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		Description

"There's a group thou could gather, to steal away in the night on my command. The thegns would be rentally yours, loyal in turn. As I may do later, should the lady grant you success, there is a land in the valley below I could take with you and make yours. Cyning Sparkle has a fine tune to it. Pledge again to me, loyalest thegn?"
“As I have always pledged, Cyning Celestia.”
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		From Canterlot



	“Twilight,” Celestia said from her throne. The swan-like pegasus-unicorn looked down at her favorite warrior. “Yon filly of strong stomach, strong ties, and strong language. As the fair lady would present, things have been bleak. Your thegnhood is much to strain this day should you refuse.” The white lord looked upon her beloved warrior. She stepped down from the throne, going to walk beside the purple unicorn. “Ditto for my sister, twice for my niece. They have gone far and farther; bring them back in heart, at least.” She looked out of the window, to the chilly Canterlot scenery beyond her finely decorated feasting hall. “A speck of trouble from tattered wings and the fleshy crown, and the unshaped earthen vessels.
“There’s a group thou could gather, to steal away in the night on my command. The thegns would be rentally yours, loyal in turn.” She watched as Twilight weighed the risks. It was not often that anyone left Canterlot. It was warmer and comfortable; unless there was a battle or treasure to be found, there was not a single pony who willingly went into the cold where monsters and death awaited them. “As I may do later, should the lady grant you success, there is land in the valley below I could take with you and make yours. Cyning Sparkle has a fine tune to it.” Celestia lifted a cup of sweet, dark wine. Ruffling her feathers, she drank. “Pledge again to me, loyalest thegn?”
Twilight stepped forward. Despite the scars, she was quite pretty. She kept her hair sensible but elegant. She had the appearance of a youth and as such was popular with the young colts. “As I have always pledged, Cyning Celestia.”
“Excellent,” Celestia muttered, passing the cup to Twilight for the warrior to drink deeply from. “Go fetch thine party, beloved.”
Twilight merely bent her neck over as a fine eagle might swoop it down to eat quarry. With that, she walked out to the lower parts of the hall, seeking a proper party.

The hall was dimly lit with candle light. There were pelts and caches of gold littering the floor. They all belonged to Celestia--as did the hall--but the portion in the warrior’s quarters were for the resting party to split among themselves while they served the king.
She flitted her eyes as she walked in measured paces. Mentally, she checked warrior after warrior off the potential team. Not that one, too young and reckless. Hardly that, she grew weak at the thought of the unknown. How did this one claim the title of “thegn”, anyway?
Her eyes settled upon a figure of grace and lean muscle, pampered and surrounded by young, foolish colts. She grinned. Yes, an old friend and ally. “Rarity,” she spoke as she approached the white unicorn upon the dragon hide pelt.
The white unicorn brought her head up from the forelegs of the colt she had been lounging upon. She raised a hoof, signaling the youthful stallion to stop his musical ministrations. “Twilight,” the diamond mage returned. “You seek assistance for which worthy pursuit?”
“To war, Rarity.” Twilight grinned as Rarity’s attention was fully caught. War meant spoils and Twilight had inkling to believe that Rarity was perhaps part dragon. “Or, to peace. Separate matters perhaps, but this shall not be pretty. We go beyond the beyond, into blinding snow, and into the sky and clear tribes.”
“The clear tribes?” Rarity asked, thinking greedily over the beauty of the supposed Crystal Hall. She grinned, getting up. “Give me leave to give forewarning to my tender Belle and to gather up tool.” She was already making hasty, but dignified strides toward her personal quarters, where her little sister slept and played. “Soon, battle-sister.”
Twilight nodded. She looked around the hall. He was not here, not that he ever was. She snorted and left the hall, bitter at having to traverse the blistery chilled fields of Canterlot in pursuit of the robed fiend.

“Sombra!” she shouted up to the brute upon the hill overlooking the cliff at the edge of Canterlot.
He looked down, fanged frown never once changing. His disconcerting, glowing eyes wavered over her form for a moment before he stared back north. He was always concerned with the things there. He and Rarity were definitely dragon-kin, Twilight thought.
“There’s game afoot!” she baited.
That was all the news it took. Without ever changing his expression, save for perhaps momentary surprise, he forced the snow black as his blood--she had seen him bleed, once--and into an icy slide. He had no enthusiasm or mirth going down, merely trotting to a stop before her.
“When?” he asked in a voice like oil poured over flames.
Twilight merely grinned. “Tonight.”
He nodded, then melted into the earth. She didn’t know what he was preparing, but it was probably fairly important.

Sunset was coming. While, for any other tribe of ponies, leaving at night would be a huge disadvantage, unicorns fed off light energy. Moon and sun alike could fuel their needs. Besides, it would be easier to travel without going snowblind like this.
“Prepped?” Twilight asked.
Rarity nodded.
Sombra stood still, no movement, no acknowledgement, barely breathing.
Satisfied, Twilight took off, running as fast as safe down the mountain side. Rarity went slightly slower, cantering rather than galloping, while Sombra seemed to almost lope. The trio were all clothed with cloaks bearing Celestia’s insignia.

“Mayhaps lonely sans the second?” asked a masculine voice.
Celestia’s lips curled. Before, he had been ashamed, claiming he could not be with her for Twinkleshine had come to court him, had “loved” him. Celestia was king. She was almighty and the richest, could care for Shining Armor and his sister better than anyone. “You came,” she said simply.
He walked into the room, naked and eyes searching hers for meaning to this reckless affair. Of course, Twinkleshine would back down when the news arrived. She was horrendously outranked in this matter. “I have no refusal.”
Celestia’s neck dipped down, swan grace forming a semi-heart as she made her height equal to her latest conquest. “Tis only proper.” She kissed the bridge of his nose and the base of his horn.

