
      The Wreck


      
      
      
         
         Zecora Explorer

      
      

      

      
      
         One afternoon when it was damp and raining, Zecora decided that she needed time away from the forest around her hut. She thought to travel to visit the school of the Steeronists. She had heard about them from the milk vendor, who said that they lived on mountain cliffs, and there dedicated themselves to the cultivation of a certain kind of philosophic skepticism. It was told that those who matriculated from there could not descend the slopes without fear of the hollow earth giving out from under their hooves with each step.

	

This sounded exciting to Zecora, who loved to see different places in the world. She settled her affairs and hired a guide. They crossed the narrows of Bucksor, onto the steppes of Alhippo and Musel, then along the twin rivers of Deer Dar’ya and Emu Dar’ya all the way to the great city of Ramarkand. From there she took a rickshaw up some switches in the Himaneighas, where she was received at the monastery by monks in fustian habits.

	

She remained with them a year, then on another rainy day, she decided it was time to return to her hut in Ponyville. She contemplated the road for many days, when, arriving at the outskirts of town, she felt as a stranger in the old place. As she reflected on this, she noticed a carriage broken down on her way going back to the woods where she lived. It had a shattered wheel, and the drivers were arguing with one another, in a strange accent:

	

“The spokes are old, the rim no good. It splintered like I said it would!” said Trixie, pointing to a wreck of cider barrels which were spilling over where the road dropped off.

	

Starlight Glimmer glowered at her. “It’s not for luck, nor want of taste. The trailer buckled in your haste! You bought the trove to store for long, and cunningly outwit the throng. I came to help—reluctantly—and now you pass the blame to me!”

	

“As puckering as a pickle drizzle, your grousing makes my ear tips sizzle! My thinking was to pay some grunts, and bypass all these self-help stunts!” said Trixie.

	

The railed cart had, evidently, been overloaded with cider; and Applejack, spying them whilst on an errand of her own, stopped to take an interest in the matter.

	

“Lookie at this mess, dagnabit. Quit your fussin’, stop, and grab it! Stand them up to save what’s left. Mind, now where the side is cleft. Everypony makes mistakes, but I can’t bear such cider lakes! With ponies thirstin’, that’s some gall—enough for seven families, ya’ll! You’re barred from buyin’, not a cup, and that’s my final word, eeyup!” 

	

By now the crowd had begun to come in. Bystanders, curious travelers—even the mayor, all arguing with one another in a sonorous racket. Zecora saw that she would not be able to get a word in, anyhow, and left the ponies to resolve their own quarrel. 

	

When she got home, she was welcomed with a croak by her pet bullfrog, Maya, who had thick, iridescent skin and a pretty crown of sorrel flowers. Maya billowed her big vocal sack, and asked Zecora about the school; whereupon Zecora, with her thought still captured by what she had just seen, recounted the mishap on the dirt road.

	

(Was it something you learned on the rocks… that made them sound so strange?)

	

Zecora replied, “There is a change.”

	

(Go back and tell them… that none of their accounts are trustworthy. Each see their own story, only, and history is after all a haze.)

	

“Empires disappear with time,” Zecora answered, “but it is not that at which I gaze.”

	

(Then go and ask, what is a cart? The wheels, the chassis? Which part? For nothing can be known—not even that Celestia’s sun will rise tomorrow, if it rose a thousand times before. Say to them that debts and fights are twaddling… over insecurity.)

	

“That’s the scheme for you,” Zecora said, “but not for me.”

	

The frog, impatiently:

	

(What then… did you learn, at all, in cloisters far away?)

	

Zecora smiled. “We never interrupted one another, I’d say—we paused before we spoke, a year, through meals, and pain, and weather gray. And now I hear ponies in a different way.” 
      

      
   
      Happy Returns


      

      
      
         Winds sent the brown leaves whirling over the withered grass as Dr. Learned Crooner strode with lighthearted steps over the gray flagstones of the Prudence University courtyard. She nimbly dodged the occasional ice patches and noted the triangles of windswept snow that had piled up in the nooks and corners of the University’s ornate walls and gargoyle-encrusted buildings of antique stonework. 



About her, students shivered and wrapped themselves deeper into their coats as they crossed the quad. During the spring and summer they would be lounging under the trees between classes, studying and chattering and comparing notes, but under this gray sky the leafless elms and cold bronze statues offered little incentive to tarry. She paused to orient herself, spotting the lecture hall, the dormitories, and there, the old faculty office building...



