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		Description

Nearly all of humanity has been converted and all that remains is a small, but well armed resistance.  They are mounting an assault on Equestria to, one way or another, send Celestia a message.
"We will not go quietly into the night!
We will not vanish without a fight!"
President Thomas J. Whitmore, Independence Day
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The Conversion Bureau: Last Stand
Picket’s Charge
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
July 4, 2070, 12:00 PM
Pacific Ocean, South of Hawaiian Islands
Iowa Class Battleship USS Iowa
He stood nervously in full combat gear, waiting on deck for the next round of ducks to pick up him and his platoon to begin landing; the landing that would decide the fate of the world.  He was shivering, yet it was daylight, he felt sick, yet the boat hardly rocked, he felt all this, and still refused to bow out and go home; he had the choice after all.  He wouldn’t though, because he wanted to fight for his freedom, for his humanity, for his right to choose!  He wanted to fight…against her.  The Tyrant Queen, the Great Dictator, two of many names given to Princess Celestia by mankind.
Only a year ago NOAA had reported an anomaly south of Hawaii, just hours after there were reports of flying ponies landing in Honolulu, a few carrying a chariot of all things and claimed to be bearing Princess Celestia, ruler of Equestria.  The Earth was in utter shock to say the least and world leaders had flocked to Hawaii to meet this Princess in person.  Talking, sapient ponies, who would have thought?  For about a month it was only news of the Princess, plus her later introduced sister, Luna, and their tour of the major countries of Earth.  It was a time of cultural exchange and the shocking knowledge that not only is magic real, but that it’s able to be harnessed by all ponies.  Then there was the fateful day when Twilight Sparkle, Celestia’s protégé and the Element of Magic gave a speech at the Palace of Nations in Geneva, HQ of the UN.  She had essentially labeled every human being on Earth as greedy, vile, cruel and violent and had to be converted.  Converted into what?  Ponies of course.
He was shocked out of his reminiscing by the report of the Iowa’s 16-inch naval guns firing another salvo; they were joined by the reports of the New Jersey, Missouri, and Wisconsin.  The old battleships had been re-commissioned when the Colossus Class Battleships, and every other piece of modern tech on Earth had been disabled by a massive CME (Coronal Mass Ejection).  Thankfully the old battleships had been unaffected and lovingly cared for by their respective historical societies.  It’s suspected Celestia was the cause but there was no way to confirm it.  Not that it mattered.
The Platoon Leader shouted for everyone to get in the duck.  He swallowed hard and steeled himself for this; they were about to land on Equestria’s beach and march inland towards Canterlot to join with the other Platoons.  From there they would lead an assault on the Capitol and behead the Equestrian leadership, literally.  They had to succeed they just had to.  There weren’t many humans left, only a few thousand, and Celestia was gathering power for a conversion spell on a global scale, or so they were told by Human sympathizers within the Diarchy.  If this assault didn’t work…they had their orders.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
2:00 PM
Canterlot Castle, Equestria
Throne Room
The Throne Room was truly a sight to behold.  Great vaulted ceilings supported by marble columns, the walls interspaced by beautiful stained glass windows depicting a scene of nature or celestial objects and on the floor, a red carpet leading straight up to the raised throne where Celestia would sit when holding the daily court, having an audience or simply attending to some administration duties while flanked by two Royal Guards.  The room was meant to inspire a feeling of awe and warmth in whoever enters it, today however was not the case.
Celestia stood on the balcony observing the lands and the humans that marched towards the center of her country.  She puzzled over the ‘Human Question’ as it had come to be called and their fierce resistance to conversion.  She had tried the peaceful way, that didn’t work.  She then resorted to force, the humans fought back.  She used their own sun to disable their war machines, instead they dug up older machinations that were immune to her previous tactic and were even now assaulting the barrier Princess Cadence and Shining Armor were maintaining.  Each time she tried something different the humans had adapted!  How?  Why?  When would they simply give up and accept it?  Almost all of the Earth had been converted save for these holdouts.
The barrier weakened and flickered as another barrage of weapons fire from the great ships impacted.  To compensate it shrunk in size, giving more ground to the humans.  It had once projected as far as Fillydelphia but with each barrage it shrunk until it only covered Canterlot and some of the surrounding area.  Unfortunately the cities had not been evacuated and no one had heard any news from them.
Celestia started at the feeling of a hoof on her left shoulder.  It was Luna, come to comfort her in her distressed state.
“Are you alright, Sister?” A futile question but the gesture was welcome.
“I will be soon Luna, once the Elements have built enough power and the spell is cast, I will rest easy.” Celestia responded.
Another barrage, the barrier weakens.
“Celestia I can leave and join Princess Cadence and Shining armor to reinforce the barrier.” Luna offered.
Another barrage, the barrier weakens.
Celestia smiled but shook her head. “No dear Sister, for this spell to be properly controlled, it will require the both of us, and have faith in them; they will not let it fall before our duty is completed.”
