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		Description

The only living Human in Equestria, Given Eternity by Harmony itself to fulfill a destiny of the future and a request. Betrayed by the very being he has fought and bled for, now finding his way back into the fold.
Harmony has deemed Balance, but can the Betrayed fulfill it, that...that is the question.
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		Lament of the Past



…..Betrayal, such an interesting word. It’s very meaning blunt and to the point, the action of turning on a being for one reason or another. Never did I think that I would become so intimately familiar with it, not until that day six hundred years ago, that I fell victim to a Betrayal by the very one I gave up my mortality to help at the behest of Harmony. The very one who made me Captain of her Guard, the one who tore the badges I had earned through blood, sweat and tears from my very chest, making my three hundred years of service mean nothing.
The very one that I was told would betray me in the long term….
My name is…..No WAS Nova Star, Former Captain of the Solar Guard and the only Human on this planet.
Now, I am known as Black Nova and I find myself returning to Equestria, though what awaits me I can not say, but if worse comes to worse? Well, I always have that special knife in my pack.
It is now 990 ANM and I find my feet on the path twords a small Town, it is new by settlement standards, only being around for just shy of one hundred and fifty years.
The Town? Well it’s called Ponyville….
Six Hundred years ago, Canterlot.
I had been running around like a busy Ant all morning, between overseeing the training of the newest batch of Cadets from the Canterlot Military Academy and the massive stack of paperwork needed to get the new armor and weapon design approved by the Council of Military Affairs, I have yet to eat more than an apple until now. Though hopefully that will change soon as I have a meeting with the Princess in a short amount of time from now.
The princess thankfully likes to have our meetings over Lunch, most would say it’s an immeasurable honor to be able to dine with the Princess, but in all reality this has been a thing we have done for going on almost two centuries now. I sometimes think she does these little lunch meetings just to get away from the drone of the nobles and I can’t really blame her, while she doesn't show it I know she is still hurting from the betrayal and banishment of her sister all those years ago.
Though over the last few months, it’s almost like she has been getting distant from me. I would normally chock it up to her paperwork but even at the height of her intake during the later parts of the day she would always find time to meet, even during the Rebellion...
The Rebellion….. What I clusterfuck of a shitshow, started by a nightmare Cult that had a hatred of the sun princess. I still wonder to this day how they got into the Palace to kidnap her sister. I will forever wonder if I had been faster, could I have stopped what would become one of the worst wars since the Black Crystal War? Could I have saved her from what they made her?
I still remember it, three years of hell and death the likes of which will never be seen again in this world. While not on par with any of Humanity’s worst wars, it still cost Equestria dearly. Three years of death and destruction, culminating in the banishment of the nightmare at the battle of the Twin Spires.
Nearly three percent of Equestria’s total population at the time lost to death's grip, even now three hundred years later, while not as noticeable there is still a lingering of that tragedy in the population.
To think, as a reward for my help in banishing the Nightmare all those years ago, Harmony itself granted me immortality, a warning…. And a Request.
On the longest day of the Thousandth year, The Stars will aid in her escape. Help her and bring Balance!
I can only guess what that mea-
But before I can finish that thought a knocking on the Door breaks me from my trip down memory lane.
“Enter!”
Command given, the Door swings open and a Solar Marine enters though it.
“Captain Nova, The Princess requests your atendance in the Throne Room!”
Odd, our meeting isn’t for another fourty minutes. Though it’s more than likely a Noble is persistently annoying more than normal again.
“Right, go inform the Princess that I will be there in a few minutes.”
“Sir!”
With that he turns on the spot and leaves back though the door and shuts it.
I lean back in my chair, while it’s not surprising that I have been summoned before our meeting, it is indeed odd. She has always been neurotic about her meetings, among other things, so to break her planning must mean an issue of great importance.
…..I fear for the pony should she ever take a student.
I sigh and stand up from my chair, multiple joints popping as I do. I guess it’s a good excuse to put off the rest of the paperwork for the time being. I start my way towards the door and then though it and on my way to the Throne Room.
