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		Description

Jack Frost, the newest member of the Guardians, vanishes into an unknown world, devoid of all but the most basic of his powers.
Pitch Black, the Boogy Man, falls through time and space to escape the ever pursuing darkness, and finds himself on a strange world with Jack, his old enemy.
Together they form a truce to find out more about the land and, unknowingly, form a bond of friendship thought to be impossible.
~~
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		Chapter 1



	Run.
Faster.
Faster still.
Fear.
Can’t hide.
Can’t escape.
Running.
A dark shadow, stripped of its power, fled to all corners of the world. Fear, a dark power he once wielded as though he were a god, now consumed his very soul as his own power turned upon him and sought his destruction. With no way to fight back against his own darkness, he fled.
And so the years passed, locked away in darkness as it surrounded him, dragging him back when he fought to the surface world only to flee blindly once more; but luck was with him this day. He fled deeper into the darkness, hoping against hope he would be able to hide long enough to regain some of his strength. What he found though, was much better.
In the deepest reaches of the darkness, he found a light, the brightest he had ever laid eyes upon. He quickly halted his flight, fear of the light gripping him and crippling his form. Yet for all his fear of the light, the sounds of the approaching nightmares terrified him all the more.
He turned back to the light, and fled towards it as fast as he could. The nightmares pursuing him were faster though; they surrounded him, pulling him back away from the light as he reached forward with all his strength and desperation. Just as he was about to be dragged back into the darkness he felt something grab his hand.
His entire arm burst into flames as he screamed in pain, his limb dissolving and flowing into the light. The nightmares released him, fleeing the all-consuming fire as it spread along his body. His eyes widened; this was not the escape he had hoped for, wanting to return to the familiar darkness in fear rather than burn away in the light.
Soon, his thoughts stopped as the light enveloped his head in its raging flames. The light stole the last of his being, and then slammed shut with a crack of thunder. The man of darkness was no more.

Jack Frost, a young boy of 14, died over 300 years ago in an effort to save his sister from falling through the ice on top of a lake. In his efforts, he was rewarded with falling through the ice in his sister’s stead and dying a quick death. The Man in the Moon saw his actions, and deemed him worthy of being a spirit of frost. 
Jack was revived, however, he knew not who he was and none could see him, for they lacked belief in him. For 300 years he wandered, bringing with him a bitter chill of frost and snow, as well as fun and games for children around the globe to enjoy. But no matter what he did, there were none who believed in him. That was until a shadowy figure known as Pitch Black, AKA the Boogy-Man, corrupted the dreams of the children of the world and spread his darkness across the land.
The Guardians of the children, Santa, the Sandman, the Easter Bunny, and the Tooth Fairy fought him to their best abilities, but it was for naught as the nightmares removed the children’s faith in them, rending their powers useless. But Jack managed to renew the belief of several children in the guardians, including Jack himself. The children stood up to the nightmares, changing them to dreams of purity. With that they revived the Sandman, who spread his dreams of the other guardians to all the children of the world, renewing their belief in the Guardians and sapping the power from Pitch. It was at this point that Pitch’s nightmares turned against him and banished him to the deep darkness of the underworld, and Jack was crowned as a fellow guardian.
Several years later, Jack was flying around New York, spreading an early frost throughout the city.
“And that, is the perfect way to wake up in the morning!” He said excitedly as he finished frosting the last of the windows. “Well now that that’s done, I wonder what North’s up to these days.” He took out a snow globe he had ‘acquired’ from one of the Yeti last time he was up north.
“Let’s give you a try, no point in snatching this baby if I never use it is there?” Jacked looked over the globe with a critical eye, “How do you work?” He asked it. He paced back and forth as he thought back to when he saw Santa use it. “Oh that’s right!” He held the globe close to his mouth and spoke clearly, “North Pole,” then threw it at the wall.
What should have happened was a giant portal would open, leading straight to the North Pole. Instead the globe struck the wall with a dull crack, and then bounced along the ground back to his feet. “Huh.” Jack muttered, flabbergasted. He picked it up and examined it, there was a crack along the glass that seemed to leak liquid light. “Stupid thing, I said North Pole!” He yelled in frustration as he shook it in anger.
He heard a slight chime, more of a jingle, and looked at the globe clutched in his hand. The fake snow in the globe had condensed into a picture of Santa’s work shop. “Oh right, you’re supposed to shake it… That makes sense.”
Jack tossed the globe at the wall once more, and a swirling portal opened up. “There we go! North Pole here I come!” He called out in laughter as he took a running jump through the portal. But as it consumed him, the portal seemed to glitch. Static filled its vortex before flashing with blinding light and slamming shut with a crack of thunder. The winds of the north remained unchanged, no portal appeared, and Jack was lost.

Pitch slowly came to his senses, but there was nothing to sense. His mind screamed; he was everywhere and nowhere; there was no up, no down; he saw but didn’t see; heard but there was nothing to hear; he saw no light or darkness. He simply was, yet he wasn’t. Thus was the madness of the Void, for he had somehow escaped reality itself. Now he found himself with just his thoughts and memories as time flew past him, or never moved, or didn’t exist at all. After an eternity alone, (or was it an instant? He couldn’t tell) he finally felt something. Was he falling? Flying? He had no idea, but he felt as if he was moving at an incredible rate, as though the void was rejecting him, and was tossing him around at random.
Soon he felt more sensations, the feeling of the cold ground supporting him as his head spun. He opened his eyes and saw a bright blue sky with dots of clouds scattered about. With the return of his senses, so did his fear of his own nightmares. He tried to stand and flee once again, but his body was unresponsive to his efforts.
With a pained moan, he closed his eyes and awaited the inevitable. Yet the inevitable never came. He reached out with his senses as far as they could go and found no trace of his pursuers. He let out a faint laugh as the reality of his situation kicked in; He had done it. He had somehow managed to escape his eternal torment. With this thought he let himself relax for the first time in years, and drifted off to a deep, dreamless slumber.

