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         Celestia stared in horror at the small lump of glowing metal sitting on the laboratory bench in the darkened room.



“Are you alright, Princess?” the balding mare asked from the other side of the bench, her face faintly illuminated by the dim light.



“I’m fine, my little pony,” Celestia said, looking away from the lump of metal to meet the eyes of the scientist. “Though you seem as if you’ve seen better days.”



The mare blinked her milky eyes. “I’ve been doing this for more than twenty years. I’m getting old.”



“I fear it might be more than that.” Celestia’s eyes returned to the small lump of glowing metal. “Did you ever wonder if perhaps this glow might be dangerous?”



The mare frowned. “Can’t be any worse than sunshine. Isn’t as bright. You can’t even see the x-rays; they just go right through you. Hard to think they’d be bad for you.”



Celestia sighed. “If you say so. Still, you should go see a doctor, and perhaps take some precautions to keep the dust away from you. Lead blocks the x-rays, doesn’t it? Perhaps you should start lining the storage containers with that, at least. And don’t let ponies handle it with their mouths. Just in case.”



“But a third of my staff are earth ponies!”



Celestia’s eyes hardened. “If you are getting sick because of exposure to this metal, I don’t want anypony else getting sick. I will find some bits in the budget for these safety precautions, but they must be taken. Is that understood?”



The mare nodded her head reluctantly.



“You should have come to me when you first started doing your research,” Celestia said as she stepped away from the glowing piece of metal. “There are old legends about glowing metals, and the dangers they hold. Legends I had put from my mind, until I heard about your research. I would have hoped that a pony from a family of doctors might have thought to take more precautions, Professor Curey.”



“It’s metal, princess. How dangerous could it be?”








“You seem pensive, sister.”



Celestia shook her head at her sister’s words, tearing her eyes away from the horizon as the sun seemed to set the sky aflame. “I am. Does the name Curey ring any bells?”



Luna arched an eyebrow as she stepped up next to her sister. “The doctors?”



“Not that kind.”



“I see.” Luna grimaced. “Have you ever wondered if history might have a sense of humor?”



“It was once said that it rhymed. I forgot who said that, though.” Celestia stepped forward, hooking her hooves over the edge of the balcony as her eyes returned to the horizon. “Do you think we’ve done enough, sister?”



Luna sighed, stepping up beside Celestia to lean against her sister. “I don’t know. Few are malicious – far fewer than before, and yet…”



“It only takes one.” Celestia sighed.



“No one has come from the stars. That is what troubles me the most.” Luna stepped away from Celestia, leaning forward over the railing to try and catch her sister’s eyes. “It is too much of a burden for two ponies to bear. We should tell your student and Cadance, at least.”



“I fear that I would simply be adding to the load on their backs, without lightening ours.” Celestia finally pulled her head back, stepping back onto the balcony proper.



“They of all ponies have the right to know what happened. Where we came from. And what happened before. Time is running short. Less than two hundred years, if history is any judge.”



Celestia’s shoulders rose and fell with a deep breath. “You’re right, I’m being selfish. But they are so young and innocent. But maybe that’s why they’ll see what we did not.” Squaring her shoulders, she strode into her room, her horn glowing as she pulled the heavy bookcase aside to access the safe hidden behind it. Her horn glowed as the dials spun, and a few moments later, It swung open, revealing a pile of ancient tomes. The top one floated out, the cover adorned with the yellow and black symbol that once marked death for any who tampered with it, before she turned to Luna. “But what should we say?”



“Tell them the truth. That civilization once scorched itself from the Earth. That if we fail, we will all die.” Luna stepped forward, steel in her eyes. “That we can’t fail again.”
      

      
   