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Muffins at the End of the Universe III

Twilight Sparkle is facing the possibility that she may never return from a sunless, moonless, toxic wasteland, millions of years from civilisation. Still, that is no excuse to slip out of a good routine. Unfortunately, obstructions keep getting in the way, like supernatural encounters with fiery phoenixes, waiting in the dark.
It's Nightmare Night, and the scanner is clear (with the exception of a few muffin crumbs) for the first time in four months. Venturing outside, Doctor Whooves is delighted to find evidence of an alien intelligence, but everything is not quite as it seems.
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		Insomnia



Something was wrong. Twilight Sparkle could not sleep. It wasn't because the room was cramped or because the bed was itchy or even because of the relentless snoring coming from the bunk above, although all those things were themselves immensely irritating. Something was troubling her. She knew it was something vitally important, but the worst part was Twilight couldn't remember what it was, which worried her even more. If it had anything to do with her, it was probably something the whole fate of Equestria depended on.
Well it would have to wait until the morning, whatever it was. The blaring numbers on the wall opposite told her that if she went to sleep now she would have five hours before it was time to get up again. Of course there wasn't anything to get up for in particular. Oddly enough, the range of different ways to occupy one's time while marooned in crashed pod, millions of years from civilisation, was in fact rather limited, the incident with the giant muffin monster notwithstanding. Technically there was no night or day here anyway; it was a sunless, moonless, toxic wasteland. Nonetheless Twilight insisted on keeping to a strict routine; after all, it was best not to slip into bad habits.
Twilight rolled over, pulling the covers tight around her. As she did so, the sensation jogged her memory. "That's it," she cried out loud.
She heard groaning coming from above, followed by movement.
"Trixie," she whispered, "Trixie, are you awake?"
"I am now," her bunkmate replied,
"Sorry. I just remembered that I didn't get a chance to make my bed before we left Equestria,"
"Oh no, what a disaster," Trixie muttered,
"I know, it's awful. How was I supposed to know I was going to be whisked away to the end of the universe in the middle of the night?"
"It wasn't the middle of the night, and anyway, we've been over this enough times already. There's no point in dwelling on what happened, or whose fault it was,"
"It was your fault," said Twilight,
"The point is, it happened. It's in the past now and there's nothing..."
"Is it me or did it just go cold in here?"
"What?" Trixie snapped, annoyed at being interrupted,
"It just got really cold in here, can't you feel it?"
Trixie huddled up in her blanket, shivering. "I don't know what you're t-t-talking about," she said, "the great and powerful Trixie does not get c-c-c-cold,"
Twilight sighed. "It must be the heating malfunctioning again. The sooner we get out of here the better,"
"If we get out of here,"
"Of course we're going to get out of here, we have to get..." Twilight stopped herself and lowered her voice, "the Doctor's very clever. I'm sure he'll get the temporal drive repaired any moment now so we can go back to Equestria,"
"Clever? The only pony who knows the first fifty digits of Pi, yet can't tell his left hoof from his right hoof?"
"But he built this pod remember?"
"And crashed it," Trixie reminded her,
It was true that Twilight didn't have the upmost confidence in Doctor Whooves herself. He spent most of his time shut up in his laboratory down in the belly of the pod, occasionally calling for Derpy's assistance, and from the few times she had glimpsed the Doctor, Twilight still didn't really know what to make of him. He was an eccentric, no doubt of that, and one who seemed more comfortable in the company of his freakish experiments and inventions than with other ponies.
"I'm just trying to stay positive," she said, "besides, the Doctor's been working on it for what, four months now? He must be close to getting it fixed,"
"Or perhaps he's never going to fix it,"
"Not helping with the staying positive".
They were cut off at that moment by a wailing, piercing siren.
"What is that?" Trixie shouted,
"I can't hear you," said Twilight,
Trixie leaned over the side of the bed, "what is that noise?"