“Why hello!” cried a sudden voice; a large fellow was striding towards her. It was Dr. Frettle, chair of the Mathematics department. “Dr. Learned, you’re back already? A welcome surprise!”



Dr. Learned started slightly, but turned with a broad smile. “Ah, Dr. Frettle, how pleasant to see you! Yes, my little adventure is at an end, back to the grind!”



He chuckled. “That’s quite an unseasonal spring in your step, the rest must have been quite restorative. What a shock, to leave palm trees and sunny sands to come back to austere old Prudence! But you seem quite cheerful, as if you're just setting out on vacation rather than coming back to dull routine....” He raised a sly eyebrow. “You didn’t happen to bring one of those handsome muscular coconut harvesters home with you, did you?”



Dr. Learned stared, then brayed with laughter. “Oh, I wish!” she giggled. “No, I’d say that distance simply lent me some perspective. I’ve got two more promising angles to tackle on my research paper, and I find that I actually am rather eager to engage my students again. Fresh outlooks and new blood, brought together by the love of learning!”



It was Dr. Fettle’s turn to laugh heartily. “Ever optimistic, dear Learned! Please don’t ever change.” He glanced at the tower clock. “Well, I won’t keep you for now, but let’s do catch up some more later!” He headed off and left her to trot the remaining way across the quad as the other lecturers and students strode around her, wrapped in their dark coats and marching to the tolling of the next class bell.



She at last reached her office and shut the door, noting the nameplate and sign with her available hours posted for the student’s convenience. She sank into the desk chair with a sigh and a creak of rusty springs from the antique mechanism, then looked around curiously at all the little objects and oddments, the framed awards and photos on the walls, the squash racquet in the corner, the ornate antique inkwell, the large dusty ledger for marking grades, the desktop toy with four metal balls suspended by strings. All the tiny things that surrounded and corralled and defined a little life. Dr. Learned Crooner’s life.



A life that should be easy to resume. 



She reached for a pen on the desk but pricked her hoof on an errant tack by mistake. She fumbled her disguise slightly, there was a tiny flash of green and a gleam of black chitin, but nothing that anyone would have noticed had they been present. 



A thousand miles away, the real Dr. Crooner was asleep and cocooned and perhaps dreaming of her return to work, but here, with a staff of caring colleagues and adoring students to hang on her honeyed words, the vacation of Drone 38590 was about to begin in earnest.
      

      
   
      Rhubarb Madness


      

      
      
         An hour after Twilight left for her day trip to Canterlot, Starlight Glimmer opened the palace’s front door to find Trixie standing outside with potato chips, white wine, and a set of matching wine glasses in her magic grasp.



Trixie tipped her wizard hat. “M’lady.”



Starlight gaped. “I told you, we don’t need all these snacks!”



“And leave us without sustenance during our all-day Real Horsewives of Manehattan marathon?” Trixie scoffed and sauntered through the doorway, snacks in tow. “Amateur mistake.”



Starlight started with a rebuttal, but Trixie had already disappeared down a hallway, so she just rolled her eyes and followed after. When she reached the TV room, Trixie had already put down her gifts and slumped deep into the couch cushions.



Grabbing the remote, Starlight hopped onto the couch next to her. “So, where were we? Dizzy Spritz just caught her coltfriend cheating with Redwing?”



“No, that was last season. Redwing is opening a perfume store now.” 



“Right.” Starlight clicked on their show, and the sound of mares yelling filled the room. With a sigh, she settled into her seat. “Is there anything more relaxing than watching bad TV with a good friend?”



“I can think of one way to make it more relaxing.” Trixie chuckled. “Twilight’s gone today, right?”



Starlight nodded. “Yep. Off collecting taxes… Or whatever it is princesses do. Why?”



Trixie took a few furtive glances around, then lifted her hat to uncover a long black box sitting on her head. “I just didn’t want Little Miss Lawful Good calling the cops on us.”



Starlight grabbed the box from Trixie and popped the top off. Inside she found a bundle of long red stalks, each one sparkling like it’d been dipped in glitter.



She snickered. “Rhubarb? What is this, college?”



“This isn’t any old rhubarb,” Trixie said, snatching the box back. She reared onto her hind hooves and held her plants high into the air. “This is magical rhubarb, enchanted with the power of the stars themselves!”



“Uh-huh,” Starlight said, eyebrow raised. “And how does that make it any different from regular rhubarb?”



