
		
			[image: Cover image]
		

	
		Equestrian Tales Told by Tavernlight

		Written by TalonMach5

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Trixie

					Original Character

					Adventure

					Alternate Universe

		

		Description

With her reputation in tatters after the Ponyville incident, the Great and Powerful Trixie has been reduced to nothing more than a wandering vagabond. Broke and homeless, all she can do now is wander from one back water tavern to another telling the old stories and legends she's learned during her travels. So weary traveler, fill up your mug, pull up a chair, and stay a while and listen, as the Great and Powerful Trixie shares a story or two.
Side story to The Great Slave King Saga 
Book One The Great Slave King
Book Two  The Book of Water: The Marriage of the Slave King
Cover Art Misty Peak Tavern by Stoyan Stoyanov
	
		Table of Contents

		
					Chapter One: On the Origin of Species: Diamond Dogs

					Chapter Two: The Outrageous Adventure of Sir Stouthorn the Chivalrous Minotaur and His Loyal Companion Seafoam the Seapony

		

	
		Chapter One: On the Origin of Species: Diamond Dogs



Equestrian Tales told by Tavernlight
A Story by Talonmach5
Chapter One: On the Origin of Species: Diamond Dogs

Slowly and with purpose, she boldly walked towards the empty stage in the back of the rustic tavern as the drinking patrons ignored her. Looking down at the well-worn and weathered wood that made up the floor up the pub, she wondered how long it had been since this place has seen an entertainer of her caliber. Though she was no harper, the blue unicorn was still a skilled storyteller. But ever since the ‘incident’, nopony would hire her. Truthfully, she was lucky she was even being allowed to tell tales for tips in this southern backwater.  Looking over the assembled patrons with her searching purple eyes, she saw they consisted mainly of diamond dogs, minotaurs, and a smattering of the various other nonpony races. She grimaced when she realized they wouldn’t have much interest in her normal fare.
Back before she’d been disgraced, she had a normal circuit of towns and cities she would frequent. Usually she would wow the simple farmers and townsponies with the tales that were her specialty, tales and legends from the third age of ponies. However, looking at the rough and tumble diamond dogs and bawdy minotaurs that were nursing their drinks after a long day of working in the mines, she got the distinct impression that her usual stories starring ponies would probably be unappreciated by them. Running a hoof through her silvery mane, she wracked her mind trying to think of something that would earn her enough bits to make it through to at least the next town. Searching her memory, she remembered the night when she’d met that stranger in the Everfree, and some of the tales he’d told her besides the flickering light of their shared campfire many years ago. Suddenly, she remembered Darkpaw, the long gone progenitor of the diamond dogs. Perhaps these weary miners might be eager to hear a story about him.
Activating her magic, she lowered the lights in the tavern and placed an impromptu spotlight over her. Slowly she walked across the small stage, allowing the light to reflect off her star covered silk cloak and peaked hat. Though worn and threadbare in places, they’d served her faithfully for many years, she hoped tonight she might make enough bits to get them repaired and back to their former glory. Scrutinizing her audience, she saw each of them looking at her expectantly, some with bored listless expressions, and others with indifference, but most were wearing malicious sneers on their muzzles. Looking at the bar food most of them were eating, she shuddered when she noticed it was mainly meat. Realizing that if she didn’t entertain them adequately, she would be pelted with the remnants of their meals, she took a deep breath, confidently smiled, and exhaled.
“Mares and gentlestallions,” she said, before catching herself.
“Boo!” shouted an unruly bar patron, who threw a half-eaten apple towards her.
Fortunately, she managed to duck her head in time, as the fruit sailed over her head, smashing harmlessly against the back of the stage. Gulping once, she kept her cool and looked each of them in the eye, as they prepared to throw their leftovers at her next misstep. “My apologies,” she said with a cheeky grin. “Trixie meant my fine hounds, bulls, and feathered friends. I am the Great and Powerful Trixie.”
“Pony, what makes you so great and powerful?” snorted one of the larger diamond dogs. “Everyhound knows ponies are only good for one thing, pulling carts in the mines!”
“The Great and Powerful Trixie’s magical prowess is unrivaled by any,” she haughtily replied. “But Trixie didn’t come to your… er, fine town to impress you with the spectacle of her magic. She came to inspire and awe you with her tales of intrigue, adventure, and danger.”
“Bawahaha!” the diamond dog derisively laughed at her claims. “Pony tales of adventure and intrigue? Don’t make me waste my dinner by throwing it at you. Let me guess, your tales of intrigue consist of you finding a way to share the last cupcake with your friends through the power of friendship or some other tripe. Your adventures were nothing more than a trip to the market because they had a sale on apples. And the only danger you ever faced was when you got a pebble stuck in your hoof.”
“Not in the least,” she replied, making the spotlight brighten her face even more. “I thought you all might enjoy hearing an ancient legend not often told, the tale of how Darkpaw created the diamond dog race.”
When nopony spoke, she knew she had hooked her audience. Using her magic, she cast some illusions behind her as she recounted the story the stranger had once told her.
*****

