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		Description

The once peaceful Equestrian empire is facing darkness. War has come as the Monarchs sought to expand their reach to the land of the zebra. Young Bright hoof an white coloured muscular male earth pony of royal descent, who has been groomed to be an officer in the royal Canterlot military. And his friend Solitude a dark coloured lightly build earth pony of humble decent who is second in command of the Speculatores, the reconnaissance and overall stealth element of the equestrian army. They are thrown into the front lines with the second Equestrian legion to capture a Zebra city on the outskirts of Equestrian territory from which is feared the Zebra might try to launch potentially lethal attacks on Equestria.
The mission is dangerous and reinforcements are far away but one thing is certain, if the second Legion fails in its task the fate of the whole of Equestria may be in grave danger.
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		A rushed future



Chapter one: A rushed future
“It is not death that a man should fear, but he should fear never beginning to live.”
It was early in the morning when Bright Hoof woke sound of the morning horn. He quickly noticed his damp mattress, and remembered where he was.
It had been three days... three days since they departed the last military base on Equestrian territory, and set off into the no-man’s-land that was this swampy landscape. 
His bedding was already wet; his coat messy, his armor covered in mud. Looking around him, Bright Hoof honestly couldn’t imagine how the Princesses had ever thought that this territory would be fit for anypony to inhabit. There were flies everywhere that would get into places you absolutely did not want them, everything around smelled like decaying plants, and even the road (if you could call it that) was completely waterlogged making a simple day of marching an extremely tiresome experience. 
Bright couldn’t even imagine how tough it must be for the stallions pulling the carts, which held weaponry, food, medical supplies and tents, as well as their all-so-important officer who could not, of course, afford to get his hooves dirty. 
He looked around; there was muttering everywhere, somepony let out a loud yawn while others were already getting into their armour. 
This would all be a lot less work if we could just leave the armour off, he thought to himself. But no. This may be land claimed be nopony, but he knew from scout reports that there were clusters of Zebrican scouts keeping an eye on them. His good friend Solitude had left just yesterday for another scouting mission trying to keep a tab on all the Zebra forces in the area.
Solitude always in the shadows spying, whereas Bright Hoof was always in the heat of an argument, or in a fight for that matter. He supposed it fitted the situation; Bright being a Centurion for the vanguard of the legion. First into a fight, last to walk away. And Solitude an Optio with the Speculatores, a special operations squad. Sneaky fellows, but darn handy to flank the enemy and stab them in the back or scout the area to make sure you were not cut open in your sleep. Bright couldn’t stop thinking about how quickly things had escalated. One moment, he and Solitude had just been living their lives in the royal capital of Canterlot; two very different ponies from different backgrounds, unified by the dream of serving Equestria on the battlefield. 
Then, before they knew it, they were sent off to fight the Zebras. 
Looking back, Bright Hoof remembered the day that they graduated. He had honours from the Royal Canterlot Academy for advanced military strategy, launching him straight to the position of centurion. Solitude had a straight-A record from the Military Academy of Stealth and Reconnaissance. Bright may be higher ranked than Solitude, and stronger in a fair fight, but warfare was not about a fair fight. And Solitude had a mind that he could not match, even though it hurt his pride to admit it.
“Everypony get out of there! What are you, a bunch of mares!? Do I need to come in there and comb your mane for you?”
Rudely awakened from his morning slumber, Bright Hoof looked around him. Everypony was already getting into their gear and moving out into the faint daylight shining through the treetops.
He quickly put on his armour and took his position at the entrance of the tent. At the sound a horn he let his men outside.
The air was just as humid as it had been for three days straight now. Around the encampment he saw emptying tents, and ponies forming up on the road in front of him. Bright still found this to be an impressive sight to see, all these individual ponies, united in a single cause. Being centurion of the first cohort, he led his century to the front of the road. At least one advantage of being the first in the fight was being able to walk on a road that hadn’t yet been completely trampled to pieces ,Bright thought while his hooves sunk into the moist earth as he walked his century to the front of the road.
Glancing to his right, Bright Hoof saw his second in command, Aria, a unicorn mare with a brown coat and blue eyes. She was carrying the cohort’s banner, A golden Princess Celestia circling round a black Princess Luna with a golden number one embossed at the bottom. 