"I don't know. It's even worse than your snoring,"
"Trixie does not snore,"
Before Twilight could reply, the door slammed open and Derpy skidded into the room, panting. "Come on," she gasped, "battle stations,"
"What are you talking about? We don't have battle stations," said Trixie, rolling her eyes, "and can somepony please shut off this racket. I'm trying to sleep here",
Twilight stood up, "Derpy, what's happening?"
"Haven't you read the safety notices all over the pod?"
"Oh please, nopony reads them," said Trixie. She lay back down.
"Well it says quite clearly that when the siren sounds there is an emergency and all of us must report to the midsection at once,"
"You mean like the last emergency, with that invasion fleet which turned out to be some muffin crumbs a certain somepony had dropped under the scanner,"
"Listen," cried Derpy, "the Doctor could be in danger, and we have to help him. Why is that so hard for you to understand?"
"Okay, I'm coming". As Trixie began to climb down from her bed, the siren stopped. "Thank Celestia for that,"
"What does it mean?" said Twilight,
"I don't know," Derpy replied.
It seemed unnaturally quiet now they were used to the noise. "I think we should still investigate," Twilight decided,
"Do we have to?" said Trixie,
"Yes. Something's not right; I can sense it".
The door creaked as Twilight pushed it open. Outside, the long corridor disappeared into a fog of darkness.
"Strange. The lights should have come on automatically," said Derpy,
"Well, you obviously seem to have everything under control," said Trixie, "so maybe I should just stay on guard here".
"Trixie, come on," Twilight urged.

With Twilight using her magic to light the way ahead, the three mares moved cautiously along the corridor, Trixie bringing up the rear. Only the patter of their hooves on the metallic floor plates and the ringing in their ears from the siren broke the silence. Shadows shifted uneasily. "It's so cold," Twilight noted,
"Er, is it okay if I go in the middle?" said Trixie,
"Why?"
"Because if there is some hideous monster lurking about, then the pony at the back will get picked off first. That's how it normally works in these situations right?"
Twilight frowned.
"It's not that I'm scared or anything, obviously, it's just that with me being such a valuable member of the team, it's best not to take chances". She looked at Twilight pleadingly.
"Fine, whatever. Derpy, do you mind?"
Derpy stepped aside. They carried on until eventually they reached the midsection. This was the largest part of the pod, joining the cockpit to all the other rooms in the aft portion as well as the Doctor's laboratory. It felt as though they were in a vast underground cave. The loose wires and other junk that hung from the walls formed jagged shapes in the dark which only added to the effect.
Twilight thought she spotted movement in the distance. "Doctor," she called out, "Doctor, are you there?"
She started to run forward, but stopped as a wall of fire blocked her path. A shadowy form rose up above her with huge pointed wings and flaming red eyes. "The Doctor is not here," it croaked,
Twilight gasped. "Phoebus. What have you done with the Doctor?"
"He is not important now. What is important is you, Twilight Sparkle,"
"Okay, who's the scary eagle creature and how does he know your name?" asked Trixie,
"Listen," said Derpy, "I know what..."
"Not now Derpy. Phoebus is spectre who appears in many forms, but is most commonly depicted as a powerful phoenix. It is said that when all Equestrian civilisation has been extinguished, Phoebus will rise from the ashes to pass judgment on all of ponykind,"
"Then what will he do?" said Trixie,
"Go for a lie down or something I suppose. The prophecy isn't very specific about that part."
"And how exactly do you know all this?"
"I've read about it, in books," Twilight explained,
"Of course you have,"
"Excuse me, I am right here you know," Phoebus croaked.
Twilight turned back to the impatient phoenix in embarrassment. "I'm sorry Phoebus,"
"Anyway, as I was saying, you, Twilight Sparkle, are a traitor to Equestria, and to all ponykind,"
"W-what do you mean?"
Realising the attention had deflected away from her, Trixie saw her opportunity. She began to move, stealthily into the shadows. Putting one hoof cautiously behind the other, she backed straight into the table. A pile of assorted clutter belonging to the Doctor crashed onto the floor. Why couldn't he keep his junk confined to the laboratory? Trixie glanced around. Remarkably Phoebus didn't appear to have noticed.
