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		Description

The Doctor left Derpy ten years ago to try to get home. Frustrated by his lack of success, he stays in the TARDIS, hanging idly in space. But when a delerious filly appears, he has no choice but to go back- and Ponyville  is not as he remembers.
Sparkler and Dinky have been surrounded by shields most of their lives. One is to contain the Daleks, keeping them inside Ponyville. The other is to slow the Daleks down. Twice a day, the Daleks break through the second shield, and Dinky and Sparkler must lure them elsewhere; for some reason, the Daleks will go after them above all other ponies. They dimly remember a time when Rainbow Dash wasn't so obsessed with catching Daleks, when their mother wasn't sick, and when Daleks didn't haunt their dreams.
Their mother, Ditzy Doo, once told them of their father, a stallion who left without warning, without goodbye. He is the reason Dinky is so good with tools and why Sparkler understands ponies without knowing why. As the situation in Ponyville and their personal lives gets more and more desperate, they make a choice to try to find him. The problems in Ponyville have no ordinary cure, so why settle for an ordinary doctor?
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		Shields and Schoolbooks



	Princess Twilight Sparkle sighed as she flipped through the pages of the manuscript that had just crossed her desk.  Today had been a long day, and ordinarily she would have loved the chance to peruse a book, any book, but not today. In the pages of this manuscript, she only found reminders of how far Ponyville had sunk.
The manuscript was a fillies’ primer, short simple rhymes meant to teach young ponies how to read.  It was also intended to teach them a little bit about their culture, and that was where the primer became a rather disturbing text.  She flipped another page.
Do by day and sleep by night, for at dusk and dawn, we fight.
Stay inside the shield, dear.  Do not let the Daleks near!
Ponyville stands strong and true.  Thank our founder Ditzy Doo!
Suddenly overcome with distaste, she shoved to the manuscript to one side.
“Chivalric Code!” she shouted in irritation.
The guard stuck his burly head in the door. “Yes princess?”
“Who sent this to me?  It’s an insult to what we’re trying to accomplish.  We are not totalitarian!  I asked for an educational tool, not propaganda!”
“Princess…”
“Imagine what would happen if books like these were actually published!  Princess Celestia would kick me out of Ponyville.  I would become a destitute, wayward mare with no wings and Ponyville would be buried under Daleks!!!!!!!!!!!!! I’d be a disgrace to Equestrian royalty!!!!!”
Chivalric Code blinked.  Twilight’s hair was mussed and one of her eyes was twitching.  Only respect for her kept him from smiling; even after all these years, the princess still became extremely neurotic when she allowed her stress to get the best of her.  It was an expression so familiar he could have drawn it from memory.
“Princess, please calm down.  For one thing, I don’t believe that Princess Celestia would take away your wings.  I would call into question whether that was even in her power.”
Slowly, sanity crept back into Twilight’s Sparkle’s eyes.  Tentatively, she smiled.
“N-no, you’re right, probably not.”
“Whether we like it or not, these are desperate times.  To be completely honest with you, we tried more traditional primers, tested them at the school and such.  The children didn’t understand them.”
“What?” 
“Not because of the reading level, mind you, but because of the content.  One had a little colt buying ice cream.  Ice cream!  When, since this attack began, have we ever managed to import ice cream?  Can’t make it ourselves.  Precious waste of resources.  And the ones where they celebrate holidays?  Nightmare Night ?  Hearts and Hooves Day?  Any filly born here within the last six years has had no exposure to these holidays, and those who did barely remember.  How do you educate them, then?  You have to write about what they know.”
“But-“
“Please princess, I beg your permission to finish.  This primer was commissioned by General Dash…”
"Why I am not surprised…”
“I agree that it needs to be toned down a bit, but why not revise it? We should write a story about playing in the antigrav chamber, or flight stunt practice… It’s not completely unsalvageable.”
Twilight nodded. “Who should I ask to revise this, do you think?”
