
      When Time's Not Running Out


      
      
      
         
         Sorry I Ran Out of Time

      
      

      

      
      
         ~ ~ ~ OUR STORY BEGINS! ~ ~ ~



The sun was high in the sky as it heated the streets of the now peaceful village. Summertime was well underway as colts and fillies played outside. One in particular with a yellow coat and a pink curly afro was reading his comic books under a shady tree. The super cute looking colt had spent hours reading them with an ever increasing frown forming on his face.



These stories were boring! If he was a normal colt living in a normal town with normal parents? Maybe these comics would be good? The reality was different. He was living in Ponyville, which was known to have a near disaster every month or used to. He was far from being a normal pony. Not with the parents he had compared to his friends.



Speaking of which, one of them popped her head out from the branches of the tree. 



“Lil' Cheese! Here you are! You were late for lunch and I was looking all over for you. I first tried the pond because I knew it was going to be so hot today and went there. But you weren't there. Then I remember you took your new comic books with you and I look for you at places that would be quiet, like the library or the Hay Burger!” the pink mare exclaimed.



“Oh mom, sorry! Should have told you I was going to be here right outside. I lost track of time,” her son answered with a smile.



The pink pony with pink curly hair dropped from the branches and landed softly on her hooves. From the depths of her hair she pulled out a peanut butter sandwich on a plate. For any other creature this would have been weird, but being Pinkie Pie this was normal.



“What, no Cheese Sandwich?” Lil' Cheese joked.



Just then, behind the same tree, a yellow stallion with brown curly hair popped out. “You called champ?”



“Yeah dad!” Lil' Cheese smiled.



The family talked and threw around puns as the colt finished his lunch. When it was time to leave, Lil' Cheese left his comics behind. His parents noticed this.



“Heh son? Are you forgot something?” Cheese pointed to the stack.



“You don't want to forget your comics that you bought with your allowance, honey!” Pinkie added.



Lil' Cheese looked at his comics. “Oh yeah. I'll take care of these.”



He picked the books, put them in his hair (it's a family thing – don't ask) and walked to their home. When the family got back inside, Lil' Cheese dumped them in trash.



Watching this, his parents were confused as to why their son would do that. Seeing his parents confusion on their faces the colt replied. “They were super lame and not super fun to read.”



“What do you mean? I thought you liked Power Ponies?” Pinkie asked.



“And isn't Batstallion your favorite too?” Cheese chimed in.



“Yeah, Power Pony now has one issue of awesome fights or action. Great!  But then it's like five issues of talking and walls of text. Batstallion? He is really mean to Gryphon in this series!” Lil' Cheese exclaimed with frustration.



“Sweetie, you still shouldn't be throwing those away. That's very wasteful! I'm sure there would be other colts and fillies who you could at least give these to?” Pinkie suggested.



“My friends gave me half of these. They think these comics are lame too,” the colt sighed.



“I'm sorry to hear that bud. Anyway... you want to help me out with my work now?” the father asked.



“Sure!” the son answered.



They both left the room as Pinkie looked at the pile of comics in the trash with concern.



“Huh, that can't be that bad can they? Think I'll go take a look at them,” the mother thought to herself out loud as she picked them up and then put them away in her hair.



~ ~ ~ THE NEXT DAY... ~ ~ ~



Pinkie Pie entered Hay Burger just as the morning sun rose above the horizon. Inside there was a young teenage dragon with purple scales. He was finishing cleaning off the tables as the mare waved to him.



“Hiya Spike! How are you today?” Pinkie Pie asked.



“I'm doing well... Pinkie,” Spike yawn. “I stayed up a little late. But, I'll be fine to open up soon. Anything I can get you?”



“Oh yeah. Could you tell me if you've read these before?” Pinkie asked as she drop a ton of comics on the table.



The dragon leafed though them curiously. “Wow, you got a lot here. Let me see. Yeah I have. Why do you ask?”



“Well Lil' Cheese thinks these are not so super buber duper, I read them last night, then came to the same conclusion.  You know what?  I figure out that I could write my own comic that is better than these!”



“Huh. Well I have been thinking that half the comics coming out the last few months have been dour or stale. It's a cycle with them. Kinda boring, but considering I used to live an exciting life...”



“Oh, oh you do!  Or did?” Pinkie interrupted.  



“... any comic coming out would be dull in comparison,” Spike said as he was halfway done sweeping the floor.



“My thoughts exactly! And I figured you could help me Spiky.”



“As a writer?”



“Editor!”



“Good enough for me,” Spike shrugged.



“Yeah, and I'm planning on basing the comic on some of our recent adventures. Except that I haven't had anything adventurous happen to me, Lil' Cheese, my hubby dubby, the Cakes or really any creature. It’s been boring really!”



“Pinkie, are you sure that nothing weird has happened to you, that you can write about? I mean... we are talking about you. No offense,” Spike laughed a bit as he put the broom down.