"When you deserted Equestria, you left devastation in your absence," he croaked,
"But that can't be right," cried Twilight, "we're going to get back, aren't we?"
Phoebus didn't reply.
"Well, what happened? Oh no, it's Starlight Glimmer isn't it? She used some mind control spell to brainwash the whole of Equestria,"
"No,"
"No? Then it must be Tirek then". Twilight was getting excitable now, her hooves striking the floor plates as she paced up and down. "Tirek escaped, and made an alliance with Queen Chrysalis, and they were able to infiltrate Canterlot, and then..."
Phoebus was shaking his head. "It's best if you just let me explain,"
"Do I get a guess?" said Derpy,
"I said not now Derpy. Oh, I know; Flim and Flam turned their business into a gigantic empire and managed to overthrow the princesses, and become rulers of Equestria,"
"Flim and Flam, seriously?"
"Well what happened then?" she demanded.
"There was a conference, shortly after you left, between delegates from all over Equestria, and beyond,"
"And something went wrong. The conference was sabotaged,"
"No, the conference was a success, at least until the complimentary nibbles were brought out. You see, without your scrupulous, obsessive planning of every last detail, there were not enough oatburgers for all of the delegates,"
"Is that all?" questioned Derpy, "but I thought you said there was devastation,"
"I don't think you appreciate the severity of what he's saying," Twilight gasped,
Phoebus resumed. "What started as a polite altercation over who should get the last one soon escalated until it became a world war".
Trixie, who had almost made it back to the corridor, stopped.
"This is a disaster," said Twilight, "I don't believe it,"
"Yes, okay, we get it," Trixie cried, running back up to confront Phoebus, "all you have to do is breathe and it impacts the whole future of Equestria because that's how important you are. Well what about me?" She knelt down in front of the phoenix. "Oh great and powerful Phoeburt, Phoebe, whatever your name was. I am ready to face your judgement,"
"And you are?"
"Very amusing. If you know Twilight then you must know who I am".
Phoebus responded with an awkward silence.
"Trixie?"
"Ah yes. Trixie Lunamoon. No, you're okay,"
"What do you mean, I'm okay?"
"You haven't done anything to incur judgement,"
Trixie put on a slighty demented smile, sweat dripping down her cheeks. "You must be mistaken, I left Equestria behind too, "what about all the devastation that occurred because of my absence?"
"There was none," Phoebus replied, "You leaving had no effect. Actually, if anything, Equestria was better off without you,"
Trixie's head sunk, followed by the rest of her body. "No. It can't be true," she said in a weak voice, "I refuse to believe it,"
"And now," croaked Phoebus, "Derpy Hooves".
Derpy looked up at the dark apparition, into its piercing eyes, that burnt like lasers. Then she looked across at the despondent figures of Twilight and Trixie, and burst out laughing.
"Is something funny?" Phoebus snapped,
Derpy laughed even harder, rolling over onto her back. "You can't fool me," she said.
"I'll show you how funny this is".
A sheet of fire cascaded out in either direction, encircling the ponies. Unfazed, Derpy walked forward, straight into the flames.
"Derpy, wait," gasped Twilight.
"It's okay," she replied, and as she spoke the wall of flames disappeared, and just as abruptly as he had appeared, Phoebus also vanished.
The pod was once again filled with a cloud of darkness. All except for a faint glimmer near the forward bulkhead, where a curtain was drawn across the entrance to the cockpit. Derpy crept up to the bulkhead, grinning at the others. In one swift motion, she pulled back the curtain. There, sitting in the engineer's seat, was Doctor Whooves. He looked like a discarded puppet, legs twisted and stretched at odd angles as he manipulated various levers and controls with his hooves. He leaned in to a microphone and spoke. The voice of Phoebus rang out from behind them.
