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As the Sun rises we honor our Princess with tales of her life. 
100-500 word mini-fics based on prompts from Protect Celestia and the collaboration thread. Please feel free to join us in this undertaking.
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Honor, by: Semper Fidelis

Honor: Verb: To fulfill (an obligation) or keep (an agreement). Or, to pay public respect to.

I watched as he stood at attention on the balcony, stoic as ever. His gaze fixed on the land down below. The city of Canterlot below his hooves, along with towns glowing dimly far of in the distance. He looked ghostly in the moonlight. The stars over his head gingerly twinkling. I must admit, he did always seem to look handsome when he's up there.
The cold night's wind softly blowing his armor; the mail and inter-locking plates rippling in small waves in response. With every breath he took, a small plume of mist would be carried of, slowly dissipating in the air. I slowly approached, taking one silent step at a time. I know he comes here to be alone, but that is just the thing. He comes here every night for almost two years. Whether it be pouring rain or freezing cold. Or even both. When ever I can, I just watch him stand there. I've tried talk to him, but with only limited success. Every time I see him, he always seems troubled by something. I understand him for trying to cope with what ever is his burden, I truly do. But why does he persist on carrying it alone? I took a step more, desperate not to alert him.
“I know you're there” He stated.
“It's awful cold out here.” I said. But gained no response.
“Why don't you come inside?” I tried to make it sound tempting, but he wasn't buying.
“Is there something on you mind?” I asked, expecting the usual response. Either silence, or we would have a small conversation that ultimately led to him requesting that I leave.
I never seemed to get to deep with him no matter how hard I tried. But this time, I'm not letting him close me out. So I slowly walked up the remainder of the shallow steps. Stopping at his side to gaze out into the distance with him. After a while, he must have realized I wasn't going anywhere. Something stirred in him. He turned his head turned slightly, just enough that I could see the corner of his eye.
“You're persistent, I'll give you that.” He returned to his head to its original position, letting out a minute sigh.
“Why do you stand here every night?” I asked. It took a moment for him to respond.
“I must remain vigilant. It is my duty.” He stated,
“You plan to watch all of Equestria from here?”
“I can try.” He went quiet for a while after saying that.
I hated when he shut me out; as he did to almost everyone. But then again, I admired it. Normally a Guard would give me their undivided attention, but him, he was different. I would walk by and he wouldn't say a word; he'd just give me the mandatory nod of the head in greeting, then return to his mechanical stare-to-nowhere. To sum it all up, he wasn't a kiss up to the princess. Prime example, he isn't even supposed to be on this balcony. And yet if I said anything, he would probably disregard it. I looked into his eyes, they seemed to sparkle in the night. But there was something he was hiding, I just had to find a way to get him to let me in. I think I have a way to break him this time.
“Why did you join?” I asked, his eyes widened just a tad when I said that.
“Hmm?” Bingo. I'm in.
“Why did you join the Guard?” It took him a while to respond.
“Honor” He said,
“Care to explain?”
“I joined because...I needed to regain my honor.”
“How did you lose it?” That was the wrong thing for me to say. I felt him lose interest and begin to shut me out. I didn't want to do this, but I can't let him push me away.
“Guard, I order you to answer my question.” I stated in a authoritative tone.
“Choke on horse-apples” He retorted gruffly.
A gasp escaped my lips. Another guard would have been begging on his knees for forgiveness just for thinking about saying that. But he remained unmoved, not even turning his eyes to look at me when he talks. Time for plan B.
“Pretty please” I implored in a foal-like tone, hoping to tug perhaps on his heart strings.
He let out a sigh, finally turning his head to look at me. I was expecting him to be either agitated by my asking; or amused by my degrading plea. But when his luscious eyes met mine, there was something else. Sadness. Looking at me as if to say 'please don't make me talk about it'. He returned to looking out into the distance.
“I lost it two years ago. When my brother died” His voice carried a weight of pain and regret.
“He joined the Guard a few years back. Said it was the best job in the world. Every day he'd beg me to join him. 'we'd be the ultimate team' he'd say. I always said I was never cut out for it. Truthfully, I was just scared.” He begun,
“Then two years ago, he and his unit were on a mission in search for a missing pony somewhere near Ghastly Gorge. They were ambushed by quarry eels.” He paused for a moment.
“Well..all they found was a broken spear...” His voice began to crack up.
He tilted his head down; closing his eyes tightly as if it was killing him just to remember. He took a deep breath, then he returned to his original position. His expression completely blank, soulless almost.
“...and a piece of his helmet” He finished.
My eyes were already dripping with tears. I remember when that happened. I understand his pain now. I know all to well what it is like to lose a sibling. You feel a hole in you being, a piece missing from your soul. To lose family is to lose part of yourself. But... Luna came back. I regretted making him talk about it. He hid his emotions very well, but I could tell he was crying on the inside. Bottling up his emotions in a jar already full. I hate myself sometimes.
“That's why I joined. I wasn't there when he needed me. I was a lousy coward.” He looked downward to the city of Canterlot.
I joined him in the view. Ponies were out and about, going along their own business. Visiting stores, going for a walk, chatting with friends at small cafe's, dancing to the music of street musicians, and much more. It was all a lovely sight seeing my little ponies happy. Without any fear, without any enemies.
“I had to regain my honor” He started, “I swore I will fight for them. Like he did for me...and may death be the only thing that stops me.”
I had no idea how to respond to that. It was such an admirable, yet morbid statement. I could only stare at him. He was so resolute in his decision. Not showing any signs of having a second thought.
“He told me that some nights he would would sneak up here. Spending hours just looking of into the distance.” He begun,
“That's why I stand here every night. I feel... closer to him here.”
“I-I’m so sorry” I managed to stammer,
“Keep your 'sorry'. I don't want it and I don't need it. I’m not doing all this for you.” His voice carried off as he finished that sentence. The vapor slowly being pulled away from his mouth by the frosty wind. We stood in silence again.
To say his intentions are noble would be and understatement. But his plans would ultimately lead to his demise. He would perhaps die a hero, but a lonely one. His mind has been made up, his fate determined. No, I can't let him. I can't let him do this to himself. He deserves more from life. He deserves better.
“I've answered your question. You can leave now.” He said,
He's closed down for tonight. But I’ve made good progress. I will bet my crown that I’m the only pony he's ever trusted enough to tell this to, let alone even talk to for this long. Perhaps I can get more from him tomorrow. I turned about, ready to leave, but I decided to leave him with something. I slowly lowered my head, and placed a small, soft kiss on his helmet. The cold metal tickled my lips. I pulled back to look at him once more. He didn't seem to moved by my gesture. It is difficult to tell if he cared for it. His eyes remained locked on the lands below. Well, it was worth a shot.
“Goodnight.” I said with a warm smile.
I begun to trot down the shallow steps. As I reached the door I heard him speak in a soft voice.
“Goodnight...”
I took one last look at him, he remained unmoved from his self-assigned post. Still standing at attention with his gaze upon the horizon. I reentered the castle, leaving him be for the night  I do not yet understand his need for honor, but I can see its importance to him. Like the saying goes; “Life, every stallion holds dear; but the dear stallion holds honor far more precious dear than life”.
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Regret, by: Davesknd