Aria was quite a sight to see in armour, and Bright may have lost concentration while looking in her direction. 
“Feeling a bit dreamy today, centurion Bright Hoof?” Aria joked. 
“Not at all,Optio Aria,” Bright Hoof quickly responded. He looked away in no particular direction, just observing the surroundings. 
“Good,” said Aria, “because the scouts still aren’t back to give their report.” 
Aria was right, Bright realised. The scout patrol should have been back to join the rest of the Legion in the march today. I hope nothing happened to them, he thought. No... Solitude is a master of getting out of sticky situations. If anyone can keep his century alive and well, it’s him.
The horn blew three times to signal that the days march was going to commence. And as one well oiled machine, the legion, led by the first cohort, began the long march forward into unknown lands. Further towards an enemy that is, without a doubt, waiting for us, Shining Hoof couldn’t help thinking.
The day’s march went as anypony would expect. The ground was wet, and the further they progressed the wetter it got. It got to the point where extra stallions had to be picked from the 10th Cohort to help push and pull the carts with supplies through the thick mud. 
On top of all that there were the flies to worry about. Huge, nasty, buzzing, biting bastards. Bright Hoof almost asked Aria to electrify them off of his tail but then figured this would probably deal more damage than it would fix. Also, there was still no sign of Solitude and his reconnaissance unit anywhere, for the entire first half of the day. This was quite strange, seeing as they should have been able to move faster than the fully loaded Second Legion.
At midday, Bright Hoof heard an order from the back lines and saw the 3rd Speculatores Century was send into the dense forests. They are sending a rescue party?! I should be out there looking for him not trotting along this darn road! Bright thought, but he quickly regained his senses. Equestrian military was all about discipline, he knew this all too well as he had had his fair share of discipline on the academy, and the marks to show for it... Bright could appreciate the harsh ways of the legion, and he knew that he as centurion was now expected to keep his century in line. 
Bright looked around him Aria was walking proud, banner high but the rest of the century looked exhausted and downright agitated. Bright hoped that he would not have to discipline anypony from his century anytime soon, but he knew that when the time came he would have no choice. “Without discipline there is no order, without order there are no legions, without legions Equestria might as well accept filthy zebra on its lands!” The words he had heard so many times on the academy crossed his mind as he saw the 3rd Speculators century disappear into the trees. I just hope everything is all right, Bright though as he marched his century forward down the empty road. 
As the sun at long last started to sink on the horizon, as if princess Celestia had purposely left it in the air longer to extend the duration of their march the signal sounded for the Second Equestrian Legion to hold and make camp on a open field. As soon as Bright Hoof had escorted his Century to their designated site and ordered Aria to insure nobody wandered off, he went in search of a scribe which he quickly found. “Centurion Bright Hoof, First Cohord, second Century” Bright stated as he was approaching the scribe, I wish to have information about the whereabouts of the 2nd and 3rd Speculator centuries. “On what grounds if I may ask”, the scribe asked with an undertone a little too arrogant to be polite.
That was the last Bright Hoof could handle that day, he swung his head back and grabbed his mace with his mouth in one smooth movement and pushed it under the scribes throat, “I am not the kind of pony you want to piss off right now.” Bright Hoof sneered at the scribe. "So if you would be so kind to just tell me what you know?" But before the scribe could say anything a horn sounded that could only mean one thing. A horn sound that he had to memorise a 1000 times in the academy, one long stretched sound. “attack incoming”
The whole camp was in motion, ponies who had just taken off their helmet were now rushing to put their armour back on as Centurions and Optios yelled orders everywhere: “Form up!, Forward!, protect the flanks!”. Bright Hoof rushed to the edge of the encampment where engineers had just started to construct boundaries for the night and saw groups of ponies dressed in Speculatores gear appearing from the forest looking behind them as if they were being chased. Some were clearly wounded and in panic, while others kept formation and tried to block incoming projectiles that looked like slingshots the best they could with their small triangular shields as they appeared from the dark forest. 
Then Bright Hoofs saw his friend Solitude emerge from the darkness in the middle of a small group of ponies backing away slowly shields raised to the forest, carrying the subtle banner of the Speculatores century in his mouth, Sharp edge sticking out, ready for battle.
