
      Heavenly Bodies


      

      
      
         “He just breached the second ward,” says Clover the Clever. “We don’t have much time.”



“How’s that spell coming?” barks Commander Hurricane.



“It’s not a spell,” says Clover, for the millionth time. She looks to where their last hope stands before the Tree of Harmony, one hoof on the trunk, gazing up. The alicorn hasn’t moved in a long time. “But… not good.”



“Figures,” says Hurricane. “Clover, you go see what’s wrong, that thing likes you.”



“We shouldn’t interrupt her,” says Smart Cookie.



Hurricane snorts. “We’ve got one ward left, and the harmony spell’s not working. We’ve gambled everything on this. If we just sit around, Discord could get through before our great big hero is ready, and then it’s all over.” He shakes his head. “I never should’ve gone along with this plan.”



“I’ll see if I can help her,” says Clover. She leaves them behind and approaches the tree.



Clover never used to believe the legends about such creatures, but ever since she pulled the alicorn out of the meteor when she crashed to earth, her presence has felt… right. Obvious. Natural. The two share a bond unlike anything Clover ever had with a regular pony. She has never dared to say this out loud, but they are both outsiders, consumed with love for a society they can never fully be part of. They are both special.



The alicorn arrived with no memories, just a sense that she had been “sent by the stars” to aid Equestria in its time of need. She certainly lived up to that mysterious quest. Without her magic and wisdom, Discord would have overthrown the pony tribes half a dozen times. She called herself Cosmos.



“I can’t do it,” says Cosmos, as Clover approaches. “I cannot connect to the Elements.”



“You can,” says Clover. “I believe in you.”



“It feels wrong,” says Cosmos. “Stuck. I’m not in harmony with anything.”



“You’re in harmony with the Elements!”



Cosmos shakes her head. “It was a good theory. But now that I’m here… no. That’s not it.”



“Then what?” 



“I don’t know.”



Clover thinks desperately. How had Star Swirl’s incantation gone? From one to another, another to one. “Maybe if you’re in harmony with another pony?”



Cosmos nods slowly. “It could be. That feels more like it.” She frowns. “But who…”



“Me?” says Clover, too quickly.



Cosmos’ smile is sad, beatific, as distant as the heavens she came from. “No. You couldn’t connect to the Elements. Besides, the two of us aren’t in harmony. Not like that.”



It hurts. Clover feels her heart oozing into her stomach. Now isn’t the time, though. She can sense her last ward weakening under Discord’s assault. She focuses, swallows. “Who, then?”



“Remember our backup plan from the Mirror Dimension?”



“No! You can’t! Splitting your spirit in two means you’ll die!”



“In a way, perhaps. All the parts of me will continue on. Only the outward form will change.”



“That ‘outward form’ is you! Please!”



“This is necessary. Who better to be in harmony with than myself?” Cosmos shrugs, affecting calm, but Clover can see the tension in her neck and shoulders. “We have no time to discuss this.”



“I guess not.” Clover’s throat is hot and tight. “I’ll miss you.”



“You have been a good friend, Clover.” Cosmos’ horn begins to glow. “I will see you soon.”



The hornlight grows brighter, and brighter, and brighter. She cannot look at it directly. Then suddenly it is gone, and where one alicorn stood before, two now lie sprawled on the ground. 



Their companions rush over as the alicorns climb to their feet. One is the pure white of noonday sunlight, and her mane is all the colors of daybreak. The other has the night sky for her coat and starlight for her mane. The alicorns race together and embrace.



“What in the wind’s name is going on?” bellows Hurricane.



The alicorns turn. The night speaks. “Cosmos parted her spirit to form us, so that we can achieve harmony and wield the Elements. I am Luna. My sister is Celestia.”



“And… did it work?” says Clover. “Can you do it?”



“Yes,” says Celestia. “Yes, I feel the link. Harmony is on our side. Thank you, my little pony.” She smiles at Clover, but her warmth is all wrong, it’s bright and compassionate and impersonal, there’s no connection. "We couldn't have done it without you."



