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         There was a burning candle in her room. She watched as bits of wax drip down its sides, gathering in a small pool at the base. The light bounced across the room, casting shadows about her bedroom walls in a serene dance with the darkness.



Lyra paid it no mind. She stared up at the ceiling, hooves crossed on her chest and head resting on a pillow. A murky darkness surrounded her, leaving her like an island in a black sea. The silence that persisted was deafening, and the darkness so overwhelming that it clawed at her throat and eyes.



It pressed against her chest and squeezed her tightly, leaving her gasping for air as she shot up straight. She could hear the roar of blood in her ears and the banging of her heart as it threatened to fly from her chest. 



And she wanted to pull the blankets up over her head and hide.



And she wanted to drown out the world and fall asleep at least.



And she heard a voice that wasn’t hers whispering through the darkness.



She was not the real Lyra. 



The pony raised a hoof to her face shakily, feeling the curvatures and smoothness of the mask she wore. It was subtle and green, the same color as her fur, with painted bright eyes and a goofy painted smile.



Waves of darkness crashed around her island, threatening to drag it deep below the waves. A tsunami crashed over her and she was drowning the darkness.



The pony that wasn’t Lyra balled up and sobbed into her hooves as the silent waves crashed around her.








And we will all fall

Like leaves through the summer air

In an endless search for tomorrow.

That rain will fall from the sky.

Keep me floating, keep me breathing

Until I drown and die.









Laughter graced her ears as she squinted against the pale morning light. Octavia held a napkin up to her mouth politely while Vinyl burst into another round of giggles. “Funniest thing I’ve seen all day!” she snorted.



Lyra offered a small chuckle at that, sipping from her teacup and taking in the sounds of the cafe. But even as she sat there, smiling and nodding along, the warm rays of the sun failed to cut through the invisible water around her.



But with a great effort she shoved her head above the surface, keeping in time with the conversation. Laughing. Nodding. Drinking and eating. 



“Dear, I swear. You’re going to give poor Noteworthy a stroke,” Octavia said to Vinyl, swatting at her shoulder. 



“Might turn him into Chokeworthy,” Lyra said with a smile.



There was a ripple in the waters around her. The conversation tampered off around them, and Lyra glanced between her friends desperately.



Octavia was looking down at her cup, stirring it gently. Vinyl was playing with her food, and Bon Bon was trying to flag down their waiter.



Perhaps they hadn’t heard her. Or perhaps they didn’t find it funny. Lyra didn’t know. 



The noise returned as Octavia sat up straighter. “Have you heard what happened to Sugarcube Corner?”



“Didn’t it catch fire again?” Vinyl said, leaning into the table.



Bon Bon waved her hoof dismissively. “Uh, yeah, minor grease fire, I think. Pinkie put it out right quick.”



Lyra took a deep breath, feeling her mask weigh heavily on her face. She pushed it up and propelled herself above the murky waters to smile. “I’m more impressed that she didn’t make the fire bigger.”



The mares giggled at that and the pony that wasn’t Lyra grimaced. 



“Oh Lyra, I swear, sometimes you are just too much,” giggled Octavia good-naturedly. 



“Yeah, you’re hilarious, girl,” Vinyl chimed in.



Bon Bon gave her a light shove. “Lyra, be nice to the poor mare,” she said, clicking her tongue in faux-disapproval.



And through the noise and the waves, the pony that wasn’t Lyra heard something shift beneath the iridescent waters. A thin white crack formed in her mask and she wanted to cry. 



“Yeah? Why should I? She beat the best dessert maker in all of Equestria,” the pony that wasn’t Lyra siad, nudging Bon Bon with a wink.

Bon Bon giggled, blushing slightly. “Oh, shush, you flatterer.”



“Hey, I’d never lie to you,” she said as she sipped from her tea, the pang in her heart not breaking through the surface.



“I know,” said Bon Bon, genuinely. 



And the pony that wasn’t Lyra felt her mask crack a little more.








As phantoms lifted

You up into the air

Where I couldn’t reach

And I couldn’t feel.

The waves crashed against my abandoned island

And clouds began to dot

Your paper mache skyline

 I wanted to cry

But all I did was drown.









Lyra watched as the chaos of the farmer’s market unfolded in front of[/center] her. Ponies called out their wares and prices, offering their produce at steep discounts to try and outsell their rivals. It was a strange battle, one that Lyra never quite understood.



So she stood to the side while Bon Bon purchased some fruits and vegetables, chatting with the vendor as she did so. Lyra felt a slight envy as she watched her skillfully talk and smile, keeping in perfect tempo with the conversation.



Lyra was never the best at reading ponies. She was always amazed at ponies like Bon Bon, who seemed to be able to fit in quite effortlessly and be so well-liked. 



Bon Bon left a few bits on the counter and scooped up her bag of produce, sticking it into her saddlebag. “Alright, I think that’s enough for the week. Anything you want to get before we go, Lyra?”



Lyra gulped nervously but tried to hide it. “How about some ice cream?”



Bon Bon giggled and waggled her ears playfully. “It’s too early for ice cream, silly.”



“It’s never too early for ice cream!” 



And Lyra dipped deeper into her personal ocean, staring up and watching as raindrops splashed against the surface. She opened her mouth and a stream of bubbles climbed their way to the surface. 



“Hihihi!” Lyra and Bon Bon recoiled as a mess of pink suddenly filled their visions. “Did someone say ice cream?” Pinkie Pie asked, bouncing in place eagerly.



Bon Bon recovered first. “Pinkie, please stop doing that!” she panted. “You’re going to give me a heart attack!”



“Hey, Pinkster,” the pony that wasn’t Lyra said. “You’ve got some sweets for me?”



Pinkie giggled, producing a minty cone of ice cream from thin air. “Yeppers! I always come prepared!”



Bon Bon rolled her eyes. “Well, that’s very kind of you, Pinkie, but I think Lyra’s had plenty of sugar recently. I don’t want to have to drag her to the dentist again.”



“Aw, come on, Bon Bon, you never let me have any fun,” the pony that wasn’t Lyra pouted.



Bon Bon threw her hooves up in the air in surrender. “Fine then! Just don’t come complaining when you have another tooth ache.” She reached for her purse. “How much should I pay you, Pinie?”



“Oh, nothing at all, silly!” Pinkie said, passing the cone over to Lyra. “Lyra’s such a great pony that I’m always happy to do things for her!”



And the pony that wasn’t Lyra felt her mask crack a little more. It snaked through the surface like a river,  reaching from her chin to her eye. “I’m not a great pony,” she thought. “I’m arrogant, I’m cruel, I’m rude, I only think about myself. Why do you think I’m a good pony?”



“Yeah, I’m just the best,” the pony that wasn’t Lyra said pridefully, licking at her cone. It was cool and burned against her tongue. 



Bon Bon giggled and nuzzled into her neck. “You really are, Lyra. Don’t ever change.”



“But I need to. I need to change. Because this isn’t me,” she thought.



“Never in a thousand years,” she said.



She sank a little deeper into the sea. 








So sing me to sleep

And leave me to die

In this empty, homely field

Of death and all its friends.

And let me sink

Down and down

Into a sea of everything that I fear

And everything that I love

I opened my mouth to breathe

But you took my breath away

And all I could do was drown. 









Lyra stood in her bathroom, staring into the mirror at a face that wasn’t hers. She held a shaking, trembling hoof to her mask, touching it gingerly and tracing the cracks along her face.



It wasn’t her face. It wasn’t her life. It wasn’t her.