“None taken! Oh Spike, of course weird stuff still happens to me. It's just the run of the mill normal weird stuff that wouldn't be interesting in a comic, things I wouldn’t want to share with foals or would not make a good story. I don't think,” Pinkie answered.



“Oh. Well my life has been pretty good but to be honest...”



“Not exciting?” Pinkie interpreted again.



“... that's correct. Last couple of months have been smooth sailing. Been hanging out with Gabby, reading comics a little bit, playing O and O with Gabby along with some other friends, working here, going to movies with Gabby and I'm starting my first day as assistant manager.” Spike finished.



“Congratulations Spike!”



“Thank you. Got an important job. Hayburger is coming out with its new Spicy Tofu Burger today and I'm making sure it all goes smoothly.”



“Well, looks like customers are starting to arrive and I think I'll let you get back to work. I'll go ask the girls and see if they have stories that can inspire me! I'll get back to you later. Take care Spike,” Pinkie said as she left the business.



Spike waved to her and went to the back to check to see if everything was okay. The other employees were busy and in good spirits. He did notice the boxes of tofu were not in the refrigerator room. The dragon knew some types didn't need it, but the Hayburger ones did. He couldn't recall if he put them away last night, if they were just taken out or what.



Spike opened one of the boxes. “Oh good! These were packed with ice and they are still cold,” he chuckled and sighed with relief.  The rest of his day went smoothly!



~ ~ ~ MEANWHILE AROUND PONYVILLE ~ ~ ~



Applejack and her extended family were quietly doing chores when Pinkie Pie came to visit the farm. The pink pony asked the orange pony if anything was new? Was there anything exciting or were there problems going on? The answer from Applejack was nothing was new under Twilight's sun. The farm pony was doing fine and the farm was out of debt for a couple years by this point. A certain rainbow pegasus was being more than helpful. With Rainbow Dash and the others at the farm helping out, the future looked bright.



Next, Pinkie Pie hopped over to Fluttershy's place to see if any chaos was going on. She figured there would be, since the yellow pegasus mare ran this above the board, a totally legal animal sanctuary filled with all sorts of animals. And if it wasn't so legal by some weird chance? Wouldn't matter because Fluttershy's bestest, best friend was The God of Chaos. The local law would not make a stink.  No one really wanted to deal with Discord.



So there was chaos all about? No, because Fluttershy ran a tight operation and Discord was acting very unlike himself. He was behaving himself for some reason and wasn't going to tell Pinkie why. That would spoil the fun! Though when Pinkie asked Fluttershy, she just giggled goofily and shrugged. It all wasn't all for nothing because Fluttershy did agree to help draw the comic along with Discord agreeing to do the inking and printing it.



Still looking for more inspiration, Pinkie slide on over to the train station and caught a ride to Canterlot... while nothing weird happen in Ponyville while she was gone!



~ ~ ~ IN THE CAPITAL CITY OF CANTERLOT ~ ~ ~



Rarity, the white unicorn mare with a heart of gold, was NOT working at her Canterlot clothes boutique today. She was busy running her store in Manehattan, yet she had prepared a message for Pinkie Pie.  How did this message get here from there?  Magic! 



“Dear Pinkie Pie,



Pardon me for not being here darling. I had other urgent business elsewhere. Please go see our friend Twilight instead of the Cutie Mark Crusaders. Nothing fun or exciting has happened to them this month or the last. Nor to me as well. They and I wish to keep it that way.



If you are wondering why I would know as to why you are here? I wouldn't really. But while my keen intuition is not as strong as your Pinkie Senses, Spike had the foresight to send me a message via dragon fire. I wish you luck on your venture and hope you have no problems.



Your Truly,

Rarity Belle



P.S. That hat looks wonderful on you!



Rarity was right as Pinkie Pie looked at the hat she tried on in the boutique. She made its purchase and then headed over to Canterlot Castle.



She has no issues getting in because the guards knew and feared her reputation as a weirdness magnet. Plus it was not like she was an enemy of the state. Far from that! Pinkie Pie was a national hero and as long as she kept the personal and property damages reasonable (for Pinkie), she could do very little wrong. Besides, the cheerful mare always did know how to bring a smile to their faces.



“Hello there Pinkie,” Princess Twilight Sparkle greeted as the pink pony entered the throne room.



“Hiya Twilight! I could use your help on something. My Lil' Cheese read some comic books and he thought they were lame, he threw them out but I picked them out of the trash but that's okay because it was empty, not icky, and then I read them and I agreed they were lame. By the way did you get a letter from Spike?” Pinkie Pie asked.



“Uhm no?”



“Anyway, I figured I could do better! Why? I don't know but the look on his face made me sad inside, and then I realized that if I could make a comic that was better, everything would be better.”



“That wouldn't be necessarily true though Pinkie.”



“I know that for real-sees but this is how I cope with things. Plus my life has been pretty boring. Don't get me wrong, it's good but...”