Jack felt sick; he had taken the portals a few times before but it had never felt like he was being twisted around himself like a pretzel. Soon enough he landed on his back, the wind knocked out of him. He rolled over and curled up in pain, breathing in the sweet scents of summer... 
“Wait what?” He said groggily. He managed to pull himself up into a sitting position and looked around at the green field he found himself in. “Well this isn’t the North Pole. Probably shouldn’t have used the globe after it cracked like that. Looks like I’m flying myself.” He stood and brushed himself off, looking to the sun to determine which way was north. 
He saw the sun rising in the east, bathing a tall mountain in its golden light that reflected off an impossible castle jutting from the side of a cliff, with a magnificent waterfall flowing down from it. Jack stared in awe, he had no idea such a place existed! In his excitement he realized that the only beings he knew of that lived in such wonders were his fellow guardians. 
“Well, maybe I’ll just pay them a visit then, find out where I am and all that.” He turned away from the castle and yelled, “Alright wind, take me to the castle!” He spun back around and jumped into the air in the direction of the castle, but the familiar feeling of the wind lifting him toward the skies, the cool breeze wafting through his hair never came, and instead was replaced with a dull aching sensation as he fell on his face.
“Oh… ow…” He mumbled as he clutched his face. “What the heck was that all about?” he asked as he recovered to his feet. “Why can’t I fly…?” He wandered around as he thought of the various reasons for this turn of events, casually freezing the blades of grass with his staff. 
“The only time a guardian can lose their powers is when nobody believes in them, but that can’t be right. Maybe the portal messed me up somehow? Yeah… that must be it.” Jack looked back up to the castle, “Well, maybe whoever lives there would be able to help me out.”
As Jack prepared to set out, he heard a low moan off to his right. He went over to investigate, and he saw someone he thought he would never see again: Pitch Black. Jack took up a defensive stance, holding his staff in front of him in preparation for an attack. Pitch responded with a snore.
Jack hesitated, and looked closer. Pitch was obviously in a deep sleep, blissfully unaware of Jack standing not three feet from him, and unconsciously rubbing his face in the dirt. Jack was spared further confusion as the memory of Pitch making the children lose their beliefs in the Guardians filled him with anger.
He strode forward and jabbed Pitch in the side with his staff, chilling him to the core in a flash. Pitch let out a yelp and jumped to his feet as he clutched his cold side in fear and confusion. His eyes fell upon Jack who was once more in a battle stance. “Jack? Jack Frost? What are you doing here?” Pitch asked in confusion. He had fled that world, hadn’t he?
“You know why I’m here, you took over the children again haven’t you?! That’s why I can’t use my powers!” Jack yelled.
“Took over…?” Pitch looked around in confusion. “I haven’t done anything! Wait, you can’t use your powers?” Pitch tried to call upon the little power he had before he fell into the light, yet there was none. “It’s gone…” He said in pure shock.
“Don’t lie to me! You did something, I know it!” Jack yelled, switching the hold on his staff threateningly.
“I’m not lying!” Pitch said defensively. “Ever since I was defeated by you my time was spent trying to escape those blasted nightmares! I barely had time to run let alone try to regain any semblance of power I once had. Whatever the cause for our loss of power, it is not my doing.”
Jack thought for a moment, considering Pitch’s words. He also thought back to anything concerning Pitch over the years; he wouldn’t have had enough time to reform that large of an army to take over the world again, let alone have the power to stand up to all the Guardians again. “Okay,” He said as he lowered the staff to his side, “so, what do you think is the cause for this then?” 
Pitch lowered his hands as he took a more casual stance, “I remember fleeing into a deeper darkness, where I found a painful light…” He scratched the side of his head as he tried to remember more than the pain of the event. “I don’t know exactly, but the light burned so much, all I remember is unimaginable pain, then an emptiness so profound I thought I would go mad. Then I woke up here, unable to sense the nightmares.”
“Okay, but that still doesn’t answer my question.” Jack said as he leaned against his staff.
“But it does, Jack. I can sense all of the darkness in the world, even at my weakest. Here, I cannot sense anything but purity. Yes there are a few patches of darkness, but nothing of the sort that was after me. This, along with our loss of power, makes me believe we are on a different planet, or even a separate plane of reality. But that just leaves one question: How did you get here, Jack?”
Jack frowned a bit at that news, if he was truly on a different planet or reality then the odds of getting back home was slim to none, and he was powerless to do anything about it. He sighed, “I was trying to get to the North Pole, but messed up a snow globe and cracked it to where some light was leaking out of it. I got it working after a bit and jumped into the portal. It was painful, like someone was twisting my insides into a knot, then I landed not far from here, and found you.”
“Well, that is unfortunate.” Pitch said sincerely. 
“So, two old enemies stranded on an alien world without their powers... What do you think we should do?” Jack asked as he began to pace in a circle, twirling his staff about him in arcs of frost.
“Well, the first option is we fight it out to the death, and seeing as you can still chill things means I’m at a serious disadvantage, and I don’t want to die thank you. The other is we could form a truce and gather more information about this place.” Pitch said as he strummed his long fingers together.
“True, but if we form a truce what’s to keep you from exacting revenge upon me when my guard is down?”
“Nothing really, except my word. Now really Jack, I might have been evil but I still had a code of honor. I warned the guardians in advance before I attacked and did so in the open. I’m not some underhanded assassin. Besides, there’s no fun in that. I would want to fight you with both of us at full power, and from what it looks like neither of us will be getting any power any time soon.”
Jack paused in his pacing to stare at Pitch for a moment, before he chuckled a bit, “You know, you got a point there. So,” He extended his hand to Pitch, “a truce then, until we get our powers back or get out of here then?”
Pitch chuckled as well, not an evil chuckle, but one of agreement. “Oh, I think I can agree to that.” He said as he grasped Jacks hand, and they shook on it. “Now then, what now?” He asked as he returned his hand to his side.
“There’s a massive castle on that mountain in the distance, I don’t know about you, but it just screams Guardian, don’t you think?” Jack said as he pointed off into the distance.
Pitch looked over it as well, “Yes it does seem to have that mystical quality to it, but I’m not feeling the vibe of a Guardian. In fact there is a higher concentration of darkness there, as well as more purity. Whatever lives there is certainly powerful though.” He concluded.