The darkness of the room crashed around her, the waves roaring in her ears and pounding against her body. She took deep, ragged breaths, feeling herself unravel with every second that passed. Lyra gripped the sides of her sink as nausea kicked in heavily, while the pony that wasn’t Lyra laughed at her through the mirror.



Lyra couldn’t breathe. She clawed desperately against the waters, trying to tread against the unforgiving waves, but just before she’d break the surface, the waves would push her down just a little further. Lyra opened her mouth to scream and her lungs filled with water as her vision blurred and her body floundered.



Trembling, she reached up for her mask, wanting to tear it off and toss it aside like a discarded piece of garbage.



“What do you think you’re doing?”



Lyra froze, staring at her reflection.



“Do you really think you can just stop pretending?” the pony that wasn’t Lyra asked, snide and arrogant. “Do you really think you’ll be accepted, when they see you for who you are?”



Lyra frowned, unsure of the answer.



“Your life depends on your mask. Without it, who are you? You think I’m the imposter?” The pony that wasn’t Lyra laughed. “No. Without this mask, you are the imposter.” 



And the pony that wasn’t Lyra reached through the mirror and dunked her underwater, holding her down in the river. Lyra tried to struggle against their hooves, against their magic and against their grip. But she couldn’t.



She couldn’t.



And when she opened her eyes she was alone. Blue filled her vision, stretching for miles and miles around her. She was floating, submerged in the water completely, with the surface so many nautical miles above her. 



Lyra gave up. She let herself drift in the abyssal ocean around her, hearing the distant noise of life above the surface. With an empty sigh, Lyra let herself sink deeper into the ocean, lowering her hooves away from her mask.



When she opened her eyes she realized she was crying. She dried her tears with the back of her hooves, Biting back the nausea and discomfort.



The door to her bedroom creaked open. “Lyra?”



Bon Bon’s voice was soft and gentle, like it always was and always would be. It was natural and smooth, reminding her of the wind and the sun that never seemed to warm her body. “Yeah?” 



“Are you alright?” 



Lyra trotted out of the bathroom slowly, not bothering to spare a glance at the mirror. She sighed quietly and pushed her mask further up against her face, putting on a thick, plastic smile. “Why wouldn’t I be?”



“I heard you crying,” Bon Bon said, drawing ever closer to her. “Lyra, if something’s wrong, I need to know.”



“No. Nothing’s wrong. I’m okay, Bon Bon. I’m fine.”



But as Lyra looked up, she saw Bon Bon’s face cutting through the waters above her, like a bright beam of hope reaching out to her. Her light began to warm her, opening her eyes and clearing her minds, fighting back the oppressive darkness and burning the water away.



She began to tread to the surface.



“No, Lyra, your eyes are red.” Bon Bon stroked Lyra’s cheek gingerly. “Please, let me help you. What happened?”



“Nothing happened, I’m fine, Bon Bon. I’m…” 



And Lyra broke through the surface, taking a massive gasp and coughing up water as air finally reached her lungs. Her mask exploded, fracturing into a million little pieces. 



“I’m not okay, Bon. I’m really not.” Lyra closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “I think that everyone thinks too much of me. They think I’m somebody that I’m not. And that terrifies me.”



And Lyra looked up at Bon Bon, letting her finally see her for who she was. She held her breath, half-expecting to drown again. 



Bon Bon pulled her into a hug. “Oh, Lyra.” 



Lyra was shaking as she returned the embrace, finally able to breathe again.



“Lyra, I love you for who you are. You’re not someone you’re not, okay? You’re just Lyra, and I love you,” Bon Bon whispered.



“But I’m not, I’m an imposter,” Lyra murmured into Bon Bon’s shoulder.



Bon Bon pulled back and looked at Lyra carefully. “Lyra..” 



And as Lyra stared back, she realized that Bon Bon too was wearing a mask.



“You’re not alone in feeling like that,” Bon Bon said, pulling off her own mask and smiling at her genuinely. “I know you, Lyra. And I love you. Nothing’s going to change that. We're friends, Lyra, and that's enough.”



Lyra hugged her again, finally able to breathe again. And for the first time in a long time, she was able to smile.



“Thank you.”








May the wind blow by and bless our hearts

And may the world find a way

To move on without us

And when I’m far away from home,

I hope you'll know 

That while I hoped to learn to fly,

Instead I learned to drown.
















      

      
   
      If You Can Even Call it a Friendship


      
      
      
         
         Don't Ask Me Where I Got This

      
      

      

      
      
         “This betrayal!” Blueblood burst into the small weapons room catching the other white unicorn completely unawares, not expecting to be attacked in his own quarters. The exhaustively polished helmet fell from his hooves with a loud clatter. Both stallions eyed each other as the ringing of the helmet hitting the floor faded, yet it was a few moments longer before either spoke. “I shall not stand for it!”



“Blueblood? What are you-”



“That is PRINCE Blueblood to you.” The blond stallion lifted his head with a huff, staring down his nose at Shining with an expression riding somewhere between disgust and hurt. “After everything I have done for you. Why, Introduced you to Cadence!  Taught you all that I know,”



“The best back alleys to use to dodge news ponies that latch on your latest sex scandal?”



“Introduced you to all of the most important and influential ponies in Canterlot!” 



“The bean counters of the Canterlot elite, oh I’m so flattered that you allowed me the opportunity to bask in their presence.” Shining’s eyes rolled drastically in a way that almost seemed out of character for him, if only Blueblood were aware of how often Shining Armor did that when his back was turned.



“And then you, despite all of that, go behind my back to curry favor with the princess by going on some wretched pest control job that is so far beneath your station that it's laughable!”



“The only thing worth laughing about right now is your temper-tantrum Blueblood. And by the way how did you even get in here?”



“A gentlecolt never gives away his secrets.” the prince announced with a self assured flick of his tail. “In fact there are many things about princehood you know nothing about.”



“Breaking and entering?”



“Ahem!” Blueblood cleared his throat trying to override that last statement. “None of that is important right now. I am here because I want, nay, demand to know why you would go behind my back like this.”



“I haven’t gone behind your back, dude.”  Blueblood sneered, he hated being called a “dude”. Shining sighed, finally lifting the helmet off the cobbled floor to sit it back on the meticulously organized shelf that it came from, his face expressing deep thought.



“But why you? And why would you personally do this kind of thing yourself? You are going to become a prince soon and I don’t find romping in the dark sewers to be all that ...acceptable to one of your potential future status.”



“Because Blueblood,” Shining looked like he was almost ashamed to say what he said next, and Blueblood dearly wished he had been more ashamed. 



“I’m doing what a prince is supposed to do.”



“Say that again?”



“The princess asked you to look into this district’s basic sewer maintenance issues. Why, I don’t know. Apparently this was a small issue four months ago, and now it is a bigger issue.”  Shining turned to inspect a set of chest plates.  “Cases of ponies getting sick because of the water are popping up and Celestia is tired of waiting for you to take action, so she came to me instead. And if I may be so bold my prince,” Shining dipped his head ever so slightly. Mockingly.  “I think she is trying to teach you a lesson.”



A beat of silence passed between them. Then another, and another, as Blueblood’s pearly white face steadily turned red.



“You ingrate!” Blueblood forgot to yell from his diaphragm, not enough air, he choked halfway through and had to take a moment to breath. He let out a whinny of disgust. “ You, a mere up start guard, think you are better than me? A better royal than I? Hah! You’ve only been engaged for a month. While I’ve been a Blueblood my whole life. My family goes back centuries since the days of Equestria’s founding!”



“You know that kind of thing doesn’t matter a hill of beans to me and I can’t even figure out why Celestia puts up with a pony as bureaucratic and irresponsible as you!”



