Of Time Immaterial
And so it was that Equestria made its journey through the void. And there was no time, for each day was as the next, and there were no settlements, for the herds journeyed at will. The other races of Equestria came during the journey; some say they were the children of powerful story-locus, others say that they were races that had been buried beneath the earth. But they were no threat, for the seven were strong and would not bow before them.
And so the journey continued.
Of Death
And then came a day like no other. For Zephyr gave a great cry, and all heard his shout of agony, and all (save Oeg, who could not abandon the world, and Tidalos, who was not of land) raced to his side. And all raced as fast as they could, but Luna raced the fastest and was the first there. When the others came, they found Luna mourning by his side, for Zephyr was already dead. And all cried out, What has done this?”
And Luna cried out, “Is it a story locus? Has your sun failed?” And she was angry, for it had been day when he died, and she feared Celestial had not been vigilant in the sun. But they could find no story-locus. And they searched far and wide, but could find no enemy.
And Ramus asked, “Could it be a disease? Must we prepared for plague?” And they retreated, but the land ‘round Zephyr was healthy.
“Perhaps it was poison?” said Prospecta. But none knew what poison could kill Zephyr, and so they could not determine his death.  And they prepared to mourn, but could not take the time, for without Zephyr the winds ran wild, and the storms came without mercy, and the rain brought floods in some place and left them dry in others, and blizzards appeared in the desert, and hurricanes in the calm areas, and drought in the forests. So they left Zephyr’s body and went to stop the chaos.
But Luna would not leave, and called the others back to mourn Zephyr. Said Celestia, “I am sorry, dear sister, but there is work to be done. We cannot stop to mourn, just as with Isadora we must continue, lest all be lost for our hesitation.” And Luna cried out, and did not wish to leave, but she saw the truth in Celestia’s words, and so she did.
And the six who were left could not control the weather, for they had not the skill, and had their own tasks. And so Celestia pierced her wings with her horn, and from her wingblood created the pegusi, who were born to control the weather. And Luna did so as well. But the pegusi were not in all places, and so in the cold areas of the world, Ramus trained his children, the reindeer, in the art of flight so that they might keep it safe. And the mountains, the yaks, who were the wisest of all of Oeg’s children, listened to the wind and understood it’s workings, and also learned control. And at first the savanna was without help, but the blood of Zephyr flowed to it, and from it arose the giraffes, who could stretch their necks to the sky and move the clouds.
Of Athiqua
And once the world began to stabilize, Luna returned to the place where Zephyr was left. And as she approached she gave a great cry of joy, for she saw Zephyr standing, tall and proud, and the others rushed to her. But as she came closer, the figure ran, and Luna cried out, “Zephyr, Zephry, my friend, why do you run from me?”
“Who is this Zephyr of whom you speak? I am not that which you seek.” And Luna stopped as she heard these words, for the voice was not Zephyr. And she could see the being was like Zephyr, but not him. For this being was female, while Zephyr was male. And her stripes flowed lengthwise across her, with each one flowing from tail to head, unlike Zephyr’s which had flowed sideways.
“Who are you?” demanded Luna.
“Athiqua is my name. Now please tell me the same.” The other steeds came into view and all were amazed, for Athiqua had arisen from Zephyr’s flesh and blood but was not Zephyr. And she was not a normal child of the steeds, for she had risen from dead flesh, not living blood, and was equal in power and majesty, not lesser as their other children.
And so Celestia came to welcome her, as did Ramus and Prospecta, and Tidalos and Oeg from afar, and they asked that she take back the winds. But she tried and could not control them as Zephyr had, and finally she grew angry and shouted, “Do not tell me what to do. For I am not you.” And this was true, for though she was as powerful as them, she was not like them. She was born in Equestrian, and knew not of the time before and the Others, and only heard of them as stories.
And so Athiqua left, for she felt as if she did not belong, for the other steeds had memory and age, but she did not, and did not wish to be them. And first she came to the Zebras, but she was not like them, for they remembered Zephyr, and saw that her stripes were lengthwise while theirs were sideways, and she could not take the winds as Zephyr had, and there was no connection.
And so Athiqua sought to be alone, and came to a river. For the rivers was wild and untamed, and none came to them save when the need was great. There she stayed, but she began to dance and play in it, and found that she could control it with ease. As she danced with the water, her cutie mark appeared, it was of a river, and she was overjoyed. And in this way was she different from the other steeds and more like their children, for she earned her cutie mark by finding a talent, while they had had a talent and then chosen a mark.
