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		Description

For whatever reason I get ideas that do not go away until after I have written them down. Rather than allow those stories to go unread I have decided to post them here. 
1. [Fate], this story is bittersweet, and like many of my stories deals with anthropomorphic personifications of thoughts and ideas.
2. [Guardian], this story is darker than the previous one. It also deals with suicide, hopefully in a manner that is somewhat tasteful. This story is what gives the [Teen] rating.
These first two stories were partially edited by IceColt, I ended up rewriting lots of things in both.
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		Fate



	I take a step, and appear in the midst of Canterlot. No one notices my arrival, but then again, I did not expect them to. I take another step, relishing the sensation. I am early to my own party, in a manner of speaking. I wander throughout the city, careful to avoid touching anypony, for I will need all my concentration when it happens. However that does not prevent me from enjoying the feeling of life coursing through me, though no heart beats in my chest. Occasionally ponies catch a glimpse of me out of the corner of their eyes, but when they turn to look, I was never there. Wordlessly I turn my head skyward, anticipating the event before it begins.
In my mind I can see clearly, though my vision does not reach to where it is taking place. I see a rainbow maned pegasus, struggling to keep ahead of those who challenge her. I raise my wings, and give them a soft steady beat. I See her mind fill with possibility, and her wings with strength, though I can only give her such a gift once I smile as she speeds past, filling the sky with color.
My mind splits, and I see five other futures begin to unfold. I take a step, and butterflies move to catch a falling pegasus. I smile in delight. A simple shake of my head causes an earth pony to glance out of a window to see something she would have otherwise missed. My horn lights the barest amount, and miles away a shining white unicorn mare’s horn does the same. And though I am not needed, I let out a chuckle as I feel the birth of a smile in one who never before knew such. Finally I breath out heavily, and nearby in the castle life is born. I smile, realising that I still have some small purpose here, that I can attend to at my own leisure. I take another step.
Ahead of me I see a tan earth pony, down on his luck, but with a good heart. A simple spell causes his money pouch to fall to the ground without anyone noticing. I rush after him and pick it up, my hoof resting against it for a moment before handing it back to him. I see that when he arrives home that he opens it to find a considerable sum, along with a hoofwritten note. He will remember the note till the day he dies, and will treasure it more than the gold.
I turn away, the remains of a smile etched on my face. Along the way I stumble into a snobbish unicorn wearing a suit. I see him have a change of heart towards funding an orphanage. A mischievous smile flickers across my face, I know he won't miss that much. I see a bruised filly ahead in the street, crying softly. As I pass by I brush her with a hoof and watch as she marvels at her wounds disappearing. I press my hoof against my mouth and make a soft *shh* noise before winking conspiratorially and moving on. I pass a flower stand, and pull out a handful of bits, placing them on the counter before weaving a white tulip into my hair. The mare running the stand is kind, but does not need anything that I can give her.
I enter the palace, brushing past guards who never see me. The one on the left, a mare no matter what the illusions on the armor say, I see having a foal, despite being declared infertile. I pass a maid, hurriedly cleaning the floors. I see that she has no trouble cleaning for a few months. I meander through the halls, knowing where I need to go, yet wanting to spend as much time here as possible. I pass the kitchen in time to hear muffled cursing and a green earth pony pushing open the door, bleeding all over. I halt him before pulling a roll of gauze and a bottle of disinfectant out of my seemingly empty bag. As I wrap the wound I see that he will have no trouble walking, despite nearly severing his tendon.
I sigh, knowing that my time in this place is drawing to an end. I make my way towards the throne room, entering silently through one of the side halls. The princess freezes, seeing me clearly where few others do. The world stops, and it is just us two. She speaks but a single word, and as I take another step before dissolving, an impossible wind answers her. “Soon”.
I wait, unneeded. When I am able I slip away from my ever present duties to watch events that I know will only come around once, or to simply sit on top of tall mountains or to watch unobserved from the highest spires in Canterlot, or to enjoy the quiet places and take a break from the world. Occasionally I am able to manifest myself briefly, to feel alive, to walk beneath the sun, or the moon, or the rain and snow, but it never lasts. No matter, I have waited longer with less.
I feel the need begin to build, and I know the time approaches. I arrive not far from where I am needed, but early enough that I have time yet to do what I will. I take a step, and a kind earth pony mare whose farm I am passing asks me if I would like an apple. I nod and she hands me one. I pull out some bits, and offer them to her, but she smiles and pushes my coins away. I see that when they dig up a tree that will be struck by lightning they find a small oak chest containing a fresh sapling, a handful of bits, and a note, written on impossibly new parchment. Kindness is always repaid in kind.
I wander into town. I am not yet needed anywhere, so I walk, simply reveling in the feel of the sun and the wind. I pass a mint green unicorn, crying over a broken harp. I walk to her, pressing my hoof gently against the remains of the harp. It reforms slowly, wood creaking back into position, sealing itself as if it had never broken, then the strings slowly heal, creeping back into place. I smile as I see her bring joy to a great many ponies. I also see that she dreams of an impossible world, and of a single melody.
I pass a grey pegasus wearing a mailmare’s uniform, stumbling down the street, her crossed eyes streaming tears. I walk to her slowly, before wiping away the tears. I see that while her eyes cannot be changed, she is able to better live with the effects. She shoots backwards, and I belatedly remember the consequences of the gift of sight. Yet she only smiles at me, before offering me thanks. She pulls out a muffin and offers it to me. It is among the best I have ever tasted.
I wander for a while, doing what I can, and enjoying life as best as I am able. Suddenly it is nighttime, and I know that I am needed. I take a step and vanish, only to reappear in a crumbling castle surrounded by trees. I see two figures fighting, before a rainbow appears. I step and vanish, only to reappear at the darker one’s side, just as the rainbow lands. She smiles, and I smile, and I am no longer needed, yet there is one thing left to be done. I take a step, just as the princess enters the room.
I reappear by a statue. I place my hoof against it, causing the smallest of cracks. I see many things, some are pleasant, many are not. I fight against the deluge of images, before pulling away, leaving the crack in place.
I step, and vanish again, falling into rest, the actions of the day exhausting what little power I had managed to gather. For the first time in nearly a hundred years I regret my decision to remain behind, while the rest of my race ascended. Who else would watch, to wait in darkness for their stories to unfold. Perhaps one day I will join them, but until then I will remain.