“You needed a little challenge in your life?” Twilight suggested.



“... yuper!” Pinkie agreed.



“Before we continue, let me read those comics.”



Pinkie Pie hoofed them over to Twilight. The princesses nodded and disappeared in a flash for a minute. She returned just as suddenly with a slight frown.

“These are pretty mediocre all things considering...” Twilight started.



“Where did you go Twilight?” Pinkie interrupted.



“Oh go? I went to a temporary pocket space outside of time that allows me to read books and important documents, or take a break to consider things without losing time in this world.”



“Is it dangerous?”



“I developed this with Discord, so not really,” she replied as Pinkie gave her a doubting look. “The only real downside is for every hour I spend in there, I have promised to spend an hour equally watching Discord's child. Babysitting really.”



“What?” Pinkie asked, confused.



“It's really not a pain. Good kid,” Twilight replied with a soft smile.



“What?” Pinkie asked again, still confused.



“It involves some time travel stuff I would rather not get into. So don't think too hard about it.”



“Okey dokey lokey Twilight! Err... who's the mom?"



"Discord is the mother and again, I rather not get into the details. Time travel stuff. Anyhow, what can I help you with?"



"Well I'm trying to get inspiration for my comic. I figured I would go to my bestest, best friends or a select few..."



"Very wise of you."



"... see if anything exciting has happened to them lately. So far it's been a big nope!"



"I can tell you that my life has been pretty routine with running things and delegating other creatures to help me run things. Honestly I do very little compared to the literal bureaucratic army I have at my command, and I'm thankful for that."



"Oh..." Pinkie replied in disappointment.



"Not the response I was expecting."



"Twilight, I just need new stories and ideas. Want to be inspired by new exciting life experiences!  Plus I was thinking making the comic based off our adventures, but I'm pretty sure they have already been written."



"No, they have not Pinkie Pie."



"Are you sure Twilight Sparkle?"



"At least not in this timeline," Twilight chuckled.



"O-kay?"



"Even if they were, you could put your own interpretation on our adventures. Though I would rather if you didn't use us directly in the stories. Not one to one translation to characters, really. Just change the names around... a lot, and tweak them so creatures don't get the idea that they are based off us. Okay?"



"Okay!"



And that's how Pinkie Pie decided not to go over board with her idea!  Pretty anti climatic, huh? Maybe a little lame?



~ ~ ~ ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL ~ ~ ~



So Pinkie and Twilight chatted some more before the pink pony left the purple alicorn to her duties. She caught the next train home without issues. Pinkie told her son Lil' Cheese her idea and he was ecstatic. Her husband Cheese Sandwich was very supportive of this venture. Literally too, as he took out a small loan with her to get the comic funded. He's great like that!



All and all there were no problems that day, today.



As for the future? Of course there were going to be problems and issues in a non comic sense. Issues like rewriting a story a couple of times to get it just right or the ink machine exploding because it was filled with frosting. And other pitfalls too! Not literal ones though! This was going to be a long journey, but I think it was go to be well worth it.  Though these would be some stories for another time!  
      

      
   
      The Big Rainbow Beam of Fix Everything


      
      
      
         
         Optilucent Soothit

      
      

      

      
      
         “You really did not need to accompany me today, Luna.”  



It was both the truth since Celestia appreciated the presence of her sister more than words could ever shape themselves into the concept, and a lie because she hated bringing Luna into a potential disaster this soon after she had been cleansed of Nightmare Moon’s foul taint.  So she had not asked, but when Celestia stepped into the Royal Hangar early this morning, there had been a second passenger in the Celestial Phaeton waiting wordlessly for her.



Well, wordlessly until now.



“I did,” said Luna with the absolute certainty of a mare filled with uncertainty and refusing to show it.  Her voice was clear without any shouting despite the speed of their carriage or the altitude which they had ascended in the short flight from Canterlot to Ponyville. It brought a twinge of pride to her heart that the Luna that she knew and loved from so long ago had not been lost as she feared.  



At her side again after such a long time.  She was not going to lose her again.



“It’s just a precaution,” said Celestia more to herself than her sister.  “Twilight hasn’t written me a letter in weeks, and she normally comes to me with every little thing that bothers her.”



“Everything,” said Luna flatly.



“Everything,” confirmed Celestia.  “Even when she was in the palace, I finally had to restrict her to one letter a day when Spike ran so low on fire that he could only make her letters slightly warm instead of transporting them.  He couldn’t eat gems fast enough to keep up with the letters, even the letters requesting additional gems for fuel.  She hates to lick stamps,” added Celestia.



Luna turned slightly to grace her sister with an unamused look despite the carriage’s slipstream blowing her mane over most of her face.  “Your student, a unicorn so powerful that she was able to control the Elements of Harmony, cannot be that insecure.” 



Two of the Royal Guard pegasi pulling the carriage snorted, while one broke out in laughter.  It made their ride somewhat rough until they had recovered and returned to their stoic flapping, although an acute observer would have noticed four sets of furry ears turned in the Royal Sisters’ direction despite the flight.








