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Expedition No. 5
Begin report:
Ventured into Ponyville today. Not much left of town. Most locals remain docile, but ran into a few hostiles. Had to take necessary precautions to avoid contamination. Checked locations of interest as ordered. Found nothing new. There was no sign of the subject. Disturbing news to take back to Canterlot. 
Followed trail to just outside of the old Apple’s farm. Found signs of a struggle and pieces of a destroyed MKII hazmat suit. Tracks lead to the Everfree Forest. Recommending a larger expedition force to search for the subject. Diary found near location of the struggle. Looks to be mostly undamaged. There are a lot of fresh hoofprints on the ground. 
The following is the full extent of the written material found. Perhaps it can shed light on what transpired here, and what became of the subject.
End Report

---------------------------------
Hey folks, let me know what you think of this story. Comment, and let me know if you want me to continue it, because I have some ideas on how to do so.
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		Dear Diary



Okie dokie then! At Twi’s suggestion, I’m going to be keeping you, diary. I’m not entirely sure why she suggested it to me, especially since she knows well I never really need to keep my thoughts in paper. After all, isn’t it much better to share thoughts with all my friends, especially if those thoughts are good thoughts or good stories? Maybe even good thoughts that happen to be good stories—or good stories that would make even better thoughts! Yeah, that’s why it’s best to just say things as they happen.
I guess keeping you is going to be a very good thing then, small diary. You’re quite cute with your red cover and little blank pages. I can see why Twilight really loves to have others like you all around her. Boy, it’s going to be very fun writing everything that happens down on you, especially since I know you all are now reading my every thought.
So, hi! My name is Pinkie Pie, and I’m Ponyville’s resident party planner and all-around super baker! Not that I’m tooting my horn or anything like that. I’m pretty sure that this diary will eventually get read by somepony else down the line, maybe even by Twi. So, if you’re reading this, Twi, then I followed your idea as you suggested. If it’s somepony else that’s reading this, then hello and welcome to my innermost thoughts!

February the 9th
Dear Diary:

Twi’s busy with something. Then again, ever since she got those neat wings and became a princess, she’s been a busy pony. I wonder how she manages to deal with all the work she seems to be stuck in most of the time? I can’t imagine working every hour of the day like she seems to be doing. Just thinking about it makes me want to throw her a party. 
Yeah, I think that’s what I should do, throw her a surprise party to cheer her up. Oh, what’s that diary? Twi’s too occupied with something else? Well, that’s why I should throw her a party, silly!
Anyway, the reason Twi seems so busy as of late is because she’s studying this new ‘danger’ in the Everfree Forest. She hasn’t really told us what it is exactly, or even why it’s so dangerous other than it is something that nopony has ever seen before. Oh, and it happened after a meteor shower.
Boy, oh boy, it all sounds so interesting. I wanna know more! I think I’ll pay Twi a visit to see if I can get her to spill more of the beans. Oh, I should also take the party cannon with me and give her that really nice surprise I’ve been planning. I can’t wait to see her reaction when she finds her home all set up for a party.
--- * --- * ---	--- * --- * ---	--- * --- * ---

