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		Description

The earth ponies are fed up with the oppressive nature of the upper class, which consists of unicorns, pegasi, and the Royal Family. They lead a rebellion, with a pony named Joseph Stallion leading them. After defeating the Royal Family, Stallion forms the Poniet Union (Union of Poniet Socialist Republics, or UPSR) and begins to reform society into an equal place for all. The Union then declares war on the capitalist dragons. The mane six proceed to encounter all sorts of shenanigans.
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		The Fall of Equestria



	Equestria was once a land dominated by a system of hierarchy. The Royal Family ruled over all others, enforcing their laws upon the lesser ponies. Members of this regal clan, known as alicorns, possessed the abilities of every one of the lower groups. This superior class consisted of ponies such as the Princesses Celestia, Luna and Cadence. Directly under them existed two distinct classes: the pegasi and the unicorns. Each of these subsidiaries maintained one, and only one, aspect of the ruling force; the pegasi possessed wings with which they could fly, and the unicorns received the gift of horns, giving them the ability to utilize magic. Both of these classes saw the other as relative equals, but they both exercised dominance over the third and weakest class.
Earth ponies, originally considered the least powerful force in Equestria, lived a life of servitude. Having neither wings nor horns, earth ponies were easily subjugated by the other classes, forced to harvest the goods required to sustain life while their superiors lounged about and accomplished very little. The pegasi argued that their regulation of rain clouds assisted the growth of crops, though the act took very little time out of their lives and required minimal amounts of effort. Unicorns did provide assistance in removing the harsh and desolate effects of winter, but only in areas where concentrated populations of the upper class existed. In rural and agricultural areas, where the helpful aspects of spring were needed most, they used various methods such as their puppets in government to create the ideology that winter must be removed with hard labor, and that the use of magic would break tradition. This only increased the burden laid upon the backs of the laboring force.
This lowest class vastly outnumbered every other group, and could easily have led a successful resistance against the ruling forces. In fact, some earth ponies formed rebellions and went forward against their oppressors, but they were ultimately decimated. The prime factor in their defeat was the lack of unity or leadership needed to bring all earth ponies together in one glorious and victorious rebellion. For many years, forces rose to power for a short time, finding many willing volunteers amongst the ponytariat, but these groups experienced defeat at the hands of the upper class. The alicorns of the Royal Family proved to be extremely influential in pressing ponies onwards against their enemies.

One of the greatest opportunities for the laboring class came when a group of twenty agitated farmers began protesting in the city of Baltimare over unjust prices for their crops. Their chants brought more and more rioters, who filled the streets of the once peaceful city within a week. Violence soon followed. Stores were stripped clean, ponies robbed, buildings vandalized. The city’s government sent a letter to Celestia, demanding that the Royal Military be sent in to silence the rebels. Upon receiving the plea, the princess proceeded to place it in a nearby garbage container. And so, violence grew in Baltimare as the number of rioters broke 9,000 after only a few weeks. That trend, however, ended when a unicorn in the city was stabbed and killed by a band of earth ponies. The Royal Family, outraged at the act, ordered the military into the city; the rioters had gone too far.
One bright day in spring, as protesters marched up and down the streets, a large mass obstructed the sun. The world became black. Startled, the farmers looked to the sky. Those who weren’t afraid at first surely became so as they realized the large mass was in fact a military force consisting of over 15,000 pegasi, who quickly surrounded the city. Below, mass hysteria ensued. With darkness enveloping them, ponies struggled to find their way around the city.
A pegasus flew over the center of the city and boomed “By order of Her Majesty, we order you to disperse. Lack of compliance will not be tolerated.” Receiving no response from those below, he signaled the forces outside of the city, which immediately began flying in a circle around the city. Around and around they went, faster and faster until the speed of the pegasi grew so great that a tornado manifested. This destructive force swept many of the rioters off their hooves, propelling them hundreds of feet into the air before spewing them out in every direction, sending them spiraling to their deaths. Within a few moments, what had once been a sizeable force of revolutionaries became a city of corpses. The silence of death enveloped the city as the pegasi, satisfied with their work, flew back to their homeland to report their success to the princess. The silence quickly became replaced with the wails of survivors leaving their shelter to find thousands of corpses strewn throughout the streets. Ponies were impaled on lampposts. The fountains in the city ran red with blood. Bodily parts and internal organs coated the ground. The sight became too much to bear, and many fell to the floor, utterly shocked that somepony could give the orders to such an atrocity.