The Royal Phaeton slowed over the small town as a flare of rainbow light burst from a nearby building, leading to an unplanned shift in direction and rapid landing, although both Celestia and Luna restrained their instincts and remained inside until the craft had come to a full stop.  Six exuberant mares burst out of the building’s door and galloped rapidly in their direction with a happy purple unicorn in the lead.



“Princess Celestia!” called out Twilight Sparkle, skidding to an abrupt halt in a spray of uprooted grass.  “What brings you to—”



“We saw the light from the Elements,” said Celestia in a rush, trying her best to look in all directions.



“What foe do we face that warrants the use of the Elements of Harmony!” added Luna as fast as she could talk.  “Hath there been a breakout from Tartarus or some hidden monster striking your town?”



“Foe?”  Twilight blinked several times as her friends gathered behind her, all looking far better than their disheveled appearance after their first use of the ancient artifact to destroy Nightmare Moon’s influence over Luna.  In fact, they all looked alert and filled with the energy of youth, far better than Twilight’s normal appearance after studying for several nights in a row.



“You used the Elements of Harmony,” said Celestia firmly in the same tone of voice she used to get reasonable and timely answers out of her somewhat erratic student.  “What or who did you use them on?”



“The bananners,” said a darker earth pony who Celestia could vaguely remember as the farmer of the bunch… that is of Twilight’s new friends. “They just weren’t right.”



“And we blasted them right into rightness!” bubbled a pink pony who bounced alongside her friend.  “Bloweies!”



“And… these were evil… bananners?” asked Luna cautiously.



Celestia was still catching up with names.  Applejack was the granddaughter of the founder of the city.  The farmpony’s hat made picking her out of the crowd easy, and Pinkie Pie was trivial to identify, as well as Rainbow Dash hovering over them, but the rest were still blurring together in the thousands of names that Celestia had to remember on a daily basis.



“I’m not sure if they were evil,” said a snow-white unicorn with a complicated curve to her mane.  “They most certainly were beyond their sale date, all spotty and soft.  But one quick zap and everything in the produce aisle was at the peak of ripeness, just like Applejack’s orchard.”



“Uh, what?” asked Celestia as their names abruptly became less important.  “So the apples were evil?”



“Nope,” declared Applejack.  “The south fields just had a number of worms in them this year.  Once we blasted each of the trees, every one was worm-free.  Then we went ahead and did every other tree in Sweet Apple Acres just to be sure.”



“Each… tree,” said Luna somewhat numbly, since they had flown over a large number of apple trees on the way in.



“Not all at once,” said Twilight Sparkle, still bouncing on the tips of her hooves in excitement.  “We had so many other things in town to fix first.”



An orange blur of tiny wings streaked by with an excited cry, turning in a sharp angle and rocketing straight up into the air.



“Scootaloo,” said Rainbow Dash like that explained everything.



“One of my first experiments—”  Twilight Sparkle swallowed and put on an obviously false smile.  “I mean our first successful use of the Elements of Harmony to resolve problems.”



“I see,” said Celestia despite a certain lack of veracity to her statement somewhat on the level of ‘voluntarily’ attending a griffon diplomatic dinner or being happy to invite a yak to tour her collection of fragile glass statuettes.



Twilight Sparkle pointed into the crowd of townsponies. “Metaphysical corrections like Nightmare Moon and arrested development in foals were only the beginning.  Do you see Diamond Tiara over there?”



“Hello, Princess Celestia!  Princess Luna!” The earth pony foal waved cheerfully along with several others next to her.  “I’m so glad you sent Twilight Sparkle to Ponyville!  I’ve gotten so many more friends since she’s been here!”



“Then there’s the library,” bubbled Twilight.  “All those books in a drafty old oak tree.  There were creased pages, bark beetles, and the roof drips when it rains.  All kinds of terrible problems kept rising every day that I couldn’t fix all by myself.  One big blast and look at it!”



Despite her wishes, Celestia found her eyes drifting in the direction of a crystalline tree protruding slightly above the Ponyville skyline.



“Everytime we use the Elements, it grows a little bit.  Only a few shelves at a time, but at this rate it will tower over the whole town!  There’s going to be all kinds of space for books, and the toilets don’t clog up at all any more!”



“We call it the Big Rainbow Beam of Fix Everything!” declared Rainbow Dash.  “I bet we’ve used it hundreds of times already.  Sure, it knocked us out pretty hard the first time when we blasted… um…”



“Me,” said Luna flatly. 



“It worked,” said Twilight Sparkle as if somepony had just challenged one of her thesis statements.  “And it has worked on everything we’ve tried it on so far.”



“Other than repainting the Town Hall,” said Pinkie Pie.



“You wanted it pink,” said Rarity. “The rest of us wanted it a different color, so perhaps the Elements were just confused.”



