The Might of a Quill






The Might of a Quill

by Jon Cooper

First Edition
3/17/16






Table of Contents

Prologue: “We're not all lucky” ........ccceecvvveeennen. 9
Chapter 1: “Please give me my big sister back” 23
Chapter 2: “There isn’t a spell that just lets you

create things out of nothing?” ......................... 41
Chapter 3: “That was pretty freaky. Did it work?”
........................................................................... 57
Chapter 4: “Twilight, what have you done?” ....83
Chapter 5: “No solution is perfect”.................. 109
Chapter 6: “l am not a bad pony” ................... 129
Chapter 7: “Call me Sunshine” ........cccccceuues 159

Chapter 8: “Twilight deserves to be happy” ...181
Chapter 9: “Can | make a scene now, sister?”.221
Chapter 10: “I did not fail Twilight!”................ 247
Chapter 11: “For the good of Equestria”......... 281
Chapter 12: “You are the only pony who cares

AboUt ME” .o 311
Chapter 13: “So what’s the catch?”................ 345
Chapter 14: “You want to blame this all on me,
dON't YOU?” oo e 375
Chapter 15: “Death is somethin' that even you
Can't prevent.” ... vcee e 415
Chapter 16: “I know this has gotta be a lot to take
g T USSR 447

Epilogue: The Author........cccoceeeeeiicciiieeieeeen, 493






The Might of a Quill






Prologue: “We’re not all
lucky”

Princess Twilight Sparkle stepped out onto the
balcony of her enormous crystal castle and looked
over the quiet city of Ponyville. Celestia had raised
the sun just a few moments before, which bathed
the sleepy town in a soft amber light. The sky
above her was filled with clouds, but she could
see that the weather pegasi were already hard at
work dissipating them. Except for Rainbow Dash,
Twilight thought to herself, grinning. There's no
way she's up this early! Only Applejack rises at this
hour. Nopony works harder than she does.

The gentle harmony that Twilight witnessed
in the city below perfectly reflected her own inner
peace. The previous week had been surprisingly
uneventful — which was nice for a change. Rarity
was in Canterlot, showing off her latest line of
designer clothing to some important pony in the
fashion industry. Fashion wasn't really Twilight's
thing, but she knew it was important to Rarity and
she tried to be supportive. Still, she was glad that
she wasn't the one who got stuck in all those
stuffy parties with those aristocrats. Rarity seems



to enjoy it, though, Twilight reflected. | guess it
suits her.

Fluttershy and Treehugger were in the
Everfree Forest, searching for rare and exotic
magical creatures. Twilight really hadn't had
much of a chance to get to know Fluttershy's new
green earthpony friend, but from what she saw at
the Gala Treehugger seemed nice — if a bit spaced
out at times. The Forest could be a scary place,
but Fluttershy knew what she was doing. She
might be timid, but when she had to she could
stare down a dragon — or a cockatrice.

Pinkie Pie — well, she was still Pinkie; you
never really knew what you'd find her doing. One
moment she was inviting you to a party to
celebrate the party you went to the day before,
and the next day she was winning the turkey
calling championships. Even her dreams were
pure chaos. You just kinda have to roll with her,
Twilight thought.

Rainbow Dash had made herself scarce that
week. Normally Twilight would have attributed
that to her innate laziness, but this time she
actually had an excuse. Due to a mix-up at the
weather factory in Cloudsdale, Ponyville had
become behind in its rainfall. In order to make up
for it a major storm had been scheduled for last
night. Rainbow personally led the team to make

10



sure that the upcoming storm didn't hurt
anypony. Her pegasi spent days pruning trees,
searching the area, and making sure everypony
was safe. When the storm hit it had been a real
doozy — but as Twilight looked down upon the city
below, she couldn't see any signs of damage. Nice
work, Rainbow. | guess you've earned yourself a
nap.

And as far as Applejack went —

In the distance Twilight heard a sharp crack,
as if a tree had just broken in half. The princess
shook her head. That's gotta be her. Only the
Apple family would wake up this early to start
clearing dead trees! The word 'relax’ just isn't in
their vocabulary.

Since Twilight's friends had been otherwise
occupied, the princess of friendship had spent the
week doing what she loved best: reading. Her
new castle didn't have the same library as her
former tree home, but ever since she moved in
she had been trying to remedy that. Now, thanks
to her tireless efforts, new shipments of books
were arriving on a weekly basis. It was a bit
expensive, but she was a princess, after all; she
could afford it.

Twilight yawned, stretched, and walked back
inside. She lazily wandered downstairs to the
kitchen and poured herself a cup of tea. | wonder
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what book I'll read today. Maybe this would be a
good time to begin my study of squirrel culture.
The possibilities are endless!

A loud knock on the front door startled her.
Who in Equestria could possibly want my help at
this hour? Twilight wondered. “Hello?” she called
out. No one answered, but a moment later there
was another knock on the door. She heard a
muffled voice, but she couldn't make out what
the pony was saying.

Of course — they can't hear me from here!
How silly of me. Normally Spike handles these
situations. | guess it's up to me today.

Twilight got up out of her chair, stretched
again, and began making her way to the front
door. She hoped that whoever it was would wait
until she got there. The castle was enormous, and
it took a bit of time to reach the door. Twilight
could have just teleported to the entrance, but
she was feeling a bit lazy. They can wait, she
decided. After all, it is pretty early. They're lucky
I'm not still in bed.

Whoever was at the door couldn't be one of
her friends; they would have just let themselves
in without knocking — which was how she liked it.
Princess Celestia definitely wouldn't have
knocked either. No, this had to be some stranger.
Perhaps it's the start of a quest? Twilight
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wondered.

As she walked by the castle's throne room
she glanced at the giant map that took up most of
the room's floor space. It was silent. Must not be
a friendship emergency, then, she thought.

There was another knock on the door again,
followed by a muffled shout. “I'm coming,”
Twilight shouted back. She hurried on down the
hallway.

Twilight failed to notice that the cutie mark
on Applejack's throne had lost all its color. If she
had noticed —well, it still wouldn't have mattered.
It was already too late for her to save the life of
her friend. Life in Equestria was about to change
forever.

Nearly a minute after the mysterious pony
began knocking on her front door, Twilight finally
reached the entrance of her luxurious castle. She
quickly opened the massive doors and looked
outside. “I'm so sorry about the wait,” she said
quickly. “I was in the kitchen.”

In front of her was standing a white stallion
with a short brown mane. Beside him, on the
ground, was a small stack of very thin books.
Twilight noticed that the pony had a gaming
controller for a cutie mark.

The pony's eyes widened when he saw the
princess. “Wow! Um, sorry about that, your
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highness. | kind of figured that Spike would
answer the door. Doesn't he normally handle that
for you?”

“Spike's out of town right now,” Twilight
replied. “He's up in the Crystal Kingdom visiting
my brother. The crystal ponies think very highly of
Spike, you know. He's a very important dragon.”

“Right. Well, that explains it, then.” The
stallion paused. “Could you do me a favor, then?
My name is Frosted Arrow. Spike ordered these
comics a couple months ago, but they were
backordered and didn't come in until now. Could
you maybe give them to him when he comes
back?”

“You're a delivery pony?” Twilight exclaimed,
surprised. “Isn't it a little early to be making
deliveries? Who delivers mail at this hour?”

“I'm not a mailpony,” Arrow corrected. “I
actually work in the comic book store just down
the street from here. Normally | don't deliver
anything, but since Spike had been waiting so long
for these | decided to come by here before my
shift started and hand them to him. You know —
as a favor to a friend.”

Twilight glanced at his cutie mark again. “But
isn't your special talent gaming? Why do you work
in a comic book store?”

Arrow sighed. “We're not all lucky enough to
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have jobs that use our special talent. Gaming
doesn't really pay the bills, you know? You've got
to make ends meet somehow.”

“l guess that makes sense,” Twilight
remarked. “Rarity's special talent is finding
jewels, but she makes her living creating designer
dresses. She only uses the jewels as accents.”

“Right,” Arrow replied. “Because there's no
possible way anypony could earn a living digging
up incredibly valuable jewels. Rarity is just
another broke unicorn, struggling to live her
dream.”

“Oh, | don't know about that,” Twilight said
absently, as she levitated the stack of comics off
the ground. “I think she's pretty rich, actually. Hey,
you're right! | thought you were delivering books,
but these are just comics. Well, that's
disappointing. | was hoping my shipment of
encyclopedias had arrived.”

“Hey now! Comics are books too,” Arrow said
defensively. “In fact, they're quite popular among
the younger crowd. There are lots of ponies who
really enjoy our products.”

In the distance Twilight saw a small group of
medics race off down the street. That can't be
good, she thought. She then eyed the comic that
was on the top of the stack. Its cover showed a
group of six ponies dressed as superheroes.
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In the corner she spied the publisher's name.
“Enchanted Comics? Isn't that the company that
makes those evil comic books that suck you into
the story?”

“They're not evil,” Arrow said, offended.
“They're actually a lot of fun!”

“Fun? Are you crazy? When | got sucked into
one of those things, there was this evil villain with
a really strange mane problem.”

“Mane-iac.”

“Exactly — a real maniac! We had to fight her,
and things got rough, and we all would have been
killed if it hadn't been for Spike. It was not a
relaxing afternoon. I'm surprised those things
haven't been banned.”

Arrow's eyes widened. “Please, please don't
ask Princess Celestia to ban them! Look, | think
you just had a misunderstanding of how the
comics work. You were never in any actual danger.
The comics are enchanted, yes, but it's impossible
to actually die in them. If you didn't like the way
the story was turning out you could have left at
any time. You didn't have to finish the story. We're
not psychos, you know!”

“Are you serious?” Twilight replied. “We
could have left at any time?”

Arrow sighed. “Normally when these comics
are sold to new buyers, we give them a page of

16



instructions that explain how the magic works.
Apparently Spike missed that part. | think he
bought that one in Canterlot, and they're
probably not as careful up there. But you have to
realize that most of our customers have a really
great experience — if they didn't, they wouldn't
buy any more and we would go out of business.
You have to please the customer if you want them
to keep coming back.”

“1 suppose,” Twilight said dubiously.
“Honestly, though, | just don't see the appeal.
Why not read a good book on history instead?”

Arrow shook his head. “Of course you don't
see any value in them. You're a superhero in real
life, so it would be completely pointless for you to
daydream about what it would be like to have
superpowers. You go off to save Equestria
practically every other weekend! Entering an
amazing comic book world where you finally have
magical powers is meaningless when that's
already who you are in real life. And on top of
that, you live in the biggest castle in Equestrial”

“That's not true,” Twilight replied. “Celestia's
castle in Canterlot is actually bigger. Not by much,
but still.”

“And she shares that castle with a whole
bunch of other ponies — like her sister, and the
guards, and her staff, and who knows who else.
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Tell me — who lives with you?”

“Just Spike,” Twilight admitted.

“My point exactly. You see, princess, most of
us aren't like that. | don't live in an enormous
castle that dominates the entire skyline; instead
I've got a small apartment. | don't get to go out
and save the world; instead | sell comic books to
ponies that really don't get the respect they
deserve. | don't have any magical powers, or a
throne, or any magical super-friends. | actually
have to work for a living. | have bills to pay, you
know, and I've got problems.”

“Hey — I've got problems too,” Twilight
insisted.

“Sure you do. But when you've got problems,
why, you have the might of the entire country to
solve them. Celestia herself has got your back.
You can actually throw entire mountains around,
if that's what it takes.”

“I don't remember ever doing that,” Twilight
said thoughtfully.

“But I'm sure you could,” Arrow countered.
“The point is, you have pretty much everything
anypony could ever want. If something goes
wrong in your life, you've got options that the rest
of us don't have. Your life really couldn't possibly
be much better than it is.

“For normal ponies — like me — life isn't that
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much fun. It's hard work, no one really respects
you, and it can be excruciatingly boring. So often
it feels like we're just not making a difference. We
get up, go to work, and do the same thing day
after day after day. | would love to save the world
— just once — but that's never going to happen. |
would love to be the hero and save the day, but
instead | sell comic books to customers who
dream of having a better life but who probably
won't. Do you have any idea how soul-crushing it
is to know that you're never really going to make
much of a difference?”

“But you are making a difference,” Twilight
said quickly. “You're, um, delivering these comic
things.”

Arrow sighed. “Yes, precisely. | am delivering
these 'comic things'. If | had never been born,
somepony else would be standing here delivering
these 'comic things'. Nothing much would
change. Now, if you had never been born then all
of Equestria would be dead several times over.
We'd all be changeling food or something. You
make a tremendous difference every day, and |
never will. If | get eaten by some monster this
afternoon the world will happily continue on its
merry way. If you get eaten then we are all
doomed.”

“That seems kind of morbid,” Twilight
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replied. “You don't really believe that, do you?
Everypony's life has value. We just have different
roles, that's all.”

“Says the royal superpony who lives in a
magical fairy castle,” Arrow scoffed. “Your role in
life is apparently to have everything that you ever
wanted, all of the time — so of course a magical
comic book world isn't going to appeal to you.
Your reality is actually better than any fantasy we
could create — which is kind of sad, in a way. But
for most ponies our comics give them a chance to
experience a better life. They can actually be the
hero and make a difference. For a few hours they
can live the sort of life that you live every single
day. Don't take that away from them, princess.”

“I'm not going to take anything from
anypony,” Twilight insisted. She eyed the comics
again. “Still, I'm just not sure about this. | don't
know if | want Spike to get sucked back into a
comic book again. | don't think he had much fun
last time.”

Arrow sighed. “You don't have to worry —
these aren't enchanted. | mean, they are from the
publisher that is named 'Enchanted Comics', but
they're not magically enchanted to suck you into
the story. They're just ordinary comic books. Spike
thought that would be safer.”

“Great!” Twilight said. “Thanks — I'll make
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sure he gets them. Is there anything else that you
need?”

“Can you tell Spike that | came by and said
hello?” Arrow asked.

“Absolutely,” Twilight agreed.

The stallion paused. “You do remember my
name, right?”

Twilight froze. A look of panic crossed her
face. “Um, your name. Right. I've got this.” She
paused for a moment. “Are you the one they call
Derpy?”