Solitude looked away from the forest for one second to check the distance to the encampment where he saw multiple centuries of legionnaire ponies form up, rectangular shields in one solid line and swords in their mouth. “50 meters”, Solitude shouted, as a stone nearly hit him in the face and landed next to him in the muddy grass. He then looked forward again as he saw a group of Zebras in black and brown war paint charge from the forest edge strait to their position, lances pointed towards the small group of ponies. " Loose formation on my mark!” Solitude shouted as the Zebra party rapidly closed in on their position. ”Now!” And on that mark all ponies broke formation and dashed in different directions. 
The zebras, now having lost a solid formation to charge on did not hesitate for a second and charged after individual ponies. One charged right past Solitude and hit a pony who had just dashed to the left right in the flank with the lance attached to his side, there was a distinct crush as the lance pierced deep in the ponies flank and shattered bones in its path. Solitude quickly swung his banner round slashing the hind legs of the Zebra now facing with its back towards him. The sharp point of the banner severed skin, arteries and tendons as it went through covering the ground with blood. The Zebra tried to jump away out of shock and fell to the ground. Solitude put his hoof on the zebra’s head and pushed it down in the mud with a satisfying crunch.
Around him Solitude could now see multiple ponies in hoof to hoof combat with the zebras dodging stabs from the lances attached to their sides as well as the swords in their mouths. Only just in time did Solitude see another zebra charging in on him from the dark swamp he quickly readied himself for impact raising his shield and banner. this is not good ,Solitude thought, as he noticed his hoofs had sunken 3 inches into the mud. One fraction of a second later the lance of the zebra hit his shield and pierced it causing the tip to dig into his side with a painful stab. Solitude quickly swung up his standard and pushed the point under the zebras helmet piercing his head cutting through the skin and bone and coming to a stop with a faint "dong" as the standard its point had broken trough the scull of the zebra and hit his helmet on the other side. Blood flowed down the gaping hole as the zebra fell on top of Solitude pushing the spear even further through its head.
Pumped with adrenalin Solitude tried to push the zebra off when he realized the weight of the dead zebra had pushed him even further into the thick mud. “Not good....” Solitude muttered, as he saw yet another zebra approach, lance at the ready and seemingly eager to avenge his fallen comrade. Then a horn sounded, not a pony horn but a more harsh tone, gazing up he saw the zebra retreating into the forest as he heard hoof steps behind him.
He looked up and saw the all familiar sight of a wall of rectangular shields closing in on him and in between them his friend Bright Hoof. “Medic!” Bright Hoof yelled as he broke formation and approached Solitude. “I hope it’s nothing too serious” Bright asked with a smile on his face as he approached his old friend. “I am better off than the poor souls who took a fancy to me.” Solitude remarked in return as he tilted his head to the zebra on top of him with the standard pierced trough his head and the one laying a few meters away with both of its hind legs nearly severed from the body and head pushed deep into the mud. “Medic if you don't get your lazy ass over here this instant I will personally insure you are the one to burn the zebra corpses tonight!” Bright Hoof yelled over the field as a medic pony approached. “Well then, we will see each other when you are fixed up, now if you don't mind I have some zebra wounded to clean up!” He added with a small smile on his face. 
“Century, Advance!”

			Author's Notes: 
Every pony legion is made up out of 10 Cohorts, the first being the most experienced and glorious the 10th being the least. each Cohord is split up into 6 centuries let by an centurion who is first in command as well as an Optio who is 2nd in command. The centuries are made up out of 80 ponies, 70 of these are earth ponies specialized in hand to hand combat and 10 are unicorn ponies specialized in shielding and healing magic.
Next to this main fighting force every pony legion has 3 centuries of Speculatores, the stealth and reconnaissance forces of the pony legions. These are made up out of anypony deemed fit to do the job be it unicorns or earth ponies. (please note that Pagasi are part of the Equestrian aerial forces and therefore not present in the legions)
on top of these main forces there are engineer ponies to build and breakdown the overnight encampments but also construct and use siege weaponry, doctor ponies to tend to the wounded and a number of scribes to take note of casualties, expenses made, resources available, you name it.
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Chapter  2: A deeper darkness
“There is no great genius without some touch of madness.”