“Well, our Head of Recreational Activities seems like the best pony for the job.”
Twilight’s eyes lit up. “Oh, Pinkie would love that.”
“It would give her a job alongside setting up balloon stands and the like. She was complaining just yesterday that she didn’t have enough to do.”
“Yes! Of course she should take up this project!”
Chivalric chuckled. “Glad I could be of service, your highness.”
“Chiv, how many years will it take for me to convince you to call me Twilight?”
“I wish to treat you with the proper respect, Pri- Twilight.”
“Chiv, friendship is magic, and we need that magic more than ever.  This formality is unnecessary; you’re my personal knight.”
“It’s in my code to maintain respectful distance, your highness.  You don’t want to be accused of favoritism.”
Twilight Sparkle realized this was an argument she wasn’t going to win.  “Well, thank you for the idea.  I’ll run it by Rainbow Dash straightaway.”
“All part of the service, princess.”
…
Twilight stood outside the training room where, according to the chalkboard on the door, a Ponyville Defense Background 101 Session was taking place.  She was a princess, and ought not to have felt intimidated in anyone’s presence, but Rainbow during one of her classes could be a bit much.  She knocked against the door quietly with her hoof, and let herself in.
Rainbow Dash was standing on top of the large round table around which her students were gathered, hammering the point of her latest lesson into their brains with the force of a Dalek penetrator 3000.
“Ponyville has two defensive shields.  Got that, greenies?  Two shields.  One keeps the Daleks in Ponyville, the other keeps them away from us.  Now, who can tell me…”
An extremely skinny pony raised his hoof. “Uhhh, Miss?”
She sighed heavily. “Yes, Bullseye Dartsman?”
"Why try to keep the Daleks within Ponyville at all?  I mean, we want them to be away from us.  Why confine them to the interior of the town?”
Princess Twilight facehoofed.  Every year some poor pony asked this question and ended up shunned by his training group for at least three weeks for inciting what was commonly referred to as The Dalequestria Spiel.
Rainbow Dash narrowed her eyes and moved until she was nose to nose with Bullseye Dartsman.  The newbies were taken aback.  It was a violation of personal space worthy of Pinkie Pie.
“Newbie, you are greener than the grass on which your mother gave birth to you.”
Bullseye gulped. “But I was born in a hospital.”
“Do you honestly think that getting the Daleks out of Ponyville is our only goal?  Are you saying that you would let them out of Ponyville and allow them to spread to the rest of Equestria?”
“Well…”
“You’d better not!  You need to learn to see the bigger picture or you’ll never survive your first confrontation.  Do you have any idea what we’re fighting against?  We’re fighting against total invasion of the land of Celestia’s rule.  For there’s a greater and threat on the horizon, and that threat is known as…  DALEQUESTRIA! “
Rainbow Dash slammed her hoof on the table.  The expressions of her students ranged from puzzlement to absolute terror.  From the way Bullseye wordlessly moved his mouth, his emotions were clear.
“Since all of you seem to have skimped on your reading and know less about our defense system than a bunch of groundhogs, I want a three page paper by tomorrow entitled, “The Theory of Dalequestria and it’s a Real- Life Applications”, complete with proper citations!  That’ll teach you to skimp on your reading.  As much as I dislike it myself, it’s an important foundation!  I’m sure the princess would be willing to help you if you manage to appear moderately intelligent when you ask!” said Rainbow Dash. “Now get out of here before your brains explode!  We will convene tomorrow at 1200 hours precisely!  No excuses!”
When the last groan of the last student had faded away, Rainbow Dash spread her wings and glided off the table.
Twilight raised an eyebrow. “Book work?”
“Eh, what can I say?  I’ve grown up and gotten boring.  Whaddya need?”
“The primer you commissioned is going to be passed…”
Rainbow beamed. “Excellent!”
“With necessary revisions by Pinkie.”
“Aww, Pinkie? Why Pinkie?”