Arrow face-hoofed. “Of course not! Derpy is
a mare. She's the one who dropped a piano on
your head that one time! I'm — oh, never mind.
Just tell Spike that some random pony delivered
those comics. He'll know who it was. Have a good
day, your highness.”

The white stallion turned and walked away,
leaving the princess alone. As Twilight started to
close the door, she noticed out of the corner of
her eye a group of ponies dashing off into the
distance. “That's odd,” she muttered. “It looks like
they're heading straight for Sweet Apple Acres.”

A bad feeling came over her. A loud noise,
medics, and now a crowd — no, that can't be good
at all. I'd better get over there immediately.
Something is definitely wrong.
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Chapter 1: “Please give me
my big sister back”

Twilight Sparkle galloped down the dusty road
that led out of Ponyville as fast as her legs could
carry her. The noise of her hooves striking against
the compacted dirt distracted her from the
worries that clouded her mind. Something
terrible had happened; she just knew it.
Everything was not fine. Where was everypony
going —and where were her friends? Why weren't
they—

Over the horizon, a rainbow-colored pony
streaked through the sky and headed straight for
her. The pegasus raced toward her with incredible
speed and landed expertly right in front of her
path. “There you are!” Rainbow Dash called out.
The blue pony was out of breath and panting
heavily. Her body was drenched in sweat. “I've
been looking for you — and Fluttershy too,” she
panted. “I can't find her anywhere, though. But
look, you gotta come to Sweet Apple Acres at
once! Half the town is already there.”

“That's where I'm going,” Twilight replied.
She skidded to a stop, inadvertently kicking up a
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small cloud of dust. “Wait. What do you mean,
half the town is already there? What happened?”

“l swear it wasn't my fault,” Rainbow said
urgently. “Really! You gotta believe me!”

“What's not your fault? Rainbow, talk to me.
What's going on?”

Rainbow shook her head and took off.

Twilight became even more worried than she
already was. “Hey — wait!” She leaped into the air
and chased after her friend, but the princess
wasn't fast enough. The pegasus quickly streaked
away, leaving a rainbow-colored trail in the sky.
“You didn't answer my question!” she shouted.

But her friend was already a small dot in the
distance. She didn't answer.

Twilight flew as quickly as she could to the
Apple family's farm. As she spread her wings and
soared through the sky she glanced down at the
road below. Normally the road that led out of
Ponyville was fairly deserted at this early hour of
the morning, but today she saw more than a
dozen ponies galloping in the same direction that
she was going. She still didn't know what the
emergency was, but she had a bad feeling about
it. That noise she had heard earlier could only
mean — no, surely not. Whatever is wrong, I'm
positive I can fix it, Twilight thought to herself. She
wasn't sure if she actually believed that or not,
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but she had to reassure herself somehow. The
suspense of not knowing what had happened was
killing her. Couldn't Rainbow Dash just tell her?
Why did she have to be so mysterious?

It only took Twilight a few minutes to reach
the farm. What she saw confirmed her worst
fears. Something terrible had happened. The
enormous red barn that dominated Sweet Apple
Acres had collapsed, turning the majestic
structure into a pile of debris. It looked like a giant
hoof had dropped out of the sky and flattened it
into splinters. A cloud of dust still hung over the
ruined structure, suspended in the humid
morning air. It must have been the storm last
night, Twilight thought. | guess it was rougher
than | thought. Oh, | hope no one was inside when
it happened. Surely—

That's when Twilight noticed that no one was
gathered around the barn. Instead a large crowd
had surrounded a single apple tree in the front
yard, which was now lying on the ground.
Somehow it had snapped off about halfway up its
trunk, and its top had come crashing down.

And that is when Twilight saw the body.

k k %k %k %

“I'm telling you, this wasn't my fault,”
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Rainbow Dash kept repeating over and over. “If
the storm had really been that violent, it would
have destroyed homes and trees all over
Ponyville! | had nothing to do with this.”

But no one paid her any particular attention.
In fact, no one was even blaming her. They were
too focused on the tragedy that was unfolding
before them.

Twilight Sparkle landed on the wet grass
beside Rainbow Dash and tried hard not to cry. A
few feet behind her the surviving members of the
Apple family were huddled together in a small
group. Granny Smith was holding tightly on to
Apple Bloom. Granny was trying to comfort
Applejack's little sister, but she refused be
comforted. Big Mac stood next to her. The large
red stallion stared at the fallen tree but said
nothing. He had little to say in the best of times —
and this was not the best of times.

Behind them, standing at a respectful
distance, was a large crowd of onlookers. Most of
them weren't saying anything but a few spoke in
hushed tones. Rainbow Dash was right — a large
portion of the town really had turned out. But this
time there wasn't anything they could do to help.
It was already too late.

The focus of everypony's attention was the
apple tree that had snapped. The tree was an old
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one that had grown to enormous size. From the
outside it looked strong and healthy, but now that
it was on the ground Twilight could see that it had
decayed from within. Perhaps it had fallen victim
to some sort of disease — it was hard to say. It's no
wonder it collapsed, Twilight thought. /It must
have been on the verge of breaking for a long
time. All it would take to come crashing down was
one sharp jolt at the wrong place.

Beside the fallen tree stood a doctor and two
nurses. They were packing up their medical
equipment and preparing to leave. Twilight briefly
wondered why they had bothered unpacking
their gear at all. It only took a single glance to
show how utterly hopeless the situation was.

Applejack must have gotten an early start to
her day, Twilight realized. She came out here and
gave this tree a good, hard whack. Then the tree
snapped, and — and fell.

Twilight could not bear to look at the scene
of the accident. When the tree fell over, it came
straight down and utterly crushed Applejack. Her
head was still intact, but that was all that was left
of her. Everything else was simply gone.

She must have been running away from the
tree when it fell, Twilight realized. She heard the
tree cracking and bolted for it — but couldn't get
away fast enough. If she had only had one more
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second she might have made it. But she didn't.

The doctor saw Twilight and walked over to
her. He put a hoof around her neck. “I'm very
sorry,” he said quietly. “I truly am. | know how
much she meant to you — to all of us. But as you
can see there's nothing we can do. If the tree had
just been smaller then perhaps her earth pony
strength..”

“l understand, Doc,” Twilight replied, as tears
ran down her face. “I know you would have
helped if you could. Thanks for responding so
quickly. Has everypony been told about the
accident?”

“They're working on it,” Doc replied. He
walked back over to the tree and resumed
packing his medical bag. “A message has been
sent to Canterlot to inform Rarity. No doubt she
will head back here as soon as she can. Rainbow
Dash has also sent some pegasi to fly over the
Everfree Forest to look for Fluttershy. No one
really knows where she is, though, so it might take
some time to find her. The Forest is a large place,
after all. Still, I'm sure they will find her in time.
The funeral probably won't be for several days,
since it will take that long to make all the
arrangements. I've already notified the—"

“Woah, woah woah,” Rainbow Dash
interrupted. “Hold on there! Twilight, you can fix
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this, right? After all, you're an alicorn princess!
Isn't there some magical spell you can use to fix
Applejack?”

“Fix this?” Twilight echoed, uncertainly.
“Look, | know how much this hurts — | really do.
She was my friend too. This whole tragedy is just
so senseless; | can't even take it all in. This feels so
wrong. But there are no spells that can raise the
dead. It just doesn't work that way.”

“What about necromancy?” Rainbow Dash
asked. “Aren't there forbidden dark magic spells
you can use?”

“Dark magic?” Twilight repeated. “All dark
magic can do is make things much worse. Even if
there was some dark spell that could resurrect
Applejack — and I've never even heard of such a
thing — it would just turn her into some kind of
undead monster. She wouldn't be the same pony
who was your friend.”

“Ok, fine. Then what about time travel?
You've traveled back in time before, haven't you?
Couldn't you just warn her not to go near that
tree? Then she wouldn't die in the first place, and
everything would be fine!”

The doctor looked surprised. “You have
traveled back in time?”

“Just once,” Twilight said. “It wasn't as
exciting as it sounds.”
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“What are you talking about?” Pinkie
interrupted. “I thought it was a lot of fun. Don't
you remember breaking into the Canterlot library
and trying to steal their top-secret spells?”

Twilight blushed. “Yes, | — wait. Pinkie, where
did you come from?”

“I've been here all along,” the pink pony
replied. She was sitting beside Big Mac. “In fact, |
got here first. When | saw the accident | ran and
told Rainbow Dash. My pinkie sense told me, you
know. It was awful. I'd never felt anything like that
before. | just knew something terrible had
happened.”

“Are you ok?” Twilight said. “How are you
handling this?”

“Well..” Pinkie said slowly. “l was really
super sad at first. But when | found Rainbow Dash,
she told me you could fix this. If you can fix it then
there's no reason to be sad anymore, right?”

Twilight quickly looked at the blue pegasus.
“You told her what?”

“Like | said — time travel!” Rainbow said
quickly. “You've done it before, so you can do it
again, right? How hard could it be?”

“It's not that easy. Yes, time travel is possible,
but the spell | used was a one-time deal. The pony
who casts it can never cast it again.”

“Who cares if it's against the rules?”
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Rainbow Dash scoffed. “What — do you think
Celestia is going to throw you in prison or
something for saving your friend? I'm sure we can
explain the situation to her. After all, this is
Applejack we're talking about!”

“It's not illegal — it's impossible! You don't
understand. Some spells can be cast over and
over again. Other spells can only be cast once.
After you cast them, the spell changes you and
you can never cast it again. It's just the nature of
that spell.”

Rainbow Dash frowned. “No way! That
doesn't make any sense. Are you sure about
that?”

“It all goes back to the nature of magic,”
Twilight explained. “Not all spells are the same.
Most spells can be used repeatedly, but there are
entire classes of spells that are more complicated
than that. There are some spells that can only be
used on certain days of the year, or under certain
lunar cycles. Some spells are time-limited — after
you use them once, you can only keep using them
for a fixed period of time and then you can never
use them again. The time spell is in that category,
only its lifetime is less than a second, which
effectively makes it a single-use spell. If you're
interested | have a good book on magic theory
that you can borrow.”
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“No thanks,” Rainbow replied, shaking her
head. “That just sounds really arbitrary to me.
And unfair”

“Magic can be like that,” Twilight agreed.
“Why do zap apples like bright colors and loud
noises? Why do the apples respond to someone
dressing in a bunny suit and hopping around?
Magic doesn't always make sense. That's why it's
called magic.”

“It's like eating a muffin,” Pinkie chimed in.
“Once you eat it, you can't eat that same muffin
again. The muffin just isn't there anymore.”

“All right,” Rainbow said, irritated. “Fine — so
you can't go back in time again. But why can't
someone else do it? Like Celestia, or Luna. Or
even Moondancer, for that matter. | bet she's
never traveled through time before.”

“Probably not,” Twilight agreed. “The time
travel spells are kept in the restricted section of
the Canterlot Library, and Celestia doesn't let very
many ponies near them. I'm pretty sure that
Moondancer doesn't have access to them. But
Rainbow, traveling back in time isn't going to help.
You can't change the past.”

“Sure you can! Just send someone back to
warn Applejack. It's easy! It'll just take, like, a
second.”

Twilight shook her head. “That's not what |
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mean. The past cannot be changed. After my own
experience with time travel, | looked into it and
discovered that nopony has ever been able to
change the past by traveling backwards in time.
Instead of changing things, they end up causing
the very thing they wanted to prevent — which is
exactly what happened to me. If you were
transported back in time and tried to warn
Applejack, you would end up causing the tree to
fall on her. In other words, you would become
directly responsible for her death. Do you really
want that?”

“Of course not! But — there's got to be
something. You can't just leave her like that! She
was your friend, wasn't she?”

“She was a true friend,” Twilight replied
softly. She looked at the tree and then quickly
looked away. Out of the corner of her eye she saw
that Apple Bloom was still crying. Twilight knew
that if she didn't do something soon, her grief
would overwhelm her and she would completely
fall apart. “l would do anything to save her.”

“Then try,” Rainbow Dash said. “Take her
remains back to your castle and read a book on
raising the dead, or something. You have to at
least try.”

“I'm afraid Twilight is right,” Doc
commented. “There really is nothing that can be
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done. Applejack isn't just injured, Rainbow Dash;
she is crushed. No amount of healing is going to
help — not even magical healing. Her body would
need to be completely reconstructed, and that
simply isn't possible.”

“So? What harm will it do to try?” Rainbow
demanded. “If Twilight comes up with nothing
then we can bury Applejack's remains and that's
that. But if Twilight does find something then we
get Applejack back. Isn't it at least worth trying?”

“No one has ever done anything like that
before,” Doc said. “If it was possible, somepony
would have figured it out long ago. Death isn't
exactly a new problem, you know. You're not the
first pony to lose a friend.”

“Oh yeah? Well, Twilight's done /ots of things
that nopony has ever done before! Maybe she'll
do it again.”

The doctor did not appear convinced. He
looked over at Big Mac, who hadn't said a word.
“What do you think about all this? Are you willing
to let Princess Twilight give this rather morbid
experiment a try?”

Big Mac didn't even hesitate. “Yup.”

“Me too!” Pinkie exclaimed. “What? I'm part
Apple too, you know!”

Apple Bloom looked at Twilight. She tried to
wipe her tears away with her hooves. “Please,

34



Twilight, ya gotta help us. Please give me my big
sister back.”

No pressure there, Twilight thought. But she
couldn't bear to tell the little filly no. She had to
at least try.

“All right,” Twilight replied. “I can't promise
anything, and | don't want to get your hopes up,
but I'll see what | can do. Doc, can you have
Applejack's remains brought to the castle? Please
be careful with her.”

“Well, | suppose | can, if you're sure you want
to do this,” Doc said, shaking his head. “I don't
think this is wise but I'm not going to try to stop
you. | still think the family should be making
funeral arrangements.”

“Just give me a week,” Twilight begged. “I'll
know by then if anything can be done.”

“All right,” Doc agreed. “Since that's what the
family wants, I'll help. Her remains will be
delivered to you later today.”

