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“Captain on deck!” yelled the grey pegasus at the helm.
A young stallion emerged from the rear captain’s quarters and took place next to his helmsman, “Rumble, what’s the situation?”
“There a small boat crossing into the forbidden zone, Captain Pip.”
He pulled out his telescope and examined the target vessel.  After a moment Pipsqueak replied, “Adjust direction and speed to an intercept course.  I will handle this.”
The wind propelled the ship forward, filling the sail with unseen power.  As the ship neared its prey, Pipsqueak raised a megaphone to his mouth and spoke.
“This is the Royal Equestrian Navy.  You are entering prohibited waters, prepare to be boarded!”  Pipsqueak’s Trottingham accent flowed off his tongue like the proud banner of the Royal Equestrian Navy flying above the mast, the flag’s elegance magnified by the rhythmic motion of the wind.
The REN ship pulled alongside the other boat.  Lowering a rope ladder, Captain Pipsqueak climbed down into the caught vessel, approaching its lone occupant.
“Excuse me, sir.  I am Captain Pipsqueak, and I am going to need you to—“
“What did you say there, sonny?” the vessel’s tenant wheezed, raising a hoof to his ear.
There, in front of Pipsqueak, sat an old pony.  A very, very, very old pony, whose age was only emphasized by his crinkled skin, balding head, and squinted eyes. The geezer was hunched over holding a fishing rod out above the water.  From the look of it, Pip noted, he hadn’t caught anything in a long time.
“Sir, you are floating too close to a prohibited area,” Pip pointed his hoof towards the dangerously close jagged rocks rising out of the water, right next to the base of a menacing looking cliff.  “I am going to need you to redirect your boat—“
“What’s that?” The elderly pony raised a hoof to his ear, straining to hear. 
“I need you to take your boat elsewhere! There are rocks and—"
“You need to take my coat? Whaddya want with my coat?”
“Your BOAT! You need to take your fishing boat away from the ROCKS! It’s too dangerous—"
“You want to play with my socks?” asked the elder, more confused. “But I ain’t wearin’ socks, sonny.”
“NO!” Pipsqueak’s volume steadily increased, as he pointed to each object he emphasized. “I need YOU to redirect your BOAT away from the GIANT ROCKS that will KILL YOU if you don’t!”
The old pony shifted his gaze from his boat to the rocks, then from the rocks to his boat. After some processing and a moment of silence, the old pony looked questioningly back up to Pipsqueak.
“Eh…What?”
Pip face-hoofed and sighed, “Rumble, please get Snips and Snails to tie this boat to ours, we’ll pull it out to a safe distance.”
“As you wish, captain,” replied Rumble, leaning over the edge of the boat.
As Pip began to climb back up to his ship, the older pony called after him. “Hey sonny, that’s some ship you got there!” he said, now noticing the neighboring vessel, eyes wide with shock.
Pip answered over his shoulder, “Thank you, sir.”
“That there has got to be the worst lookin’ ship I’ve ever seen!”
___________________________________
THE ADVENTURES OF PIPSQUEAK
Adventure 1: The Crown of the Moon
The setting sun cast an orange glow over the ocean’s horizon.  The Mini, now finished with its daily duties, had pulled into Baltimare port, taking its place among the other vessels of the Royal Navy.  However, when compared to the other ships docked around it, The Mini looked…quite depressing.  Its paint was peeling off the wooden hull in multiple places; if it hadn’t been for the faded outlines of letters once in place, the name on the boat’s hull would’ve read “T ini.” The single sail on the boat had various holes and rips in it.  Every time the wind blew it seemed fragile enough to rip right off the mast and flow out to sea. . The tiny ship teetered back and forth against even the smallest waves, struggling desperately to stay afloat.  
It didn’t even have one cannon.
“Hey guys look! It’s the ‘Misfit Mini’!” scoffed an earth pony walking along the dock.  The group of sailors he was walking with joined in the fun.
“I hear the crew is nothing but a bunch of screw-ups,” said one.
“If I had a bunch of oddball ponies like that in my fleet,” said another, “I’d stick ‘em on that piece of junk too.  I betchya the admiral’s hopin’ it sinks and takes the lot of them with it!” 
“I heard even its captain is miniature.” The group’s cackling echoed between the ships as they walked past and away from the tiny little vessel.
This was The Mini. 
This was Captain Pipsqueek’s ship. 
“Good job today, everypony.  Once everything is secure, you’re free to head into town for the rest of the evening, but be here bright and early.  We have inspection tomorrow.”  Pip called over the wooden railing to his hearty crew of three. 
His crew.  Let’s not forget them.
First there was Rumble Lane, Pip’s Chief Officer. Pip had been friends with him since their early foal hood days in Ponyville, and together, they had left to look for adventure on the high seas.  Since neither Canterlot nor Ponyville were near any open water, the two had found themselves in the nearest port town in Equestria, Baltimare.
“Alright! A night on the town! Somepony is gettin’ some tonight!” Rumble hollered, thrusting his hoof in the air. 
Correction, Rumble had likely left Ponyville to look for flank, more than adventure. 
“For once, keep it in your knickers, mate.  Let’s hurry up.” Pip chuckled. 
The grey pegasus flew into the air and spiraled up to the top of the mast. “You heard the captain! Snips, Snails, get off your flanks and tie down the mast! I’ll take care of things up top.” 
“Aye aye, sir!” the pair said in unison, as they scrambled, clumsily tripping over the other.
Snips and Snails were also from Ponyville, but were a bit older than Pip and Rumble.  These two had been kicked off of nearly every other ship they had been assigned to.  They were responsible for more damages, lost equipment, and accidental over-board instances than the entire Royal Navy combined. 
“How’re those patches for the sail coming along Snips?”
“Coming along great, skipper!” multiple pairs of scissors, animated by magic, lit up, zooming back and forth over a long spread of cloth.  Some danced out of control, shooting back and forth across the deck.  One pair skimmed the back of Snips neck, trimming his mane slightly shorter than before. “Uh, well, I’ve still got some work to do.”
“Snails what about the remaining food supply?”
“D-uh…” Snails lifted the top to a barrel, a vile green colored stench emitted from inside.  The unicorn took several sniffs and shut the top, “-still good Cap’n!”  
“Right then,” Pip said covering his nose, the stench detectable even from that distance, “why don’t you throw that one off just to be sure.”
“Eye-Eye Capitahn,” Snails lifted the barrel with his magic.  But as he neared the edge of the ship, his hoof landed on a loose board.
“Oi Snails, watch out for that—"
SMACK!
Like a see-saw or an over-powered catapult, the loose board flew up and smacked poor snails square in the face.  The magic holding the barrel vanished and the orange unicorn fell back on to his haunches.  
“D-Wow…Look at all the pretty stars.”
Pip laughed quietly, shaking his head.  He left his crew to finish their work and made his way back to the captain’s quarters. 
Speaking of stars. He thought.
Before entering, he glanced up at the dimming evening sky.  His eyes searched for the glimmer of the night’s first star. For some reason, he always felt relieved when he saw the stars. The way the familiar formations and constellations charted out the wondrous sea in the sky, to him, was indescribably beautiful. It reminded him of…
But there were no signs of any stars, yet. 
Then, just as he was about to pull his gaze away, a faint streak of light caught his attention. It cut across the atmosphere in seconds and faded into the distance.
A shooting star? He wondered, following its path with his eyes.  
“Hey Captain, you gonna join us tonight or what?  You can’t stay cooped up in this piece of junk forever,”  rumble called from the dock.  The three had finished their jobs and were heading into town. “C’mon buddy, tonight’s my treat,” he beckoned.
Pip snapped out of his trance. “Uh, yeah sure. I’ll be down in a jiffy. Just let me put some stuff away.”  He hurried into his quarters, moments later emerging with his favorite red bandana around his neck.
“Having a staring contest with the sky or something?” Rumble joked.
“No, I was just…thinking about something.  That’s all.”  Pip hopped down onto the dock, joining Rumble.
“Ha-ha, whatever you say Captain Pip. Now let’s go have some fun. I know this great pub…”
___________________________________
“I am sorry everypony, but that will be all for tonight,” Luna said politely, exiting the main hall.  A small group of aristocrats followed after her.