Trixie dropped back onto all fours. “I’m not sure,” she said, squinting at the stalks. “But the stallion I bought it from was very convincing.”



“Well, count me out.” Starlight crossed her forelegs and shook her head. “When I moved into this castle, Twilight had me sign a strict ‘No Drugs, No Cussing’ pledge. I dare to not do drugs.”



“Seriously?”



Starlight kept her pout for a moment more, then broke into a snort. “Fuck no. Lemme go get my lighter.”








“I hope your store burns to the ground, Redwing!”



A thick string of drool dribbed from Starlight’s mouth, down her chin, and into the couch cushion. Next to her, Trixie stared up at the ceiling, her stomach covered in potato chip crumbs.



Within the hour, the two of them had gone through all the chips and half a bottle of wine. They’d even broken into Spike’s hidden stash of snacks, and Starlight had a pot of popcorn heating on the stove in the nearby kitchen.



The rhythmic sound of popping corn kernels floated through the room.



“Don’t burn the popcorn,” Trixie said.



“I’ll know when they’re done,” Starlight drawled.



A few minutes passed. The popping sound stopped. Neither mare got up.



“Redwing sucks,” Trixie said.



“Yeah.”



Minutes passed. A light haze of smoke wisped across the ceiling.



“What’s that?”



“Probably Spike.”



Minutes passed. The smoke grew darker.



Trixie lifted her head. “Isn’t Spike in Canterlot?”



Starlight slowly blinked her red eyes.








When Twilight returned to Ponyville, she found half the town gathered around her palace, which had burst into flames. At the front of the crowd stood Starlight and Trixie, the latter of whom Twilight shot a withering glare at.



Trixie stomped a hoof. “Hey, it wasn’t my fault this time!”



“I’m so disappointed in you two! Did my ‘No Drugs, No Cussing’ pledge mean nothing?” Twilight gave Starlight a sorrowful glance. “You know what I always say, Starlight. Just say no!”



Starlight hung her head. “You’re right, Twilight. I’m sorry — I’ll never smoke in the castle again.”



With a nod, Twilight flew off to help fight the fire. That left Starlight and Trixie to stand in silence and regret.



Trixie waited until Twilight was out of earshot, then pulled out the box of rhubarb again. “Wanna keep the party going at my wagon?”



“Do you even have cable?”



“Yeah, I steal it from Rarity.”



“Oh, fuck yeah.”
      

      
   
      Fear and Rust


      

      
      
         Applejack went about her apple bucking work on muscle memory. Her legs knew what to do without her having to think about it, leaving her free to keep her attention on the sky above Sweet Apple Acres, where Rainbow Dash raced and looped and performed for an audience of one. When the sun finally wound its way down from the height of afternoon to the early edge of dusk, Rainbow Dash ended her performance with a stylish yet controlled landing a fair bit away from Applejack.



"Speed, check. Agility, check. Endurance..." Rainbow Dash stretched her legs and wings, then rolled her neck around. "Mostly check." She trotted the rest of the way to AJ then kissed her, both of them stained with dried sweat from the day's work, neither of them minding in the least. "How'd I look up there?"



AJ shuffled off her apple catching baskets. "Honest opinion?"



"As if you even could give anything else."



"Honestly, it's a bit warm still. Let's mosey on over to some shade so I can think without poppin' a gasket."



Rainbow Dash shrugged, then walked next to Applejack toward the nearest tree big enough to keep the last of the sun off of them.



"Your hips feelin' alright?" AJ asked as level as she could.



"They're fine." Rainbow Dash replied.



"Knees?"



"Also fine."



"Neck? Clavicle?"



"Still fine."



"Wing joints? Your articulation good?"



"Applejack, come on. I got a full clear from the Wonderbolts' entire medical team. Yeah, sure." Dash rolled her neck around again. "I'm pretty sore right now, but that's what happens when I spend a whole afternoon shaking the rust off."



"Mm hmm." Applejack stopped in the shade of a large tree, then laid down on her back with a grateful sigh. "That's more like it." She patted a spot of grass next to her, and Rainbow Dash happily complied with the request.



They took a minute to rest, enjoying the shade, the stillness, and the quiet; the only motion their steady breaths and occasional slow glide of one mare's fetlock against the other's.



"Something did seem a might bit off up there, Sugar. Not technically. I've seen you perform enough all these years to know what it's supposed to look like, and it all looks just about right. Reckon nopony but me or one of the other 'Bolts would even notice you weren't perfect up there."



