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         Pinkie Pie crawled beneath her bed to get the last of the deflated balloons from their hidey hole. She came out of the tight confines between floor and dreamland with the resolution to sweep more often. Her pink coat had streaks of grey, and enigmatic balls of lint were stuck on her mane.



She placed her fallen friends into a box, watching them flop around sadly, with no bounce in them. She sighed, giving a silent promise to breath life back into them as soon as she was done. A framed photo of her sisters had fallen to the floor, and she picked it up as she headed for her closet, avoiding the small shards of glass.



With a rustle, as strong and gentle as a sussurating whisper, a huge pile of confetti fell on Pinkie Pie as soon as she opened the closet door. Little papers of all sizes and colors buried her underneath their mass. It took a few seconds for the pink earth pony to climb out of it with a gasp, seeking fresh air for her lungs, and spitting out pieces of colorful paper.



Pinkie Pie hopped out of the gigantic pile, and shoved her head back in, only to come out again almost instantly, holding the picture frame in her mouth. She carefully placed it on a clear spot on a small table, and turned to examine the newfound disaster. 



Every little bag of her carefully disorganized bags had ripped open and combined into a huge mass, with no regards for the careful ratios of colors she kept for every occasion. The birthday confetti was socializing with the holiday confetti, the Nightmare Night confetti was a ghost of its former self, and the reunion packs had come apart.



Pinkie walked to the window and stuck her head outside, shaking it up, down, and all around, dislodging the mess on her hair in a celebratory fashion. Rose, who was sweeping next door, shook her hoof at her for adding more of a mess, and Pinkie returned the gesture, only waving her own hoof over her head with a merry smile instead.



Ponies around Ponyville where either out on the streets right outside their homes, or inside, fixing up and cleaning the damages, just like Pinkie did, after Spike’s rampage as a huge dragon. Dragon footprints had to be filled in, houses had to be repaired, and the water tower replaced, as well as find a way to undo the damage the excess water did when it overflowed Ponyville’s flowerbeds.



There was also plenty of mud, but that was ok. Mud could be fun, and it would dry out on its own anyway.



Pinkie Pie’s lodgings hadn’t been targeted by the baby, huge dragon, but just the tremors of his steps were enough to cause plenty of damage. Luckily for Pinkie, she didn’t really posses a lot of breakable stuff. 



Thinking of it, she turned to her bed. She didn’t have a lot, but she had a few, and some of it was really precious. A little decorative statue of a pony clown made of porcelain laid in pieces on a checkered cloth. Pinkie Pie tied up the corners, making sure she had found all the pieces first, and left her room, in search of the only power in Equestria that could help her little clown friend ride his tiny cycle smiling again.



Glue.







Pinkie Pie walked out of the store, smiling. She had found not only glue, but little jars of paint, bright and colorful shades that she couldn’t wait to find a use for. She was humming merrily on her way back to Sugarcube Corner, when a gentle breeze brought the world’s worst sound to her fuzzy ears.



Somepony was crying behind a row of bushes, in the schoolyard. It was too late in the day for any colts or fillies to be there, but that didn’t matter to Pinkie Pie, vanquisher of sadness and bringer of joy. Somepony was sad, and it was her job to bring that frown upside down or offer a shoulder for the sad pony.



Happiness was meant to be shared, Pinkie Pie knew that better than anypony. Sadness was so too, only some ponies always thought they should be sad on their own, tearing up in corners alone. Pinkie Pie couldn’t blame them for that, but she called herself everypony’s friend in Ponyville, and a good friend is there for everything. Even the sad stuff.



Pinkie Pie creeped around the tall foliage, leaning her head around to see who was hiding on their own.



Spike sat on the grass, with his back turned to the bushes that hid him from casual observers. He had his little clawed arms around his tiny legs and was whimpering into his knees. Pinkie’s heart felt a little painful squeeze. She crept back, and instead of going around, popped through the thin branches, ignoring the little stabs and pulls at her coat, jumping on Spike from behind with a wide, honest smile.



“Hey there, Spikey! What up?” she called out, giving him a quick squeeze of a hug.



The baby dragon whirled around, frantically running his palms down his eyes and face, trying to dry out and hide the evidence of what he was doing only moments before. “Oh, hey Pinkie,” he said with a fake cheer in his voice. “What’s up?”