“But Princess, there are still many orders of business to take care—"
“I said, that will be all for tonight.” Her tone was strong enough to make her point.
“Y-Yeas Princess. As you wish.” The luxuriously clad ponies bowed in compliance.
It had already been a few hours since Celestia had guided the sun down, and it was now night time, so it was Luna’s turn to take responsibility over the affairs of Canterlot.  The day had been especially long in the Courts, and although Luna knew it was her royal duty, she could never get used to the endless memorandums, propositions, and requests that the nobility tossed her way.  In the recent years, she had come to take a more active role in the affairs of the kingdom, but it also meant that she had much less personal time then she was used to. 
She entered the sanctuary of her personal chambers, letting loose a sigh of relief.  With a soft glow of magic from her horn, she closed the doors behind her.
A teasing voice came from beside, “Rough day today Luna?” 
“Eeep!” Luna squealed, taken by surprise.  She turned to find Princess Celestia casually relaxing on Luna’s bed, head rested on her hoof.
“Dear sister, thou took us by—” she caught herself mid-sentence, “I mean… you took me by surprise.” 
Celestia held back a chuckle with her hoof, “I must have scared you quite badly. It’s been some time since I have heard you speak in traditional Canterlot.”
“I was not expecting you,” she said, quietly, an embarrassed blush covered face.
“Oh Luna,” Celestia smiled empathetically, “I really don’t mind if you use it.  It reminds me of when we were younger.”
Luna shook her head “No sister, for the sake of connecting with our subjects, I must.”
Celestia faked a pout, “Not even for your big sister? It’s so cute Lulu.”
Luna returned with her own jab, “Only if I can cancel the Royal Dessert contest, Tia.”
“You wouldn’t dare!” Celestia gasped in mock shock, both hooves raised to her face.
“Payback for the endless amounts of paperwork you leave me with at the end of every day.”
They both broke out into laughter. Luna felt much better now that there was a smile on her face.  It wasn’t often that the two got to spend time together, especially since they governed opposite times of the day.  But the time they did share was special.
But the moment was interrupted by a knock at the door. 
“Oh, whoever could it be at this hour?” Luna said, puzzled.
With a swish of her head, she opened the door to find a young female Night Guard solemnly standing at her doorstep.
“Good evening Princess Luna. I apologize for the interruption, but something has happened that requires your immediate attention.” 
“Can it not wait till the morning, Smiles?”
“I’m afraid not Princess.” Came the emotionless reply.
Smiles…Not a very appropriate name, Luna thought, slightly amused. “Very well then, please tell me what is so urgent.”
The guard peeked in Luna’s room and spotted Princess Celestia. She shifted her weight uncomfortably, hesitantly looking back up to Luna.  “Right now, Princess?”
“Yes, of course,” Luna replied, impatiently. 
After a brief moment of hesitation, the female guard spoke.
“It is here, Princess. In Equestria.”
Silence.
“Are you sure?” Luna questioned slowly, a stern look in her crystal blue eyes.
“It landed earlier this evening, off the coast of Baltimare.” 
Celestia raised her head in confusion. “What is it, Luna? Is everything alright?” 
But much to Celestia’s surprise, Luna spun around with an enthusiastic grin on her face. Her wings spread out in excitement, “Oh Tia!  Everything is more than alright! It is wonderful!”
___________________________________
“—So then, while everypony else all hiding behind the bushes in fear, this little guy runs up to Nightmare Moo-I mean Princess Luna, and tugs on her mane. He tugs on her mane, with his mouth! I thought she was gonna hoof-slap him!”
The surrounding ponies in the tavern burst into laughter.  There, at the center of the gathering, amongst the partially filled glasses of cider and small wooden tables, sat the four crew of The Mini.  Rumble, having consumed more than enough cider, was telling the story of how the Princess Luna had appeared in Ponyville, and nearly canceled their beloved holiday of Nightmare Night.  
Snips leaned over begging for more of the tale, “And then what happened?”
“I’m glad you asked Snips,” Rumble said. He patted Pip’s back, nearly knocking the little stallion out of his seat. “After a couple of words from the captain here, she changed her mind and decided to bring Nightmare Night back!”
A chorus of impressed “oohs” and “ahs” echoed from the listeners.
“And then,” Rumble continued, a devious grin on his face, “he says…now listen to this. Then he says to her…you’re my favorite princess ever!”
Once again the room burst into laughter, but this time it included a few catcall whistles, hoots, and hollers.  Up till now, Pip had let Rumble tell the story out of good sportsmanship, but this was enough to make his face flush red with embarrassment.
“Blimey, mate, you don’t have to tell that story everywhere we go. You know very well I didn’t mean it like that.””
“Aw c’mon buddy.  It’s not every day you best friend attracts the attention of a beautiful moon princess.” Rumble elbowed Pip’s side, teasingly.
Pip pushed the slightly inebriated pegasus away, chuckling, “I’m telling you, It wasn’t like that you big numpty.”
“Even so,” continued Rumble, “ever since that day, I told myself, I better stick close to this guy. He’s going places.  And we’ve been best friends ever since.  So, here’s to Pipsqueak, the best captain that Baltimare, the REN, and Equestria has ever seen. Cheers!”  Rumble yelled, raising his mug into the air.
“Cheers!” Snips, Snails and the surrounding ponies joined in.
Somewhere in the tavern, somepony began to play a merry tune on the violin.  Hoofs stomped to the tune as everypony began to move and dance to the rhythm of the Irish jig. 
Rumble put a hoof around his friend, “So when do you think the Admiral will give us approval to repair the ship?” He yelled over the noise around them.
“I don’t know, mate.  But I’ll keep sending the requests.  I’m sure he’s just been busy.”
“Well, if he makes us wait any longer, I’ll go right up to him and tell him to buck o—"
His attention was pulled away from the conversation, interrupted by the glimpse of yellow mare entering through the tavern door.  She wore a saddlebag, obviously from out of town. 
“Well, well. What do we have here?” A curious smirk began to curl on one side of his mouth.  He watched the mare’s back (more specifically, her back-side) as she wandered over to the bartender.
“Would look at the plot on that one.” Rumble slowly pulled away from the rowdy group.  He licked his hoof and slicked back his dark mane.  “Sorry boys, but tonight I’ve got a date with destiny, and it looks like she’s ordered the cider.”
Pip peeked over to Rumble’s new prey and chuckled, “I think you better think again, mate, and get your head out of the clouds. You’ll regret it.” 
“A pegasus keeping his head out of the clouds. That’s a first.” 
“You know what I mean.” 
“Don’t worry cap’n, I’ve got this all under control.” 
“You’re bonkers, mate. Ha-ha. Go on then, there’s no stopping you now.”
Rumble gave one last shake of his legs, and then he was off.  “Alright, let’s Rumble!”
He made his way through the pub’s crowd, slipping past groups of ponies, making sure to avoid bumping into one and spilling cider.  He neared bartender’s counter and casually slipped in between another stallion and his golden objective. 
Turning towards her, he broke the ice, “Hey there, hot stuff—”
The mare swiveled her head quickly towards Rumble, “Well ah’ll be, howdy there Rumble Lane.” 
Rumble’s suave manner shattered in an instant as he nearly dropped his cider. “A-A-A-Applebloom,” he managed to sputter, “Gee, what a…surprise, seeing you…here. ” He straightened himself up and attempted to look casual by rubbing the back of his neck.
“Ah just got into town today.  Ah’m here seeing the sights for the weekend.  Takin’ a break from the farm n’ all.  How long’s it been… a couple years ain’t it?  How’ve ya been?” She smiled sweetly.
“I’ve been, uh…good. Yeah.” He stammered.
Good? Good! What was that? Keep it together Rumble, he thought to himself, so this is a little bit of a curveball, nothing you can’t handle. 
He had never expected somepony from Ponyville to show up here in Baltimare, especially somepony he’d known.  He gave the young apple farmer a quick Rumble-scan, starting with her well-toned legs, all the way up to her tied mane.   Her aura gave off a sweet and tasty scent, yet hard and crisp…like…well, like an apple. 