The brutality at the Riot of Baltimare successfully quenched the hopes of the earth ponies. The lower class knew any further resistance would either receive no support or would be crushed by the military might of the Royal Family. Many firmly believed that there would be no chance for reform, and all hope vanished. However, the massacre at Baltimare simultaneously kindled a small fire in the hearts of every earth pony, that of a deep hatred for their oppressive rulers, and it only required some hero to feed the fire and bloom it into a raging firestorm that would fuel the revolution that would overthrow the oppressive ruling class.

This hero came in the form of an earth pony who arose from the masses during a particularly brutal winter, uniting the ponytariat under one banner. This patriotic leader bore the name Joseph Stallion. The blood red pony’s cutie mark was a sickle crossed over a hammer, symbolizing the tools of the working class. His jet-black hair and iconic moustache gave him the look of a leader, and many soon followed his teachings. He proposed an insurrection against the upper class, as they had restricted the rights of many by being granted abilities others were not able to have as well. The revolutionary gave incredibly convincing speeches on varying subjects, though each and every speech he gave related in some way to establishing and maintaining equality for all ponies. Stallion was quoted as declaring “You cannot have friendship until all ponies can have friendship.”
During one of his speeches, a pony by the name of Vladimare Lenin caught Stallion’s eye. The radical had identical beliefs to Stallion, making him the perfect candidate for second-in-command. He was also very outspoken, and he showed no fear of the Royal Family or their constituents. Upon receiving an invitation to join the leader, Lenin graciously accepted and accompanied his newfound companion to inspire others. Traveling from city to city, this visionary collected recruits for his cause across all of Equestria. In less than a year, he had amassed a formidable force that was unparalleled in all the land. 
This action did not go unnoticed in the upper class; Princess Celestia issued an order instructing all able-bodied ponies to gather at Canterlot in its defense. The Royal Family did not anticipate an attack, but they felt as though their lives were worth protecting. Most of the pegasi and unicorns answered the call, and though they had fewer numbers than their opposition, they certainly had the advantage in terms of capability. According to Celestia’s battle plan, the rebels would not be able to withstand combined magic and aerial attacks.
Stallion’s teachings of equality, in the meantime, gathered more and more soldiers in his army until he firmly believed that their forces would crush the enemy. His men will untrained and ill-equipped, but they would have to do. It was his belief that casualties would be immense, but progress could not be made without sacrifice.
Stallion marched his forces to the gates of Canterlot, and it became clear that the upper class was going to fight to defend their traditional pattern of superiority. On the morning of a mid-October day, Stallion sent a messenger into Canterlot to ask for the Royal Family’s surrender. If they had surrendered the city over to the insurrectionists, no blood would have been spilled that day, and the transition of power to the ponytariat would have been smooth and painless. Instead, as an answer to Joseph Stallion’s request, he received the severed head of his messenger. Concluding that there would be no reasoning with the brutes, Stallion signaled the assault and moved into position at the front of the ranks. In no more than a year and a half since the beginning of Joseph’s rise to power, the revolution would come to a climax.

The defenses established by the upper class were immense. Pegasi maneuvered the clouds above the earth pony’s position, creating intense thunderstorms, which, in theory, would be very effective at demoralizing those under them. The unicorns created several magical barriers, which would require immense strength to power through. According to Royal logic, these two factors alone would be enough to halt the progress of Stallion’s army. Unfortunately for the Family, they severely underestimated the determination of the earth ponies. Relatively unaffected by the storm, the invasion force advanced at a rapid pace at Stallion’s urging. Upon reaching the defensive barriers, Stallion and his soldiers simultaneously slammed themselves against the wall with all their might. One by one, the walls cracked and crumbled under the sheer power of the ponies. The castle gates were then crushed with similar ease, and the formation progressed into the lower streets of Canterlot.