“Because otherwise we’ll scare fillies into illiteracy.  The idea is that they learn something, not get petrified.”
“Meh, the mare who wrote it was following my specifications, and I can’t say I’m exactly a good judge of that kind of stuff.”
There was another knock at the door.
“Come on in,” shouted Rainbow.
A small purple-gray filly, with a look too profound for age, walked in.
“I was looking for Princess Twilight Sparkle.  Do you mind?” 
“Nah, not at all kid.  We were just finishing up.”
“I am not a child.  Mother wishes to know if you plan to bring muffins when you visit the hospital this evening, and Amethyst Sparkler requests permission to borrow a paint set from Pinkie Pie.  She has evidently put a cherry on top of this request, although I don’t see why that should have any particular significance.”
Twilight kept her response concise.  “Yes to both.”
“Thank you.  Now I must go find some earplugs.  Amethyst will no doubt react to the news quite vociferously.” 
And with that, Dinky turned and left.
Rainbow rolled her eyes. “What a weird kid.”
“Ditsy says that she gets her intelligence from her father, whoever he is.”
“How’s our favorite cross – eyed mare doing anyway?”
Twilight lowered her head. “We still don’t know what’s wrong.  Her illness gets a bit more obvious every day, not that I’d say that in front of kids.”
“So…  Is she...”
“Maybe.  And as time goes on, it seems more likely.  Still, they like living with me, and if anything happens, it won’t be the same, but…” Twilight took a deep breath and continued.
“She saved me.  She saved all of us.  It’s not fair for her to leave so soon after she’s found acceptance.  If it weren’t for her already knowing how to fight… those… creatures…  Ponyville would be gone now.  And the fact that I can do nothing save ease the symptoms…”
"You know you need to do?  Stick by her until the very end, and carry on her legacy after.  That’s the best we could do, and all she would ever ask.  Besides, don’t be all down in the dumps.  We might be able to figure out what’s wrong.  The answer could come any day now.”
“Yeah, I suppose…” But Twilight thought of the two fillies that loved their mother so much, and somehow, despite what Rainbow had gone through, her advice wasn’t quite enough to help them.
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		Premenitions and Presents



Dinky was the same age as her sister, a fact that constantly eluded others. Technically, she was two months younger, but the way she was spoken to versus how her sister was addressed far eclipsed that age gap. In simplistic terms, they treated her like a baby.

Her mother never treated her this way, nor did Twilight Sparkle; her mother was her mother, and Twilight Sparkle recognized a fellow superior mind. It had been she who had explained to Dinky why her growth patterns left something to be desired.
She had once been jealous of her sister’s height, but the jealousy had faded away when she realized her own strengths.  She had her cutie mark, representing her love for technology.  Her sister was a blank flank.  She could analyze a technical manual; her sister had asked if such manuals were written in a different language.  In fact, it seemed that she was superior in most ways to her sister.
Still, she had to have somebody to count as a companion, and since for some reason the  other simpletons in her grade level thought her to be arrogant (it was difficult not to be when you were so intelligent) that left her sister.
While Dinky frequently wished for a playmate who possessed common sense, her sister did provide welcome distractions, and that was the reason that Dinky was waking her up at this very moment; she had spent the last few months stealing scraps from the rubbish pile- there was so much need for materials and so little manufacturing being done that scraps and genuine trash were kept separately- and at last, the toy she’d created for their birthday was finished.
It was primarily designed for Amethyst, with few buttons and no instruction manual, simple enough to operate that her sister could figure it out on her own.  Though technically they were two months apart, they celebrated their birthday on the same day, approximately two months before Heartswarming Day.  Dinky had been cloned from a machine two months after her sister, so they had decided to put their birthday two months before an important holiday.  Why her mother had wanted another baby when she already possessed a newborn filly and had no partner to help her was beyond Dinky, but she certainly wasn’t complaining.  She was small, Twilight had explained, due to the fact that she had been injected with serums as per instructions in order to keep her from aging quickly, as clones tend to do.  Unfortunately, it made her rather unimposing by physical standards.