And so Athiqua took control the rivers, and no longer were they wild and untamed. When she did so, the other races flocked to her, and the Zebras and giraffes honored her, and so did the other races. And soon, some began to whisper that she was better than Zephyr, for when Zephyr was alive, they had weather but not rivers. But now they had both, and could build towns by the rivers, and trade with each other, and no longer merely live in herds. Athiqua heard these words and was pleased.
When Luna heard these words, she feared all would forget of Zephyr and his works. And so she set out to have him remembered, and it was her who wrote the Tales of Zephyr, which are remembered to this day. And lest all of him be lost, Luna set out to his hiding spots, which only she knew, and gathered his memories and treasures, and swore to keep them near her.
Of the Leaving
And as things began to calm, the six who remembered the old world met amongst themselves below the world and began to talk. “Hear me,” said Tidalos. “Athiqua controls the rivers, but Zephyr could not. And we thought this was because the River would not let him, so how does Athiqua?”
And the others nodded. “Perhaps this is good,” said Oeg. “Perhaps the Others will have no more control.”
“Or perhaps this is bad,” said Luna, “and it means they are coming for us.”
“And what does it mean that a new creature can arise from dead flesh? Could this be our nature? Could Isadora have a child as well?” Celestia asked.
“But the progenitor of the llamas and alpacas, the one killed by the King, did not arise again, so it cannot be all,” said Prospecta.
“We cannot know, for one cannot know ‘till they discover,” said Ramus. “And we would not go back, for we have taken Equestria too far. But one could, and I shall, for I am as swift as any, and I hid above all others. I will go to Creation and see what changes have come.”
“Wait!” said Prospecta. “You cannot go, for you are needed here to watch over the plants. But I can. I was set to craft the world, and that is not like the other tasks. For once crafted, it is done, unlike the rivers or sun or moon. And it is done. The world can survive without me.”
And the two began to quarrel, for Ramus felt only he could hide in Creation, but Prospecta felt she alone could make the journey without the world breaking. And finally did Celestia speak, “You should both go, for the outer reaches are dangerous and wild, and two are better than one against the story locus. But before you leave, let us prepare the world so that it can grow on its own.”
And the other five nodded, for they had to know if the Others sought them.  And so Ramus and Prospecta prepared to set out, but before they did so, Equestrian was prepared for his departure. And so Luna and Celestia took from their flank blood and made the earth-ponies, who were gifted in plants. And Athiqua taught the Zebras to do so, for they already knew much of plants already, and she did not wish to create children, for she felt she was too young. And Kirin taught his children to watch over plants.  And so Prospecta and Kirin left the world.
Of Nightmare Moon.
Why did it happen, that Luna’s heart did turn and the Nightmare came?
Was it within her? Darkness, anger and jealousy at her sister?
Or perhaps it was not darkness, but Darkness. Did she take the cloak of Zephyr, the cloak of Darkness, and from it came her destruction?
Was it the stars, whispering in her ears? Or the hidden gods? Or other whispers?
Did she lose those she cared about? Not merely Zephyr, but Ramus and Prospecta, and Tidalos and Oeg so far. And her sister awake when she asleep?
Or was it our own fault? Did we forget her? Did we not give her homage? Did we forget her? Did we forget the tales and sacrifices? Did we forget Zephyr and Isadora? Let us never again forget these tales, lest all be lost.
And what was the Nightmare? Was is Luna, transformed by grief? Did she see how she was bound to be the lesser, and sought to exceed her bindings by becoming what Luna was not? Is Luna dead, and Nightmare Moon her child, as Athiqua is to Zephyr? Is is some monstrous creation of the stars, or gods, or Darkness? Can she come back? 
We do not know.
All that is known is that she came. And Celestia sought to plead with her, but Nightmare Moon would not listen, and we do not know why. And so did they fight, but Celestia held back, for she could not bring herself to slay one who had once been so close. And so Nightmare Moon threw Celestia down, and thus was Celestia forced to use the Elements of Harmony. 
And even now, Nightmare Moon remains trapped within the moon; a warning, and a reminder... but of what? What is the lesson we must learn? We do not know.
Of Celestia, Alone.
And so Celestia banished her sister, but now she was alone. Isadora and Zephyr were dead. Ramus and Prospecta had left. And though Tidalos and Oeg were still there, she could not go to them, for she had to watch over both sun and moon, for with so little powers left, without them the story locus would surely attack. Only Athiqua was left, and while she was like them in power, she did not remember the old world, and could not talk of it any more than any other child.
And thus was Celestia left, alone.
Fin