Blueblood gasped long and slow. Had he just been kicked in the stomach? No of course not. But it felt like it, if his stomach was his ego. 



“If you’re so insecure then go talk to Celestia about it. Or you can sulk in one of your airships but don’t come here to distract me, Blueblood. I don’t pity you. It’s your fault she asked me to handle this, and if you don’t like it then too bad.” The white unicorn stallion stamped his hoof in finality. “Now get out.”



The prince nearly swooned. “Don’t bother showing me the door, I shall see my way out.” Blueblood’s magic wrapped his body before he left Shining’s apartment. Leaping dramatically from the balcony into a clump of soft leaf bushes. He couldn’t find the door through the flood of tears which blinded him. For just a moment he glanced up to see if Shining Armor watched him go over...he hadn’t. Damn him then!  Hastily Blueblood changed his identity to that of a completely unassuming stallion, nowhere near as stately and handsome as his true self. A thought of disguising himself as a slender and well put mare came and went. To see that walking from the apartment of the newly engaged prince-to-be would certainly turn some heads and spark some whispers, but he wasn’t angry enough to cause that kind of upswell. And yes Shining Armor should be grateful for that.



“The nerve of that brainless rubber ball kicker.”  Blueblood huffed as he trotted through the cobbled streets of Canterlot, one of the rarest of occasions, he didn’t care who saw him leaving the castle barracks in such a foul mood. “His brain is made of rubber more like!”



The reason for Blueblood’s new little storm of outrage was nothing new. Shining Armor, the darling many, including Celestia, and his own circle of compatriots, had been called to the task of revealing the source of a small case of water poisoning . Nopony had died but now faucets were leaking a pink gunk that stank to Luna’s stars and if ingested, would likely land someone in the hospital.  Shining, goody four hooves that he was, jumped to the task with relish despite the fact that such a task was well below his station and calling. The fool. 



In truth, although he’d never admit it, Celestia had gone to him first to solve the problem. The memory made him scowl. It had been such a tiny insignificant problem, now here he was, exposed as an encompetent fool, suffering the whispers and laughs that were sure to come at his expense. 



“She expected me, Blueblood, to wander around blindly in the slough of the underdark? Preposterous! I have so many other important tasks to worry about. I am not some sewage manager, phtw!” When the prince rightfully refused, she didn’t even hesitate to ask Shining Armor and of course that potato brained bumpkin agreed.



“As much as I hate to acknowledge it, he is a prince like me. Or going to be at least.  Trying to show me up are you?”  Blueblood magically brought something that looked like a large pamphlet out of his satchel. An item he nicked from Shining Armor’s personal reading shelf while he was distracted. It was easy to see, Shining didn’t keep his books nearly as organized as his weapons and chest plates. 



“Ah yes, if he isn’t talking about battle tactics or the ethics of combat,  or his little sister, then it was his precious dime a dozen comic books. His favorite series featuring an absolutely barbaric sort called Barestallion the Doomseeker. In the past when circumstance forced the two stallions together, normally over some sort of business, Shining Armor would entertain himself by regaling the latest issue he had read to any pony who was nearby, unfortunately that tended to be Blueblood. But he recalled many times, Shining stated the events in the comics were based on “true events”. Or at least the fighting tactics displayed therein were true and some still practiced by the guard. Truth be told Blueblood found that hard to believe yet the guard captain was the captain for a reason. He was good at what he did. Perhaps there was some truth to this silly colt book.  Eyebrows creased, he flipped through the leafy paper in concentration.  



“Now what would this beastly Barestallion fellow  do in a situation like this?”



It took about an hour for Blueblood to acquire the appropriate amount of strawberry jello, five barrels of it, and another thirty getting it to the sewer entrance, grumbling and chortling the whole way. 



“That narrow minded brown nosing crusader thinks he can be a better prince does he? Well I’ll show him. I’ll show him using his own tactics!”  The tunnel below was dark and daunting, and dirty. Blueblood blanched, wishing he had brought proper hoofwear. 



“No,” he said resolutely. “This is no time to back down. If Celestia wants a prince to handle this lowly job of pest control then I shall be the only prince she needs!”








“Great Celestia! What is that thing?!”



The tunnel he traveled bottomed out into a storm water reservoir, currently empty of water but what took its place...the barrels of jello nearly slipped out of his magic as he observed the view before him. 



“None of our spells are working!” A royal guard shouted, avoiding a swipe from a tentacle, a tentacle attached to what could only be described as a giant round-ish pink flan looking creature with giant orbish green eyes and a gawking blue beak lined with massive white teeth. The guard prepared another spell, he didn’t notice another oozing appendage coming from behind.



“Oh how ghastly!” Blueblood shouted out loud. His cries echoed across the hollow chamber, grabbing the attention of Shining Armor and the royal guards with him. 



“Blueblood? What the hay are you doing he-urgh!”  Caught off guard, Shining Armor was flung against the wall as the monster shrieked in rage.



‘I should run.’ The thought flashed through Blueblood’s mind like a siren but to his credit, he managed to suppress it. If things got worse  he was clear of the gastly pink monster’s range and could run back through the tunnels, but not now! He would not let that upstart glorified guard pony have the praise of his beloved auntie if he had anything to say about it. And of course it would be very poor form to leave them here to perish.



“Fear not fellow stallions, and guardians of Equestria. I come with the solution to slay this savage behemoth!” A flash of magic and two of the barrels flew across the room, smashing straight into the flan beast’s open beak.  The monster’s beak clamped down on instinct, sending splinters of wood and jello globs in every direction, raining down on the ponies below.



“Is that jello?” One of the guards wiped away a giant  mass of jello and monster drool from his face. Blueblood was already back on his feet, spitting out the gross mixture of monster slime and fruity flavored gelatin. “I think I’m going to be sick…” 



“Hmm let’s see here…” Blueblood flipped through the comic again. “It doesn’t specifically show him using all of the barrels.”



“Get out of here you moron!” Shining shouted up at him from below right as a tentacle encircled his middle, yanking him into the air.



“I know this is a stressful situation but there is no need for insults.” Blueblood cooed, his vinere of confidence holding valiantly. The monster roared again, preparing to drop the captain into his mouth.  “Observe as I save your life! Hya!” With a flick of his horn another barrel rocketed forth, hitting another bullseye, the imagined target at the back of the monster’s throat. It gurgled, then it squealed, jiggling and jerking in place as the tentacles rolled and writhed, flailing Shining back and forth, and pummeling the other two guards still on the ground. 



“Whatever you’re doing just stop it! You’re making it worse!” 



“Nonsense!” The fourth barrel launched but it missed the beak and sailed into the eye. “Whoops! It moved a twitch, not to worry I have one more barrel!” Blueblood was beginning to sweat, the flan monster screamed, reeling back, it threw Shining Armor at Blueblood with deadly force.



“Great Scottsdale!” Was the only thing Blueblood could say before his self preservation instincts took control, phasing a shield  around himself just as Shining Armor collided with a protection shield of his own. In a freakish occurrence, their shields interlocked, suspending the captain in midair the two magics clashed and crackled, seeming to want to cancel the other out.



“Blueblood you need to run, it’s dangerous here! You’re going to get yourself killed!”



“Oh are you trying to pretend you are some kind of hero? A savior? Even now?” Teeth grit. The magic spheres crackled dangerously, not properly fused the spells could break down at any moment and that would be more of a problem than the giant pony eating flan. 



“This monster is an adult Purin, magic can’t penetrate it it just slides off.”



“Hah, and that’s exactly why I brought these barrels of jello good sir.”