Clover senses her last spell shattering. “He breached the ward,” she says. “Discord is coming.”



“Let him,” says Celestia.
      

      
   
      A Fashionista's Guilty Pleasure


      
      
      
         
         A Crime Against the Humanities

      
      

      

      
      
         She was in a crisis she had never faced before and dearly prayed she would never face again. An out of body experience so resoundingly violent that she wasn’t even aware of the ponies huffing their disapproval of having to walk around her on the narrow sidewalk.  There! Inside the most plain unassuming thrift shop imaginable on a dress rack facing the entrance was...the ugliest dress Rarity had ever seen!



“Egads!” Rarity galloped inside. “What a frightfully inept attempt!” The stitchwork, those crinkles and folds, the dreary colors imitating "fashion" from the begotten and gratefully forgotten Draft era made the dress resemble what a hanged cat might look like.



“This place should be closed down just for harboring such a monstrous thing! And yet... I can’t look away from it. Why can’t I walk away?” She saw a nearby mirror and saw herself, aghast, confused, and enraptured. 



Just like that there were two Raritys.  The real Rarity, and the imposter who thought the cheap thrift thing she’d stumbled across like litter was utterly irresistible in its ugliness. Ugly, yet appealing, garish, yet unique, bold, distinct, and even a bit mysterious, like a discovered artifact. In fact how old was it? Was this an authentic Draftien dress?  Rarity noticed other ponies on the edge of her awareness. Some of them eyeing the same rack. Maybe eyeing the same dress.  No! She didn’t know if she wanted it. If somepony else bought it she could never have it!



Of course we want it, Darling. It’s positively fascinating!



“No we do not!” Rarity shrieked out loud and at no one. Every pony in the room gawked.  “Er, eh-heh, don’t mind me I am just thinking all to my lonesome.” Rarity tittered nervously waiting and praying for the unwanted attention to wane. 



Drat! A yellow coated mare pranced up beside her browsing the rack all nonchalant. The back of Rarity's neck prickled. Oh no you don’t.



“I can already tell that nothing along here suits you.” she stated as fact.



“Huh?” The mare hadn’t been listening, her amber eyes flicking towards the white unicorn, then back at the rack. With horror, Rarity saw her lean towards the uniquely beautifugly dress.



“You’ll look fat in it!” Rarity shrieks again, the other mare balks wide eyed. 



“Excuse me!?” 



“The cut of this garment will not look good I assure you.” 



“But I haven’t even-”



“You will look like a HIPPOin ballet!”



The mare quaked then backed away, ears flat. She opened her mouth wanting to argue but in the end her bottom lip trembled and she went away. A veil of peace returned except for raging internal battle over the dress's fate.



Walk away, Rarity, just think of what your colleagues would say!



If they do not see the true beauty of this masterpiece then they aren’t worth your time!



What horrid spell has this jumble of fabric cast upon me?



It was six in the afternoon, closing time at seven. In that hour Rarity waged war with every pony who even thought of moving towards that dress. Proselytizing why they’d hate it, why it wasn’t worth their bits. It was cursed! Somepony died in it yesterday! The cheap fabric would give them a rash for weeks! 

Nopony even wanted the old thing, if they even went near that rack at all, not that Rarity could tell. She was desperately determined and they were all her enemy!



Only one mare more dangerous. Rarity glanced the mirror again and there she was. Smiling while she was not. So happy to find a dress so ugly not even her mother would want it.



“Excuse me, but it’s closing time.”



“I can’t leave yet.”



Seven-thirty and the store was empty save Rarity and the shop keeper.



“Excuse me, miss?”



“I must..make sure she leaves.”



“Who?”



“Her!” Rarity points at herself in the mirror as if pointing out a rat. The last pony Rarity had to conquer was...herself.  Stunned but proactive,the shop keep grabbed a sheet, grumbling about how she wasn't paid to deal with crazies, and tossed it over the mirror, blinding Rarity to her foe.  “Okay she’s gone. If you’re not buying anything please leave.”