Dinky’s workroom had once been her father’s workroom, and Dinky had gradually taken it over, putting her father’s old projects on the back shelves.  She had never met her father, who had left before either she or her sister had been born, but apparently she inherited his penchant for gadgets.  She went back and forth as to the veracity of her father’s origins; as far as she was concerned, unless he somehow showed up to fight the Daleks, she would regard her mother’s tales of her father as little more than fairy stories that would make parental abandonment an easier concept for Amethyst to swallow.  It had been 10 years, six of them marred by the destruction and havoc of the Daleks; her father would not return.  She and Amethyst attracted Daleks like magnets; that was part of the reason why they were sent to lure the Daleks away from civilians every dawn and every dusk.  Heartswarming was one of the last holidays remaining, and Dinky had learned that each day was not a right, but a privilege.
She could have concealed the present with a simple invisibility spell, but she felt it would detract from Amethyst’s enjoyment.  Instead, she located some brown paper (wrapping paper was notoriously expensive) and began to draw large purple circles on it with a crayon.  It wasn’t the most sophisticated design, but it served its purpose.
They were currently the throes of a temporary living situation in which they were living with Princess Sparkle.  Their mother had fallen ill about a year ago, and the illness, though it remained undiagnosed, was considered chronic.  The most obvious symptoms were fatigue, distractibility, and a tendency to occasionally wander into different periods of time, to forget what had happened already and what was yet to happen.  As long as she was given medicine regularly, she remained lucid.  Dinky was confident that the situation would improve; nopony would give up on the founder of the new order.  
She knew that for the sake of efficiency, she would soon have to stop traveling to her mother’s old house in order to work on her projects.  Twilight had offered the basement of the library as a new place to keep her items, but for some reason Dinky found herself making excuses every time this was suggested.  A project was located in a sensitive area, and moving it would be too precarious; she had lost something in the shop and had to find it.
Dare she accuse herself of being sentimental?  Surely not- moving everything was a labor -intensive process, and she did not want to inconvenience the princess in any way.  To have any attachment to the house would not make sense.  It was a physical object, possessing no emotion and nothing of intrinsic value.  Anything of personal value had already been moved to her new bedroom and the library.
As she made her way back to the library, she allowed herself to observe the center of town; it was, of course, the exact center, but unlike most town centers, there was no activity.  It was merely a large circle of unseeded soil, under which the emergency bunkers lay.  The emergency bunkers were massive and stretched for miles, extending of far beyond the actual center, but it was necessary to keep that area of free of debris, as it served as the entrance.  It was through the invisible elevators that lay on this circle that the bunkers could be reached, and that Dinky could prepare for the next attack, and then be released onto the surface, every dawn and every dusk.  Never, not since the shields had been put in place, had it been necessary to do this more than twice a day.  She was a runner, herding the Daleks back towards the Everfree Forest when the inner shield failed.  Had her mother been in better health, no doubt they would have selected someone else, but surprisingly, it was relatively safe; she and her sister were both fast, and Twilight Sparkle ensured that they had quick access to back up at all times.
She made her way rather quietly into Twilight’s library.  There was no sense in making noise when it was not necessary.  Going up a flight of stairs, she entered the room she shared with Amethyst.  Amethyst was commonly known as Sparkler, the second part of her full name, but Dinky had never cared for such nicknames.
Dinky was not one for hyperbole, but she had to admit that the two sides of their room were like two different worlds.  Hers was neat; impeccably neat, as anything that might crowd its limited space was stored in her workshop.  The room had a rather Spartan air about it.  Bookshelves, bed, desk, her experiment logs; all were kept in order.  Amethyst, however, had a drastically different living style.  She had piled her portion of the room high with stuffed toys, most of them small and homemade.  Her Fun Fair costume hung on the wall; in a few weeks time, she would become the Sparkling Gypsy, playing “fortune-telling” games with younger fillies. Other knick-knacks were strewn about like a Techneighcolor tornado.