Rainbow rolled to head toward AJ, eyebrow cocked.



"Fear's a funny thing," Applejack said, pushing her hat back further from her eyes. "Three things it can do to a pony."



"You think I'm afraid of something?" Dash replied, less indignant than she sounded. "Come on. I'm me."



"And I love that about you." AJ winked, then proceeded to ignore Rainbow's indignation. "Fear can paralyze you. Stops you from runnin', hidin' doin' anything at all. That's the obvious one. Can also make a pony faster and stronger than they ever thought they could be. Mighty powerful. Last one's trickier to spot."



Rainbow Dash rolled up onto her side waiting for Applejack to finish.



"Last thing it does," she said, looking up at Rainbow Dash lovingly, "is make folk hesitate, just a little. Steals a little hitch from their step. Might be that nopony ever even notices if those folk never need to be in a hurry. But you--" AJ poked Dash's chest from below "--are the spitting image of 'hurry.'"



Dash scrunched her nose, then exhaled. "Like I said, I'm still shaking the rust off. I've never been grounded that long before."



"Exactly. You've taken some mean spills, Sugar, nopony who knows you would ever say otherwise without being called a dirty liar." AJ's expression softened. "But this last one was the worst yet, and it took you longer to recover than any time before. I reckon you're afraid you might not make it back in the air if you go down hard again." Her ears pinned down. "Or you might not make it back home to me."
      

      
   
      Welcome Home


      

      
      
         With a bright flash of light, the Canterlot Throne Room gained two alicorns. This raised the inventory to three, one of whom was speechless.



“That was so invigorating!” declared Celestia, giving her bundle of various souvenirs a gentle toss to land in front of a shocked servant.  “Would you be so kind as to see those laundered and returned to my chambers, please.  Oh, Twilight! We have so many stories to tell about our vacation.  Once we’re back up to speed, we’ll have you over for a good, long discussion.”



“We can scrapbook!” declared Luna, giving a larger bundle of her own a toss at a servant, who was too surprised to dodge and wound up buried under a pile of memorabilia including a giant collection of stickers over the bag which obscured each other until only “Where is Wall Drug” could be discerned on top.



“Several scrapbooks,” added Celestia, giving the circle of Royal Supplicants a brief glance.  “With a public release, of course.  In book form.”



The speechless alicorn remained so, although her mouth was moving rather slowly.



“Well, you seem hard at work,” said Celestia, giving each pony in line a respectful nod of her head.  “Finish up and I’ll be back for the afternoon shift.”



“And I the eve,” declared Luna.  “Several denizens of darkness will undoubtedly need my attention.  They miss sparring with me so when I am absent.  Did you know one of them cried when I returned from the moon?  Even brought me lilies before his next trouncing.  For monsters, they can be quite compassionate.”



“You’re not here!” blurted out Princess Twilight Sparkle, with a series of sudden curls springing up along her mane with such vigor that it nearly knocked her crown over her eyes.  “We thought you were dead!”



“Dead?”  Celestia’s vacation afterglow faded only slightly.  “You read the note we left, correct?  Well, the note that Luna left.  I passed the task to her when I had to make a quick shopping trip to pick up sunscreen.”



“Me?”  Luna pushed her sunglasses up onto the top of her horn and blinked several times.  “You said the note was completed before you transported yourself to the store.  I specifically remember you called out, ‘Luna! Got the note!’”



“I said get the note, dear sister, since I had to hurry to get your suntan lotion.  Then when I returned, you said the note had been taken care of and you had the train tickets.”



“I said since the note was complete and I had the tickets it was time for us to go.”  Luna looked puzzled.  “You always take care of correspondence with your student.”



“Well, I thought…”  Celestia considered the sheer volume of stunned astonishment that Twilight was putting out, somewhere ‘needs a bag to breathe into’ and ‘the spider was this big’



“Court is dismissed,” announced Luna.  “We shall resume later when this minor misunderstanding of my sister’s has been resolved.”








Later became much later in good order, until all three alicorns found themselves out in the Royal Gardens for a moment of relative privacy.



“I panicked a little at first,” admitted Twilight in what was certainly a vast understatement.  “Then I realized what you had done.  Everything was suddenly on me.”



“And your friends,” said Celestia in a gentle verbal nudge.



“Well… The ponies of Equestria needed somepony to uphold as a role model.  A single focal point as it were.  Since you were both gone.  So…”  Her eyes traveled upward until all three of the princesses considered the huge sigil of Twilight’s cutie mark attached to the outside of the Royal Towers.  “All of my friends except for Applejack had suggestions for symbols to indicate the start of my leadership of the country.  That’s Rarity’s idea.  It glows at night,” she added.