“Ya feelin’ okay?” she leaned in closer, causing Rumble to retreat a couple inches.
“Uh, yeah, of course. I’m feeling fine.” He took a swig of his drink. Alright, you can do this.
So what, if he knew her?  She was about the same age, maybe a little bit older.  At the very least, this made his job a little bit easier; her defenses against pick-up lines would surely be lowered in the presence of a familiar face.
“Ahem, sorry about that Applebloom, I just didn’t expect to see you here.  But since you are,” he scooted in a little closer, “how about I buy you a couple of drinks and take you around town.”
“Well that’d be mighty kind of ya Rumble, seein’ as ah’m not too familiar with these parts.” 
“I could show you around, we could have some fun, and who knows… maybe we’ll even have ourselves a little hoedown…just the two of us.”
“Ah beg ya, pardon?” she seemed innocently confused.  Rumble leaned in even more, closing the gap between the two.
“You see, I don’t know much about cowboys and gowgirls, but ropes, spurs, and leather sounds like a good time in my book, any day.”
Applebloom’s wide eyes and confused look didn’t stop his advances.
“So whaddya say, gorgeous?”
It clicked.
“Ohhhh, ah get what yer sayin’.” To Rumble’s surprise, her face went from confused to…seductive.  She batted her eyelashes slowly and moved in closer to his face.
“You do?” Now, Rumble was the confused one.  Surprisingly turned on, but confused nonetheless.
“Oh yeah.” She slowly pulled out her rope from the saddlebag next to her. “Ya wanna put a saddle on this cowgirl, don’t ya…”
“I do?”
“Ya wanna see what else these legs of mine are good at buckin’, don’t ya…” She leaned in closer one hoof caressing his chest with the tip of the rope.
“I do.”
“You wanna have me mount ya…” The rope disappeared out of his field of vision.
“I do!”
“An’ ride ya like a bull.” Her sweet scent filled Rumbles nose.
“I do!!”
“There’s one more thing…Want me to let ya in on a little secret, cowboy?” She said softly as her muzzle traveled closer to his ear.
“I do!!!”
Making sure to breathe seductively into his ear before she spoke, Applebloom softly whispered, “This cowgirl only rides bareback.”
A shiver of excitement ran up Rumble’s spine.
She pulled back, batting her eyelashes one more time, and with that, she promptly turned and started walking away, exaggerating the sway of her hips.
“Hey!? Wait! Where are you going, baby. I thought—" Rumble went to go after her, but before he could finish his sentence, his legs refused to move and he face planted right into the hard wood of the tavern floor. “What? What’s going on, why are my legs tied up?”
Applebloom looked over her shoulder with a playful smile and answered. “It’s called a hog tie, great for tying up wild animals…and pigs.”
“Wha…When did you…”
She triumphantly grinned and continued to walk away, lightly swishing her tail across Rumble’s face.  Her sweet scent once again filled his nose. “See ya later, cowboy. Better luck next time.”  
Rumble began to shimmy along the floor, not giving up the chase. “Wait up, baby! You can’t just leave me like this-oof!” 
An orange hoof found a place on his chest, harshly pinning him in place. “Need me to take out this trash AppleBee?”
“Apple…*cough*…bee?” Rumble wheezed.
“Scoot!  There ya are!  Ah was wondering where ya went off to.” The farmer trotted over to her filly-hood friend. “Oh, don’t mind him.  That there is little ol’ Rumble, from Ponyville, remember?”
“Thunder Lane’s little brother?” 
“Same one.” Applebloom brushed Scootaloo’s hoof off of his chest, allowing Rumble to gasp a breath of relief. “So, don’t ya worry.  He’s as harmless as a fly.”
She stared down at him, eyes squinting. “Annoying as one, too.”
“Heeeey there, Scoots-“ Tenderly speaking through the pain in his ribcage he cautiously greeted his assailant.
“Scootaloo! Applebloom! What are you two doing here?” Pip had heard the commotion and was making his way over to the three. He noticed his grey friend tied up on the floor clutching his ribs. “I can see you’ve already met Rumble.”
“Well ain’t that the darndest. Howdy there Pipsqueak!”
Scootaloo rolled her eyes. “Oh great, the womanizer and the shorty.” 
“Hey! That’s rude!” Rumble interjected from below, “Pip is not a shorty!”
”I told you to just leave it, mate, or you’d regret it.  Now hold still.  Applebloom, Scootaloo, if you wouldn’t mind, once I get these ropes off, how about I buy us all a round of cider.  It’s the least I can do after the trouble this bloke’s caused.”
Applebloom restrained a giggle. “We’d love that, it’ll give us a great chance to catch up. Here let me help ya with those ropes.”
Scootaloo groaned. “Whatever.”
___________________________________
“Luna, I hate to interrupt, but would you mind slowing down and explaining to me what’s going on.”  said Celestia, calling after her sister.
The two princesses were hurrying down a dark corridor of Canterlot Castle.  Smiles, the Night Guard was following quietly behind them.
“Oh Tia! This is so exciting, so marvelous.” She sang, happily, as she pranced down the hall.
“I’m pleased to see you so happy, sister, but I must ask again. What is all this about?”
Luna stopped and twirled to face Celestia, “Oh dear sister, it is the crown! It is my crown!”
“Your…crown?” Celestia raised an eyebrow.
“Yes!” squealed Luna, flapping her wings in excitement. 
Celestia, still not sure what her beloved sister was talking about, raised an eyebrow and pointed to the tiara sitting atop Luna’s head. “If I’m not mistaken, Luna, you’re wearing your tiara as we speak.”
Luna glanced up to her current head piece, questioningly, “Oh no sister, not this little thing.” She poked it with the end of her hoof.
“Then what are you referring to?” 
“Oh, well that’s simple,” Luna said, resuming their pace down the corridor, “the crown I was going to adorn myself with, after I had plunged the world into everlasting night.”
Celestia stopped.  Her eyes wide open.  Poor Smiles nearly walked headfirst into her royal flank.
Luna noticed that her sister was no longer right behind her and let out a giggle, “Oh Tia, I was just teasing. It’s not what you think!”
Celestia cleared her throat and attempted to regain her composure. “Very well then, Luna, please continue,” her voice still slightly shaky.
“Well, I suppose at the time of its creation, my intent was to cover the world in eternal darkness—” The Moon Princess admitted, a bashful smile on her face. 
This wasn’t helping her case.
“—but, sister, please understand. This was during my time in exile, when I was consumed by the power of Nightmare Moon...”
“I see.” she felt slightly relieved.
“During my time confined to the moon, I — or rather, Nightmare Moon — crafted a magnificent crown, to be worn at the time of my victory.  However, instead of returning to Equestria with me, it was cast into a slow, descending orbit around the planet.  But it has finally returned!”
“You crafted a crown while banished to the moon?” Celestia said sarcastically.
“Yes, well, I had a lot of time on my hands. Besides, that helmet was a bit tacky. Don’t you think so?”
Smiles stepped next to Celestia, speaking up.  “It is said, Princess, that the ‘Crown of the Moon’ was forged from the remnants of meteors that had struck the face of the moon. That it is adorned with diamonds blacker than the night itself, and that it sparkles with the purest dust from space.  Its power is said to contain, not only the power of the moon, but the power of the universe.”  Through Smiles’ emotionless face leaked a hint of reverence and admiration.
Celestia stood in awe. “Is that all true?” 
“Well,” said Luna playfully, “Not all of it. The meteor bit was true. But, oh, it was beautiful, Tia.  Quite a sight to see and a most precious beautiful item.”
Celestia had to admit that she was impressed (and relieved) by Luna’s attitude towards her memories as Nightmare Moon.  It was a testament to the milestones Luna had crossed in her years acclimating to the modern age and forgiving herself for the Nightmare Moon tragedy.  This crown must have been something magnificent, indeed.
“Very well then, my dear sister.  If it means that much to you, then we shall retrieve it.”
“Oh thank you, sister. We…I mean, I am so pleased!”  