Stepping carefully over various objects, she approached her sister’s bed. Everything was such an intense shade of pink that it made Dinky’s eyes water. Brushing off an excess layer of plushes, she excavated until she actually found the filly the bed was intended for.
“Sister,” she whispered, “Awaken.”
“Hnnnnn…”
“I have a surprise for you.”
“A surprise? YAY!”
Amethyst was out of bed at once, prancing circles around Dinky.
“Whatisitwhatisitwhatisitwhatisit!!!!!!!!!!!”
“Sister, your effervescent squeals are overpowering. Please desist.”
Sparkler obeyed, though she continued to quiver with anticipation.
Dinky placed the package in front of her sister, who began its squeal again but stopped midway.
“Aww!  You made pretty wrapping paper even though you can’t really draw!”
Dinky blushed a bit in embarrassment.  “I’m capable of drawing.  What do you think my blueprints are?”
“Fancy ruler tricks.”
Dinky had no answer for that. “Open the package.”
Conditioned by her society to save everything, Amethyst was uncharacteristically careful when removing the wrapping paper.
“Ooh!” she said. “A pretty box with buttons!”
“It records moving pictures.”
“You mean like the Dalek Fighter Training Videos Mommy was in?”
“Why, yes, something akin to that.”
“Awesome! I’m making something for you too! Except, uh, it’s not done yet. You remember, my present you gave me last year was a month late? Because the right thing had to show up in the scrap pile?”
“That’s a perfectly legitimate excuse, Amethyst. You are justified in your lateness.”
“Oh, good.  You think the Doctor has toys like this?”
“The 	Doctor is a myth.  He does not exist.”
Sparkler’s happy demeanor vanished in an instant.  “He does too!  Mommy doesn’t lie!”
Dinky sighed, knowing better than to press the issue.  “I only hope that you exercise better judgment when you become old enough to vote.”
“Gosh, you’re cranky.  You okay?”
“Why do you ask?”
“You feel funny.”
“Pardon?”
Amethyst bit her lip. “Uh, just something seems off, that’s all.”
Dinky sighed. Amethyst was uncanny in one respect; discerning emotions.
“Well, if I must confess, it’s Mother. She seemed less lucid than usual today. Princess Sparkle says all will be well, and I have no reason to doubt her, but all the same, I’d like a second opinion. You cope with this type of thing remarkably well. Perhaps I could ask you a favor?”
“Of course I’ll check on Mommy!”
Dinky suppressed a sigh of relief. It would never do to show excess anxiety in front of Amethyst. Such a sensitive soul needed someone to look up to, and Dinky would fill that place.
She was okay with playing the strong one.
For Amethyst’s sake.


ooo
Sparkler was happy! She was going to see her mother, and moreover, she had a splendiferous new toy!
Dinky was the best  sister in the world! The air around her felt like globs of ResponsiblilityDisciplineCourageDedication, and just to spend a little time with all that was invigorating!
The air around ponies held everything Sparkler needed to know in life. As far as she knew, she was the only pony that could get other ponies “stuff” by being near them.  It could be a little too much to handle sometimes, but Rarity’s daughter Green Pearl didn’t call her “Princess Plucky” for nothing.  Sparkler wondered what would be like to have wings and a horn, and also whatever earth ponies had, all at once.  It seemed like a big job, being a princess.
Besides Twilight, Sparkler really really really liked Luna!  Luna played with her in her dreams all the time, and helped her through her nightmares.  Ponyville ponies had more nightmares than the average pony, she’d said.
She passed other ponies as she made her way to the hospital, and it was all a big mush of PatriotismMourningHopeApprehension.  She knew that the hospital would give off vibes of AntisepticPainWorryPrayerSweetCelestiaDeath. She frowned; she hoped the visit would not take long.