It is a short five minute trek, though it started to get unnerving the closer I got. There was a startling lack of guards in the halls and I have not seen a servant since I left my Office. Though no pony is in sight, I still have this feeling that I am being watched.
After another minute, I stop before the double doors that lead to the Throne Room and my gut is sinking. The guards that are almost always present are gone, the announcer is missing and the magical ward to open the doors is active but the doors are shut. I am beyond concerned now, the last time something like this happened was when I slammed through the audience window and into the Throne Room all those years ago, though then it was a matter of evacuation.
I gather my wits in preparation to go through the doors, but my right hand still falls to the Hilt of Moonbeam, the last gift from my Fiancé before she fell to the Nightmare all those years ago. I then step forward and give the left door a light push to open it and step though.
I have only gone through the doorway less than fifty feet before a ward trap activates and I freeze in place unable to move anything but my eyes. How, how did Moonbeam not sense the trap! She is spelled to detect these kind of magical arts!
I look up towards the Throne, there sitting upon her ivory throne is the Princess, beside and behind her is over a dozen Solar Guards all geared and fitted out for combat. I was confused to say the least.
I look into her eyes “Princess what is the mea-“ I get only so far in my sentence before and oppressive force comes crawling over me like a weight of lead.
The Princess lets out a shallow growl “You have no right to demand anything of me, TRAITOR!” The Guards shuffle a bit at her anger I notice.
I am confused, what have I done to be labeled a traitor by the very pony I have fought and bled for over the last three centuries! I can feel my anger starting to boil, is this it then? Am I to be the next one betrayed by the Solar Queen?
I let out a low growl in turn “I am no Traitor, Princess! I demand as my right to know what charges have been levied against me!” The guards near her shuffle even more, it seems they don’t like this either.
The Princess stands from her Throne and begins walking down the steps “You have been charged and as is MY right as Princess of Equestria, summerly found guilty due to overwhelming evidence of Treason, Espionage, Murder and bribery.” by the time she finishes she has already reached the bottom of the stairs leading to her Throne and has started walking towards me.
I scoff, this is all rubbish “I have done none of these crimes, yet I am to have no chance to defend myself I see.” she has reached me and is just standing there with scowl on her face “So it is Betrayal then? I guess the Nightmare was right when she warned me of what I would face!” I end my sentence by spitting on the floor in front of the Princess.
She looks down at the spit and then back up to me, as she does she reaches out and grabs the medals and ribbons on my dress shirt, before yanking them off and throwing them to the ground, she has effectively stripped me of my Rank and has metaphorically spit on my accomplishments.
She attempts to grab Moonbeam, but in a show of defiance and due to the magical bindings, the sword Zaps her hand and all I can do is laugh “Moonbeam was BOUND to me, Princess. Even IF you could get her away from me she would teleport back to me no matter what.” I continue laughing as she steps back and uses her other hand to rub the injured one.
She looks back at me with a scowl “Your sentence is Banishment for six hundred years, if you step back onto Equestrian land within that time you will be executed.” She turns around with a snap clack of her hoofs and starts walking back to her Throne as if to say we are done.
I couldn’t help but get one last jab in “Your sister was right you know, you always were jealous of the one thing she had that you didn’t.” she Falters in her walking slightly before waving her hand to signal the guards.
After a moment, the Ward flickers and then I can move again. The Guards move to surround me and we start moving towards and through the doors. Once we are down the hall a bit the guards around me sheath their weapons and loosen their formation.
The Guard to my right turns his head to look at me “The Solar Guard are with you sir, this isn’t right and the entire Corp knows it.” He looks back forward and as he does I can hear a murmur of agreement come from the rest.
I look around, it’s good to know that the Solar Guard is still holding up the Principle I have instilled in them, to always watch out for your Friends and Comrades “I thank you all, but I ask that you don’t throw away your lives or jobs, nor your family’s well being for me.” I look into each set of eyes I can from where I am “I only ask that you keep my name and reputation alive, don’t let it be white washed from history, Pass it down in your families and among the new Cadets” I turn my head back forward as we near the Exit to the castle.