"I bet you're scared now aren't you? Well, good, you should be scared because I am big and threatening and, scary...",
"Doctor," Derpy called out in a flat tone.
"Doctor?" Twilight and Trixie cried in unison.
The Doctor stopped mid-sentence and slowly turned, rubbing his hoof on his neck.
"You said that the siren was only for emergencies," said Derpy,
"But it was an emergency," he replied, "you saved me from that terrible phantom,"
"You can drop the act now Doctor," said Twilight, frowning, "we know it was you all along".
"Oh alright, I suppose you've got me," the Doctor conceded. He flipped a switch and the familiar sterile light illuminated the pod.
"But why did you do it?"
"And more importantly how did Derpy figure it out?" added Trixie,
"I might not be smart but I know this pod just as well as the Doctor does," Derpy explained, "and I know there are holographic projectors here, and here". She gestured to where two lights blinked above them.
"Of course," said Twilight, "the siren, the lights not working, the cold; it was all part of the deception,"
"The cold?" said the Doctor, puzzled,
"I think that was just the heating playing up," said Derpy,
"Well whatever, you still haven't answered my question. Why did you do it?"
"Because it's Nightmare Night," the Doctor replied, his eyes wide and excited.
The others stared at him blankly. It was a reaction he was all too familiar with.
"Problem?"
Twilight cleared her throat. "Doctor, in case you had forgotten we are millions of years from civilisation, stranded on the outermost reaches of time and space. There is no Nightmare Night".
"Now that is where you are wrong," said the Doctor, "since you've already implemented days and nights, I thought I would take it a hoofstep further and add months and years". He marched over to a calender he had printed and attached to the wall above the table. "This is year zero, and today is the first of Doctober, which means tonight is Nightmare Night".
"Wait, Doctober? You can't just name months after yourself,"
"Why not? Augusthooves did,"
"You see, the Doctor came up with this brilliant idea," said Derpy, "by making each month three days shorter, you can get a whole extra month," she gazed into the distance in awe, "it's like, magic,"
"Indeed; the magic of mathematics," added the Doctor,
"Isn't it clever?"
"Genius," Twilight replied rather less enthusiastically,
"You all fell for it though, didn't you",
"What?" The Doctor's habit of abruptly changing the topic of conversation without giving any context had tested the patience of Twilight on more than one prior occasion. She would have proceeded to make an impassioned speech about it if she wasn't so tired.
"It just shows, you ponies are so quick to believe any old mare's tale you hear. Perhaps you would benefit from exchanging that superstition for science,"
"You'd be surprised how many old mare's tales turn out to be true," muttered Twilight,
Trixie, who had been silent for a while stepped forward. "You know what Doctor, you're right. I mean, as if anypony could really be silly enough to think that, thing, was real," she scoffed,
"You believed it," said Twilight,
For a moment Trixie was flustered. The very thought that she, the expert of tricks, could be made a fool of so easily with a few fancy lights was too much to bear. "I did not. I, I was just playing along," she raised her hoof proudly to her chest, "obviously I know that there are no such things as ghouls, ghosts or little green mares,"
"Incorrect," said the Doctor, "aliens do exist,"
"What?" Trixie snapped, seething with rage, "but you just said..."
"You will most likely find however that most of them aren't actually little, or green".
"Do you really believe there are aliens out there?" said Twilight,
"Of course there are, and very soon we shall have proof. As it happens there is another reason I brought you all here".
Doctor Whooves indicated for the others to follow him back into the cockpit. There he gestured to a monitor with various cables splaying out from behind, close to the navigator's seat. The screen appeared to be filled with blotches. None of the gadgets in the pod looked like anything Twilight had ever seen before becoming stranded with the Doctor.