She entered the double doors and made her way to the reception desk, where a middle- aged mare sat attentively attending to records.
“Hello, Stalwart Secretary!”
The mare looked up and smiled; she hardly ever smiled, but Sparkler could make almost anypony do so. “Hello, Sparkler.”
“How’s Mommy today?”
“Tired. She’s spent most of the day sleeping, but I’m sure she’d be glad to see you. Go right in.”
“Thank you.” Sparkler went past the desk, taking a left into a hallway of doors. The doors used to have silver numbers on them, but the metal had been scraped off during the Great Meltdown, when ponies of the town turned in all usable metals to the Defense Department. Little index cards that were now pasted on the doors instead. 
Before she opened the door to room 101, if she briefly wondered where her mother would take her today, or rather, when.  When the hospital ponies had been diagnosing her mother, they had wondered briefly if she had some kind of dementia, but they had ruled that out.  Derpy was too young, and she talked about things so far in the past that she wouldn’t even have been born when they happened, let alone remembered them.  Sparkler knew her mother had seemed different ever since her illness began; in addition to the usual LoveCompassionMercyGentlenessSelfDoubt, there was now a dash of AllThingsAllTimeAllSpace.  Sparkler felt it, and it was probably what made her mother’s mind wander.  Sparkler couldn’t understand why this magic- for it had to be magic-was hurting her mother.  Sometimes when her mother was sleeping, Sparkler would close her eyes and allow herself to merge with it, and it never hurt.  It felt warm and natural and normal.  Sparkler had grown up sensing emotions and feeling things.  She had learned keep her mouth shut though, because these things were hard to explain to other ponies.  Only her mother really supported her, even though she didn’t quite get it.  Sparkler didn’t have anyone to talk to about it anymore now that her mother was sick.
She pushed the door open, and her mother was in her bed, and despite what the secretary had said, she was awake.
“Hello, Sparkler.” Sparkler had learned to ignore the hiss of the respirator perpetually in the background during her visits.  She was just glad that her mother was calling her by the right name today.
“Hi, Mommy.” She smiled.  This visit was going better than the visits had for months.  She concentrated for a second.  The weird stuff was still there, but it had been pushed aside for the time being.
“Come here sweetie.  It seems like ages since I’ve talked to you.” Derpy extended a grey hoof, beckoning her daughter towards the bed.
“Kay.” Sparkler put her head in her mother’s lap, and her mother began to stroke her hair.
“How are you feeling?” her mother’s voice was rhythmic and soothing.
“I’m glad to see you.  You’ve been out of it a lot.”
Her mother frowned in regret. “I know.”
Sparkler felt like she had won the Monthly Drawing, or gotten into a really really short line during Market Day.  She hadn’t had a real conversation with her mother in almost two months, so she decided to push her luck.
“Mommy?”
“Mmm?” 
“Did you make the Doctor up?”
Derpy stopped stroking her daughter’s hair. “Oh sweetheart, of course not!  Why would I make up something like that?  Where did you get that idea?”
Sparkler’s felt herself tearing up.  She hadn’t wanted to make her mother unhappy. “Dinky said…”
“Sparkler, do you know what a skeptic is?”
Sparkler inhaled wetly, shaking her head.
“A skeptic is somepony who only believes in things that they’ve seen or things that have been proven.  Dinky’s a skeptic.  You need to remember that just because she thinks something isn’t real doesn’t mean that you have to think that way too.  You’re very special.  Dinky’s special too, but you need to learn how to be special in a Sparkler way.”
“	I don’t want to fight Daleks anymore…”
“I know.  I know Sparkler, and if there was anything I could do to make things easier, I would.  But I can’t.” Derpy’s voice trembled. “There’s so much you still don’t know.  I could tell you stories for hours and not be finished telling you all the stuff that you need to learn.  I wish your Daddy was here, I really do.  You were born to do great stuff.  You’re going to be big and important, like he was-is.  He’s a part of you, and you can’t ignore that part of yourself anymore.  I have a feeling that you’re going to have to use it very soon.  Things can’t go on like this much longer.”
