
      He Come to Town


      

      
      
         A brown earth stallion trotted through the Ponyville market with a wagon full of jewels, a confident smirk, and a hat that resembled the end of a green windsock over his blonde mane. He practically pranced down the road despite the weight pulling against his harness. The smirk grew to a genuine smile when he approached one of the market's store-homes, marked only by a wrapped sweet hanging over the door.



He unhitched himself in front of Bon Bon's Bonbons. He trusted the ponies of Ponyville, and trusted the anti-theft enchantments on the wagon even more. As he entered the empty shop, he waved and said, "Hey there!"



The proprietress turned around from the lollipop display she'd been adjusting and gasped with delight. "Brave Heart!" She raced out from behind the counter and hugged him. "I thought you were dead!"



Brave grinned. "Who, me?"



Sweetie Drops socked him in the jaw, then reached behind him to flip the open/closed sign in the front window.



"What was that for!?" Brave cried as he rubbed his jaw.



Sweetie scowled down at him. "Making me think you were dead!"



"It was a routine mission."



"You went into an active volcano!"



Brave rolled his eyes. "I had my red hat."



"The heatproof one, yes. I thought it might fall off in an active volcano."



"That’s what bobby pins are for."



Sweetie's scowl didn't shift as she stomped back behind the counter. "And you were gone for months!" 



"A lot of that was transportation time." Brave Heart chuckled. "Death Mountain isn’t exactly on any of the major rail lines, Sweetie."



"You went to Death Mountain, an active volcano, with zero agency support."



All the humor drained out of Brave's expression. "Yes. Yes I did. A Diamond Dog cult was trying to summon an avatar of Lavan the All-Smelter. What was I supposed to do, sit back and hope somepony else could take care of it?"

Sweetie's mouth worked silently for a moment before she cried, "Yes! Somepony else whose special forces unit hasn’t been shuttered!"



"Hey, what are we yelling about?" Lyra came downstairs, her face splitting into a delighted grin as she saw the stallion. "Brave Heart! I thought I heard you."



He smiled. "Hi, Lyra. Any new tunes?"



"Nothing compatible with that goofy potato flute of yours."



Brave pouted. "It’s an ocarina."



Lyra winked at him. "I know, but it’s a lot more fun to call it a goofy potato flute. Where’ve you been?"



"In an active volcano," Sweetie growled.



Brave's eyes widened. "Uh, Bon Bon? Civilian."



"We’re both civilians too, Brave. That’s what decommissioning means. Besides, Lyra found out a while ago." Sweetie sighed. "The bugbear found Ponyville."



"It..." Brave took a step back. "It did?"



"Yes. And you know who dealt with it? The Bearers of Harmony."



"Wait," said Lyra," you didn’t help at all?"



Sweetie shot her a sour look. "Okay, I may have distracted it by lurking in its peripheral vision a few times, but that was ninety-five percent Twilight Sparkle and company."



"With all due respect, Sweetie—"



"Stick with Bon Bon, Brave. Unlike some of us, I've left the past behind me."



Brave nodded, though he noted the way Lyra raised an eyebrow at that. "My point is that these weren’t the sort of enemies you can beat with friendship."



"So? The Bearers could unleash the unbridled power of Harmony on the cultists. Problem solved! Or a Shadowbolt or three could’ve swooped in; I know Yearling’s always happy to get a plot that doesn’t involve Ahuizotl. For peat's sake, even the official Royal Guard might have been able to handle it! It's been about a decade since their last moment of competence. They're due for another one soon." Swee—Bon Bon took a deep breath. "The point is, you are not the only hero in Equestria!"



"It wasn’t even that bad! I got to them way before the avatar assumed its full mantle. Three bucks to the runestone holding it together and it collapsed into a puddle. The dodongos I fought along the way were more dangerous."



Brave had fought gorgons before. He knew some looks could kill, and Bon Bon's was getting close. "More dangerous than a giant magma elemental."



Lyra cleared her throat. "Um, dodongos?"



"Volcanic quasidragons that dislike smoke," said Bon Bon. "The alphas can grow to the size of a house."



"Should I be hearing any of this?"



"Technically speaking, you got Prince-level security clearance when you married me. As long as you keep it to yourself, you're fine." Bon Bon turned her hardening gaze at Brave Heart. "Unlike some ponies."



"I was fine. I exercised the utmost caution."