But one question still bugged Celestia.  “How did you know it had come, Luna? Why did we not sense anything?”  For something that powerful to enter the atmosphere and neither of the two to notice…surely, Celestia wasn’t getting rusty.
Luna scratched her chin in contemplation, “It must have entered the atmosphere around the time you were lowering the Sun and I was raising the Moon, at sunset. That duty tends to require the majority of our attention. Does it not?”
“I suppose it does.”
“Smiles, what do you think?”
“Yes, Princess, that is exactly what we hypothesized, as well.”
Celestia caught the wording Smiles had used.  “Luna, what does she mean by ‘we’?” her eyes suspiciously narrowed upon the Princess of the Moon.
“Hehe, well, I might have assigned some of the Night Guards to monitor the stars for…activity.”
Celestia sighed.  Luna would be Luna.  Equestria’s tax dollars were hard at work.  Hopefully the nobility didn’t find out about this, or they would have a field day. And, oh, the paperwork, the dreaded paperwork.  Celestia would make sure to leave an extra pile of papers for her sister. 
But Celestia still felt like Luna wasn’t telling her something.  “Luna.  Is there anything, else I should know about this Crown of the Moon?”
“Whatever do you mean?” she shifted uncomfortably.
“Anything I should know? Anything at all?”
“Well, I suppose there is one, teeny, tiny little matter…”
She knew it. “And?”
“And it may require the assistance of the Elements of Harmony…”
“Why is that?” she questioned, not liking where this was going.
“Well, it is possible, though highly unlikely, that the crown…”
“That the crown…what?”
“That,” Luna paused, wishing she did not have to disclose the next part, “some of the dark powers of Nightmare Moon may still be fused within it—”  She offered a hopeful smile. 
Of course.
“—tis nothing the Elements cannot remedy.”
Celestia moaned. “Very well, then. I will send for Twilight Sparkle and her friends.  Please contact Admiral Nibitz in Baltimare and have him organize a search party. We will send Twilight and the others with them; it’d be too much of a stir if we go.  If what you say is true, we should keep this fairly low key, Luna.  We don’t want it to fall into the wrong hands.”
“Oh Tia, you worry too much.  What’s the worst that could happen?”
___________________________________
Pipsqueak, Rumble, Snips, Snails, Scootaloo, and Applebloom all sat around one of the small tables in the tavern.  Everypony seemed to be having a good time.  That is, everypony except for Scootaloo.  
Applebloom had been telling of her life and the recent endeavors back home.  She had become the construction coordinator for all of Ponyville!  Between her duties on the Apple farm and the local construction projects, she was kept very busy.  
Sometimes, too busy.
“An’ so ah decided to get away for a couple of days, have a little R an’ R.  Ah invited Scoots here and that’s how we ended up in Baltimare. It’s just plain luck that we bumped into ya’ll.”
Rumble leaned over the table slyly, “You can bump into me any day, beautiful.” He winked.
“Will you quit it, you idiot.” barked Scootaloo, sourly. “You’re getting on my nerves.”
Rumble turned his attention towards the orange pegasus, “No problem there Scoots, if it’s attention you wanted, you could have asked me.  There’s plenty of Rumble to go around.”
“Ugh, as if.  Don’t make me use my hoof again.” she threatened.
“Is that a promise?” he shot her a sexy look. 
“Urrgh!” Scootaloo growled in frustration. Pipsqueak attempted to steer the conversation back to normal.
“So Scootaloo, how is your dream of becoming a Wonderbolt coming along?” he asked.
“It’s got nothing to do with you.” She grumpily slumped, crossing her hooves.  There was an uncomfortably long silence following that. Pip and Rumble shot worried looks to each other. They weren’t sure what was wrong, but Scootaloo was definitely acting strange. 
“—What about y’all? Last ah heard you both had gone of to join the Royal navy, or somethin’ like that.“ Applebloom attempted to break the awkward silence that her friend’s bad attitude had caused.
If there was one thing Rumble exceled at, it was breaking the silence.
“You know it babe, Pip and I have been sailing together since we left Ponyville. Pip here even became captain of his own ship,” he patted his friend on the head, “of which I am part of the crew.”
“Yeah,” piped in Snips, “Cap’n Pip even personally requested that me and Snails be put on The Mini with him!”
Snails finished a sip with a goofy grin, “Ya-We’ve been deckhands for a loooong time.” 
“You mean deckhoofs, Snails.” Corrected Snips.
“Uh-Wha?”
“Deckhoofs. You mean deckhoofs.  What’s a hand anyway?”
The crew looked to each other, seeing if anypony knew the answer.  They all shrugged it off.
“Well that’s just dandy, good for y’all.  Sounds like things are goin’ swell for ya.”
Rumble leaned over the table to emphasize his next words, “M’lady, you are looking at the best crew in all of Eques—”  
“Well, Well, Well, what do we have here?” interrupted a mocking voice, “If it isn’t the crew of The Misfit Mini!” a group of four sailor ponies entered through the tavern doors.  Posing haughtily at the center of the other three stood a uniformed unicorn stallion. His yellow mane was parted meticulously, curling at the end, across his white coat. He wore a blue captains jacket, primped and prepped to perfection, as if he was about to enter an awards ceremony.  The whole tavern went silent as all eyes converged on the scene unfolding before them.
“Oh no, not this lot,” muttered Pipsqueak. 
Applebloom turned to Rumble, “Who’re these goons?” 
“They’re trouble, that’s what.” he growled.
The decorated unicorn sauntered over to the group, accompanied by his thugs. “Looky here boys, the mini-captain and his crew of cast-outs.” 
“What do you want, Tassel?” Pipsqueak remained sitting. 
Tassel stared menacingly down at Pip. “That’s Captain Tassel to you, tiny.” 
Rumble jumped to all four, wings beating in anger, “Watch your mouth when talking to the skipper.”
“You mean the half-pint here?” 
“Pip’s twice the stallion you are.”
“Is that so?” Tassel started circling the table, nonchalantly, “I can’t think of any right minded pony that would take charge of that floating piece of driftwood.  Only a half-brained foal hoping to commit career suicide would even dream of it.  I suppose body size is proportional to brain size."
“I said, watch your mouth, you—"
“It’s all right Rumble, sit back down.” Pipsqueak motioned for his First Mate to sit.
“Then what about you,” Tassel eyed Rumble, “the midget’s numb-scull number-two.  I hear that you nearly got your own ship, top marks right out of training school.  That is, until you were caught fooling around with the Admirals daughter.” he hissed a devilish smirk.
“Say what now?” Applebloom raised a brow.  
Rumble nervously whispered to her, “It was a long time ago, baby.  Don’t worry, you’re the only one for me—"
“Then there’s the dimwitted duo,” Tassel had moved on to Snips and Snails, who were desperately trying to avoid eye contact.  “It’s amazing you two were even allowed to stay in the Royal Navy.  Stupid. Clumsy. Walking natural disasters is what you both are.  The last ship you were on heard you’d fallen overboard trying to fix a life boat, and they nearly left you there to drown at sea.” 
The pairs’ heads sank low with embarrassment and humiliation.
“That’s enough!” Now Pip was the one who was angry, he jumped on the table, knocking over several mugs, and made his way over to Tassel. “You can make fun of me, you can make fun of my ship—," he pressed his head face close, speaking through gritted teeth “—but I will not allow anypony to humiliate my crew.”
The two mares at the table, Applebloom and Scootaloo, caught Tassel’s eye. “Oh, I see. Trying to act tough in front of your pony-friends?”
“Get out.” 
Ignoring Pip’s command, Tassel tipped the end of Scootaloo’s bangs with his hoof, “Why don’t you two fine mares come have some fun with real stallions.”
Scootaloo batted him away angrily, “C’mon Applebloom, let’s leave these feather-brains to themselves.” She took her friend by the hoof and began trotting away from the heated table. But before they got to the door—
“Wait a second! I knew I recognized that mare from somewhere.”  A pegusus in Tassel’s crew blurted out, pointing at Scootaloo, “Hey, boss, last month, that orange one there was at the Wonderbolt tryouts over in Cloudsdale—”
Scootaloo froze.