Determined to defend their city, the upper class soldiers began to form ranks in preparation for the advancing enemy. The Royal Guard, armed with deadly spears, formed their dreaded phalanx formation at the front line while the pegasi flew over the earth ponies, bombarding them with boulders as they pressed onwards. Seeing this, Vladimare Lenin suggested that they press against the allies of the pegasi, as the aerial combatants would likely refrain from continued aerial assault with the two forces in close proximity.
Stallion sounded the charge, and his peasant army galloped towards the phalanx as fast as they physically could. A wild fury burned in the eyes of those charging, and even the Royal Guard grew unsteady as they viewed the sheer determination of the attackers. The earth ponies slammed into the phalanx at full speed, with devastating results. The insurrectionists were poorly armed, typically only carrying whatever farm tools they had acquired on their property. The first few rows were initially crushed mercilessly by the defenders, but as more and more waves pressed fearlessly into the battle, the formation slowly began to falter. Shields began to break; spears got caught in the bodies of their targets and were lost. Vladimare’s gamble succeeded; the aerial combatants, worried about hitting their own targets, halted their attack and simply flew about the sky, waiting for some change in events. Gradually, the defense was beaten further and further back, until a gap appeared in the center of the formation. Earth ponies immediately poured through the opening and surrounded the Royal Guard. From there, it was only a matter of minutes before their numbers were nonexistent.
With the phalanx destroyed, pegasi once again commenced bombardment of the rebels. However, many of the earth ponies armed themselves with the shields and spears of fallen soldiers, and they were easily able to deflect projectiles by holding shields over their heads as they advanced. Seeing that their efforts were futile, the pegasus forces retreated into the heart of Canterlot for the final stage of their defense.
Without anyone to hold them at bay, the invasion force proceeded undeterred further into the city. Meanwhile, defensive measures were being taken in one last effort to prevent total annihilation. Though the ponies skilled in fighting were few, as most of them were part of the phalanx, unicorns could still wreak havoc with magic if it was used properly. The garrison of unicorns stationed themselves in the throne room, ready to use magic as the final line of defense. Pegasus forces prepared themselves for a desperate move to buy time for the unicorns, coming to the conclusion that it was either victory or death in pursuit of it.
The sight Stallion’s forces were greeted with when they approached the central plaza of Canterlot was frightening; the entirety of the pegasus armies were arrayed before them, and before the rebels could react, a horn sounded and the pegasi commenced a winged charge. With superior speed and maneuverability, they would easily dominate the earth ponies in open, unorganized space. However, Stallion ordered his troops into a tight defensive circle, forcing the enemy into close range, where they were easily picked apart by spears. Wings could not be armored, as metal plating on the fragile extremities prevented flight, making them the weak spot of a pegasus unit. Countless aerial soldiers spiraled out of control and crashed as the cold steel of insurrectionist spears pierced their wings. It appeared that the city would fall into the hands of Joseph Stallion.
Determined to hold off the attackers, the Royal Family sent forth the Wonderbolts - the most elite unit of cavalry available - to help turn the tide of the battle. Upon seeing the legendary ponies, the pegasi rejoiced and fought with renewed vigor, simultaneously diminishing the morale of the rebels. The Wonderbolts dashed into the ranks of peasants, bowling a line of them over, simultaneously creating a pathway through which other pegasi could flood. The fighting quickly became more widespread as the rebels were pushed outwards from the middle of their formation. The rebels, untrained in the art of war, fell in vast quantities to the winged ponies, who could attack from any direction without warning. With the Wonderbolt leader, Spitfire, spearheading the pegasi, defeat for Stallion seemed imminent.
