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		Description

A thousand years ago, Luna was banished. What if that was not the case? Luna wanting to escape her annoying older sister, exiles herself as different persona's while the whole world including her sister think that she was on the moon. Each persona being an aspect of herself.
Carnival surprise the Jokester

Rose Dew the Seer
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and Scarlet Tome the Playwright.
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		Chapter 1



Free. She was finally free. 
As Princess Luna watched the magical illusion of herself become sealed inside the moon, only one thought filled her mind: blissful, unencumbered, sweet, sweet freedom. Her silent wings took her swiftly away from the castle, away from her responsibilities, and most of all, away from the unappreciative annoyance that was her sister. 
"Princess Celestia of the Sun," Luna spat with a roll of her eyes, “It is as if she's the only Princess in the whole kingdom.”
For the moment, she simply allowed herself to enjoy the wonderfully crisp air as she glided into her beautiful night. 
This will sadly be the last night We shall set into place for a long while. Dipping below the clouds, the Princess of the Night gazed down at the trees as she wandered aimlessly across the countryside. She had passed over several small mountains before the warm glow of lanterns illuminated her vision from far below. To avoid being seen, Luna banked hard to her right, the blades of grass tickling the bottom of her hooves.
Soundlessly, she settled down a safe distance from what appeared to be a caravan of sorts. From this distance, she could make out the soft light of a campfire encircled by wagons of different styles. In the stillness of the night, the sounds of jolly ponies could be heard across the open plain where she now quietly crept. 
The princess smiled at the cheerful sounds of the ponies ahead of her, Her eyes and horn began to glow as she felt the caravan growing closer and she felt her body shift and shrink. Once the spell had been enacted she felt her magic shift until the change was complete. She felt her head where her horn had once been then she felt for the feathery wings that adorned her back before closing her eye with a sigh of relief that the spell had worked. Smiling, she moved forward only to feel her hooves delve into a pool of water. 
She looked down into a clear reflection of herself, or rather her new self. She stared into her pupils, watching the rapid change in color from teal to cyan blue. Her smile widened when she looked up and saw her now short and wild reddish-orange mane, running a hoof through it. It was splendid, to be out here, away from the eyes of those pesky nobles. 
She grinned as the runestone necklace, her useful trinket that could be used to transform her shape as she wished, slid beneath the surface of her chest fur. Trotting softly across the open plain, she lifted her nose to the soft smell of smoke. Laughter echoed from where ponies danced around the fire. On one side of the fire, musicians attacked the strings on their instruments, the rhythm echoing across the plains, making her want to join in on the festivities.
As she stepped closer to the campsite, her smile widened as other more delectable smells invaded her nose. It reminded her of a time before all the politics of ruling a kingdom had taken such simple joys away from her. Meanwhile, as she reminisced about a time before, she was unaware of the fact that two ponies were approaching her.
“Hello there,” an older voice broke her of her thought, “I haven’t seen you around here before.”
“Are you here to join in on our festivities?”
“Yes, I am.” She replied with a soft nod of her head.
“Well then, what’s your name young one?” he asked with a chuckle.
She looked around with slight wonder, “M—My name is Carnival…”
Following the path of the area, she noticed a sign that read, “surprises ahead.”
“Surprise… Carnival Surprise. That's my name.”
“Well met miss Carnival Surprise.” the elder stallion chuckled, “Welcome to me and my friend’s Caravan of Surprise.”

Celestia inspected the ruins of the once, gorgeous castle. It used to feel so grand, so homely. Now it just felt like a new wound had just been inflicted on her heart. A wound that quite possibly might never heal. Her eyes felt perpetually damp as fresh tears continued to streak down her muzzle. "Why Luna?" she choked out, the words almost echoing as her voice cracked through her sobs, weighing her down. “Why did you leave me all alone?” 
She gazed up at the figure in the moon as a hoof rested itself onto her shoulder and she turned to face her advisor and friend, Starswirl. “Your majesty, we should get you away from here, at least for a while... This place will be hard to be in. Maybe we should move to the newly furnished Canterlot?”
“I—you’re right, my friend… you always are,” she said, wiping her muzzle of the tears she shed before letting out a soft chuckle.
“Do you wish for me to set up a chariot ride, your majesty?” he asked with concern.
“No, I’d like to take the flight myself tonight.” she replied in a more royal tone, “I need to think upon what has occurred tonight and what I will say to my little ponies.”
She spread her long white feathered wings and took flight away from the past. She felt the air glide through her fur and feathers as she sighed softly, thinking, How do I tell them that my sister, my own flesh, and blood, had to be banished?
“I’ll figure it out eventually,” she said to herself with a long drawn out sigh as she crested the mountains before the new capital, Canterlot.