“—yeah, she was the one who couldn’t even FLY!  She fell right off the cloud!” 
Without turning her head she softly spoke, “…shut up…”
He continued, beginning to laugh “—you should’ve seen it. I was there. It was like watching someone throw a rock right off of a cliff!”
Scootaloo began to tremble in rage. “I said shut up.”
“—The Wonderbolts had to jump out of their seats and save her! I mean, what kind of idiot pegasus doesn’t even know how to fly—”
“Now calm down Scoot, we should get goin’ like ya said.” Her friend urged.
“—It was crazy! I hear they banned her from ever trying out again—"
“You shut your mouth!” Scootaloo shot right at the other Pegasus, knocking him into the wall of the tavern.  
“BAR FIGHT!” somepony yelled.
The pub exploded into chaos.  Furiously, she began to pound the stallion into the wall.  Before Tassel’s crew could get to Scootaloo and assist their overpowered shipmate, Rumble threw over the table.  Mugs of cider flew into the air as each pony scrambled to either hide or join in the frenzy.  
Had Discord, lord of chaos, been present, he would have been pleased.
“Rumble, get Scoot and Applebloom out of here!” Pip yelled above the noise.
“On it!” he dashed overhead to where Applebloom was, skimming the roof and dodging a variety of flying objects, “Hey there pretty pony, need a lift?” he bowed.
She curtsied in return, “Thank ya kindly si-GET DOWN!” She shoved his head down, hopped over, and face-bucked one of Tassel’s unicorn thugs who had been running straight at them brandishing a broken chair leg.  He flew over the crowd and smashed through the window.
“Thanks…” 
“No problem, now let’s go!” Rumble picked her up and headed over to where Scootaloo was fighting.  She was hard to miss.  In the middle of all the chaos, she had begun punching, bucking, and biting anypony that tried to pull her away from the already unconscious pegusus sailor.
Pipsqueak attempted to move closer to her, but before he could, Tassel and his remaining companion jumped in front of him, blocking the path.
“Oh-ho-ho-ho-ho, now you’re going to get it Pipsquirt,” he slowly neared his prey, a terrifying desire to inflict pain blazing in his eyes.
Pip looked around him and spotted Snips and Snails cowering behind the bar table, near the cook’s kitchen. Pip could see various knives hanging off the kitchen wall, and large cooking scissors in a nearby drawer. “Snips! Use your magic and fix the sails!”
“W-W-What?!” Snips stammered, not sure what Pip meant.
“Use your magic and fix the sails!”
Then he spotted the cutlery and caught on. “Aye aye, sir!” He clenched his teeth as he strained to summon enough power.  
The knives and scissors all rose from their stationary position, surrounded by a magical glow, and all at once shot off in all directions.  They sped around cutting away at manes, clothes, and coats like a barbershop on a rampage. 
“What?!” cried Tassel as a pair of scissors began to twister around him, “No! What are you doing?! Not my mane, not my décor!” He shrieked as locks of his golden mane floated before his eyes.  Everypony in the tavern began to forsake the fighting and started running for cover.
Pip gave a loud whistle, signaling the five other from Ponyville. “Time to go!” 
Snips and Snails leaped over the counter and crawled out.  
“Easier said than done, cap’n.”  Rumble and Applebloom desperately pulled on Scootaloo, who struggled more with every inch they neared towards the exit.
“C’mon Scoot! We gotta go!” Applebloom pleaded, but to no effect.  Her fellow CMC continued to thrash and flap her wings.
“I’ve had about enough of this,” said Rumble impatiently. “Scoots, I’m really sorry about this, but you leave me no choice.” He spun her around hard, so she was facing him, leaned in, and planted a deep kiss right on her muzzle.  
Her eyes widened, in shock.  She wasn’t sure what was happening. Her legs and wings slowly halted to a complete stop, falling limp at her sides.  
After a moment, Rumble pulled away, grinning slyly. “Actually, you know what?  I take it back. I’m not sorry about that.”
Scootaloo’s countenance went from surprise and shock, to anger and fury, once again. “Why you little…” she blushed angrily, “I’m GONNA KILL Y—”
THUMP!
But before she could take revenge, her eyes rolled back and her head fell forward, unconscious.  Behind her, stood Applebloom with one hoof raised in a striking pose. “At’ll do the trick.” 
Rumble’s mouth fell open, “I…she…you…when did you learn to do karate?”
“Ah picked up a lotta things growin’ up in the Cutie Mark Crusader.” She beamed.
“Baby, I like you more and more with every second.” 
She caressed the bottom of his chin, “Girls don’t usually go fer guys that kiss their best friend, darlin’,” she said with a wink, 
“Now c’mon, let’s skedaddle!”  Rumble carried Applebloom and the unconscious Scootaloo above the ruckus and out the door. 
“Where’re we going cap’n?”
“Head to the ship, we can let Scootaloo rest there!” and together, the gang of six escaped into the night.

	
		Crown of the Moon: Part 2



After the Wonderbolt tryouts…
“What the hay was that, out there!?!” Rainbow Dash yelled, enraged, as she pointed outside.  
“I’m sorry, I—”
“I mean, what were you thinking?!”
“I was just trying to—”
“What in Equestria made you think you should attend the tryouts when you still can’t fly!?! If the other Wonderbolts and I hadn’t been there, You’d be dead!”
“Look, I can glide, I could’ve landed—”
“That’s not the point, you could’ve really gotten hurt! You shouldn’t ever try something dangerous like that!”
“But Rainbow Dash,” Scoot objected, “you do dangerous stuff all the time—”
“Well, you’re not me! You’ll never be me! So…just,” Dash fumed over to the door, only stopping briefly, slightly cringing at the harshness of her own words, “just stop…because eventually somepony is going to get hurt!”
SLAM!
Scootaloo jolted awake. The sound of Dash slamming the door had been so real. She panted furiously trying to calm her racing heartbeat. Small beads of sweat accumulated along her forehead.  She tried to get an idea of where she was.  It was a bedroom of some sorts. The covers of the bed had been lovingly tucked around her. Pinned all over the walls were maps and charts, some of the seas, some of the stars.  A small desk sat in the corner. In the distance, out of the nearby window, she could see the night sky twinkling over the waters Horseshoe Bay. 
How did she get here? 
Then, the memories of the night’s events flashed back into her mind. Every little detail and emotion, even the kiss…
She softly touched the bottom of her lip.  The memory of what it felt like caused her face to flush red again. “That idiot…” she said angrily. Pip and the others must have brought her here, but she was too tired to think any more about that.
She fell back onto the bed, staring at the dark, wooden ceiling.  Rainbow Dash’s last words from the tryouts echoed in her mind. You’re not me! You’ll never be me! So just stop, because eventually somepony is going to get hurt.  Scoot clutched her chest and felt an indescribably empty pain. She felt her eyes becoming heavy; slowly she slipped back into a teary eyed sleep.
… somepony is going to get hurt.
________________________________
"—an’ so that’s about the gist of it.”
Applebloom, Rumble and Pipsqueak huddled together on the deck of The Mini.  The two stallions listened quietly to what their friend, Scootaloo had been through. Applebloom had a solemn countenance, but she continued, quietly staring out into the dark, open, ocean.  
“It just crushed her to have Dash tell her off like that.  Ah’ve never seen her so torn apart. The next couple of weeks, she didn’t even come out of her room.  She wouldn’t talk to no pony.  She barely ate or drank anythin’ at all.  I was so worried about her, I knew I had to do somethin’.  So I took a few days off, and put together this trip to Baltimare…figured if she got away for a bit— you know, new surroundings— maybe it’ll help her.”
“I had no idea…I would’ve thought she’d have learned to fly by now. What about Sweetie Belle?” asked Pipsqueak.
“Oh, She came an’ tried talk to Scoot, mighty kind of her too–considerin’ she just started recording her new album and all—, but it didn’t go so well…Scoot just started yelling at her to go away, like she was angry at her or somethin’.  I guess… I guess Scoot just couldn’t take it, seeing her living her dream, even if she is our friend.”