In the time it took for us to reach the Castle Entrance, she must have set the bodies in motion, as when the doors opened there is a magnificent purpling sky to greet us. It’s ironic in a way, the Twilight before the night and the shine of a new light on me.
I look down from the horizon to find that while I was gazing into Twilight, the majority of the Solar Guard that weren’t on critical duty had gathered at the foot of the stairs leading to the Castle Doors. It’s a sight to see, nearly nine hundred gathered in two rows either side of the path leading through the city and to the gates. 
I look around the gathered faces I can see for a moment, before taking a Step forward to address them.
“I don’t know what skuttlebutt has been spread around the barracks so far, but I have been stripped of my rank, honors and Banished from Equestria for six hundred years!” Most of the guard stiffen up, as they should as the use of Banishment is reserved for the most Hainus of crimes.
“I was accused of Trason and Murder, among other charges, but I can say with full confidence that I DID NOT DO THESE CRIMES, to those out there among the lines you know this!” A slight cheer goes through the crowd, I have personally worked with a good number of these people and those I haven’t know of my reputation.
“With that said I ask all those out here to keep with the script, keep doing your duty as if I was still here! Keep our Creed!” Another cheer erupts among the troops, they start cheering the Solar Guards creed.
“No blood, No class, No Species. Just honor, friendship and Duty!” They repeat it again and again as I start making my way down the steps, onto the street and towards the Gate. It took only a few minutes but the cheers never died down the entire way.
As I reach the Gate I stop and Snap turn back towards the line of troops, I bring my first up to my heart in salute and as one every single Guard does the same in a thunderous clap of metal on metal.
Present, Ten Miles outside Ponyville.
I come back from my memories as I walk smack dab into the welcome sign for ponyville, I step back and rub my face. It’s what I get for getting lost in memories I guess.
But now I am just on the outskirts of the town that I can feel the pull of destiny from, thinking back to the warning of Harmony I now know why I was pulled here and with only ten years before the One Thousandth year I have much to do.
Looking back at the sign for the town I notice something curious, under the town's name is an inscription: “Home of Sweet Apple Acres” Curious indeed.
Well I know where I am heading first, I wonder how Pear Butter and Bright Mac are doing these days. After their encounter with those damn wolves, they were pretty shaken up, I guess I should check up on them while I am here.
I restart my walk towards the town, who knows maybe they will let me stay for a bit.
One thing is for certain, this is gonna be an interesting ten years.
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		A Captains Return



I continue to rub my abused nose as I walk further down the path, it is still a good two miles to Ponyville and then another mile and a half to Sweet Apple Acres. I can only hope that they remember me, after all that happened those years ago in the Everfree, otherwise I suspect I am about to get a buck to the head for “Trespassing” on their property. Though not like it won’t be the first time Bright Mac did it, though I can understand the first time as he was in life or death fight or flight mode.
Though as I walk down the road past the sign I can’t help but think back to my life in Banishment, The battles, the people, the lands and so on that I doubt anypony from Equestria has seen in the last six hundred or so years. But with those fond memories also comes all my mistakes, failures and the people lost. From Alliance of Kingdoms on the Griffon Isles, to the Shamanic tribes of Zebrika and so many more lands no other pony has likely seen even now.
Through all of it, these last few decades have given me some of my fondest memories, I can say without a doubt that I regret nothing I have done or achieved. That’s not to say that I don’t have regrets, many a time have I done things that would make villains turn from their paths. But I have never and will never harm an Innocent, each thing I regret; I regret for the simple fact that I didn't do it sooner.
I have propped up Governments, tore down others and in more than one case created ones from nothing. I have both saved and doomed many beings over the last six hundred years and in most cases nothing but good has come from it! 
But the cost, the cost is what I regret the most. So many lives lost to achieve even the good things, that is by far my most heavy burden and highest of regrets.
One such event that almost joined that list happened just two years ago. I had been traveling down a rarely used trade path at the time, it’s remoteness and proximity to the Everfree and Timberwolf Territory making it a less used but shorter route to the Boarder of the Griffon Empire and Equestria, the paths end lands travelers in the boarder town of San Featheton that acts as Equestria Rail hub within the Griffon Empire for trade. By this time my Banishment had ended just over a week ago while I was visiting with friends in the Capital, after visiting I had decided it was time to finally go home after so long. I had decided on taking this lesser known trade path on my way back to San Featheton as to avoid other travelers to the best of my ability.
