  They were Evil.  There is no other way to describe it.
The memories ran through my head in a surprisingly orderly fashion.  And with those memories came knowledge.  Knowledge that I knew would prove itself to be vital in the days to come.  As the last of the flashes faded and the memories reduced to a trickle and finally back to nothing, I knew something wasn’t right.
Or, rather it was even more wrong than I had initially thought.  Getting back up to my feet, even though my movements were a bit more lethargic than I would have liked, I took another second to gather my thoughts.
And as I stood there looking at the rubble-strewn pedestal and trying not to re-read the plaque, a feeling of dread came over me.  That was where Discord was imprisoned.  That was what I managed to break free of.  Slowly, as if possessed, I brought my hands up while lowering my head, eyes wide in fear and hoping beyond hope that my conclusion was wrong and void.
But what greeted my vision was the exact opposite.  Because my right hand was a bear’s paw, while my left was that of an eagle’s talons.
The only thing that went through my head at this realization was one ancient Greek word. Anagnorisis: That singular moment of immense and terrible revelation where you know who you either are or have become and what you stand for.  
I stood there for what seemed like an eternity but was probably only a few seconds long, if that.  I was shell-shocked to the point where I couldn’t even scream.  It was another blessing in disguise, admittedly.  The last thing I needed was for the guards come running because they thought that someone was in trouble.
It took some effort, but I managed to snap myself out of my daze, even if my thoughts were jumbled with what I had learned.  With a start, I looked around. Perhaps a bit wildly but I guess that anyone else would do the same.  I knew I couldn’t stay here.  It was far too dangerous.
I was about ready to teleport away when the oddest thing happened.  My mind became crystal clear.  I knew that if I teleported away, the resulting flash would announce the fact that I, or rather, what they knew as Discord had broken free.
That wouldn’t work, I would be the subject of a manhunt strait out of the gate, and my odds of getting away would be non-existent at best.  After all, castles were basically just fancy forts and they probably had more than a few fail-safes in place if anyone who was imprisoned tried to escape.
No, I couldn’t be loud, I couldn’t be a showboat, and I certainly couldn’t give away my presence.  Judging by the memories that I had been subjugated to, I knew that while Discord was always unpredictable, the one constant was that he never subtle.  They would be expecting loud.
So with that in mind, I quickly formulated a plan that would give me the best chance to get out of here and somewhere safe to gather my thoughts.  Looking back to the rubble, I concentrated and willed it back into its original shape and orientation, making sure that there were no missing pieces or cracks.  Once that was completed, and thankfully without any bright flashes, I was left looking a mirror 3d image of what, or more accurately, who I now resembled.
Not dwelling on it for too long, and hoping that the now hollow statue would buy me some extra time, I pulled out one of the old tricks I had learned from my days of playing Halo.  With a wave of my right bear paw and another absence of a flash of light, I cloaked myself in active camouflage; the only difference was that there wasn’t even a slight shimmering effect.  It was completely flawless.  Next, I muted all sounds and smells that would emanate from me, no matter how soft.
My mind idly wandered for a moment, thinking that if the developers of the Halo series had made active camo this strong that it would have completely broken the game.  But I wasn’t going for fair here, couldn’t afford to take that risk.  I was going for effective.
Without wasting any more time on such thoughts, I set off.  I moved slowly, cautiously through the hedge maze.  My eyes were peeled so that if I had to freeze at the first sign of anyone else, I could.  
Thankfully, that part of the trip was uneventful.  Unfortunately, that was the easy part.  No one really goes into a hedge maze at night, so it really came as no surprise that it would be uninhabited.
Past the maze and stretched out in front of me was a courtyard.  Statues lined the main path that went through it and it seemed to run up against a part of the outer wall.  Huh, weird. That would be a major flaw in security.  A major flaw that I would have no fear in exploiting.  
Predictably, there were guards making their rounds, about five dozen from what I could see; all spread out to cover as much area as they could to make up for their lack of numbers.  It didn’t make sense, though. Why were there so few?  
Actually, it didn’t matter.  Combined with their low numbers and my active camo, I knew that I had to strike while the iron was hot.  But that didn’t mean that I could get careless or cocky.  
Moving slowly, I started to make my way towards the wall, being mindful of where I stepped so that I wouldn’t stir up any dust or debris while I used all of the senses at my disposal to avoid the guards.  
There were a tense few minutes where I had to freeze a couple times to wait for a group of guards to pass.  And as they did I took note of their armor color.  It was gold.  That would mean that these ponies were part of the Day Guard, and their stoic expressions only further solidified that fact.  This told me two important things: firstly, that they were probably going to be due for a change to the Night Guard very soon.  And secondly, that despite their admittedly cute appearance, their stoicism only served to remind me that they were most likely professionally trained soldiers.
I didn’t want to get into an altercation with them before, and I was even less determined to do so now.
I waited until the next group passed by me and were far enough away to where I felt safe enough to move again.  Saddling up next to the wall, but making sure not to touch it, I cast a small scanning spell on the surface to see if any physical contact would trigger an alarm.  It took a few seconds and while the wall was indeed enchanted, what enchantments it did have were designed to provide structural integrity and strength.  About the only other thing it had weaved into it aside from that would be to disperse what I assume were any destructive spells that it was subjected to.  Thankfully, there was nothing to indicate that there were any alarm spells sewn into it.
Taking a deep breath and concentrating, I willed myself to levitate up and onto the walkway.  And it was here that I made the rookie mistake of not checking how close I was to any sentries that were stationed on top of the wall.  
Case in point was that when I had touched down, I had stepped on a stepped down next to a small pile of dust, causing it to be displaced into the air with a soft barely noticeable puff.  That was enough to draw the attention of a lone guardsmare who was only about a dozen feet or so from my concealed form.