Seeing this, the revolutionary leader devised a plan that he believed would allow them to conquer their foes. After finding Vladimare Lenin on the battlefield and briefly explaining it to him, Stallion placed his companion in charge and ordered his ponies to retreat to the exterior of the city and set up a perimeter. Joseph Stallion, however, stayed behind and surrendered himself to the city’s defenders, who proceeded to take him prisoner. Sensing some kind of trap, Princess Celestia refused to see him immediately and instead placed him in the castle’s dungeons for three excruciatingly long days. It is common belief that Celestia and Luna in fact slowed the process of raising and lowering the sun and moon, creating the span much longer than normal. Stallion received little in terms of sustenance during that time, but he survived the period through sheer willpower, at times having to resort to devouring whatever life form crawled into his cell.
During this time, however, Stallion’s plan was developing perfectly. Lenin dispatched several mining teams into the caves below Canterlot with orders to dig a tunnel below the throne room. Once in position, the teams were to place several sets of explosives along the ceiling. The rebel forces were also reinforced by a large garrison of war-trained ponies from Baltimare, who had heard of Stallion’s military exploit and wished to partake in glorious battle. From there, everypony surrounding the castle poured into the cave system under the cover of night, undetected by the supposed ‘victors’ in Canterlot. In the eyes of the Royal Family, it appeared that the rabble had dispersed and returned to their homes in defeat. However, a magical barrier was once again established around the city in the event that it was simply a ruse. What the upper classes were unaware of was the fact that Lenin and his ponies were already in the caves under the city, waiting for proper moment to strike.

Finally the day arrived where Joseph Stallion was brought before Princesses Celestia, Luna and Cadence to face their judgement. He was dragged into the throne room, which was guarded heavily by the Wonderbolts and what was left of the Royal Guard, led by a pony by the name of Shining Armor. 
Celestia was the first to address the prisoner. “Joseph Stallion,” she boomed in a powerful and authoritative voice, “You come before me today accused of treason against your kingdom. You are responsible for leading an insurrection against the Royal Family, corrupting the minds of countless innocent ponies, and causing the death of many individuals. What do you say in your defense?”
His response was recorded in historical books for many years. “You assert that I have betrayed this land, but I can assure you that I have done no such thing. I’ve done quite the opposite, in fact. I love this land. I would do anything for it. I would fight and die to stop any disease that plagues this land. The strongest plagues against the land and its people are the pegasi, the unicorns, and the Royal Family. And for that reason, I fight. I fight against you, Celestia, not this land. You and your unjust system of inequality that has for so long ravaged our people. I do not seek the glory and fame of conquest. I follow a much more important cause. Throughout the history of this land, certain ponies with special abilities have exercised dominance over others, forcing them into hard and strenuous labor in order to sustain the dominating class’s regal lifestyle. My goal, nay, my destiny, is to end this tradition of class distinction and finally bring true peace to Equestria. Besides,” he concluded, “you are in no position to convict me. You are outnumbered.”
Princess Luna issued a mocking laugh. “Surely you jest. You are the only rebel in this room. Your cohorts have broken rank and fled. What hope do you have of vanquishing us?”
“Just this one,” Stallion stated sinisterly before stomping his right hoof on the ground three times. In answer, the entire castle felt a tremendous shock, as though there were a great quake whose epicenter was at the very heart of Canterlot.
The floor in the center of the throne room crumbled away, creating a hole through which hundreds upon hundreds of earth ponies emerged. Caught off guard by the sudden change of events, those in the throne room loyal to the Royal Family were quickly engulfed in combat, and before long, only isolated patches of loyalists remained. Seeing the imminent danger, the Wonderbolts took flight and flew towards the growing horde. Dozens were killed by the team, but they were soon overpowered through sheer numbers. Spitfire was the last of the group to remain standing. She dodged spear after spear, simultaneously killing surrounding rebels, until one spear found its way into her chest, breaking through her breastplate and piercing her heart.
With one of the Family’s icons fallen, hope swiftly dwindled. Cadence and Luna leaped into the fight, but were quickly swept away in a sea of conflict. Ponies outside the halls were too busy trying to save those in danger as a result of the ‘earthquake’ to notice that their rulers were in danger. If they had noticed, it would have been of no use; the rebels inside the throne room had barricaded the entrances.