“I can understand,” said Celestia, who was far, far into the same emotion herself.



“Twilight!” shrieked a nearby pony headed in their direction at a flat gallop.  “It’s terrible, just horrible.  You have to do something!”  The mare staggered to a halt, dragged something out of her saddlebags, then collapsed onto the street with a faint cry of “The horror! The horror!”



“Again?”  Twilight let out a breath in a sharp huff, then abruptly brightened.  “Oh, it’s an opportunity to demonstrate our discovery!  Watch this, Princess Celestia.  Places, girls!”



“But—”  Celestia watched helplessly as Twilight’s friends gathered around her and their various Elements of Harmony glowed brightly.  Admittedly, she had only ever seen the Elements used by her so it was a new perspective on an uncommon event, but she could feel a wrenching in her gut as a brilliant rainbow of magic cascaded off the ancient artifacts and struck…the object the mare was carrying.



“That should do it!” declared Twilight.  She stepped forward and lifted the jar up into the air, then twisted at it with her magic.



Then twisted again.



“Just one more blast,” she declared, floating the jar down to the pony still lying in the street.  “Here, Daisy.  Hold it up for us.”



Before Celestia could voice her opposition, the Elements of Harmony released another rainbow blast of magic onto the jar while the pony holding it kept her eyes closed.



“There we go.  That lid was stuck really tight!” declared Twilight as she opened the jar and passed it back to the mare, who did not seem to be as unconscious as she had first appeared.  Daisy removed a pickle from the jar and bit down on it with a sharp crunch and a delighted squeal.



“They’re so crunchy!  Thank you, Twilight.” 



“Pickles?” said Celestia.  “You’re using the ancient artifacts we reserved for the most fearsome enemies of Equestria to open pickle jars?”



“And jam too!” exclaimed Pinkie Pie.  “They get sticky-stucky like crazy!  Especially marmalade.”



“I know—”  Celestia shook her head, trying her best not to be distracted by the thought of a nice Seville marmalade sandwich made with fresh bread and a dab of honey since she had skipped out on breakfast.  It would take careful words to do what she needed to do, and the low growl of unsatiated hunger was not helping.  Thankfully, Luna stepped up while Celestia was still gathering her scrambled thoughts.



“Twilight Sparkle, you and your friends have indeed mastered the Elements of Harmony to a degree unheard of since my banishment, but we are concerned that their power may have been diminished.  Should another great threat arise to dominate our fair nation and require their use, it would be a tragedy indeed should they not be able to perform their duty.”



“But—” managed Twilight before Celestia cut her off.



“Entirely correct, Luna.”  Celestia dipped her head in the direction of her faithful student and the tourmaline crown nestled behind her horn.  “My sister and I have a great deal of experience with these devices.  Perhaps it would be best if we were to return with them to Canterlot for a moon or two of intense examination.  That way we could ensure they will function correctly the next time they are needed.”



“We are quite surprised they functioned even once after our banishment,” said Luna.  “A thousand years without needed maintenance.  Did you even align the thaumic point-phasing in the lower crystalline matrix?”



“Or drain the residual charge units of any solar plasma residue before they became unstable?” added Celestia.  “Of course, I don’t think they would explode if struck, but they could crack the housing and melt things nearby.”



Twilight’s eyes were huge by that point, and the surrounding crowd of townsponies began to slowly back away, leaving them in a growing empty space on the street.  All of her friends remained close, which was a good sign that they trusted Celestia’s student, but the farmpony took a look over her shoulder at the nearby building and said in a very quiet voice, “Hows about we go and get a box, Your Highnesses.  That way they don’t bump against each other during the trip.   You know.  For safety.”








Between other responsibilities and appointments, Celestia and Luna did not see each other in Canterlot until that evening in the spacious study located between their bedroom towers.  They stood for a time on either side of a cardboard ‘Sweet Apple Acres Produce’ box which had six small objects sitting in the bottom, each wrapped in apple-smelling waxed paper, before Luna spoke up.



“Solar plasma residue?”  She gave her sister a dry look.  “The Elements of Harmony are not used to raise the sun.”



“Well, you made up that thing about thaumic point-phasing,” said Celestia.  “I had to think of something that Twilight had not studied, and the sun was the only thing that came to mind.”



Luna stifled a chuckle, but it did not last long before her expression turned serious.  “You do not jest?”



“Most certainly not.”  Celestia looked out of the balcony and pointed to the sun, which was perched on the horizon, awaiting their evening task.  With a soft glow of her horn, she tucked it down below the horizon for the evening while Luna raised the moon just as smoothly as if she had never left.



“She has more curiosity than sense when it comes to magic,” continued Celestia under the light of the moon filling their balcony.  “And a most peculiar bend to her thinking.  What if she decided to raise the sun some morning on her own?”



“She would not—”  Luna took in Celestia’s serious expression.