I froze, stiller than a statue and with my eyes locked onto her as she turned and started trotting towards where the dust had been inexplicably blown to the breeze, and to me.  As she neared, I stayed as still as I could.  If I made any movement, no matter how slow or sudden it would have been, they would have been onto me and my escape would be short lived.
The tocking of hooves stopped as her advancement ceased no more than one foot from me; eyes locked intensely where the stray partials of the dust pile had yet to settle.  She stayed like that for a few moments, gears turning over inside her head before she began to shuffle forward slowly and with caution.  My odds weren’t good already, and as she stopped no more than six inches from my left leg and began to extend her right forehoof, I was firmly convinced that they just went slim to none.
Before, I was remaining still out of a couscous effort to not be seen.  Now I was remaining still because my muscles had locked up out of fear.  
But then it happened. A godsend, a miracle, or maybe it was just pure dumb luck.  As her hoof was less than an inch away from me a voice called out to her from the mouth of another guard.
“Hey! Swift! We’re done for the day!  Come on, we don’t want to keep the Sergeant waiting.  And besides, you’ve got a perfect rollcall record to defend.”
That voice got her to stop her advance and her eyes went unfocused.  Just enough so that I could see that she was in conflict about wither to follow her gut, or to defend what I assumed was a reputation that she was proud off, but not enough for me lower my guard for even an instant.
There were a few moments where she wrestled with that decision.  She probably would have spent longer if the same voice didn’t call out to her again.
“Swift!  Are you coming or are you just going to stand there with your hoof in the air?”
That broke her out of her trance and forced her to make a decision.  Her mouth worked a little, seemingly on its own, before she lowered her hoof back down to the ground and responded to the other guard.
“I’m on my way now!”
And with that, she made an about face, thankfully using her rear legs to pivot away from me, and galloped down the rampart to presumably get to rollcall on time. 
It took about a full minute before I calmed down enough to get my muscles to unlock, granting me my freedom of movement again. And I took advantage of it by using my bear paw to wipe down the sweat that had built up on my brow.
There was currently a lull around me, quiet and heavy without the presence of the guards.  But I knew it would only be temporary, and if the iron was hot before, it was glowing white now.
Wasting no time, I dashed over to the far side of the wall and leaned over to see what I would have to deal with.
Turns out that the section of the wall I was on wasn’t as major of a security flaw as I had previously thought.  Looking down, I was greeted with the sight of a waterfall basin that was maybe nine-hundred to one-thousand feet tall, with roaring water slicing its way through razor-sharp rocks and carrying any debris that it managed to get ahold of.  It was nothing I could overcome, though.  My form did have wings, and I knew that they weren’t for show.
It was strange that I didn’t hear the roaring of the water, though.  Maybe they put a sound suppressing spell around here somewhere?  It would make sense.  After all, guards were more likely to catch someone if they didn’t have to worry about listening over any roaring background noise.
That wasn’t important know though.  Without wasting anymore time, I coiled up and launched myself into the air like a spring, allowing myself to soar unaided for a couple hundred feet.  Once I judged the distance from the wall to be sufficient, I opened my wings and gained altitude as quickly as I could.  Once I was about maybe three-thousand feet above the ground, I leveled out and took off in the direction of the Everfree Forest.  Due to Discord’s memories, I knew that the forest would be an ideal safe haven, even if only temporarily.
I didn’t drop my camo as I flew.  While any ground-dwelling individuals wouldn’t be able to see me at this altitude if I dropped it, I couldn’t discount the possibility of encountering any late-flying Pegasi, Thestrals, and Gryphons coming across me.  The Pegasi and Gryphons weren’t to concerning, the Thestrals were another story.  Where the first two would have to get close to me to see anything, the Thestrals wouldn’t have such a problem on account of their superior night-vision.
I continued to fly, only paying enough attention to the landscape below me to mark my progress.  The valley that was fed by the waterfall behind me soon gave way to a small canyon, then tuned into a large meadow with a single river flowing through it, which in turn gave way to the edge of my destination: the Everfree Forest.
I didn’t land immediately, nor did I get rid of my active camo.  Instead I continued on, I knew I would need shelter for the night, and Discord’s memories had included the ancient Castle of the Royal Pony Sisters.  At least, that’s what it was renamed to after he was defeated.
It didn’t take long before I reached the castle, now little more than a ruin of what once was grand and beautiful.  But it would serve its purpose well enough as shelter.
Landing in the overgrown courtyard, I quickly made my way inside the ruins and made a beeline for the throne room, passing other rooms that currently served no purpose at the time.  
Once I reached it, I looked around for any signs of life and when I found none, I then allowed my active camouflage to disperse.  I breathed deeply for a few minutes, trying to stave off adrenaline withdrawal so that I could look over the situation that I found myself in.
Once that was over with, I walked over to a chair-sized piece of rubble and sat down to collect my thoughts.
First things first: I had somehow woken up as Discord.  I had all of his memories, his appearance, and I would assume all of his powers.  I must have also inherited his muscle memory, which would explain why I hadn’t realized that something was wrong when I went to move around after getting free. Thankfully, I still had my own memories intact along with my moral/ethical centers and beliefs remaining untouched.
Finding that sitting down wasn’t doing me any favors, as my mind began to fog over, I got up and proceeded to pace the length of the throne room.  Getting my blood pumping seemed to do the trick and my mind cleared once more.
In the middle of my pacing, I froze mid-step as something from before resurfaced and came crashing down onto me.  Anagnorisis.  In the proper context of this point in time, it meant one thing.  
I knew I wasn’t Discord, despite my appearance, but no one else knew that.  As a result, I had also inherited two things that were far more important than anything else:  his legacy, and even worse, his sins.
If I was a weaker individual, I might have fainted at that thought.  Instead, I set my hoof down, went back over to the piece of rubble, and sat back down hard.
Now what?  It would only be a matter of time before Celestia and Luna figured out that one of, if not, the most powerful and dangerous captive in their disposal had broken out of his prison.  And when that happened, I couldn’t run forever.  I would be found eventually and then re-imprisoned. 