Princess Celestia’s voice echoed throughout the halls. “Enough!” she cried, magic focusing on her horn. A beam of energy streamed from it, vaporizing all in its path. In her attempt to destroy the mass of the rebels, however, she had left herself open to the attacks of the few. Seeing this weakness, Stallion broke away from the fighting and charged at Celestia’s side. She let loose a deafening cry when he collided with her side, which caught the attention of those outside, and many began to fear for their princess. The fighting in the throne room halted, and every combatant momentarily forgot their conflict as they turned to watch Celestia.
Stallion pressed against the princess with all his might. A life of farm work had given him superior muscles in his legs, to the point where he was able to press against the pony while she remained unable to free himself. She struggled, and in her stunned state she had forgotten to release the magic flowing to her horn. The beam flew wildly around the room with the movements of her head. She was in such distress the she also failed to notice that she was rapidly approaching one of the walls of the throne room. With a roar, Stallion bucked his head, launching Celestia into the air, where her body broke through a nearby stain-glass window. As Celestia fell, so fell the hopes of the ruling class.
Both sides were awestruck. For a moment, no one made a sound. Stallion then turned his attention to his soldiers and threw a forehoof into the air, letting out a cheer of victory. His cry immediately spread to the rebels in the room, creating a chorus of guffaws never before heard in Equestria. Outside, those who heard the sound were perplexed, and they began to gather at the entrance of the throne room, only to find the door barred. 
The fighting ended. Without a leader, no one could push them onwards. What remained of the loyalist soldiers in the room threw down their arms, knowing that all hope had faded. The now successful insurrectionists threw open the doors and poured out of the throne room and into the streets, informing all they came across of the triumph of the ponytariat. None in the city gave resistance. Their hearts were too grief-stricken by the cries of “The God-Queen is dead! Long live the ponytariat! Long live Stallion!”
The soldiers of the Family were rounded up and taken prisoner until further notice. In the aftermath of the battle, Stallion stood atop Celestia’s throne, relishing in the thrill of victory. The room was empty, save for the corpses littering the floor. They had fallen in pursuit of a noble cause, and would be commemorated for their valor. Vladimare Lenin entered the room, moved carefully around the cavern in the center of the room, and trotted over to Stallion.
“Congratulations, sir. You’ve won,” Lenin said, moving to his leader’s side.
“No, comrade. We’ve won. It was the work of a nation that won us victory this day. Soon all of Equestria shall become unified under the banner of the ponytariat, and no one pony is responsible. None shall oppose us now that their leader has been vanquished.”
“But comrade Stallion, what of Princesses Luna and Cadence? Their bodies are not counted amongst the dead.”
“If they have survived, they will go into hiding. Our power has proven too great for them to match,” Stallion reasoned. “Besides,” he continued, “this is not the time for such thoughts. We have a nation to organize.” Stallion and Lenin shared a smile, pleased that their dream had finally been realized.
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		The Birth of a Nation



	With Canterlot firmly under his control, Joseph Stallion set to work assimilating cities into the new nation. In order to do this, he ordered a number of the unicorns held captive from the Battle of Canterlot to create a system that allowed for mail delivery without the use of magic; Stallion hoped that this would assist in the creation of a society in which any pony could send and receive mail without the aid of a dragon, magic, or a pegasus. The group worked almost non-stop for twenty-four hours - under diligent supervision, of course - until the unicorns created a machine capable of delivering mail to any other mechanized mail station, which the machine could build and teleport to any location.
Upon its completion, Stallion used this device to send a message to every city in what was once Equestria; they were to obey the rule of the new nation. Any resistance would be interpreted as an act of hostility and dealt with appropriately. Every city unanimously sided with the new leader, which allowed Stallion to shift his focus to the new system of government, which he would call the Union of Poniet Socialist Republics, or the Poniet Union.
