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I opened my vision to see colors. My thinking-thing hurt when I thought about my thinking-thing. What had done here?
My vision didn’t understand anything. My vision said: no-open, to my vision balls. Eyes. Wait what is eyes? 
Oh! I thinking I know! Eyes are vision-balls. They are squishy and water-full… what’s water?

AUGH!!! My thinking thing-hurts really lot!!! 
I push my legs against my temples to stop the hurt. Wait, how do I know what is legs and temples? I know temples are next to my vision-balls, I-I mean eyes. It hurt…

My big temple in middle of little temples has three hurt-spots. One in middle. It be big and hurty. Then there be two next to it.
I press my leg against the big hurt-spot. It no hurt. It be big and round and long and hard and no hurt… My two other hurt-spots hurt…

I look at my leg. They are much leg. They are blue. What is blue? Blue is color of sky… wait, how do I know what is sky? I don’t know what is sky… but I know what is sky, but I don’t know what is sky… 
GAH! My thinking-thing hurts big bad.

I won’t think about what not to think about anymore! It hurt!

My legs are blue. They are long and same. They look same in every spot. They are not not-to-think-about blue they are bad blue. Bad is the color around me.
Bad color is when I close my vision-balls… e-eyes I mean. It be hard to re-know…


I step on my leg. They hurt but I can step on them. If I no think, maybe thinking-thing won’t hurt.

…


…


I tried to no think. It hard. It hard like step on many leg. I have one leg, one leg, one leg and one leg. All together they make one-one-one-one leg! 
I step one-one leg. Then I step one leg. Then I step one-one-one leg. Then I step on one leg again and then one-one-one-one leg.
It hard to say one-one-one-one leg… I need think of way to call one-one-one-one leg…

I know I will call it seven! That will do! I no know where I think that up but it sound nice! I smiled.

Wait, this is smiling? I feel my gap on thinking-thing move. It no hurt. Smiling good. It make me feel good. What is good?

Good is when thinking-thing no hurt. Good is nice. Nice is not when thinking-thing hurt…


I no good. Thinking-thing hurt now… Bad thinking-thing, bad!


I step on seven, then on one-one leg. Then I move one and one-one-one leg. I thinking call one-one-one leg two. That be good. It make thinking-thing hurt less but it make thinking-thing hurt more too. 
Thinking-thing! Why you so bad?! I trying to be good!?



GAH! I fall down on my thinking-thing’s other side. I will call it potato. 
I now step on my potato. Seven and two are in front of me. They are just like one and one-one leg. They all same.



I trying not think about leg and thinking-thing and potato. Nor even not-to-think-about blue. 
I use eyes and look at bad and colors. And bad colors. Everything is in bad. Even not-to-think-about is in bad color. All of it it’s… it’s gray…

*GASP* I know what gray be! Everything is gray, gray is bad color!
My leg is covered in gray. And covered in… in… sticky-thing! Sticky-thing no is gray. It be opposite… wait... what is opposite…?


NO! BAD THINKING-THING! BAD! GAH!

I can no longer step on potato, I step on thing between potato and thinking-thing because thinking-thing is bad! 
Thing between potato and thinking-thing be soft. It good. I call thing between potato and thinking-thing a soft. It be soft so I call it soft… It like vision-balls, I mean eyes, squishy and water-full.  I still no no what be water… it make thinking-thing hurt again!


GRRR!!! I press one and one-one leg against temples. If I make temples pain the pain of thinking-this is better… it still pain… pain?
What be pain? Oh, pain be hurt… now I know…



I still be pain… but I feel not-bad… I feel good but not good… I close eyes. That be good right? I think I close eyes and all be good now…

Now…


Now…


Now…



…



…
***

I opened my eyes… I… I felt… clear… I feel like I now know things… 

I still don’t understand what exactly thinking-thing is, but at least I know that potato is butt… or flank… I'm actually not sure… I think I’ll settle for flub… that’ll do…


I look around… I'm still stepping-no-(!)-laying on soft… I don’t know what it is ether so I’ll still call it soft… like my fur… 


My fur! I know what sky is! AGH!
I push one and one-one against my temples. It still hurts a lot when I think… But now I know! 

The sky… THE SKY!!!
I look up and all I see is bad… I'm not sure how to call it… it a color but I don’t know any colors… except gray I guess. The sky is gray and… and it used to be…


Used to be blue…


Like me…







Ugh… my poor, stupid thinking-thing. I winch my smile, no, mouth… it kinda’ hurts but I think I'm fine now.



I have to move. I know that much. I get up on my much leg. All of them: one, one-one, two and seven. I feel them hurt. I still go front.