Carnival, formerly Princess Luna, watched the fire juggling with an awe. She felt at home here among these performers. She smiled as she listened intently to the storytellers weaving stories of past events that she had in fact witnessed. To hear how different it was from her memories was indeed fascinating. She felt a pop in her limbs when she finally stretched, the festivities starting to die down for the night.
“Do you have long to go home, Carnival?” a filly, presumably of one of the performers asked, a hint of sadness in her little voice.
Carnival knelt down to match the filly’s height, reaching out with a hoof. “I am not sure how far I'll travel tonight, little one.”
“I—I don’t want you to go, you were so nice to me and all the others. Why can’t you stay?” The filly whimpered softly, wrapping her little hooves around Carnival’s neck. “You stayed with us during the scary stories and I really liked your dancing."
“Maybe I can stay a little bit, but only if it’s ok with the Grand Jester,” she replied, trying to soothe the little filly.
“Haha, of course, you can stay, Carnival, You made not just my little grand filly's day but all the other little ones’ days as well,” the Grand Jester called out with a loud chuckle. He trotted slowly up beside her and stroked his white beard.
“Everyone here has taken a shine to you, including myself, and although you are yet inexperienced in the ways of the performer, it is your calling... “ He paused for a moment, still stroking his beard, “I can see how much you enjoy it, so I would like to take you up as my student. If you would like to, that is.”
“I think I would like that,” she replied, and nodded with a wide smile, still hugging the little filly.
Gazing up at the bright illuminating night sky that had been her domain, Carnival felt a twinge of sadness in her heart. She was going to miss being the painter of this sky. She had known the patterns like the back of her hoof, and the moon was her first 'friend,' but for the first time, she felt that these were going to be true friends who appreciated her. So maybe this 'banishment,' was just what she needed.
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		Chapter 2



“So this is where all of us stay before continuing on our way towards the next festival, do you know how to set up a tent?” the Grand Jester inquired.
“Sadly I do not,” Carnival replied, “There was never a reason to camp where i lived.”
He chuckled and shook his head, “Most ponies don’t, so don’t worry.”
“Oh... I am sorry,” she said with a smile, rubbing the back of her neck with a hoof.

“Here, how about I teach you?” he replied softly as he gathered up the tent supplies.