After some time of thought between him and his companion Vladimare Lenin, Stallion designed his ideal system of government, which would operate from Canterlot. The main legislative body would be the Council of Pony’s Commissars, which would serve to direct a majority of the politics in the Union, such as trade and foreign relations. The Council also had the power to regulate the economy and direct the military of the Party, giving it almost absolute power. This group would be headed by the Premier of the Poniet Union. Other committees were created, more often than not designed to operate on a local level, but true power over the country rested in the trusted hands of those who served in the Council. Each position in the Pony’s Commissars represented a specific interest, such as the Commissariats for Labor, Food, War, and Agriculture. These ponies would be responsible for all actions and legislation regarding their position, though the Premier could influence their decisions considerably. A Congress of Poniets was also created, though its actions carried little impact, as the Pony’s Commissars were tasked to conduct the affairs of the state. The Congress’s duties were to elect officials in the Council and to approve its decrees.
Stallion easily assumed the position of Premier, with Vladimare Lenin his secretary. Positions on the Council soon filled. All were skilled in their craft, and Joseph Stallion suggested a pony he saw fit for the Commissariat of Agriculture, which carried a massive amount of influence in the Congress's decision. He had once heard that a female pony by the name of Applejack from a small town called Ponyville operated a farm spanning hundreds of acres. She harvested and maintained the farm almost single-handedly. This impressive feat, accompanied with Joseph Stallion's lobbying, resulted in the Congress’s immediate acceptance. The Congress sent Applejack a letter, proposing that she join the Council as the Pony’s Commissariat for Agriculture. Applejack graciously accepted the offer, though she wrote about her concerns for her farm and family. Noting her dilemma, Stallion sent two dozen migrant laborers to her home, Sweet Apple Acres, to help produce for Applejack’s family. The new Council member left Ponyville several days later, after saying goodbye to her friends and family. They would miss her, but they knew that she was doing what was best for the nation.
With his new government formed, Stallion went to work establishing an equal society. He first targeted Cloudsdale; an exclusive home for pegasi, the city symbolized one of the class distinctions in antebellum Equestria, as only those bearing wings were even permitted to set a hoof on the clouds the city was made of. The Council issued a decree, stating that all residents of the city must evacuate before the destruction crew arrived. Two weeks after sending the message, a demolition team moved out from Canterlot.
The group arrived at Cloudsdale to find the city completely barren. Under normal circumstances, charges would be placed on structures, making the process extremely precise. Unfortunately, the destruction team consisted of earth ponies, and they could not get atop the city to set explosives, so the team had brought several artillery batteries along with them. Throughout the course of two days, shells pounded the city, shredding clouds and slowly demolishing the town. At the end of the second day of shelling, the remains of the city came down, slowly at first, and then building speed until it smashed into the ground, dispersing the clouds across the area, coating it in a thick fog. This haze would remain for several months, with many travelers becoming lost within its depths. With Cloudsdale gone, the Poniet Union inched closer towards the ultimate goal of equality for all.
After the symbol of class distinction fell, Stallion turned to the classes themselves. He had to devise some method of creating a society in which all ponies were treated with equal respect. However, as long as wings and horns remained a trait in ponies, true equality could not exist. The Premier put off the idea of the mass genocide of unicorns and pegasi, hoping to somehow preserve the massive influx of labor that would occur should they remain alive. If he did not find a solution, however, there would be no other option.
Little did Joseph Stallion know that his actions had caught the eye of another being. Once a deadly and threatening adversary of the Royal Family, the being known as Discord submitted to Celestia's rule, albeit only to a certain extent; a small part of the demon still strived for a return - at least to some extent - back to his traditional ways of mischief. This deity viewed the overthrow of the previous government as the perfect opportunity to act.

One dark night, as Joseph Stallion sat by his desk, trying to decide the best course of action regarding the issue, the draconequus suddenly appeared in the center of the room. The pony turned and looked at Discord, more than a little distressed, though he tried to retain composure. Everyone in Equestria had heard of Discord and his exploits, so his appearance called for considerable fear. Unrestrained, the being could easily crush the realm.
“Discord,” he said, assuming a defensive stance. “What are you doing here?”
“Oh, just wanted to celebrate your victory,” the being replied. He snapped two clawed fingers, and a flash in front of Stallion’s face created a cigar in his mouth, as well as two mares to either side of him. The pony’s eyes widened for a moment, then he spat the cigar onto the floor.