“Wh-,” Shining’s eyes lit up with understanding as he noticed the fat round barrel, the only one left, with a sweet oozing orange dessert spilling over the rim.  “Jello… sugar! That’s it!”  Both ponies saw the flan, still large and imposing but suddenly less than it used to be. Less anger, less ferocity, less mass. 



“Of course!” Shining grinned. “It’s body can’t stand the sugar and it’s starting to melt.” Like salt to a slug. Shining, still floating inside the buoyant magic of his bubble shield reached out for the barrel. “Give me that.”  He didn’t wait for Blueblood to reply before he plucked it up in a separate stream of magic. Blueblood scrambled backwards as his shield vaporized, Shining had used it as a springboard, like a torpedo back into the reservoir, barrel raised high. 



“Open wide!” Shining threw the barrel with the skill and power of a hoofball pro and the exploded sweet contents were absorbed into the Purin’s insides. The flan was just solid enough for Shining’s bubble shield to bounce away, he landed in the reservoir, rescuing the two other guards before leaping back onto the platform with Blueblood. All together they watched transfixed as the Purin writhed. A putrid belch erupted from its mouth and then with little to no fanfare the thing collapsed in on itself like a souffle taken from the oven too early. Its groans and whines fizzled to nothing, leaving just the ambient silence.  Without speaking the two guards walked off. Miserable and covered in slime but thankful the ordeal was finished.



“Clever and resourceful was I not?”  said Blueblood. “Lucky you I came prepared.” 



Shining snorted. “You do realize if you’d have handled this issue months ago this didn’t need to happen, right?”



Blueblood’s ears went flat. “I do see how I might have erred but I see little reason to dwell on the past now. What’s done is done! I’ll make a report to Celestia about this and will make sure to put in a good word for you.”



Shining seemed to deflate just like the flan, a long breathy sigh before he turned towards the exit not looking back while he spoke.  “You are the most insufferable pony I’ve ever met. But thanks I guess. Now let's get back before this crap burns my fur off or something.”  Trying to be a good influence wasn't working. Or was it? Blueblood had come prepared...maybe he would talk about it with the princess later. For now, Shining Armor wanted nothing more than to kick a boxing dummy to smithereens before the day was over.



“Ah yes. Very well then!” In prince Blueblood’s mind the world was slowly realigning itself in his favor just as it should be. Noting the messy spattered leavings smeared down the in the reservoir he shrugged passively. He’d have to hire some ponies to clean that up.



"Wait a second. You don't read comics." Shining stopped and slowly turned around, cautiously eyeing his "savior".  What you just did, where did you learn about Purin's aversion to sugar?"



Blueblood's face stiffened and his eyes grew wide, giving everything away before he even spoke. "Oh! Well. You see I just happened to remember something you said once before when-" 



"You were reading something, and what is that by your hoof."  Shining already knew, and Blueblood already knew that he knew. The comic's cover was covered in filth, the pages inside beyond ruined, but the guard captain could still make out the signature of the author who had signed the cover for him back when he was a colt. 

For the merest of moments Shining blamed himself. He had been in the middle of organizing his reading materials and had simply forgotten that one. He was no Twilight. But then his eyes locked onto Blueblood who was trying his best to appear pathetic, and a sudden calmness entered Shining as his horn burned from a new fireball spell he wanted to try.  His smile was almost pleasant.



"You should run."
      

      
   
      My Fragments Shored Against My Ruin


      

      
      
         I am always taking the last leap, a leap into forever, a blow that will never land.



My rear feet are planted in the stony base, my forelegs rampant like an old military monument, my mouth open with that last cry of anger that turned to horror. I am stuck now, always in the moment when I was stricken with Harmony and... arrested. The impulses that drove my powerful muscles in that desperate attack lie dormant in my frozen body like slim veins of gold in a mountain. I am at one with my past and present, I am always now, and my future is a course more fixed than the straightest arrow that ever flew.



I can't sleep, but I can still think along the sluggish neural paths. I can almost feel the thoughts crawling through my brain, glacial and unyielding, seeking their old trails as lightning seeks the path of least resistance through the air.








In the beginning... lots of fire. Somehow, plans to take over the world always have fire somewhere. There was plenty in the sky for me to use, after all.



Those I counted as my closest friends turned upon me, not long after I first got a chance to touch the reins of the sun. All I did was for their good; it was just that I was much better at arranging things than they were. They just never quite saw that. I had to resort to desperate measures in the end.



For a while I was able to hold them at bay as I remelted the world to a better future, but then that insufferable old goat had to pop in, sighing and putting down his half-eaten teacup. When Harmony thinks it necessary to invoke the aid of the Lord of Chaos, you may officially count that your plans have gone awry.



I snarled and leaped, seeking to dodge while I prepared a counterspell of instant inflagration, but it circled me too quickly. I felt the energy tear through and between the particles of my body, and I was half expecting the offer of redemption that I had myself dangled before others, but Harmony was not looking for mercy. It tore away the time from me, the ability to take action, and left me with no way forward, nowhere to exist, but now. Now, now and forever, as the whiteness crawled over my skin and permeated my whole body...








And since then, caught in my eternal now, I get to watch the world progressing, leaving me behind. I watch the trees being stripped of leaves and reclothed with green that fades to red and gold and brown. I see the river changing its height ever so slightly on the tides, the winds being sculpted around the clouds in the sky. I am rained upon but do not feel the damp; the sun warms me and the snows cool me, but none of this arouses my skin to any response. I can only see and hear, by some odd construction of magic, or perhaps as an act of mercy.



The field in which I was conquered has been converted into a sort of memorial park, in honor of my stunning defeat. Several times a week I see my old friends who performed the final act of betrayal; they're trying to redeem me or at least console me. I see the appealing banners, the flower wreaths left for me as if I was dead. Each one appears to me as a brief circle of color that quickly turns into a hole of decaying brown.



We've gotten beyond friendship, I think, old chums. But don’t worry, when I get out we shall have such a pleasant reunion.



They get older each time I see them, graying to match my own hue. Then some of them stop coming, and their children come for a while, and then they and the generation after seems to find better things to do. I have apparently become a legend, a story of no direct emotional import attached to a gray old statue. The children that play in the park lose their respect and start to draw on me with chalk; then paint on me, and one even uses a chisel to carve initials in a heart on my pedestal, then proceeds to have a revolting little assignation with an equally vacuous paramour right under my nose, as it were. Had it been in my power I would have tipped over my pedestal to fall upon them.



As the years pass, I watch the sun's path wriggling up and down in the sky and take comfort from the lunar phases as the stars slowly proceed in their celestial courses. It seems that I am not to be forgiven in any mortal lifetime, and my fires for revenge must be banked. I still hope for freedom, to complete that leap that I had been taking, but at the same time, I am getting accustomed to life at this tempo. No one is talking to me, save the wind and the grass and the sky. I find myself thinking rock thoughts, familiar pathways worn deep in my brain, taking comfort in the rhythm that flows in circles like the seasons, changing yet staying the same.



My surface is weathering deeper, there's a tingling as the lichens crawl over me. One of the cuts that were delivered to me in my final fight has gotten a seed lodged in it, and it has sprouted. I watch the thing pressing its roots deeper into my foreleg, and one day there is a tik swifter than lightning and a flake of stone falls away. It takes another decade for the bush to crack my foreleg off. Strangely this does not alter the frozen impulses that lay threaded within my sundered limb; though separated I felt its presence pressing into the soil. I felt remarkably detached from the whole event, though the meaning was clear; never again would my body awaken as it once was. 