Another barrage, the barrier weakens.
“It is not them I doubt Sister, these humans are…” She struggled to find the proper adjective. “Relentless.” Yes, that was good. “And possess an iron will like a Minotaur’s.  I fear they may resort to worse measures.”
Celestia frowned. “I understand your worries, their capacity for such things is astounding; however I hold to my belief, we must stand firm Luna.”
Another barrage.
Barrier breaks.
Celestia’s eyes widened as she saw the barrier fall.  The weapons fire from the ships stopped.  A great cheer rose from the human hoard below and they attacked.  The Royal Guard was utterly shocked and unready to respond in time.  Celestia turned away to avoid seeing the carnage that would follow, and proceeded back into the Throne Room proper.  Sitting in the center of the room were the Element bearers, Twilight Sparkle, Rainbow Dash, Rarity, Fluttershy, Applejack and Pinkie Pie, all surrounded by a magical glow and their elements brimming with gathering energy.
“My little ponies be prepared!  The humans have broken the barrier and even now meet the Royal Guard in the field!” She announced and drew a collective gasp from the Six.  Celestia looked to Luna with a serious expression. “Luna prepare yourself for this-" Celestia was cut off as a Royal Guard, a very battered, bloodied and beaten guard stumbled into the Throne Room.
“Your Majesty, the humans have separated the Guards and some of them even now make their way here-“ Any further words the guardspony might have said were lost as a bullet tore through his neck and he choked on his blood.  Another collective gasp sounded from the Element Bearers, save for Fluttershy who was on the verge of tears.
A single human, in equal condition to the late guard, stumbled into the room, pistol in hand.
“Too late, but one less pony to deal with.” He said coldly.
Celestia’s temper flared and her horn glowed with magic.
He looked up and fired his gun at the Princess.  A shield she erected absorbed the shots with little effort.  He fired again and his pistol clicked empty, he dropped it, picked up the guard’s abandoned lance and charged at Celestia.  Instead he met Luna who delivered a swift buck to his abdomen that sent him crashing into the wall.  He lay there, trying to summon the strength to get up but couldn't, instead he found himself being raised by a midnight aura and up to Luna’s angry face.
“If you intended to stop us you have failed, now just lay back and accept conversion,” A quick glance at his uniform’s name tag and rank markers first. “Private Clark.  You will feel better.  You will be better.” She said.
Clark sneered and spat a glob of blood on her face, then relished the astounded look she wore. “Go to Tartarus.” He told her. “I don’t want your so called gifts.” He literally, and figuratively, spat the word.
The human’s defiance only served to enrage Luna and in her fit of anger, she threw him against the wall again, and again, and again.  A hoof on her right shoulder snapped Luna out of her enraged state.
“Why do you and your kind continue to resist?” Celestia asked. “Can’t you see that this is what’s best for you?  You will have no greed, no want, and no hatred.”
“I DON’T FUCKING CARE!” Clark yelled.  He had had it with this Princess and her bullshit reasons, and now he was going to give her a piece of his mind. “I don’t care what sort of perfect life you say we get if we convert.  I don’t care if there’s plenty of food and no hatred.  I don’t care what you’re offering period!  None of that means anything if I don’t get a choice!”
“You will still have that freedom after conversion.” Celestia tried to sway him.
“Are you hearing anything I’m saying?  Choice!  Choice!  CHOICE YOU SELF CENTERED BITCH!  It’s all.  About.  Choice.”
“What is so important about choice?  If something changes your lives for the better then what does it matter?” Luna questioned.
“Because that’s just who we are!  Humans value freedom, equality and the right to choose above all others, and you spit on one, you spit on them all.” Clark said. “News flash Adolf Celestia, you didn't give us a choice from the beginning and just assumed we would go along like good little sheep.  How’s that working out now?” He smiled.
Celestia glared at this defiant human. “Soon it won’t matter.  The spell is nearly ready to be cast and once the rest of your kind is converted you will see you were wrong about us.”
“We have your army surrounded.” Clark reminded her. “Soon we’ll break through to the Palace.”
“I think not.” Luna floated him over to the balcony. “Look, human.”
Clark looked and found the shoe was now on the other foot, the human army was now surrounded by a sea of gold; guards Celestia must have kept in reserve for such an occasion, and with each side in close proximity, the battleships wouldn’t risk support fire.  Luna returned him to his place on the wall.
“Your military is surrounded and outnumbered.” Celestia said. “And even now Pegasus Guards are on their way to your ships with some of your own bombs.” Clark’s eyes went wide. “They will be sunk and this pointless struggle will be over.”
“No.  NO!” He struggled against Luna’s magical hold but she held him firm, her expression neutral and unwavering. “I have to…have to…”
Clark struggled against the force of the field to reach his radio; maybe the army could relay the message back to the battleships in time.  Luna threw that plan out the window when she ripped the device out of its pouch and threw it away.  At that moment Clark felt a sense of absolute defeat wash over him.  Everything had fallen apart, it was over… Clark stopped struggling.