"You went into an active volcano."



Brave rolled his eyes. "You’re going to run that into the ground, aren’t you?"



"I’m sure it’s not half as bad as what Gen said."



"Uh…" Brave paled and gulped.



Lyra and Bon Bon both glared at him. "You did see your wife before coming here, didn’t you?" said Lyra.



"Well, I passed by the shop first, and—"



"Go," both mares said at once.



Brave started backing away towards the door. "Going."




Brave Heart had faced a lot of horrible things in his life: dragons, giant spiders, an immortal camel warlock with a habit of turning into a giant pig. But none made his heart quail quite like standing before the front door of his own house.



He swallowed and knocked.



A voice from within half-sang, "Just a minute!" The door opened, revealing a pale yellow mare with an auburn mane. "How can I—" She fell silent, her eyes widening as she beheld Brave.



He gave a desperate grin. "Hi, Princess. I’m home."



He didn’t see Next Generation’s punch, but it still came as no surprise.



The yelling began before he could even pick himself up off the ground. "How dare you! Do you know how worried I was? Do you even think about what you do to us every time you leave on one of these little adrenaline rushes of yours!?"



"Can I at least come inside?" Brave said as he pulled himself to his hooves.



Gen snorted angrily. "Not like the neighbors can think any less of us. This will be the third funeral I'll have to cancel. Mr. Waddle's coming by later to see if there's anything he'd need to change in the eulogy he prepared last time."



"Please, Princess."



"Don't call me that." Gen bit her lip, her eyes starting to water. "Not now."



"Please." Brave hugged her, feeling the tears run down his own cheeks.



They held each other for a time, neither caring how long. Finally, Gen said, "I'm still mad at you."



"I know."



"Come in."



"Thank you."



They were silent until they made it into the living room, each resting on a couch. "You missed Button's birthday again," said Gen.



"Did you get the card?"



She nodded. "And the postmark on the envelope. You sent it a month ahead of time."



"Didn't want to make him think I forgot again."



"I guess you can learn." Gen gave one sad laugh, then shook her head. "You can't keep doing this, Brave. I can't stand not knowing whether or not I'm a widow for months on end."



"We've talked about this." Brave nodded towards the partially filled heart on his flank. "I'm no good at anything if I'm not on the edge of death."



Gen smiled. "Actually, that's something else you've missed. You remember Button's friend Sweetie Belle?"



After a moment, Brave nodded. "Yes. Are she and her friends still getting into as much trouble as I did at that age?"



Gen's said nothing, her smile not shifting as her eyes narrowed.




"Don't you worry, Mrs. Button's Mom!" said Scootaloo.



Sweetie Belle nudged her. "Mrs. Generation."



"Right, that. The point is, we'll be happy to help your husband."



"I'm sure you will, girls."



As Gen left, Brave Heart looked up at the clubhouse and smiled. "Heh. This is nostalgic. Had a place a lot like this back home."



"Ya did?" said Apple Bloom.



"Oh yeah. Kokirin was a logging town. Felt like every kid there had his own treehouse." Brave shook off the nostalgia. "Alright girls, let’s get started."



All three were examining his flanks. "Yer sure yer talent’s adventurin’? We’ve seen plenty o’ ponies misread their marks."



"Very sure. I’ve been adventuring for more than ten years and I’m still here." Technically true. Last Brave had checked, none of the Crusaders had married former S.M.I.L.E. operatives.



Sweetie hummed to herself. "Well, what else can you do?"



Brave mentally ran through his skill set for something safe to share with fillies. "I am trained in demolitions."



"You are?" said Scootaloo, her eyes wide with glee.



Sweetie nudged her. "We’ll, um, put that on the list."



Apple Bloom nodded. "We ain’t allowed near construction or demolition areas fer another four years or so. Let’s try somethin’ else in th’ meantime."



"And that’s training, not talent," added Sweetie. "What I meant was, what besides adventuring do you love doing?"



Brave sat and thought for a good minute. What did he like doing? "Well…"




"Out, out, out!" cried Mr. Amphora, his whole head cherry red as he shoved Brave Heart out of his shop.



"Breezies hide gems in pots!" Brave shouted back. "I’ve seen them do it! This is scientific fact!"



The Crusaders gawked at him. "So this is what it’s like from the outside," said Sweetie Belle.



Scootaloo nodded. "Yeah, kinda weird. I didn't think that's what he meant when he said he liked pottery."