“And…”  Celestia looked up a little more and considered the huge sun symbol inscribed on the side of Mount Canter.



“Pinkie Pie,” said Twilight.  “Princess Luna’s mark is on the other side of the mountain and… it rotates.  You know.  At night.  And glows, also.  I’ll go turn it around so you can see.”



There was a flash of light and Twilight was gone, leaving only the Sisters among the garden’s flowers and occasional creatures.



“Don’t say it,” cautioned Celestia.



“I must.”  Luna looked down when a rabbit with a golden collar hopped past.  “Next time, how about we leave Applejack in charge?”
      

      
   
      Paid Time Off


      

      
      
         “So,” said Tempest Shadow, squinting her eyes in thought, “You’re suspending me?”



“No. It’s called a sabbatical leave, Fizzlepop,” said Starlight Glimmer. “Everypony needs time off from work to… um… decompress.”



Tempest felt herself frown in confusion. Starlight was smiling gently and tilting her head the same way she would while calming down a student stressing out over midterms.



Sometimes Tempest thought that ponies walked on eggshells around her. Like now.



“But… can't I just refuse again?” asked Tempest. A empty pit began forming in her stomach.



“Not anymore!” said Starlight, with a note of triumph in her voice.



Her horn lit up, and from an open drawer she lifted out a heavy-looking stack of parchments. The sheer weight of the pile being dropped onto Starlight’s desk was enough to shake the little potted plant on the desktop—the one Starlight liked to talk to when she thought no one was nearby.



“Here are your timecards for the past three years, ever since you started here,” she said. “On top of running double-duty as a PE instructor and soccer club coach, you haven’t taken a single sick leave, holiday, personal vacation, or emergency leave ever since you started. And by Equestrian law, it is illegal for you to work a single more day without spending at least ninety days of your accumulated vacation time.”



Tempest frowned.



“I don’t like this law.”



“And I didn’t like submitting all that vacation deferment documentation!” piped Starlight, cheerfully. “It was like three forms a week, and you know how Twilight can be about paperwork. But luckily, the full force of the law is on my side now.”



“But…” Tempest searched desperately for the words she needed to express the gnawing feeling in her chest. “What should I… do?”



Starlight seemed to be taken aback. She was looking at Tempest with confusion, as one of her hooves absent-mindedly stroked her potted plant.



Tempest knew that she wasn’t good with words. She swallowed and tried again.



“What… do you want me to do while I’m on leave?” said Tempest. Her words felt clumsy in her own mouth. “If I don’t have work to do… I’ll be… useless. Worthless.”



Starlight’s smile grew consoling, and she looked Tempest in the eye.



“You are not just your job, Fizzlepop,” she said. “You are a pony whom many of us have grown to cherish and appreciate. And you deserve time to yourself.”



Tempest wasn’t sure if she believed Starlight, but she nodded along.



“Go, take some time to say goodbye to your students today,” said Starlight. “You’ll see.”



“I’ll see… what?”



“You’ll see,” said Starlight, smiling.










“Form ranks! I’ve got an announcement.” Tempest barked.



To her own surprise, her voice had the slightest waver. She hoped the students didn’t notice.



Her tenth-grade class sorted themselves into a neat file, alphabetically by last name. There were enough non-ponies in the mix to make the line uneven, but it was an allowance Tempest had learned to live with.



“I will be taking a sabbatical. Today is my last day with you all until at earliest the date of February the 17th, 1012 AC. Until then, you will have a substitute Physical Educator. I expect you to treat them with the respect that you afford me.”



The words were planned beforehand, and she said them quickly and efficiently.



When she was done speaking, there was a pregnant pause. She had no idea how they would react, right up until—



“We’ll miss you, Miss Berrytwist!” 



This first outburst was like a crack that broke the dam. As if guided by herd instinct, her students, as one, broke ranks and crowded to surround her.



“Have a good vacation, Miss Berrytwist!”



“Come back soon!”



“You’re the best, Miss Berrytwist!”



Tempest felt her eyes grow hot and stinging. When she tried to speak, the only mucous-y sounds came out that were all easily drowned out by the avalanches of well-wishes smothering her.



At that moment, Tempest decided if she ever needed to storm Canterlot Castle again, she’d rather bring this class of silly, untrained students with her instead of a thousand of the Storm King’s battalions.



