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He knew nothing about her other than the tales he had heard of her from his kind, in school and in writings, doubtlessly distorted. Some of them couldn't get past the fact that the Princess had banished them over an aeon ago. Never mind the reason, or their deserving of it. He was amazed that bitterness and hatred could survive in hearts that long. Were hearts not meant to love?
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			Author's Notes: 
Let's see… A little story I put together on a sleepless night, and maybe perhaps under the influence of substance(s). Set within an overly-convoluted headcanon that I've been slaving over for a while.
Uh. Dullcoats are ponies who have been banished to across the sea, for whatever reason (mostly for aiding Nightmare Moon during her very short reign) and the magic of Equestria has waned in them generation after generation. Therefore, their coats are dull, they cannot cast magic, don't have cutie marks, and have substantially shorter lives. They also speak a different language: Primal. Think Latin to our English, lots of roots and stuff borrowed.
Brightcoats are, of course, regular Equestrian ponies.
Um. What else… What else… 
Nope. That's about it. Title is from the song “Birth” by Thirty Seconds to Mars. A short little atmospheric thing that I thought fit this really well. Also the name Zailagh (zay-LACK) means “heart's song”. 'Cause I like to give characters' names meanings. Shrugs.



5137, Age of Redemption, Early Spring
He leaned against the wall, and waited for his mother to come home.
As he did, he thought of the story she always told him.
Even when he reached the age to be as tall as he would ever grow, his mother still loved to tell the story of his father to him. But by that time, Zailagh had learned to translate.
“He was so beautiful,” she would say, with a little sigh as though she could touch the beauty still. “Eyes blue like the shadows of the sun on the snow, and mane as silver as the frost on the leaves.” She used the same descriptions again and again. She had made them up, once upon a time, and was reluctant to forsake them.
Zailagh would nod, and translate in his mind. 
He was so beautiful I hated and envied him. I'm never going to look like that. Why can't I look like that?
His mother always shifted position then, hoof plucking at her skirt as if she still remembered the night she had pulled it up for her brightcoat lover. “He suddenly noticed me one day, and smiled. It was like the sun coming from behind a cloud.”
I made him notice me. Why didn't he notice me before then? He should have noticed me.
“I became his lover that night.” A note of pride in her voice, still glinting like a coin after all these years, though like a coin it had grown polished and tarnished through too many handlings. “No one had ever wanted me the way he did, so fast and so suddenly.”
I mistook the passion of a brightcoat for love.
“He lay with me that night, and it was the most wonderful experience of my life.”
I had beauty. I had notice. Surely in a little time I would have a marriage and a comfortable house. After all, no equine would lie with a mare but one he intended to marry and have raise his foals. Why would an Equestrian be any different, even though I knew he was different?
“But when I woke in the morning, he was gone from me.” Flowing tears. “He must have realized that he could not love me as I deserved, and departed from me.”
He woke up, came to his senses, and ran out the door as soon as he could.
“In a few months, I realized that I carried the gift of a foal he had given me.” A bright smile. “I had not asked for such a gift, but there it was, nevertheless, growing in my belly, and bigger all the time.”
All those mornings of pain and sickness! I thought I would die.
"And then I bore you, Zailagh, and I have been happy ever since."
Happy when I don't look at you with eyes envious of the beauty you inherited. Happy when I don't think that I'll die in just a few decades, even if I'm lucky, and you will see more, perhaps even a century. Happy when I don't flinch and shriek in fear as your magic rises all around you, not trained enough to stay under control, but too strong to subdue.
Oh, yes, he knew how to translate very well.
He had once thought it would be different than it was. After all, many of his fellow kind believed that his father, whatever his name had been, had raped his mother. She had the sympathy of everypony in their village. They were in the middle of a war with the Equestrians, a war that must see them destroy or be destroyed. Surely the sympathy for the mother would extend to the son.
It didn't. They stared at him in the same way that they stared at the brightcoats who occasionally flew overhead. They whispered about "beauty beyond heart's holding" and "magic that could make the winds cower," but they didn't treat him with awe, or even try to forget his Equestrian blood and treat him like one of them. They turned on him with bitterness mixed with fear.
And envy.
Always envy, eating like a canker at every happiness that he thought he had found. He believed he had friends, and then found all they could think about was him living in years they would never see. He believed he was in love with a mare, and he wanted to marry her and have foals and never leave the village, just as everypony was always proclaiming was best. And he found that she curled up and sobbed when he asked her to marry him, at the thought of wedding with something—thing, always, and not pony or individual or even equus—who was heir to who knew what kind of evil.
He wanted to fit in. He told himself that, again and again. He tried to accept that this was just fear. He knew its sources, since he could see them in the villagers' eyes. Surely, since he knew it was just jealousy and terror, and both of them well-founded, he could accept it.
He could not.
He didn't sing to the sun and moon and stars, as they did. He didn't speak the Equestrian language. He never let out his magic in front of anypony, once he learned to control it a little. He even kept his gaze down much of the time, or wore a hood, so that his bright eyes wouldn't disconcert anypony. He thought he was lucky, since his mane was lusterless and his coat dark, both of them normal.
None if it worked.
And when he found that they stared at him oddly and whispered because of the way he walked, more quickly and gracefully than anypony else in the village, then he snapped.
Zailagh looked up as his mother entered their little house, and smiled at her. There came the usual heart-freezing moment when she stared at him, and Zailagh knew what she was seeking. Some sign of his father in his face, or some sign that she could have what he had, all the gifts that she was so convinced she wanted.
He picked up the bottle of wine he had already prepared. He had taken it from a girl at the inn while she stood trembling and frozen at the silvery sound of his voice, another trait that he couldn't escape from, but no need to tell his mother that. “I thought we could celebrate,” he said. “The victory over the brightcoats in the southwest.”
His mother relaxed and nodded. Zailagh thought she had never looked more beautiful than she did right then, when she was contemplating drinking to the deaths of the kind whose blood her son had half a share in.
He wanted to tell her so badly; the words foamed on the tip of his tongue. 
Long years mean nothing when you have nopony to spend them with. I'm deadened at the thought of how long I will live, and trying to contemplate it with nopony by my side.
He kept them back. He had never said them, and he would never say them now.
"I am pleased, Zailagh," said his mother, as she came to the table and picked up the wine, "that you thought of such an important occasion."
Zailagh smiled.
"Did I ever tell you about the time I met your father?" his mother sighed, after a few sips of the wine. "He was so beautiful." The sigh. "Eyes blue like the shadows of the sun on the snow, and hair as silver as the frost on the leaves."
He was so beautiful I hated and envied him. I'm never going to look like that. Why can't I look like that?