Long ago when the world was still new, in the dawn of the first age of ponies, and before harmony was known to any, Equestria was a land of chaotic upheaval. The Prime Elements, each vying for supremacy, struggled against their neighbors in the vain hopes of overpowering their rivals. As they fought each other, they eventually reached a stalemate, for alone, none could gain an advantage over the others. Eventually, they reached an agreement to equally share the world. And thus they retreated to rule over their newly claimed domains.
Here listed, are their names and purpose. To the North soars Lady Zephyr the Maelstrom, Mistress of Air: a tempestuous and fierce griffin, her soul flies free and unconstrained by earthly concerns. To the East burns Lord Ouroboros the Fire Tyrant, Lord of Fire: a mighty and powerful dragon, his greed for wealth is only matched by his rage. To the West swims Lord Triton the Lawgiver, Lord of Water: a noble and just seapony, his sense of justice runs as deep and wide as the Western Sea. And to the South rests Lord Darkpaw the Taskmaster, Lord of Earth: a tough and stubborn diamond dog, his territorial instincts are tempered by his suspicious nature.
In the badlands of the South, Lord Darkpaw burrowed deeply into the earth to recover from the wounds he’d received from his last mighty battle with the others. As the great black hound rested in his warren of earth and stone, he listened to the great pulse of the earth and slept a dreamless sleep. The years passed and his wounds slowly healed, but he found that his heart was troubled. Although he was mighty and proud, he was also lonely. He realized that he missed fighting the others, and yearned to return to those simpler days. But he dared not leave his warren, for he was still weak, and the others would take any chance they could to gain an advantage against him. While resting, he peered out his warren and saw Jormungandr the Winding One, slithering along the river that ran past his den. Curious as to what the blue serpent could want, he exited his home to confront him for his trespass.
“Winding One, what are you doing in my domain?” he roughly growled, while the serpent carefreely swam in the clear blue waters of the great river.
“Your domain?” he dismissively replied, flicking his tongue into the air. “My rivers go where they please, as do I.”
“You must pay me a toll,” the hound demanded, curling back his lips and revealing many sharp teeth.
“My river was here first,” he retorted, from its watery depths. “You should pay me a toll for bringing so much water to your thirsty desert and scrubland.”
The great hound considered his point for a moment, before looking into the serpent’s grey eyes. “Because your river has served me so well, I will forgive your trespass against me if you tell me about the world,” he said, with a voice that echoed the loneliness deep in his heart.
The serpent looked into the great hound’s tired red eyes, and flicked his tongue once, tasting his longing for companionship. “Very well friend, I shall tell you of what I’ve seen during my travels,” he said with a gentle smile, devoid of any guile or subterfuge. “To the West, Triton builds a citadel of coral, beneath the waves of the great Western Sea. Upon each stone he writes a solitary law, before setting it on the foundation.”
“What use are any of his laws?” Darkpaw asked, pawing away at the hard baked earth beneath him.
“Truthfully I don’t know. Perhaps he looks to the future,” Jormungandr nonchalantly answered, coiled atop a large stone and happily soaking up the heat from the afternoon sun with his shining scales.
“What else have you seen on your journey?” he asked, eager for more news from outside his domain.
“To the East, Ouroboros is amassing a treasure hoard unlike any seen before it,” he said, looking at Darkpaw through half closed eyes. “There are mountains of gold as far as the eye can see, and gemstones as numerous as the sand by the sea.”
“Truly, his gluttony knows no bounds,” Darkpaw said, surprised that his rival would bother amassing such a trove.
“I think there might be more than just simple greed behind his unusual behavior,” the serpent replied, with a small chuckle.
“Friend, tell me of the North,” he asked, hoping for news of her.
“Oh, you desire to know of Zephyr’s endeavors?” he said, wearing a mischievous grin.
“Yes, tell me what my counterpart has been up to,” the hound impatiently replied.
“She has been taken to building a great nest a top the tallest peak lying in her domain,” the serpent said with a slight hiss.
“What could she possibly want with such a nest?” he asked, confused why everyhound was wasting their strength with seemingly trivial things. Yet, a small part of him was envious of them. While he had been conserving his strength, the others had been busily performing mighty works in their domains.
“Who knows the whimsy of the female heart,” the serpent said with a slight chuckle, before slithering away from his host and heading back towards his great river.
“Jormungandr wait!” Darkpaw shouted, when he realized he would be alone once more.
“What is it my friend?” the Winding One asked, turning back towards the great hound.
“You’ve yet to tell me of the center,” he said, hoping to keep his company for a bit longer.
“The center?” the serpent mused, closing his eyes and flicking his tongue thoughtfully for a few moments. “There’s not much to say, Celestia and Luna have taken to visiting each domain in turn. For what reasons, I can’t say.”
“Why haven’t they come to see me?” he demanded, slightly offended that he was considered by them unimportant enough to pay a visit.
“My friend that’s between you and them,” he replied, slipping silently into his river. “But if it bothers you so, feel free to ask them.”
Watching Jormungandr disappear into his river, Darkpaw thought about what he had said. Looking up at the sun he scowled. Why had they snubbed him, wasn’t his domain the largest and most grand? Looking north, he saw the mighty forests he’d grown, the gentle rolling plains he’d made, and the majestic mountains he’d raised. To the west, he gazed at the islands that shined like jewels in the Western Sea. And in the east, he noted the bubbling mud pits and salt flats. Truly, none of the other domains were greater than his.
Returning to his warren, he closed his eyes and slept. When he awoke, he looked to the heavens and saw the full moon resting high above him. Closing his burning eyes, he pulled back his head and released a howl that shook the earth. Opening his eyes, he was pleased to see Luna descending from the heavens to confront him. The dark alicorn’s form cast a silhouette against her moon as she lightly touched the earth and stood before him. Folding her wings against her torso, she looked down at the great hound with her pale blue eyes, while her flowing mane sparkled in the moonlight like quicksilver.
“Pray tell mighty Darkpaw, why hast thou called forth a challenge against us?” she asked, wearing a slight frown and grinding her hoof into the sandy soil.
“Why have you neglected to visit my domain, yet found the time to visit the others?” he demanded with a low growl, baring his teeth at her.
“We cometh and goeth wheresoever we choose,” she replied, lowering her horn at him. “We answer not to thee. However, we thought that thou desireth thy solitude, and so left thee to thy own devices.”
When he heard her reasons, his pride was placated yet still unhappy. He felt unfulfilled, and didn’t know why. All he knew was that he was lonely. “What have you and Celestia been doing with the other domains?” he asked, curious as to why they had been visiting the other members of the pantheon.
“That is a private matter between us and them,” she said, gingerly approaching him. Offering him a warm smile, she touched his head gently with her horn. “We sense that thou art troubled in thy solitude.”
“Yes, I miss our great battles,” he said, admitting how much he desired the other’s company, even if it was limited to only violence.
“Darkpaw, we knowest a solution to thy melancholy,” she replied, giving him a sympathetic smile. “We were taught the Song of Creation by Brother Discord.”
“The Song of Creation?” he asked, wondering if it truly possessed the power to alleviate his loneliness.
Nodding her head towards him, she beckoned him to join her as she trotted south, heading deeper into his domain. Following after her for what seemed to be hours, he paused when she came to a stop in the middle of the vast empty veldt that made up the majority of his domain. Opening her muzzle, she started singing several bars of music worthy of a celestial choir. Listening to her melody, he could feel the power and magic in its meter. Raising his own voice, he joined her in song and began following her lead. Singing together, she showed him how to warp and weave the Song of Creation. As they sang in harmony, he felt his heart filling with joy. It had been eons since he had felt so fulfilled. Closing his eyes, he continued to sing with her until the night was nearly over. Lost in its melody and cadence, he was saddened when he felt the song’s power ebb as it came to a close. Opening his eyes, he saw that she was glowing blue with primordial power. Examining himself, he noticed he was exuding his own elemental power as well. His entire body cast a green light on the spongy loam beneath his paws.
“Thank you for singing with me Luna,” he said, wearing a grateful smile on his muzzle. “I haven’t felt such happiness in ages.”
“Brother Darkpaw, look behind thee,” she said with a knowing smile.
Turning around, he saw dozens of small creatures playfully biting each other, digging into the earth with their tiny paws, and chewing on the stray gemstones they dug up. When they saw him looking at them, they reverently stared at him with awe reflected in their innocent eyes. Examining them closely, he found each was an adorable ball of fur. Confused as to where the tiny creatures had come from, he turned to Luna for an answer, but discovered that she was nowhere to be found.
Turning back to look at the tiny creatures at his feet, he smiled as he felt them gently rubbing against his large body and affectionately licking his muzzle. Staring at them, he knew they were his pups and would provide him with all the kinship he might desire. Lightly barking once, he motioned for the pups to follow him back to his warren. As the moon sank beneath the horizon, he bowed his head once and silently thanked Luna for her great gift to him.
*****