“Dodgeball,” she said, when her voice was back and the students had quieted. “Full-contact, and don’t bother to make teams. It’s all of you against me.”



There were whoops and hollers of excitement. The thrill of anticipation of battle.



For just a minute, Tempest thought that they might actually stand a chance against her.







She was wrong. She wrecked them all.
      

      
   
      Going Back to the Rest


      

      
      
         Princess Twilight Sparkle, current ruler of Equestria, stepped out of the mirror portal well rested.  Thanks in part from taking a suggestion from her friend Rarity, spending a month in the human world did wonders to sooth her stress.  As she looked around, Twilight was not in her private chambers with her friends to greet her.  Instead the room looked like a mostly destroyed beauty salon with two mare shooting beams of magic at each other.  One was another purple alicorn (but with white hair) fighting an orange alicorn (of sorts, with pink hair).  They seemed not to notice her arrival as they flew around the wreckage attacking each other.  The tall alicorn mare sighed as she cast a spell and stopped the two in their tracks mid attack.  



The orange one looked at Twilight with pleasant surprise as she squealed “Oh my stars!  You made it back Princess Twilight! I'm so glad you are here!  It’s me, Sunny Starscout!  Your biggest fan?”  



Twilight's left eye twitched on hearing this.  She never had good experiences whenever some creature professed that.  



The purple one across from them sneered “You, my nemesis Twilight Sparkle! I, Queen Opaline Arcana, will destroy you!”  



Twilight's right eye twitched on hearing this.  Again, she never had good experiences whenever some creature professed that as well.  



“I just got back from vacation and this is what I have to deal with.  Yikes.  You know my name and I now know your names.  Could somepony here explain to me what is going on?” Twilight asked as she felt a migraine coming on.  



“Well... you were gone for a thousand moons and Equestria was cut off from the rest of the world without magic.  Until me and my friends found your Unity Crystals,” Sunny explained.  



“Huh, what?”  



“Bah!  You stole what was rightfully mine!” Opaline scoffed.  



“Okay, what?”  



Twilight thought for a moment and replied with “I am in my future, right? The mirror portal had an accident.”  



The other two shrugged.  



“I have no clue who you are, Opaline, but I figure we're gonna have a history together,” Twilight mused out loud.  



“Oh yes, and it'll be horrible and...” Opaline tried to reply but her mouth was magically shut.  



“Nope!  Not going to allow you to give me information to tempt me into a time paradox,” Twilight interpreted her.  



“Uhm Twilight?  You don't know what the Unity Crystals are yet, right?” Sunny asked.  



“Nope!  But it looks like it's something I'm going to have to create now,” Twilight sighed.  



“I'm sorry! Sorry! Didn't know time travel was going to happen at all.  Or that you be coming back really.  Think it's a long story that I shouldn't get into,” Sunny apologized.  



Twilight nodded “Eh, it's alright.  I should go back and see if I can't get home to my time period.  Are you going to be okay if I leave her with you?”  



“Me? Oh yeah, I was just buying some time for my friend's plan to take off as I distract Opaline! They should be coming back any second now,” Sunny assured her as Opaline fumed.  



“Good! Sorry to have bothered you. Wish I could stick around, but time travel dangers and all that,” as she started back towards the mirror.  



“Heh Twilight!” Sunny started.  



“Yes Sunny?” the other mare turned around.  



“Just want to say I'm sorry about coming from your vacation to this. Really wish I could get to know you better right now, but I... yeah, time travel is rough.  You’ll see...”  



“Been there and done that?  Know that I have, ” Twilight smiled warmly.  



“Yup!  Could say that,” Sunny giggled.  



Twilight waved to her as she steep though the mirror portal and into the human world.  Where on the other side she landed on a human girl with pink hair.  



“Oh my stars,” said the familiar but stressed out voice.  “I fall into a mirror, get turned into whatever I am now, and now someone else fell onto me.  I’m so stressed out right now!  Err… are you okay?”  



Twilight laughed, "Yeah it’s been one of those days.  Sunny Star Scout I presume?"  



“Uh… yeah.  How did you know my name?  Who are you?”  the now human Sunny asked.  



“First time meeting me?”  



“I think?”  



“I’ll try to explain.  In the meantime, I'll take you somewhere to relax.  Looks like we are going to have a history together,”  Twilight sighed.  
      

      
   
      EXCLUSIVE: Where Are the Rainbooms Now?