Talking to them wouldn’t be an option, and I knew that any actions I took would convince them that I, or rather what they would see as Discord turning over a new leaf wouldn’t work.  The overwhelming amount of pain and suffering he caused them back when he was alive and free would make sure of that.
No, there was only one thing I could do with the reality I was faced with.  It was a simple thing.  Not so much as a plan as much as a direction to go in, or a feeling of what I needed to do.  And yet, despite knowing what I was going to do, I still held on to some small, impossible hope that it would be enough to convince them that I wasn’t a threat.
Not the most realistic of things to consider in this situation, but I was still only human.  And every human I’ve ever known has always had their flaws, myself included.
Still, deep down, I knew that there was only one way this would end.  And the ironic thing was that it would be the best for everyone.  Myself included.
Looking up through one of the large gaps in the ceiling; I noted that it was now probably around midnight, or a little before.  I would have to set out tomorrow after taking a closer look around the ruins to see if there was anything of note.  In other words, I needed sleep.  But before that could happen, I needed a makeover.
Standing back up, I summoned three body length mirrors around me with a wave of my eagle talon.  This was the first time I got a good first look of myself, the statue notwithstanding.  Those vermilion eyes I now possessed stared back at me in all of their misshapen mockery.  Those would have to go.  Closing my eyes and running my bear paw over them; I willed them to become more symmetrical, and normal.
Opening my eyes again, I was pleased to see that their shape had become far less mismatched, even if the vermilion gaze was still there.  But that was to be expected.  Whenever Discord would change his form, his eyes would always stay the same.  All he did to make up for that was manipulate the vison of others to prevent him from being exposed.  
Now for the eyebrows and goatee.  They were gaudy, even by my own standards. Running a digit from my eagle talon over my left eyebrow, I willed it to become more presentable.  When I looked at the result in the mirrors, instead of the previous bushy, white, and unkempt appearance, it was well trimmed and a lighter grey than the rest of the fur on my head. I repeated the process for my right eyebrow, with identical results.  I got rid of the goatee altogether.  Stroking it with my eagle claw, it turned to dust and was scattered to the winds.
I placed my bear paw over the vacant side of my mouth opposite of the one snaggletooth, and when I pulled it back another had been placed there.  Now only two things were left to do. 
I closed my eyes, and willed for my antelope horn to be replaced with a mirrored image of my stag antler.  Opening them, I was pleased to see that it had worked flawlessly.  
And now for the final piece.  Swinging my tail around in front of me, I looked at the white tuft at the end and simply decided to groom it out using my bear paw and turn it from white to jet black with a flick from one of my talons.
My makeover now complete, I took a moment to step back and look at myself in the mirrors.
My appearance was more youthful, and not nearly as harsh and intimidating.  Good. The last thing I wanted was to wake up each day and look like Discord himself.
I idly wondered about the wisdom of that. The last thing I wanted was to become Discord.  So by denying his appearance, even if only by a little, was I also denying myself of what I had to do?  Was I, in essence, trying to shirk responsibility for the legacy I had unwillingly inherited?
Thankfully, these thoughts didn’t last long.  Just because I altered my current body by a small margin, didn’t mean that anyone wouldn’t be able to recognize who they would know as Discord.
At any rate, the night wasn’t getting any younger.  Dispelling the mirrors, I conjured up a simple cot large enough to hold my frame, complete with a sleeping bag and bedding.  
Crawling into the bag and making myself as comfortable as I could, I laid my head down on the pillow taking a moment to appreciate it’s softness before I cast a spell on myself to prevent dreaming.  Dream mages did exist after all, and the last thing I wanted was to give one of them an access point where, or rather when, I was most vulnerable.
I closed my eyes to turn in for the night, bringing this first day to a close.  Tomorrow was a new day for a new life that I had been unwillingly thrust into.
My name is Alexander Ducasse, and I have inherited the sins of another.
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		Chapter 2



	The next day dawned bright and early, and before long I got myself up to enact the first step of my plan.
Dismissing the furniture, I grabbed the air around me and pulled a brown, hooded cloak from existence.  It was long enough that it hovered about six inches off of the ground when I slung it around my shoulders, and was so well fitted that with my hood up and sides closed, you could barely see anything of me beneath.
Now with my extra protection from the elements in order, I set off from the throne room to see if I could find anything of further interest before I departed for good.  There wasn’t anything of note in the kitchen, but that was to be expected.  The same went for the armory as the few items that were left behind were little more than unrecognizable lumps of rust after being neglected for so long.
Going through the servant’s quarters actually yielded a few surprising finds in the form of two gold cloak pins and a silver hair broach with an emerald placed inside it.  The cloak pins were in remarkable condition all things being considered, and the broach, although tarnished with the passage of time was still in good enough condition for me to take.  
Finding nothing else, I stashed the items in my cloak and continued on.  The treasury was empty, so I didn’t bother with it past giving a small, curious glance before moving on.  The guard barracks were non-existent, and the courtyard may have yielded something if I was versed in botany or if Discords memories contained anything other than a blue flower he once made that he called Poison Joke.
I looped back to the throne room without much disappointment.  If anything I got more than I believed I would have to begin with.  But there was still one place I wanted to look over before I left for good: Celestia and Luna’s old rooms.
And the only reason I knew where those rooms were was because when Discord was trapped in stone, he still had the ability to listen in on conversations within a rather large range and through any barriers if he concentrated enough.
Turning to one of the exits behind the old dilapidated thrones, I made my way over to it, passing one of the entrances to the old library without a second glance.  If there were any books or other manuscripts in there that had been left behind and hadn’t aged to dust, they would have most likely been worth a king’s ransom provided that they were still legible.  I could have taken one or two, but selling them off would have raised red flags themselves, to say nothing of the fact that giving that amount of coin going to one recipient would have attracted far too much attention for someone who wanted to stay incognito for as long as possible.