"She must report to me her new findings from her new home in Ponyville!"
Cheers and laughter errupted around them and her new friends engulfed Twilight in a close and happy hug. "Oh, Thank you Princess! I will study harder than ever before!" The unicorn promised happily ans she was hugged from all sides.
The sun princess smiled at the happiness her well chosen words had brought. She stayed for the small festivities that followed Twilight's official reassignment and wrote the letters to the pupil's parents herself.
But as she was about to head for her chariot where the honour guards was already waiting, a small purple and green obstacle stood in her way.
"Do you need something, Spike?" Celestia asked gently.
"I... I guess I will be staying in Ponyville as well." the dragon said slowly while fiddling with his claws nervously.
"Twilight is going to need the best assistance available." the sun princess answered honestly.
"I know... she would be totally lost without me." he replied proudly, but deflated immidaitly "But... I haven't .... you know... I'm not quite used to..." he sightly forced himself "I'm gonna miss you."
And all of a sudden, Celestia's mask of calm serenity broke and a hint of sadness came into her eyes. "And I am going to miss you too!" she said forcing a brave smile onto her lips. She leaned down and gently nuzzled the little dragon's cheek "But I need you watching over her!"
Spike embraced the princess of the sun. "I will! I will take good care of her!"
"I know, my son." Celestia answered and gave the dragon a kiss on the cheek. "And please take good care of yourself as well! And please, don't just send Twilight's letters!"
"I promise!" Spike answered, trying to be brave as well. Still, there were tears in his eyes. "Have a good ride home!"
"Thank you! Try to enjoy the celebrations." the sun princess answered and the mask returned to her features as she made the way to the chariot.
She was ready to fly back to her palace.
A palace that would feel a lot quieter with her baby dragon gone.
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Daughter, by: TundraStanza