Well, the party didn’t go well. Twi was all, “What’s this? Pinkie, why’d you mess up my work space with party decorations?” Jeez, I slaved for over ten minutes setting up her surprise party, and what did she do? She got all mad and started yelling that I leave her alone. Twi really needs to start livening up again. At least I got to hear more about the situation that has Twi all tied up in a knot.
Turns out the danger she’s talking about showed up with the meteorites. How danger just ‘shows up’ is beyond me. Danger either is, or isn’t. The way Twi explained it made it sound like some twisted-up mess that just made my head spin like a candy cane’s color. Speaking of candy canes, I could really use one right about now. All this talk of gloominess is really getting to me. What’s that, diary? I’m getting off topic? You know, I think you are absolutely right. 
Well, apparently one of those neat shooting stars that we see every once in a while crashed down on the Everfree Forest. Zecora was the first to find the piece of space rock. She picked it up and brought it to her home. You know, that sort of begs the question of how she picked up that rock in the first place? Those falling stars fall with enough speed to literally catch on fire. Also, they are rocks. I guess that’s a question better saved for Zecora. 
Anyway, after Zecora picked up the rock and took it home, she went quiet and stopped coming to town for a few days. When Twi went over for their weekly afternoon tea sessions—you know, the ones where they talk all about zebra magic and other eldritch mumbo-jumbo that tends to make ponies’ lives worse in the end—Zecora outright refused to greet Twi. That’s when Twi did what she tends to do best: freak out! Or wait, I think I’m the one that does that a lot. Well, point is that Twi freaked out.
Now, the way I’ve heard Twi talk about it, she’s taken to calling what Zecora got some kind of sickness. A ‘strain,’ if you will, at least in Twi’s own words. “Anything that comes into contact with the strain becomes contaminated by the alien nature of the meteorite,” she keeps telling all of us. Why can’t Twi just say “really bad sickness from outer space” or something? That certainly would get everypony’s attention! She keeps talking down to me about it, treating me like some foal. I know what a sickness is Twi! You don’t have to talk down to your friend just because you’re all stressed out or something.
At any rate, Twi has been having a lot of equipment flown down from Canterlot using those neat flying chariots in order to deal with the disease. I swear by Celestia and Luna that I’ll fly on one of those neat chariots one of these days—maybe get Dash to give me a lift. 
Anyway, every one of the flying carriages has brought some kind of package down to Golden Oaks Library, and they’ve always been accompanied by these mean-looking guards. None of them seem all that friendly, and they’ve outright refused to eat any of the nice little baskets of cupcakes I’ve left at their hooves. They could at least say they don’t want them instead of tossing them into the trash. The only pony that seems willing to talk at all is Spike, and he isn’t even a pony. What would he be called though? A dra-pony? A draky? Ah, I’ll figure it out later. As I was saying, Spike keeps telling everypony who asks that Twi’s very busy converting the library into a “mobile bio-hazard containment and research station.”
Oohhh, so she’s turning her library into some a MBCRS laboratory? Neat! Now I really want to know what she’s up to.
--- * --- * ---	--- * --- * ---	--- * --- * ---

Earlier today, at ten o’clock at night, Twi called for a meeting in town hall. The whole town showed up, and as I expected, many of the townsfolk were not at all happy to have been gathered at such a late hour. Some mares still had their mane curlers and pajamas on! I honestly didn’t know that Vinyl Scratch wore pajamas with little cellos in them. Kind of ironic if you ask me.
Once everypony had gathered, Twi started to explain that the strain she was looking into was very dangerous. Some kind of airborne virus brought down from the cosmos by the meteorite. Finally, she’s actually speaking in non-gibberish science-y terms. It was kind of boring though, mostly because I already had known everything she had been saying at the time. I actually nodded off about ten times. I kept being awakened by Dashie, who constantly gave me this annoyed glare. Just where did Dash get all of her energy? Maybe she really did make shakes out of “rainbow and awesome” as she boasted.
*Note to self: Make icing out of concentrated rainbow extract. That’s sure to add a punch to the next big cake.
To save you, my readers, a very, very long and very, very boring read, I’ll explain what Twi said in simple terms: Big rock came from space (which I already knew). Big rock crashed in the Everfree Forest and was picked up by Zecora (again, which I already knew). Rock had something nasty on it that caused Zecora to fall ill (Again, something I already knew). Nasty thing on rock was spreading around the forest faster than it could be contained. Okay, that last part had been new—and kind of scary—to me. Still, Twi was on the case! I’m sure she has this all under control. She’s a princess now after all, and still is the element of magic. We have nothing to worry about!
When Twi called the meeting adjourned, she asked that everypony go home and stay home. Feeling bad for nodding off so many times (though again, I still got the message. I’m not exactly a deaf pony), I asked Twi if she wanted my help with whatever she had in store. I won’t lie, I also asked if I could help because I was curious as to what was happening in the MBCRS lab. Maybe one of my twitches would be of help to her. Speaking of twitches, they had been going off all day long, particularly one pertaining to a big cold something that didn’t really make much sense to me. It wasn’t one I had ever really experienced at least. It would have been neat, had the situation not been this, well, bad I guess. Honestly though, I think Twi’s just getting all worked up over nothing. Again. This wouldn’t be the first time she’s gone and gotten the whole town riled up over something. Difference is that now she has a lot of guards to boss around.
As I had kind of expected, Twi refused my offer, her eyes telling me that she knew I had been nodding off during her talk. She added—rather harshly—that she was fine with using only her equipment. She even went so far as to say that I would just get in her way, reminding me of the ill-celebrated party I had tossed her. Again Twi, you don’t need to be so mean if you don’t like my parties. Just say the word, I’m never going to toss you a—who am I kidding? I’m still going to toss you parties, weather you want me to or not!
Right before she left, Spike walked up to me and told me something about the virus being more serious than they had originally thought. He said it was so bad, Celestia had diverted almost all scientific research to the goings on in the Everfree—a first in Equestrian history.
At Spike’s words, my body rumbled all over. It was that “really big cold” feeling again. Only, it was more intense. It gave me some very serious goosebumps…