“Well standing around here isn’t getting us anywhere, let’s go say hello.” Jack stated as he strode off in the direction of the mountain.
“Yes, let’s.” Pitch said, following after at a comfortable pace.
Together they traveled the land, on a shared journey towards the unknown and new beginnings.
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		Chapter 2



	Jack Frost and Pitch Black approached the base of the mountain. It had taken nearly the rest of the day to make it that far, but being incorporeal spirits that meant nothing to them as they never tired.
“So…” Jack started. He was bored out of his mind, (the green fields had gotten old after a few hours) yet he was not quite sure if he was ready to speak to his traveling company, no matter how bored he was.
Pitch sighed, feeling the same way. “What?”
Jack shrugged and decided to throw caution to the wind, “So how did… you know, you, come about? All I know is that you were causing trouble before the Man in the Moon chose the Guardians to overthrow you.” Jack said with a bit of hesitation.
“Really? That’s all those simpletons know of me? Come now Jack, surly you must be joking.” Jack merely shrugged. “I was born from the darkness caused by the light.” Jack looked at Pitch like he had grown a third head. “Let me explain it to you this way then, when you turn on a light in a room, what lurks behind and underneath everything?”
“Um, shadows?” Jack guessed.
“Exactly! Do you know why?” Pitch asked with a grin, “Because that is the true balance of the universe. When there is light, there must be shadows, and from those shadows I was born. I am darkness; I bring darkness into the world. Without me, life would be dull and without meaning!”
“How would a world full of light and joy be dull and boring? I think it would be the paradise that everyone strives for.” Jack said.
Pitch looked around in thought for a moment, “Because there would be no meaning to everything. You would have no desires because you would have no need of them, nothing to strive for, content with the world for eternity. Darkness brings meaning of sacrifice; nothing is easy and the more you fight against the darkness the more glorious the rewards. Like a man with no legs racing against seasoned runners on flimsy prosthetics. He may not win, but the fact he fought his own disability to finish a race is truly inspiring.”
“So then why did you want to shroud the world in darkness then?” Jack asked.
“Have you heard of the Greats?” Pitch asked suddenly, to which Jack shook his head, “The Greats are beings of balance; neither of darkness nor of light. But they do what must be done to maintain order. The Man in the Moon is one such being.”
Pitch paused, and picked a yellow flower from the grass nearby. He held it up for Jack to see. “Over the last few centuries, he went against his own purpose to instill more and more light upon the world to the point it was vastly overbalanced. He made you, the groundhog, the leprechaun, and all sorts of beings for the good of the world. The darkness was being pushed back so I made a plan to not only restore the balance, but hopefully tip the scale in my direction.” 
Pitch crushed the flower in his palm, reducing it to a juicy mush. “For the most part it worked; the nightmares are still out and about wreaking havoc around the world, while the guardians do their best to fight them to a standstill. Although I never thought I would be banished to the darkness I came from. Slight oversight on my part.”

“That… doesn’t really put me at ease…” Jack said, moving slightly farther away from Pitch as they walked closer to the mountain. “What’s keeping you from trying to do the same to this world once you get your power back?”
“Remarkably enough, the balance of this world is actually nearly perfect as far as I can tell, which is actually rather disturbing.” Pitch said. He slowed to a stop and closed his eyes as he cast his mind outward.
Jack stopped to look back at him, “Disturbing? How, exactly?”
“Imagine it Jack, a dark power so pure and strong it could single handedly destroy the planet. Now imagine another of equal strength restoring the world in an instant. Their power would cancel themselves so completely there would be nothing left.
“Now imagine those beings separated into parts, the darkness into fewer, more powerful monsters and the light into many, less powerful people. Alone the monsters would destroy the people, but if the people rally together the monster is vanquished: strength in numbers, people would say, but it is the inner light and darkness that truly tip the balance in favor of one side or another.”
“Wow,” Jack said, “since when did you become a philosopher?” 
“Millennia to my thoughts, Jack.” Pitch stated in monotone as he opened his eyes to stare at Jack.
“Oh, right.” Jack turned back around to examine the mountain’s sheer cliff. “Anyway, how do we get up there?”
“There must be a path nearby…” Pitch trailed off as he looked around the area. Off in the distance to their right was what looked like a horse pulling a carriage along a path of some sort. “I think we’ll find our answer just over there.” Pitch Turned back to Jack and jerked his head towards the small caravan before striding closer to it.
Jack quickened his stride to keep up, but as they neared something seemed… off. Neither could put their fingers on it at first, but soon they were close enough to pick out the major details. The one pulling the cart was horse-like, but much smaller, more pony sized. But unlike any pony they know of, this one was brightly colored, with a head much too large for its body and its eyes almost swallowing its entire head.
“Well, I guess you were right about that different world theory after all…” Jack commented as they strode alongside the strange creature. “And it looks like we're invisible to it too.” He said, snapping his fingers in front of its face.
Pitch wasn’t paying attention to Jack. Instead, he was looking in the carriage. There he found two more of the odd ponies, one that appeared as an adult, and a sleeping little one that he would guess to be a child, a foal. 
He was speechless for a moment, purely dumbfounded. “Jack? I think we might have a problem.” He called out.
Jack wasted no time in joining Pitch in the carriage, “What’s up?” he asked as he looked around in worry.
“Tell me, Jack, what are we not seeing on this little caravan?” Pitch said, staring intently at the two ponies.
Jack looked around, thinking back to his earlier days when this form of travel was common. “Well, let’s see, they got the pack animals, food, blankets… I’m not seeing any meat though, or hunting equipment. Looks like just grass and stuff, so what about the people on this trip, what would they be eating?”
“Exactly, there is no indication of there being any people on this trip at all, just these animals, it makes no sense!” Pitch exclaimed. He clutched his head and began to pace back and forth trying to figure out what exactly was going on.
“Well, this is another planet, right?” Jack asked.