With the story finished, the Great and Powerful Trixie returned the lights in the tavern to normal and prepared to make her escape if they were unhappy with her offering. When nopony threw food or refuse at her, she sighed with relief. Well at least I won’t be run out of town, she thought, slowly exiting the stage to leave before the crowd became unruly. Well I didn’t get any bits, maybe next time I should try telling something a bit more modern.
Before she could exit the pub, she felt a large paw on her shoulder. Worried that she might end up abused by the bar patrons after all, she slowly turned around to see who it was. It was none other than the same diamond dog heckler from before. Plucking up her courage, she addressed him, “Wha… what do you want with the Great and Powerful Trixie?” she said, desperately trying not to show how afraid she was feeling.
“Where are you going?” the diamond dog asked, no longer wearing a sneer on his muzzle.
“Trixie believes she’s worn out her welcome here,” she said. “Trixie will try her luck at the next town.”
“But we wanted to hear more, isn’t that right lads?” he asked the bar.
“Yes Trixie, tell us another tale!” the patrons shouted in unison.
When she heard them, she smiled. It had been so long since anypony had wanted to be entertained by her, and it felt wonderful to be appreciated again. “Perhaps Trixie might have time for another tale or two before she must be back on the road,” she said, walking back towards the stage.
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Chapter Two: The Outrageous Adventure of Sir Stouthorn the Chivalrous Minotaur and His Loyal Companion Seafoam the Seapony

