
		The Rotation

		Written by Zeppo

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Main 6

					Comedy

		

		Description

In another one of those incidents that seem to befall Ponyville all too often, yet another ancient magic is released upon the land, and everypony is forced to be something different every day. This starts a cycle that will throw Ponyville in for a loop, as usual.
Twilight strives to fix things, Rainbow Dash freaks out, Fluttershy doesn't really care.
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		Extract, a Trinket, and a Cinnamon Roll



	It was raining in Ponyville, which did nothing to dampen any spirits. While the air outside was cool and damp, the air inside was warm and dry where Rainbow Dash and Rarity sat inside Sugarcube Corner, eating lunch and making pleasant conversation, or at least pleasant conversation according to Rainbow Dash.
"There they were," she said as she started another one of her yarns, "three filly pegasi stuck in the middle of a field of thunderclouds. So I swooped in, grabbed them, and raced out of there, all the while coming this close to being struck myself!" She swung her legs about while making imitations of thunder and lightning. She then sat down, for in her excitement she had started hovering a couple of feet off her chair.
"That's nice dearie," Rarity said as she sipped her drink, "I'm sure those fillies are very grateful to you." She sipped again, "Now, why don't you listen to what I have in store for my summer fashion line?" She cleared her throat.
Rainbow Dash sighed and hung her head over the back of the seat, but even she knew that she would have to give Rarity a turn to talk about whatever was interesting to her. So she got comfortable in her chair and prepared to attempt to follow Rarity's conversation. "Lay it on me."
Rarity started, "So I was thinking about maybe a gold base with green trim, which I call Summer Radiance. But then that may be too intense, you know? So I decided to add a deep blue to counter it, which just looks absolutely lovely. Also, I've developed a new telekinetic sewing technique, which–"
Rainbow Dash of course wasn't really listening, as much as she tried. She thought mostly of her rescuing of the three fillies, of how her adrenaline-filled wings beat the air and propelled her through the air. If Rarity noticed or cared about Dash's inattention, she didn't show any indication.
Eventually Mr. Cake brought over a cinnamon roll, to which Rarity thanked him. "Oh," said Rarity as she looked wantingly at her pastry, "I guess this will have to wait a minute, I have to use the-" she whispered, "ladies' room." She got up and went.
"Youg thoo tfat" Rainbow Dash said with a mouth full of pancakes. She swallowed, "You do that." She reclined in her seat, listening to the rain and slowly chewing her breakfast.
The doors threw open and Pinkie Pie bounced in with a saddlebag on her back, an audible boing going off every time she leapt. "Hiya Dashie!" she bubbled as she shook off the water.
"Hey Pinkie, what's up?" Dash said as she took another bite. "These pancakes are great by the way."
Pinkie hopped, "Yeah! Pumpkin Cake's getting a lot better at it!"
Rainbow Dash stopped eating for a second, "Pumpkin Cake made this?" She looked at her breakfast.
Pinkie nodded, "I've been having her help bake breakfast for the past three weeks now."
"But isn't she, like, three?
"Two!" Pinkie said brightly.
"Oh..." said Dash as she looked at her food that had been handled by a barely potty-trained foal. She was deciding whether or not to continue eating when she noticed a glow coming from Pinkie's bag. "Pinkie, what's that?" she said as she pointed at the bag.
Pinkie's head turned towards her bag, "Ooo! It's doing that thing again!"
"And what's it exactly?"
"This," Pinkie said as she pulled out what seemed to be a triangular object with rounded corners and divided into a green, blue, and red section. The green and blue sections were glowing. "That's funny," said Pinkie, "the red section was glowing when I showed it to Lyra earlier." She tapped it a couple of times with her nose, "I found it in the Everfree Forest while collecting poison joke."
"And why...?"
"Rarity learned that poison joke is harmless when extracted and makes-" she switched to an impression of Rarity "-the most unique shade of blue, of which I must have," she said with a dramatic swoon.
Dash laughed at the accurate representation of their friend until Rarity returned. "Oh Pinkie!" Rarity said, "have you got the extract?"
"Yup!" Pinkie said as she pulled out three jars of extract from her bag and put them on a nearby table.
Rarity examined the jars. "Splendid," she turned to Pinkie, "I know the perfect use for this."
The three didn't notice the now forgotten object start to levitate a few feet off the table and rotate, gaining speed as it did.
Rainbow Dash looked around. "Hey, you guys hear some sort of humming?" The trio turned and saw the object revving up and glowing almost blindingly bright, causing them to shield their eyes. "Um, Pinkie?" Rainbow Dash said, followed by beams of magic arcing to the three and, unknown to those three, most everyone in Ponyville. The scene would have suggested pain, but all anyone felt was a warm tingling all over, which would have been nice if not for the somewhat rough vibrating it gave them all. And though it felt longer, the whole thing lasted about ten seconds.
There was no flash of light, no large boom, and no one was knocked unconscious. In fact, after the three seconds, the rumbling and arcs went away as quickly as they had come, leaving nary a trace save for the object which slowly lowered to the ground in the very middle of the three mares.
Rainbow Dash rubbed her head. "Pinkie."
"Hmm?" said Pinkie, who had already disregarded the event for the moment and was looking at the extract again.
"We're going to Twilight."
They left in a haste. Meanwhile, Rarity's cinnamon roll lay there, getting cold.
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		A Less Than Rude Awakening