Twilight nodded. “Thanks. Um, | guess I'll be
going, then. I've got a lot of studying to do.”

“And I'm going to be right there with you,”
Rainbow Dash announced.

“What?” Twilight exclaimed, startled.
“Why?”

“Because Applejack was my friend too, and
I'm going to do whatever it takes to fix this!
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Whatever. It. Takes. I'm not leaving until we get
her back.”

“But you're not a unicorn!” Twilight
protested. “You're not even capable of doing
magic. How could you possibly help? This isn't
really your field.”

“l can help in lots of ways,” Rainbow said
defensively. “I can run errands, and fetch books,
and make coffee, and keep you awake until you
figure something out. You're going to need
somepony to handle all that mundane stuff so you
can focus on the task at hand.”

Twilight looked at her friend. It was obvious
that the pegasus was in a lot of pain and that she
desperately wanted to fix this situation. The word
denial came to mind. She really does blame
herself for this, Twilight thought. She's trying to
deal with her guilt by offering to help. Well, | won't
turn her down. She is the element of loyalty, after
all. I'm not going to deny her the chance to be
loyal.

“All right,” Twilight agreed. “Thank vyou,
Rainbow. The first thing that I'm going to need is
all the research that's available on raising the
dead. I'm sure there must be material on this in
Canterlot — probably in a restricted section
somewhere. If you could make a trip there and
fetch-"
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“Already on it!” Rainbow Dash interrupted.
She leaped into the sky and zoomed off.

After she was gone, the doctor looked at
Twilight. “I mean no offense, your highness, but
why are you patronizing her? This isn't going to
work.”

“It's gotta work,” Apple Bloom shouted.
“You've gotta save her!”

Twilight looked over at the Apple family. /
have to stay strong for them, she thought, as she
felt her grief rising. There's got to be some hope
left. There's just got to be.

“I'll let you know what | find,” she said aloud.
“l =1 mean, I'm so sorry—"

“l know,” Big Mac said.

“Let me know if | can help,” Pinkie added. “I
know you can do this.”

Granny Smith nodded. “If anyone can, it's
Twilight. She's a smart one. Smartest pony I've
ever seen.”

Twilight shut her eyes and leaped into the
sky. She couldn't see where she was going, and
she didn't care. She was on the verge of breaking
down and she just needed to be alone.
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That afternoon found Twilight hard at work
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in her castle's enormous library. Books were
stacked all around her, and even more books were
scattered haphazardly on the table and all over
the floor. Her library was in complete disarray, but
for once she just didn't care. She was looking for
something — for a solution — and she was finding
nothing.

The castle was utterly silent. Spike was still in
the Crystal Empire and wouldn't be back for
several days. No one else was home, and the lack
of noise and chatter was oppressive. She was
tempted to put on some music, but this wasn't
the time for that. The princess just wasn't in the
mood.

Twilight had hoped that a little time and a
space would make her feel better, but she had
been proven wrong. Somehow crying only made
her feel worse, and being alone only compounded
the problem. When nothing helped, she finally
forced herself to stop dwelling on her grief and
instead focus on the situation at hand. Think of it
as a test, Twilight thought. You're great at tests!
All you have to do is find the answer.

But as far as Twilight could tell, there was no
answer to be found.

Rainbow Dash had still not returned from
Canterlot, but Twilight wasn't surprised. The
journey to Equestria's capitol was not a short one,
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and when Rainbow did come back she would be
bringing with her a large pile of manuscripts and
books. Twilight didn't expect to see her again until
the next day.

An hour ago the doctor had come by. True to
his word, he delivered Applejack's corpse to the
castle in a simple wooden coffin. Twilight had his
assistants carry the coffin down into a large,
empty room in the castle's basement. The
princess forced herself to peek inside, to see how
much of her friend was even left to be
resurrected. She instantly regretted it.

Twilight cast a spell on the coffin to keep the
remains from decaying, and then headed back
upstairs. The spell wouldn't preserve them
forever, but it would at least halt the process for a
while. That would buy her time — but all the time
in the world wouldn't help if there was no
solution to be found. There were some things that
even magic can't do.

“I know what needs to be done,” Twilight
said out loud. “All I have to do is somehow build a
new body for Applejack. Then, somehow, take her
brain and transfer her memories and personality
from her crushed body to her new one. Then |
need to somehow bring that new body to life.”

Twilight sighed. “Somehow. But none of this
has ever been done before! Oh, what am | going
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to do?”
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Chapter 2: “There isn’t a
spell that just lets you create
things out of nothing?”

Twilight felt somepony shaking her. “C'mon,
Twilight, wake up!”

The purple alicorn slowly opened her eyes.
She was exhausted, she was sore, and she did not
want to be awake. “What's the emergency? Is the
castle on fire?”

“You fell asleep! You're supposed to be
working, remember? We have a deadline!”

Twilight's eyes finally came into focus, and
she realized that Rainbow Dash was talking to her.
Why did | fall asleep in my library, and why is
Rainbow here? What could possibly—

Then she remembered, and a flood of grief
and sorrow washed over her. Applejack had died
three days ago. If anything, the feeling of loss had
only grown with time.

“1 brought you some coffee,” Rainbow Dash
said cheerfully. She set a steaming white cup
down onto the desk — and right on top of a rare,
first-edition book. “It's nice and fresh! Pinkie told
me that it's a special blend that is great at keeping
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ponies awake.”

“You talked to Pinkie?” Twilight said groggily.
She levitated the cup off the book and put it on a
coaster. “But it's dark outside. What time is it,
anyway?”

“Oh, | dunno. 3 am, maybe? Could be 4, |
guess.”

“Three in the morning?” Twilight exclaimed.
“You got Pinkie up at three in the morning? Are
you out of your mind? She was probably trying to
sleep!”

“Oh, she was fine,” Rainbow said casually.
“She wasn't upset at all, once | told her what | was
doing. In fact, everyone in Equestria has been
eager to help. The whole country is pulling for you
to bring Applejack back to full health.”

“All of Equestria?” Twilight echoed. “Just
how many ponies have you told about this?”

“Just, like, everyone,” Rainbow Dash
bragged. “I mean, c'mon! It's been four days, and
we only have three left.”

“I thought it had only been three days.”

Rainbow shrugged. “Well, it's after midnight
now, so technically it has been four days. But
enough with the chatter. This is the time to be
hustling, not sleeping!”

“But | am so tired. | need to sleep, Rainbow.
If | can just get some sleep them maybe | can clear
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my mind. | can't think when I'm this tired.”

“Sure, sure, | get it,” the pegasus replied.
“But just look at your desk! You've got books
opened, and hoof-written notes, and there's a
gizmo thingey there. You were in the middle of
something, right? A breakthrough, maybe?”

Twilight suddenly remembered something.
“Wait a minute! | sent you to Manehattan on an
errand. What are you doing back here so
quickly?”

“Oh, | hustled,” Rainbow replied. “I couldn't
wait until morning, so | just flew all night to get
back. You know — the quicker | get back, the
quicker Applejack returns. No time to waste!”

“You flew all the way from Manehattan to
Ponyville? And at night? But that's a journey of
at-"”

“Eh, no biggie. Not for a pro like me, anyway!
The stuff that you wanted is right over there in
that bag. I'm glad | had you write all those names
down, by the way. | couldn't even pronounce half
of them. What do they do, anyway?”

“They're for use in mental transfer spells,”
Twilight explained. “If | can somehow create a
new body for Applejack then we're going to have
to — wait a minute, did | send you any bits to pay
for those items?”

“No worries — | covered it,” Rainbow Dash
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said quickly. “It's not a big deal.”

Twilight Sparkle sat up straight. “Rainbow, it
is a big deal! That equipment is very costly and
very rare. You can't possibly afford that kind of
expense!”

“What we can't afford is to fail,” Rainbow
said. “And we're not going to. Right?”

Twilight sighed. “l don't know. | just don't
know. | mean, I'm trying, but | just don't see how
we can pull this off. No one has ever done
anything like this before. To be honest, | think this
is completely impossible. Applejack is gone,
Rainbow. We're not going to get her back.”

Rainbow Dash froze. She stood there, staring
at Twilight. She didn't say a word. “It's not true,”
she said, her voice wavering. “Applejack isn't
dead! She can't be. She can't be.” Tears began to
formin her eyes. “Tell me it's not true! Tell me you
can bring her back.”

Twilight paused before saying anything. /I've
tried everything | know to try. I've read every book
on this subject. There's nothing left to do. It's over.

But she could not bear to crush her friend.
“Fine,” she sighed. “I'll give it one more try. But
I'm just too tired to think right now. Can you make
sure that no one disturbs me? If | can just get
some sleep then maybe | can think of something.”

“Got it,” Rainbow said. “If you need anything
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else just let me know.” The blue pegasus darted
out of the room, closing the library door behind
her.

Twilight was going to say something else, but
she was too tired. She sunk into her chair and fell
back to sleep.
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Once again she felt someone shaking her.
“Twilight? Are you awake yet? Have you had
enough sleep?”

Twilight opened her eyes. This time she felt
more rested. She was still sore, but that was
probably due to sleeping in a chair instead of her
bed. Light was streaming through the window,
which meant that Celestia had raised the sun.
Morning had come.

“Yes, I'm awake,” Twilight told Rainbow
Dash. She yawned, then got up and stretched her
legs. “Thanks for letting me sleep.”

“No problem! | told you that I'd make sure
you weren't disturbed, and that is exactly what |
did. Nopony gets through on my watch! Can | get
you anything for breakfast?”

Something about Rainbow Dash's tone of
voice struck her. “What's that? What did you do,
Rainbow?”
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“Just making sure you got a good night's rest!
That's all. Nothing much, really.”

“Why?” Twilight asked. “Did someone come
by?”

“Well, yeah. Princess Celestia came over. She
wanted to talk to you about your research.
Celestia said something about it not being healthy
to keep obsessing over the dead, or something
like that. To be honest, | didn't quite catch
everything she said. Once | realized she wanted
you to give up | kinda stopped listening to her. |
just sent her straight back to Canterlot. She didn't
even make it through the front door.”

“You did what?” Twilight exclaimed. “You
sent Princess Celestia away?”

“Of course | did! You wanted your sleep,
right? So | made sure you got your sleep.”

Twilight winced. “l am really going to have to
apologize to her. If Celestia wants to talk to me—"

“You can talk to her after you've succeeded,”
Rainbow Dash insisted.

“But if she wants me to stop—”

Rainbow interrupted her. “You can stop
when Applejack is back. I'm sure she'll forgive
you. It'll be fine. So, where do you want to start?”

Twilight sighed. She looked at the giant mess
that had once been her well-organized library.
There was nothing but chaos and diagrams as far
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as the eye could see. “Well, um, let's see. If we
had a body, we could probably transfer whatever
is left of Applejack's mind into that body. That is,
provided the mind in the new body was blank,
and the body was in working order. Since
Applejack's head is still intact—"

“Great!” Rainbow Dash exclaimed. “I'll go
grab you a body. Does it have to be an earth
pony?”

Twilight turned pale. “Wait! Hold it right
there. You cannot go and dig up some random
corpse in order to get a body. The body has to be
alive. That's the whole problem! If we could
somehow create a new body for Applejack that
was exactly like her old one, then we might have
a chance of pulling this off. But there's just no way
to do that. There is no 'create a cloned body out
of a blood sample' spell.”

“No worries —I'll just grab a living earth pony,
then. I'm sure you've got a 'mind erase' spell,
right? Then you can just transplant Applejack's
mind into that one, and-"

“We are not going to do that,” Twilight said
firmly. “There is no way I'm going to kidnap some
random earth pony and sacrifice their mind just
to get our friend back. Even if | was willing to do
that —and | am not — Applejack would never stand
for it. As soon as she found out what you had
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done she would knock you into next week. She
would be furious.”

“But what if the pony was willing?” Rainbow
Dash asked. “Like, um, me, for instance? Would
you do it then? | mean, | know I'm a pegasus and
all, but-"

“No, Rainbow, we're not doing that either.
It's very noble of you to offer, but I'm not going to
sacrifice one of my friends in order to save the
other. Do you really think Applejack would be
happy with that?”

“But she'd at least be alive,” Rainbow replied
stubbornly.

“But you wouldn't” Twilight sighed. “No,
we're going to have to come up with a different
solution.”

“So you're sure you can't just make one?
There isn't a spell that just lets you create things
out of nothing? Like, 'Hey, make me some—""

“'—cupcakes" Twilight finished. “Of course!
Could it be that easy?”

“Cupcakes?” Rainbow Dash asked, surprised.
“What in Equestria do we want cupcakes for? We
can get all the cupcakes we want from Pinkie.
She's, like, the cupcake champion. We don't need
a magical spell for that.”

“But there was one time Pinkie created
cupcakes out of thin air with pure magic,” Twilight
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said excitedly. “That may be the answer!”

“She did what? No way! Pinkie's not a
unicorn, Twilight. She's never used magic in her
life”

“Have you already forgotten that one time
we got sucked into that Power Ponies comic book
and became superheroes?” Twilight asked. “What
was the very last thing that Pinkie did when she
was Filli-Second?”

“Um, let me think. Didn't she go and get
cupcakes or something?”

“That's exactly what she did. Before that
comic book disappeared she went to the bakery,
grabbed cupcakes, and took them out of the book
and into the real world.”

Twilight grinned. She felt a heavy, dark cloud
lift from her spirit for the first time in days. “I
know what to do now. | think we may have a
chance after all! It's time for me to run an errand.”

“Great! Let me do it. What do you need?”

“No, I'll handle this,” Twilight insisted. “I've
got something else | need you to do.”

Rainbow looked at her, frowning. “Well, ok,
but are you sure about this? Are you really going
to go out into Ponyville looking like that?”

“What do you mean? Is there a problem?”

“Yeah, I'll say there's a problem! You haven't
bathed in, like, four days. There are actual flies
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buzzing around your head. I'm pretty sure nobody
is going to let you get anywhere near them —even
if you are a princess. Ponies have standards, you
know.”

Twilight trotted over to a mirror and looked
at herself. “Oh. Right! | guess | kinda forgot. So
why didn't you say something before now?”