The towers weren’t connected to each other, so when I was done in Celestia’s old room, I had to double back to Luna’s.  
Where Celestia’s room was picked clean, Luna’s still had a few pieces of rotted, decayed furniture here and there.  One of the items in the best shape were a dresser mirror that was too large to take with me and was too broken in several places to be of any worth. The dresser it had once stood on had long rotted away, not even leaving any mulch or dust behind.  The other item was her old bed, the frame exposed and still standing, if only barely.  The smallest touch and it would no doubt fall apart into its individual components.  The blankets and mattress were little more than scraps of cloth, two more victims of time’s endless march.
Oddly enough, there was one other item that was in truly excellent condition considering that this place had been abandoned for at least a thousand years. Next to the bed frame, there was a small stuffed Alicorn doll with a red mane and a jet black coat.  The only damage it seemed to have received was becoming threadbare and a little ragged where it had started to come apart at the seams, and the stuffing was still clean and white.
This warranted further investigation.  Going over to the doll, I took a moment to look at it a bit more closely as if I could divine whatever secrets it held by just a glance.  After that attempt failed to bear fruit, I decided to pick it up.  Before that though, I scanned it to make sure it wasn’t a tripwire for something.  After all, something in this good of a condition after all this time was more than slightly suspicious.  
Thankfully, the only spell that was on it was a long-term anti-aging enchantment.  Whatever or whoever this doll represented was obviously important enough for to Luna to place the enchantment on.  Only thing is that without anyone to keep the enchantment maintained, it had been decaying over the years.  That would explain how it looked and felt as I picked it up, studying it with a melancholy gaze.
Suddenly, and without warning, one of Discords memories sprang to the forefront of my mind.  It was one where he was sitting on throne at the time, looking down on the current Diarchy of Equestria with the sort of sly sneer on his face that just made you want carve into his throat with a butchers knife and watch as his lifewater spilled out over his front.
There was a pause before the two parties started conversing with one another, but I couldn’t make out anything they were saying.  Their voices were muted and almost static-like, but I could sense Discord’s general thoughts at the time.  As they were continuing to monologue, I “felt” for lack of a better term Discord worming his way into Luna’s mind.  It was subtle to the point where Luna couldn’t detect it, yet strong enough to set up a hair trigger for some unseen event.  
Along with Discord’s invasion of Luna’s sanctuary of the mind, I could by extension feel what emotions she was experiencing at the time. There was burning love for her kinsman, determination to see justice befall the one she was facing, and a certain admiration for her sister Celestia for playing her part to get them this far.
Discord twisted this around.  Not much, but enough to plant a seed that would grow in time when the trigger was activated.  There were the beginnings of hatred for her kinsman, determination to make things as beautiful as she could, and the start of jealousy for her sister.
It was obvious that this was meant to be a failsafe in the event that he was defeated.  Not a failsafe to ensure his return, but a way to get back at them should they succeed ending in his reign.  In other words, a contingency plan designed to get the last laugh.  And he did indeed laugh as he did this.  It was Cold, grating, and sociopathic bordering on sadism.  I couldn’t hear it, but I could sense it in that same omnipresent way one gets when they are underwater. It wasn’t so much of a crushing pressure, but enough of a feeling of wetness to let you know that breathing wasn’t an option at the time.
I stood corrected; apparently Discord could be subtle in at least some capacity.  Still, the only reason he did that was because he was arrogant and overconfident enough to assume that the sisters were just blowing smoke.  If he had known at the time of how wrong he was, then there was no way he would have gone for something that was, to him, so minor and effortless.
The trigger was set, primed and as he left Luna’s mind, he was struck down and imprisoned within stone.  The memory dulled even more before it faded entirely.  That was just fine.  I already knew what the stone prison was the result of anyway.
My eyes were unfocused on the living world around me, a result of viewing that memory.  Or any of Discord’s memories, now that I gave a passing thought to it.
Regardless, my gaze was still fixated on the little stuffed alicorn doll I had continued to hold onto throughout my episode.  If I was holding it gently before, I was holding as if it was an egg with a paper-thin shell now.  Slowly, gently, I ran what passes for a thumb on my bear paw over the side of the doll’s head.  It was a reassuring touch, as if you were telling a child that everything was going to be okay in the end.
Because what I saw at that point in time wasn’t a doll, or any other type of toy you give to a young child.  No, what I was holding in my talon at the time was more than that.  It represented the dreams and hopes of two sisters.  These were the same dreams and hopes that due to a single act of malice, and in the name of getting a laugh of all things, were torn asunder and crushed into dust in the single most sadistic way imaginable.  
My vision grew blurry as my eyes misted over, and I felt my mouth twist into a snarl as I hugged the doll to my chest before the first of the hot tears began to soak into my fur.  I felt my entire frame shaking as I drew in a ragged breath along with the tightness in my chest as I felt the burning coals of anger smolder in my heart.  
I let my last breath out and drew in another as I whispered with pure demonic venom the only two words that summed up what I was feeling in full:
“You…Bastard.”
And that’s as far as I got before I broke down into quiet sobbing and tears.  I was already on a hair trigger when it came to my emotions considering all that had occurred lately. Truth be told, I was actually thankful that I was crying like a complete wuss.  It was better than doing something stupid like destroying the tower I was in or, even worse, tearing the doll I was still holding to shreds out of some misguided way of venting steam.  
Yes, grown men cry sometimes.  And I was no exception.  Despite how I look now, I was still human.
The thing about weeping is that it tends to dilate your perception of time.  By the time the last of my tears stopped, it felt as if a few hours had passed instead of only ten minutes.  A false perception that I was quickly reminded of when I took note of the shadows cast due to the mid-morning to early-afternoon sunlight filtering in though the numerous cracks and holes that littered the stone walls and deteriorating roof.