Pitch paused to consider his earlier thoughts. “No… no I don’t think this is simply another planet. The culture looks far too similar to our own world to suggest that. I think this is truly another plane of existence, one that is perhaps a mirror of our own world.”
“Ok, well, maybe the ponies are the dominant race instead of the people?” Jack asked. Pitch turned and gave him a look that could melt steel.
“Don’t be absurd, there is no way a race of plant eaters could become the top of the food chain, let alone master the skills required to build something like this properly!” He denied.
“Well, I think I know of a way to find out.” Jack suggested.
Pitch glared at him, “Well if you have such a cunning idea then go ahead, find out if they are the dominate race.” Jack looked over the horses once more, “Well? I’m waiting.”
Jack shot him a glare back to silence him, before moving to gently tap his staff against the side of the little one. The effect was instantaneous; the foal began to shiver as the chill ran over him. One of the larger ponies noticed, and then greatly alarmed both Jack and Pitch as it spoke!
“Oh, look at the poor dear; shivering from cold on such a nice day, I think he is worse off now from when we started this journey.” It stood and rummaged around in one of the boxes of supplies, returning a moment latter with a heavy blanket. “Golden Wheat, have we reached Canterlot yet?” The mare called out.
The stallion pulling the carriage looked back at them, “Not quite yet, Maybelle, we’re about to start up the mountain path.”
“Good, the sooner we get there, the sooner the Princess can help little Apple Seed here.” The mare, Maybelle, said as she snuggled up to the little foal to help warm him.
The carriage quickly fell back into silence, the only sounds coming from Golden Wheat’s hooves clopping on the road and the rattle of the carriage. The two spirits could only look on in stunned silence. 
Jack was the first to break it, “So, talking ponies…” Pitch remained silent as he slumped to the floor of the carriage. “Well if the direction is any clue, then I bet the castle is called Canterlot, and these three are headed there, to see a princess. A princess pony.” Jack slumped down in defeat as well, “Seriously? A pony princess. What the hell is going on?”
“Honestly, I don’t know Jack.” Pitch replied as he threw his head back against the wall, producing a thud that the ponies didn’t hear.
“I doubt a pony princess would be able to help us, but I don’t have any other suggestions other than ‘Go see the princess’ to try.” Jack said.
So they waited out the rest of the trip in an uneasy silence, the foal shivering and moaning at random and the supposed mother trying to comfort it being the only distraction.
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	“Halt!” Pitch and Jack jerked as the carriage came to a sudden stop.
“Excuse me Sir,” Golden Wheat started, “but we’ve got an appointment to see the princess this evening before sunset, it’s urgent.”
Jack shared a look with Pitch before they both made their way to the front of the carriage to have a better look. The found themselves before a massive golden gate, beyond which lay a cobblestone path lined with hedges cut into the likeness of ponies in various poses. The path led up to a set of massive wooden doors set into the most brilliant marble walls they had ever laid eyes upon. Following the wall up, they spotted numerous towers reaching far up into the clouds, supporting banners and ribbons of every color.
“Woah…” Jack said in awe. Pitch said nothing, taking in the regal castle with a hint of worry, something about it make his senses feel numb.
“Standard procedure,” The guard replied, “we need to check the carriage for any unauthorized ponies, griffons, excreta. I’m sure you understand?” Two more guards, clad in heavy looking golden armor approached the carriage from either side and peeked in.
“No, of course not.” Golden Wheat said. “I have my paper work here as well.” He reached back into the carriage with his fore-hoof and pulled out a sheet of paper rolled up and bound with a golden thread.
“These ponies are pretty flexible aren’t they?” Jack commented.
“I’m more concerned with how they grab things with solid hooves,” Pitch commented as he held his head tightly, “This place is giving me a migraine Jack, and it’s not just the bright colors or the impossibility of these creatures. There is something here, Jack. I can feel it, like it’s trying to crush me.”
Jack looked around thoughtfully, “I don’t feel any different.”
“That’s probably because you’re not tuned into the energies of the world quite like I am.” Pitch said as he climbed back into the carriage. 
“Everything looks to be in order; you may proceed beyond the gate. There is a place to park the carriage along the eastern wall before you enter the castle proper.” The guard suddenly spoke up. Jack quickly hopped back into the carriage as Golden Wheat nodded to the guard and started on his way.
“So, what did you mean, ‘tuned into the energy?’” Jack asked.
“Exactly what it sounds like, Jack, how else would I know who was having a nightmare and who wasn’t? Now please refrain from speaking, this migraine is splitting my head…”
Jack said nothing, a hint of worry crossing his features as he watched Pitch cradle his head. He instead focused his attentions on the quickly approaching castle. As the guard said, they were heading toward a side courtyard about half filled with various carriages of all sorts, sizes, and colors. Golden Wheat maneuvered the chariot into an open spot with practiced ease before unhitching himself, using his mouth with amazing dexterity.
Together Golden and Maybelle gathered their still sleeping foal and doubled back toward the front of the castle. Jack made to follow along, but hesitated. He looked back toward Pitch.
“You coming or what?” He asked.
“Just let me…” Pitch trailed off. After a moment he let out a long sigh, “Ah, much better.” He said, shaking his head vigorously as though to clear his mind.
“So what was all that about? I thought you were in too much pain from being an over sensitive softie.” Jack teased.
“Say that again and I will tear you to pieces.” Pitch glared, causing Jack to snap his mouth shut. “And for your information, I was closing myself off. I won’t be able to sense anything like this but that’s for the best right now.”
“Well whatever, let’s go before we miss our escort.” Jack said before hurrying to catch up to the three ponies rounding the far corner. He glanced behind him to see Pitch easily matching his pace. He smirked, and then poured on some speed, edging Pitch to chase after him. His ruse worked for a moment, and Pitch sped up to match the new pace, but they were forced to skid to a halt before the massive doors.
“What’s going on? Why aren’t they open?” Jack asked in confusion.
“While you were more concerned about your little race, our charge took a smaller door not far back.” Pitch chastised as he spun around and strode off to where he saw the ponies go. 
Jack quickly followed to the door, going through it led simply to the other side of the huge doors. “So what’s the point of the big doors if nobody uses them?”