Centuries later, the pedestal fails me. My slender hind leg cracks free and I topple. The first I know of it is when I strike the ground and shatter, my neck snapping, my remaining limbs crushed and driven into the dirt. Nothing marks my humiliation save the passing clouds and the great blinding sun, into which I stare unblinking.



The plants continue their work of dividing me. Insects crawl over me, some wandering hiker takes a horn fragment home for a souvenir. I can still extend my awareness of the sundered pieces if I concentrate and they are near me, but the horn strains my capabilities.



I slowly merge with the soil as the stars spin and constellations change overhead. Things burrow through me and make their home in me. My chest cracks from tree roots and my heart is split asunder, never to finish its beat.



More centuries pass. The memorial park is now a grove of dead trees that no one comes to visit, surrounded by rusted fence and crumbling stones. My old comrades are long buried, along with anyone else I’d ever had cause to hate. Still, that ember of resentment burns deep inside me as if reflecting the sphere of fire in the sky. The unicorns must be guiding it now, without one such as me to take the reins. 



I have been hearing the distant waves for decades now. The sea is getting closer as the land spreads and splits and drifts at the pace of its own currents, slower than ice sheets but surer. The ground has its own tides and with nothing else to occupy me I watch the subtle rising and falling as the river widens into a gulf, and the gulf into a shoreline.



I am now part of the beach, and the waves are gently carrying chunks of me out to sea. I am becoming less of one thing, and more of a process, instead of feeling the wave, I am the wave.



Bits of me are being made into other things, joining the seashells and corals. Each time there is a storm, it scatters me further, each time a fish bites at a sea worm and gets some sand in its gullet, I am carried further adrift. I spread out in curling currents, mingled with tiny sea skeletons and whale bones, sculpted by fins and claws.



The heat of the undersea volcanoes bubble the water into steam, and the mighty folds of the ocean floor push past each other, carrying fragments into the fault line, melting my substance into the mantle of the world, pulling and rolling me into the deepest flows, mightier and more majestic, vaster and weightier, than the currents of sea and sky.



And now I start to feel the beat of the world in earnest, the cracking and sliding of thrusting strata and the roiling of magma under the crust. I am a thing like the seasons, the flow, I feel the glaciers sliding down over me and receding, the sliding of the continents over me. Despite the turmoil and the heat, I am at peace now, content to spread through the globe like color on a soap bubble.



In tune with the great radiating core at the heart of the world, I feel the knot inside me start to melt away. Grudges and resentments seem things that are meant to distract the temporary beings that flitter across the surface, live their brief lives and return their bones to the soil. I now experience directly what true power feels like, and it reshapes my soul; no other emotion has ever been able to constrain me, or alter my  course.



Millenia are passing as I drift and my distant matter flows with the heartbeats of the world. Life continues in one way or the other on the surface. But this life is more and more formed of the atoms that once were me. It has, via the vagaries of chance or the pressing concerns of fate, quite a lot more of what was me than has accumulated elsewhere. Perhaps Harmony has at last decided that I have served my time and completed my penance. I cool and coalesce, slow and come to the surface, pressed up into hills and mountains.



Eventually enough of my remains come together in unified places, and from my almost timeless geological dream I rise to new awareness. From deep dreams of blood I take root in another’s womb, and in another eyeblink of time I am once again cast out into the world.



As I am cleansed and licked by mother’s tongue, I stare around and am confused for a moment to see myself in stone-white flesh again, but I realise that the body in which I am reborn simply has a white coat color.



I feel power and movement around me again, and gasp for clean air as my infant body lies squalling. I look out at the world again with fresh untainted eyes, colors rich with fresh potential, scents teasing my memories to rise, sounds calling to those whom I once knew, the friends who sequestered me for the good of the world that I might learn temperance, patience and mercy. Perhaps they themselves persisted and shall reunite in one form or another, and I may meet them and thank them in subtle ways for their good deeds in times past.



I already perceive remote areas that also harbor my original substance, though much of me remains bound deep in the world and connected to its power. In years to come I shall go seeking for these areas, and shall likely build a new castle at one tall spire that has accumulated more of my atomies than the others. It is sure to be a sacred site, full of ancient power and secrets.



This new life of mine will be a marvel. I shall take a grand place in the world, one that encompasses all the spheres of magic, from rock through sky to stars. Cleansed of my ancient ire, I shall make of myself a paragon to lead the world naturally to the prosperity that I tried to force upon it in my weakest moment, and reunite myself and the world in Harmony. I swear this to myself in an oath written with all the fires of the sky



No more shall I live merely to break the day; whatever my new birth name may be I will write my own identity. 



Something celestial.
      

      
   
      Sloom


      
      
      
         
         Halfway Point

      
      

      

      
      
         “Ports are shutting down,” Mr. Basalt said.



Bornite would never get used to his voice. Normally, with a stallion that has been hauling stone from the crags of the mount for over fifty years, a pony would’ve expected a surly, guttural voice aged from the years. Ironically, the voice that had become the supervisor of Tiny Tile’s Incorporated was quite the opposite― nasally.



“What? How come?” Rhyolite asked, coming to the side of his boss. He lifted his clay-gray hooves on the other side of the boulder. Together, Mr. Basalt and Rhyolite heaved a jagged black boulder onto his cart. 



“Cloudsdale says that they are dropping a kicker tonight.” He sighed. “I didn’t want to have to say this, but I need to let you off early. Harvesting is not safe with what’s coming tonight.”



Bornite didn’t like the sound of that. Rain or shine, they would come to these cliffs to harvest the igneous rocks. If Mr. Basalt was telling them not to work, then this storm was more serious than the others.



“How long is it going to last?” Spodumene asked. She was already gathering up the pickaxes and rock hammers strewn about the site.



“I was told by the weather crew that the clouds would be moved before sunrise.” Mr. Basalt answered.



“Are the ports going to re-open in the morning?” Rhyolite asked.



“Dunno.” Mr. Basalt said, shrugging. “The officials have all the boats docked and moored tight. I haven’t seen anything like this since the embargo.”



“One Tartarus of a Storm.” Spodumene commented as she latched the chest on the back of the cart.



Mr. Basalt nodded in agreement. “For now, let’s get this down to the storage shed.” He patted the boulder.



Everypony took their positions on the harnesses. Bornite strapped herself in, next to Spodumene.



Slowly, the four of them made their way down the rocky outcroppings. The sun was setting behind the silhouette of the mountain, bathing the hills below in the alpenglow. Nestled in the gentle hills was the town, the lights of the houses and businesses slowly coming on as the world grew darker.



Beyond the hills, lay the seashore, the dark grey sands washing in from the remnants of the lava flows. As Bornite looked further out to sea, she saw the waves growing in size and fierceness, looking like the bristling fur of a frightened cat. A wall of dark towering clouds could be seen approaching from the horizon.



This was going to be a mighty storm. She could feel it in the air.



“Look out,” Mr. Basalt called out. “Algae pool to your right.”



Spodumene and Bornite turned away from the incoming pool. Still though, Bornite couldn’t stop gawking at it. It was oddly… beautiful. The contrast of the bright green against the dark rocks was shocking. Nothing grew on the lava flow except pallid yellow weeds that seemed to belong from the desert.



It warmed Bornite’s heart, if only a little bit to know that something could grow and flourish in this harsh landscape



She re-focused on going down the mountain. She took a minute, thanking Celestia that she was wearing a new pair of work boots. Without the tread, she would’ve slipped and sent the cart careening down the jagged ridge of the mountain, both busting the cart and losing the rock they harvested.



Her thoughts were cut off as she heard a cracking sound followed by a thud. She looked to her right and found Rhyolite Brushing himself off.



“You okay?” She asked quietly.