Drying the remaining dampness out of my fur, I looked back down to the doll clutched to my chest in the same manner of a father comforting a newborn babe.  Lifting it back up to eye level, I gently caressed it, and wherever I made contact all the damage time had done to it reversed.  It was like watching a master seamstress patch up a superficial hole in a pair of jeans, as in that the thread that they used seemed to have a mind of its own.
In short order, it was back to being like nothing had ever had happened to it at all.  In fact, and perhaps it was just my imagination, but it almost looked like it was a little happier than what it would have been back when it actually was new.
Sighing while running my bear paw through my hair to vent the last of my pent up emotion, I had a particularly brilliant thought strike me from out of nowhere.  
Patting down my cloak, I located where I had stored my current gains and pulled out the silver hair brooch.
Looking it over for a moment, I willed the emerald out of its setting, and then got to work with the silver itself.  By my estimates, there would be just enough for what I had planned.  Levitating the silver and willing it to melt down, I created a small necklace with a pendant large enough to house the emerald, with a button was placed just above the recess and a small oblong hole on the bottom edge of the mounting.
Setting the emerald into the recess, I proceeded to enchant it and commit both the physical and magical construction to memory so that I could make more of them as needed. 
But this first one was intended for a single recipient. Therefore, without ceremony but not lacking any true tenderness, I slid the necklace onto the little alicorn before I pocketed it as well.  
Hopefully it will find its way back to Luna someday; perhaps it would serve her as a memory of a happier time.
“If nothing el-” My musing was immediately cut off by my hands clamping over my mouth and my eyes going wide along with it.  
I probably didn’t notice it before due to my emotional breakdown, but that wasn’t my voice I had just spoken in.  That was the voice of Discord, and there was no way in hell I was going to let that slide!
Thankfully, it was an easy fix.  Placing my bear paw on my throat, I gave a flex of my will, and the voice I had before this whole fiasco started was retuned in short order.
With that settled, I just let my gaze travel over the remains of the room, soaking it all in before my journey truly started.  I was about ready to turn and make my exit when I saw something form out of the corner of my eye.
I froze for a second out of instinct before I remembered that this place had long fallen into ruin.  It couldn’t have been a pony, the tocking of hooves would have given them away, and unless they were unrealistically skilled fliers I would have heard the beating of wings and the disturbance of the air around me.
Relaxing my stance, I looked to where I had seen whatever it was, my curiosity now piqued.  On closer inspection, it was just a length of shadow cast by the rays of the sun that streamed in through the window.  Walking over to the corner where the shadows were housed, I peered deeper into it, hoping that whatever secret it held could be divined.  It didn’t take long for me to realize that there was something else in those shadows, as was revealed to me by my piercing gaze.
It was darker than the rest of the shade that surrounded it. And it was thicker as well, made up of some sort of grainy mist-like substance that clung onto itself like a drowning man would with a bolder in an ultimately useless attempt to not be swept away by whatever current was trying to claim him.
And while I certainly believed that this did require further investigation, it did not merit throwing safety into the wind like a naive fool would.
Casting a small scanning spell and silently musing that I would most likely be heavily dependent on it from here on out, I found that whatever this thing was, it was nothing more than an echo. But if there is one thing I’ve learned about echoes is that if you take the time and make the effort to silence yourself and listen with due attention and respect to them, they can divulge all sorts of secrets and valuable information. 
Deducing that the echo was safe to investigate further, I held out my talon and after a brief hesitation, placed it into the center of the mass.  The physical sensation that came from doing this was not a pleasant one by any means.  While it did not hurt in the slightest, it conjured the image of plunging your hand into the chest cavity of a cold, rotting corpse. But before I could pull my talon out as the result of instinctual revulsion, I felt something latch on.  Not strongly or in any physical sense, but weak to the point where it almost felt like a few tendrils of an old cobweb.
With the last of its meager strength, the echo passed on an incomplete impression of what had happened to render it in this state before dissipating like the morning fog would on a swelteringly hot day and fading from existence altogether. 
Then I was subjected to another vision.  Only this time, instead of being visual in nature, it was completely within the confines of my own mind; playing back like a corrupted video feed.  It didn’t take very long before the vision was over, leaving me with a slight headache and a small amount of dizziness.
It wasn’t enough to prevent me from pacing back and forth while I tried to make sense of the fragments that I had been shown.
Unlike last night, my pacing seemed to do little more than make my headache slightly worse, even if the dizziness had passed by now.  So, switching tactics, I stopped and instead opted to just stand there with my eyes closed and my senses dulled enough to weed out any unnecessary background noise while still remaining sharp enough to pick up on anything that may prove to be a threat.
And while the likelihood of anything or anyone stumbling across me would virtually if not completely non-existent given my current location, I wouldn’t have been doing myself any favors by getting into the habit of completely lowering my guard whenever I thought I was safe.
At any rate, while I was standing there, my headache subsided and I began to piece together and hammer out the timeline and reasoning of what had occurred.  
As an individual, I have always believed in separating the wheat from the chaff whenever I reasonably could.  So it came to no surprise that the majority of what I had been shown was glanced over before being discarded as either to fragmented to make out, or serving no purpose due to the fact that it had no bearing on my current situation.
What was left was a gold mine. It was an incomplete goldmine perhaps, but one that held valuable information all the same.
Now that I had it all figured out, I flexed my will again without opening my eyes and watched the relevant events that I had pieced together as best as I could.
The first thing that I saw was the choppy, grainy grayscale images of six ponies.  There were two of each species, although I couldn’t tell what their gender was or any identifiable marks beyond that.  From my viewpoint, or rather the viewpoint of whomever the echo used to be at the time, one of the unicorns walked around the other five depositing stones at their hooves.  All the while, they were monologuing, although I couldn’t make out anything that wasn’t static whenever they spoke.  