		Twilight Sparkle, local princess of Ponyville and prized student of Celestia, was asleep at eleven in the morning. Her head rested on her desk, a quill still magically poised over the paper she was writing and, if one looked close enough, was ever so slightly lowering over time. A blanket covered her, put there by Spike who was now making a brunch of oats and honey. 
Spike heard the door knock, and recognized the near thrumming sound as the kind Rainbow Dash would make. He set the pan to the side and ran to the door. When he opened the door, he was pleasantly surprised to see Rarity– along with Rainbow Dash and Pinkie Pie. He smoothed out his apron which read, "kiss the chef".
"Hey Spike," Rainbow Dash said, "do you know where Twili– Spike! Over here." Rainbow Dash tapped her hoof on the ground, "Yoo hoo."
Spike was too busy watching Rarity comb out her wet mane, but then noticed Rainbow Dash talking. "Twilight's sleeping on her desk," he said automatically, which was fortunately the correct thing to say. The four went upstairs to where Twilight was still sleeping. She was in the same position that she was five minutes earlier, but was now drooling.
Twilight heard something like a camera shutter and snapped awake to find three of her friends and Spike standing there. She looked at them for a few seconds while her tired brain processed the scene in front of her. "Oh, girls," she said drowsily with her eyes half-closed. She stretched and gave out a drawn-out yawn. "What are you doing here so early?"
"It's about eleven-ten dear," said Rarity.
Twilight's eyes widened and she quickly stood up. "Oh wow, was I up that late?" She looked to Spike. "Spike, how late was I up?"
Spike shrugged. "I went to bed at my usual bedtime when you said you'll only work a few more minutes."
Twilight sheepishly smiled and rubbed the back of her head. "Oh, right, a few more minutes. Heh. So girls, would you like to hear about my paper on–"
Rarity interrupted, "I'm afraid we're here on an urgent matter, Twilight. You see, Pinkie found this device of sorts" -she pulled out the object- "that enveloped us in some sort of magical field. And by what we've heard on our way here, it's affected most everyone in Ponyville as well."
Twilight took the object in a telekinetic aura. "And what did it do, exactly?"
Rarity frowned and observed Pinkie Pie and Rainbow Dash, who did the same. "We're not exactly sure actually," Rarity said, "but it must have done something." She 	had a thought. "Didn't you feel anything?"
Twilight tapped her chin. "No, I must have been sleeping pretty deeply when it happened." She turned to Spike, "Spike, did you notice anything?"
Spike shrugged. "I didn't see anything."
Twilight rubbed her forehead with her hooves. "Alright, I can't think right now. I need breakfast first."
Spike put a claw in the air. "That should be done by now." He ran downstairs ahead of the rest to make sure he didn't burn anything.
Twilight continued to scrutinize the object as they proceeded down the stairs to the kitchen. "I'll see what I can find about this after breakfast." Before entering the kitchen, she turned to her friends. "Can you girls go out and see if anything has developed yet?"
"I'll check with the pegasi on the weather team. I'm going to be late." Rainbow Dash turned to leave. As she left, she inadvertently shifted her wings uncomfortably. 
"We will see what we can do," said Rarity. She and Pinkie Pie left.