He looked over to her and smiled. “Yeah. Sorry. I wasn’t looking where I was going.”



She smiled back.








Mr. Basalt closed the warped metal doors of the storage shed. He took a chain with a rusty lock and weaved it through the handles. Securing it in place, he tugged on it. Satisfied to know it wouldn’t budge, he turned towards his group of workers.



“That’s it. Thank you for your work.” He took off his hat and bowed.



Everypony dispersed throughout the industrial yard, gathering up their lunchboxes and equipment, loading up their carts, and taking off to go home.



Bornite picked up her lunchbox and stuffed it into her saddlebags. She hoisted her saddlebags off the hook it was cleated on and onto her back.



Huh… Oddly light, she thought. Which reminds me… I need to pick up some daisies before I forget. Can’t have a daisy sandwich without daisies…



She took a detour out of the industrial district. Quickly, the towering, corrugated metal sheds transitioned to brick and stucco buildings where the businesses of the town were flashing their neon signs.



Bornite smiled as she strolled down the road. The industrial district was nestled near the ports for the simple fact that the less expense you spend on moving material, the easier it was to manage. The ports were near the businesses, as the business had a silent conflict of who could get the freshest goods and at a decent price. So, here, next to the sea, one could get off work, get a daisy sandwich, and sit on docks, watching the scenery.



Since she was let off work early, that is exactly what she planned to do: get a daisy sandwich, sit on the table overlooking the marina, and watch the sunset glisten on the seas. 



She might as well try to squeeze it in before the storm starts…







The bell above the door chimed as Bornite walked in. Only with one other customer, the owner glanced up. Instantly, her face lit up. “Bornite! So nice to see you! I’ll be with you in a sec!”



“Alright, that’ll be three bits,” she said, opening up the register’s drawer.



Bornite took a seat and looked out the shop’s window. Outside, she could see that the wind picking up. She would have to make her visit quick.



She heard the clatter of bits on the counter, the ripping of a receipt. “There you go, Mr. Pickett, have a nice day.”



“You too, Burrata.” The stallion said as he slowly trotted out the door.



“The usual?” Burrata asked, donning another pair of plastic gloves.



Bornite nodded. She stood up and approached the counter.



Burrata set to work, slicing two pieces of bread. She set them on a plate and proceeded to the daisy jar.



“I take it you got off work early?” Burrata asked.



“Mmm-hmmm.” Bornite smiled.



“Storm?” Burrata said, setting the plate down and assembling the sandwich.



“Mmm-hm.” Bornite said.



“There you are.” Burrata set the plate down on the counter. “This is going to be quite the storm! I’m just thankful that a shipment came in before they shut everything down.”



Bornite smiled awkwardly at her. She looked down at the plate.



“Oh! Sorry sweetie! I didn’t know you wanted it to-go!” Burrata took the plate over to the counter and proceeded to wrap the sandwich. She put it in a paper sack. As she set it on the counter, she slipped a strand of rock candy into the sack. “Here! On the house!”



“Oh… uhm. Almost forgot. Can I get a pound of daisies?” Bornite asked.



“Geez. Having me run laps!” Burrata teased playfully. She approached the jar and stuffed some daisies into a plastic bag. She placed them on a scale. After the scale read the weight, Burrata unfolded the paper bag and tucked the bag of daisies carefully into it.



“It’ll be five bits.” Burrata said.



Bornite took out her wallet from the Saddlebags. She took out eleven bits and set them on the counter.



“Nono sweetie. I said ‘on the house!’” Burrata pushed six bits back and took the five.



“Thank you.” Bornite said as she took the sack and set it in her saddlebags. She put the six bits back into her wallet and proceeded out.



“You have a nice night, Bornite!”



“You too!” Bornite waved as she exited.



Immediately, the wind whipped against her. The tattering work clothing she had on swayed as the wind rushed by. She looked overhead, as the embankment of clouds approached overhead.



Better make this quick.



She trotted briskly towards the harbor, not out of urgency, but with a leap in her step. She was let off of work early, after all, wouldn’t anypony else be just as happy?



Her mirth quickly turned to concern as she saw the many ponies milling about the docks. Most of them had the same style of uniform- some dressed in official attire with the royal crest of the sun on their left pockets. Some even had some armor on and were guarding the entrances with extreme vigilance.



As she approached closer, she could make out a couple conversations. The town was small and ‘off-the-map’ enough that not many visitors crossed the sea from the mainland to visit. Not to mention that the nearby businesses prepared for the shutdown.



Not that she mind… Her worry is the awkward silence between her and the guards as she sat on the bench eating her sandwich. She didn’t know what was about it, but she never felt comfortable eating alone while another pony watched.



Still though, she took a deep breath, zeroed in on the bench, then took a seat. Setting her saddlebags down, she took a deep breath and watched the sunset. Don’t worry about the guard. Maybe I should offer them half my sandwich? No… that would mean they would have to remove their helmet, which is really inconvenient and…



Suddenly, she caught onto a familiar voice.



“Is that a for sure?” asked a grumbly voice.



Bornite turned. Immediately, she recognized the stallion.



“Even though the pegasai can create and manipulate weather, the science meteorology can still be very unpredictable…” One of the ponies standing guard said.



“So, in other words, you don’t know.” Rhyolite said.



The guard grunted and stayed silent.



“Faaaan-tastic…” Rhyolite turned to head back into town.



Poor Rye. Must’ve been one heck of a month for him. Bornite remembered when Rhyolite came in. He was transferred from another branch of the company. Only been here for six weeks. He must’ve been planning to visit home once the weekend started, but Cloudsdale had other plans. Cloudsdale had sent everypony in town a letter telling of a mighty storm coming to help farmers store some water for the coming months when the land would be dry as a bone. At least, the leeward side of the mountains. Rhyolite must’ve not gotten the memo due to a change in address, if his address was here.



She didn’t know… she didn’t want to pry either.



“Heya! Bornite!”



“Eeep!” Bornite nearly dropped her sandwich.



“Woah… you were really zoned out, weren’t ya?” Rhyolite chuckled.



Bornite stuffed her sandwich back into her saddlebags and smiled.



“Don’t worry. I was zoned out too. I tripped earlier on the mount because I was worrying about these ports. But, I guess, there is nothing I can do about it, huh?” Rhyolite said. Bornite could tell that he was throwing a jab at guards with his tone of voice.



Bornite nodded carefully.



“Say, since I’m stuck here, you want to go to the Red Hat?” Rhyolite asked.



“I don’t drink Cider…” Bornite said. Anymore… too many bad memories



“Oh… well, okay.” Rhyolite said. “I just wanted to know if you wanted to hang out?”



“Sure.” Bornite said.



“Mind if I have a seat?” Rhyolite asked, motioning to the open spot next to her.



Bornite nodded.



Rhyolite took a seat close to Bornite. Not too close that their flanks were touching, but close enough that she could tell that he was comfortable around her.



“Sandwich?” She offered the other half, quietly.



“Oh! Thank you!” He gingerly took it and set it on his lap.



Nervously, Bornite munched on her half of the sandwich. Keep it together, Bornite. He’s your co-worker after all, don’t make it awkward…



“So… I notice that you aren’t a mare of many words.” Rhyolite started.



“Mmm-hmm.” Bornite said.



“Is there anything in particular that gets you talking?” Rhyolite asked.



Bornite shook her head. “Mmt-mmm.”



“Really? Not even the slightest thing?”



“Mmt-mmm.”



“Okay then.” Rhyolite winked. “Strong silent type. I like a little mystery.”