There was a burst of static that blotted out my view for a moment before the scene shifted.  Five of the ponies were now adorned with necklaces, while the sixth had a tiara of all things placed firmly atop their head.  There was another quick burst of static and an equally quick scene where a gigantic rainbow came crashing down over me like a vengeful tsunami.  Then there was another burst of static before a white flash filled my gaze before my vision faded to black and I saw no more.
I paused for a moment, taking a deep breath to take my will back to neutral before I reopened my eyes.  It would appear that Celestia and Luna were no longer bound the Elements and they’ve chosen new Bearers as a result.  And to make matters worse, I had no idea who they were, only what species they are.  I could easily come across them, talk to them, eat a meal with them, hug them, and not even know that they were a Bearer all along.
So now I had to keep an eye and ear out for anyone who may have information pertaining to their identities, to say nothing of the actual bearers themselves.
I knew that Luna had been freed and cleansed, Discord had heard as much while he was still in the slammer, but what he didn’t hear was how that had occurred.  It would make sense to keep a fact like that away from him.  There is no need to let an imprisoned enemy in on your secrets after all.
Based on what I had already known and what I had gained now, it wasn’t much of a leap to assume how that happened.
At any rate, this complicated matters even if it did nothing to change the amount of danger and the overall situation I was currently in.  Speaking of which, I had stayed in the ruins and the Everfree in general for longer than I had meant to.  I needed to get moving.  I had to move fast, I had to move as frequently and erratically as I could, as often as possible, and I needed to cover my tracks for as long as I was capable of doing so.
Not wasting any time, I moved beneath a stream of sunlight filtering through a hole in the roof.  Taking a moment to look up at the blue sky, I idly thought for a moment on how before this had happened, it never in a million years would have occurred to me that something so warm and inviting could hold such a heavy presence as it did now.
Reactivating my active camo and having it encompass the cloak I was wearing as well as me, I crouched.  Then I leaped, rocketing myself out of the tower before spreading my wings and flying off, leaving only a disturbed cloud dust to fill the room and mark my passing.
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	The first thing I had to do was sell off the gold cloak pins for some bits, theft for supplies or essentials I couldn’t produce with magic or by other means for myself wasn’t an option for two reasons.  One: it would obviously attract unwanted attention in the form of the law and may even result in an arrest warrant being issued.  And two: in all honesty, I just had too much of a moral center to allow myself to stoop that low, no matter how I would have attempted to rationalize it.
A few hours passed by as I continued to fly southeast, away from Canterlot.  Aside from taking in the scenery by noting various places that would make for good, hard to find camping sites on the ground while giving a wide berth to a few Pegasi that I had crossed along my path, not much really happened.
But in due time, I came to a crossway where train rails met a dirt road, with a junction of buildings nestled around it.  Still cloaked, I circled high over the buildings while sharpening and enhancing my vision as I looked to see if there was anywhere for me to unload my gains.
I spied a bank off to one side in the middle of the main street, and seeing as to how it was a finical institution, I could go in and ask if they did the type of exchange I was looking for.  If not, there was a saloon at the furthest end and on the opposite side of the road.  If anyone would know if I could find what I was looking for here, it would most likely be the bartender or any of the old farts looking to get out of the heat and for a brew to slog.
That was one part of the plan ironed out, now I needed to hammer out the rest of the details.  Fortunately, that didn’t take very long to figure out.  After all, what I had to do to hide in plain sight was a complete no-brainer.  Flying over to a corpse of trees of to the far side of town, I checked my surroundings one last time and getting conformation that I was alone and safe for the moment, I snapped my wings shut and went into a controlled fall.
All I was really doing was making an improvised version of a military-style HALO jump.  I had my will on standby, and when I got to around a hundred feet above the ground, my levitation kicked in and saved me from injury by acting like a shock absorber. I came to a dead stop about four feet off of the ground, the sudden deceleration proving to be enough to knock the wind out of me with a small wheezing grunt while also leaving me dazed for a few minutes.  Once I got by bearings back, I alighted gently on the ground with all fours, keeping my frame low while canceling the levitation in the process.
I waited tensely for a few moments, using all of the physical senses at my disposal for any signs that my entry had tipped others off to my presence.  Seeing as to how I picked up nothing out of the ordinary, I felt confident enough to safely conclude that my drop was a success.
Before I started on the next phase of my plan, I cast a spell to set a silent perimeter alarm about fifty feet away from me.  Once that necessary step was completed, I dropped my active camo and summoned a pony-sized mirror in front with a wave of my talon, causing it to fade into existence from the surrounding air.
I gazed into the reflection of those vermilion predator like eyes for a moment. Like it or not, I had to admit that they were now my own.  But at least I had a workaround that would allow for plausible deniability should anyone see them.  I closed my eyes, concentrated on my will, and felt my form shrink in on itself while making the necessary changes for my disguise to work.  While there was no pain, it certainly didn’t feel like a shower of kittens.  I felt uncomfortably constricted and compressed as the process continued. When it was all said and done with, if I had attempted shrink any smaller than what I already had, it would have started to hurt.
I reopened my eyes and was greeted with the sight of a tall unicorn stallion that looked to be about in his mid-twenties with a gunmetal grey coat and a long navy blue mane and tail.  As expected, the vermilion gaze was the same, but that was quickly covered up by a pair of summoned sunglasses.  I smiled to check on the dental structure of my new mouth, and was pleased to see that the majority were flat like an average ponies would be, but there were also small yet prominent canines that were only further emphasized by the flatness by the surrounding dental structure.
There was only one thing left to do before I was ready to make the trip into town.  Turning so that my flank faced the mirror, I uncovered my hindquarters to reveal that they were unadorned with a mark.  That was to be expected.  I wasn’t a pony after all, even if I had to masquerade as one for the time being.  Deciding on a mark that wouldn’t arouse suspicion, I put down an image of a walking staff standing up on the side of an open path.  It wasn’t a true cutie mark by any means, all I really did was change the pigment of the fur and skin beneath it, but it would hold up to passing scrutiny well enough.