“Priorities, of course! We have bigger things
to worry about right now than your mane style.”

“My mane style!” Twilight exclaimed. “Oh
my goodness! | completely forgot about Rarity
and Fluttershy. Did anypony ever find them?”

“Yeah, that's old news,” Rainbow Dash
replied. “Rarity got back in town two days ago,
and they found Fluttershy yesterday. | told them
not to bother you, though. You're pretty busy
right now.”

“You... told... them... not... to... bother...
me.” Twilight said slowly. “I am going to owe so
many apologies when this is over. Who else has
been trying to see me that | don't know about?”

“Um, well, a lot of ponies, | guess?” Rainbow
replied carefully. “Don't worry, though —I've got it
covered. Spike is staying with Rarity until you're
done.”

Twilight face-hoofed. “You told Spike not to
return to his own home?”

“Oh, yeah, | guess he does kind of live here,”
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Rainbow said. “Oops. My bad.”

“Go get him,” Twilight growled. “Then clean
up this library. Spike knows how | keep my books
organized, so you can consult with him to learn
the proper filing procedure. While you do that I'm
going to go and take a bath, and then I'm going on
an errand. When | return we will have a lot of
work to do.”

“Got it!” the pegasus said. She raced out the
door.
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An hour later a clean and refreshed Twilight
Sparkle walked up to a small store that was tucked
away in a corner of Ponyville. On her head she
wore her crown —which was quite unusual for her
—and over her flank she had her trusty saddlebag.
The bag seemed unusually full.

When the princess made her way through
Ponyville in search of that particular store, the
residents of the city were glad to see her. It was
the first time Twilight had set hoof outside the
castle since the day Applejack died. A few ponies
walked over to speak with her, but when they saw
the determined look on her face they backed
away. It was clear to everypony that Twilight was
on a mission and did not want to be disturbed.
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The princess glanced up at the wooden sign
that hung over the door. In old, elegant letters it
read “Ponyville Comic Emporium”. This must be it,
she thought. The princess opened the door and
walked inside.

Twilight had spent countless hours in
bookstores, but she had never been inside this
particular store before. Up until today, comic
books had held no interest to her whatsoever. A
good book on history could keep her intrigued for
hours, but comics were a completely different
matter.

She was therefore surprised to see that this
was not like any bookstore she had ever visited.
The shelves were lined with more than just
comics. There were giant posters, clothing,
records, action figures, and merchandise of all
kinds. It was a bit overwhelming. A few ponies
loitered around, browsing. All of them stopped
and stared at her when she walked in.

No one dared to say anything to her.

Twilight was going to say something, but
then a particular item caught her attention. She
walked over to it to get a closer look. When she
realized what it was her eyes widened. “You have
action figures of me?” she said incredulously.

“Of course!” Frosted Arrow called out from
behind the cash register. He quickly walked over
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to the princess. “As a matter of fact, you're a very
popular item. Only Princess Luna outsells you. We
have you in both alicorn and unicorn varieties —
there are a few die-hards who prefer the older
models. We also have the rest of the Elements of
Harmony.”

“That's crazy,” Twilight said. She levitated the
figure off the shelf and brought it closer to her.
The detail was impressive — her cutie mark was
right, her mane was captured perfectly, and she
could see every feather on her wings. “Why didn't
| know about this?”

“l have no idea. I'm sure Celestia is sending
you your cut of the licensing revenue. This is all
official merchandise, you know. Besides, didn't
you notice that Spike had a Rarity doll? Where did
you think he got it?”

“l guess | thought he made it himself,”
Twilight said.

“Oh, not at all! You see, you and your friends
are heroes, and heroes are big business. A lot of
ponies wish that they could be you. Playing with
your action figures is sort of the next best thing.”

“That is really weird,” Twilight commented.
“I'm not sure how | feel about that.”

“You should be honored,” the white stallion
replied. “It means you're loved.”

“How would you feel if they sold action
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figures of you?”

“Actually, that would be really cool! | should
check into that”

Frosted Arrow smiled. “But I'm sure you
didn't come in here to talk about that. How can |
help you, princess? | have to admit I'm a bit
surprised to see you in here. | thought you
weren't interested in our products. You made that
pretty clear the last time we talked.”

“Well, ordinarily, they're not really my thing,”
Twilight admitted. “But I've been a bit busy lately,
as you might have heard.”

A shadow came across Frosted Arrow's face.
“Oh, right — Applejack. | am so sorry about what
happened. | never had a chance to meet her, but
| know she was a true hero. I'm sure you must
miss her terribly.”

“Well, actually, that's why I'm here. Do you
have any enchanted comics?”

“Well, sure, we carry comics from that
publisher,” Frosted Arrow replied, a bit confused.
“Was Spike missing a particular issue?”

“No no no — that's not what | mean. Do you
have any comics that are actually enchanted?”

“Oh — ok, sorry. Yes, we carry those too. |
thought Spike didn't like those, though.”

Twilight shook her head. “These aren't for
Spike — they're for me. | want all of them that you
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have.”

“Really?” Arrow asked in amazement. “Wow.
Well, let's see. The only line of comics that was
ever produced that was actually enchanted was
the Power Ponies storyline. I've got quite a few of
them in stock, but I'm missing a couple of the
earlier issues—"

“l don't care which ones you have,” Twilight
said quickly. “l just want all of them. As in, all
copies of all of them that you have in stock.”

“Are you kidding?” Arrow exclaimed. “What
could you possibly want with nine copies of issue
#77? | mean, | admit it was a pretty good issue,
but—"

“Just give them to me,” Twilight interrupted.
“I need them. It's very important.”

“Well, if that's what you want,” Arrow said
slowly. “I've got to warn you, though, they're
pretty expensive. It takes a lot of skill to enchant
those issues, and that really impacts the price.
Each one has to be enchanted separately — they
can't be mass produced like the others. At fifty
bits an issue, that will cost at least—"

Twilight Sparkle ignored him and walked
over to the counter. Using her magic, she opened
her saddlebag and brought out an enormous bag
of bits. She levitated the bag over the counter and
turned it upside-down. A shower of golden bits
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rained everywhere, covering the counter and
cascading onto the floor.

“I am a princess of Equestria,” she said in a
determined tone. “Money is no object. | want all
of them. Now. This is a matter of life and death.”

Frosted Arrow looked at the pile of bits, and
then back at the princess. “Are the rumors true,
then? Are you really trying to raise Applejack from
the dead? | just couldn't believe that a pony as
smart as you would attempt anything that crazy,
but | guess | was wrong. Is that what this is all
about? Because if it is, | have to tell you that these
are just comic books. You're not going to find
Applejack in them. The Power Ponies may have
been inspired by you and your friends, but they're
just stories, princess. Nothing in them is real.”

“Just give them to me,” Twilight said. “I know
what I'm doing.”

“All right, if you insist,” Arrow replied. “Never
let it be said that | refused to help a paying
customer. The issues that you want are right over
there. Let me bag them for you.”

“Thank you,” Twilight replied.
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Chapter 3: “That was pretty
freaky. Did it workP”

Rainbow Dash stood guard outside the door to
Twilight's crystal castle. Her sharp eyes scanned
the evening sky for signs of trouble. “I just know
they're out there,” she muttered to herself. “I can
feel it. They think they can pull a fast one, do they?
Well, no one's faster than me! Just try something
— | dare you.”

The sun was low on the horizon and cast long
shadows upon Ponyville. Luna was just moments
away from raising the moon and plunging the
world into darkness. Some ponies loved the night;
others were terrified of it. But this time Rainbow
Dash was guarding against a very different kind of
twilight.

In the distance the pegasus heard a
humming sound. The noise was faint at first; in
fact, it was so muted that she wasn't quite sure if
she was really hearing it or not. Then, slowly, the
ominous buzzing grew in intensity. As the full
moon began to rise in the sky and take the place
of the sun, Rainbow Dash spied a swirling dark
cloud that was rapidly moving in her direction.
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Changelings!

Rainbow was tempted to dive right into them
and knock them into next week, but she held her
ground. Come on — get a little closer, she thought
to herself. You're not going to get inside this castle,
you little monsters! I'm going to buck you so hard
you'll-

The blue pegasus felt something shaking her.
She glanced around but didn't see anything.
“Who's there?” she called out.

Something shook her again — and then she
heard a different sound over the roar of the
oncoming changeling army. “Rainbow Dash, wake
up! I need your help!”

To Rainbow's dismay, the dream vanished.
Figures it'd end just when things were getting
good, she thought. Since going back to sleep
apparently wasn't an option, she opened her eyes
and looked around. The room around her was
dark, lit by eerie glowing lights. She could see
shadows but she couldn't make out any shapes.
“What's going on?” she called out.

“Come on, Rainbow, | need your help!” the
voice repeated.

“Gimme a minute,” Rainbow said groggily. “I
feel like I've been run over by a train. Just hold on,
will ya?”

Rainbow Dash stretched, yawned, and tried
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to get her eyes to focus. This was the first time she
had fallen asleep in several days, and she found it
very difficult to regain consciousness. It took her
several minutes of effort to finally be able to focus
on what was going on. What she saw was deeply
unnerving.

Rainbow was in the lowest level of Twilight's
castle, in a large room with a cobblestone floor
and crystal walls. The walls were covered with
enormous arcane symbols that gave her the
creeps. Half of the symbols were glowing an eerie
red light, and occasionally a random symbol
pulsed and emitted a low tone. Are the walls
trying to talk? Rainbow wondered. What has
Twilight been doing? When did she have time to
do all that?

Rainbow glanced at the floor. In the middle
of the room was a large red circle that was filled
with even more symbols she had never seen
before. In the center of the circle was a black void.
Its surface rippled, as if it was a liquid pool of pure
nothingness. It did not look inviting.

The only light in the room — aside from the
eerie glow that the magical writing emitted —
came from the fireplace that was a few feet in
front of her. Rainbow Dash had fallen asleep in an
overstuffed easy chair that was right in front of
the fire. The flames, though, weren't yellow; they
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were a sinister green color. Most fires put out a lot
of heat, but this one somehow made the room
colder. Just looking at it seemed to sap the
warmth from her blood.

In front of the fireplace was a large bag of
gold. No, scratch that — there are six bags,
Rainbow realized. Where did Twilight get all that
money? And why does she keep it in here?

Most of the floor space was occupied by two
long wooden tables, which were arranged in
parallel to each other. The wooden tables were
covered with books, parchments, multicolored
crystals, and the magical instruments that
Rainbow had purchased from Manehattan a few
days ago. She also saw a couple comic books lying
around, and even more comic books stacked on
the floor. A few of them were pretty tattered; two
of them looked like they had once been on fire.
Somepony has certainly been busy. Apparently |
missed some good stuff.

In the far corner of the room, not far from
the tables, was a plain wooden coffin. Rainbow
Dash didn't have to ask who was in it; she already
knew. The sight of the coffin reminded her what
was going on.

“Do | need to shake you again?” Twilight
asked impatiently. “Are you awake now?”

Rainbow Dash turned her head and saw that
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Twilight Sparkle was standing right behind her.
Compared to the room they were in, she looked
surprisingly normal. “Twilight, are you seeing all
this? This dungeon of yours is one of the creepiest
things I've ever seen! This is all just a dream,
right?”

A puzzled look came across Twilight's face. “I
don't understand. What's wrong with my lab?”

“Nothing, | guess. | just — oh, forget it.”
Rainbow yawned. “Couldn't you have let me sleep
for just five more minutes? | was having the best
dream ever!”

“Really? Do you mean you were dreaming
about reading books?”

“Of course not! That's crazy. No, | was
dreaming about a changeling invasion. This huge
flock of 'em was heading straight for this castle,
and | was—"

Twilight shuddered. “I hate changelings!
That sounds more like a nightmare to me. Since
changelings can change into anything, you can
never tell what's real and what isn't. They make
you doubt the reality of your best friends and
everything around you. | am so glad they never
returned.”

“But kicking their tail was so much fun!”
Rainbow exclaimed.

“Really? I'm pretty sure that they kicked our
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tail. If it wasn't for Cadence and Shining Armor
we'd all be changeling food right now.”

“Aw, we got some good whacks in there,”
Rainbow insisted.

Twilight shook her head. “Enough about
dreams — we've got some work to do. | need your
help.”

“Great! So —what can | do?”

Twilight walked over to the long table that
was nearest to them and levitated a few pieces of
white parchment. “Well, first, you can sit and
listen while | explain to you what's going on.”

Rainbow Dash groaned. “Aw, c'mon, can't we
just cut straight to the action? You know magic's
not my thing. | don't care how you bring Applejack
back; | just want to have her back. | promise |
won't tell anypony that you've been using
forbidden dark magic.”

Twilight looked startled. “Dark magic?
Where do you see dark magic?”

“Um, like, everywhere? Hello, but do you not
see what's going on? The walls are trying to talk,
you have a fire that burns cold, and you somehow
created a pool of nothing. You can't tell me any of
that is healthy.”

The purple alicorn shook her head. “It's not
what you think —really. Yes, the green fire is a little
weird, but it didn't start out that way. Apparently
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that's what happens to flames when you burn
enchanted books. I'm not really sure why; I'll have
to study it one day. It doesn't seem to do any
harm, though.

“The symbols on the walls are needed to
keep this room stable. Some of the things we're
doing in here are just a little tiny bit dangerous.
The 'pool of nothingness', as you call it, is actually
a pool of unmatter. It's sort of an undefined
metamaterial that responds to magic in
interesting ways. | need a lot of it because it's
what the books are made of. Originally | thought
the books were just enchanted paper, but it turns
out—"

“Blah  blah magic magic,” Rainbow
interrupted. “I don't really care. Have you got it to
work? Can we get Applejack back?”

“That's what | was trying to tell you! This is
all really complicated. I'm pretty sure that I'm
making progress, but | need to think this through.
That's why | need you to sit there and pretend to
be a rubber duck.”

“You need what?” Rainbow Dash turned pale.
“Look, I want to help and all, but please don't turn
me into anything unnatural. | really, really like
being a pegasus.”

