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         “I just don’t get why things had to change,” Spike said.



Twilight smiled softly. “Time passes. Ponies grow older. Sometimes things in our lives come to pass, and they change us. It’s up to you to make sure that’s for the better.”



Spike let out a sigh. “Yes, I know. But… remember when we first came to Ponyville? How you and all your friends slowly got to know one another? There were adventures, sure, but also simple friendship problems. Things weren’t complicated yet. No one was going to die because Rarity and Applejack got in a fight at a sleepover.”



“Well, Rarity might have acted like she was dying,” Twilight giggled.



“But she was always so cute when she—” He frowned. “Don’t distract me. I mean there weren’t evil monsters breaking out of Tartarus, or giant crystal castles or… is it a school now? I can’t even keep up. There wasn’t even…” He waved a claw in Twilight’s direction.



“My wings?” she said softly.



Spike snorted. “No, I meant your unstoppable army of killer robot spiders.”



“Spike… we’ve been over this.”



“I know, I know. I’m just saying, it’s scary. And what about me? What will happen to me when I get bigger?”



Twilight unfurled one wing and trotted next to him, pulling him close underneath it. She smiled, reassuringly. “Things fall apart. The centre cannot hold.”



Spike nodded. “Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world. The blood-dimmed tide is loosed and everywhere the ceremony of innocence is drowned.”



The closest spider began an electronic keening, slightly too early. Twilight frowned at it, noting that its programming must have had a—she chuckled to herself—bug.



The gleaming metal surface of the hills surrounding Ponyville shimmered as the rest of the army activated, the individual clicking and whirring magnified by their sheer number. They flowed over one another, coursing down upon the town like a river of aluminum. A cleansing flood, perhaps.



Surely, the Second Coming was at hand.



Spike turned away, unable to look. He held his claws up to his ears and burrowed close against Twilight’s side. She murmured soothing stories to him of cold and barren bones, bleached by the desert sun. The stars overhead slowly faded from view, unable to be distinguished through the smoke rising from below.



Pursing her lips, Twilight whistled tonguelessly. She straightened up, and helped Spike clamber up onto her back. The night air was cold as they winged their way towards Canterlot.



“But, like, what if I get really big?” Spike insisted. “Remember the thing with greed? What if that happens and I hurt one of our friends? I could never live with myself.”



“We wouldn’t let that happen.” Twilight’s horn came aglow in a shower of sparkles, cloaking the both of them as they slipped through the city’s first shield. “And I don’t think you would, either.” She wrinkled her nose in amusement. “I know that sometimes you can go a little overboard, particularly when it comes to ice-cream, but you learned generosity from one of the best, remember?”



“Just like you learned loyalty?”



Twilight paused, hanging in the air outside the an upper room of the castle. Seven wings beat in harmony, thrumming in the night wind.



“Is that meant supposed to be funny?” she said sternly.



Spike shrugged. “I’m just saying. Maybe I learned honesty too.”



Her hooves clacked as she landed on the roof. Light rain pattered against the rooftop as clouds rolled in from the direction of Ponyville, and the crimson liquid sizzled and popped as it hit the marble.



“I will turn this chariot around, mister. We can just pack up, go home, and slouch towards Bethlehem another night.”



Spike crossed his arms, pouting. “You always get like this! You can’t take the slightest criticism!”



“I was trying to help you! That gives you no right to—” Twilight forced herself to breath in and out as she composed herself, her lungs complaining at the unfamiliar task. “I’m sorry,” she said, more calmly. “I know you’re a little on edge. It’s been a rough couple of weeks.”



“Tell me about it,” Spike muttered.



“So let’s just take care of the important things first.” A light on the horizon revealed Celestia’s arrival. “And then…”



“Ice-cream?”



Twilight smiled. “Ice-cream. With cherry quartz on top.”



“I can’t wait!” Spike said. He clambered down onto the rooftop, and Twilight sloughed off the last remnants of flesh.



Unmovable, she rose to meet her beginning. Spike tried to remember if he liked hot fudge.
      

      
   