Pinkie Pie wasn’t fooled for a second, but she didn’t let him know that. The choking in his words was as plain as a vanilla ice cream. “Doing some chores,” she answered, lifting her small shopping bag. “You?”



“Oh, uh… Same,” he shot back, getting on his feet. “I’ll leave you to it. I’ve gotta run and do mine too. See you.”



Pinkie Pie watched him turn his back on her and step away. She waited for him to do a single step before speaking up. “Were you crying because the chores are so bad?”



Spike froze in place, and a moment later his shoulders slumped. “You heard me, huh?”



Pinkie Pie put her hooves very close together, even though the baby dragon wasn’t watching her. “Just an itty, tiny bit. Do you want to talk?”



The dragon fell backwards on his tail, that wrapped around him as soon as he sat. “Not much to say. Everypony hates me.”



“That’s not true,” Pinkie said, quietly.



“It is,” Spike insisted. “Everypony does-”



“No, it’s not,” Pinkie Pie insisted back with greater fervor, hopping next to him. “I don’t hate you, and I’m part of everypony. Ergo, not everypony hates you, thus your statement is untrue.” She gasped as if struck by a sudden clarity of thought. “Oh my gosh! I bet that’s even more of a lie than that, and nopony hates you at all. Bad Spike, no cookies tonight!”



Spike’s eyebrows lowered aggressively towards her. “Easy for you to say,” he said, half-muttering. “You’re everypony’s favorite pony.”



“And you’re everypony’s favorite dragon!” Pinkie Pie answered back, holding her hoof up for a high-hoof.



Spike rudely ignored her, burying his face on the inside of his arms once more, taking a position almost identical to what Pinkie first saw him in. “I’m the only dragon here…” he whispered.



“Which makes you even more precious,” Pinkie Pie said, trying to push her muzzle through the underside of his arms. “Is it fun in there? Can I come too?”



“Pinkie!” Spike yelled, pushing her off when her muzzle booped his. “I almost destroyed Ponyville! What’s so hard to get?”



Pinkie Pie hopped on her hind legs and looked over the protective circle of greenery that was hiding them, looking at the remarkably un-destroyed Ponyville. “Looks fine to me,” she reported back.



Spike was gazing at the ground, pulling tufts of grass and throwing them to the wind. “Everypony was outside, cleaning up my mess, and- I was forcing them to give me presents, and how did I repay them?”



“By saying thank you?” Pinkie Pie tried to guess.



Draconic eyes glared at her harshly, trying to show her they were reaching the end of their patience. “By trying to stomp down Ponyville,” he said, lowering his little head. “They won’t put up with me much longer, I know it. It could happen again, and- and they’ll want me to go, and Twilight can’t leave, she has all her friends here, and I’ll be on my own, and- and- and-” The little dragon had started crying again, his shoulders shaking as he gave in to his sobs.



Pinkie Pie was right next to him in a second, holding him as he kept trying to talk through his tears.



“I- I was going on a chore for- for Twilight, and I- I saw everypony working, and- and they were- they were looking at me, they’d stop and look, and Daisy was crying because I de- I destroyed her flowers, I stepped on them, and-”



Pinkie Pie hugged him closer, making soothing sounds. “It’s ok, Spike. Nothing bad happened.”



“You’re just saying that because I didn’t break anything of yours,” the crying dragon said sullenly.



“Yes, you did,” Pinkie Pie said, the cheerful tone making Spike stop his wails enough to look up at her, caught by surprise.



“I- I did?”



“Yep!” She pulled the little bundle out of her shopping bag, and untied the knot, revealing the broken figurine. “See? Completely broken. Look at all those pieces. I might even be missing some! Oooh, the surface got scratched too. See there?”



“I’m sorry,” Spike whimpered, rubbing his eyes. “Was it important?”



“Important?” Pinkie Pie yelled, looking utterly scandalized. “My grandma gave it to me. It’s the oldest gift I have from her. Duh, of course it’s important. I love my little clownie!”



“I’m sorry!” Spike wailed. “You must hate me. I’m so sor-”



“Why would I hate you?” Pinkie Pie asked, utterly baffled.