She listened to the echo of her hooves, as she walked through brightly lit hallway. It’d been ages since she had been here last, but it was just as she remembered it. The Harper’s Guild was an ornately decorated building, rich with prestige and history. The thick red carpet beneath her hooves was a stark contrast to the dark mahogany than made up the walls and ceiling of the large building. Ornate gold leaf calligraphy in a flowing script ran along the walls, naming the organization’s most prestigious members. Ponies like Broken Quill the Mad, Three Strings, and Stormbreak, even nonponies like Rhapsodia and Mirenella Silverwing had their names enshrined here. Passing through another hallway, she saw a name she hadn’t thought about in ages, Carbuncle, her old seapony harper master. Looking at his name, she thought about the last time she had spoken with him, and hung her head in shame.
“Master, you’re a fool for wasting our time with these peasants!” she'd shouted at him in frustration, slamming their caravan’s door roughly behind her.
“Trixie,” the middle aged pale green seapony had admonished her, floating in front of her with a look of disapproval on his greying muzzle. “Harper’s go where they're needed. We might be the only entertainment these remote villages see in an entire season.”
“But how else am I to earn wealth and renown?” she'd pressed him, displeased with how little opportunity she'd had to shine. “The praises of rock farmers and country bumpkins is worth squat.”
“There is more to life than bits and fame,” he'd told her, shaking his head sorrowfully at his willful apprentice.
She'd looked at the magic bubble holding him aloft, and scowled. To her, the magic that allowed seaponies like her master to live on dry land, was just another thing holding her back. Because his magic was weaker, they were forced to travel a route no more than three days away from the Western Sea. Normally she wouldn’t have complained, but her master continually refused to visit any of the larger ports Like Bone’s Landing or Triton’s Crossing. When she'd confronted him about it, his response was always the same. “The large ports have dozens of harpers to entertain them, but for every day we stay in the city, another small hamlet or village must go without.”
But now, she was fed up with his feeble excuses. She didn’t need him anymore, her magic had been carrying their shows for months. “Master Carbuncle, either we go to one of the large ports next, or I’m leaving!” she'd demanded, issuing him her ultimatum.
“Then go,” he'd told her, with regret and sorrow reflected in his fading golden eyes. “I guess I have nothing left to teach you.”
When she heard him tell her to leave, she'd felt her heart pierced with remorse. But her foalish pride wouldn’t allow her to back down, and she'd ended leaving the caravan without looking back.
Not long after that, during her own travels, she'd heard that he'd died. A large fire had broken out in one of the back water hamlets he’d been visiting at the time, and he'd been too slow to make it to the safety of the town's well. Afterwards, she'd often wondered, had she been there might she have made a difference? She didn't know, but the past was the past, and there was no sense on dwelling on it. At least that was the platitude she always told herself to assuage her guilty conscience.
Looking back to his name, she saw that the place normally reserved for an apprentice was left empty. Glancing up at a nearby clock, her eyes widened when she realized she was almost late for her appointment. Fearful of being late, she broke into a full gallop, barreling past ponies left and right in her haste to reach the auditorium in time.
When she finally reached the large bronze doors, she paused to catch her breath. Shaking her silvery mane once, she took a deep breath, looked at her dull reflection in the metal door and smiled. Knowing it was now or never, she opened the doors and boldly walked forward to meet the ponies who would be judging her fate.
Sitting in the rather empty auditorium were three senior harpers. An impatient silvery unicorn stallion who was constantly checking the nearby wall clock, a white seapony mare brushing her ivory mane, and a bored looking green minotauress who managed to stifle a yawn.
Spying her, the stallion looked down at the clipboard he held in his hooves momentarily, looked up at Trixie with his stern blue eyes, and gave her a disapproving look. “Miss Trixie Lulamoon,” he said, writing something down on the clipboard. “If you want your application to be instated as a Harper to be taken seriously, you must be punctual.”
“Quite right, Clockwork,” the seapony said. “Lord Triton has said that punctuality is next to chivalry.”
“Laguna, just let her tell her tale so we can get out of here and get some lunch,” the minotauress said, leaning back in her seat and stretching out her arms.
Clockwork narrowed his eyes and gave his colleague a disapproving look. “Very well Clara Belle,” he said, unhappy with her lack of decorum. “Miss Lulamoon you may begin.”
Trixie panicked, she hadn’t realized there would be a minotaur and seapony judging her. Racking her mind, she remembered a story she’d heard long ago from a wayfarer she once met in the Everfree, she didn’t know if it was true or not. But she thought given her normal repertoire, she they might enjoy the story. “I wish to tell a tale of Sir Stouthorn the Chivalrous and his page Seafoam,” she said, projecting her voice out into the auditorium.
“Young mare, we don’t have three days to listen to you tell us of Stouthorn and Seafoam,” Clockwork said, interrupting her. “You are only to tell us a story, not an epic.”
“This isn’t the epic of Stouthorn and Seafoam,” she protested, worried they might vote against her out of spite.
“I know all of their exploits by heart,” Laguna said, pointing a fin towards her. “And they have no stories, only epics.”
“What about their adventures in Stableton?” she asked, hopeful they would allow her to tell the tale.
Clara Belle bit her lip thoughtfully. “This had better be a legit story,” she said. “I won’t tolerate anytaurus spreading falsehoods about two of the greatest knights of the Lawgiver to have ever lived.”
“Fine, you can tell the story,” Clockwork said, “but if it’s false, you’ll never be allowed to work in a harper approved venue again.”
Trixie closed her eyes and lit up her horn, as she prepared to set the mood for her tale. “It was a dark night, and the moon was shrouded by clouds,” she said. “The village of Stableton was a poor mining town. Although they managed to scrape by every year, one fateful summer, disaster struck…”
*****