February the 15th
Dear diary:

I’m sorry I haven’t really written in you over the last six days. I’ve been too busy to stop and write. I’m really, really sorry. What’s that? Why haven’t I written in you? That’s a very good question. Let me answer it after this quick cupcake break.
Okay, where was I, a yes, the reason. Well, you see, five days ago, things were quiet all around town. Then, that suddenly changed. I guess I should actually make a new entry to tell you just what actually happened.
--- * --- * ---	--- * --- * ---	--- * --- * ---

It all started when Fluttershy, who was looking very down and out I should add, came by the bakery to ask me for help. She needed assistance with some new woodland critters. She wouldn’t really tell me what kind of critters she wanted help with, or why she had come to me instead of Applejack, who’s got better experience with critters and all things critter-y. The only thing Fluttershy did say was that she needed my cheeriness, as it made her feel better.  
Naturally, if anypony comes to Pinkie Pie for anything, Pinkie Pie deliver whatever they need, come rain and snow and freaky parasprite swarms! Actually, parasprites Pinkie Pie can handle easy enough, she just needs to assemble the old one-pony band. The others might prove to be a bit more challenging. Still isn’t something that Pinkie Pie can’t handle! I just used the third person to describe myself, didn’t I? Just who do I think I am? Trixie? Ooohhh, I can’t wait to see what sort of new tricks she comes up with now! I know I’m getting detailed here Diary! You don’t have to yell.
As I was saying, I packed a whole basket of cupcakes for us to eat and then left. Strangely enough, Fluttershy didn’t take me to her cottage as I had expected. Instead, we walked right into the Everfree Forest, which was odd considering Fluttershy’s fear of the woods and Twilight’s warning to stay away from it. I sorta felt like I was breaking some kind of rule by following Fluttershy, but if she was going there, I had to go as well. That’s what friends do after all.
So we walked for a few minutes before coming up to this big camping ground. All over the place where tents raised up and ponies moving left and right doing one thing or another. I was excited at first, because I thought Fluttershy had brought me to a big camping outing. That changed when this big colt in gold armor approached us and asked what we were doing in the Royal Guard Emergency Containment Encampment, or RGECE for short. Fluttershy tried to say something at first, but she chocked up just as she usually did when startled. It took me some two minutes to get her to relax enough to actually speak again, but by then she hadn’t really needed to, because Twi had showed up followed closely by her brother, Shining Armor.
Twi had looked quite surprised to see me, which was a good thing, because I had finally gotten her to be surprised about something. Despite that, she still didn’t say anything to me directly, instead directing all of her attention to Fluttershy. Guess she was still mad at me. Twi’s question was why Fluttershy hadn’t brought Applejack along (the same question I had had asked myself earlier). Fluttershy had meekly replied that she had brought me because she wanted somepony to help her be cheerful, which meant me of course. Twi sighed at our friend’s reply (what a big meanie), but agreed to have me on the camp nonetheless. She indirectly told me not to touch a thing.
She and her brother led Fluttershy and me deeper into the camp. When I saw past the big trees and other foliage, I spotted this absolutely HUGE bubble of lavender energy. It enclosed a clearing full of what I knew from personal experience (don’t ask. It is a VERY long story) were manticores. Shining Armor lit his horn and shot this cool beam of energy at the bubble soon as he was in range. There was this swooshing sound, and the bubble shone bright and grew more solid than before. Once he had taken care of that, he had excused himself. He had looked grumpy, and I wasn’t really sure why. He had all his friends to keep him company after all, no need to be so grump. I’m not so grump after all.
Once her brother had departed, Twi had turned to Fluttershy and pointed to the manticores. On seeing them, Fluttershy had taken a shocked step back. I could understand why she had done that.  The manticores looked as if they hadn’t had any fur on them—almost as if they had been shaved and then sunburned on top of that. They had also looked very unhappy...
Twilight told Fluttershy that she needed her expertise to determine just what had happened to the manticores. She also wanted her help feed them. On her request, one of the guards brought Twi a bucket of something that smelled rather bad. The smell was almost like month-old milk cake, or really good cheese—maybe even timberwolf’s breath. Hesitatingly, Fluttershy had looked into the bucket before recoiling away. I had taken a step forward to see just what had caused my friend to react like that. That was when I saw what was actually in the bucket: parasprites, dozens of them. It was odd though, none of them had been moving, but they still had looked up at me with those big cheery eyes of theirs. Only after I noticed Fluttershy crying and being comforted by Twi (badly I might add), did I realize that the parasprites weren’t really...well… they weren’t very lively…
Not wanting to upset Fluttershy any more, I volunteered to do the feeding for her. I reached into the bucket and wrapped my hoof around the first parasprite I could. The poor thing had been all squishy and cold, kinda like week-old dough—except that with week-old dough, one could still at least try and cook something yummy and appetizing (even if the Cakes then ‘secretly’ tossed it away so as to not upset me for the attempt). With the ex-critter in my hoof, I had turned to face the big bubble and tossed him or her in. The parasprite went through without any real problem. 
The manticores, soon as they had seen the little critter land with a small thud, perked up and pounced right on top. I stuck out my tongue and somewhat winced as I saw the big fat meanies didn’t eat the little round cutie, so much as play with him or her. Cruelly I might add. Poor little parasprite, I knew you well… 
What’s that diary? Of course I didn’t know the parasprite well! Ever heard of being poetic?
At any rate, after the sight of the parasprite and the manticores, Fluttershy couldn’t help but cry. I had walked up to her and wrapped one of my hoofs around her neck. Twi only had sighed again and called her brother over using this neat little spell that made her voice resonate very loudly. Once Shining had been present, Twi told him to escort us out and that calling in Fluttershy had been “a mistake.” On hearing that, Fluttershy had opened her eyes and told Twi that she was sorry for not being any more helpful, and would do everything she could to help from now on. Twi had tried to smile, but seemed unable to. Twi… you’ve become a big, fat meanie yourself...
--- * --- * ---	--- * --- * ---	--- * --- * ---