I know how to walk. That’s weird… I-I feel something on the upper side of soft. It’s things… they are… soft, not like the soft, but they feeling soft. They are like tiny leg. Flat and feeling soft. 

Wings… no, yes, maybe?
I think wings will do. What do they do?


I use same thing that I use to use leg, whit the help of thinking-thing. They work almost like many leg. They are so pretty…

NO! I have to forward!


I feel… something.

It is…? H-hunger? What is hunger? It’s like umm… food. That’s what comes to thinking-thing. Food. I need to find it even if I no know what it be.



Hey! I see something! It’s like stuff I step on only big and high and has holes and I don’t know why but I thing ponies sleep in it!


Ponies…



Ponies?



Ponies!



P-AUGH!!!! NO, GRR! I fall on soft again, I hate you thinking-thing!!!
Water comes to my eyes. It’s always there when I hurt. Wonder what it is? Eye-water. That’s what I will call it… Grrr… No stupid, stupid, stupid thinking-thing!!! Why you hurt!!!???


I feel things in thing that’s between other side of soft and thinking-thing. Something trying to be free…


*COUGH* I twist my smi-mouth again… what was that? It made me feel weird… my thinking-thing no hurt anymore… I-I have to move.
***

I feel even more clear again. I slept for time in a soft thing. Now I know that soft is actually belly.

I found a many paper. It was nice. Now I know much more. Even colors. Now I know that I'm not sky-blue. I'm midnight-blue. Whatever that is…

And I was right! Those things were wings! And their made for flying! I'm still not sure what flying is but it sounds nice.



I pressed one against my big-temple. And I saw… red?

What does it mean? Red. Is red bad? I… BLOOD! That’s blood, the same as sticky-thing! I grabbed paper and put against the red. How long has it been there? I think it came from one of my hurt-spots. That means it’s been there long…

I-I think it stopped… I think… Stupid thinking-thing’s still being a stupid-stupid head. I really don’t like him… But he is me? I… I am lost…


I feel good now. I thinking I will go fort-ward now.







I walked out of the thing that’s called house. The sky was gray.
There were a bunch of house around me. They were… nice.

Suddenly… I saw something… in front of me… 


It could be called bright white… could… it wasn’t…






I ran as fast as one, one-one, two and seven could carry me. I skidded to a halt before something. It was like me… 


It had the same bump on its big-temple and wings meant for something. It was opposite of gray… ummm… white! And red… covered in red… blood…

I saw it move like me. It was like me!









“Sister…” it whispered. It could talk!?!



“I… I'm sorry… it’s all my fault…” red tears streamed down its cheeks.
“I'm so very sorry…”







Suddenly… suddenly… it all came back…




“Tia, are you sure it’s a good idea?” I asked.
“Of course sister, nothing can go wrong!” she smiled.
“Hmph…” I grunted and walked away. It was a crazy idea… But, of course she will do everything to make lil’ Miss Twilight happy…
Something like this is truly horrific. So dangerous… Parents left us to guard this world not play whit it!


I stomped my pristine silver slipper against the marble floor. It cracked but, I was just so angry at her! Such a foal!
GAH! I stormed out on a balcony and took flight. Flying was my passion… Tia was the one good with magic, I was the best flyer Equestria has ever seen!

I giggled. That lightened my mood quite the tad. I… I guess it’s not that bad of an idea… I might as well go look, its gonna’ happen any time soon.



I did I graceful turn and glided down to the small city at the edge of the Canter Plains. PonyVille. 


“Hello sister.” I snuck up on her whit a smile.
“Oh! I didn’t see you there.” She smiled. “Stay close, it’s about to go down.” She looked up in the sky.

Down on us was crashing something beautifully horrific… a meteor. It was graceful but deadly. Tia’s plan was simple. Intercept it just when it breaks the atmosphere and blest it to bits! That will make quite the show!


It came close and closer. Tia gathered her magic and shot forward like an arrow! The blazing red mass met a golden glow… then… no…

No…


NO…



“NO!!!!!”




Light. Dark. Pain. Red. Cries. Crash.
A faint “I'm so sorry…”







“NOOOOOOO!!!” I cried on the top of my lungs. I was Luna. Luna, princess of the Moon. The only living pony after the world was destroyed. Before me lays the broken, bloody body of my dearest sister.

It’s over… the world is over… the sand castle has crumbled. We lost…

“Luna…?” I heard a voice. I voice I may never hear again.
“Yes?” I whispered. Tears streamed from my eyes.



“Rebuild… 







Remake the world sweet sister… 




You can do it… 
You can do anything…










I love you…”
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