“This is impossible!” the greying mayor shouted, after reading the list of demands the town’s miners had given him. “There’s no way I can authorize these kinds of expenditures.”
“We don’t go back to work until the mines have been cleared out!” the throng of angry mining ponies shouted.
“For the last time,” the mayor said, unsuccessfully trying to keep the miners from striking. “There are no monsters in the mine.”
“Mayor,” a burly looking red earth pony said, choking back a sob while his green eyes reflected horrors that mortals were never meant to see. “You weren’t there. You didn’t hear their screams, as they were carried off into the darkness. You didn’t see Big Petey getting dragged off into the shadows, and listen to his screams as they devoured him alive.”
“Forepony Slag,” the mayor wearily replied. “If I spend the night in the mines, will you agree to go back to work?”
The assembled pony miners whispered to each other before nodding affirmatively to their forepony. Slag approached the mayor. “Eyup,” he agreed. “Provided you survive the night.”
At that, the mayor’s face went ashen, as he seriously considered withdrawing his offer. But knowing that unless the mines were reopened, their town was economically doomed, he slowly walked towards the waiting mine entrance. With the weak light from the lantern that he carried in his mouth as his only source of comfort, he stepped into the terrifying shadows of the unknown. Moments after he disappeared into the mine, his screams were heard echoing from the shaft as he galloped out of the mine like a bat out of Tartarus.
“Get ready lads!” Slag shouted to the weary miners.
Moments later, the skeletal remains of half a dozen ponies shambled out of the mine after the mayor, angry at having been disturbed by the living. Their bones animated by some unknown dark neighcromatic magic, clacked together like some perverse symphony of the dead. Their empty eye sockets burned with a green balefire that focused on the pony miners, as their wailing moans revealed their hatred of and great desire to devour the living.
When he saw that the abominations were all out of the mine, he flicked his tail and rubbed his tongue against his teeth. “Now!” he shouted.
In unison, all the miners pounded their hooves against the rocky soil, causing a rock slide and burying the shambling dead beneath tons of earth and stone.
“So you finally gonna get us some of them Knights of the Lawgiver?” Forepony Slag asked the mayor, who was cowering behind a wagon.
*****