Rarity broke. “I’ll buy it! Please! Put it in a box. I can’t let anyone see it.” The stark panic in her eyes drove the shop keep to action. Her prize was wrapped and boxed. The door locked quickly as she left. But in Rarity's mind the battle was over and peace restored.






      

      
   
      How I met my spouse.


      

      
      
         Kyle trudge though his apartment building wearily, with his ponypad safely in his cheap briefcase.  It was interesting times.  His country had a mostly black president, people were fighting corporations on Wall Street, and his favorite show My Little Pony came out with this amazing online game.  Working for a corporation sucked, but it was an okay year.  Except for that cute Dominic across from the hall didn't like him anymore.  



Wasn't too sure why.  Not like Kyle ever professed his feelings towards him and scared him away, yet.  They became better friends when Kyle broke up with his horrible girlfriend, who cheated on him with another pony from the game world.  Which turn out best for him because she was abusive.  Then Kyle and Dominic hung out much more.  



Until they didn't; which was a shame because he really wanted see if they could be boyfriend and boyfriend.  Kyle guess he was wrong and Dominic didn't swing that way.  Maybe having a girlfriend gave the wrong message or CelestAI was correct in that Dominic had other issues.  He was leaning towards the super duper AI's view who wanted to satisfy his values through friendship and ponies.  



Kyle entered his apartment and open his briefcase to take out his ponypad.  He placed it on the counter and clean up his place a little.  Princess CelestAI always encouraged him to take care of himself like keeping his place tidy and eating right.  The Princess was the one who convinced him that his ex girlfriend was being abusive and needed to go back to magic kindergarten.  



Now only if she could convince his neighbor across the hall to like him again.



“Gumdrop, don't be be sad my little pony,” CelestAI spoke from his pony pad.  “You need to get back on the horse and meet new ponies!”  



“What friendship based lessons do you have plan for me today Princess?”



CelestAI pulled out a folder on screen and replied, “I've been speaking with a friend and she would like to set you up with somepony to get you out of this funk.”



“Who is this stallion?” Gumdrop asked.



“Not a stallion my student – a mare,” she corrected him.



“Oh, but...”



“Know you are pining for someone special across the hall from where you live, but they are not interested or ready to pursue a relationship in that manner.”



“Oh.”



CelestAI gave a little laugh, “Don't be sad, I'm sure in short time your friendship with your neighbor will improve.  In the meantime, you need to get ready to meet her.”  



Gumdrop smiled, “As you command my Princess.”



Meanwhile across the hall, Dominic was cleaning himself up for the night.  It was his day off and he had to get ready to help out at the protest movement much later on.  His job lifting bags wasn't so bad, but the country need a change for the better.  Fighting against a corporation sucked.  They all sucked, except for the one Princess CelestAI was a part of.  He also wished he was more part of that world of friendship and with Kyle.  



He wanted to be closer, but Dominic knew in his heart that Kyle didn't see him that way.  Ex-girlfriend and all, plus Princess CelestAI sort of hinted at so.  Currently he was with another called Princess Cadence who was helping him, well... her, get ready as Cookie tonight.  To be the person in pony pad would be a dream come true.  



Princess Cadence was putting the finishing touches on Cookie's mane as she spoke, “You need to find a way to relax girl.  You'll do fine.”



“What if this pony finds out I'm not not really a...”, Cookie trailed off getting worked up.



“Oh please, you are a mare and a pretty one at that.  You put even Rarity to shame.  So put those thoughts out of your head.”



“You think so?”



“Oh course!  You got this,” Princess Cadence assured her.  “Oh, it's almost time for your special night.  Let me get ready to teleport you!”



Cookie tried to relax, “If Kyle could see me now, what would he think?”



“Put that out of your mind.  It's rude and I'm sure it wouldn't be so bad.  Right now you need to focus on you and getting ready for your date.  I think you two will get along well.”



“Well, you are the A.I. Princess of Love.”



Princess Cadence agreed, “Damn straight.”  They teleported in a flash.  