"This is just a localised meteorological radar," he offered by way of explanation, "crude design, but then this stuff was hard to get hold of. Equestrian society is a little on the primitive side,"
"Radar, isn't that to do with measuring circles?" said Trixie,
"That's radius," Twilight corrected her,
"Any noxious gases present in the atmosphere will show up as spots on the monitor," the Doctor continued,
"Well it doesn't look very clear at the moment,"
"Oh no, that's not... it's just a bit dirty". He brushed a layer of crumbs off the screen with his hoof while the others glared at Derpy.
"But what does this mean?" said Trixie,
"It means that for the first time in four months, there are no toxic storms in the vicinity; we can go outside".
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Stretching out across the horizon is an expanse of dust, larger than the Saddle Arabian desert, but flatter and less interesting. Smalls rocks lie scattered across the landscape, punctuated occasionally by a larger rock. In some places, there are even two or three larger rocks together. Nestling within this terrain is a jagged metallic object which on closer inspection reveals itself to be a pod, its skin is a mismatched patchwork of riveted panels. With a dull clunk, an airlock door on the side of the pod wearily begins to open.

"It's jammed. Isn't that just typical?" Doctor Whooves huffed. He wrenched the cover from the control mechanism and surveyed the wires underneath. "No this won't do, I mean who even designed this?"
"You did," said Twilight,
The Doctor looked almost as though this information was a revelation to him. "Yes, well you can't always expect perfection all of the time. Just requires a bit of thought". He studied the inner workings of the mechanism further, "ah, looks like the transistor has overloaded causing a discharge on the primary circuit which has overheated and become fused with the casing. In theory we just need to...", he stood back and gave the door a kick. It immediately started to move again. "See, that was effortless. No need to get stressed,"
"I'm not stressed," Twilight replied,
"Good".
The airlock door slammed fully open and each of the four ponies stepped out. A light breeze touched Twilight's face. She gasped, savouring the feeling of the ground under her hooves. Out here there were no clanging pipes or clammy bunkrooms to distract her. If she closed her eyes she could imagine herself back at home, standing on her balcony, gazing across Ponyville. Involuntarily, Twilight started to unfurl her wings.
"Right," said Doctor Whooves, "Derpy, you carry out an aerial surveillance covering an area of about one square mile and I will perform a survey from the ground. We'll reconvene at four hundred hours.
Derpy stared at the Doctor blankly.
"Fly around for five minutes then come back and tell me if you see anything interesting,"
"Why didn't you say so?" she replied gleefully, before taking off, the Doctor jogging after her,
"Well I guess it's just us then?" said Trixie, but as she turned to the space occupied by Twilight, she found it was empty.
In the distance, a smooth purple shape swirled across the horizon. Trixie gazed at the spectacle with a sigh. She drifted into a weary trance for the next few minutes while Twilight spiralled overhead. When she finally landed abruptly by Trixie's side it caught her by surprise.
"You seem to have a lot of energy all of a sudden,"
"I know, it's just so good to be able to stretch my wings again. It reminds me of when I first learned how to fly. I remember Rainbow Dash said..." Twilight fell mournfully silent, staring out across the barren landscape.
"You really do miss Equestria don't you?" said Trixie, kicking a stone along the ground.
"I keep thinking, there are so many things I wanted to do, but never got round to. There's a six-storey library in Manehattan I always planned to visit. Imagine that,"
"Doesn't sound like a very good library if there are only six stories in it,"
"No, I mean it has six floors," Twilight explained,
"Six floors? Well what did they do with the rest of the space, build a giant cafe or something?"
Twilight could see this line of discussion was going nowhere. "Don't you have anything you'd like to do, if you could go back to Equestria? What about your magic shows?"
"Oh, they weren't going so well," Trixie replied thoughtfully, "you know how it is with show business; one minute you're up, the next...", she waved her hoof in a theatrical gesture to illustrate the point, "still, I suppose the rock farm would probably have me back".
Unsure how to reply to this, Twilight changed the subject again. "You know, it wasn't very nice of the Doctor to scare us like that,"
"Yes," Trixie snarled, standing up, "I wasn't scared though. I was just humouring him to see how far he would go, but you're right. It wasn't nice of him to scare you like that,"
"We should say something,"
"Or, we could get revenge," Trixie's eyes glinted mischievously, "a little word of advice never attempt to trick a trickster".