Fluttershy eventually stopped crying. She and Twi then spent what had felt like hours just talking about the strange manticores. I really wasn’t paying attention, since I had gotten bored. To stave off sheer boredom, I had taken it upon myself to finish feeding the manticores in order to spare Fluttershy any more grief.
As I tossed the last of the unmoving parasprites to the unruly monsters, I overheard bits of the conversation between my friends. The one thing that had stuck out the most was that the manticores were “potential hazards to the ecosystem and ponykind,” at least according to Twi. None of what she had been saying really made much sense to me though. She just kept talking and talking, and all I kept hearing was “bla, blab bla, biohazard. Bla, bla, bla, outbreak,” all terms that honestly held little meaning to me.
What’s that diary? Of course I knew well what they were talking about—I was just too bored to really care. In all honesty, the words were not really familiar terms to most ponies. Those who liked to read might have heard of them once or twice, but they were still virtually nonexistent in common speech. Still, I already had things figured out as they were. The guards were in the forest to try and keep some bad sickness from spreading any further. The manticores were victims of the sickness, and Twi was doing all she could to try and figure out what was happening to them. She had called Fluttershy in because she had believed she could be of help—considering how good Fluttershy was with animal and all that. Still, that didn’t explain why everypony in the camp looked so mortified and concerned about the situation. Sure, ponies do get worried when sickness is about, but there was more to this than Twi let on. Am I being too overly analytical and paranoid by thinking this? Yes, yes I am.
Fluttershy didn’t seem to have really believed Twi’s words at first. That changed when she was led to another part of the encampment, one that had been out of my sight, but not out of my earshot. I managed to hear Twi talking to Fluttershy about Zecora’s condition before I had heard a sharp yet soft scream and the shuffling of hooves. I had turned around just in time to see Fluttershy galloping out into the clearing, eyes drenched in tears. She had collapsed not long after her gallop, trembling and hyperventilating. 
I had stopped feeding of the manticores and turned to look at my two friends. Poor Fluttershy had been barely able to make any sense in her words. Still, through her sobs, I managed to make out a bit of their conversation:
“That—that can’t be Zecora! Wha-what—”
“I know it is horrible Fluttershy, but what you saw is the truth. That... thing... is Zecora. Or, was Zecora...”
“Do you know if... if...”
“Some of my readings do suggest that she’s still partially aware of who she is... or was. Her body’s been so radically altered that it’s impossible to know for sure. Either way, she’s completely contagious now. Anypony who even comes near her without protection risks being infected…”
I had been paying so much attention to the conversation between my two friends that hadn’t even noticed when a manticore snatched the parasprite from my hoof, leaving a very nasty scratch in the process. It didn’t really hurt (even though I yelped and jumped back from the surprise), but it left this very big red mark. It also started pulsating every so often in a way that I had never seen before. 
Fluttershy and Twilight rushed to my side soon as I was injured, but both took a massive jump back when they saw the scratch. Various guards quickly grabbed hold of me and tried to drag me away, towards the tent where I believed Zecora had been, but Twi stopped them, fixing them all with the nastiest glare I had ever seen on her, even nastier than the one she had given Discord some three years ago. It was kind of similar to Fluttershy’s ‘stare,’ only instead of being intimidation as Fluttershy’s, it carried an air of dread that made me shiver. Actually, on second recall, the shiver was because of a twitch. It started to go off without control soon after I got scratched.
I could feel the tension in the air, and I didn’t like it one bit. Knowing that unless I did something to dispel it, it would lead to a very bad conclusion, I started to giggle. I told Twi that I was alright, but she still looked completely horrified. She and Fluttershy looked at each other with some sadness as they escorted me back to Sugarcube Corner.
Once I was back in my room, Twi put her hoof on my shoulders and gave me the tightest hug she had ever given me. She then turned to Fluttershy and muttered something about “fixing this” before the two left. I followed them out of Sugarcube with my gaze, still wondering just what had them so upset.
I tried to really rack my brain for some answer, but for some odd reason, I felt very foggy and distant, almost as if I had drank too many mugs of hard apple cider. Actually, as I’m writing this, I’m starting to get very tired and very… uh… I can’t think of a proper word right now—maybe in the morning.