Snips and Snails looked at each other, lean and miserable. Despite living under Jet Set and Upper Crust, who hoarded but never fought, they lived anything but an easy life.
“Freedom, perhaps, one fine summer day?” Snips asked, aware he had never seen a summer in his meager yearling life and probably would not. He was lucky their tribe could fend off the windigoes.
Snails whuffled a laugh as the duo dragged a bundle of hay into the house. “Yes, one fine summer day.” It was an impossible, but pleasant dream.

Amethyst Star tucked her sister into bed. She narrowed her eyes. “Tonight?”
Sea Swirl spared a glance at Amethyst, then over to the sleeping Dinky. “Nay.”
“When, then?” the purple mage asked, coming closer to her sister, he co-conspirator, her gossamer-thin Celestia-aligned kin. “Vinyl Scratch and Lyra have found the music--Minuette says the full moon is soon!” The unicorn mare slammed her horn over the other’s horn. “We cannot waste this time!”
Sea Swirl whirled around upon her near-twin. “Holly Dash still has yet to report on the progress of Lemon Hearts and Lemony Gem!” She snorted, separating from her sister. “Unless they return with the rocks, we cannot do it.”
“The Rainbow of Light...”
“We’ll not be using that.” Sea Swirl grinned. “Recall the statues in Celestia’s brag-yard? The one of multiple pelts, of a hideous creature?”
“Our future cyning?” Amethyst Star asked.
“The one and only.”

	
		Above



	Fluttershy was not a pony who enjoyed violence. However, her sister Sunny Days absolutely craved it, just like every other pegasus. Though, she could not stay this match was without reason. Thunderlane and Blossomforth had teamed up, aiming to take down Merry May. From what Fluttershy understood, Merry May was somehow involved in the death of Thunderlane’s mother earlier this year, almost leading to Rumble starving it it wasn’t for the twin accident of Merry May causing the death of Blossomforth’s foal. As such, Blossomforth had been surrogate to Rumble, earning the affection of Thunderlane’s extended family.
Speaking of family, Fluttershy felt pretty sorry for Merry May in this match. Empress Luna had permitted the match under honor rules, and as such, up to two members from the offended family were allowed in the brawl at a time. Merry May had no family, while Blossomforth was permitted to act with Thunderlane as he had taken her as mate just so they could both enjoy this revenge. Even if the green mare could manage to defeat both of the vengeful ponies, Twilight Sky and Midnight Strike were waiting to avenge their cousin, little Rumble sitting between them.
As Thunderlane rammed Merry May into a cloud full of hair, Fluttershy covered her eyes. She hated the cloud-dome; the clouds here were pure white, hiding the infinite number of bloodbaths that had taken place here.

Rainbow Dash and her two sisters watched the match, eagerly wished that the match was merely a spar and that it was open entry. Sassaflash was the weakest of the three sisters, and she could easily handle two pegasi on her own. Lightning Dust was the fastest, but Rainbow Dash was the strongest. Solo, the rainbow maned mare had utterly demolished a manitcore. All that had been left of him in the end was the exoskeleton of his tail and perhaps his skull, jaw bone not included.
As Blossomforth finally managed to get her hooves around the neck of Merry May, the three sisters began stomping. “KILL, KILL, KILL!” Lightning Dust shouted, encouraging her sisters to join her in the cheer. The three reared as Merry May’s face tinged blue. Excited whinies escaped their muzzles.

Fleetfoot watched quietly, Misty Fly and Derpy near her. They were no kin to her, but they got along well enough with her for the mare not to mind their constant presence. She honestly didn’t care about this little drama going on before her. The entire concept that death was solved with more death wasn’t an equation resolving to zero, she thought, but it kept Luna and her mirror-clone satisfied, so the pale mare said nothing.
“Oh... her neck finally snapped,” Derpy said, perhaps sadly. She was a gentle soul, often hanging out with Fluttershy.
Misty Fly quickly looked up toward Luna, who was conversing with her black mirror-clone. “... they say we’re dismissed,” he judged from the way the taller, but younger alicorn stood, spreading her wings and flying away. Luna remained. Misty Fly spared a look to Merry May’s body, which had already fallen through the cloud in her death. “We should go as well.”
Fleetfoot nodded and the trio took off. Fleetfoot flew beside Derpy. “... you should be mindful of your public emotions,” she noted.
Derpy nodded.

“Mommy! Daddy!” Scootaloo exclaimed, running over the cloud after her parents. She giggled as Featherweight ran into her. “Miss Wildfire said it’s okay for us to bring Featherweight home, so can we? Can we please?”
Spitfire looked over her shoulder, seeing the other mare a cloud or so away. Spitfire nodded in Wildfire’s direction and the mare took off, trusting her foal to Spitfire. Spitfire then smiled at her child. “Sure. You all want to go find the rainbow fountains?”
Soarin’ groaned. “But, they burn my nose... they smell so strong!” However, he dutifully followed mate, his foal, and Featherweight. His poor sensitive nose would really sting for a while, but it was worth it so Scootaloo could play with her little friend.
Even if Featherweight was a colt.

Cloudchaser and Flitter nodded before Empress Luna.
“So, you understand that, if you fail, there likely won’t be a next generator for us, right?”
Cloudchasr grinned. “Empress, have I ever let you down?”
Luna grinned. “No... you found the Hurricane Sisters and the mirror pool. My beloved doppleganger Nightmare Moon owes you her very existence.” Luna hugged the two sisters. “You are my most trusted servants. Please do not disappoint me.”
The two saluted after being released and then took off. “When we return, we’ll have plenty of mares!”

			Author's Notes: 
For those of you wondering about the pegasi, they're supposed to be highly inbred in this fic.
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