A concerned expression fell across Twilight's face, but before she could say anything they were interrupted by Derpy, hovering overhead.
"Come quickly," she said, "the Doctor's found something".

Doctor Whooves and the others formed a circle around a brown crate, half buried in the ground. They each stood waiting to see who would speak first.
"Whoever designed this must have an intelligence far in advance of our own," said the Doctor,
"Which isn't saying much," Trixie commented,
"They obviously wanted us to find it. That's why they've disguised it in Equestrian materials. I suggest we take it back to the pod to examine the contents,"
"Is that safe?" said Derpy,
"Of course, why wouldn't it be?" He peered thoughtfully at the crate, "we could do with some mode of conveyance to assist us though. There's a trolley back inside the pod",
"I have telekinesis," Twilight reminded him.
But the Doctor was already sprinting away into the dust, "We're dealing with an alien artifact. The contents might be volatile when exposed to magic. Muffins".
"Somehow I doubt that," muttered Twilight, "Derpy".
The mare, who was already a few paces away, stopped in her tracks. "What is it, I have to help the Doctor?"
"I just want to ask you something? When the pod first crashed, was there a lot of damage?"
"There was damage all over when we did the inspection; the cockpit, the midsection, the service corridors, and that door to the cupboard under the stairs has never shut properly since. Still, the Doctor says any landing you can walk away from is a good one,"
"Of course the greatest landings are the ones where you can reuse your spacecraft afterwards," said Trixie,
Twilight continued, "what about the outer shell?"
Derpy's face contorted and her pupils drifted further apart as she concentrated. "I seem to remember, there was a hole in the cargo bay, so we had to seal that area off as a precaution. Why do you ask?"
"No reason". After waiting until Derpy had gone, Twilight leaned in close to Trixie, "well we know where that crate came from, and it has nothing to do with aliens,"
"You mean it fell out of the cargo bay during the crash? You really think the Doctor would overlook something like that?"
Twilight gazed at her with an eyebrow raised.
"Oh what am I saying, of course he would,"
"We have to tell him".
Twilight was about to follow Derpy to the pod, but Trixie held out her hoof to stop her. "Wait," she said. The malicious glow from earlier had returned, "what if we don't tell him,"
"What?"
"Think about it, it would be like the best prank ever,"
"I don't know," said Twilight, shaking her head, "it doesn't seem right,"
"Come on. It was you who wanted revenge, wasn't it?"
"No," Twilight gasped, "I never said that,"
"But it'll be so good. Do it for me, please". Trixie gave her best pathetically, irresistibly adorable expression. She could see her target was being worn down, despite the grimace she now wore, "haven't you ever wanted to do something mischievous, just once? We're at the end of the universe, who's going to know?"
After a long, defeated pause, Twilight let out a sigh. "Okay, but just this once,"
Trixie grinned. "Of course".

Twilight flinched and Trixie covered her ears from the piercing squeaking sound. Doctor Whooves and Derpy were wheeling the crate on a trolley into the midsection, floor plates rattling beneath them.
"You must forgive the noise," said the Doctor, "I haven't had need of this since the third great parasprite uprising,"
"What?" cried Trixie "I can't hear you,"
The noise stopped at last. "Just think," the Doctor gasped, trying to catch his breath, "we're about to make contact, with a new, alien," he took another breath, "life form".
"What did he say?" Trixie shouted back, hooves still over her ears. Twilight tapped her. "Oh," she said, removing them.
"What we require now is some apparatus with which to open it".
Twilight sighed, "let me try first". Derpy and the Doctor stepped out of the way, as she came around the side of the trolley. "Applejack was always more co-ordinated at this than I am". Positioning herself carefully at just the right distance, she kicked out with her back legs. The crate burst open on impact, its contents spilling out. Twilight smiled with satisfaction. "It's just a simple case of calculating the optimum velocity and geometry really".