February the 16th
Dear Diary:


At around five o’clock this morning, Applejack and Twilight both had come to Sugarcube to wake me up suddenly. The two had been wearing this strange suit that covered their entire bodies. It kind of looked like a space suit from one of the comic books the Cake Twins loved to read so much. It was neat, but also kind of scary, especially since the bubble covering their heads seemed to be meant to keep something nasty out. Still, I did manage a laugh, because Applejack was still wearing her hat outside the bubble. My giggle didn’t seem to go well with her though.
Uh… strangely enough, I could have sworn I had once known the name of the suit they were wearing, but now it was completely eluding me. Strange…
Speaking of the twins, I hadn’t seen them since I waved them good night last night. I hadn’t seen the Cakes either. I had answered the door myself. Maybe they went out extra early or something? But then why didn’t they ask me to foalsit the twins? 
At any rate, Twi had had another of the suits in her saddlebag. She urgently told me to put on, but didn’t really tell me why, only that it was very important that I did. She was really becoming pushy, and I didn’t like it one bit. As soon as I had put on the suit (which had been no easy task, considering how tight it had felt on me), it let out this neat but scary hiss. Then, it tightened some more. A cool sensation had then spread all over my body as one of those neat bubbles of the same purple magic I had seen over the manticores wrapped around my head. Unlike the one I had seen in the camp though, it solidified into a somewhat murky bowl. Soon as the bubble had become solid, Applejack had told me it was Twi’s latest development to keep us all safe from the illness. Twi then had interjected, saying that mine was very special, and that I should never EVER take it off, no matter what. It would keep me safe. Safe from what? I don’t know.
Applejack and Twi let the bubbles on their own suits down. That’s when I noticed their eyes. They were red and moist. Had... had they been crying? Why? It’s a beautiful day outside. The sky’s clear (thanks to Dashie… or was it Ditzy? I forget which of them was in charge of weather now, and which of them was the Wonderbolt. Oh well). Why would they be crying? Did I do something to upset them? Oh no, no, no, no! I can’t have anypony be upset in my watch! I have to do something!!
Before I could ask my friends anything though, they had both turned and left Sugarcube. I raced to my window and looked at my friends. I noted they were keeping their heads low and looking quite miserable.
Please… don’t-don’t cry girls. Please don’t cry. Whatever I did, I can fix it! Girls…
I stepped away, feeling quite lightheaded. I… I couldn’t really remember what I wanted to write. Something about this twitches finally meaning something to me. Oh well, if it was that important, I’m sure I wouldn’t have forgotten it. Better finish this entry before I go to bed. 