“So why are we headed to the Western Sea again?” asked a small green seapony to his much larger companion, while he had his muzzle buried behind a large map.
“To right wrongs of course, young Seafoam,” his blue furred minotaur companion said. Tilting his ears to the side, he suddenly stopped in his tracks. Drawing his large battle axe, he turned to his charge and shouted before rushing into the thicket. “Follow me, I sense evil is afoot!”
Startled by his master’s outburst, he nearly dropped the map as he watched him charge headfirst into the brush like a blue blur. Quickly folding up the map and placing it inside his pack, he drew his own weapon, and followed after him into the thicket.
Brandishing his trident, he cut through the tangle of vines baring his way until he managed to catch up with his master. “Sir Stouthorn,” he said, nearly out of breath, “what are we chasing after?”
“Why adventure of course,” he whispered, pointing to a large group of ponies carrying clubs and knives that had surrounded a mule pulling a wagon. “But I believe those are the no good brigands we’ve been after, it looks like they’re robbing a damsel in distress as we speak.”
“Sir Stouthorn, shall we get the drop on them?” he asked, looking for the best place to launch an ambush.
“And possibly let these na’er-do-wells escape with their ill-gotten gains? Never!” he said, boldly stepping out of the thicket and striking as heroic a pose as possible. “You lot surrender, or prepare to taste divine justice!”
“Well lookee what we got here, boyos,” a scruffy looking black unicorn said. Holding a nasty looking shiv with his magic, he shook his greasy mane, revealing that he was missing his right ear and wore a nasty looking scar that ran along his face.
Sir Stouthorn held his weapon at the ready, and looked at them sternly, daring them to interrupt his monologue. “I am Sir le Boeuf Stouthorn, the chivalrous, of the ‘Most Illustrious Order of Triton the Lawgiver’, and I say to you knaves, surrender, or prepare to face the divine judgment of the Lawgiver!”
The unicorn flipped his shiv in the air, and gave each of his fellows a sinister grin. Slowly they approached him, casting his brown eyes on each of them Sir Stouthorn counted their numerous sins and shook his horns in disapproval. The wicked black souls of these criminal scum assaulted his pure spirit, and he snorted in contempt. Tightly gripping his axe, his tail twitched as a cool breeze blew across his faded blue and grey coat.
Seafoam ground his teeth in vexation, when he saw that his master had once again gotten them into another messy fight. Waiting for his master to make the first move, Seafoam held his trident in his fin as he waited, concealed behind some thick foliage.
“I see I can’t persuade you blackguards to turn yourselves in,” Sir Stouthorn said, saddened that he would once again be forced to punish the unrepentant.
The unicorn said nothing, instead he flicked his shiv squarely at the minotaur’s head. Skillfully dodging the knife, he brought down his axe shouting, “For great justice!” as he parried one of the pony bandit’s clubs and dodged another’s knife.
Readying his trident for combat, Seafoam rushed into the battle to aid his master. “For the Lawgiver!” he cried out, slamming his trident hard against the nearest ponies back, rendering him unconscious.
“That’s one evil doer down,” Sir Stouthorn said.
“You’ll pay for that, you waterlogged rat,” the black unicorn ruffian growled.
“How rude,” Sir Stouthorn replied, parrying another blow and kicking another brigand in the muzzle, sending them flying into a nearby tree.
“That’s two master,” Seafoam said, thrusting his weapon towards the scarred unicorn.
Before he could congratulate his page, he felt the impact of a heavy club against his back. Bellowing in pain, he picked up the unchivalrous fiend who had so cowardly attacked him and flung him against two of his compatriots, knocking them out.
“Excellent hit Sir Stouthorn,” Seafoam shouted, cheering his master on as he parried a knife thrust with his weapon.
“Well you know lad,” he replied, ducking to miss a thrown club. “The key to a good throw is all in the wrist, but when you get to be my age, it’s not as easy as it used to be.”
“Master, why is that, not thinking of retiring are you?” Seafoam asked, slamming the butt of his trident into the head of a pony sneaking up behind him.
“Not in the slightest lad. It’s just that I remember that this used to be much easier!” he said, slamming his knee into another pony’s muzzle. “Seafoam, I think that about wraps up this lot doesn’t it?”
Seafoam counted the groaning and unconscious ponies on the ground. “Looks like one got away Sir Stouthorn,” he said, trying to determine what happened to the leader.
“Evil escape? Not on my watch!” Sir Stouthorn shouted, brandishing his axe heroically.
“Listen, you muscle bound moron,” the unicorn’s cruel voice said from behind them. “You’re letting me go or the mule gets it!”
Turning around, Sir Stouthorn saw to his dismay that the scoundrel was holding his shiv up against the mule’s neck.
“Please don’t hurt me!” she whimpered, as the knife pressed against her throat.
“Shut up nag!” he shouted, pressing the knife even deeper and drawing blood.
Seeing the thug abusing the helpless maiden, made Sir Stouthorn’s blood boil. Hoping to stop him from doing anything rash, he slowly approached him. “Now listen chum,” he said. “There’s no need for further violence.”
“Exactly, drop your weapons on the ground and there won’t be,” he said, looking at Seafoam and Sir Stouthorn’s weapons.
Slowly lowering his axe, he nodded to Seafoam to do the same and laid it on the ground. Spying a smooth stone nearby, he palmed it in his hand and got back up. “See old chum,” he said, slowly backing away from him. “We’re disarmed, let her go.”
“Piss off, hornhead,” he sneered, daring them to come any closer. “She’s my hostage. You come after me, and I’ll slit her throat.”
Sir Stouthorn nodded to his page and waited. Seeing his master’s sign, Seafoam took off into the bushes, much to the unicorn’s confusion.
“What the?” the brigand said in confusion, and taking his eyes away from Sir Stouthorn momentarily.
Seeing his chance, he flung the rock as hard as he could against the unicorn’s horn, cracking it.
“Argh! My Celestia damned horn,” he screeched in pain, as Sir Stouthorn rushed towards him, slamming his mighty fists of justice into his muzzle, sending him flying.
“Take that, you swine!” he shouted with righteous triumph.
Kneeling down before the frightened mule, he kissed her hoof. “My lady, are you all right?” he asked with concern.
“Yes, thank you for rescuing me,” she said, giving her savior a grateful hug.
Standing up, he bowed once and offered her a cheerful smile, while stroking his magnificent mustache. “It’s all in the days work for a knight of the Lawgiver,” he said, allowing the sun overhead reflect off his silvery breastplate, while proudly displaying the sigil of Lord Triton to her. Picking up his axe, he attached it to his belt, and began securing the brigands so they could finally face justice for their crimes. “My lady, where’s the nearest constabulary?”
“That would be in Stableton,” she said, pointing her hoof to the west.
Might you be kind enough to lend us your wagon, so we can turns these bandits over to the authorities?” he asked.
“Of course,” she said. “But may I have the names of my brave rescuer’s?”
“But of course,” he said with a slight bow, happy to introduce them to her. “I am Sir Stouthorn, and this is my faithful page Seafoam, a knight in training.”
“A pleasure to make your acquaintance,” she said, with a slight blush. “I’m Mulinda, a local trader.”
“Well madam merchant,” he said, offering her a warm smile. “Shall we be off?”
Nodding once, she pulled the wagon forward as the three of them headed towards the sleepy mining town of Stableton.
*****