Wait...  He listened closely.  A sound was being carried by the wind.  Not the sound of battle or orders or the citizens below.  No.  He listened closer. It was singing…human singing.  The army was singing, many songs in fact.  It was the national anthems of over two dozen countries.  Clark felt a sense of hope, and then he started laughing.
“What?  Is the thought of your imminent defeat so humorous to you?” Luna asked.
Clark ignored her. “Do you hear them Celestia?  Do you hear them!” He called, while laughing. “They’re singing!”
Celestia and Luna listened and found, in fact, the human army was singing.  Celestia went to the balcony herself to confirm this.
“What are they singing?” Luna asked.
Clark continued to laugh. “Anthems.  National anthems from dozens of countries!  Star Spangled Banner, O Canada, March of the Volunteers, La Marseillaise, Deutschlandlied, Russian National, a few out of many.  What else are they doing?!” He called.
“They’re raising…flags.” Celestia said.
“Who’s flag?!”
“Many…”
Celestia was in awe and confusion.  Why were they doing this?
“Why are they doing these things?” Luna voiced her question.
Clark ignored her as his laughing died down. “Bring me to the balcony.”
Luna was about to deny his request when a subtle nod from Celestia overrode her judgment.  Keeping him suspended in magic she brought him to the balcony.  At another nod from Celestia he was released of the field; with no weapon Clark was no threat.
“I repeat my question human, why are they doing these things?”
“Because they know they are going to die.” He said. “But they also know they will die free, waving their flag and singing the song of their homeland.” Clark snapped into a shaky salute to the distant U.S. flag. “They will die free humans.”
“Die?” Celestia said. “Why would they die?  They’re going to be converted.”
Clark smiled and chuckled. “Because they don’t want to be converted.” He pointed at the two armies.
The humans kept their flags aloft and were now charging with a sudden, frightening ferocity.  They were literally throwing themselves at the Royal Guards, a move which would be suicide against their lances.
Celestia froze as that single word hit her.
Suicide.
“They’re killing themselves.” She whispered.
“What?!” Luna gasped.
“They don’t want to be converted so…they’re…you’re all just going to kill yourselves?!” She had lost her composure and screamed at Clark, an action which only brought satisfaction to him.
So the Tyrant Queen has a heart after all. He sneered, and out in the distance he saw the brief birth of a new sun, followed by another, and another, and another.  4 new suns, 1 for each battleship; each had been retrofitted with a fission reactor as part of re-commissioning.  He offered them all and the Iowa specifically a salute.  That ship had ferried him and the troops to Equestria faithfully.
“Rest in Peace old girls, you’ve done good.” He whispered.
“Make them stop.” Celestia begged as the mass suicide continued below. “Make them stop please!”
“I can’t, and I wouldn’t.” Clark said. “This is our choice.” He emphasized the word. “And we do this of our own free will.  If we can’t stop conversion then we can deny you a bloodless victory.” With no small amount of satisfaction he saw the Elements of Harmony flicker and die, perhaps the news had broken the bearers concentration.  He was surprised to suddenly find the Element of Kindness, Fluttershy, wrapped around his waist.  The other Element Bearers were close behind.
“Please please do something to stop this!” She cried, tears pouring from her eyes. “You don’t have to die okay?  You can stay human, and then this can all stop and everything will be okay.”
Such a sweet pony, it was too bad she was the enemy in this.
“I’m sorry but this will happen.” He gently pried off the sobbing Pegasus and looked back at the battle.  It was over.  No human was left alive.  That simply left one thing to do now.
“Mr. Human.” Twilight Sparkle, the Purple Menace, one of many names.
“Clark please.”
“Clark.  Please, why are you doing this?  I know there’s more to it.” She asked.  Sharp girl and right; there is, or was, more to this decision.
“It’s because we wanted to make you see, one way or another why we resisted so much.” He shut his mouth quickly, cracking open the fake tooth he and everyone else had been given. “We saw this as the only way to do so since you wouldn’t understand anything else.” The poison spread through his body, numbing his extremities little by little. “I don’t know if we succeeded, but I’ll never live to see it.” He lost all feeling in his limbs and crumpled.
All the ponies surrounded him and started shouting, trying to get him to say what was wrong.  Their words were nothing but gibberish to him as the poison spread to his brain.  Clark vaguely saw Celestia using magic but knew it wouldn’t work; they had taken precautions for that.  More and more his awareness of the living world faded and he did indeed see his life flash before his eyes, he smiled; it was a good life.  The slideshow ended and he was facing a dark tunnel with a bright light at the end, there was even singing.  Yet another cliché come true, yet he wasn’t complaining.  He walked forward to Heaven, to his parents, grandparents, friends and etcetera.  He walked towards it and sung with one of the many songs.
“O say can you see~, by the dawn’s early li~ght…”
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