“‘Cause- Because I broke your-”



“So?”



Spike was taken aback. He lifted a shy claw questioningly at her. “Aren’t you mad?”



Pinkie Pie shrugged. “That’s what some ponies say. Hey,” she said, pulling out the jar of special glue she bought just for this reason. “Want to help me glue it back? It will be like a puzzle!”



“I… You want me to help?”



“Yep!”



The dexterous claws reached for the jar. “Ok. Thanks, Pinkie Pie. I’m glad that you at least-”



“STOP!”



Spike fumbled and did a brief impression of a joggler as he tried to keep the glass jar of glue from falling down and breaking apart. “What, what?” he asked, panicked.



“I just had an ideeeea!” Pinkie Pie sang out. “Open the jar,” she instructed, pulling out another little container, this one filled with golden paint.



She poured a small portion of the paint into the glue and Spike used a small stick to stir it. After a few seconds the contents had turned golden, small metal flakes sparkling inside it.



“Ok!” Pinkie Pie said happily. “Now we can start fixing it.” She held up the clown’s head and the seat of the little cycle he used to ride. “Do you think we can turn him around?”



Time passed as pony and dragon worked together to reform the porcelain clown. Shadows of clouds and flying pegasi rolled over them under the rays of the sun as it crossed the sky. Twilight’s head peered over the bushes, as she had started worryingly searching for her assistant when he took too long to return. She watched her two friends having fun, and decided to leave them to it, letting Spike put his scales down after the day he had. Neither he nor Pinkie ever noticed she was there.



Rainbow Dash flew above, and waved at them when she spotted them, a gesture they failed to return, but went unnoticed by the cyan flyer, lost in her loops as she was. Fluttershy flew gently above them too, in one of her rare flights, and also greeted them. She wasn’t worried when she didn’t get a reply to her quiet words, and left them to their work, heading for her own chores.



Applejack and Rarity found them too, attracted by Spike’s laughter at Pinkie’s antics. Applejack tried to step forward and join them, but Rarity stopped her, shaking her head with a knowing smile, and pulled her away from the pair.



Little by little, fixing the mistakes they did, some of them on purpose, the porcelain statue regained its proper shape. Pinkie Pie took it in her hoof, and held it up. The white of the porcelain looked like soft snow, and gold colored veins ran all over the statue, glimmering in the rays of the sun.



“It looks beautiful…” Pinkie Pie cooed.



“It does,” Spike agreed, watching Pinkie Pie rotate the little clown on his cycle in awe. Pinkie Pie put it down gently, and then lunged at Spike for a sudden hug.



“Pinkie! What’s the big deal?”



“Nothing. Just wanted to hug you. Thank you for making it ever prettier than it was.”



Spike rubbed the back of his head, blushing. “It was nothing.”



Pinkie Pie picked up her grandmother’s gift and nuzzled it happily. “It’s so much better now! Now it can remind of both my grandmother and the fun we had together! Hey, you know what? You should do the same thing with the others.”



“What?”



“You heard me! We’ll do the same thing, and you’ll see nopony will even think about being mad at you, and make it all prettier than it was.” Pinkie Pie started pulling him along, heading for the center of the small town. “If you did that good of a job with my clownie, imagine what you- Oh my gosh, Daisy! Let me help you with your flowers! I got glue!”



“What?” the magenta coated pony said, staring wide eyed at Pinkie Pie as she hopped towards her flowers, brandishing a brush dripping something gold and sticky. “No! Spike, keep her out of there!”



Spike pulled Pinkie Pie away, dragging her by the tail and causing her to fall flat on her face just centimeters away from Daisy’s flowers. “It’s ok, Daisy,” Spike shouted. “I got her!”



Daisy breathed freely and ran a hoof over her forehead. “Thank you Spike. You’re a lifesaver.” She turned her back on the stunned dragon, and continued planting her valued flowers. “It’s nice to know I can count on you for help. Can you pass over these lilies before you go? I always wanted to add some here and this is a good opportunity as any.”



Pinkie Pie rolled on her back and watched Spike do as Daisy asked with rigid muscles. She returned Spike’s shocked look with a knowing one of her own. “Next one,” she whispered, winking at him with a smile, and dragged him behind her as they ran through Ponyville.
      

      
   