“Or the moon in which you were imprisoned,” continued Celestia.  “If she touched it, she would know about Nightmare Moon.  From there, it would have been a very short chain of logic to our relationship.  Knowing that, I am not certain she would have had the willpower to use the Elements of Harmony to banish Nightmare Moon.”



“Oh.”  Luna took a step and nuzzled under her sister’s chin.  “You attract mares with the softest of hearts, dear sister.”



“Yes, I do.”  Celestia nuzzled back.  “A few moons without using cosmic forces to open jars will do my student good.  Now, would you like to spend some evening time with your soft-hearted sister tackling the natural results of my day off?”



Luna gave the stack of papers on Celestia’s desk a glance and shook her head, making a somewhat sideways scuttling for the door before any of it could get on her.  “With that, we shall take our leave for the Night.  Now that the Elements of Harmony are secure in their vault—” she nodded at the cardboard box “—and safe from being depleted for trivial purposes, we shall explore the palace, chat with the Night staff, and perhaps drop by the kitchens for a treat later.  Sweet dreams, Celly.”



“Enjoy your evening, Luna.”  



Celestia could not stop smiling as she turned the first paper over and began to read.  After all, the gaping hole in her heart was filled again far better than before.  They both had traveled through their own troubles and were in a far better place now.



Hours later as she turned over the last piece of parchment in the stack and signed it, her smile had faded.  Some things tried her patience to the limit, and there was a distinct temptation to see if the Elements of Harmony would work on paperwork as well as they did on pickle jars.  



She was distracted by the loud clatter of hooves out in the hallway, then her sister bolted through the study’s door and flung herself against it as if all the Hounds of Horus were baying in pursuit.



“S-s-ss-sspider,” blurted out Luna.  “Big one.  Big.  Need to borrow the Elements.”



For a time, Celestia merely sat at her desk and observed her little sister.  Then she got up, rolled up several sheets of parchment, and walked over to the door.



“The more things change, the more they stay the same,” she said.  “Show me the spider you found during during your explorations, Luna.  If we can encourage it out into the garden, we will.”



“Smash it,” whispered Luna, although she had gained some confidence with the presence of her larger sister.  “Are you sure we don’t need the Elements of Harmony?  It’s a big spider.”



“I’m positive.”  Celestia gently ushered Luna from the room and closed the door behind them.



There was silence in the study for a time, then the door opened.



“Just in case of problems,” said Celestia as she slipped inside and scooped up the box in her magic.  Then she was gone, and the room returned to a peaceful quiet night.


      

      
   
      Crystal Constants


      
      
      
         
         Best Wing Backward

      
      

      

      
      
         When she felt the gentle warmth of the dawning sun’s rays, Cadence opened her eyes.



She allowed herself just a few seconds of stillness, just a few, and then she sprung from underneath her covers. Cadence stretched, taking the time to extend one wing and give it a flap, then fold it back against her side and repeat the process with the other. With a low giggle she stopped, watching as Shining wrapped himself even tighter in his nest of blankets.



Turning away from the bed, Cadence moved toward her vanity. She sat down, carefully wrapping her tail around herself as her magic briefly sprung to life. The tie holding her ponytail together came undone, and her cascading curls fell all around her face. Smiling, Cadence took a brush in hoof and began to work it through the somewhat tangled strands. Behind her, Shining slowly returned to the waking world.



“Thought we were,” he stifled a yawn, “sleeping in today?”



“Well, we were, but…”



“Buuut…?”



“…Sheen told me a few ponies were looking for my help with a dispute they were having, late last night. I’d feel awful putting them off just so I could sleep a little longer. I gave them this early morning meeting so I could help them as quickly as I could.”



She could see Shining’s incredulous, open-mouthed look in the vanity’s reflection. She laughed, again.



“I’m sorry to disappoint, Shiny.”



“Yeah, you sure seem broken up about it...” He rolled his shoulders before sliding out of bed. He gave another yawn as he went through the motions of his morning stretching routine, reveling in the returning feel of alertness. “How important could it be?”



Cadence turned away from the vanity long enough to level Shining with a look, and he threw up his hooves in concession. “My bad,” he said, giving a tired shake of his head. “Of course it’s important. I’m just a little sour, I guess.”



“No, I should have told you last night but didn’t. We’ll still be able to spend the day together! Just, after this dispute is settled. And who knows how long that could take?”



Shining barked out a laugh, trotting toward the vanity to give Cadence a nuzzle and a quick peck on the cheek. “It’s not going to be that bad. It’s important, but probably not that major a problem.”



“Hadn’t Auntie worked any sort of appreciation for Court into you, Prince Shining Armor?” She whapped him on the shoulder with a wing, lightly chastising. Shining only snorted in response.



“I know Court usually isn’t… much… but that doesn’t mean we should always go in expecting easiness every time! We are royalty, and if ponies are coming to us with their issues they deserve the best we can give them.” Cadence turned back to the mirror with a low huff. “It’s what’s expected of us.”