"Maybe we should focus on trained skills fer a bit." Apple Bloom turned to Brave, who was still glaring at the potter's shop. "Any ideas?"



He took a deep breath and said, "Well, I’m certainly good at bucking."



Bloom grinned. "AJ may say otherwise, but we could always use a helpin’ hoof at Sweet Apple Acres."




Brave’s screams resounded across the Acres, barely louder than the pursuing swarm’s enraged clucking.



"He ain’t even supposed t’ be feedin’ the chickens," Apple Bloom said distantly.



Applejack shook her head. "Well, at least he’s got a good turn o’ speed. Next time there’s a rodeo, he may gimme a run fer mah money, but I don’t think he’s a good fit fer the farm."



Apple Bloom sighed. "Yeah. How long ’til Big Mac gets back with Fluttershy?"



"Shouldn’t be more’n a few minutes."



"Guess we'll try somethin' he likes doin' again."




Strains of beautiful music wafted about the square, ponies gathering from all across the town to listen. A phantom orchestra seemed to accompany the two performers as the song swelled to its climax. The audience stomped their applause as the last refrain echoed. The duet bowed and the crowd dispersed, each of them stepping a little higher, their eyes a little brighter.



Brave Heart’s smile lasted until he looked in the lyre case.



Lyra beamed at it. "Wow! Twelve bits and a Quills and Sofas coupon! Nice haul."



"Seriously? Don’t these ponies know how hard it is to play an ocarina with hooves?"



"You don’t do this for the money, Brave. You do it for the music."



He just groaned.




"It’s okay, dear. Really."



Brave Heart just grunted, slumped as he was on the new sofa.



"The hospital did say I was always welcome back at the maternity ward. Besides, now you can spend more time with Button."



He sighed and nodded. "There is that."



A knock made both look at the front door. "I'll get it," said Gen.



"Fine." Brave let his head plop back down and shut his eyes. He had to admit, it was a nice sofa.



"Mr. Heart?"



He cracked an eye open and saw the Crusaders. "Oh. Hello, girls."



Apple Bloom shuffled her hooves. "We came to apologize."



"We may have exaggerated our experience," said Sweetie Belle.



"We’ve helped ponies with cutie mark problems, just…" Scootaloo bit her lip. "Well, not all that many of them. Not yet, anyway."



"An’ we realized that this time around, we were askin’ th’ wrong questions. What you can do ain’t important. What is is why ya do it."



Brave thought for a fair stretch of time, enough to make the Crusaders start to squirm. Finally, he brought himself up to a sitting position and said, "I did what I did to keep ponies safe without them ever knowing they were in danger. I did it because somepony has to, and few can. And…" He took a deep breath. "Well, if I’m being perfectly honest, a little bit because of the thrill."



The fillies looked at one another and nodded. As they turned back to him, Sweetie Belle said, "This time, we have the perfect job for you."




Twilight Sparkle fluffed her wings a bit before saying, "Girls, I appreciate the thought, but I don’t think this is strictly necessary."



"Come on, Twilight, the other princesses have all been on your case to have some kind of guard. Especially Luna." Spike shuddered. "I really don’t want to burp out another epic poem on the subject."



"But I want to be approachable. Just because I have wings and a crystal castle doesn’t make me special."



Spike, the Crusaders, and Brave Heart gave her a flat look. Every eye shifted to her star-marked throne sitting in the middle of the room.



Twilight blushed. "That sounded a lot better in my head."



"For what it’s worth, Twilight," said Brave, "just think of me as a helping hoof. Shooing away solicitors, keeping ponies out when you’re busy, fighting off any experiments gone awry, that kind of thing."



"I barely have time for experiments the way my schedule is."



"Do you have to do everything on it?" said Sweetie Belle.



"No, she doesn’t." Spike gave Twilight a knowing look. "I should know. I write the thing."



"All right, I suppose you have a point." Twilight nodded at Brave. "You’re hired, Brave Heart. Welcome to the... well, we'll figure out a name for my branch of the guard soon. Technically, you’re a captain by default, but I don’t plan on expanding it any time soon."



He nodded. "I’m fine with that." He turned to the Crusaders and smiled. "Thank you, girls."



"Does this feel right?" said Sweetie.



Brave thought about it. "Serving Princess Twilight? Yeah, I’d say it does."
      

      
   