Twilight grinned. “That's not what | mean!
You see, Rainbow, creating new magic is actually
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really hard. It's like trying to solve a complicated
math problem. One of the tricks they teach you in
magic school is the rubber duck technique.
Basically, what you do is take a rubber duck and
explain whatever problem you're having to that
duck. The act of explaining the problem in detail
is usually enough to show you what you're doing
wrong.”

“That sounds, like, really dumb.”

“l know, but it really does work! It's just a way
to think through something that's complicated.”

Rainbow Dash sighed. “Fine. So you need me
to sit here and do nothing while you say things
that I don't understand, right? | think | can do that.
But, like, couldn't you have done that while | was
asleep? You don't expect the duck to talk back, do
you?”

“Well, there's more to it,” Twilight replied.
She hesitated. “I'm going to need a favor from you
at the end of this conversation, and you probably
won't like it. But we'll get to that.”

Rainbow settled into the chair and yawned.
“So. Yesterday you went to the store and bought
all those comic books. Then you poked them for
hours and | kinda fell asleep out of boredom.”

Twilight nodded. “Right. The reason | bought
all those comic books was to study how their
magic worked. | learned some interesting things.
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First of all, you can enchant a comic to contain
anything you want. You can create any world that
you can imagine — even worlds that don't make
any sense and that violate all the laws of physics.
Aslong as you are inside the comic it is completely
real. However, there's a catch: you can't take
anything out of the comic. All of the new magical
things that get created are forever trapped inside
the comic.”

“Really?” Rainbow Dash asked. “That
doesn't sound right. Are you sure? | mean, Pinkie
was able to swipe those cupcakes, remember?”

“Exactly! That's what told me it actually was
possible to create things out of pure magic. It
turns out you're not supposed to be able to do
that. The only reason Pinkie succeeded was
because of her enormous speed — she was Filli-
Second, remember? Because she moved with
incredible speed she was able to bypass the
barrier and bring something out of the comic and
into the real world.”

Twilight shuffled through the notes she was
levitating. “Once | realized what was going on, |
developed a new type of enchantment that didn't
have that limitation. | was able to create a new
comic book, write the definition for a bag of bits,
and then bring it out of the comic and into the real
world.”
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“So that's why there are six bags of bits over
here,” Rainbow commented. “I was wondering
where you got all that money.”

“Right. So, as | was saying, hyperspeed is no
longer a problem. However—"

Rainbow interrupted her. “Wait a minute!
You can create bits? Doesn't that mean you can
create infinite wealth? You could be the richest
pony in all of Equestrial”

“Who cares about bits?” Twilight asked. “I
think you're missing the point. The only reason
you need bits is to buy things. | don't need bits
anymore because | can make anything | want.
Making bits is just a waste of time. At least, it will
be, after | figure all of this out.”

Rainbow started to say something else, but
Twilight silenced her with a wave of her hoof.
“Quiet, rubber duck! As | was saying, | discovered
a reliable way to extract things from the
enchanted comic. However, that's when |
discovered the next problem. When the story is
over the comic vanishes, and anything created by
the book disappears 47 seconds later.”

“Really? Then why didn't those cupcakes
that Pinkie swiped disappear?”

“Have you ever seen a cupcake last an entire
47 seconds around Pinkie Pie?”

“Point taken,” Rainbow replied.
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Twilight continued. “So far | haven't found a
way around that particular limitation. However, |
did come up with a way to keep the comic from
self-destructing. | can enter and leave the comic
at will and take whatever | want out of it. As long
as the comic itself isn't destroyed, anything that |
take out of it will continue to exist.”

Rainbow looked at all the money that was
sitting by the fireplace. “So all that money would
just disappear? Just '‘poof' and it's gone?”

Twilight nodded. “Bits are really easy to
experiment with because they're small, simple
objects that are easy to define. As long as | don't
destroy the source comic, those bits will continue
to exist. In fact, they're actually completely
indistinguishable from ordinary bits. If | destroy
the comic, though...”

Using her magic, Twilight levitated a brown
book off the desk and tossed it into the fire. The
book erupted into green flames and turned into
ash. Twilight then grabbed a stopwatch and
started counting. Less than a minute later, one of
the bags of bits disappeared. “See? Exactly 47
seconds!”

“Ok,” Rainbow said slowly. “So you're telling
me that when we bring Applejack back, her life
will depend on the comic that we got her from?”

“For now,” Twilight replied. “I'm sure there's
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a way around that limitation, but we're running
out of time. This is late into day 5, and her corpse
is going to start decaying if we don't act now. I'll
solve that particular problem later. Until | can
sever the connection without losing the object,
we'll just need to make sure that nothing happens
to her comic. That won't be a problem, though. |
can enchant comics with a preservation spell and
have them last hundreds of years. They're a lot
easier to preserve than the dead.”

“Well, that's good, | guess,” Rainbow replied.
“So can you do it? Can you bring Applejack back?
You can, right?”

“1 think so. The thing is, | want to do this as
precisely as possible. There are a couple different
ways to bring her back. One option would be to
just write a definition for her, the way | did for the
bits. That's not really precise enough for me,
though. | don't want to create a pony that
matches what / thought she was like; | want to
bring the real thing back. | want the new
Applejack to be exactly like the original one. Any
definition | could possibly write would leave
things out. She would be missing things — maybe
really important things.”

“That makes sense,” Rainbow replied. “So if
writing a 'definition' —whatever that means —isn't
good enough, then what's your plan?”
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“Well, my plan has two parts. The first thing
we will do is take a sample of her blood. I'll then
use my magic to extract the genetic material out
of her blood and merge it with the comic. That
way the comic will have her exact physical
makeup. It will be a perfect definition! Once
we've made sure that worked, I'll use a memory
spell to copy the memories from her brain and
merge them into the comic. If all goes well and
the comic doesn't catch fire, the new Applejack
will have the same body and mind as the original.”

“The new Applejack?” Rainbow Dash asked,
confused.

“That's right. That's what we're doing here —
we're using magic to recreate Applejack.”

“So we're not really raising her from the
dead, then,” Rainbow replied. “We're actually
creating a copy of her.”

Twilight shook her head. “It's not like that.
Think of it this way. Since Applejack's old body
was completely destroyed, we're going to create
a new one for her. We will then copy her mind into
that new body. When it's done we will have a
living, breathing Applejack.”

“And you're sure this is the same thing as
raising her from the dead? | mean, | don't know
about all this magical stuff and all, but it sounds
kinda different to me.”
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“Positive,” Twilight replied firmly. “There
won't be any difference whatsoever between the
old Applejack and the new one. They will be just
like the bits — identical in every way.”

“Then what are you waiting for? Let's get to
it!”

“That's why | need you,” Twilight replied. She
levitated a needle off the table and gave it to
Rainbow. “Could you, um, use this to take a vial of
her blood and fill that small beaker right there?
It's just that — well, her corpse —that is, ...”

Rainbow grimaced. “Can't you get Spike to
do it? | mean, not that I'm afraid or anything, but
| don't exactly have medical training. I'm more of
a flying pony.”

“And you think that Spike does have medical
training? Seriously, Rainbow. Yes, normally | could
just ask Spike, but he's upstairs asleep. He's had a
long day and he needs his rest. He is just a baby
dragon, you know.”

“Fine, fine, I'll do it,” Rainbow muttered.
“Never let it be said that | left a friend hangin'.”

The blue pegasus walked over to the coffin
and raised the lid. When she saw what was inside
she shuddered and closed her eyes. “All right,
c¢'mon. You can do this. For Applejack. Just pull
yourself together” Rainbow steeled herself,
opened her eyes, and used the needle to extract
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a small amount of Applejack's blood. She then
quickly closed the coffin, carried the needle over
to the table, and filled the crystal beaker.

“Thanks,” Twilight said. “By the way, we're
going to need her brain for the next step.”

Rainbow's eyes widened. “No way! | am not
doing that. You'll have to find some other way.”

“Fine, fine. We'll talk about that later. Now
give me a minute to transfer this material.”

Twilight's horn lit up. The alicorn levitated
the crystal beaker off the table and stared at it.
After a few seconds the beaker began to emit a
pale red light. Around the room the symbols on
the wall came to life, and weak filaments of magic
arced from the symbols to the vial of blood.

“Good, good,” she muttered. “Now...”

Twilight's eyes glowed white. A wind swept
through the room, coming from nowhere. A few
loose sheets of parchment were blown off the
table and onto the floor. Twilight ignored them
and continued to focus on the vial.

The blood in the vial turned from red to black.
It began emitting a dark green glow.

Without breaking her concentration or
losing her grasp on the vial, Twilight levitated the
comic book she had been writing off the table.
Her horn glowed brighter, and sparks began to
leap out of it. She steadied herself, refocused her
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mind, and continued pouring mana into her spell.
Small beads of sweat appeared on her forehead,
but she did not buckle.

Rainbow Dash almost screamed when five
glowing magical symbols appeared in the air
around Twilight's head. One by one the symbols
shot out a ray of black light into the vial of blood,
and then connected the vial to the book. Wait a
minute — black light? What's up with that? What
the hay is Twilight doing?

As the eerie light from the vial intensified,
Twilight's body lifted off the ground and became
suspended in mid-air. The glow from her horn
increased until it was blinding.

The alicorn moved the vial of blood until it
was directly over the book. Black filaments
stretched down from the vial, grasping at the
book below. As she slowly brought them closer
together, the glowing symbols that surrounded
her head merged into one.

Twilight waited until the last symbol began to
pulse with magical energy. She then carefully
brought the vial into direct physical contact with
the book. Instantly there was a brilliant flash of
green light, and the vial vanished.

Twilight's eyes returned to normal and she
fell back to the ground. The light from the walls
died down, and the room returned to normal.
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“Woah,” Rainbow Dash exclaimed. “That was
pretty freaky. Did it work?”

Twilight panted, trying to catch her breath.
“Give me a second and I'll see,” she gasped. “That
was kind of intense.”

For a few minutes Twilight sat on the floor
with her eyes closed. Rainbow was dying to ask
her questions, but reluctantly decided against it.
Twilight finally opened her eyes, stood up, and
picked up the comic from the desk. She began
browsing through its pages.

“Well? Did it work?” Rainbow demanded.

“1 think so,” Twilight said uncertainly. “I've
never done this before, but | think that might have
worked. What I'm seeing in here looks pretty
promising — it's what | was hoping to see. | guess
in order to be sure we'll need to go inside the
comic and check.”

“And what are we going to find there?”

“That's a good point,” Twilight said
thoughtfully. “I've been doing this all night, but
you haven't so | guess | need to prepare you. First
of all, this isn't going to be like the time we
became the Power Ponies. You and | are going to
stay exactly who we are in the real world. We're
not going to change into somepony else. Second,
the only thing I've defined in this book is
Applejack. The rest of the world is blank.”
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“What do you mean, blank? Just how blank
are we talking?”

“You'll see. Now, you'll be able to breathe,
and | did create a default ground and sky, but
there won't be anything else. Since we're only
using this comic as a hack to recreate our friend, |
didn't see a reason to add anything else to the
world. We're not going to be selling these in
stores, you know.”

“l guess that makes sense,” Rainbow replied.
“So what is Applejack going to be like? Will she
recognize us?”

“l don't think so. The spell | just cast should
have recreated her body and brought her to life,
but her mind will be blank. Since we haven't given
her any memories, though, she won't know who
we are or what's going on. Before | take that next
step | want to make sure the spell worked and
she's alive. There's no point in trying to give
memories to someone who's dead.”

“Then let's go! So how do we do this?”

Twilight turned the comic to its front page
and set it down on the desk in front of her. “I've
changed the way this works. Normally you read
the story and get sucked into the adventure when
you reach the last page. Since these comics don't
actually have a story, | put the portal on the first
page. The rest of the pages just have the magical
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definitions that create the world inside the comic.”

“So that's why there aren't any pictures,”
Rainbow commented.

“Right.”

Rainbow walked over to Twilight and stared
at the comic. “So all I have to do is place my hoof
on that sinister-looking glowing square and I'll see
Applejack again?”

“That will suck you into the comic, yes,”
Twilight replied. “But the pony you find inside will
only look like Applejack. It won't actually be
Applejack again until we restore her mind. Now,
she should be able to talk because | already
transferred that sort of basic knowledge into her
mind, but she won't have any of her old memories.
When you see her she'll probably be pretty
confused about what's going on.”

Rainbow positioned her hoof over the
glowing panel. She hesitated. “There's no reason
to be nervous,” the pegasus said aloud. “It's just
Applejack. Back from the dead. Without a mind.
It's nothing to be afraid of. This is all perfectly
normal.”

“I wouldn't go that far,” Twilight remarked.

Rainbow glared at her. “Not helping here!”
She shook her head in an attempt to clear it, and
then pressed her hoof against the page. The pony
instantly disappeared in a flash of light.
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Twilight followed her a moment later.

* k% % k %

When Rainbow Dash materialized inside the
comic book she found a blank world. The sky was
a featureless white color, and the ground beneath
her hooves wasn't dirt — it was just a solid gray
substance. The ground had no texture at all; it was
simply a featureless gray slab that extended
endlessly in all directions. The air had no scent to
it and there was no wind. There wasn't even a sun
in the sky. The world was filled with light, but the
light didn't seem to come from anywhere. It just
existed.

Creepy, Rainbow thought. Yup. Definitely
creepy. So where is Applejack?

Rainbow Dash looked around and finally
spotted her. About fifty feet behind her an orange
pony was wandering off into the distance. “Wait!”
Rainbow called out. She leaped into the sky and
raced after her.

The orange pony with the yellow mane
halted, turned its head, and looked at Rainbow.
She stopped and stood still.

Rainbow Dash landed in front of her and
looked at her closely. “Is that you?” she asked.

“l don't know,” Applejack replied. “Who are
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you?”

At that moment Twilight Sparkle
materialized into the world. She looked around,
saw the two of them, and galloped over. She came
to a stop beside Rainbow Dash and looked at
Applejack.

“It looks like it worked!” Twilight exclaimed.
She breathed a sigh of relief. “She looks pretty
authentic to me. Her coat color, her mane — even
her cutie mark is right. | wasn't sure if that would
transfer over or not.”