Shining leaned forward and tossed an arm across her shoulder, pulling her into a hug. She returned it, briefly, before batting him away before he could get a chance to scruff up her mane again. He stuck out his tongue and turned away, moving toward the bathroom. Shining was getting ready for the day, so it was only fair that she continued self-maintenance as well.



Probably not that major a problem.



Gingerly, she smoothed a hoof through her tail, silently watching her reflection. He wasn’t wrong. The Crystal Ponies were lovely, peaceable sorts. Rarely had anything that had been brought to her attention via Court gone beyond making sure it was alright to go through with something that conflicted with one of Sombra’s old, horrific laws. Beyond that, there was little they didn’t choose to simply work out between themselves. Outside of certain, more exacting situations, they hardly ever needed--



Cadence took a deep breath and began to brush her tail.



 -------




 




Auntie had always said there was a certain sort of finesse needed to properly make headway during Court. It is, essentially, the only time when ponies are completely free to trot up to a princess and speak their desires plainly. That entailed, well, a lot. So much that it required an open mind and equally obstinate will. It wasn’t guaranteed that every decision made would be the correct one, but if you were willing to broach an issue from all sides, see it from as many different perspectives as you could…



What you say and do holds much weight. Never let this fact slip your mind.



Without even thinking, Cadence righted her posture. She pressed her wings even tighter against her side, raised her head just a little bit higher. Glistening Sheen, her advisor, looked her over with a vaguely curious stare. 



“You look especially prepared for today’s proceedings, Highness.”



Cadence gave a curt nod, just enough of one to set her mane bobbing. Sheen arched a brow, not accustomed to silence as a reply, but said nothing. With a soft ‘ahem' to clear his throat, he stepped forward, letting his voice carry across the throne room:



“Gleaming Ivory, Clear Shine, today’s attendees of Her Majesty’s Mi Amore Cadenza’s royal Court, you may enter!”



The towering doors to the throne room rumbled as they were pushed open by the guards. Two mares strode in, not even trying to hide the distaste that radiated between the two of them. The pair bowed low once they reached the rising steps of Cadence’s throne, and when they rose Cadence acknowledged them with a graceful dip of her head.



The off-white mare, Gleaming Ivory, assumedly, rose first. Clear Shine followed quickly after, giving an annoyed flick of her tail as she tossed another look in Ivory’s direction. 



“Hello, my fair ladies. I hear there’s something of an ongoing dispute between the two of you?” When both mares nod, she closed her eyes and gave herself a moment to think. Ivory seemed the less heated of the two, so maybe it’d be wiser to begin with her? Cadence opened her eyes and focused her attention on Ivory.



“Gleaming Ivory, I’m sure? Could you tell me what exactly is going on?”



Ivory stepped forward, taking a moment to brush her mane out of her eyes before speaking. 



“I create and sell statuettes. Creating them requires the use of various tools, one of the said tools being a blowtorch. Clear Shine,” Ivory tossed out an arm and motioned behind her, “used my blowtorch and subsequently broke it.”



Cadence didn’t let her posture slacken. She inhaled, shifted on her seat, and looked to Clear Shine as she tried to burn holes into Ivory with her eyes. “I see. Clear Shine? Could you tell me your part of the story?”



“I didn’t break it, for one!” Clear blurted out. “It just… stopped working after I brought it back!”



“Because you broke it!”



“I did not! It isn’t my fault your tools can’t actually handle being used!”



The two mares growled and snarled, squishing their muzzles together as they both tried their hardest to shove the other away. Cadence saw her guards begin to move toward the angry pair and raised a hoof to stop them. Cadence cleared her throat.



Ivory and Clear froze. Slowly, awkwardly, they untangled from each other. Clear fell to her haunches while Ivory began to subtly move her bangs back in front of her eyes.



“I’m very sorry to hear about your blowtorch, Ivory. I’m just a little unsure what exactly you need my help with? I could maybe direct you to the police if she stole it, but considering she gave it back and you didn’t imply she took it without your consent…”



“No, Princess, she hadn’t stolen it. I did let her borrow it, but I obviously was wrong in thinking she could handle using it! I was hoping you could get through her thick skull and make her admit that she—”



“You dragged the Princess into this just because you wanted me to say sorry!?”



“Just admit that you broke it! Instead of making it seem like I don’t take care of my things—”



“You’re so ridiculous—”



“Ladies, please!” 



Again, the squabbling mares froze. Embarrassment radiated off them in waves, with Ivory suddenly becoming very interested in the carpet beneath her. Clear hung her head and breathed out a long-suffering sigh.



“I think,” Cadence began slowly, “that you do need to apologize, Clear Shine. You may not have meant to do it, but I do think that you may have worn out the… blowtorch… when you finished using it. Things happen.”



“I…” Clear’s ears fell flat, her tail gently swishing behind her. She eventually hazarded a look in Ivory’s direction, who stared back with a tiny frown. They stared at one another for a while before Clear finally groaned.