“What do you mean mommy?”
Derpy	 seemed to ignore the question.  “What day is it?  Have I missed your birthday?”
“Nope!  It’s today.”
“Open the drawer next to my bed.”
Sparkler obeyed.  Inside the drawer were two square boxes, about the size and shape of a square slice of cheese and a few centimeters deep.
“The one on the left is for your sister.  Actually, it really doesn’t matter much.  Just make sure she gets one.  These were given to me by a friend in Canterlot.  He’s a Dalek fighter too, but Celestia hired him herself, and she didn’t put him in our force.  I told him all about how you were growing up without a daddy and he thought that these might help.  I think you’re old enough to have them now. ”
“What are they?”
“Open one.” 
Sparkler pried the cardboard lid off of one of the boxes.  What came out looked like one of Dinky’s inventions, only better made. It was a big clunky wristwatch-something with a blank face.
“What kind of doohickey is that?” Sparkler whispered, awestruck.
“That’s for you and your sister to figure out.  Now listen to me muffin, this isn’t a toy.  Sometimes dangerous things can happen when	 you use it.  Only use it when you really need it, you hear me?”
“How will I know when to use it?  What if I use it wrong?” 
“You’ll know.”
Sparkler was silent for a moment.  “Mommy?”
“Yes, muffin?”
“Do you know why you might be sick?”
Derpy opened her mouth to answer, but at that moment, Sparkler’s  luck ran out.  Sparkler felt the Time Stuff flare back up, and her mother’s eyes-both of them- shifted slightly to the left, then back to her.
“Ah, Motherly Maid.  Just the mare I wanted to see.  Tell me, do you have Princess Celestia’s scones ready?  Ever since the banishment of her sister last month, she’s been in the most frightful temper.”
“Uh, the cook said they’d be ready in about two minutes,” said Sparkler, who was used to taking these kinds of things in stride.
“Excellent.  Be a dear and go fetch Bustling Butler, would you?  There’s still so much more to do for the dinner between Celestia and the gryphon ambassador.”
Sparkler left, as she thought that a maid would probablygo right away.  Outside of the hospital, Dinky was waiting for her.
“Well?” she asked, ears pricked forward expectantly, her tone rather businesslike.
Sparkler thought about what she should say.  She felt Dinky’s fatigue waft over her and decided that the presents could wait.  She felt angry and confused, but she knew that she had to be happy.  Dinky wasn’t very good reading faces, so she didn’t pick up on the fact that her sister was hiding something as Sparkler smiled and said, “She seemed better than usual today.”
As Dinky sighed in relief, Sparkler realized that this was her job.  She wasn’t as smart as Dinky or as important as her mother, but she knew how to make people happy.  It wasn’t easy.  Dinky was unhappy most of the time, so Sparkler wasn’t allowed to be sad. Sometimes she wanted nothing other than a good long cry.  She hadn’t been able to cry, really cry, in a long time.  But she was okay with playing the happy one.
For Dinky’s sake.

			Author's Notes: 
Hi! Sorry for the long wait.  Real life sometimes takes precedence over fun stuff, unfortunately.  The ending of this chapter was honestly a surprise to me.  I didn't expect that kind of birthday present.
On a kind of related note, can anypony tell me what qualifies as a story that should have the dark tag on it?  I'm a big believer in happy endings and my stories aren't very gory, but things can get pretty despairing before the light at the end of the tunnel shows up.  I've read the description and the FAQ but I'm still slightly confused.  Don't mind me, the weirdest things confuse me... 
I know it might seem weird that two fillies need to be chased by Daleks and that Derpy is letting it happen, but it will be explained, I promise!


	images/cover.jpg
3234323

® @ oK
DUSIC