“Her hat is missing,” Rainbow commented.

“Of course it's missing! Her hat isn't part of
her genetic makeup. Did you think it was a
physical part of her or something?”

“I guess not,” Rainbow replied. “Her hat was
just part of her look, that's all. She looks kinda
weird without it.”

A confused look crossed Applejack's face.
“Um, you two are acting sort of weird. Do | know
you?”

Twilight hesitated before replying. “That's
kind of a complicated question to answer. Do you
mind if | examine you? | want to make sure you're
in good health.”

“Sure, go ahead,” Applejack replied. “By the
way, how did | get here, and what is this place? |
don't seem to remember anything. Do | have a
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name?”

“What's wrong with her voice?” Rainbow
Dash asked. “That doesn't sound anything like her
at all. What happened to her over-the-top
country accent and slang?”

“We already talked about this, remember?”
Twilight replied. “She is a blank slate right now. All
she has is the basic knowledge that | gave her. She
won't revert to her normal self until we transfer
her memories.”

Applejack spoke up. “Transfer my memories?
Is that why | don't remember anything? Are you
doctors or something?”

“Something like that,” Twilight agreed. Her
horn lit up, and she encased Applejack in a
magical field. Twilight then walked around the
earth pony and used her magic to gently examine
the pony's physical structure.

“You never did tell me my name,” Applejack
said.

Rainbow spoke up. “It's Applejack. Your
name is Applejack. You are —um, a friend of ours.
A really good friend.”

“Ok,” Applejack said slowly. “So how did |
lose all my memories? Did something bad
happen?”

“You could say that,” Rainbow replied, as
tears began to form in her eyes. “Something very,
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very bad. But | think it's going to be all right now.
How is she looking, Twilight?”

Twilight shut down the magical field around
Applejack and let her go. “She looks fine to me!
As far as | can tell she is perfect in every way. |
don't see any abnormalities. | think it's safe to
proceed to the next step.”

“Awesome!”  Rainbow exclaimed. She
immediately rushed over to Applejack and threw
her front hooves around her neck. “This is so
awesome. You have no idea how good it is to have
you back! | have missed you so much.”

Applejack looked startled, but hugged
Rainbow back anyway. “Um, ok. That's good, |
guess. But | still don't know who you are.”

Rainbow let go of her and grinned. “Who am
I? Well, my name is Rainbow Dash. | am the queen
of Equestria, and rule over pretty much
everything in a totally awesome way. | am, like,
your hero. Since you were a little filly your goal in
life was to be exactly like me in every way. | am
just that amazing.”

Twilight glared at the pegasus. “Rainbow,
what are you doing?”

Rainbow quickly put a hoof over Twilight's
mouth. “As | was saying, you and | are the best of
friends. Your goal in life is to one day be as cool
and talented as | am.”
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“Really?” Applejack replied. “Then why do |
have apples for a cutie mark? Are you the princess
of apples or something?”

“It's because apples are awesome,” Rainbow
Dash explained. “Especially apple cider. You see,
you and your family makes the best apple cider in
all of Equestria. The next time you make a batch,
you're definitely going to save it for me, right?”

“Well, sure,” Applejack replied. “Since you're
the queen that seems only fair.”

Rainbow laughed. “This is so much fun! |
could do this all day.”

Twilight whacked Rainbow on the back of her
head. “This is not the time to be pranking her!
You're worse than Pinkie Pie. We still have work
to do.”

Twilight turned to face Applejack. “I know
you have a lot of questions and are pretty
confused. Don't worry, though. | promise that
despite Rainbow here, you are in good hooves.
We have to leave now, but we will be back soon.
When we return your mind will be restored and
everything will be clear. Just sit tight and don't
wander off anywhere.”

“If you say so,” Applejack replied. “Although
from what | can tell, there's really not anyplace
else to go.”

“This won't take long,” Twilight promised.
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She and Rainbow Dash then disappeared, leaving
Applejack alone.
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Chapter 4: “T'wilight, what
have you done?”

Rainbow Dash and Twilight Sparkle reappeared in
Twilight's basement. “Woah,” Rainbow exclaimed.
“How do you keep yanking both of us out of the
comic like that?”

“It's really not a big deal. I'll explain it later,
though, when we have more time. | don't want to
leave Applejack in there any longer than | have to.
We've got a lot of work to do, and she's waiting
on us.”

Rainbow stared at the comic book that was
lying open on the desk. “So Applejack is in there,”
she said, with wonder in her voice. “That is so
awesome. Is she, like, waiting on us right now?”

Twilight nodded. “That's one of the changes
| had to make to the way the comics worked. From
the moment these books are first enchanted,
time begins passing in them at the same rate that
time passes in this world. Applejack is still
standing there. She is fully conscious of the
passage of time.”

“Then | guess you're right — we need to get
moving on this. So what's next?”
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Twilight glanced at the coffin, and then
looked back at Rainbow Dash. “Applejack won't
be whole again until we restore her memories,
which are stored in her brain. We need to get
them out.”

Rainbow Dash slowly backed away from
Twilight. “I don't like where this is going. How
were you planning on doing that, exactly?”

“Well, you saw what | did with her blood. We
had to put the blood sample in that vial, then
enchant it, and then merge it with the book. Since
her complete genetic code is in every drop of her
blood, we only needed to get a little bit of it. Her
mind, though, is different. We need all of her
brain in order to do this. Which means—"

“Absolutely not!” Rainbow protested. “There
is absolutely no way | am doing that. Do you have
any idea what I'd have to do to get her brain out
of her head? There has got to be some other way.
Your plan is waaaaaay too gross.”

“I know,” Twilight sighed. “It's just that the
blood spell worked so well! But you're right. If we
do that with her brain and something goes wrong,
there's no backup plan. We could always take
more blood — up to a point, anyway — but she only
has one brain. Let me think about this.”

Twilight stared at the desk in front of her.
Time passed. She picked up a book and read
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through it, then set it down and picked up a
different one.

“How long is this going to take?” Rainbow
Dash asked. “Applejack is waiting on us, you know.”

“This isn't easy. You do realize that nopony
has ever done this before, right? It's not like there
is a how-to guide for this!”

“Maybe not for raising the dead, sure. But all
you want to do is move her memories from one
place to a different place. Aren't there any
memory copying spells? Surely that has been
done before. Hasn't anypony ever wanted to save
their memories?”

“That's it!” Twilight shouted. “You're a
genius. Wait here — I'll be right back!”

Twilight raced out of the room, leaving
Rainbow Dash alone in the basement.

“Sure, sure, just take your time,” Rainbow
Dash called after her. “It's not like I'm alone in a
creepy basement or anything.”

Twilight did not respond. She was already
out of earshot.

Rainbow Dash glanced at the bubbling pool
of utter darkness that was in the center of the
floor. “And you can't tell me there's no dark magic
going on here either,” Rainbow muttered. “Dark
magic is green, right? Green and black. This room
has 'forbidden magic' written all over it. You really
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owe me one this time, Applejack. The things that
| do for my friends.”

Ten minutes later, Twilight raced back into
the room. “Isn't this great? | actually had one after
all! Oh, this is going to be fabulous!”

The purple alicorn was levitating two objects
in front of her — a heavy black book, and a
spherical crystal stone that was about three
inches in diameter.

“What's that?” Rainbow asked.

“It's a first-edition copy of Enchanted
Memories,” Twilight said enthusiastically. “There
are only six copies of it in existence. | got this book
about a month ago, and let me tell you it has been
fascinating. You see, about four hundred years
ago—"’

Rainbow Dash interrupted her. “Not the
book, the stone. | know what books are, you know!
Is there something special about that rock?”

“Oh — right.” Twilight gently set the book
down on the table and opened it to page 834.
“This object is called a memory stone. It's used to
contain memories. Technically it isn't actually a
stone at all. It's more of a complicated magical
repository that was carefully engineered to hold
memories for an indefinite period of time. This
one happens to be industrial strength. It was
meant to hold an entire mind.”
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“So who's mind is in it?” Rainbow asked.

“It's empty right now,” Twilight replied. “The
nice thing about this is that although these stones
are incredibly difficult to make, they are very easy
to use. All it takes is a simple spell to copy a pony's
memories into this stone. Once they are in here |
should be able to merge them with the comic.
Then Applejack should be her old self again!”

“What happens if it fails?” Rainbow asked.
“Will her mind just be gone?”

Twilight shook her head. “All we're doing is
making a copy. If things go wrong then we can just
try again. No harm done.”

“And her brain can stay inside her skull?”

“Of course! It's a simple, painless procedure.”

“Wonderful.” Rainbow breathed a sigh of
relief. “I knew there had to be some other way.
Not that | was scared or anything but — well, you
know.”

“Give me just a minute to set this up,”
Twilight said. The alicorn then carefully reread the
page three times, and then nodded. “Ok. | think |
know what to do. Let's give this a try.”

Twilight walked over to the coffin and
opened it. She glanced inside, turned pale, and
quickly turned her head away. She then forced
herself to look back into the coffin and gently
placed the memory stone next to Applejack's
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head.

“All right,” she said, a bit queasy and more
than a touch nervous. “Here goes.”

Twilight lit up her horn, and the memory
stone turned purple. She then amped up the
power. As the stone began to glow more intensely,
a weak beam of light shot out of the stone and
connected with Applejack's head. Twilight poured
even more magic into the spell, and the beam of
light strengthened. Slowly, ever so slowly, the
stone began to change. Specs of light began
appearing within it and swirling about.

“Now | just have to hold the connection,”
Twilight muttered.

“For how long?” Rainbow Dash asked.

“Not now,” Twilight hissed. She closed her
eyes and concentrated.

As the moments passed, the sphere filled
with tiny points of light. Rainbow Dash was utterly
fascinated. The points of light somehow looked
alive. Are those individual memories, or are they
moments of her life? This is actually pretty cool.
Magic users can do some pretty neat tricks.

After five agonizing minutes the link began to
fade. “That's all of it,” Twilight said wearily. She
cut the connection and collapsed onto the floor.
Sweat poured off of her body. The spell had left
her weak, and she found it difficult to move.
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Twilight gently sat up, grabbed a cloth off the
table, and wiped her forehead. “Now | just need
to breathe — in, then out. Woah, but am | ever
woozy. | am really getting a workout today!”

Rainbow walked over to the coffin and stared
closely at the memory stone. “So Applejack is in
there? All of her?”

“l think so. At least, that's all of her | could
get,” Twilight replied. She was still panting. “I'm
pretty sure that | got it all. The preservation spell
kept her mind from decaying, and | don't think she
had any brain damage from the accident. | guess
we'll find out when we talk to her.”

“So what now? How do you get the
memories out of that rock and into our friend?”

“Give me a minute,” Twilight pleaded. “Spells
are hard work. Intense magic — like what we've
been doing here —is really draining. | already have
a headache, and | still have to transfer that stone
into the comic. | need a moment to rest.”

“Fine, fine,” Rainbow Dash grumbled. “Just
remember that our friend is waiting for us in that
terrible place you created! That has to be the
most boring world I've ever seen. Couldn't you
have at least given her an apple or something?
Even a tree would have been a huge improvement!
She could have looked at it or something.”

“Didn't a tree just kill her?” Twilight asked
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wearily. “And you want me to put a tree in the
comic? For all | know she hates trees now.
Applejack probably thinks they're death traps or
something.”

“Good point — so no trees. But still, couldn't
you have at least created some grass? Grass is
pretty harmless, isn't it?”

“l guess, but she wasn't supposed to live
there, you know. She won't be in there for very
long, and once she's out she will never have to go
back into the comic again. But | guess | could have
given her a book to read while she waited.”

“Because if there's one thing we all know
about Applejack, it's that she's a big reader,”
Rainbow said sarcastically.

Twilight ignored her friend. She lied back
down onto the floor and tried to catch her breath.
Minutes ticked by. Rainbow Dash resisted the
urge to reach out and touch the memory sphere.
She considered walking around the room, but
decided against it. This just doesn't look like a
good place to go around touching things. So she
sat down by her friend and waited — impatiently.

“You're not going to fall asleep on me, are
you?” Rainbow Dash asked.

“Not after that nightmare Ilast night,”
Twilight replied.

“Nightmare? What nightmare? When did
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you have a nightmare? And hey — when did you
fall asleep?”

“It was nothing. Just, you know, the usual.”

“So, your books were trying to eat you again?”

Twilight shook her head. “No, not this time.
In this dream all of Equestria was, well, empty. All
of the buildings were ruined, and all of the ponies
were gone, and | was the only pony left. Well, wait.
| think Celestia was there. She was really angry
with me about something, and we got in a big
fight—"

Rainbow Dash laughed. “By 'big fight' you
mean she scolded you, right?”

“Not this time. Celestia actually tried to kill
me! I'd never seen her so angry.”

“C'mon, Twilight, that's never going to
happen! You're her favorite student, remember?
There is nothing you could possibly do that would
make her that angry. We're the heroes of this
world, remember?”

“I guess you're right,” Twilight said. “Maybe |
was just tired.”

The alicorn struggled to her hooves. “All right,
all right. I think I can do this — but this is positively
the last spell I'm going to cast before getting some
rest. I've had all | can take.”

Rainbow nodded. “So — what now?”

“Just sit down and be still. And don't touch
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anything. | don't want to accidentally infect you
with Applejack's memories.”

Twilight gently lifted the memory stone out
of the coffin and carried it over to the table. She
then placed the stone into a small metal tripod.
Once she was satisfied the stone was secure, she
picked up the tripod and placed it directly on top
of the open comic book.

The alicorn then glanced back to Enchanted
Memories and read the page one more time. She
then turned to her friend. “Are you ready?”

“Do you have to ask?” Rainbow Dash said.

Twilight smiled in spite of her weariness. She
looked back at the memory stone and stared at it
intently. She then lit up her horn and struck the
stone with an intense beam of light. The light
refracted off the stone and bounced down into
the comic. Twilight continued to hold the
connection for about thirty seconds, and then she
shut it down.

Rainbow Dash looked at the stone. It was still
filled with small points of swirling light. “Did
something go wrong?”