“I’m… sorry. It was acting kind of funky as I was getting close to finishing things up, but I just figured it was low on gas, or whatever. Something that you could fix! I didn’t think I did anything that bad with it, but the next day you’re all up in the air over it! I just—got mad and defensive even if, yeah, it probably was my fault.”



Ivory held her look of scrutiny for a moment. With a roll of her eyes, she relaxed and let the heat leave her expression.



"Apology accepted. And... I'm sorry for jumping down your throat. I should've heard you out but lashed out instead. Besides," Ivory coughed into her hoof, letting her voice sink a little lower, "it, ah, probably could've used a little maintenance anyway."



Clear stared at Ivory with her mouth agape, only to burst into a fit of laughter. Ivory snickered along.



When the giggling died down, both mares looked to Cadence. Ivory moved forward, expression returned to her vaguely stern usual. “We’re super sorry for having wasted your time, Princess Cadence. We really could’ve, really should’ve done this without you.” 



Cadence’s smile was much warmer in comparison to how she felt. 



“Sometimes you just need an outsider’s perspective. I’m happy to have been able to help!”



For the final time, Ivory and Clear bowed. The two rose, turned around and trotted back down the aisle. Only when the throne room doors swing back shut does Cadence let her smile drop. 



“Well! That was a rather productive…” Sheen glanced at the ticking clock behind them, “fifteen minutes.”



“Is- is there anypony else scheduled for today?” She already knew the answer, of course. But maybe if she spoke the question aloud, maybe something would change. Somepony would rush in, then, vying for her attention.



Sheen adjusted his glasses and scanned the contents of his clipboard. He looked away from it to give Cadence a pleased look.



“You’re free for the rest of the day, Highness.”



Cadence blinked. Fifteen minutes, that was all that had been required of her. She could go find Shining, now. They could have a lovely day together. The rest of today would be a total dream.



“Fifteen minutes,” Cadence croaked out. 



“Indeed. I won’t say I’m unhappy that the matter is resolved, but really, did they need you of all ponies to resolve things?” Sheen chuckled with a quick roll of his eyes. “Such silly mares.”



“I… guess not.” Cadence’s wings twitched at her sides. Her horn felt heavy atop her head. She let her perfectly rigid posture finally slacken and sagged into her throne. Sheen moved in at once, expression alight with worry.



“Are you well, Princess? Should I call Shining Armor? Perhaps the castle nurse?”



Cadence waved a hoof, weakly shooing Sheen away. He took the hint and stepped back, never losing his pensive look. She let the silence hang between them, staring down at her shining, golden shoes. 



“Do you consider me a good ruler, Sheen?”



Sheen stared at her, incredulous. His mouth opened and shut uselessly until he finally resolved to respond with a sharp nod.



“Of course I do, your Majesty! You’re kind, reasonable, and even funny when the mood takes you. You’re nothing like him and we Crystal Ponies thrive because of it.”



“I’m better than Sombra,” she breathed out. Wasn’t that a high bar to clear? Cadence swallowed back the creeping dryness in her throat. 



Sheen gave another firm nod. “Far and away from him, Highness. Please, never let yourself believe anything less.”



We really could’ve done this without you.



But really, did they need you?



“Thank you, Sheen.”



“Think nothing of it, your Highness.”



Cadence rose and stepped away from her throne. Sheen, still watching her carefully, tagged along behind her soundlessly. It didn’t take them long to return to the kitchens. Shining hovered close to one of the older castle chefs, amid a rather animated conversation. Cadence unhurriedly made her way over to them.



“—yeah, I’d really appreciate that! You make an incredible casserole. I—Cadence!”



Shining wheeled around, ginning from ear to ear. Seeing him so happy sparked something inside her, and Cadence felt the corners of her mouth moving to mirror his.



"You two are back way earlier than I expected. Did they cancel?"



Cadence shook her head. "Everypony came. It was a dispute between friends. Just needed a mediator to help see things clearly."



Shining pulled a face. "They needed a princess to mediate an argument between friends?"



"I guess they thought I held some unique insight."



"Well hey, you're already free, you had to have done something right!" He took a step back and motioned toward the chef he'd been talking to earlier. "Crisp Cake here was just getting ready to try out a new recipe of his. You up for a little taste-testing in celebration?"



Rather than respond, Cadence moved around her husband and headed toward the lengthy dining table. Shining and Sheen shared a glance. Sheen could only give a weak shrug. Shining turned back to follow Cadence and slipped into the free seat beside her, nudging into her neck with his muzzle. She slumped into his touch.



"What happened, Caddy?"



Cadence shifted and pressed closer into his hold. His grip tightened, and warmth radiated between their touching coats.



"I'm... just a little more tired than I thought I was."



Shining carefully worked a hoof through her mane, sighing. "Sheen would've been more than willing to take over Court for you, today. Especially if you weren't feeling well. You really didn't need to go."



"Yes," she said softly, "I suppose I really didn't."
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