Pip gave her an inquisitive look, “Then what about you, Applebloom?  You’re fulfilling you’re dream too, aren’t you? Why isn’t she angry at you?” 
“Oh golly…I dunno,” she said, twiddling her hoofs, “ah s’pose she thinks I’m in the same boat,” remembering where she was standing, she added, “figuratively speaking, o’ course.”
“Why would she think that?”
“Well,” she sighed, uneasy about sharing the next part, “Ya see, I’ve spent my whole life in Ponyville.  An’ it’s been great n’ all, but now that I’m constructing all sorts of stuff, I realize how little I really know…and how much of the world I wanna see.  Like the squares of Stalliongrad, the skyscrapers of Neighjing, the ruins of Roam, all that architecture an’ history. I know I can read about them in one of Twilight’s books, but I’d love to see it for myself… someday,” she trailed off, her mind wandering off to the far off places that she had only dreamed of going.
For a moment, no one spoke a word.  
“Look at me, ramblin’ on about myself.” Applebloom said, snapping back to reality. “The point is Scoot has lost all confidence in herself.  She’s angry at Dash, she’s angry at Sweeitie Belle, but most of all, she’s angry at herself.  An’ ah don’t think she knows what to do or where to go from here on out.”
Pip wasn’t sure what he could do to help, or if he should help at all.  Maybe it wasn’t his place to interfere.  Despite being a friend of the two, he felt so helpless.  To have your dreams thrown back in your face…to lose all faith in yourself…it must have been unbearable.
“Speaking of places to go, you both probably haven’t found a place to stay, have you?” said Rumble.   
Applebloom looked a little embarrassed, “Naw, we’d just barely got into town, and we haven’t had much time to look considerin’ all that happened at the pub.”
“Well, if that’s the case,” Pip moved over towards the door of the captain’s quarters, “you both are welcome to stay here on The Mini, at least for the night.”  He cracked open the door just far enough to see inside.  Scootaloo was still in his bed, and from the looks of it, still sleeping.   After the incident with Tassel, they had all made it to the ship safely.  Scootaloo had remained unconscious for the whole journey.  In the back of his mind, Pip made a mental note to never get Applebloom angry enough to karate chop him too.
“Thank ya, kindly Pip.  But I’d hate to intrude.”
“It’s no problem at all.  You can room with Miss Scootaloo in the cabin.  The rest of us will—” he located Snips and Snails, fast 
asleep amongst a jumble of crates, supplies, and boxes, “—the rest of us will make do.”
“Well, if you insist.” Pausing briefly before she entered, she turned to Pip with a look of gratitude and…relief, almost as if a large burden had been lifted from her back, and said two words, “Thank you.” 
________________________________
Bang! Bang! Bang!
Pip awoke to the odd thumping sounds echoing overhead.  “Bloody,” he groaned rubbing his eyes, “what’s all that racket?”  
He struggled to free himself from the pile of old ropes and sailcloth that had become his makeshift bed for the night, in the sub-level of the ship.  Looking next to him, he spotted a box of full of sharp scissors that would have surely hurt, had he rolled over in the middle of the night. So, maybe this sleeping spot wasn’t the best idea he had ever had, but at least he was unharmed, save the sore kink in his neck.  
Bang! Bang! Bang!
Pip searched for the source of the noise and after finding nothing immediately around him, he realized it was coming from above deck. Climbing the nearby stepladder to the upper-deck, he swung the hatch open and squinted to see through the bright blaze of the morning light.
“Mornin’ Pip! Hope ah didn’t wake ya.”  Came a cheerful voice. There stood Applebloom amidst a conglomerate of tools, nails, and wooden planks.  Her saddle bags slung over her back revealed even more instruments than what was sprawled out on the deck.  The goggles she wore made it impossible to see her eyes with the glare of the sun reflecting off of them.
“Applebloom…what are you doing to my ship?”
She picked up the nearby hammer with her mouth and pounded in a protruding nail. Bang! Bang! Bang! “Ah figured the least I could do to pay ya back for all ya’ done was fix up what I can on this thing.  Now I don’t mean to be rude or nothin’ but whoo-ee, this thing is a piece o’ work.  It’s a miracle she even floats. You must really know how to sail, cuz I’m pretty sure a normal pony woulda sunk her by now.”
“Thank…you?”
“No need ta thank me. Like ah said, It’s the least ah could do.”
“Ugh, Applebee how much longer is this going to take?”  Scootaloo walked over next to the yellow farm pony. 
“Just hold yer horses Scoot, this is delicate work.” 
She let out a frustrated moan and began pacing back and forth behind Applebloom.
“Good morning Scootaloo.” said Pip, looking around the ship, usually Rumble and the others were up around this time.  “Have you seen Rumble or the others?"
“Rumble’s tied up to the mast,” the farmer said, not taking her eyes off of her work.
“He’s…He’s what?”
“Oh I tied him up to the mast.” Applebloom didn’t give any hint of it being a joke.
Pip casually started from the base of the mast and worked his gaze upwards till he spotted his friend.  Sure enough, tied to the pole was a grey pegasus. He looked ridiculous, with half of his body covered in ropes, expertly tied, more than likely by Applebloom. “G’morning skipper.” Rumble said cheerfully.
“You okay up there, mate?”
“Doing fine captain!  Just living the dream.”
“It’s looks a bit uncomfortable…”
“It’s all under control.”
“Every time you say that, you end up in ropes. You do realize that, right?”
Scootaloo leaned over to Pip, “Just leave him up there, he deserves it.”
“I don’t mean to be rude, but is there a reason my first mate is tied up?”
Applebloom stopped what she was doing and flipped her goggles up, “Well, I suppose it had somethin’ to do with what he did last night.”
Oh no. “Please tell me he didn’t-“
Scoot jumped in on the conversation, “That sicko tried to sneak into bed with me and Applebloom last night!”
Pip looked up to Rumble, “You did what?”
“Two beautiful mares sharing a bed? The temptation was too much.” Rumble attempted a guilty shrug in the state he was in. 
“Blimey, Rumble did you really try and sneak into bed with them?”
“Hey, in my defense, Scoots was very affectionate in her sleep, she’s cuddles great.”
Scootaloo flapped her wings in anger as she barked back, “I did not cuddle!”
“You’re right…” he said, tilting his head thoughtfully, “I’d say it as more like, snuggling!  Yeah, snuggling, not cuddling!”
“I did not!” she said, turning red, “It was just...it was just cold, that’s all!”
“You’re so cute when you’re angry.” Rumble teased a grin. 
While Scoot and Rumble continued to argue, everypony else carried on with regular conversation.
“I’m real sorry about that Applebloom, I should’ve anticipated he would do something stupid.” Pip said, nearing the farm workers work area.
“Aw, don’ worry about it, I actually heard him come in right from the start.  If he’d done anything stupid, I’d of bucked him faster than an apple falls from a tree.” She turned to Pip, making sure that Scootaloo did not overhear her. “The truth is, ah think he 
was worried about Scoot.”
“What? What makes you say that?”
“Well, after he came in, the first thing he did was go over to Scoot.  I couldn’t hear what he said, but he whispered somethin’ to her and just snuggled in between us quietly.  Surprisingly he didn’t move a single inch the whole time. It was actually awhile before Scoot even woke up. O’ course, when she did, I had to do my duty and administer the right punishment.”
Pip laughed at the thought, “I could use you around more often.” He was drawn back to the heated argument next to them.  
Rumble was obviously having fun just pushing Scootaloo’s buttons.
“What are you talking about? Most mares love how I wake them up in the morning.”
“As if! What kind of stallion sneaks into another mare’s bed, while she’s sleeping!”
“Technically it was Pip’s bed!” he justified.
“It’s still gross!”
Rumble had a wide grin on his face, “Then why were you cuddling so much?” 
“I thought you were Appl…It was just co…URGH!!! I told you I wasn’t cuddling!”
“Oh right…snuggling!”
Scootaloo let out another frustrated roar and began throwing objects laying around deck at him.  
Yet in the midst of this, Rumble was still able to see something on the dock next to them.  A large group of ponies was gather at the edge of the dock and town, almost like spectators getting ready to watch an oncoming parade.