A few hours later, they pulled into the hamlet and wished Mulinda good luck before she resumed her journey. When they set hoof in Stableton, they were surprised by how empty the town seemed.
“Outrageous!” Sir Stouthorn exclaimed, when he discovered the local constable’s office was closed. Flagging down a nearby earth pony pulling a cart, he pointed towards the closed jail. “What’s the meaning of this mischief?”
“Ponies have been leaving town, ever since the mines closed down,” the pony replied, laying his ears back against his head. “Stranger, if you’re smart you’ll do the same.”
“Leave town with our tails between our legs, like simpering cowards? Poppycock!” he declared, pointing a finger at the pony. “Come Seafoam, let’s go see the mayor about this!”
Leaving the unconscious and bound ponies in front of the jail, they marched forward with purpose as they sought out the mayor in hopes of answering the riddle of why the jail was closed.
“Well don’t say I didn’t warn you,” the pony called after them, as he left the town behind him.
Spying the mayor’s house, Sir Stouthorn stepped forward and rapped heavily on the door with his fist of justice, making it known to evil doers within the sound of his knocking that their time was up.
The door opened and a pudgy looking green earth pony stallion gaped at the huge minotaur standing on his front porch. Spying the sigil on his armor, his blue eyes lit up with hope. “You’ve finally come,” he said.
“Yes we have,” Sir Stouthorn said, before dramatically pointing towards the closed jail down the street. “What’s the meaning behind closing the prison?”
“The constables all left,” he said.
“Dereliction of duty? Have they no honor, no sense of civic pride?” he asked, feeling indignation that anytarus would abandon their post.
“It doesn’t matter,” the mayor said. “Pretty much everypony has already left, besides without the mine to provide employment, this town is on its last legs.”
“The mine dried up? Why not send a petition to Lord Darkpaw to restore it?” Sir Stouthorn asked. “If you asked nicely, I’m sure he would renew the mine for you.”
“No, the mine is infested with evil!” the mayor said, shivering at the terrible memories of what he had seen.
“Well, vanquishing evil just so happens to be our specialty!” he said, looking the mayor square in the eye. “Point the way, and Seafoam and I will make short work of your unwelcome squatters.”
“Sir Stouthorn!” Seafoam said with alarm. “Are you sure we should? We've no idea what we’ll be up against.”
Placing his hoof forward, and drawing his axe with a heroic flourish, he looked dramatically into the distance. “Seafoam, of course I do,” he zealously replied, “we’re facing wicked scoundrels that need to feel the righteous might of my fists of justice against their obstinate heads.”
“But we could be facing a gaggle of boggledeboos, a pack vernicious canids, or even a dragon!” he objected. “We’re not equipped to handle every situation.”
“Nonsense, brave Seafoam, we have everything we need because we have heart,” he said, dismissing his companion’s fears. “And heart is the only weapon ever needed to vanquish evil!”
“Well Sir Stouthorn, when you put it that way…” he said, giving his master a worried look.
“My thoughts exactly!” he said to his stalwart companion with a wide grin. “Good mayor, which way to the mines?”
The dumbfounded mayor looked at him, and mutely pointed towards an eastern road. “Take that road until you get to the mine,” he said. “You can’t miss it.”
“Excellent! Come Seafoam, I want to teach this menace a lesson before dinnertime,” he said, marching boldly towards the unknown dangers that lurked in the mine.
The mayor watched the two knights of the Lawgiver walk away. Shaking his head sadly, he was confident they would be shortly joining the growing hoard found inside that mine of terrors.
*****