Two years ago
I regret EVER taking this Moon damned path, it may be a shorter path but the overgrowth and fallen logs make it a damn pain to navigate. I guess I shouldn’t complain though, given I am already halfway down it and will likely make San Featheton by the end of tomorrow. Though at this rate I will need a new pair of boots by the time I ge-
“AHHHHHHHH”
“SHIT”

I start running towards the cry before it even dies out, drawing Moonbeam as I go. I know enough of this forest to not hold back on my speed, the trees and rocks blurring past me as I hop bushes and fallen logs. I can feel my adrenaline starting to pump and my mind focusing to a point as my senses enhance themselves and I start picking up the smell of rotting wood. I know the smell all too well; Timberwolves.
I see a clearing in front of me after a minute of running through a thin line of trees, I pick up my pase and leap through it. I land on the first Wolf, caving it’s skull in under my boot as the ground cracks and dust is kicked up. I slowly straighten up and walk out of the cloud of dust I created to see three more Wolves that have now fully turned to me.
I reverse my grip on Moonbeam and push off the ground into a sprint, in seconds I am on the first of the three Wolves as I spin and drive the edge of Moonbeam through the Wolf that was at the head of the three. As I right myself I look to the last two standing Wolves, both of which have flattened their leafy ears while their heads lower slightly.
I Flick Moonbeam out to throw the Green blood off her before speaking “Leave, now. Your pack mates will return to the Mother Tree in time. This is the only warning you will get, next time I will personally inform her that her pups are breaking our agreement.”
They bow their heads even more and turn, running back into the Trees. After a moment I sheath Moonbeam and turn to look at the Ponies I had just saved.
The mare is on the small side, even for Ponies, her fur is a light Peach and her hair is long and colored a Light Orange. She is wearing a Short Light Purple shirt and light Brown Work Pants.
I Turn to my left to look at the Stallion, only to get a Hoof to the Face, I stagger and slowly lose consensus. Before I am completely gone I can just make out the mare starting to berate the Stallion and then Darkness.
I woke up in their Camp about two hours later, laying on a to small cot in a tent. After getting up and walking out the Stallion, who introduced himself as Bright Mac,  proceeded to apologize repeatedly for the kick. I simply waved it off and told him that if he really wanted to Apologize then he can just buy me a cider, or five, down the line.
They started explaining that they were returning from the griffon capital to the boarder town of San Featheton, where they had planned to board a train heading back to their home in Ponyville and had been told of this shortcut in a small trading outpost some miles back. They were told of the potential dangers of the lesser used trail, but decided that cutting a day off their travel was worth it.
I told them that the Trail was so little used due to it’s proximity to Timberwolf Territory, that only heavily armed caravans took this route when they had time sensitive cargo to deliver to San Featheton’s Rail Station.
I stayed the Night and took the offered meal, it was a good night of laughing and stories that I haven’t had in a long time and I relished in it. I shared some stories from my time in the Zebra Lands and of those who I met and Befriended. While Pear bragged about her cooking and Bright regailed me with his strength. It wasn’t until very late into the night that we all called it quits and went to bed, I do not regret the lack of sleep that I got and I suspect that neither did they.
The Mare, who introduced herself as Pear Butter, grabbed me the next day before I could leave and wrapped me in a bone crushing hug and proceeded to tearfully thank me repeatedly once more. I Hugged her back as best I could and told her that I am Happy I was near, as they were two of the best ponies I have met to date.
I departed from their Camp shortly after, with the promise that I would visit the first chance I got.
Present
As the memory fades from my mind, I bring my left hand up to the side of my face and wince at the ghost pain. Earthen Ponies hit harder than Drunk Alicorns, I swear. Had I been braced for it I might not have gone under, maybe.