Title: “Stars In Their Own Right”
(An excerpt from an Equestrian history book)
Artemisia and Solaris were entities that held control over the darkness and the light.  This control was given to them, yet even they do not fully remember who the giver was.  Regardless, it mattered very little.  All that mattered was that the order of separate power be maintained.
In darkness, Artemisia created shadows, large bodies of water, and the winter snow.  In light, Solaris brought forth stars, great landscapes, and the rejuvenation of natural plants.  They each saw that their work was good.
However, just as light and dark co-existed in balance, so too did the powers of order with its opposite: chaos.  Unlike light and darkness, chaos sought to remove any sense of balance.  Invading on the creation of Artemisia and Solaris, chaos brought about fire, mammalian life, and lust.
Though the chaos was easy to soothe, the things that it sowed from the universe were lost and confused.  The only solution was an impossible union.  Light and shadow would have to unite to create a new power strong enough to walk the path with the lost beings of pony kind.
In this united light and shadow, Artemisia and Solaris bore two children.  These were the first daughters of the Elders.  They would act as the guides for the world as it stood.  Tasked with the moon, night, and dreams, the younger daughter’s name was Luna.  To govern the sun, light, and fire, the first daughter was called Celestia.
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Ruler, by: La Vallet1

Even after millennia ruling a large kingdom, she still finds it hard to believe that it happened, and still happening. But here she is. Celestia, once a warrior from an earth pony clan, has been ruling Equestria as a princess since the Reign of Chaos which was about 2,000 years ago. She was in her bedroom reading her favorite fantasy novel involving a group of friends on their quest against the Dark Lord Tirek when she closed her eyes and remembered the hard times after Discord's first defeat.
The Reign of Chaos had damaged the Equestrian culture so horribly that when the Reign ended, Equestria was only slightly bigger than Canterlot. Poverty, famine, plague, infant mortality, short life expectancy and frequent raids by beasts and savages were an everyday occurrence for a hundred years after the Reign of Chaos. But even then, with her and Luna's rule Equestria started expanding beyond its borders and prospered as an empire for centuries until Luna's descent to madness.
Celestia opened her eyes, looked outside her window and smiled. Yes, even with all the hardships they had to endure after the Reign of Chaos and the War of Day and Night, her being a ruler had brought peace and prosperity to Equestria.

	
		Amnesia: TundraStanza



Amnesia, by: TundraStanza

She opens her eyes to a brightly lit room.  She has to blink to clear the blurriness from her vision.  Where is she?  She doesn’t know.
A squaw interrupts her confusion.  She turns to look for the source.
Immediately, she shuffles her hooves to back away from the fiery beast before her.  With her back against the wall, she breathes heavily.  For what feels like hours, she stares unblinkingly at the creature.  In turn, the bird stares at her.
After her moment of panic, she notices that the red animal is behind the golden bars of a cage.  She closes her eyes and sighs in relief.
Her momentary relief is shattered, however, by a wisp of purple and green smoke flowing in front of her.  A stack of paper appears out of thin air with a popping noise before falling to the floor.
Ever so cautiously, she reaches a hoof toward the top page and reads the following.
“Dear Princess Celestia,
The following is a brief yet detailed summary of all my other reports to you.
Please let me know if I have missed anything by sending a reply using the notes section on page 40.”
She blinks.  Who is this Princess Celestia?  Why is this letter intended for some pony else sitting in front of her?  She can’t fathom any answers to these questions.
“Wait a minute,” she mutters, “Who am I?”
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