Bornite’s cheeks turned red. “Strong?” She could feel her head swelling up. Nono, Bornite… too fast… it was just a simple compliment… She took a bit of her sandwich, distracting herself from her racing thoughts.



“To be completely honest, when I first came here, I was wondering what the company was thinking hiring a scrawny mare. But then, you pleasantly surprised me. I didn’t realize that you could lift rock salt onto your back like it was nothing.” Rhyolite nudged her.



“T-thank you.” Bornite said, rubbing her neck. One compliment, then another… was it possible that he had a crush on her? Nono… get it into your head, Bornite. Be cool. Still though, she looked into those ice-blue eyes.



“Is that your special talent?” he asked, motioning to her cutie mark.



Bornite swished her tail to cover her cutie mark. “I don’t want to talk about it.”



Rhyolite nudged her again. “C’mon. Cutie mark stories are always fun! Even the most mundane ones shine!”



Bornite shook her head. As the time passed, with the awkward silence hanging in the air, and only the sound of lapping water against the docks, she wished she said something more.



“Okay then, I’ll go first.” Rhyolite said, breaking the long pause. “So, I was a colt around the time Mt. Saint Hay-lens erupted. I was helping my dad, who was a geologist take surveys of the landscape after eruption. Little did he know, the mountain would billow out another plume of pyroclastic. I was there just in time to help him climb to safety before a lahar swept him away!” He waved to his cutie mark, which was a trio of three ash-gray pebbles.



It oddly matched hers… only with Bornite in her name, the key difference was color.



“Okay, your turn!” He said.



“Actually, mine is quite mundane.” Bornite scratched her hoof. She chomped down on the last bit of her sandwich. Maybe that’ll give her at least a delay on her response.



“Well?” Rhyolite asked.



“I got mine in a similar way, but I was helping my mom. Also, nothing life-threatening.” Bornite answered. Technically the truth, but not quite…



“Okay...” Rhyolite smiled, then took a bite of the sandwich. “Keep your secrets.”



“You’ve mentioned family. Are you trying to get back to them?” Bornite asked.



“Yup. Mom, dad, sister, brother.” Rhyolite said. “I usually take a boat back to them on the weekends, then come back on Monday. I guess the weather ponies had other plans.” He turned to her. “What about you? Have any family around?”



“Not for hundreds of miles.” Bornite sighed. Don’t go into any more detail. Answer him at face value.



“You live alone?” Rhyolite asked.



“Mmm-hmmm.” Bornite said.



“Strong one indeed.” Rhyolite said. “I wouldn’t know what I’d do being that far away from family.”



Bornite looked down at the ground. I wouldn’t necessarily call it strong. 



Rhyolite got up. “Well, hey, if you ever need somepony to talk to, I’m here.” He looked over towards the residential part of town, some apartments with only a second floor. “I’m going to have to finagle with my stay at the housing. I’m sure they’ll understand the mix-up.”



Bornite smiled and put her saddlebags on. She waved. “See ya!”



“See ya!” Rhyolite said. As he trotted away, he stopped and turned around. “Funny story, I was wondering why the front desk was being insistent that I stay an extra night. I guess hindsight is twenty-twenty!”



Bornite snickered.



“Have a goodnight, Bornite!”



“You too!” Bornite answered.








Bornite walked up the lonely roads. Streetlights illuminated her path, giving her ever a few more steps to keep going. She could feel the drizzle of the first rains of the storm. She hoped that the lampposts would stay on long enough for her to get home. The lampposts were typically leaky, and even the slightest moisture would extinguish the candles.



The neighborhood was close enough that each pony took turns lighting the posts. She remembered to have finished lighting one summer night as Mr. and Mrs. Pickett enjoyed an evening stroll. She loved the sight of the cute old couple enjoying the rest of their days together. 



…She hoped that one day, just like them, she would be strolling with the stallion of her dreams on a quiet evening. But she knew that dream had been long gone. Once, she was lovestruck, but before it could grow into something more, it was extinguished.



She approached her front door, the porch creaking underneath her hooves. She had it fixed earlier in the year, but somehow, someway… the creaking came back. Must’ve been the dry season to cause the wood to warp and crack.



She fished for her keys, unlocked the door, and stepped inside. Stepping towards the staircase, she dropped her keys in the nearby bowl and then sat down on the landing. She uncleated her work boots, and set them aside in a nice nook next to the landing. That nook, no matter what, seemed to be the unspoken home for her shoes. Nice and far away so that she never smelled the musty scent of them as she walked by.



Her home was quaint, but what made it a bargain is that it had an upstairs. Most homes on the streets were ramblers. She couldn’t stand ramblers… she needed something different, and this presented itself nicely. Sure, it was dated, with a mishmash of styles and updates over the years from owners coming in and out, trying to do what they could with the resources they had. 



That was probably why she was able to get it so cheap. 



She approached a nearby mirror recessed into the wood-paneled wall. Looking at her reflection, she saw a dirty, scuffed… and scrawny mare looking back at her with tired, faded violet eyes. Violet was the only color on her, and even then, through the dust and the debris, the only color on her that wasn’t entirely grayscale was fading.



She took off her black winter coat and violet beanie. Her hair fell from being pinned, and dangled in messy strands.



…Take a shower… you’ll feel better.



With a silent hesitation, she went to the bathroom and grabbed a towel. Anything was better than letting her mind wander aimlessly.








She dressed in her pajamas. A gift crafted from her mother. Usually, parents would sew clothing for foals. But, gingerly, one night, when the weather was especially cold, her mother saw her shivering. Over the next week, she quickly made a set of pajamas for her. 



Despite being put together swiftly, it was sewed with care. Her cutie mark, in surprising detail, was sewn on the flank.



Another thing she was thankful for is how it felt. It was soft, kept her warm, but was breathable enough that she wasn’t sweating up a storm.



As she approached her bed upstairs, she took another look in the mirror. This time, a clean, kempt, and bright-eyed mare looked back at her. Satisfied, she decided to retire to bed. As she stepped up the flight of stairs, lightning struck outside, flashing through the transom window. She jumped and ran upstairs as the growl of thunder followed. 



Hastily, she closed the blinds, blocking out the raging galestorm outside. After she was done with the blinds, she leapt into her bed and wrapped herself in blankets and hid in them.



As the lightning flashed and the wind and the rain beat upon the windows, her mind heard the whispering voices inside of her head. Normally, she could keep them at bay, but tonight, she knew that the lightning storm would only exacerbate it.



Slowly, the cunning whispers started to ink and drift in like the light rain. Of course he left… you were too slow… Why would anypony love you? You don’t return it… Who could love a mare like you? Scared of lightning? Most foals get over this fear…



Amidst tears, she started to hum softly. A lullaby that her parent used to sing to her during storms like this… Hush now… Quiet now, it’s time to go to bed you sleepyhead… Hush now… Quiet now…



Her heart slowed. As she continued, she could feel her mind drifting, her breathing slowing…



As she settled, she smiled and sniffled, the last tears dropping from her eyes. The war inside her was far from over, but at least tonight… she won.








Morning had come. The alarm had woken her up. She had forgot to turn it off for the weekend. No matter. She shut it off and nestled back into her blankets. The pitter-patter of rain slowly eased her back to sleep.



This time, a different alarm came, right on schedule. A knock at the door. Fine and Bold, the twins, were probably delivering the local paper this morning. Donning a robe, she yawned and made her way down the stairs.



She looked in the mirror, fixed up her ratty hair, and opened the door.



“Hi, you two, how are the par―”



Suddenly, a yellow stallion with brown bubbly hair tackled her.



“Eeep!” She yelped as she hit the floor.