Twilight moved the tripod off the comic and
flipped through its pages. “No, it worked,” she
replied. “It looks like everything is here. Why?”

“Because I'm still seeing lights in that rock. If
you moved them into the comic then shouldn't
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they be gone?”

Twilight shook her head. “I copied them into
the comic. | didn't have to move them. Now
Applejacks' memories are in three different
places: in her brainin her old body, in the memory
stone, and in the comic book.”

“Weird! So, um, that was fast. | kind of
expected it to take longer.”

“The hard part is getting the memories into
the stone,” Twilight explained. “Once they are
there, the stone itself will help you copy them.
That's the whole point of the stone in the first
place.”

“So what now? Are we done?”

Twilight nodded. She turned the comic back
to its front page and placed it on the table. “Are
you ready to meet her again?”

“Are you kidding?” Rainbow Dash replied.
She quickly leaped over to the comic book and
placed a hoof on the glowing panel. As soon as
she disappeared, Twilight followed behind her.

* k% k %

Rainbow Dash once again found herself in
the blank world that Twilight had created. A quick
look around revealed that Applejack had not
moved from where she had been before. She was
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still there, sitting quietly on the ground, staring
out at the horizon.

“So, hey there,” Rainbow Dash called out.
She flew over to Applejack and landed in front of
her. “How do you feel?”

Applejack glared at her. “So you're the queen
of Equestria, are you? Just how dumb do you
think I am?”

Rainbow Dash laughed. “Oh, c'mon, it was
funny! You were believing everything that | told
you, and | just couldn't pass up an opportunity like
that. It sounds like you have your memory back
now.”

“l most certainly do,” Applejack replied. “As |
recall, Celestia is the princess who raises the sun,
and her sister Luna raises the moon. All you do is
loaf around and take naps.”

“I do not,” Rainbow Dash said defensively. “I
happen to have been very busy lately.”

“She actually has,” Twilight called out. She
had entered the world a moment after Rainbow
Dash and was slowly walking over to them.
Twilight was completely worn out, but she was
doing her best to keep walking. “In fact, | couldn't
have gotten this far without her. She has been a
true friend through this whole ordeal.”

“See?” Rainbow Dash exclaimed. “Told you!”

Twilight walked up to Applejack. “What is the
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last thing that you remember?”

“Rainbow Dash trying to tell me she's in
charge of the whole world.”

Twilight facehoofed. “No — before that. What
is your last memory before you found yourself
here?”

“That would be gettin' killed by that blasted
tree. | had just finished breakfast with the family,
then went outside to get started on the day. |
shoulda known that storm had weakened the tree,
but | just didn't think about it. Too much goin' on,
you know? So, like a fool, | gave it a good hard
buckin'. When | heard the tree crack | knew | was
in trouble. | tried to get away but | just wasn't fast
enough. It caught me good — killed me instantly, |
reckon'. There's just one thing | don't understand.”

“Really?” Rainbow Dash asked. “Just one
thing? 'cause | can think of a whole lot more than
just one question you should be asking right now.”

“Hush,” Twilight said. “What's that,
Applejack?”

“Well, if I'm dead, then this must be the
afterlife. I've gotta say | really expected it to be
more, um, involved. This has got to be the most
boring place I've ever seen. | don't really think |
want to spend eternity here. But, anyway, my
question is this: if I'm dead and this is — well,
whatever this is — then what are you two doing
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here?”

“Easy,” Rainbow Dash replied. “You see—"

Applejack raised a hoof. “Now hold on a
minute. | don't have any trouble believing that
Twilight knows how to visit the world of the dead.
She's an alicorn, after all. There's no tellin' what
kind of spooky magic she's learned up in Canterlot.
But | refuse to believe that Rainbow Dash has
magical powers and can talk to ghosts. That just
ain't possible.”

Rainbow Dash grinned. “You know, it could
be possible. You don't necessarily know all my
secrets! | am a pretty awesome pony.”

Twilight immediately reached over and
whacked Rainbow Dash on the back of her head.
“Stop it! | don't know what's gotten into you. You
have been acting super weird lately.”

“I'm just glad to have Applejack back, that's
all,” Rainbow replied.

Applejack spoke up. “You still haven't told
me what you're doin' here. And | don't think I'm
'back'. Whatever this place is, it sure ain't
Equestria.”

“l guess | should start at the beginning,”
Twilight said slowly. “First of all, it's true that the
tree, um, fell on you. You were injured pretty
badly. | raced out to the farm, but—"

“'Pretty badly'?” echoed Rainbow Dash. “Are
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you serious? The tree totally—"

“Quiet! Let me finish. As | was saying, the
tree injured you pretty badly. Since the doctors
couldn't do anything to help you, | had you carried
to my home. Rainbow Dash and | spent the past
week inventing a way to, um, heal your injuries. It
has been a real challenge but | think we've been
successful. How do you feel?”

“Um, ok, | guess,” Applejack replied. “So how
is it you were able to help me when the doctors
couldn't?”

“Magic!” Rainbow Dash exclaimed.

Twilight nodded. “I can use my magic to do
things that are beyond the reach of ordinary
medicine. If you're feeling all right then | think it's
time to bring you out of this place and get you
back home.”

“So this isn't the afterlife?” Applejack asked.

Twilight shook her head. “Nope. It's not. It's
just a place | created to assist in the healing
process. Now that you're well, | can bring you out
of it.”

“Am | in a coma? Is all this inside my mind?”

Rainbow Dash opened her mouth, but
Twilight quickly silenced her. “I think it would be
easier to just show you. Are you ready to go?”

Applejack nodded. “I reckon' anyplace would
beat this.”
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Twilight nodded. A moment later all three of
them vanished.

* k% % k %

The three friends reappeared in Twilight's
basement. Rainbow Dash was the first to speak.
“You just gotta show me how you keep doing that.”

“I'l be sure to make a note of it when |
publish my findings,” Twilight replied.

Applejack looked around the room in
amazement. She quickly looked down at herself
to make sure that she was really there, and then
back at her friends. The farmer then glanced at
the bewildering items that filled the room. “We're
in the castle basement, aren't we?”

Twilight nodded. “That's right. This room
used to be empty. I've decorated it a bit.”

“It looks like you've been workin' real hard,”
Applejack commented. She looked at the long
table, which was covered with papers and books,
and she stared at the walls that were laced with
magical runes. That was when she noticed the
coffin.

The coffin that was still open.

Which contained her corpse.

Applejack screamed. “What in tarnation is
that?”
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Twilight quickly used her magic to close the
coffin. “I am so sorry about that. | really meant to
close that before we left, but I've just been so
exhausted. It kinda slipped my mind.”

“Was that what | think it was? Because it
looked an awful lot like my head was in there.”

Rainbow Dash spoke up. “After the accident
that's all that was left of your body. When that
tree fell it pretty much obliterated you. That's why
Twilight had to use a comic book to recreate your
body. Then she used this neato spell to copy your
memories from your brain into your new body,
and there you are! Good as new.”

Applejack turned pale. She walked over to
the table and pointed at the comic book that was
lying face open. “Are you saying Twilight used that
book to bring me back?”

Twilight nodded. “It was the only way.”

“But | don't understand. How is that even
possible? You're not making any sense.”

“It's actually kind of simple. Do you
remember that one time we were sucked into
that comic book and became Power Ponies? Do
you remember how real that world was?”

“Sure | do.”

“Well, this is the same thing. You see, | used
that comic to write you into existence again. |
used a sample of your blood to recreate your
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physical form, and | copied your memories from
your old body into your new body. It was the only
way to bring you back.”

“Oh,” Applejack replied. She didn't say
anything. She just stared at the comic, lost in
thought.

“Do you want me to go into more detail?”
Twilight asked nervously. “I'd be more than happy
to explain the exact spells that | used.”

Applejack shook her head. “Nope, that ain't
necessary. So let me see if | have this straight. The
real Applejack was crushed by a tree. Since she
was dead, you created a copy of her in a comic
book and used magic to bring that copy to life. You
then gave that comic book character Applejack's
memories so that it would think it was her. Then
you brought that copy here. Is that about it?”

“You are not a comic book character! You are
the real Applejack. You have her body and her
memories. You aren't a magical construct; you're
a flesh and blood pony. It's true that | used magic
to bring you back, but that doesn't make you any
less real. You really are you.”

“But you didn't bring Applejack back,”
Applejack replied. “Isn't her corpse still in that
coffin over there? What's left of it, anyway. That
is Applejack. I'm just a copy that you made.”

“You are real,” Twilight insisted. “If | pricked
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you, you would bleed. If | poisoned you, you
would die. You have senses, emotions, and
desires. You can get hungry and sleep and
apparently quite irritable. You are every bit as real
as every other pony in this world. You could even
have foals if you wanted.”

Rainbow Dash spoke up. “Only your life does
depend on that comic book. If something ever
happened to it you would kinda disappear.”

“1 knew it! | just knew this was all wrong.
Twilight, what have you done?”

“Look, it's just temporary!” Twilight said
hastily. “l didn't have a lot of time, so | skipped the
part where | freed you from the comic. My main
concern was bringing you back to life. I'm sure
there's a way to sever the connection between
you and the comic so that you don't depend on it
anymore. Would that make you feel better?”

“This ain't about feelings! Don't you get it?
I'm not Applejack. I'm just a comic book character
that you brought to life. The real Applejack is dead.
You didn't do a thing for her.”

Twilight was taken aback. Tears began to
form in her eyes. She had worked so hard to save
her friend, and was certain Applejack would be
delighted and grateful. She never imagined her
friend would react this way. She was deeply hurt
— but Applejack didn't seem to notice or care.
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“You are completely wrong,” Twilight said
angrily. “I think you're focusing too much on the
magic that | used to bring you back to life. You
really are real — honest.”

“Then answer me this. Couldn't you use the
same magic to make another copy of me?
Couldn't you make five Applejacks, or ten, or
twenty?”

“l suppose. I'm sure at least one of them
would be grateful about being alive again.”

“Oh, | bet,” Applejack replied angrily. “After
all, you could make them however you wanted,
couldn't you? You could make an Applejack with a
green coat, or with a pair of boots for a cutie mark.
You could give her any memories or attitudes or
thoughts that you wanted her to have. That's
because it's all just stuff in books. You write the
words and it comes to life. That's it, isn't it?”

Rainbow Dash spoke up. “Hey — that gives
me an idea! Twilight, couldn't you give Applejack
a pair of wings? You could make her a pegasus,
couldn't you? It would be so awesome if she could
fly!”

Applejack stared at Twilight angrily. Twilight
was beyond hurt; she was now getting angry
herself. “Sure, | could probably do that — not that
she'd be grateful for it or anything. Some ponies
wouldn't know gratitude if it kicked them in the
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head. But you're both missing the point. You were
dead, Applejack — dead! And now you're alive
again. There is no difference between who you
were before the accident and who you are now.
There's no problem here!”

“I'm a character from a comic book,”
Applejack said with emphasis. “How can you not
see that?”

“This is ridiculous! I'm sure Fluttershy
wouldn't have had any problem with any of this.
Some ponies would have been glad to have been
raised from the dead.”

“Fluttershy ain't the element of honesty. This
may be a clever trick and all, but it ain't honest.
That | know for sure.”

“What are you talking about? | never asked
you to lie about where you came from! You're
more than welcome to tell everypony you know.
In fact, | plan on publishing my findings for further
use and research. Besides, | was honest with you,
wasn't I? | could have hidden all this from you, you
know. | could have had you be asleep when you
came back to life and got your memories back,
and had you wake up in a nice comfy bed
somewhere in Ponyville Hospital. | could easily
have told you a comforting lie that you would
have believed. | didn't have to tell you what |
actually did, but | did because I am not a bad pony.
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| care about you — even if you don't care very
much about us.”

“I know,” Applejack said hurriedly. “I don't
mean it like that. I'm sure you and Rainbow have
worked real hard to make all this happen, and |
don't mean to sound ungrateful. This is just —well,
it's wrong. It bothers me. | can't get past the fact
that I'm not actually real. This is an awful lot to
deal with.”

Rainbow Dash spoke up. “Well, I think you're
real. | told Twilight that she could bring you back,
and that is exactly what she did. | think you're just
thinking too hard. Give it a rest! Enjoy life or
something.”

“Answer me this,” Twilight said. By now tears
were running down her face. It never occurred to
her that things might go this badly. “Do you really
want Apple Bloom to grow up without her big
sister?”

“Of course not,” Applejack said quickly.

“What about Big Mac and Granny Smith? Do
you want them to live the rest of their lives
without you? Do you think they'll be able to
manage Sweet Apple Acres just fine on their own,
without your help?”

“It'd be mighty difficult,” Applejack admitted.

“Now, | understand that you have hangups
over where you came from. | don't agree with
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them in the slightest, but I'll table that for now.
But tell me this: don't you think your family
misses you? Don't you think they want you back?
Do you honestly believe that Apple Bloom is going
to be as upset over the metaphysical aspects of
this as you are? Isn't it more likely that what she
really wants is to get her big sister back? Are you
going to deny her that?”

“Of course not! She needs me to watch over
her. I'm sure she's plum torn up over what
happened. | just — | dunno. Maybe you're right.
Maybe | just need to go home.”

“| totally agree with that,” Rainbow Dash said.
“l have no idea what time it is, but | don't think
they'll mind waking up — not when they see who's
knocking at their door.”

“It's three in the afternoon,” Twilight replied.
“I highly doubt they're in bed. So are we through
with this? Are you ready to go home, or do you
want to yell at me some more for trying to help
you?”

“I'm sorry,” Applejack said. “I didn't mean it
that way. | know you're just tryin' to help me. I'm
sure this must have been hard on everypony.”

Applejack walked over to Twilight and tried
to give her a hug, but to her surprise Twilight
pushed her away. “Let's just get you home,”
Twilight said. “I have had enough of this.”
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“Um, ok,” Applejack replied. “This basement
of yours is kinda giving me the creeps anyway. It
will be real good to see my family again.”