      

      
      
         It’d been two years since the legendary Rainbooms graduated from Canterlot High. But stories of their greatness still echoed through the high school halls.



CHS desperately missed their heroes. That’s why I — Scribble Dee, Editor-in-Chief of the Canterlot High Sentinel — decided to track them down and answer our school’s most pressing question: Where are the Rainbooms now?








I started by reaching out to each of the Rainbooms for comment… excluding Fluttershy, who was spending a year abroad at an isolated butterfly sanctuary in Neighpal.



An anti-spam filter on Twilight’s email bounced my message back to me. Rarity sent me a link to her Instagram.



But that left four Rainbooms. I decided to start with the girl who emailed back within an hour: Rainbow Dash.








When I entered the diner for my interview with Rainbow, I found her trying to impress a waitress by showing off how many tater tots she could fit in her mouth at once. When I sat down across from her, she jumped, tried to swallow all the tots, spent ten seconds choking, then calmed down and shot me a grin.



“What do you wanna know?” she said, eyes watering.



Over the next two hours, Rainbow regaled me with tales of the Rainbooms’ incredible exploits. She laughed recounting the time she single-handedly saved the Earth from aliens with just a guitar solo; she cried remembering the time she leapt in front of a bullet to save Fluttershy’s life. When I asked to see the “wicked” scar it left, she said she couldn’t hear me over the tears.



Who knew that being the frontwoman of a high school garage band could be so awesome?



Before I left, Rainbow slipped me her phone number. “Lemme know if you need any more cool facts,” she said, pulling out a cigarette.



“You smoke?” I asked.



“Of course,” she said, sticking the unlit cigarette between her lips, butt-side first.








When I met Pinkie Pie outside her college dorm and explained the article, she was ecstatic.



“Aww, people still talk about us?” Pinkie said, blushing. “That’s so sweeeeeet~!”



I held up my tape recorder. “Were you expecting this sort of legacy?”



“Nope. I just liked hanging out with my friends! I didn’t care about the music that much.” Pinkie took a quick look around, then leaned in close and whispered, “I wasn’t even playing half the time! And no one ever noticed!”








“Yeah, I pretty much wrote every single one of our songs,” Rainbow said at the start of our second interview. She nodded to herself, then smirked and asked, “Hey, did I tell you about the time I saved Twilight from getting shot?”



“I thought you saved Fluttershy?”



Rainbow blinked. “Oh, right.” She sat silent for a moment, then asked, “Can we start over?”








“Lemme tell you,” Applejack said, leaning against a tree, “there ain’t nobody more discriminated against than bassists. I carried that band, and what do I get? Less attention than a patch of rotten moss.”



I frowned. “That’s gotta be rough.”



“It was!” Applejack sighed, but then she gave me a big smile. “That’s why I’m in a ska band now! The music stinks, but they can’t play a lick if I’m not there!”








A bit after midnight, I got a text from Rainbow Dash: “U wanna hear my mixtape 🔥🔥”








“I really do miss it,” Sunset said when I visited the coffee shop she worked at. “I mean, who wouldn’t? Hanging out with great friends, meeting fans, getting to make great art? It’s the life most people only dream of.”



She leaned on the counter and chuckled. “Us girls still talk, sure, but it’s not the same. The time you spend with your friends — you gotta cherish it. Because one day, all you’ll have are the memories.”



Tears welled in my eyes. “That’s so true!”



“Yeah,” Sunset murmured. Then her face sharpened into a glare. “Now are you gonna order something? You’re holding up the line.”



I glanced at the crowd of customers gathering behind me, then squeaked, “I’ll have a muffin?”








Once I finished my interviews, I ran back to CHS and wrote up my article. It went out, all 1000 words, in that week’s issue of the Sentinel.



And guess what? We managed to give out four copies! That’s a new record! I knew that CHS missed their heroes!



Only problem: Rainbow Dash won’t stop texting me. Can anyone help me block her number?
      

      
   
      Outdoor Reunion


      

      
      
         ‘I still don’t understand what we’re doing here’, Twilight protested.



She looked round, but saw nothing she’d not already seen: a flat meadow divided by a large track of barren earth.



‘Weeee!’ Celestia squeaked. She was hopping round in a mockery of Pinkie Pie’s famous antics. 



Twilight scratched her head. Suddenly Celestia froze and peered at the horizon. 



‘There, there, there!’ she cried, pointing straight at the sky.