“How are the parents?” A pink mare stepped in. “Well, our parents are doing pretty well actually, if that’s what you’re asking. Dad recently rotated the rocks, but other than that.”



The stallion got up and helped her to her feet. “Apologies. It’s just that your sister would want to tackle you, but because ―”



“Shush Cheesy! You Pinkie Promised!” Pinkie slapped a hoof on her husband’s mouth. “Anyways, how are you doing, Marble?”



“Uhm… good!” Marble said. “Haven’t had breakfast yet…”



“You haven’t ate yet?” Pinkie squinted. “Sis, are you…”



“I wasn’t skipping meals. I just got up.” Marble said.



“Good! I’ll make us some breakfast!” Pinkie said.



“Nono, sweetie pie, allow me.” Cheese said. He turned to Marble. “Where is the kitchen at, by the way?”



“Down the hallway, first door on the left.” Marble said.



“Race ya!” Pinkie bounded quickly down the hall.



Marble froze for a second as Cheese chased after her, pleading. “Pinkie, please be careful!”



As she approached the kitchen, she could hear bickering. Not the harsh bickering, but kind of playful ones like “Oh no you don’t!” “That’s mine! “Nah-nah! I got here first!”



The bickering simmered down as she heard a chair screech across the floor.



Finally, Cheese said calmly, “I’ll make us some French toast.” 



Marble stepped in right as Cheese opened the fridge. “Uhm, sorry if it’s sparse, I don’t usually have company.”



“It’s okay, we came uninvited!” Pinkie said. “Do you have another chair?”



“I can improvise.” Marble took out a step-stool from the pantry. One of the leftovers that the previous owners forgot. She used it occasionally to store her valuables on the top shelf of the pantry. By valuables though… was spare change she got from eating out at a diner or something.



She put the stepstool in a corner across from Pinkie. 



As she sat down, Pinkie leapt on the opportunity to talk, as usual. “It was hard to find you, Sis! This town is weird! Everypony calls you Bornite!”



“Mmm-hmm.” Marble nodded. “How’d you find me?”



“Pinkie sense.” She tapped on her muzzle, crossed her eyes, and stuck her tongue out. “It’s hard to ignore since we now have three Pinkie… or Cheesy―” She winked at her husband, who glanced back and winked while he was cooking the toast in the frying pan. “―senses.”



“Wait… don’t you mean two?” Marble asked.



“No, I’m right.” Pinkie said. “It goes into what Cheese was about to say before I cut him off.”



Marble covered her mouth, stifling a gasp. Was she….?



“I’m pregnant, Marble! You’re going to be an aunt!” Pinkie shouted.



“Oh! That’s wonderful! How long are you…?” Marble asked.



“I’m only three months in.” Pinkie said. “Though this little one, like I said, already has some type of Pinkie sense.”



Made sense. She remembered vaguely of her mother telling her stories of how oddly Pinkie would move while still in her womb. In hindsight, their mother could’ve avoided some things such as falling objects, opening doors, and swarming bees.



“Any names picked out?” Marble asked. 



“Still deciding. I like the ring of Junior Cheese Sandwich, or Lil’ Cheese, though.” Pinkie said. “Naturally, I pick out the name if it’s a colt, and Cheese picks out the name if it’s a filly.”



Marble looked towards Cheese, who was just sliding the French toast on a plate. He glanced at her and smiled nervously. “I haven’t decided on a name yet, if that’s what you are about to ask,” Cheese said.



Cheese came to the table and set the plate down. “Have any syrup?”



“Oh! Uhmmmm.. in the pantry.” Marble said, barely remembering that she had a bottle of syrup sitting in the pantry for a couple months.



Cheese came over with the syrup and with two forks. He held out one to Marble. He scratched the nape of his neck and said “Sorry about tackling you earlier. Pinkie insisted that I greet you that way. She wanted to do it herself, but you know…”



Marble nodded. “No problem. It’s her way of showing affection.”



As they dug in and ate, Pinkie didn’t hesistate to bury her muzzle into the French toast. “H-hey! You gave me four! That’s what both of you have!”



“Well, you are feeding two, sweetie pie.” Cheese dabbed at Pinkie’s messy mouth with a napkin. “I could get used to this, though.”



With her mouth full of French toast, Pinkie asked, “So, Sis, why in the wide of Equestria did you change your name to Bornite?”



“Oh… uhm… last thing I saw on the rock farm.” Marble said quickly.



“C’mon. Why would take the name of some old rock?” Pinkie motioned for her to keep going.



“It was purple and I thought it was pretty.” Marble said.



“But I like the ring of ‘Marble’ a lot!” Pinkie complained. “Why would you change it?”



“Because I… I uhm… I…” Marble’s ear fell flat. “Because I didn’t want to be followed.”



Cheese dropped his fork. Pinkie stopped munching on her pancakes.



“Didn’t want to be followed?” Pinkie asked. “You can’t hide from Pinkie and Cheesy sense!”



Cheese Sandwich chuckled. “It’s hard to ignore a Cheesy sense that is pulling me towards a foreign place. I guess it’s turned into a sense of wanderlust that helps me and Pinkie explore Equestria.”



“And it’s hard to ignore a Pinkie sense telling me that my family is in trouble. Limestone and Maud were easy enough to find, but for some reason, the twitch in my baby is telling me that they really want to meet their aunt Marble.” Pinkie rubbed her barrel.



The happiness from the both of them caused an unholy swirl of emotions in Marble. She was happy for the both of them, but at the same time, she knew she couldn’t have it for herself.



“Sis? You okay?” Pinkie tilted her head and frowned.



“Yeah. I just need some air.” Marble said, getting up, then trotting over towards the living room. 



As she exited the room, she heard the sweet nothings that Pinkie and Cheese shared. Immediately, Marble changed her course and booked it up the stairs. Tears started to form in her eyes.



What is wrong with me?! I should be happy for her! Why do I always drag the mood down with my sulking? Marble! Stop!



Right as she was about to yank open her bedroom door, she turned around. Those last two words were uttered by her sister.



“Marble… what’s the matter?” Pinkie asked.



Marble crumpled to pieces. She fell on the hardwood floor. She cried.



She heard the approaching hoofsteps of her sister and brother-in-law. She felt hooves wrapping around her. “Marble, it’s okay. What’s wrong?”



Pinkie was always the one to do this. Comfort her whenever she needed it. Why could it be the other way around? Why was she the broken one?



“Take your time, Marble. We are here for you.” Pinkie took her sister’s hoof and laid it on her barrel. Immediately, Marble felt a kick. Pinkie looked endearingly at her barrel. “I now know why we came here. My foal really wants to be near her auntie. He or she knows that auntie is having a hard time.”



Marble cried as she felt the tiny life, a brand-new family member whom she never met, greet her.








Evening came gradually. The rain and wind stopped, slowly opening up to a sky full of stars.



As Pinkie, Cheese, and Marble sat on the porch, they enjoyed the nice, earthy breeze running through the neighborhood. The next set of neighbors were beginning to light up the lanterns. 



“So, Sis, I know you live all the way out here now, but would you like to foal-sit?” Pinkie asked.



“Oh Uhm…” Marble scratched her hoof.



“It’s okay, take your time.” Pinkie said. “Foal-sitting is a lot of w―”



Marble placed a hoof over her sister’s mouth. “I will.”



Pinkie smiled. “Thank you.”



Cheese Sandwich chuckled. “Has she told you the one about the first time she foal-sat for the Cakes?”



Pinkie blushed. “Cheesy…”



Cheese winked. “So, get this… two earth ponies have a unicorn filly and pegasai colt. Twins. Pinkie gets herself into deep trouble……”
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