For in the end, I love all alike, for I alone see all of their greatest heights, and all of their lowest depths. And I alone know that even at their least they deserve another chance.

			Author's Notes: 
This was a very difficult story to write, the core of it was written in an hour, but parts still felt missing. All told, this has sat around half completed for about six months.
Completed as of 18/08/2014, editing in progress, please report any errors that you notice.


	
		Guardian



	I follow him inside, there is no reason for him to invite me in, and also no need to; he does not notice me. He has been showing signs for the last four days, unnoticed by those who could do anything about it, those who can see have been bound to inaction, and I am no exception. 
I am here solely to confirm the rumors that have been spreading quietly throughout the circle, I asked those others to watch for one showing the signs that fulfilled other conditions. He was the first. He believes.
I follow him into the bedroom, a simple affair, but it is here that the reason becomes apparent. Cartoon ponies watch from every wall, smiling in their pastel shades. Plushies sit on the otherwise unused dresser, and figurines keep vigil over the headboard.
He has been contemplating his next actions for four days, and I have been following him for three of them, watching as he is pummeled and insulted for his beliefs, unable to do anything as they attempt to take everything from him. I watch just as helpless now as he removes a thin razor from its hiding place taped to the underside of a drawer and removes an envelope from his backpack. It took him two hours to write, spread over the last two days, and I was forced to watch him write every line. He places it upon the bed, carefully surrounded by the remnants of his life.
He slits his wrist, keeping his jaw clenched to avoid shouting out in pain. I watch helplessly as blood spills out of his veins and onto the floor, staining the carpet red. 
Time slows, and a figure dressed in a black cloak is there. I will not bother with futile attempts to describe him, for everyone know what he looks like, just close your eyes if you don’t believe me. In one hand he bears an hourglass, and in the other a scythe. 
The sand creeps through the hourglass, individual grains falling like molasses. From a great distance the sound of hooves can be heard.
A white mare strides forth from the doorway, wings and hooves and horn shining like polished gold in the sun. 
“You are too late” the hooded figure calmly says brandishing the hourglass that continues to slowly empty.
She glares at the figure before replying in a smooth, cold voice, much like fresh snow on a winter’s day “And what makes you so certain of that?”
“He is out of time” the figure states “He must be collected”
The mare strides forward, pushing the figure out of her way as she surges towards the youth. “You shall not take him” she bellows, showing anger for the first time. “Is that all they are to you? Things to be collected?”
“And what can you do to stop me?” the figure replies, choosing to ignore the second question. “Your kind are forbidden to interfere.”
The mare smiles as she bends down to whisper in the youth’s ear as he lies near motionless on the floor. “No, I am not allowed to interfere.” She says “But I am allowed to empower another to do so in my stead, in accordance to the rules set in place long ago.”
She turns to look directly at me before nodding her head. My metaphorical shackles dissolve, and the hooded man starts as I stride forwards, visible to him for the first time.
“You do not have to obey her” the figure states “You have a choice.”
“I was punished long ago for daring to act" I say resolutely "Now that I am free to choose I will not stand silently again.” 
I tear off a part of my white robe and use it to bind his wrists. The material blooms with blood like a garden might with roses, but I pay it no mind. A wave of my hand cleans the blood off of the floor, and I scoop him up into my arms, taking care to grab the envelope from its resting place. As I move towards the door I see a single shining white feather pinned to it, I take it wordlessly.
The hospital room contains him lying in a bed and a nurse over in the corner, keeping an eye on his vitals in the monitor. As he begins to stabilize she leaves the room, and I fade into view. I take the feather that she gave me and wrap it carefully in gold before attaching it to a light silver chain. I place it carefully around his neck, and it glows slightly in the florescent light.
I create another silver feather, pinning it to my robe with a golden sun. I am no longer a watcher thanks to her, trapped in my own personal hell, unable to take action and forced to watch the worst of humanity. Now I am a guardian, something that I was long ago. Now that I am hers I will be busy, in part by coming whenever she calls, and in part attempting to figure out what she whispered in his ear. Now that I am able to act and interact I could always ask him, but what would the point be in that. I have an eternity to find out.

			Author's Notes: 
This Story was Emotionally painful to write. If you haven't cried at least once while reading this then I did something wrong, or you are completely heartless.
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