Zailagh moved carefully. He hadn't done this before, which was the reason he had stolen the wine. He didn't think that he could have done it while his mother was awake.
But when she was lying still and dead drunk, it was quite easy to take a knife and slit her throat, easier than he had ever expected it to be.

He stood on a hill above the sleeping village and looked down on it. He had the feeling he was supposed to say something dramatic and final, something that would sever the ties between himself and his birthplace forever.
But he couldn't think of anything.
No doubt, he thought, if I was really a brightcoat, I could come up with something.
He shrugged. “May the bastards burn,” he said.
His magic boiled and churned. He couldn't call on it in the same way a full-blooded unicorn could do, with just a thought and a slight concentration, quite as natural as breathing. But this time he was angry enough to call upon it with relative ease.
Lightning came to his call, leaping down from a clear sky to strike at the roofs. He closed his eyes and listened to the crackle of flames, straining his ears until he could hear the first faint screams over the flames.
And the rattling of the doors, of course. Zailagh had very carefully blocked them all before he called the lightning. He was good at that, attentive to details like that. It was probably the brightcoat in him.
He opened his eyes and watched the houses burn down. He supposed he should be filled with something else now, some kind of horror and loathing at himself, or some kind of wild exhilaration.
He felt nothing save a faint appreciation for the beauty of the flames.
Why were they always staring at me, when there's beauty beyond heart's holding in the sky all the time?
Zailagh waited until the houses burned to embers, and then turned to the east, towards the sea. That was where Celestia, the Godess of the Sun was said to be. The sight of her banner had cleared many a field before the battle began.
He knew nothing about her other than the tales he had heard of her from his kind, in school and in writings, doubtlessly distorted. Some of them couldn't get past the fact that the Princess had banished them over an aeon ago. Never mind the reason, or their deserving of it. He was amazed that bitterness and hatred could survive in hearts that long. Were hearts not meant to love?
I am going to find her, and ask her if she will let me kill dullcoats. That's all I know.
He walked down the hill without looking back, because, really, what was the point?
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