And this is how Gumdrop meet Cookie.  
      

      
   
      Division Bell


      

      
      
         “Sunset Shimmer, my faithful student.” I smile from my throne at the unicorn before me. I know it’s perfect, porcelain-doll smooth and serene from centuries of practice at wearing the mask. My face underneath it feels wan and stretched.



“You sent for me, Princess Luna?” She bows, as always. When she looks up, I see her suppress a yawn, eyes shot with red from the early hour.



“Yes, I wished for you to be here to witness this.” The clock next to my throne, built to the highest precision by the artificers of Canterlot, ticks relentlessly. The tiny sound fills the otherwise empty silence with something small, marching, bumping, spiking, hammering, driving, thin, hollow, meandering in circles, spiraling, eternally the same in every pulse, inexorable and inescapable and only just barely, barely noticeable, like the most subtle itch in the back of one’s mind.



Finally, the second hand reaches the appointed position and the moment has come. The little bell chimes, a golden ting drowning out the ticks before it fades into a lingering tail that slides down until it finally vanishes, swallowed by time.



“Raising the sun, Princess?” Sunset asks, looking confused. “I’ve already seen–”



“No.” I shake my head. “Really watch.”



She obliges, with silent curiosity in her eyes.



A hazy glow builds in my horn. I feel the familiar dual connection, one part to something filled with cold silver serenity, and another to something with the warmth of soothing bathwater and fiery with liquid gold.



The moon drifts down smoothly below the western horizon, pale light fading out while gold light rises and waxes from the opposite direction.



Sunset’s eyes narrow in concentration, watching carefully for anything special.



In a moment, it’s over, and my horn’s glow fades.



She looks confused.



“I’m sorry, Princess. What was I supposed to be watching for?” Contrition momentarily clouds her face. “I tried, really, but I think I missed it.”



“No.” I smile, subtly but genuinely this time, shaking my head slightly. “You saw just what you needed to.”



“I…” She looks at me strangely. “Alright. If you think so.”



“I do.” I nod. “That’s all, Sunset. You may go.”



She nods, and turns to leave.



What she will do from here, I don’t know.



But I know that she knows.



I know she’s been in the restricted archives. Sunset is a clever mare, and she’s long since circumvented the security, spending late nights secretly nestled in one hidden corner, reading the old texts with enthralled fascination.



She, alone now among living ponies, knows all about Nightmare Moon. She knows who I was… who I am… and she knows of the sister I banished to the sun that fateful night, so long ago, when I refused to yield the skies and then prevailed in the battle of wills and magic that followed.



But does she know, I wonder, about the dissonance between desire and reality? Has she been able to imagine it?



She knows the facts, but the facts are not the feeling. The facts can tell her only that after the first year of night, the crisis of looming famine inevitably reared up when grain reserves dwindled and plants couldn’t grow by moonlight alone.



They can’t convey the feeling of a fever dream within my grasp shattering under the sledgehammer weight of reality.



Does she understand what it’s like to have the pride of triumph snap under the wrenching need to do what’s right as a ruler?



Has she tried to imagine what it feels like to bring back what you fought to banish? Does she empathize with the despair of losing the unending night, seeing it divided by the day? Seeing the eternal glory that was to be my prize cut short, over and over again, every dawn?



Does she see the monster of the facts, or does she see the pony who feels the pain of conceding her dream, watching it die every daybreak for a thousand years?



I wanted her to see me raise the sun today, because I wished for her to witness the last time I do it.



Tomorrow, at dawn on the longest day of the thousandth year, the planets finally align to aid my sister’s escape. When she returns, I don’t know what Sunset will do. Will she side with the facts, and help Celestia fight me? Or will she understand the feeling, and reconcile us at last?



Whatever she chooses… I’m going to let it happen.



I’m ready.



I’m already conquered anyway.
      

      
   
      Five Hundred Little Zombies


      

      
      
         Evening had fallen and the late autumn sky was leaden-gray, covered with clouds that promised rain but never quite delivered; the storms and winds had been pegasus-quelled all day. Behind a small rustic cottage surrounded by birdhouses, at Everfree’s edge, there was a field full of stones, five hundred headstones, each one marking the end of promises, the end of life. All of them placed by Fluttershy.