“Do use your head Jack; it’s obviously for big ceremonies.” Pitch responded offhandedly.
They continued deeper into the castle and marveled at its wonder. Great tapestries portraying the sun and the moon covered the walls, ponies in very fancy dress hurried from one place to the next while others in the same golden armor stood at attention in strategic points in the great hall, unmoving yet observing all. 
They found the three ponies they’d been following heading up the red carpet toward another set of doors; these however, were wide open and welcoming. Jack tried to squint and see deeper into the chamber beyond, but wasn’t able to make out much. He decided to simply wait and follow behind the same ponies 
They followed the family into the throne room, which was just as glamorous if not more so, mainly due to the larger pony sitting comfortably atop a throne of gold. Next to it was another throne made of dark obsidian, currently vacant. Behind each hung a massive banner representing the sun and the moon respectively, and between the banners was an enormous stained glass window showing two winged unicorns looking out over playful ponies, representing the peace they have brought unto the land.
Jack and Pitch stared in awe of the majesty of the white pony on the throne, how she had wings, a horn, and a mane that seemed to flow on energy only she could feel. She looked back at them, almost as if they were standing there plain as day, yet her face remained a calm neutral and betrayed nothing if she saw them at all.
The two spirits and the Princess shifted their attention to the small family that had just risen from a bow. “Your Majesty,” Golden Wheat began after a guard announced them to the Princess, “We have come from the far south seeking aid, our foal has grown ill with an unknown sickness and we fear it isn’t long before it takes him away from us. Please, can you do something to help him, or even just ease his pain until…” he trailed off, daring not to think so negatively in the Princess’s presence.
The Princess rose from her throne with a sense of calm yet determined urgency. She placed a hoof up to the foal’s forehead as he shivered. Her eyes flickered over to where Jack and Pitch stood watching, a frown creasing her features as she did so.
“I can help ease his chills, but for the sickness I’m afraid I have never seen anything like it.” She held up a hoof to silence any comments, her horn glowing with a warm golden light that reached out to envelope the foal. Apple Seed ceased his shivering and a small smile formed on his muzzle. “However, this doesn’t mean I don’t know somepony who may be able to help. That is to say, some zebra.” She finished with a smile.
“She lives in Ponyville, a small town on the edge of the Everfree Forest. Inside that forest lives a zebra shaman well versed in alchemy. She will undoubtedly be able to cure little Apple Seed here. I will send you there on the first train, it departs in twenty minutes. Once you arrive, look for a purple alicorn with a starburst cutie-mark. Her name is Twilight Sparkle, my personal student. She and her friends will see you through the forest safely.”
“Oh… Oh my, Princess, I-I can’t thank you enough!” Maybelle managed to speak as she bowed deeply.
“Think nothing of it, my little ponies. Now you best be off, the train is leaving soon.” The Princess said. As the family left, the Princess turned to one of the guards, “Go, wake my sister and leave us, seal the room behind you.”
“Yes, Ma’am!” He sounded out, motioning to the other guards to seal the room as one ran out the door to awaken the lunar princess. Within moments the commotion died down, leaving the Princess alone with the two spirits. She stared straight ahead, as though pointedly not looking at them.
“I swear she sees us…” Jack mumbled in Pitch’s direction, who nodded hesitantly in agreement.
They waited like that for several long minutes until they were disturbed by a flash of light and a crack in the air. Now standing before the Princess was a younger, darker version of her.
“This had better be important, dear sister. The realm of dreams has been… strange as of late, keeping me busier than usual.” The smaller blue one said irritably.
“I’m sure we’ll figure out why that is,” The white princess turned to face both Jack and Pitch, and glared with the fury of a thousand suns, “Just as we’ll find out why our realm is being invaded by more pesky spirits!”
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There it was again, that feeling of unrelenting fear the immobilized him where he stood. He could do nothing but watch as Celestia bore into his very essence with untold fury.
“Wait! Sister!” A voice cried out. Celestia halted her advance immediately, turning to question her sister.

“Luna, these beings have forced their way into our lands, and just like every other entity from beyond our realm would no doubt do harm to the harmony we worked so hard to build.” She reasoned.
“Perhaps, but these creatures look nothing like the others. We think, then, that these spirits are different.” Luna responded.
Celestia thought for a moment before sighing, dispelling the magic she had summoned. “Very well, we will hear their case.” She casually strolled back up to her throne, followed closely by her sister.
“Well spirits, come forth and plead thy case.” Luna demanded.
Pitch was broken out of his stupor by Jack nudging him forward, “You got us into this mess, you get us out.” Jack whispered to him.
Pitch gulped nervously as he slowly stepped forward, stopping about ten feet from the throne. He nervously shuffled his feet before bending over in a stiff bow, Jack following suit. They stood there bowing for a few long moments before they heard the click of hooves on the floor.
“Rise, both of you, and present your case.”
Both Pitch and Jack straightened and gazed up at the ponies upon the throne. Celestia was once again wearing a serene smile while the Luna gazed upon them in curiosity.
Pitch readied himself with a deep breath, “Your majesties, please believe me when I say that I have no ill intent for being in your lands, and that my coming here happened on pure chance.”
Celestia held up a hoof to silence him, “And you,” she turned to Jack, “Have you come with him as well?”
“Uh, No, your majesty. Similar to him I did not mean to appear in your lands. My original intention was to travel to a distant place in my own world and something happened with the portal and I landed here instead.”
“A portal?” Luna asked, intrigued.
“Er, yeah. In my world there are several spirits that represent various aspects of the children in our world. There is the Tooth Fairy, who is the guardian of childhood memories, the Easter Bunny who is the Guardian of hope, the Sandman who is the Guardian of Dreams,” Luna perked up a bit at this news, “ There’s Santa who is the Guardian of Wonder, and I am Jack Frost, Guardian of Fun.” He finished with a smile.
“You have yet to answer our question about this portal.” Celestia intoned, easing the tension from herself. If this Jack Frost is true about his word and truly is an honorable protector of a key aspect of his world, then surly he is incapable of ill intent.