“I don’t need your fantasy mares,” the red pony stated, glaring at Discord.
“Oh, you’re so stolid. Very well.” With a second snap of his fingers, the mares and the cigar disappeared in a bright flash of light. “I watched your fight for justice, sir,” the draconequus continued. Another flash consumed Discord himself, and when the light faded he was garbed in metal armor. “The gore, the conquest, the swordplay, the justice! All in the crusade of a better world.” Yet another flash of light and the armor disappeared. “You know, I view the pony race as flawed, to say the least. Their compassion, their kindness, their friendship. All so boring. You, however, are slightly... different. I enjoy your style, your cold efficiency, your total disregard for life. I especially liked that speech you gave to Celestia. All those patriotic sentiments about justice, followed by death on a massive scale. I found the whole thing quite amusing.”
Stallion was a little confused. He knew of Discord’s tendency to actively rebel against established government, which made his friendly actions all the more suspicious. “You didn’t come here to talk about my success as a leader. What do you want?”
“Tell you what,” he said, floating in circles around Stallion. “I like this system you’ve got here, so how about this; I give you a little help on your current situation, and you let me get away with a few chaotic shenanigans here and there. Nothing disastrous, nothing dangerous to you. Just a bit of fun.”
“What kind of help are you talking about?”
“Oh, I couldn’t say. But I can tell you this; you’ll like it.”
“How do I know I can trust you?”
The draconequus grinned and floated over to a spot on the floor, and with a flick of his fingers, a flash covered the room, blinding Stallion temporarily. Opening his eyes, the Premier gaped at the giant metal contraption which stood in the center of the room. Looking around, Stallion found no sign of Discord. “A gesture of good faith,” a disembodied voice echoed.
Joseph Stallion crept closer to the machine, and he noticed that taped to the side of it was a single sheet of paper. It appeared to be a manual of sorts. It read:
This is the Pony Permutation Machine. This one-of-a-kind device allows the user to transform all ponies within a set boundary to an earth pony. In addition, all cutie marks will be changed to a symbol of choice. We hope you find great use of this extraordinary device. To activate mass-transformation mode, simply pull the red lever labeled ‘activation’. If you have complaints, please address them to Discord Corporations Inc. Or not. Either way, you’re not getting a refund.
Caution: the device may or may not have an effect on royalty. We’re not sure.
The pony did not care about the trustworthiness of Discord anymore. He needed this machine. It was his hope. It was his salvation. Walking up to the device, he found the lever described in the instructions. Stallion hesitated for a brief moment, but when he weighed the odds, the possible positive side-effects far outweighed the negative. If Discord had tricked him, there would be major consequences, the worst being the total annihilation of the Union. There was never any telling what the deity was up to. However, if he didn’t pull the lever, true equality could never be reached without genocide. It seemed like a risk that needed to be taken. First, he entered the cutie mark he wished ponies to have; the hammer and sickle. Then, he reached out, grasped the lever, and pulled.
The machine sputtered, cogs began turning, and a whirring noise began building. Stallion backed up as the commotion got progressively louder and louder. The piercing noise began to cause excruciating pain, and Joseph fell to the floor, pressing his hooves against his ears. This did little to dull the pain, as the sound continued to grow. The situation soon became unbearable to the red pony. Just when he thought the sound would kill him, the machine gave one final screech before making a ding! noise. A fountain of confetti erupted from a tube in the top, accompanied by the sound of a party horn.
Complete silence ensued. Stallion, now back on his hooves, became enraged. Discord had tricked him! “Of all the dirty tricks,” the leader growled. “When I get my hands on that beast, I’ll-” His ranting was cut short as a beam of bright light exploded from the top of the machine and through the roof of the building, illuminating the night sky. The beam flew over the top of Canterlot before detonating, releasing an umbrella of white magic that spread throughout the Poniet Union. A wall of the material passed through Stallion, who flinched as it approached, but opened his eyes and found that he was unharmed.
The cloud passed through the land, transforming everyone's cutie mark, simultaneously removing wings and horns where present. If there was any pain, it merely became a part of the dream the sleeping ponies experienced. Over the course of a few minutes, the first goal of the Poniet Union had been accomplished. All ponies were now equal.