The Doctor moved quickly to examine the plethora of trinkets now strewn across the trolley. He picked up a rectangular piece of creamy fabric with dark blotches and ran it over each of his hooves. then produced a magnifying glass to inspect it further. "Fascinating. It appears to be constructed from absorbent fibres, slightly abrasive in texture. Imagine what applications this could have in an alien civilisation,"
"I think that's a towel," said Derpy,
"And a very dirty one," commented Twilight, screwing up her nose,
"Yes," cried the Doctor, his face lighting up. He slammed the towel down "of course. You know what this means?"
The others each should there heads.
"In some parts of the universe, towels are regarded as having great psychological value. The aliens must have deemed us very worthy to bestow a gift like this upon us,"
"So what else is in there?" Trixie grinned, nudging Twilight. "Maybe the aliens have left some more gifts for us,"
The Doctor began tugging at what looked like the end of a scarf.
"Careful Doc," warned Derpy,
As he pulled, it seemed like the garment was never-ending. More and more of it wound out onto the floor, decorated in strips of green, yellow, red and purple. Even Trixie and Twilight stood in awe of it.
"Just picture their anatomy," said the Doctor, "they must have huge necks". He demonstrated with a dramatic gesture.
"Didn't you used to have a scarf like that?" Derpy pointed out.
Something else had now drawn Twilight's attention. She dug frantically underneath some more loose items of clothing to uncover a stack of books. The cover of the book visible on top of the pile was torn and creased, and it contained an equally mauled bookmark. "Studies in temporal linearity". Before she had even finished reading the title, Doctor Whooves had snatched the book from her levitation field.
"Great whickering stallions, I remember this," he cried, opening the first page. He shook his head, "there are number of inaccuracies in Hoofton's work but some observations on sequential time are rather interesting. As it happens I never found enough sequential time to finish reading it, then I mislaid my original copy. You know, busy life, so many things to keep track off,"
"Then how come you slept in all afternoon yesterday?" said Derpy,
"Just re-calibrating neural passageways". The Doctor flicked to the page where the bookmark was wedged. "Interesting. This is the exact same page I was up to, now there's a coincidence". He paused for a moment, in thought. "Hey wait a minute..."
Trixie and Twilight looked at each other.
"It's the aliens, they knew, of course they did". The Doctor jumped into the air ecstatically. "They know everything, I don't know how but they know. Real life aliens, after all this time". He disappeared into the corridor, joyful tones echoing behind him as he continued to leap and shout and dance.
Twilight could see that Trixie was struggling to hold back her amusement. She could barely suppress it herself. Within moments both of them burst out in a fit of laughter.
"One of us should really tell him," said Twilight,
"Go on then," Trixie laughed, "I won't stop you".
Across the room Derpy had got herself tangled up in the Doctor's scarf and was wriggling around in a futile effort to break free. Twilight shook her head and attempted to compose herself.
"I was thinking," she said, once she had recovered, "when we get back to Equestria, if we get back, instead of going back to the rock farm, maybe you could stay with me at the castle for a while, if you like. There's plenty of space. I know you're kind of annoying sometimes, most of the time, well nearly all the time, but we do seem to make a good team".
A smile swept across Trixie's face, from ear to ear. She was about to hug Twilight, then she checked herself. "Well, I'll think about it".
Twilight smiled. "Anyway I'd better lend Derpy a hoof". The pony in question was now wrestling on the floor hopelessly.
The Doctor ran back in. He stood in a dramatic pose and cleared his throat. "Tonight, the first of Doctober, shall be marked in history, for we are the first to ever successfully make contact with an alien civilisation. It is a great responsibility which I intend to carry with dignity and gratitude".
Twilight shook her head as she went to assist the unfortunate mare. It was probably just as well none of them had the real responsibility of representing Equestrian intelligence to an alien species, she pondered. It would probably be rather embarrassing.
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