I soon refocued on the trail ahead of me and edge the small Village started to come into view, Whie past it was my Destination. If I was a pony my jaw would have likely dropped to the ground, the sheer amount of Apple Trees is mind boggling, stretching from the access road and too well out of sight over the hills in the distance, it's breathtaking to take in no matter who you are.
After I metaphorically pick my jaw off the ground, I start down a side road that bypasses the Village near its outskirts. I would rather not have my return reported just yet, I want to see Sun Butt on my own terms and not hers.
With that thought in mind I pull my Hood closer to my head to hide my face and continue down the road.
It takes another forty five minutes and one pothole, but I reach the entry arch to the property. It’s a beautifully carved sign that reads “Sweet Apple Acres” in large western style script that you would have expected out of Earth's old west, under the script is a large indent cut faded red apple.
The entryway was beautiful and if I turn my head left or right I can see small wooden picket fences running into the distance in each direction. It is like something out of a plain state in looks and it brings back half remembered memories of my past near one thousand years ago.
I shake my head of the memories and procide past the entry Gate and start my walk to the Farm House in the distance, a red barn sitting near it and off to the right. I can hear a soft “Thwack” coming from off into the orchards to my left and I can hear a Banjo playing from the direction of the house.
It was a few more minutes before I reached the porch and low and behold there sat Pear Butter, playing a Banjo and humming a wordless tune completely lost in the moment. It’s a catchy little tune and sounds oddly familiar even if I can’t place it.
As she hums the last of the tune she opens her eyes and looks up and forward towards me, she lets out a slight squeak and jumps into the air which makes the chair she was sitting on fall back with a loud tack of wood on wood.
Not even a few seconds later the front screen door flings open and out comes three more ponies. The first is Bright Mac, he doesn’t look a day older from when I last met him but he does look less lanky and more well built with defined muscles.
Behind him is a Colt, he is big for his age at near my height and a bright apple red fur color, around his neck is a tan Neck Collar. He is developing some fairly large muscles from farm work.
The elder Mare behind the Red Stallion is lime green and wears a bonnet like piece of fabric over her head and has her hair tied into a loose bun on the back of her head. She has this aura about her, that aura that makes you stop and listen when she starts speaking. It almost reminds me of Zakera, she was a Zebra Shamaness I met some ten years ago on my trek through Zebrika.
I wonder how her Daughter is doing.
A small breeze picks up and I am reminded that my Hood is still up and shadowing my face. It's funny really as you would think a cloaked person standing on your property would put people on edge. But no, they are just standing there looking at me.
I look over to Bright Mac, my face still shadowed “Well” I start off “it’s been awhile hasn’t it?” Bright Mac starts and his ears fold back flat to his head.
He looks me up and down “Well I can’t rightly say I have met you before, not often we see cloaked ponies moving about here or much less on the Farm” His head tilts at the end and a confused expression adorns his face.
I let out a small Laugh “Well I remember you, after all you still owe me a Cider for that kick to the face after I saved your hide!” It took a moment, but then his pupils shrank to pin-pricks and his ears stood on end and strait up.
I reached up to my hood and pulled it back and down, it was almost terrifying in the way his smile started to climb to the edge of his face, but before he could say anything there was a sudden high pitched sound from off to my right where Pear Butter was standing. In the time I was watching Bright she had gotten over her shock and was now speeding towards me like a demented orange missile.
It was less than a second, but I found myself on my back and a certain orange and cream color mare trying to hug the life out of me with all her not inconsiderable strength, again. I bring my left hand up and start petting her head before looking at her Husband who is now on the floor holding his side laughing, much help he will be!
I look back down to the head of fuzzy orange hair, I can’t help but chuckle a bit at her bubbly and friendly attitude after all these years “Yes Pear I missed you too, but if you don’t kindly mind can you let me go?” she lifts her head and looks at me with a pout “Now don’t give me that look, I have been on the road for a week and would much enjoy a bath and some of that food you bragged about back when!” It took a moment for my words to register, but then she was off me and back into the house like her tail was on fire.
I stood up and dusted myself off with a few pats, once i was done I looked over to Bright and saw the smile on his face. It was almost smug and knowing. I raised my brow in a question and he looked towards the house then looked back at me. The way he said it made me wonder if running was still an option, but the smug smile told me otherwise.