Checking the opposite side of my flank and satisfied to see that the image had mirrored, I put my cloak back down (it had changed its size to accommodate my new stature), dismissed the mirror and deactivated the perimeter alarm.
I was now ready for what I could only hope would be a brief journey into town. I followed the corpse of trees while staying hidden amongst them as I followed the road further away from town, making sure to leave as few tracks as I could.  In a few days, any signs that I had left in the place where I had touched down while in my serpentine, mismatched form would decay to the point where only an expert tracker at the very least would be able to make sense of any of it.
I just had to prevent anyone from finding it out in the meantime.  The corpse of trees ended about a quarter of a mile from the outskirts of the town.  It was a little closer than what I would have liked, but I had little other choice than to take what I had been given.
Checking my surroundings one last time and seeing that I was in the clear for the moment, I exited the trees onto the road and started working my way towards town. As I walked, I mentally reviewed whither or not it would be worth it to find a general store while I was here to procure a map at the very least.  I wasn’t worried about a compass, I could just summon one whenever I needed it.
Geography tends to change over thousands of years after all, and Discord didn’t exactly have the luxury to come and go as he pleased.  With only a few exceptions, any geographical based memories of his would be grossly outdated.  Shaking myself from my thoughts, I refocused on my surroundings.  One thing at a time, first I needed to see if this place actually had the services I required.
As I started to get into the town itself, I noticed that pretty much anyone who was outside refrained from stepping out into the street and mainly stuck to the shade that the awnings that stuck out of the buildings.  Which was understandable admittedly, it was right around noon, and given the sparse high-desert biome the town was located in, the temperature would definitely start to climb quickly in short order.
That wasn’t to say that they weren’t friendly towards me.  It was just the opposite in fact, as I got multiple offers from the locals to join them on their porches, away from the heat of the day.  Some even offered ice-cold drinks of tea or lemonade as refreshments.  Although they may not have been as receptive if I had my hood up as I traversed through the settlement.
Of course, I had to politely, yet quite firmly decline all of the offers by citing that I had places to be at.  The locals didn’t take any umbrage to my refusals, or if they did they didn’t express it in the slightest.  Regardless, I made good time and came up to the bank at a brisk and purposeful.
I took a moment to look over the instruction.  It wasn’t as rustic as the rest of the town and while it certainly didn’t look as grand as the Taj Mahal, it was more modern in its overall form and construction, and was well maintained.
As I walked into the doors and passed the empty foyer, my vision was graced with three teller booths, only one of which was currently staffed by a Pegasus stallion with a well-kept appearance that everyone who works in a bank seems to do their best to achieve.
Said stallion was too absorbed in his work to notice me approaching.  But there was something about the way he worked that gave me pause and forced me to look a little bit deeper than I normally would have.
It took me a moment to realize that all he was really doing was relying on his muscle memory, going through the motions while his mind was distracted on something else.  And judging by the quiet tension and heavy, burdening weight that he carried on his withers, it must have been something that was very important to him.
But whatever was bothering him really wasn’t any of my business, and seeing as how the building was free of patrons, I skipped the corded fence and went straight up to the teller.  He must have been even more distracted than I had previously thought, and he looked far more tired than I could have told at a distance, with his professional appearance doing little if anything to disguise the fact.
Wanting to get out of the town as quickly as possible, I rapped a hoof on the counter, drawing the attention of the stallion by breaking him out of his work with a start.  He regained his composure quickly, and addressed me with a smile and the tired yet polite air of professionalism that the good veterans of the service industry seem to always develop.
“Hello and welcome to the National Bank of Equestria, Doge Junction branch.  How may I assist you today, sir?”
Damn, even his voice sounded like it was carrying the burden of a thousand anvils.  It was actually kind of impressive of how good of a job he was doing in spite of it all.
“I was wondering if you did gold exchange here,” I responded with a friendly and open air about me, “And if you don’t, could you point me in the direction of the nearest institution that does?”
“Do we offer gold exchange?  Huh, haven’t heard that one in a while,” he commented to himself, adopting an internally inquisitive look on his face whilst clicking his tongue before continuing, “matter of fact, we do.  But I’m not the one who handles the exchanges of that type.  For that, you want my boss, Heavy Purse.  She’s not here right now, but her lunch break is almost over so she should be back at any moment.  Feel free to take a seat in the meantime, and I’ll let her know your need her services when she gets back.” He finished, gesturing towards a couple of well-kept padded benches.
That wasn’t what I had wanted to hear, but I’ve learned that the best way to prevent drawing attention to yourself is to act as if nothing was wrong.  So, after thanking the teller I walked over to one of the benches, parked myself down on one, and proceeded to hurry up and wait while also making sure to keep an eye on my surroundings.
As I waited, I allowed my mind to wander a bit without sacrificing the ability to stay observant.  I reconsidered about picking up a map here in Dodge Junction, or if I would be better off skipping that for later.  On one hand, moving fast was my primary objective.  On the other, I really wouldn’t be doing myself any favors by not picking up a map, and I might just get lost without one or run into unexpected and unforeseen problems that could have been avoided if I had picked it up to start with.
My musings were cut short when the front door to the bank swung open and in trotted a unicorn mare with a grey business outfit on and a cutie mark that consisted of a leather pouch on a weighted scale.  She looked like she would have a more laid back manner than what any ordinary banker would dare to adopt, with a calm expression on her face that contrasted sharply with the sharp yet equally content look in her eyes.
As she passed the counter, the stallion from before stopped her and said something while gesturing towards me.  Understanding the que, I stood back up as she made her way over to me. I then waited with an air of patience that one would usually expect to see from an old man hanging around me.  She stopped before me in short order, and I raised my right foreleg for a hoofshake.
She reciprocated the gesture, and I took it a step further by giving a light, subtle smile while addressing her in as much of a respectful tone as I could muster at the time.
“Would I be correct in assuming that you are Heavy Purse?”  it may have seemed like a no brainer given her attire, but as my father once told me, assumptions are the mother of all screw ups.