Twilight had spent all day trying to figure out what the mysterious object was, with practically no success. Her mane was disheveled and her eyes were a little red from staring at the object and books all day. She got up and heard her spine audibly pop, even causing Spike nearby to wince. Looking at the clock, she saw that it was approaching ten at night.
"Alright Spike, if I didn't know any better from last night, I'd stay up until three in the morning," Twilight said as she looked over her scattered books and papers.
Rainbow Dash flew in through the window. "Hey Twilight, I checked in with the weather team while I was out, and no one noticed anything different." She rubbed her back. "Well, a few did complain of back pain, and I'm having some as well. Now that I think of it, the magic did hit me right between the wings, which is probably why it hurts."
Twilight's eyebrows furrowed. "Maybe."
"Well," said Rainbow Dash as she stretched out her wings, but then she seemed to space out for a second. "...I'm going home now. Gotta be rested for Wonderbolts training tomorrow!" She heavily trotted down the stairs and left through the front door, but not before pausing again at the door.
Twilight watched Rainbow Dash leave with a bit of uncertainty and pulled on a light jacket. "I'm going to go ask Rarity and Pinkie Pie if they have found anything out. You don't have to wait for me, Spike."
"Night," Spike said as he climbed in bed.

Twilight was glad she brought a jacket against the cool and damp of the light drizzle from the day's earlier rain. Her hoofsteps made light plish noises, which was the only sound that could be heard for a few minutes. Eventually, she heard laughter in the distance from Sugarcube Corner's "night life" crowd, as they were jokingly referred to, for they were barely a crowd and even less so a night life. Nonetheless, one could hear the clink of glasses and occasional cheering with the sense of camaraderie that only can often be attained at this hour.
BoingPlish, BoingPlish, BoingPlish, went a familiar sound. Twilight looked to the right, then the left, then back right to find Pinkie Pie hopping beside her. This caused Twilight's head to jerk back, for one can never quite get used to Pinkie's surprise appearances. "Hi Twilight!" squeaked Pinkie, "coming to see the night time revelry?"
Twilight giggled quietly. "It's tempting Pinkie, really, but I have to ask you what you found out and then go to Rarity to ask her."
Pinkie Pie stopped bouncing. "Found out?" she said. "Oh yeah! Nope! Not a thing, though I have been feeling a bit dizzy, but that might be this cider!" she cheered as she thrust the mug into the air, causing the cider to fly out and land perfectly back into the mug.
Twilight laughed again. “Alright Pinkie, I’m glad to see that everything is all right. I’ll go check with Rarity.”
“Okie dokie lokie!” said Pinkie as she hopped away.
Twilight proceeded to Rarity’s house to find that all the lights were off, and berated herself for not realizing that most ponies don’t stay up after ten at night. She was trying to think of a way to get Rarity’s attention when she heard a moaning from the second story window.
“Ohhhhh!” went Rarity. “Sweetie Bell, can you get me another wet rag? I am positively burning up in here.”
“Coming!” yelled Sweetie Belle, accompanied by scampering hoofsteps. “Oops!” A wet smack could be heard.
“Ah!– Thank you Sweetie Bell. You can go back to bed now.”
“Hope you get better!” More scampering.
Twilight frowned at her friend’s unfortunate condition, and so decided to not bother Rarity and instead return home. She got home and went to bed, frustrated that the only thing the object seemed to do was to make everypony sick.

	