Solitude woke to the sound of muttering around him, he opened his eyes and looked around. He was in a big tent with ponies laying on beds around him, some sleeping some looking down at wounds on their body’s with a look of agony on their faces. There were a couple of ponies in white coats sitting at a table in the light of a candle. “I still can’t believe it” one of the ponies said. “2 centuries of Speculatores run down like frightened Diamond dogs.” “How long do you think we are going to be stuck here” ,another one asked, more to himself then anypony in particular. “I don’t know”  the first one replied with a sigh, I heard the legate will call for a meeting of all Centurions and their Optios today to discuss the situation…
Stuck, Meeting, all Centurions and Optios… he needed to get up, get into his armour, move!, Solitude thought as he tried to jump out of his bed. “whoa whoa easy now” A kind looking mare with blue eyes and a stunning dark blue mane standing next to him said, as she held him down. And then Solitude remembered, the swamp.. they were ambushed, the 3rd Speculatores century had come just in time for them to retreat… he had no idea how many casualties there were, how was his century, was his centurion all right? He had probably been thinking out loud as the mare next to him shook her head, “you should rest first.” she said, “You took a nasty hit from a zebra lance.”
But Solitude was not going to give up so easily, “I am an optio from the 2nd specula- “he began to speak. “Even if you where the legate himself you are staying in bed”, she said pushing her hoof down on his chest. If only I had the persuasive powers of the like of Bright hoof , Solitude thought as he realized he had about as much chance getting out of this tent as a commoner had change being invited into the royal palace. Right at that moment the flap of the tent opened as his friend Bright hoof entered the tent with the usual smug grin on his face. “you are not allowed to come in here” the blue haired mare said as Bright Hoof walked straight up to his bed “and who is gonna stop me, you” Bright grinned. There was that persuasive power , Solitude noted.
“So, look at you 2 kills ahead of me before the campaign even really started” Bright Laughed, “looks like I am going to get a change to get back in the game though” he said. “what do you mean” Solitude responded slight worried. “Well after the lot of you were chased out of the swamp the Legate pulled on some strings to get a division of Pagasi scouts to do an air patrol” “only good thing he did so far” he added at a lower tone. “anyway they spotted what they think must be a Zebrican encampment a few miles into the swamp and the legate decided to send 4 centuries of the first cohort to check it out.”  “We are to eliminate any hostile forces and then loot it so we can continue our march without continuous zebra interference.”
“WHAT?!” Solitude yelled out, causing annoyed looks from around the tent. He continued on a lower tone: “Do you have any idea what you are getting yourself into they have slingers, you can’t run, you can’t hide, they can see everything!” ” Don’t you worry one second”, Bright said as he threw an apple onto Solitudes hooves. “You just rest up and make sure that wound heals up nicely, the legion has no intention of hiding, running or dodging projectiles. We block, advance and annihilate. I’d like that Zebra scum to deal with that” He laughed as he trotted out of the tent leaving Solitude in the dark once again.
I will not fail the legion, the first will crush those filthy zebra and teach them not to defy the will of the princesses, Bright Hoof thought as he walked towards the edge of the temporary encampment where he had ordered Aria to gather his Century. The walls and defenses that were put up over the night already looked formidable enough to withstand a direct attack from the likes they have seen yesterday. But the problem was that the Zebra were not attacking, they were just going to wither the legion down as it marched and with that camp nearby they could simply keep resupplying themselves. A frontal assault is really the only way, Bright thought as he approached his Century with Aria in front of them, banner high in the air, as always.
“Centurion Bright Hoof, the troops have been assembled.” Aria spoke as he approached raising her hoof as a gesture of respect to her superior. The rest of the Century quickly followed suit, except for one particular stallion who was standing in the front row just beside Aria, Aria followed Bright’s gaze to the stallion in question. It was a brown earth pony with a black mane and he looked Bright strait in the eyes. I have seen this look before, Paranoia, resentment… fear ,Bright thought as he readied himself to speak. “Explain yourself legionnaire!”, Bright yelled with the most intimidating voice he could manage at his rather young age.
“This is suicide” the stallion yelled,” we are all going to die if we move out of this encampment, we need more men we should send the whole legion!” The sudden outburst of anger and emotion had shocked the Century as they all looked at Bright Hoof for his reaction. “We are going out there because we are the best, we are going because we are the vanguard, we are going out there to protect Equestria, now raise your arm in recognition or face the consequences!” Bright yelled out.