Scootaloo continued the attack, until she realized that Rumble’s attention had been drawn away from her.  She slowly tried to follow his gaze. 
“Captain!” he called down to Pip, below, “I think you’re gonna want to see this.  It looks like something big is happening over there.”
Pip wasn’t sure what could be so important that it would stop Scootaloo’s intent to kill, but he figured it was worth a look anyway.  Running over to the edge of the boat, he pulled out his telescope and viewed the large mass of ponies. They were all gathered on the sides of the road, while Canterlot Royal Guards cleared a path, as if they were waiting for something to come down the road.  But what? Or who?
“Whatever is going on, it’s big. I’m going to have a look.” Pip said, putting his telescope away.  “Rumble you just…Stay there.”
“Will do, I’d salute if I could skipper.”
“We’re coming with you.” Scootaloo said.
“Yeah, ah wanna see what all the fuss is about.”
As the three made their way over, they began to hear whispers and conversations of the ponies around them.  Eventually the voices became louder and the excitement in the air grew even more.
“Isn’t that the arch mage? I wonder what she’s doing here.”
“Wow, mommy look!  It’s the captain of the Wonderbolts!”
“Oh I love her new fashion line!”
“Who’s that yellow and pink one shying in the back?”
“I hear the Apple Family Farm makes the best apple cider!”
“That pink one ate my whole candy shop once!”
Suddenly Applebloom peeked over the heads of the crowd and found the cause of the crazed conglomerate,  “Hey look! It’s Applejack! An’ Twilight! An’ the whole rest of the gang!”
Scootaloo ducked down quickly, “Rainbow Dash…”
Pip attempted to see over the mass, but eventually had to squeeze through to the front of the crowd, claiming a place on the edge of the street.
The crowd buzzed with excitement, everypony pushing, jumping, and shoving to catch a glimpse of the legendary Elements of Harmony.  Twilight Sparkle, the element of magic; Pinkie Pie, the element of laughter; Rarity, the element of generosity; Applejack, the element of honesty; Rainbow Dash, the element of loyalty; And Fluttershy, the element of kindness.  A host of burly looking Royal guard stallions surrounded the six ponies, keeping a clear distance from the crowd. 
“Hey Sis’! Applejack! Over here!” Applebloom waved excitedly in the air, jumping above the others, attempting to get her sisters attention.  Normally one wouldn’t be able to hear above the noise of a large crowd, but the Apple farmer knew her sister’s voice better than anyone.  
“Heya fellas, hold on a second.  It’s alright, lemme through,” Applejack pushed through the guards, who reluctantly let her pass. The two sisters ran up to each other and gave each other a hug, as if they hadn’t seen each other in a long, long time. 
“Well howdy, Applebloom! Ah was hopin’ we’d run into you here.  How’s the vacation going?”
“It’s uh…goin’ good.” she fibbed.
But Applejack knew better, she smiled optimistically. “That bad, huh?” 
“We’ll figure it out.  But hey Sis, guess what, we ran into Pipsqueak and some others from Ponyville.” She motioned to Pip and Scootaloo on the sides.
“Well look at that. Pipsqueak, Scootaloo, get on over here.”
Hearing the name ‘Scootaloo’, Rainbow Dash’s ears perked up, but she didn’t move her head, or even look around to locate her, she just kept walking straight with the others.  Scootaloo recognized this and gloomily lowered her head and trotted over to the group with Pip.  
Twilight spotted Pip coming their way, “Pipsqueak! It’s good to see you again.  I hope the REN has been treating you well.” A small tweet came from behind her head, there perched on her back, was a small phoenix, no more than a couple of years old.  
“Peewee says ‘hello’ as well.”
“Good day Miss Twilight, Peewee! Yes, I’m doing my very best in the REN.  I hope things are going well over in Ponyville.  How is Spike doing?”
“Oh you know Spike, he’s eating more and more each day. He’s almost three times my size, and he keeps growing exponentially. I’m wondering if we’ll need to start looking for a new cave for him to stay in—” 
“Twilight, darling!” Rarity butted in, “Don’t speak such nonsense.  I would never allow little Spikey-wikey to ever set foot in some drab cave.”
The purple unicorn rolled her eyes and continued, “But he’s doing very well. I left him to take care of things at the Ponyville Library. Ponies outside of Ponyville tend to get a little nervous around dragons.” She smiled. 
Eventually Rainbowdash came within proximity of Scootaloo.  On impulse, and believing that Rainbow was attempting to make communication, Scootaloo attempted to talk to her life long idol.
“Rainbow Dash…I…”
But it was met with nothing.  No acknowledgment of presence, not even a snobby tilt up of the head to show that she was purposefully ignoring Scoot.  Instead, Dash just kept walking, eyes narrowed in angry squints. 
Scoot let her head fall.
Applejack noticed and walked over to her, putting an affectionate hoof around her shoulder. “Don’t you worry yourself about it sugarcube, she’s just throwin’ a fit.  We’ll all have a word with her once we’re on our way.”
Pip perked up at the sound of this “On your way? Where are you all going? And what are you all doing here in Baltimare?”
Pinkie Pie jumped in from nowhere and answer, “We’re on a super-duper special short-notice mission! I was just hanging out at sugarcube corner, which is pretty super-duper anyway, because really, who doesn’t love to hang out at sugarcube corner, when Twilight came running in saying she’d received an urgent message from the Princess! So we all went to her place and she used her magic to teleport us to Canterlot! Pretty awesome, huh! Cuz’ usually we’d go by train but Twilight said that’s take too long and—”
“Thanks Pinkie, but I think that’s adequate.” said Twilight, putting a hoof on Pinkie’s mouth.
Pinkie pulled away, “Okie-dokie-lokie Twilight!” 
Twilight then turned to Pipsqueak and went on “I can’t really tell you anything specific, but we’re here to investigate something on behalf of Princess Luna.”
Princess Luna, his heart seemed to skip a jump.  No, not skip.  Stop completely, and yet race at the same time.  For some reason, jut hearing her name made him happy. 
“Well, if you’re goin’ out to sea, I’d be more than happy to take you all out to where you need to go—”
“That won’t be necessary Captain Pipsqueak.” A commanding voice bellowed above the noise and commotion. A burly dark grey stallion with a light grey mane walked up to the group.  His perfectly shaped mustache and eyebrows covered his mouth and eyes, but moved whenever he spoke or made an expression.
“Admiral Nibitz, sir.”  Pip immediately stood at attention, same with the guards.
“At ease sailors, soldiers.” He motioned for them all to relax. “Captain Pipsqueak, there will be no need for your assistance. 
I’ve already assigned Miss Sparkle and her friends an escort.”
“Y-You have, sir?  But who?” he asked unbelievingly.
The mustache twitched its reply; “Captain Tassel has agreed to take them on his ship.”  
Pip’s heart sank.
Tassel appeared from behind the admiral, a new uniform adorning his body.  To Pip’s amusement, Tassel’s mane was slightly unbalanced, and several locks were clearly cut short, as if he had gotten into a fight with scissors.  Actually, he had gotten in a fight with scissors.  Pip hoped he had lost, badly.
“But sir, these six are good friends of mine, I would be happy to take them.” 
“We wouldn’t mind having Pip take us, Admiral.” Twilight said with a smile.
“Sorry son, but Tassel is a master at navigating these waters.”
“Sir, I know these waters, just as well, maybe even better.  I’ve—"
“No arguments Captain.  Tassel’s ship has already been chosen.” He snuck a quick glance at The Mini and it’s wretched state.  “Besides, I wouldn’t want something to happen to the Elements of Harmony on the way there.  I’d expect you to take better care of your ship Captain Pipsqueak.”
Pip eyes widened with disbelief, “But sir, I’ve sent multiple letters to you requesting approval for funds to repair the ship.  You’ve not replied once.”
“I’m not sure what you’re talking about, son.  I haven’t received any letters from you.”  Nibitz responded, not even thinking twice.  The admiral and the six Elements of Harmony continued to move to the large ornate ship near them, Tassel’s ship.
“Sorry, Pip, maybe next time. It was nice to see you though, and I wish you the best of luck.”  Twilight offered some encouragement.