I let out a sigh “well, I opened this can of worms so I might as well eat them, I mean what’s the worst that can Happen!” the look on his face told me that I just doomed myself. 
An Hour Later
Oh by the Moon it did get worse, so much food and so little room! Pear spent an hour making food for her family and me, I was not ready for it all. But for all my current pain, the dinner really lifted my spirits some. It was nice to be among friends again, even if I was within spitting distance of Canterlot, and I would endure much more pain to have more of this.
During the Dinner I got introduced to the rest of the family, The first was the Big red stallion called Big Macintosh. He was only fifteen and already matched me in height at six foot nine and was well built from assisting the rest of the family on the farm.
Next was the orange filly called Applejack, she was a witty little thing and as blunt as an apple to the head. At eleven she was well on her way to being the most Honest being I have ever met in my long life and I wish her well. Though Call Her Jacky at your own Parral.
Last but certainly not least was Granny Smith a Lime Green witty old mare, but don’t let her age fool you she could still whack you with the strength of even some of my battle hardened troops from my time in the Legion. If she decides to give you some advice, it is best to heed it.
The Dinner ended in a food fight, and by the time we were done cleaning up the mess the moon was hanging in the spotted blackness of the night. Pear and Bright had gone to put Macintosh and Little Jacky to bed for the night while Granny Smith had gone to bed shortly before dinner ended.
I found myself on the roof of the house a few hours later, unable to sleep and looking up into the night sky watching the moon in all it’s wonderful splendor. While I was laying there a song came to mind, one I had heard before I was brought to this land and one I had only shared with one other being on this planet some six hundred years ago. It started as a bit of humming, but it spoon turned into a sung song as the magic started taking over.
“In the Night, In the Light, a dream within a dream”
I began to sing, letting the Magic of Music take hold over me and bring out this sad but uplifting song from so long ago.
“With my eyes to the sky, I feel you staring at me”
I can feel the eyes on me, as I am joined by Pear and Bright at my sides.
“But if I awake, I know your warmth would fade to the dark”
I can feel the sadness in myself, the water forming in my eyes, as I remember memories of the past when times were good.
“So I close my eyes, and keep you in my mind and my heart”
As the magic builds, so does the music it is producing, tears trailing down my cheeks as more memories come back to me unbidden. The faces of old friends and defeated enemies alike.
“Though we try, I know I may never see you again”
The music is really picking up now, Pear and Bright singing in time with me both having tears in their eyes as the magic shares the sadness I am experiencing to them.
“Though we try, if our time spent apart will only bring us pain”
At this point the pain has driven Pear and Bright to waterfalls of tears and I can’t say I am any different as the memories and flashes of the past, both good and bad, keep coming back.
“Then I’ll use it to guide me toward the stars and their shine, and finally lay to rest all my regrets, forevermore”
I reach my hand out towards the Moon and in almost near sync so do Pear and Mac fueled on by the emotions and magic of the song. I can see all the faces, all the places, all the memories both before and after my banishment. I can feel the pain and loss of those Noble Legionaries who fought and died in the Nightmare War. I can feel the satisfaction of hunting down and Slaughtering the Nightmare Cult that brought about the near Destruction of Equestria.
I can feel the Anger and hate at Celestia for the stripping of my Titles and Honor after I had done so much for Her. The blood, Sweat and Tears rendered Moot when she Banished me from Equestria for six hundred years and for what? Well that I don’t know, not yet anyway.
The magic went on for another two minutes before ending and when it did Pear latched onto me in a death hug, sobbing and crying still. I can’t blame her, this magic has a way of reaching out and making others understand the pain that sometimes simple words can’t express.
I reach up and start petting her head and whispering words of calm until she falls asleep still latched onto me like an over tightened strap.
From my left a hand landed on my shoulder and as I looked Bright gave me a nod before laying back down.
That night three people shared the pain of one, that night a friendship was born from the suffering of another shared by the magic of music and that night, a memory would be forever forged into minds until the days they died.
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