The brown stallion didn’t move a muscle. 
“Apprehend him!” Aria shouted at the 3 legionaries closeted to the stallion. “no.” said Bright Hoof as everypony looked up at him in confusion. “let him proof his point” Bright said, while he pulled his trusted mace from his back with his mouth and threw off his legionnaire shield. He knew all too well it was too heavy to wield in a duel and would only slow him down. The 3 legionnaire ponies who had apprehended the stallion now let him go and backed up a fair distance to the rest of the Century.
Bright Hoof looked at the opponent in front of him, he was slightly shaking being abandoned by everyone and in full gear, shield raised, sword ready. But hopelessly unprepared. This was the moment to show his century what would happen to those that defied his and the legion his orders, those that insulted the princesses and the empire with their weakness. Those that would dare, taint the reputation of the first cohort!  Strength, honour…. And discipline. , Bright thought, before  he charged at the stallion in front of him.
This was different from all the duels that he had fought at the academy over the years, it was somehow.. more real , he realised as he swung his mace at the legionnaire in front of him who only barely blocked it. The mace slammed into the shield leaving a massive dent as Bright stepped back dodging a stab from the legionnaires sword. Words flew past in Bright his mind as he charged at the legionnaire for a second time : Honour, Loyalty, Bravery! “Coward!”  He yelled out, as his mace hit the legionnaire in the middle of his shield for the second time with a force that nearly bended it in half as he could hear the stallions leg crush in the handle on the other side. The legionnaire now with both front legs kneeled on the ground from the shockwave didn’t move, he was probably in shock, or wounded, Bright did not care.” So be it then, I will show you what happens if you don’t fight back”, he sneered, as he raised his mace up in the air and let it come down with all his force.
“No!” Bright heard in the corner of his mind, as his mace was slowed down by an invisible force and hit the legionnaires helmet with only a faint “dong”. Bright looked up and saw Aria, horn glowing wrapping his mace in a magical aura. “We still want him around for the actual punishment, don’t we” She said with a very serious tone as she laughed nervously looking at the Centurion in front of her, who slowly looked to turn into his old self again. “Yes of course, Optio Aria” Bright hoof said, “You Three, take this piece of waste to the field hospital” He said, pointing his hoof at the 3 legionnaires of earlier who quickly picked up their comrade and carried him in the direction of the field hospital. “I hope that settles any un-clarities of who is in charge here and who is to follow orders” Bright grinned, as if nothing serious had just happened. And the whole Century stuck up their hoof in recognition of their centurion.
Wounded, deceased, medical discharge.... desertion?!, how is my first campaign turning into THIS. Papers flew through the richly decorated tent as Legate Vettelius stamped his hoof on the table. A few scribed looked up in surprise but quickly went back to their work as he met their gaze. This campaign was to be his breakthrough into the royal advisory, the selected group of individuals controlling the whole of Equestria answering only to the princesses themselves. A prestigious position, one that would promote him from mediocre royalty to a pony of supreme power. It had only been a month since he had received the news he had waited on for so long, a change to proof himself with the most prestigious mission one could imagine. A frontal assault into the land of the Zebras, with the whole Second legion under his command. “Sigh” Back then it was all so promising, but now I am in the middle of the shit and if this campaign does not start moving again quickly my political career is over, He thought, as a scribe carefully placed the papers he had just thrown around back on his desk in a neat pile.
He sighed again as he looked at an area report the pagasi scouts had given him, it was a valuable piece of information to have and not as easy to obtain as one might think. He had to pull a lot of strings to get the pagasi scout team to map the area around them, after all there were a lot of ponies back in Canterlot that would be more than happy to see him fail in his task, and return a defeated nopony. it was about 1 more day of marching until the end of this godforsaken swamp was reached but it might as well be 1 week, or 1 month! He could not possibly risk to send his legion on the road with those filthy Zebra peppering them with rocks along the way. But he could also not risk losing more days waiting here, the pagasi map showed they were approaching a river and he could bet all his bits that the Zebra would try and hold it at all costs. The more days those filthy zebra had to prepare... the more difficult the crossing would be.