Carnival yawned and stretched her hooves out, her muscles popping as bits of the sunrise crept through the tent’s opening. She grumbled at the light, wanting to sleep in longer before she recalled the night’s events. 
Yawning lightly, she heard a voice outside her tent. “Carnival, are you up? The Grand Jester asked me to show you around.” 
“Coming,” she called out. As she stretched her body with nimble grace, her hooves splayed in front of her. “Just give me a second.”
Once Carnival got to her hooves, she trotted forward with a luminous smile and swung the tent flap open. She stared at the amusing sight before her. A stallion with a vibrant ruby colored coat sat at a table with other ponies, his quick moving hooves working around a deck of playing cards. The stallions bushy bright pink mane bounced as he chuckled to the others.
Carnival repressed a gasp as she felt a strange magic coming from the earth pony. She watched as he flipped the final card and it turned into a glass of lemonade. Even with her powerful mastery of magic, she couldn't tell how he performed the trick. This stallion was a mystery that she wanted to solve.
“Ahh you must be Carnival Surprise, I'm Humble Pie, transfiguration extraordinaire.” His voice was like a soft purr as he took her hoof in his and kissed it.
“A refreshing beverage for a lovely mare?” he asked as he offered her the drink in a slight bow.
Carnival blinked at him as she hesitantly accepted the drink in his hooves. Taking a slight sip, her taste buds exploded in the blissful flavor. Confused, she looked down at the yellow drink that tasted of strawberries. “This... is amazing.” she said with a smile, “How do you make it?”
“It's my grandmother’s secret recipe,” he whispered with a chuckle, “maybe someday I’ll show you.”
She nodded with a smile as she saw the Grand Jester coming from his own tent with a smiling filly next to him, laughing at a joke he’s made. The filly's fur was dark pink, with a long, luxurious, grayish blue mane, and tail.
The Grand Jester chuckled and pointed over in their direction which caused her to look over at them and gasp happily. She started to trot over as fast as her little legs would carry her.
“Hi, Carnival! Hi, Daddy!”
Humble chuckled as he became enveloped in a hug from the filly, “My little Rosie, I missed you.”
“Morning, Humble.” The Grand Jester greeted as he smiled lightly, “Have you shown Carnival around yet?”
“I was just going to do that, Dad.” Humble chuckled, beaming brightly, “and Carnival here likes grandma’s secret lemonade.”
The Grand Jester laughed heartily at that with a wide smile on his face and ruffled Humbles mane. “I know ma’s recipe was always the best.”
“Dad really,” Humble complained, as his mane was slightly messed up, which caused Carnival to start to laugh.
The stallions grinned at that as Humble looked at Carnival and said, “You truly have an adorable laugh.”
I have an adorable laugh? Carnival thought to herself as she looked at him a slight red tinge on her cheeks, “Really?”
Although he wasn't able to answer as Rosie approached them again.
“Have you seen my friend's daddy? they were supposed to be back with berries for lunch.” Rosie asked, Carnival was surprised by the demure nature of the filly. The filly moved with a gait of an experienced handmaiden, 
Rosie paced the perimeter of the camp, which gave Carnival a good look at the rough cut moonstone, jade, and amethysts that adorned the band around the base of her tail. The work reminded her of the royal jewelers back in the Everfree Forest. 
On the eastern edge close to where Rosie was pacing, the bushes began to rustle. Rosie blinked, trotting closer to the bushes. Suddenly, two fillies came galloping out of the forest as fast as their legs would carry them, screaming at the top of their lungs. Rosie blinked again as they rushed past her. She stared at the bushes they came from, several sets of glowing eyes gazed forward at the camp hungrily. Soft growls and the sounds of snapping jaws resounded from the tree line before retreating back into the woods. She had a feeling the threat wasn't over yet.
”Rosie get back here,” Humble called out to her frantically waving her back to them.
Rosie trots back over to them her eyes wide from what she heard and all that she saw. “What was that?” she asked her lip quivering slightly.
“I’m not sure but go check on your friends I think they need some comfort.” Humble softly whispers to her giving a quick hug to try and soothe her before she trotted over to her shivering friends. 
"Timber wolves... They roam the forest but they don't usually go after ponies. " The Grand Jester nodded, resulting in the bells on his head to Jingle. "We will set up a guard, so don't you worry."
Carnival nodded as her gaze softened nudging her head over at the fillies. “I’m going to go check on them,” Carnival replied.
“I’ll go with you,” Humble said.
Carnival smiled lightly, trotting forward with him, looking forward to avoid showing the soft tinge on her cheeks.
Humble put a hoof on Rosie’s back as he asked, “hey kiddo, you and your friend’s doing ok?”
“I think so daddy, but what were those… glowing eyes?” Rosie answered, her eyes growing wide, as she turned to look at her father.
“You fillies don’t have to worry bout em any longer, we won’t let em get you,” Humble said softly as he hugs his daughter tightly, “I promise.”
Carnival smiled at the interaction between father and daughter, thinking to herself, ‘He really loves his daughter, but where is her mother?’
Suddenly, Rosie held a hoof out to Carnival, wanting her to join the hug. She glanced at them nervously, shifting on her front hooves as she pondered joining them, 'Should I? what if it ruins their moment.'
Rosie swung her hoof towards the hug again, her gaze soft as she smiled brightly at Carnival. Gazing at the happy family moment, tears trickled down her cheeks. It reminded her of her sister and how they had been before all of the responsibilities. She tried to hide her tears but not before Rosie saw them. “Are you Okay, Carnival?”
“I think...“ she said as she smiled warmly, “I will be.”
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