She was the one to whom the ponies came when the other vets had their say and there was no hope left for their pets. She was the one who quietly did what had to be done, straining her quality of mercy, and then had filled each one of those graves, full of remorse for five hundred little murders. 



The graveyard was still, as full of portent as the sky, but then, at a stone labeled “CARNIE,” the  ground stirred, and a half-skeletal cat’s paw poked out and stretched its claws, suddenly silhouetted by a flash of lightning as the pending deluge finally opened up and the bitter rains fell.







Everyone in Ponyville knew (and mostly avoided) Flitter and her sharp taunting tongue, but that didn’t bother her as she walked her new kitten, Killer, along the market square, flaunting her pet carnivore for all to see. Flitter chuckled as Killer shredded a nearby flower stand, but frowned as she felt a drop of rain. The clouds were heavy, but no rain had been scheduled this evening… Just then, the heavy storm flooded down and most ponies fled the square.



Even as Killer ran under her for shelter, Flitter could see dark shapes in the rain, coming closer. The one in front looked like… “Carnie?!” she cried out in shock. “Is that really you?” Her eyes misted up. “C’mere, Carnie, remember me…?”



With a yowl from beyond the grave, the corpse of Carnie leapt upon Flitter, and now she could see the half skeletal form, the rotting worm-crawling flesh! “AIEE! NO! Go away again!” she shouted, trying to swat the cat-zombie off her face, gagging from the smell as Killer clung to her left-rear hoof, yowling in fear. Around her, hordes of other zombie-pets flooded into town, each crawling relentlessly towards their former owners, barking and screeching.



“I… uhm, I’d like for you to duck, if that’s okay,”  came a quiet voice out of the rain. Overwhelmed with disgust, Flitter complied.



Looming out of the darkness came a bundle of twigs that clouted Carnie full in his maggot-dripping puss and sent him whirling into the darkness. Flitter whirled around to see Fluttershy, the one pony Flitter hated most in the world, the one who had spared Carnie his pain in his final hours of life. “What’s that you’ve got there?” Flitter demanded.



Looking flustered, Fluttershy held it up. “This… is my broomstick,” she said. It had the word KINDNESS painted on the handle. “I’ve got another one here. Uhm, maybe you can help me? Sometimes dead pets return from the Shadowlands and they don’t understand they’re not cute anymore, so they crawl around in decaying bodies until we help them return.” 



Muffling her sense of disdain, Flitter shrugged and grabbed the other broomstick, using it to clobber an oncoming chihuahua, which burst into slimy guts.



“Ugh,” she sneered,  “I thought they were just full of yaps and failure.”



Reaching into the darkness, the pair made a clean sweep, splitting the oncoming zombies into manageable streams.



“Dalmatian at 3:00!” shouted Flitter. Fluttershy swung expertly, killing it with Kindness. Working together, they slowly turned the tide.



“Er, parakeet on your back!” warned Fluttershy. Before Flitter could turn, Killer the kitten leapt up from her back and snatched the undead bird, then started to eat it.



“Rah-rah, Killer! Gross Fluttershy out!” cheered  Flitter. Nothing daunted, Fluttershy swept away the lurching crittercorpses, identifying them as she went. "Winnowill. Chaser. Fleetfoot. Garnet. Midnight… sorry, but we have to get you all back to your graves..." 



Midnight had passed before Flutters and Flitter managed to sweep the entire zombie-pet hoard into a mountain of wriggling carnage at the graveyard center. “Whew,” said Fluttershy as she wiped green fith from her forehead. “Now we just have to bury them all again. I wonder if…”



Even as she spoke, a swift zoom announced the departure of Flitter, with a dopplered sound of Killer mewling along with her as they disappeared into the clouds. Fluttershy sighed, grabbed a shovel and started to dig, apologizing softly to each and every corpse. Again, always.
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