This had left him with only one option, a distraction. 4 Centurys of the first cohord would be send to attack a small zebra forth a few miles in the swamp which was presumably their base of operations in the area. One small detail he had not given to the centurions of said cohord was of course that as they moved in on the enemy, the legion would march for the river. He had already decided that he would leave behind the 10th cohord  with one century of Speculatores to defend the base they had build here and guard the wounded until they were ready to travel, which would hopefully be by the time the Centurys of the 1st returned from their mission. However even if the 1st would fail, the legion would already be out of the grasp of the swamp and hopefully on time to cross the river before the zebra could build a formidable defence, after all, he would still have 8 full cohords left, plenty to fight off some stinking zebra!
“Vettelius you are brilliant!” he said out loud, as he looked outside and saw a brown earth pony being dragged to the field hospital by 3 legionnaires.
Luna’s night just started to make way for Celestia’s day as the 4 centuries of the 1st Cohord gathered at the improvised front gate of their temporary base. Bright Hoof shivered as the cold morning air passed his damp coat. This was the day they were going to show those Zebras some real Equestrian warfare. On his right side Bright saw Aria, she was brushing her mane straight with her hoof while staring at the front gate. He looked behind him and observed the rest of his century, after the little incident from yesterday they all seemed to have some newfound respect, or fear for him. Whichever it is, it will only work to our advantage out there , Bright thought. They all looked in good shape, armour in prime condition, helmet strapped securely to their heads, shield to their side and sword in the holster. Second legion, 1st Cohord, 2nd Century, ready for duty. He thought as he looked forward again.
A single horn blew once as the gate opened and the 4 centuries advanced into the dark swamp. Bright Hoof looked round once as he saw the gate close and a loud horn sound blew across the encampment, apparently the legate had decided to start the day early for one reason or another. It did not worry him now, he was out here now and he was responsible for his troops, and the glory of the empire.
The moment Bright took one step into the swamp he knew exactly what Solitude had meant yesterday when he had said: “you can’t run”. His hoofs sunk into the mud multiple inches every step and sucked themselves vacuum making it very heavy to move forward. No, he thought,  running was not an option… then again it never had been in the first place! “Unicorns, illuminate” Bright Hoof yelled, and from the back of his Century ten balls of light shot outward hovering around the Century in a circular motion. Bright Hoof could hear the order being relayed to the other Centuries and before too long the four centuries were covered in an aura of magical light.
Bright looked next to him and saw that Aria was also holding a ball of light in her command. “Aria” Bright hoof said. “You are an Optio of this century and will be fighting in the front line with me, please don’t waste your energy on creating a ball of light” “Fine, but don’t come complaining when you run into a tree” Aria joked. Bright looked around him, seeing everything living in the swamp take cover in the darkness at this fine display of unicorn magic. “As if we are blessed by the light of Celesita herself, darkness fades before us!” Bright Hoof yelled as the Troops cheered in approval.
Hours passed and Bright hoof was thrilled with how things were progressing as they slowly but surely made their way through the swamp. The bold tactic he had chosen appeared to work perfect against their foe, they had expected more sneaking around like the Speculatores did but not something like this. Then suddenly a war horn sounded in the darkness “Shields!” Bright yelled as he looked into the darkness. One moment later a deafening sound of stone on iron filled the air as stones where slung at the legionnaires from all directions, most bouncing harmlessly off the large rectangular shields but just as Bright Hoof looked to his left he saw a stallion being hit straight in the face and fall down in the water. This has to stop, they are going to wither us down, Bright quickly realized.
“Illumination, increase and  outward!” He yelled, and the balls of light that had been circling the centuries lit up to extreme brightness and moved away leaving them in the dark and revealing their enemy.. and their goal. There right in front of them was a wooden wall manned by Zebras and a small wooden gate in the middle, to their sides where large packs of Zebra all holdings slingers in their mouths “Centuries, single Testudo formation!” Bright Hoof yelled out. Taking advantage of their temporally blinded foes the 4 Centuries moved together, forming a single square with shields on all sides and unicorns in the middle. Next to this every pony who was not walking at a side had his shield strapped to this back making an iron roof.  