“Oh, right. Well, each of us Guardians has power based on how many children in the world believe in us, thus strengthening our virtue. As for the portal, I may have… borrowed, a Snow Globe from Santa on my last visit to his workshop in the North Pole. Anyway, I screwed it up and cracked it when I tried to use it and wound up here, where I found Pitch here.”
“Pitch? And what is your relationship with Pitch? I was under the impression he was one of the other guardians you mentioned.” Luna asked.
“Er, well…” Jack looked hesitantly toward Pitch.
“I’m… not like them.” He said as he glanced away.
“Not like who, the Guardians?” Celestia asked, once more on guard.
“I am, or I was, darkness and nightmares.” Luna narrowed her eyes in a glare at this remark, “I spent hundreds of years building an army of darkness in an effort to overthrow the guardians, and I nearly succeeded. In the end Jack here managed to find a few remaining children and taught them to laugh in the face of fear, rendering my army useless, and my defeat was soon after. I spent the next year fleeing from my own nightmares through the underworld. I stumbled upon a light that the nightmares feared, but I was pulled in and ripped to pieces. I thought I was dead, but I had awoken here. I had never been so relived to be free from my torment, then jack found me.
“We came to a truce until we figure out a way back to our own world. I figured coming here to the largest source of power would be helpful in that end, where we found yourself.” Pitch finished, laying everything about who and what he was out on the proverbial table to be judged, come what may.
What he did not expect, however, was Luna to burst out in laughter. “You think you are the purveyor of nightmares and darkness? You thought you had control over such power? Even at your strongest you are but a shallow shadow against the powers of darkness I alone wield. But,” her face became deadly serious, “I also know of the whispers, the way the darkness turns on its master. I have succumbed to the taunts of my own power, becoming a being so much more than I ever was. I, with the help of the elements of harmony, regained control of my nightmare self, making me even more powerful. You speak of darkness, I see but a child playing in the shallows.”
Luna stepped down from her throne as darkness pure and absolute spread out around her. “You may be many things, Pitch, but the purveyor of darkness…” The shadows converged on Pitch, the darkness invading his very essence and stilling his breath, “Was never your title.”
And just like that, the darkness receded and revealed Luna calmly returning to her throne. “So, Jack,” Celestia began, seeing as Pitch was curled in on himself and shaking like a leaf, “mind telling me how a sick foal was touched by your essence, possibly endangering his life? I would think a guardian such as you would know better.”
“He… I…” Jack was reeling, had he almost killed a child? “I’m sorry! I had no idea he was that sick! Everything was happening at once, I just did it to see if the ponies were the intelligent race here, I didn’t mean any harm I swear!”
“Tia, what is he babbling about?” Luna inquired.
“A young couple traveled from afar to seek healing from me, upon their entrance these two followed them inside, and their colt had Jack’s essence about him, causing him to cool to a lower body temperature.” Celestia filled in.
“Hmm, perhaps a punishment is in order…” Luna trailed off. ‘Tia, I think we should send them to your student, Pitch could be taught to show compassion and understanding, perhaps even find his true purpose in life, while Jack could be occupied long enough for us to find a way to return him home.”
‘You speak as though you wish only to return Jack to his world.’
‘Indeed, as a Guardian he must return to his duty as soon as possible. As for Pitch, even if we give him the option he may stay in our world for fear of what awaits him in his own.’
‘I agree.’
During their internal debate, Jack began sweating bullets at his ‘punishment’ while Pitch finally managed to pull himself together.
“We have reached a decision.” Jack and Pitch held their breath in anticipation, “Jack, your punishment, until we manage to return you to your realm, will be community service in Ponyville supervised by my personal student, Twilight Sparkle.” Jack let out his breath as relief flooded through him.
“And as for you, Pitch,” Luna continued, “you will also take up residence in Ponyville under Twilight Sparkle’s supervision, where you will learn about our ways and perhaps one day, learn about your true self. Once we have opened a way to your own world, you will have the choice to either remain here and continue on with your new life, or return to your own world and all the hardships that lies therein. Do you accept these terms?”
Jack was about to agree before a thought struck him, “So wait, I’m being forced to leave but he gets a choice to stay?”
“I wouldn’t go as far as to say ‘forced,’ but we feel your duties as a guardian shouldn’t be put off longer than necessary.” Celestia said.
Jack gave it a thought for a moment before giving them a firm nod. Pitch on the other hand looked conflicted, “Why… Why would you give me this chance knowing what I was in my past? How can you expect to me just cast away everything I thought I knew about myself?”
“I know it won’t be easy, and the path is yours to choose from. We are giving you a change of redemption, to find something more about yourself. How you choose to be is up to you, but ask yourself this: will you repeat your past and fall from grace once again, or will you rise to the occasion to be something more?” Luna asked with a raised eyebrow.
“We are merely showing you a path, it is your choice weather or not to follow it. But also know that the path will not be easy, but the rewards are limitless.”
Pitch took in her words, a second chance, a new beginning, to be something more. All of that sounded so wonderful, but is he really worth it? No, not now, as he currently is. But maybe… maybe someday he will be different; he will be someone worthy of such a chance.
He was hesitant, but a genuine smile crossed his features, “Princess, I accept your offer.”
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Pitch and Jack were given specific instructions: get on the next train out of town immediately. Pitch, for the first time in his long life, felt compelled to do exactly that. He can’t explain what had happened between himself and Princess Luna, but he had an overwhelming desire to stay on her more generous side. Jack, on the other hand, was as carefree as always. He was sauntering through the city with his staff against his shoulder, smiling as he took in the new sights around him.
“Jack, we need to get going this instant!” Pitch called from where he had power walked ahead, “This is no time for sightseeing!”
“Relax, were going to be here for a while, why not make the best of it?” He passed by a group of foals throwing water balloons at each other. He grabbed his staff and hit one of the balloons, making it burst into a million snowflakes to the surprise and joy of the foals. “Heh, still got it.”
“Jack!” Pitch stomped up to him angrily, “Do I have to drag you there myself?!”