Applejack reached out to take the comic
book, but Twilight grabbed it before she could lay
a hoof on it. “Don't touch that!” Twilight hissed.
“You have no idea what you're doing. Your
continued existence depends upon that comic. It
has got to be taken care of, and there's no way I'm
trusting you with it. I'm going to put it in a safe
place where nothing can happen to it. You'd
probably lose it or feed it to a cow or something.”

“l ain't stupid,” Applejack said. “Don't you
think | know how important that comic is?”

“You don't even know how important you
are. So, no. | don't”

Applejack sighed. “l sure put my hoof in it
this time. Well, ok then. | reckon it'll be safer here
anyway.”

“Then what are you waiting for?” Rainbow
Dash exclaimed. She hugged Applejack, then
raced out of the room. “C'mon — they're waiting
on us!”

After Rainbow Dash disappeared, Twilight
slowly began to follow her out of the room.
Applejack noticed for the first time how tired and
worn she was. Every step she made seemed to be
painful for her.
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“Hold on just a minute,” Applejack said.
“Look. | can see that | hurt you, and I'm sorry. |
didn't mean to do that. | know you did all this
because you care about me, and that means a lot.”

“Stop patronizing me!” Twilight said angrily.
“You don't believe that you're real, and you're
angry that | did this. Don't pretend otherwise.”

“I'm sorry, Twilight. | know my honesty can
be hard to take sometimes, but I'm not one to
hide things from ponies — especially not ponies
that | care about. Even if I've got reservations, I'm
sure this will all work out in the end. After all, this
is safe, right? It's not like there's anything
dangerous going on here.”

Twilight shrugged. “I guess. It might be safe.
Does it really matter?”

“Yes, it matters. Is there some danger that
you haven't told me about yet?”

“Nope,” Twilight replied firmly. “There is no
way any of this could go wrong. I'm certain we're
not opening some kind of Pandora's box that will
destroy the whole world.”

“Really?” Applejack asked. “Then why even
bring that up as a possibility?”

Twilight remembered the dream she had the
night before. “Um, no reason,” she replied.

Rainbow Dash yelled down the stairs. “Are
you two coming or what?”
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Chapter 5: “No solution 1s
perfect”

It was mid-afternoon in Ponyville, and a feeling of
quiet dread hung over the town. A small group of
ponies had gathered outside Twilight's castle and
were talking in low tones. Twilight had asked for a
week to heal Applejack, and that week was nearly
over. It looked like she was on the verge of failure
— the first failure she had ever experienced in her
career.

“Well, | can't say that I'm surprised,” Carrot
Top remarked. “After all, Applejack was clearly
dead. There's simply no way anypony could have
helped her.”

Roseluck nodded. “I completely agree. Even
Princess Twilight isn't all-powerful, you know. She
has limits, just like everypony else.”

Lyra frowned. She had a worried look on her
face. “But what does this mean for the future of
Equestria? There are six Elements of Harmony,
you know. Six, not five! With one of the bearers
gone, does that mean the Elements are broken
and can't protect us anymore? We could be
flooded with disasters — disasters that nopony can
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fix!”

“Or we could stop having monster attacks
altogether,” Carrot Top replied. “After all,
Ponyville was a quiet place before the princess
came to live here. Maybe things will go back to
normal and life will be peaceful again.”

“And maybe bits will rain down from the sky
and wishes will come true!” Lyra said sarcastically.
“Come on, Carrots. This is serious! Who's going to
protect us now? The Elements were our first and
only line of defense!”

“Oh, you don't need to worry about that,”
Bon Bon said confidently. “I'll take care of
Ponyville. All I-”

At that moment the doors to Twilight's castle
flung open and Rainbow Dash soared out. “She
did it!” the pegasus exclaimed excitedly.
“Applejack is back, everypony! Can you believe it?
Is this awesome or what?”

The crowd gasped. There, standing in the
castle doorway, was Applejack. A few feet behind
her was Twilight, who had an irritated look on her
face.

Applejack looked around and smiled
nervously. She raised a hoof and waved at the
crowd. “Well, howdy, y'all.”

“It's a ghost!” Roseluck shrieked. She fainted.

“Wait!” Applejack exclaimed. “I ain't a ghost
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— honest. I'm flesh and blood just like the rest of
you. It really is me.”

Applejack walked up to the crowd, which
stared at her in amazement. Nopony said a word.

Bon Bon bravely walked over to her, reached
out a hoof, and touched Applejack's nose. “Hey,
cut that out!” Applejack said.

“Sorry,” Bon Bon replied. “I just had to make
sure you weren't a ghost. | guess you are real after
all! I can't believe it. The princess found a way to
bring you back from the dead. That's —
remarkable, actually.”

Twilight was still standing in the castle
doorway, scowling. “l don't want to hear about it,”
she grumbled. She walked over to Applejack and
frowned. “C'mon, let's get this over with. We
need to get you to Sweet Apple Acres. | can't wait
to hear what complaints your family is going to
have about all this.”

“Complaints?” Carrot Top said, confused.
“What complaints?”

But no one responded — Twilight had already
teleported herself and Applejack out of sight.

Rainbow Dash facehoofed. “Aw, really,
Twilight? | thought you were tired of using magic!”

The pegasus was about to race off to the
Apple family farm when Carrot Top called out
again. “Rainbow, what's going on? Why is Twilight
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upset? How did she fix Applejack? Who is
complaining?”

“Beats me,” Rainbow called out as she
soared away. “If you ask me everything is going
great. Applejack can just be weird sometimes, you
know?”

Before anypony could say anything else, the
blue pegasus streaked across the sky and
disappeared, leaving a rainbow trail behind her.

Lyra looked at Bon Bon. “She didn't answer
the questions.”

“Not even close,” Bon Bon agreed. “But | bet
we don't want to know the answers. This situation
has trouble written all over it. If everything was
fine then the princess would be happy — and the
princess is most definitely not happy.”

Carrot Top looked up at the rainbow that still
hung in the afternoon sky. “Does this mean that
the princess knows how to raise the dead? Is she
a necromancer now? Is that good, or bad?”

Lyra shrugged. “Who knows? Personally, |
think this would be a great time to leave Ponyville
and go on an extended vacation. If Twilight just
opened a portal to the afterlife then we could be
on the verge of a zombie invasion! There's no
telling what terrible things will happen next.”

“Not zombies!” Roseluck shrieked. She
fainted again.
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Twilight and Applejack appeared on the
dusty road that led to Sweet Apple Acres.
Applejack looked around, confused. “Why are—"

The alicorn immediately lit up her horn and
teleported them again. The pair reappeared
further down the road. The farm was visible now
in the distance.

Applejack tried again. “Hold on just a minute.
Why are—"

Twilight ignored her and teleported them
once more. This time they appeared just outside
the ruins of the Apple barn.

“— you doing this?” Applejack finished. “We
could have just walked, you know. You look dead
tired. In fact, I'm kinda surprised you're even able
to stand, what with all you've been through.”

“Walking would take too long,” Twilight
replied. She was clearly irritated, and her bad
mood had not improved. “I just want to get this
over with.”

The two ponies looked around. There was
nopony in sight. The barn was still in ruins; it was
clear that no one had touched it. Even the tree
was still lying where it had fallen.

“l can't believe you beat Rainbow Dash here,”
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Applejack commented. “She's the fastest pony
I've ever seen. You know, it's ok if you want to take
a minute and rest. There's no rush.”

Twilight ignored her. “Your family is probably
inside the house. I'll go get them.”

The alicorn teleported to the door. She lifted
a hoof and banged on it. “Hello? Anypony home?
Are you there?”

Applejack shook her head. “You know, you
could just open the door and go inside. I'm pretty
sure they'll be happy to see you. You're not a
stranger, Twilight.”

“You mean | wasn't a stranger. But things are
different now, aren't they?”

Twilight waited for a few seconds and then
banged on the front door again. A moment later
there was a commotion in the house, and a small
filly raced to the front door. The door flew open
and Apple Bloom looked up. “Oh, howdy, Twilight,”
she said in a quite voice. “So what—"

Apple Bloom glanced behind Twilight and
saw Applejack walking toward the house. The
filly's eyes lit up, and a look of wonder and joy
appeared on her face. She dashed over to her
sister and jumped on top of her. “l can't believe it!
| really can't believe it!”

Applejack grinned and hugged her back. “It's
good to see you too. | hope you haven't been
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getting into any trouble while I've been gone! I'm
sorry for giving y'all such a scare.”

“I've missed you so much,” Apple Bloom said,
as she held onto her sister tightly. “I was
beginning to get worried that Twilight wasn't
going to be able to fix this. | didn't want you to be
gone.”

“You don't need to worry about that
anymore,” Applejack replied. “I'm right here and |
ain't goin' anywhere.”

By now Big Mac and Granny Smith had
reached the front door. “Well, I'll be,” Granny
Smith said. “That's Applejack! She's back.”

“That's what I've been trying to tell
everypony!” Twilight exclaimed, her voice full of
frustration. “That is Applejack. Can't you see that?
Is this really so hard?”

“Nope,” Big Mac replied. A big grin appeared
on his face.

As the rest of the Apple family rushed over
to Applejack, a blue pegasus streaked across the
sky and landed on the lawn. “I can't believe you
beat me here, Twilight,” Rainbow Dash panted.
“You're a lot faster than you look!”

Twilight said nothing. Even though the Apple
family was clearly overjoyed about Applejack's
return, the princess was unable to share in their
delight. Twilight just sat on the ground and
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stewed in her anger.

Applejack was talking to Big Mac now. Her
big brother wasn't saying much, but he was
obviously pleased.

Rainbow Dash nudged Twilight. “You did it! |
knew you could do it. You've made everything
right again.”

“1 wish,” Twilight said sourly. “Applejack
doesn't believe that she's real. Thisisn't a triumph;
this is a disaster. | never dreamed she would react
that way.”

“Eh, just give her some time. She has been
dead, you know. She probably just needs to get
her head on straight. | wouldn't worry about it.”

Apple Bloom had been listening to their
conversation. “What do you mean she was dead?
Is that right, sister? Is Twilight tellin' the truth?”

Applejack nodded. “I was dead all right. But
as you can see, I'm here now. I'm all better now.”

“Did you say dead?” Granny Smith exclaimed.
“Tarnation, child, that ain't good! Once a pony is
dead they stay dead. Coming back from the dead
just ain't natural! There's dark magic involved in
that. Nothing good can come of it.”

Twilight's anger instantly turned into rage.
“This is the last time I'm doing the Apple family a
favor!” she said bitterly. “Next time you can raise
your own dead.” The alicorn lit up her horn and
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teleported out of sight.

Applejack lifted a hoof. “Now just hold on,
everypony. Let me explain. First of all, | ain't a
resurrected corpse. Twilight hasn't been doin' any
funny business and no dark magic is involved. You
ought to know better than that! What happened
was—"

Big Mac spoke up, cutting her off. “It don't
really matter,” he said gently. “You're home.”

“See?” Rainbow Dash said. “My point exactly!
She's home and everything is right again. That's
what matters!”

“You bet,” Apple Bloom agreed.

In the distance, ponies were running down
the road to the farm. Word had spread that
Applejack was alive again — and the whole town
wanted to see her.

* % % k %

In Celestia's castle in Canterlot, a royal guard
burst into the throne room. The armored stallion
galloped down the long red carpet and past the
giant stained glass windows, and approached
Celestia's throne as quickly as he could. “Your
majesty,” he panted. “I bring urgent news from
Ponyville.”

Celestia looked surprised. She put down her
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white teacup and turned her attention to the
guard. “Is something the matter? Has there been
an attack?”

“No, your highness. It's Princess Twilight. She
has brought Applejack back from the dead!
Applejack is with her family now, at Sweet Apple
Acres.”

The Princess of the Sun immediately stood
up. “Back from the dead? But that's impossible!
Are you sure?”

“Positive. The whole town is there now, and
there are numerous confirmed reports. Applejack
is no ghost — she is real and she is alive again.”

“But that's not possible. It's never been done
before. It can't be done! Even magic cannot raise
the dead.”

“Yes, your majesty. | do not disagree. But
apparently the princess has found a way.”

Celestia thought for a moment. “I must see
this for myself. If Twilight has engaged in
necromancy then this could be very bad for all of
us. | will head to Ponyville immediately.”

The guard nodded. “Of course. What should
| tell Princess Luna?”

The princess glanced outside and saw that it
was still mid-afternoon. “Let her rest. I'll talk to
her myself later, when | return.”

Celestia then vanished in a burst of yellow
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light.

* % % k %

Twilight wearily dragged herself to the
entrance of her castle. She had only been able to
teleport part of the way home before she lost the
strength to cast another teleportation spell, and
had to walk the rest of the way. By now she was
so tired that she couldn't even fly. Every bone in
her body ached and she had a splitting headache.
All she wanted to do was rest — rest and put this
whole ugly business behind her.

She was intensely angry at Applejack for
being so ungrateful. | brought her back from the
dead — back from the dead! — and all she could do
was complain about my methods. Just see if | ever
do her a favor again!

The walk back to her castle was difficult. It
was also lonely; nopony stopped to help her. As
Twilight struggled down the road she was passed
by a stream of ponies who were all hurrying
toward Sweet Apple Acres. None of them paid her
any attention or offered to help. They were all
focused on one thing — going to see Applejack.
Twilight even thought she spotted Rarity and
Pinkie Pie in the massive throng.

But Twilight didn't care. In fact, she was long
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past caring. The last thing she wanted was more
ponies yelling at her. She just wanted to get home.
Yet, when she finally reached the entrance to her
castle, she collapsed outside the door. She was
just too worn out to go inside.

For a long time she just laid there on the
ground, panting. She found it hard to concentrate
on anything. The more she thought about
Applejack the more her pain deepened. How
could Applejack do this to me? Doesn't she know |
was trying to help her?

A voice interrupted her thoughts. “Are you
ok? Do | need to call a doctor?”

Twilight turned her head and saw that a
white stallion was staring at her. “Oh, it's you.
What do you want?”

Frosted Arrow hurried over to Twilight.
heard that you were just lying here, so | closed up
shop and came over. What's wrong? Are you sick?”

“No, I'm ok. I'm just tired, that's all. Tir