Twilight squinted. She made out a twinkling star, very faint against the backdrop of the cloudless sky. ’What is that?’ she asked. 



It looked as if the star was getting brighter by the minute.



‘Weee!’ Celestia squeaked again. ‘My sister!’



Twilight’s eyes almost bulged out. ‘Your WHAT?’



Celestia turned towards Twilight. ‘My sister Luna! Didn’t I tell you about her?’ 



‘Err…’ Twilight hesitated. ‘I think I’d remember if you had.’ 



Meanwhile, the star had morphed into a large spacecraft, although still shrunk by the distance.



‘Where does she come from?’ Twilight asked again.



Celestia shrugged. ‘Why, from the moon of course!’



‘Your sister has been travelling to the moon?!’ Twilight exclaimed.



‘Travelling? Oh Twilight, you’re so comical at times. No, not travelling, living! She comes back after a millenium there!’ 



Twilight’s jaw dropped. ‘Are you telling me your sister has been living ONE THOUSAND YEARS on the moon?’ 



‘Yes, that’s right!’ Celestia replied. ‘Weeee!’ she squeaked and resumed gambolling like a flea.



The spacecraft completed its approach and landed with a screech. It braked hard and ground to a halt abreast of the two ponies. This close, it looked gigantic. A gangway swivelled out of the fuselage, unfolded and smashed into the ground. The hatch above it hinged open to a patch of darkness, from which a medium-sized blue alicorn loomed out. She blinked several times, reached into a pouch and fished out sunglasses that she put on.



‘LUNA!! LUNA!! I’M HERE! COME DOWN AND LET’S HUG!’ Celestia yapped. 



‘WHAT THE HECK IS THIS?’ Luna boomed from her lofty platform, swaying her head to and fro. ‘WHERE IS THE CROWD? WHERE IS THE PRESS? WHERE ARE THE SERVANTS?’



Celestia cocked her head towards Twilight. ‘Things have changed a little since her departure’, she whispered.



Luna walked down the gangway to the ground. Celestia rushed towards her, but a burst of Luna’s magic deflected her and she crashed a few feet beyond her target.



Twilight couldn’t withhold a slight snicker. 



‘Come down, sis’’ Luna said, as Celestia was pulling herself up. ‘What’s this mess?’ She looked at Twilight. ‘If that is all the welcome party you’ve been able to gather, I’d rather fly back! Did everyone else die?’ Addressing Twilight: ‘And who are you, by the way? I don’t recognise you.’



‘She’s Twilight Sparkle,’ Celestia answered before Twilight could. ‘My new pupil.’



‘Aha!’ Luna said. ‘What happened to the previous one? Did you eat her up, as you used to before I left?’ She giggled.



‘Uh…’ Celestia hesitated, suddenly embarrassed. 



Luna ogled at Twilight and walked round her. ‘You still have good taste, even after a millenium’, she said. She poked Twilight in the flank. ‘This one is a bit lanky, though. I prefer them more… plump?’ She bent over to Twilight’s ear. ‘Leave that old goody-two-shoes of my sister,’ she whispered. ‘Come with me. I’ll teach you unbelievable magic and… much more!’



Twilight felt herself blush, ever so slightly.



‘Heyyy!’ Celestia protested. ‘I was first. I have dibs on her!’ 



‘Pfff…’ Luna huffed and winked at Twilight. She shuffled away. ‘Always so possessive’, she grumbled.



Celestia harrumphed. ‘So! Tell me, how was your stay?’ 



‘Refreshing’, Luna replied.



‘What did you do?’ 



‘I supervised the building of that lido resort we discussed before my departure, remember?’



‘On the shore of Mare Tranquillitatis?’



‘Precisely. I added two extras of my own accord, though.’ 



‘Namely?’ Celestia asked.



‘A casino, for once.’



‘A what?!’ Celestia exclaimed.



‘A place where ponies gamble’, Luna explained.



‘Sounds exciting’, Celestia said.



‘Also a handy way to refill the treasury chests…’ 



‘What’s the second extra?’



‘A nudist beach’, Luna replied.



‘But,’ Celestia remarked, ‘we don’t wear any clothes!’



‘You’re such a killjoy, sister. That at least has not changed.’



Perplexed, Twilight watched Celestia and Luna ambling away. The alicorns suddenly disappeared in a flash of light. 



Twilight scratched her head. She examined the spacecraft, with its door left wide open, and took a step towards it. Then she stopped, shook her head, rolled her eyes and, turning back, trotted off.
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