“Jeeze chill out, what’s your deal today?” Jack huffed as he hurried to keep up with Pitch.
“Were you not in that throne room with me?”
“Well, yeah. Things started off on the wrong foot but I think everything turned out in the end, so I don’t see the point of being overly worried about it.” Jack said as he slowed back to his casual saunter.
Pitch glared at him, but as he was about to scold Jack once more, he noticed a shadow flying towards them from the castle. Fear gripped him, forcing him to turn and flee. Jack saw this, and turned around to see what had spooked him. He came nose to muzzle with Princess Luna herself.
“Gah!” Jack cried out in surprise as he leaped into the air. Luna stood there and smiled at the reaction.
“Boo.” She said good naturedly.
“Oh, man.” Jack was hunched over with a hand to his chest, his other using his staff to keep his balance. “If I didn’t die centuries ago I think I would have just now.” He said with a chuckle.
“Your death was not Our intention, but the look on your face was… what is it, priceless?” she asked with a questioning glance. Jack merely raised an eyebrow.
“Nevertheless, We had further questions.” Jack nodded as they resumed to a casual walk down the streets.
“Okay, sure. But wont anyone wonder why their princess is talking to thin air?” Jack asked, although he was surprised, none of the ponies were giving the princess the time of day, like they were going out of their way to avoid her.
“Tis but a simple spell.” She explained, “Whomever it’s cast upon is subconsciously avoided and nopony is the wiser. I believe the creator of the spell called it a perception filter. They see us but they don’t see us, as long as we don’t draw attention directly to ourselves.”
“Well I see it has some uses.” Jack said as they rounded a corner, Pitch could be seen making a beeline for the trains as fast as possible. “So what did you want to talk about?”
“You said this, Sandman, was the Guardian of Dreams in your world?” Jack nodded, “We had thought ourselves as the only being capable of entering the dream realm. Tell us, what is he like, how does he enter dreams? Is it strictly the children or does he do it for everyone?”
“Well, he has this… sand.” Luna raised an eyebrow. “Yeah, its golden sand, the guy is made of the stuff. I don’t think he can talk, or at least he simply hasn’t spoken as long as I’ve known him. He just forms shapes around himself instead. Anyway he visits an area, I don’t know how he decides which one, then he spreads his sand across the entire town or city and it forms sand figures over the heads of children, like playing sports or having fun in general.”
“Hmm, so he doesn’t actually enter their minds at all?” Luna asked.
“I don’t think so, no.”
“We see…” Luna said thoughtfully. “Do you sleep, Jack?”
“I don’t really need to, mainly because I’m busy all the time, but I can.” He said.
“I see, I’m going to try something tonight and you need to be asleep for it to work. If it does, I may be able to work out a way to return you home all the faster.”
“Hmph, there you go trying to cast me out again.” Jack laughed good naturedly.
Luna, however, did not enjoy the joke. “I know you meant nothing by that remark, but in the future, refrain from joking about exiles and being cast out. I take personal offence to such things.” She said sternly. Jack snapped his mouth shut as he realized he crossed some unknown line.
“Okay, okay, I won’t say another word.” He said. He turned his attention further ahead. He sighed as he casually froze a water fountain.
“Why did you do that?” Luna asked as about twelve ponies eyed the fountain cautiously.
Jack looked back at the fountain and blushed, “Sorry, I would do that for over three hundred years to get people to notice me, I guess not being noticed again got me back into the habbit.”
Luna nodded. “We know what feeling ignored can do. You have my sympathy, but don’t cause harm to my ponies or any lasting damage to our fair land. Other than that you may do as you will, within the rules enforced by Twilight Sparkle.”
Jack smiled at that, nearly free reign of what little remains of his powers would be nice. “I can’t fly here for some reason, though, and my power is reduced to about what it was before kids began to believe in me. I don’t mind so much but being unable to fly is going to suck.”
“What, pray tell, would allow you to fly? I see not a feather on your body.” Luna asked, eyeing him up and down.
“I usually call on the wind to take me places, but here its simply not answering me.” He stopped and turned around, “Hey wind! Take me to the train station!” he called, but nothing happened. “See?”
“We think so, and we may have an answer. In Equestria the wind, as well as all weather, is controlled and maintained by pegasi. You simply have no power over the weather here.”
“Aw what? So I can’t summon a freak snowstorm tonight?” Jack was really depressed, no snow meant no fun.
“We’re afraid so, but perhaps all is not lost. Perhaps somepony could teach you the ways of the weather in Ponyville?”
Jack brightened up at that, “Yeah that’ll be fun!”
They were now making their way toward the train, fully loaded and ready to disembark.
“Fair thee well, Jack frost. And Pitch,” Pitch’s head popped out a window, “We will always be watching, we can feel your every motion.”
Pitches face paled before being pulled back inside. “Wow, are you serious?” Jack asked in stunned amazement.
“Not really, but we can feel where he is. But we think it’s best he believes we can, so as to keep him out of trouble. I will also be assigning some of my finest guards to report to me your daily activities as well, but you will never see them. Just know that we will be watching closely. Consider that a warning until you build more trust of yourself.”
“Wait, how will they see us?” Jack asked as he stepped on the train, which was beginning to make its way down the track.
“You think so little of our power? Ha! My guards are the best there ever will be, that is all you need to know.”
With that, Luna faded into nothing and seemed to vanish. Jacked stepped into the train and saw Pitch looking worried. Jack made his way closer to him.
“We got a problem.” He said. Jack was about to ask what the problem was when a new voice called out.
“Wow, who are you?”
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	“You have got to be kidding me…” Jack said, at a loss for words. There before him bouncing in excitement was a small white unicorn filly with a curly purple and pink mane.
“No, my name’s Sweetie Belle!” She giggled.
“Sweetie Belle! Settle down, and why in Equestria are you talking to yourself?” The filly stopped bouncing and looked toward another white unicorn, this one with a solid purple mane that was fashionably curled.
“Oh, Rarity, I uh, I was… practicing ventriloquism?” she asked.
Rarity sighed, “If you want a cutie mark in that you’re going to have to try much harder. Once we get back to Ponyville I’m sure Twilight has a book or two on the subject.”