The mine was dark and musty, but Sir Stouthorn walked inside at a brisk pace, undisturbed by its creepy atmosphere. However, Seafoam was another matter as he cautiously looked at every shadow, half expecting some unknown horror to leap out and attack them.
As a minotaur, Sir Stouthorn’s sense of direction made navigating the mine a simple task. But after wandering inside for thirty minutes, he was beginning to wonder where all the evil was at. Beyond the dust and rubble, the mine seemed to be abandoned. And unless you considered the wickedness of dirt and grime, there was a noticeable lack of villainy to be found anywhere.
“I say Seafoam,” Sir Stouthorn said, disappointed they'd be leaving the mine without having vanquished even the smallest bit of injustice. “Do you think we entered the correct mine?”
“I believe so,” Seafoam said, pointing at some bones lying on the ground. On closer inspection, the bones looked like they had been stripped bare of their flesh recently.
“Ugh, that looks like it might have been painful,” he mused, as he drew his axe. Spying a pony standing in a side passage he called out. “I say, my good stallion, have you seen any evil up and about?”
When the pony heard his boisterous greeting, it turned around and looked at them with hunger its burning eyes. Pieces of its flesh were missing, and its foreleg was stripped to the bone. Opening its mouth, it released a wailing scream that echoed throughout the mine.
“Bloody Tartarus, Seafoam” he shouted, covering his ears. “That blighter sure like to make a racket, doesn’t he?”
“I’ll say,” Seafoam replied, throwing his trident at the undead pony, and knocking its head clean off. The instant its head was removed, the corpse ceased shrieking and collapsed.
“Good show, Seafoam,” Sir Stouthorn said, applauding his page’s martial skill. “Though it’s a shame the Harper’s Guild won’t bother with our adventure here. Though I wonder why the local guards couldn’t handle things, since we managed to dispatch it this easily.”
Seafoam retrieved his trident, and offered his master a small bow. Returning to his master's side, he heard rattling noises from behind him and turned around. What he saw, made him slightly worried. “Sir Stouthorn!” he called out, slowly backing away from it. “Whatever it was that I just killed, is now regenerating.”
“Bloody brilliant!” Sir Stouthorn shouted with excitement. “We might get a song out of this after all! Come Seafoam, let’s show it the righteous fury of Lord Triton the Lawgiver.”
Seafoam gripped his trident, and thrust forward, breaking the creatures legs to pieces
“For Great Justice!” Sir Stouthorn shouted, dropping his axe down on the beast’s head and smashing it to pieces. The moment the skull split into fragments, green neighcrotic energy sank into the earth beneath his hooves. “Ha, ha, evil doer! I dare you to come back from that!”
“Uh, Sir Stouthorn,” Seafoam said, anxiously tugging on his master's breastplate.
“Yes lad,” he said, examining the fallen corpse at his hooves, as he tried to decipher the secrets of its locomotion.
“I think we’re in trouble,” he said, pointing his trident forward.
“Why do you say that?” he asked. Looking up, he saw countless numbers of animated corpses closing in on them. “Oh bollocks.”
“What should we do?” Seafoam asked his mentor, as he appraised their situation. Things didn’t look good, their only avenue of escape was blocked off by these things, and inside the claustrophobic tunnels of the mine, they only had limited maneuverability. Fortunately, these things seemed easy enough to stop. However their numbers were so great, that it appeared to be a hopeless situation.
“Seafoam, I’ll tell you what we’re not going to. We’re not going to panic,” Sir Stouthorn said, preparing to strike their foes down with his axe. “It’s times like these that tries one’s soul. So take heart lad, and let the quest provide!”
Hearing his master’s words of encouragement, he uttered a silent prayer to Lord Triton, as he thrust his trident forward into the nearest shambling abomination. “For the Lawgiver!” he cried out, determined to take as many of these things to the Pit with him as possible.
Pleased with his protégé’s courageous heart in the face of such overwhelming odds, Sir Stouthorn released a loud bellow and launched himself into the hoard of dead things. Smashing them with his mighty fists and battle axe, he was determined they would know the righteous indignation of the Lawgiver’s displeasure before this day was through.
With the ferocity of wild beasts, the master and his apprentice fought together, determined their end would only come at great cost. Back to back, the two warriors fought with a vigorous strength not found in any force of arms, but only in the clarion call that the righteous cause of defending the weak and smiting evil inspires. As they fought their relentless enemies, time seemed to slow to a standstill.
Battered, bruised, and exhausted from fighting so many, Sir Stouthorn barely had the strength to continue the fight. Looking towards Seafoam, he saw that he was also struggling to keep the dead things at bay. “Lad,” he wheezed. “It looks like our time is here.”
"Never master!” Seafoam replied, smashing a ghouls head in with his trident. “Didn’t you always tell me that a knight of the Lawgiver never gives up, and never surrenders in the face of evil?”
When he heard his page admonish him, he felt his soul swell with pride for his young charge. Offering a prayer to Lord Triton, he raised his axe and smashed it against the nearest creature. What happened next will be forever a mystery, but when he slammed his weapon against his foe, he felt his weapon fill with divine power, before exploding with holy light, and sending out shock waves of purity that cleansed the mine of all its evil.
“What was that?” Seafoam asked, surprised that all the creatures had fallen and had stopped moving.
“Seafoam, I can’t truthfully say,” he said, falling to the ground to catch his breath. “But I’d wager that was a blessing from Lord Triton himself.”
“Well blessing or not,” Seafoam said. “Thank the Lawgiver for small favors. So what do you want to do next?”
“Well dinner sounds pretty good right about now,” he said, wiping away the gore from his face.
With a grin, Seafoam helped his master to his hooves, and they exited the mine together, as they wondered what their next adventure together might take them.
*****

“And so Sir Stouthorn and Seafoam did singlehoofedly save the town of Stableton, from the plague of hungry dead,” Trixie said, ending her magical illusions and taking a small bow. Silently the three Harper’s talked amongst themselves as she awaited their verdict with baited breath. Now granted, recounting this story wasn’t her greatest work, but given who the judges were, she felt the subject matter was more important than her familiarity with the details. As far as she knew, nopony had ever told this tale about Sir Stouthorn and Seafoam before. Everypony always recounted the classic epics, but she hoped this original offering would give her a hoof up on her petition to receive her Harper’s license.
“Trixie Lulamoon,” Clockwork said, motioning for her to step forward.
“Yes?” she asked, hopeful they would grant her petition.
“Your story, though expertly told and wonderfully augmented by your magic, can’t be confirmed to be true,” he said, tapping his hoof against his clipboard. “I’m afraid we’ll have to deny your petition for a Harper’s license this time. Perhaps you’ll do better next year.”
“What!” she objected, unable to fathom why they rejected her tale.
“I’m sorry,” Laguna said, casting a critical eye at her. “Even if they did step hoof in Stableton and investigated a mine there, everypony knows Sir Stouthorn was notorious for over embellishing his exploits.”
“The hungry dead?” Clara Belle added, “Please, everytarus knows they can’t possibly exist. Let’s get out of here and get some lunch.”
Waiting until they had left, Trixie dejectedly exited the auditorium and returned the way she’d came. Pausing to look at Carbuncle’s name once more. She raised her hoof against the empty spot next to his, and whispered, “Master, I promise I’ll make it next year…”
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Every race has its heroes. Some fade away with the passing of time while others become legendary embodiments of greatness. Pick a hero from among those four races that has reached such legendary status. Tell his/her tale.
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