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         At the end of long aeons, after continents had risen and fallen and the oceans had gradually evaporated into space, the globe of Equus still was a celestial body, if only just. The stars had formed new constellations and the sun’s fires had dampened and gone out on one side; still it circled a planet whose diameter could now fit within a standard hoofball stadium. Eroded to the barest rock and cratered by micrometeorites, the tiny world barely supported any life, and what it was capable of sustaining was getting more and more annoyed as time went on. 



With a particularly grumpy grunt, an ancient alicorn with a coat of grayest white exerted all her magical force to pull the insultingly tiny sun up over the horizon to bathe her and the desiccated soil beneath her with the very gentlest and dimmest parody of sunshine. She sighed and rested on the rim of a small crater, watching the little dot cruise over the sky while emitting little light to scatter into blueness in the whisper of atmosphere that remained. Still, she watched it intently, waiting for it to turn deeper red as it descended in minutes towards the opposite horizon. 



Just as the shadows of craters and rocky spires were lengthening in the pale crimson sky, a beam of blue light shot from the other side of the tiny world and the sun was swiftly yanked down, plunging the world into night.



Celestia winced and lifted her head to the sky. “LUNA! Too soon! You took it five minutes early!”



On the opposite side of the world, the Ruler of the Night Sky hauled up the tiny solar remnant and rotated the unlit side to face Equus, giving the world a moonlit tinge. She called back over the horizon. “Yet you took it from me yesterday, ten minutes early! Count your limited blessings, sister!” She gave the part time moonlet a jaunty caress as it sailed rapidly over her side of the sky and bathed the ancient landscape in a modest silver shine.



It had barely embarked upon its descent towards the other side when it was grabbed by an orange lance of light and yanked down, twirled as it went so as to cast its feeble beams of sunshine over the argent highlights and to shine into Luna’s night-adjusted pupils. “Odd’s bodkins, sister, do you mean to make this a core of contention?” Luna shouted. She waited just the right length of time for Celestia to begin to doubt whether Luna would retaliate, then set forth her beam again to grab the sun/moonlet once more. But this time what she pulled up over the horizon was something flat and square… a piece of paper? Where had Celestia gotten the strength to conjure it? She pulled it close and saw the rude sketch of a horse’s posterior scrawled upon it.



“Oh, that positively tears it!” she screamed, and took up several clots of ground the side of golfballs in her hornfield, launching them over the edge of the world.



Celestia, who meanwhile had been enjoying a quiet sunset in peace for the first time in centuries, heard the patter behind her like rain and was jolted from her seat by multiple mini-meteorites that pelted the ground with little craters. As she was thus distracted, Luna began to yank the moonsun over to her side again. “Foul play, sister!” cried Celestia. “You don’t think that I will long stand for this, do you?” She lanced out with her ray and started the little starlet spinning rapidly, so fast that Luna would need to spend most of her time with the orb trying to slow it down so that the moonside pointed towards her.



“Oh, so you really wish to go there, do you sister?” came the voice of the night from the far side of the world. “Just you wait–”



Suddenly, into the sky halfway between them rose a deep violet haze streaked with deeper purples. 



“Would you two keep it down?” shouted the alicorn between them. “I’m trying to sleep!”



The purple tones receded as both Day and Night fell into silence. Some minutes thence, the moonlet was politely passed from the other side to Celestia’s purview once more. She let it spin through the sky for its appointed time, enjoyed the few minutes of sunset, and let it spin around again to bathe the other side in moonlight. 



Peace once more settled over Equus for a blessedly brief time.
      

      
   
      The Lost Episode


      

      
      
         The beach was beleaguered, baying like a bloody hound as the babes bumped, bashed, and boxed each other, their bitterness blustering, bursting like the breakers of a too-hard breeze. Begrudged, embroiled, their battle bid the bystanders be-gone, bare feet beating, braking, balking, bee-lining for the boardwalk, bringing blanket and beachball and bemoaning the besetting belligerence. 



“What are they fighting about?” said Starlight Glimmer, glimmering.



“Oh, this isn’t how I wanted it to go at all!” sparkled Twilight, simmering in her skin-tight suit. “I just wanted Apple and Jack, Pinkie and Pie, Rainbow and Dash, Flutter and Shy—and Rarity, to meet,” she cried. 



“You wanted the mirror girls to mingle,” managed the other, in meditation. “And mustered them through with magic?”



“That was my main motivation,” said Twilight, ameliorating.



Then Pinkie, in her polka dot panties prancing, picked the perfect point to punch Applejack, and with the piercing peal of a practiced pugilist; the prior, pirouetting, her pity drained by pancreatic pain, complained, “Dagnabbit! I’d prefer if you’d pummel a person that’s not from the same dimensional plane!”



Just then the other Jack jumped in, jarring Rainbow number one with a shoulder and a gibe. 



“These sands will be soaked in spray tan by the time I’m settled with you!” declared Dash. 



Seeing the sight, Rarity number two ceased slapping Shy, setting her down sobbing as Shy smiled in satisfaction; and, charging, sallied singing a note like a soprano—or rather mezzo-soprano—slinging her scalp with the scorn of an excoriated bull, set on skewering the speedy pegasus—when Rarity number one, cutting short her clobbering, calling off the continuous closed-eye clamoring with air, Dash, air, Pinkie, took courage at catching herself chastening her compromised colleague, and crashed with her, following a clothesline, calamitously into Cagey Kat’s Clam Barrel, causing it’s collapse, and covering the cove in carbon-cooked caveman currency. 



“You’ve created Kurukshetra,” quipped Sunset Shimmer, all sidles and smiles, glad to gloat her general grasp of the Gita. “Family fights family in a conflagration confounding first and foremost fakirs of a fatuous fastidiousness.”   



“Funny,” feigned Twilight to Shimmer, flicking a frown at Glimmer. “I suppose you think you’ve learned everything from your first-year fine art professor, Downlight Dimmer?” 



“That’s Moonshine Swimmer,” vouched Sunset as varsity Jack veered violently overhead, validating the invidious Vovinam throw of a Fluttershy. “He has a taste for vino and vodka, it’s true—but in this case, the superior truth is Daring Doo.”



“Daring Doo, of Dash’s druthers?” dottered Twilight.



“You don’t say,” said Starlight.



“I do. Not just her, but Waffle Words, Porky Pounce, Trusty Steed, and Dishabille—wondering who, which, and what, is true.”



“And where are they?” asked Twilight.



“Waiting in the wings,” went Shimmer, waving her thumb at the waterboard shacks. “Wouldn’t you know?” 



“Butting heads over whose biographies the best-selling books are based on,” said Starlight, bobbing her head, and bemused. 



“Hadn’t bet on that,” bristled Twilight, like a leg hair trimmer. 



She, Starlight Glimmer, and Sunset Shimmer, thinking tenderly of Moonshine Swimmer, and not to say Downlight Dimmer, watched the Jacks and Pies and Shys as the sun set into twilight, sparkling the water with glimmers of moon and starlight, early seen and shimmering on the great, powerful horizon of the ocean as their friends frenzied over an unforeseen feature in furtive fanfiction.   
      

      
   