This was impossible.  Pip was being barred from a mission, and not just any mission, a mission for Luna! All because of the state of his ship, and the state of the ship was due to the lack of repairs approved by the higher ups, making it less durable for missions, discouraging approval for repairs.  It was like an endless cycle.  But he was sure he had mailed the letters.  No, he knew he had.  Several he had even delivered personally to the admiral’s office.
“Too bad Captain Dip-squeak.  It looks like you missed out on this great opportunity.  I bet that this would mean a promotion to the pony that took this mission.” Tassel swaggered past Pip, bumping him roughly.  Looking back over his shoulder, he tossed an evil grin, “Oh and it’s a shame that none of your letters made it to the admiral, I wonder if the Admirals secretary might have accidentally discarded them.”
No, it couldn’t be. The images flashed in his mind, Tassel seeing the letters from Pip, flirting with the secretary and finding a way to make sure they never reached Nibitz. 
“Why you!” Pip tensed, preparing to launch himself and finish what they had started the night before, rage pumping adrenaline into every muscle of his body.
“Not here skipper.” a hoof touched Pip’s back.  Pip turned to his side to find…Rumble.  Seeing Tassel from far away had been enough for Rumble to know he as needed. 
“Rumble…how did you get out of the...”
“Let’s just say I’m good with ropes.” He replied in a serious tone, not letting his glowering eyes divert from Tassel. 
Tassel knew his attempt to provoke an attack from Pip in front of the admiral had failed, and now that there were two of them, it would be harder without being too obvious. “Well then, it seems like I need to be off.  You know, important business and all that.” With a flip of his mane, Tassel continued up onto his vessel, escorting the Elements.
Rarities voice could be heard as she hopped over onto the deck, “I’m sure it’s beautiful, I can’t imagine what the “Crown of the Moon” would look like.  Oh that has sparked an idea for my new line! I’d call it-“
“Rarity, think ya could keep yer voice down a little bit.” And with Applejacks remarks, the group disappeared over the top, with no more to be heard.
The crowd started to slowly disperse, as the ship began to pull out of port and sail into Horseshoe Bay.  But Pip remained.  He did not move.  He did not take his gaze off of the ship.  He had been beaten.
The only one who could have looked more defeated than him was Scootaloo, who had decided to sit down next to the brick wall of a nearby storage house.  The pavement held no comfort, but then again, neither had Rainbow.  Maybe the ground was just as hard and cold as she had been.  Maybe she should keep staring.
Applebloom hesitantly walked over to Pip “Ah’m real sorry about that Pip.”
It was silent for a while, and the only thing that could be heard was the soft rhythm of the ocean sea. 
Pip turned in place, with a sincere smile on his face, “Don’t be…there was nothing you could’ve done.  It’s all well and the same. Now, shall we get back to the ship, you can finish those repairs you promised and I’ll fix us up a meal.”  And with that, he trotted off to The Mini, leaving Rumble, Scootaloo, and Applebloom alone on the dock.
Applebloom shook her head in confusion, “Is he gonna be okay?”
Rumble replied, smiling knowingly. “That’s just how he is.  That’s the captain.” 
The two started making their way over to The Mini as well, leaving Scootaloo there by herself. Out of the corner of her eye, she watched them all go back to the ship, but most of all she watched Pip go back.  She found her body moving on its own, standing up, straightening a little taller, and heading towards the ship. 
The ground wasn’t as interesting to look at anymore.
_________________________________
“Master, permission to enter.”
A sharp talon motioned for the voice to enter.
A raggedy looking griffon pushed aside a cloth acting as a barrier between the master and himself.  The ornate quarters was filled with priceless objects, gold, and silver.  Erected amidst the draperies and treasure was a throne, made of dark wood and adorned with various jewels. 
A deep, scratchy voice echoed from the shadow cast over the throne, each word emphasized slowly. “What news do you bring?”  
The griffon shuddered in fear at the magnificent presence before him, “W-W-We have news from the insider…” he clutched a small piece of parchment in his claw.
“Read it.”
The shabby griffon fumbled with the message, holding it out in front of him, and began reading aloud. “It says…‘Elements of Harmony aboard, heading east, coordinates written below.’”
“There is more.”
“T-T-Then is just says…‘Crown of the Moon’…I’m not sure what that means.” He nervously looked back up and down between the message and his master, hoping that he had done adequately. 
The figure leaned forward, revealing a sharp beak, deformed by the evil grin growing in the middle.  A single eye opened within the darkness, an eye like an eagle, burning red with fury, like a fire whose sole purpose is to consume everything around it. 
“It means,” the figure said with an evil excitement, “we set sail.”   
_______________________________
The sun was beginning to set, the crew of the Mini were quietly assisting Applebloom finish her work.  Pip stoop next to the helm watching the others work below, whatever he was thinking or feeling was unreadable.
“So why do you do it?”
Pip turned to find Scootaloo next to him. She seemed bothered, yet oddly curious.
“What do you mean?” he replied casually.
“Why do you keep putting up with all of this?” she asked frustratingly, her gaze shifted towards the crew below, desperately trying to keep up with Applebloom’s orders. She had struggled to find the words that would create the question she so desperately asked.  But no matter how she tried to word it in her mind, it never seemed to come out right. But Pip knew.
He leaned on the rail of the ship, staring out into the magnificent ocean. “I know it may seem rather silly, those ponies down there, the three of them, when I look at them I see hope.  Wonderful, unbeatable, inspiring hope.”
“All I see is a bunch of featherbrains.” Scoot said sarcastically.
Pip chuckled, “Yeah, I can see that sometimes too.  But when I see them I also see a little bit of me. You see, my whole life, ponies have been telling me what I can and can’t do.  That I’m too small, that I can’t make a difference.  And for a long time, I believed them. But then I met someone who changed all that; she showed me what it really takes to be something in the world.  
That it doesn’t take strength, or smarts, or skill.  The only thing anyone needs is heart.”
“Heart?” she said skeptically.
“I look at them and I see ‘heart.’  That fire that burns inside yourself, the will to never give up.  Snips and snails may be clumsy, and probably more trouble than they’re worth, but their hearts are in the right place, and they never give up. And Rumble, well, despite his faults, you’d be surprised as how reliable and loyal he actually is.  Although I’m sure you already knew that.” He gave her a quick grin.
She turned away embarrassed, “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
Pip was about to continue when something in the distance caught his eye.  A small orange and red blur, flying in the sky, nearing closer and closer. It wan’t until the familiar tweet cried through the air did Pip realize what it was.
“That’s…That’s Piwi! What is he doing all the way…”
“Hey…What’s that in the distance.” Scoot pointed out to a small dot on the horizon.
Pip squinted to see past horizon, “What in Celestia’s name…” his eyes grew wide and his mouth fell open. “Oh no.”
“What? What is it?”
Pip ran over to the edge of the top deck and barked down to his first mate, “Rumble! Quick, fast boarding protocol.  Snips, Snails, alert port authority that we’ll need a rescue and medical team immediately.”
“Aye Aye, sir.”
“What? What did you see?!” Scootaloo continued frantically.  She was taken back by the solemn look that came over Pip’s face…
“It’s…Tassel’s ship.”  Rumble flew over to Pip, picked him up by the fore hoofs and in a flash zoomed out to meet Tassel’s ship. 
It was badly damaged; splintered holes dotted the hole like a slice of cheese.  The sails had precise rips in them, leaving nothing but a rag of what it had formerly been.
The two landed on the deck and immediately spotted its captain, slumped over the helm, barely conscious and heavily wounded. 
They saw no other ponies on board.
“Tassel. Tassel! TASSEL! Wake up, wake up.” Pip ran over to Tassel and began shaking him furiously. “What happened? Tell me, what happened to the crew, where are Twilight and the others?!
Tassel groggily opened his eyes, unable to focus on anything around him.
“Tassel, concentrate! Tell me what happened, where are Twilight and the others?”
In his haze, Tassel was able to mutter a few, garbled words.
"They...they took them..."
"WHO!? Who did it?!"
“P-Pirates…Griffons …”
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