The humble yet firm business like demeanor that oozed from her became more open and relaxed at that, and she responded in kind.
Good, so my initial impressions of her weren’t wrong.  But then again, considering just how small this town was, it probably would have been a bigger shock if she wasn’t like that.
“Yes ma'am,” I conformed while placing my hoof back on the floor now that the greeting gesture had ended, “he told you right.”
“Very well, then. Follow me to my office; I keep all of the necessary equipment for these kinds of transactions stored there.”
She promptly turned and guided me past the teller counter, down a short hallway to the right, and into her office.  There was a sort of organized chaos about it, with stacks and sheaf’s of paperwork littered all over the top of her desk along with several old wooden filing cabinets whose shelves where in various stages of extension, the files crammed in and plain for all to see.   Everything was placed in such a way that you could tell that it made sense to her, and would be hopelessly indecipherable to anyone else.  
I took a seat on the high back chair on the front side of her desk while I waited for Purse to come up on the opposite side before she fully extended the bottom drawer of her desk and rummaged through it.  Finding success in her endeavor, she pulled out an old-fashioned scale along with several weights to accompany it.
“Now, mister uh…?” she inquired.
“The name is Free Path.” I responded while taking out the cloak pins and placing them on the desk without any prompting on her behalf being required.
Without wasting any time, she took the pins, weighted them, checked their purity, and finally ran some calculations with a pencil and some scratch paper she had lying around.  Once that was over and done with, she turned back to me and gave me the rate she would be able to pay.
“For this amount and purity, I will be able to exchange no more than 500 bits.  Do you find that to be acceptable, Mr. Path?”
It was more than I was expecting, admittedly.  Gold isn’t as rare here as it was back in my home world, so the prices would undoubtedly reflect that.  After confirming that the rate was acceptable, Purse opened her mouth, and called in Sight before hoofing the pins off to him so that he could grab my exchange.
While I was waiting for him to come back, I took the time to reconsider and reevaluate what my next step would be. My foremost thought was, again, on that map.  I could still hang around long enough to pick it up, but as I pointed out to myself before, I still really didn’t want to stick around for any longer than what was absolutely necessary.  But then I suddenly remembered a detail that I had initially discarded.  Doge Junction was built on a crossroads, with train tracks and a road intersecting with each other.
Intersections of this type were usually home to train stations, and train stations almost always had maps in them.  Granted, I would probably still need to buy a personal map as I heavily doubted that I would be able to remember all of the nitty-gritty details, but at least I could chart out what my next destination would be.
The clacking of hooves on hardwood flooring announced Sights return, and I short order I now had a small, strapless leather pouch filled with bits.  Tucking it into my coat, and thanking the two bankers for their time, I asked for directions to the train station, which they were all too happy to provide.  
Taking my leave, I exited the bank and was greeted with a blast of hot yet not quite scorching wind to my face.  Taking a moment to look up at the sky, I noted that it was a little past noon, and the temperature spike was now reflecting that.  
Not wasting any time, I made for the station before the temperature climbed any higher.  And before long, I was standing alone inside the only terminal building for civilian transport, looking at the map that detailed the route lines and various stops.
From the look of it, the two closest population centers were the more sizeable Appleloosa, located to the southwest, and a small and seemingly podunk hamlet by the name of Ponyville of all things.  If the situation I was in wasn’t so serious, and I wasn’t so preoccupied with it, I probably would have chuckled a little at a name that was so on the blatant and on the nose.
Regardless, Appleloosa was the right choice.  For one, not only was it larger than Ponyville and would therefore have larger and more varied stores, but it also wasn’t oriented to the northwest, and by extension wasn’t located as closely to Canterlot.  Obviously, I would want to avoid going back in that direction for any length of time at all reasonable costs.
Now having my destination set and with a handle on my bearings, I departed Doge Junction in the opposite side that I had entered.  
Maintaining my current form until the town was little more than a dot on the horizon, I took stock of my surroundings, making sure I was truly alone and that there were no hidden, prying eyes before I turned off of the road and searched for anything that would make for good enough cover in the spare prairie that surrounded me for as far as the horizon stretched.  
Walking deeper into the wilds, I got lucky in the form of a dry, seasonal creek bed that was surrounded by thick, dead foliage.  It created a natural archway and the amount of shade that was splayed over the cracked earth was more than enough to let me know that there wouldn’t be any Pegasi that could peep in on me.  Setting up another silent perimeter alarm, I wasted no time in going back to my previous form.  With literally no ceremony, I undid my will and stretched out my body, starting with my nose and ending with the tip of my tail.
With that over with, I took a few minutes to just lie down on my stomach and enjoy the sheer bliss of not feeling like I was about to be crushed in a vice grip.  It was over before it began, and checking the position of the sun, I knew that I had less than an hour before night fell.  In fact, the sky was already starting to turn a light shade of orange in preparation for the inevitable sunset. And seeing as to how my current surroundings would make for an excellent campsite, I got to work on setting one up.
It was actually over pretty quickly.  All I really had to summon was a cot, the necessary bedding, and a tent that was large enough to hold my frame.  I also added an extra feature to the perimeter alarm.  In the event of it being triggered, it would not only wake me up fully, but also dismiss my campsite and activate my active camo in the process.
With that squared away, I summoned an appropriately sized lawn chair for my form, dismissed my sunglasses and just spent some time stargazing now that the sun had set.  
But there was one last thing I had to do this night before I turned in until morning.  And as I looked over those breathtaking pinpricks and orbs of light in the sky, my eagle talon, almost of its own accord, reached down into my cloak and took out the little alicorn doll that I had saved from the ruins.  Bringing it up to my face, I activated the function of the necklace around its neck. Then, without lowering my gaze from the heavens I began to speak, almost to myself.
“Audio log one of Alexander Ducasse, day two in Equestria…”

	