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         The griffons in Griffonstone were right: ponies were a bunch of dumb dweebs. Gilda herself was a dweeb for expecting Rainbow to come around. She was in the clutches of that annoying pink menace, forever lost to the dweeb side. 



Whatever. At least she was sure of Rainbow’s condition now. All she had to do now was gain some distance from that mad town, make sure none of the pegasi followed her.



Looking behind her, the town was out of sight and so were any signs of annoying ponies with wings or flying contraptions. Breathing a sigh of relief, Gilda settled down on the nearest rock, to catch a quick rest.



“Hey!” Came a growly voice from below. Snorting, Gilda peered down below to find yet another dweeb, glaring up at her. “Get off Holder’s Boulder!”



“Holder’s Boulder?” Gilda chuckled, then went on her back. “What kinda name is that?”



“A family one,” the pony grumbled. Stomping a hoof on the ground, she loudly declared, “Stay off it, or else face the wrath of Limestone Pie!”



Pie? No way. There was no way that annoying pink monster was related to this screeching goat. They weren’t even the same color, or mane styles. Nah, complete coincide. Dumb ponies must have run out of good names, although that implied Pie was anything but a name for dweebs.



Another stomp from Limestone, this one enough to send vibrations running up through the boulder and tickling Gilda’s back. Getting up, she clenched her claw and shook it at her, shouting, “Quit it! I’m trying to catch a break here!”



Muttering angrily to herself, Limestone marched away, leaving Gilda to her own devices. She relaxed once more, grinning. “Gilda, when it comes to ponies, you rule the roost—”



A single hard clamp down on her tail. A shiver down her spine. And then...



“What the—”



The world flashed before her eyes as suddenly, Gilda was hurtling through the air at a breakneck speed. Flailing her limbs, she spread her wings, flapping them erratically in a desperate attempt to slow her descent. Her traktory became wonky as her efforts slowed her down, before her claws and paws touched the ground, grinding into the dirt and bringing her to a stop.



Staring back at the boulder, she saw Limestone leap down, brushing a hoof across her chest.



That was the final straw. Enough was enough with these dumb dweeb donkeys. They could humiliate her in public, take her best friend from her even but there was no way she was ever gonna let a pony push her around like that.



She leapt and flew close to the ground, her powerful wingbeats blowing aside dirt and small pebbles in her wake. Limestone blinked, seeing Gilda come in all too late. A powerful blow to the cheek sent her tumbling back, landing in a heap across the ground.



“That’ll teach you for trying to push me around,” Gilda said, landing and spreading her wings wide in triumph. “I just wanted a damn break, is that so hard to understand?!”



“I think you’re the idiot here,” Limestone replied, rubbing a freshly bruised cheek as she picked herself up. “I told you repeatedly, get off Holder’s Boulder. Clearly your bird brain didn’t get the message.”



“It’s just a dumb rock!” Gilda cried, flicking it as an example. She smirked, seeing Limestone’s eyes flash open. “Don’t like that, eh?”



“Do it again and I’ll break your beak,” Limestone snarled.



Gilda drew her claw closer to the giant pebble, index claw trembling in anticipation, on the cusp of flicking out and striking it. She could Limestone’s eyes, her pupils like pinpricks. They reminded her of the fury she saw in her fellow griffon, at times. Heck, her eyes probably looked the same right now. And yet...



She hesitated and put down her claw. Rolling her eyes, she took to the air and flew away, leaving Limestone behind.



“That’s right! And don’t come back!” Limestone shouted after her.



Gilda couldn’t care less. It was pointless, going down to that dweeb’s level. It wasn’t worth fighting over a stupid boulder. 



That pony, sure, she looked like a griffon a little. But there was something more to her, even if was completely insane—passion. Passion in defending that rock, even if it just a fool’s errand. It was something that every griffon in Griffonstone lacked nowadays. They had it once, according to the stories. Maybe that was a good thing.



Soon, she’d find out. 
      

      
   