The next day, ponies awoke to find that their wings or horns were gone. Shock soon took over. Those that once held positions of power over earth ponies now found that they were equals. Stallion’s promise of an equal society seemed like a wild fantasy to those who heard it, even after his capture of Canterlot and the installation of the Union. Now it was a reality. Equally frightening to all was the disappearance of their cutie marks. What had once been a symbol of their individual skills was now the symbol of the Poniet Union. The colors varied from pony to pony, but no variation in shape existed.
The first few weeks consisted of depression for some. However, ponies came to accept the new predicament. The government distributed propaganda glorifying the event around the Union. The change was depicted as the final unification of the ponytariat under one banner. Ponies that were once pegasi and unicorns assimilated into the new society and went into work once deemed inappropriate for someone of their status. They soon forgot their old lives, instead beginning life anew amongst their brothers and sisters of the ponytariat.
With all ponies united, the Council next set its sights on the condition of the populace. Land was redistributed, giving agricultural families equal amounts of land on which to farm. A collective system formed, in which farmers worked on land owned by the Union, and a given quota of crops had to be contributed in order to receive payment. Those who weren’t skilled in agriculture were sent to work in government-owned businesses like bakeries, hospitals, and factories. Wages were kept relatively the same between lines of work, so as to create a more equal system where it didn’t matter where one worked; they still were treated as equals. Many workers, however, would not keep their jobs; they would be sent into combat against their foes from the West.
Dragons had always been enemies to ponies. Raids against rural farmlands were common, and many grew to hate the scaled creatures. Crops were burned, lives were ruined, families were destroyed. During the reign of Celestia, these attacks occurred without protest, and countless innocent lives were lost due to the Family’s lack of action. The alicorns believed that the sacrifice of these earth ponies would sate the thirst dragons had for power. They were horribly wrong, and the murder of ponies continued without containment. Raiding parties streaked across the countryside, wreaking havoc amongst the lower class. While many believe dragons to be primal and devoid of sentient thought, they are actually capable of complex thought. When initial raids caused no backlash from Canterlot, the dragons avoided attacking any village they deemed as belonging to the upper class. Thus, earth ponies lived in the constant fear that an assault on their homes might take place, knowing that there would be no help from the government. That is, until the Poniet Union came to power.
The Poniet Union despised all things that attempted to hurt the ponytariat, but what really agitated the Party was the capitalist nature of the dragons. Their tendency to hold personal wealth above all else infuriated Stallion, for he saw the mountains of gold they collected as the rightful property of the ponytariat. The winged beasts had no right to such riches, as they often collected the wealth from the hard work of those under them. Dragons would often wait for a group of adventuring ponies to discover some reservoir of gold, then demolish the excavators and claim the prize for themselves. Worse yet, dragons did not share this stolen wealth with any of their comrades; instead, wealth would be stored, with its guardian prepared to fight and die in order to keep it secure. Many dragons also fought each other in a vie for power. If one killed the other, the winner inherited the fallen one’s wealth. The dragon society based itself exclusively on the economic advancement of the individual at the expense of others.
The Party stood for the exact opposite by fighting for unity and equality for all. In their eyes, any race based exclusively on the domination of others did not deserve to exist. It was for this reason that they hated dragons the most. And their hatred caused the Council to initiate the buildup of arms and soldiers to fight the dragons, who were declared enemies of the state. The action received massive amounts of public support. Ponies enlisted in the military much faster than the Party could group them into units. Patriots were ready and willing to give their lives for the greater good of the ponytariat. Factories designated to recreational and unnecessary devices closed down and opened back up with the purpose of designing machines of war. Training camps opened up and began to condition recruits into hardened killers.
War seemed close at hand.

			Author's Notes: 
So yes, that certainly took some considerable time. To be honest, I spaced for several weeks. When I wasn't spacing, there were AP classes and what have you. Hopefully I'll be a lot faster with the next one.
Anyone catch that snazzy Star Trek reference in the Discord encounter? I thought it was kinda nice.
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