“Advance on the gate”	And the massive square started to slowly come to life and move towards the wooden palisade. The Zebras still throwing rocks quickly realised they were wasting their time against the impenetrable Testudo and held their fire unsure how to deal with the situation. “what now centurion”, Aria asked with concern in her voice as the square was pressed up against the wooden gate. “Now, now we buck” Bright Hoof said with a laugh on his face. As Quick as Bright Hoof had said it ten strong looking stallions where kicking their hind legs up against the gate as it began to give way. But as soon as the gate was breaking down, it appeared to be healing.... itself.
Then as if commanded by nature itself the roots growing up against the side of the walls came alive and grabbed ponies left and right wrapping themselves around their throats and pulling them up into the air. “The roots, cut those roots!” ,Bright yelled. But just as with the gates the only effect of cutting a root off was seeing it grow back and continue its attack. This is MY... century... this is MY honour on the line does  this vile zebra magic really think it can stand in the way of progress and the will of Equestria, Bright thought as he started laughing. “Buck harder you fools, or do you want to end up in zebra stew at the end of the day?!” he cried out as he joined the effort by slamming his mace against the wood which slowly but certainly seemed to break down. “keep it up” then with a crunch the gate finally gave way.
“Second Century, through the gate!” Bright commanded as he quickly observed the fort, a small courtyard, a barracks and some huts, this should be over quickly. His eyes then fell on what was presumably causing his troops to be strangled by plants. In the centre of the little courtyard there was a group of heavily armoured zebras, with in the middle a big zebra who appeared to be in trance chanting spells in a strange tongue Bright could not understand. “Aria, interrupt him!” Aria quickly charged a bold of light and fired it at the weird looking zebra but it dissolved in green smoke as it approach him and Aria could feel her horn burn. In the courtyard the fight had now fully started, as the legionaires where pushing forward as a line into the zebras standing in the centre.
Bright looked down the side of his shield and saw a zebra run towards the shield with a furious war cry “fool” he muttered as he raised his shield and felt a loud impact. As soon as he lowered the shield he could see the zebra stunned in front of him as he swung his mace into his skull with a satisfying crunch. “hold up the line and advance to the centre!” This time the stronger looking zebra he had seen around the zebra mage where charging at the century. “Hold your ground” Bright yelled, as the Zebras crushed into the shield wall and broke the formation. Looking beside him Bright saw a zebra had run straight through the wall and pierced his lance trough a legionnaires head. He quickly swung round his mace into the neck of the zebra as it cracked and the zebra fell to the ground.
Looking to his right he saw Aria fire bolts of light at zebras who were charging into the lines blinding them before impact. Looking in front of him, he now saw a particularly bulky zebra come straight for him with a huge war hammer in his mouth. Bright looked as the zebra raised the hammer in the air,  No you won’t, he thought as he threw down his shield and ducked under the zebra his fling hearing the hammer crush something behind him. He quickly turned to see the hammer coming back at him for another go as he ducked to the ground and swung his mace at the zebras front leg which bended like a twig under the pressure, as a piece of bone pierced the skin and caused the massive zebra to fall into the ranks of the Century where he was quickly dispatched of by multiple stabs of enraged legionnaires turning the scene into a pool of blood. 
The legionnaires now clearly on the upper hand, started to advance to the middle of the courtyard while unicorns tried to block as many slinger shots from the walls as possible with their magic. Bright ran forward towards the Zebra mage before he was suddenly stopped in his track by an invisible force. As he tried to pull himself free he heard a voice in his head “A great disturbance I sense in you, consuming you in time is what it will do” And with that the zebra suddenly dissolved into a green cloud of smoke leaving a courtyard with angry legionnaires, and a handful of shocked zebra near the centre who dropped their weapons in defeat.
Bright looked around him and saw bodies of zebra and ponies cover the ground, heads bashed open, legs cut clean off and throats slit covering the ground with blood. “dispatch of those cowards” he called out pointing at the zebra in the centre who had thrown down their arms as they were quickly swarmed by legionnaires who had fallen comrades to avenge. No time for a fancy show but it pays off to let them blow off at least some steam, He thought to himself as he walked to the place where the zebra made has stood, the ground was covered with weird charms and plants that all looked to be radiating green light. “fucking zebra witchcraft..”  He muttered, as he gave the orders to clean out the fort and search for wounded.
“Aria, give the order to salvage this stuff” Bright Hoof said pointing at the charms on the ground “and make our century ready to march as soon as possible, we will march through the night if we have to I am not sleeping in this hellhole.”
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