“Okay!” Sweetie said with an innocent grin. She watched as her sister settled back down in her seat before turning back to Pitch and Jack.
“So, am I the only one that can see you?” she asked in a scheming way, to which they nodded. “Does that I’m crazy?!” she whisper panicked. Jack thought that was too easy, and nodded his head anyway.
Sweetie’s look of absolute horror made him burst out in laughter while Pitch couldn’t face palm any harder. “I’m joking! I’m joking!” He said after a moment.
Sweetie Belle shook her head before grinning up at them. “Oh, okay. I guess it was pretty funny though, huh?”
“So… who, and I guess, what are you guys? How can I see you if nopony else can?” she asked.
“We are spirits from another… ah, land.” Pitch said, noticeably calmer as they headed away from Canterlot. “You might be able to see us because your very open minded.” Sweetie thought for a moment before nodding her head. “But you’re not the only one that can see us, Your princesses can as well.”
“Wow really?!” Sweetie cringed and glanced back at Rarity, making sure she hasn’t brought undue attention to herself, the continued in an excited whisper. “So you got to meet the princesses? I haven’t seen much of Princess Celestia but I’ve met Luna a few times! Once in my dreams, that time on Nightmare Night, and when I was trying to help my sister in Canterlot not too long ago! What did they say? Did she send you to me to make sure I behave? I promised I wouldn’t do anything like that ever again!” Sweetie had started jumping to panicked conclusions, so Jack stepped forward and placed a hand on her head.
“No, no, nothing like that. See, we’re new here, and the princess thought it would be a good idea to learn about this place. We’re not here to babysit you okay?” She nodded.
“You mentioned Twilight, correct?” Pitch asked. Sweetie nodded once again. Jack suddenly thought what it would sound like if there was a bell attached to her head, then burst out laughing as he realized her name was Sweetie BELLE.
Sweetie looked at him in confusion as he doubled over in laughter. Pitch continued on, pointedly ignoring him.
“As I was saying, your princess is sending us to Ponyville to learn about this place from her student, Twilight Sparkle. Is this the same one you’re talking about?” Pitch asked.
“Yep!” Sweetie said with another nod. Jack, who had calmed down a bit, burst back into a fit of giggles. Sweetie puffed her cheeks in annoyance, “What’s so funny?”
Jack tried to right himself to give her an answer, but when her saw her face his mirth was renewed.
“Jack if you don’t shut up I’m going to put that stick someplace where you won’t like it.” Pitch threatened.
Jack stopped laughing… for about a moment. He had imagined what Pitch would look like with little bells hanging off the ends of his spiky hair.
“That’s it! Come here!” Pitch yelled as he lunged at the white haired menace.
Jack’s smile widened as he dodged around Pitch, who crashed into the seat. “Come on, I’m right here!” Jack taunted.
“Hold still!” Pitch lunged forward again. Jack leaped back, freezing the floor of the cabin to a patch of ice. Pitch lost his footing immediately, causing him to fall on his face and slide into another bench, much to the entertainment of Sweetie Belle.
“That looks fun!” she cried. She leaped from her seat and ran to the ice, slowing down just enough to remain in control of her slide. Her high pitched giggling caught the attention of the other passenger on the admittedly empty car.
“Sweetie Belle! Whatever are you doing?!” She called as she watched her sister play on a patch of ice. “How in Equestria did you pull this off? Do you know what kind of damage this will do to the flooring?”
Sweetie stopped sliding as she slid to the far end of the ice patch. “It wasn’t me!” She huffed, it was so typical of her sister to blame her for every little thing.
“Well Sweetie, it definatly wasn’t me, I would never dream of damaging anypony’s property. But if it wasn’t you and it wasn’t me, then who did?” Rarity lit her horn, the magic melting the ice and drying the floor.
“If it were me, I would blame it on Michal McDoesn’tExist.” Jack whispered into Sweetie’s ear, causing her to giggle.
“Sweetie Belle, this isn’t a laughing matter.” Rarity chided as the last of the ice melted away. “Now, I want you to sit back down and behave!”
“Okay…” Sweetie said sadly.
“Thank you. Once we get back home I have several orders I need to start working on, so you can go play with your friends, just don’t set the town on fire again.” Rarity said once she returned to her seat. She then pulled a pad of paper and a quill from her bags and resumed drawing several designs.
“You set the town on fire?” Pitch asked in bewilderment.
“Well, more like a pile of leaves. My friends and I were trying to find out if our special talent was firefighting. It’s not our fault the wind blew the burning leaves into the town.” Sweetie sighed, “In the end we just wound up getting in the way of the real firefighter ponies, a few of the roofs were completely burned away. A lot of ponies were mad.”
“So, uh…” Jack cast his mind about for a change in subject, “What’s Ponyville like?”
“It’s great!” Sweetie cried. She quickly locked eyes with her sister’s disapproving glare and wilted.
“Sweetie, I don’t know why you choose now of all times to make up an imaginary friend.” She stated before going back to her designs.
Sweetie remained silent as she glanced out the window to pout. Her mood quickly brightened as she saw what was outside.
“Look! There’s Ponyville!” She said excitedly.
Jack and Pitch leaned across the seats to peer out the windows curiously. As Sweetie had said, they were quickly approaching a town. Every building seemed like it was made out of clay or stone with a thatched roof. One glance quickly confirmed that the small fire Sweetie and her friends had created could have indeed burned down the entire town. The fireponies who responded were quite skilled to save the down from certain doom.
The town grew larger as the neared the station, the train slowing to a stop. Rarity packed her notebook and quill and set her bags across her back. “Come now Sweetie, time to go.” 
Sweetie belle hopped off her seat and ran out the door, followed by Rarity, Jack, and Pitch. Pitch blinked as the sun glared in his eyes, after a moment his eyes had adjusted and he got a good look around.
Everywhere on the station were ponies. Ones that flew, ones with horns, and some with neither were exchanging greetings and farewells amongst each other.
Pitch took a deep breath of the country air and straightened his posture. “Let’s get this over with.”
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