February the 17th
Dear Diary:

I’ve been wearing this annoying suit since yesterday. I have now been told by Twi that the thing’s actually called a “Hazmat Suit.” I could have sworn I had already known that, but it had really gone out of my mind. Still, knowing what it is doesn’t make it any less annoying to wear. I’ve also found out that no matter what I do, I can’t take it off. Every time I pull on it, it feels as if it’s about to take my coat with it. Did Twi spread glue all over it before she gave it to me? Is this some kind of joke? Have my friends come up with some elaborate prank? If yes, then congratulations gals! You’ve really gotten me good. Can’t believe I fell for it. If no, then I should probably be a bit worried.
Augh... my coat feels musty. The skin under it feels very itchy. I don’t really feel that well either. I’ve gone up to talk to Twi about those manticore-things, but she says they’ve been “neutralized,” whatever that means. Fluttershy, apparently, didn’t take the news too well. She hadn’t come out of her shack since being told by Twi. I still haven’t seen the Cakes. I’ve been to their rooms, and it looks like they packed just about everything they had save the furniture. Did they go on some big vacation without telling me?
Augh, stupid itchy and scratchy coat! Can’t get to it because of this stupid suit!
--- * --- * ---	--- * --- * ---	--- * --- * ---

I ran into Applejack and Rarity later in the day. They had both seemed upset, and both had been wearing the same suit I did. Theirs looked to be a bit looser though. I asked them why they were so mopey. My question only seemed to get them mopier (Really, this is a word. Not sure if it’s a correct word, but it’s a word). They talked to each other without me hearing, and then perk up a bit. I smiled at that. Happy friends are good friends after all. Before I could celebrate with them, they told me something bad had happened to the Cutie Mark Crusaders. They asked me to follow them to the clubhouse. The trip was a quiet one. 
When we arrived to the clubhouse, we were greeted by all three of the little fillies. They did it normally enough, but had looked completely different. They had no coat on their bodies (and in Scootaloo’s case, no feathers on her wings), and their skins had looked as if they had received very nasty sunburns. I was reminded of the Manticores. As the three fillies continued playing, I noticed tin cans all over the clubhouse. I looked into one and saw what looked like meat. For some reason, it made me a tad hungry.
As moved to ask Applejack and Rarity what had been going on. They only answered me by saying the three fillies had been “infected.” My question had gotten them upset all over again. I’m sorry! Girls, I’m really, really sorry!
As we left the clubhouse, I noticed Applejack locking the door behind her. The Cutie Mark Crusaders popped their heads out the window and waved us all goodbye, almost as if nothing had been any different. They had looked so cheerful and carefree that I had just wanted to join in on whatever fun they had in store. Just what kind of crazy antics would they get mixed in again? Applejack and Rarity on the other hoof, stared silently at the clubhouse. I was really sad for the rest of the day. Whatever’s happening isn’t fun anymore. 
Better write this before I fall sleep again. Gee, the days seem to be getting shorter for some odd reason.

February the 19th
Dear Diary:

I can’t take it anymore! I have to get this darn suit-thing off me!
Okay, so went to see Fluttershy because my back felt swollen and very itchy under the suit. She greeted me with unease at first, but after we talked for a bit, she livened up considerably. I told her about my coat. She then told me she couldn’t help me at all, instead suggesting I go see Twi. As I left her cottage, she put a hoof on my shoulder and offered to accompany me. She said it was the least she could do for a good friend. 
I’m so happy you’re happy Fluttershy. I really, really am! Happy friends are good friends, yesiree!
--- * --- * ---	--- * --- * ---	--- * --- * ---

Twi’s home had looked… different. The shelves had been completely replaced with complex machinery that constantly made some sound or made some odd move. I swear I once knew the names of some of those… uh… thingamajigs? No wait, not thingamajigs, but something else. Uh… I can’t remember. Oh well, it was important, I would recall.
At any rate, there had been tubes full of neat liquids all over the place, all in vastly different colors that shone brightly and made me want to dance and throw a party all over again. Oh wait, I forgot that Twi’s a party pooper now. Twi herself had been in the middle of the giant wonderland of thingamajigs, dictating notes to Spike (who looked very much tired and cranky). Poor lil’ Spike, how can he stand being around such a cranky pony such as Twi?
Fluttershy and I had approached Twi and told her about my skin. Twi had shaken her head and had told Fluttershy that “she knew well that my suit couldn’t come off, no matter what.” She didn’t actually say why though. Before I had a say in the matter, Fluttershy had grabbed hold of Twi’s hoof and begged her to help me. Her eyes swelled up with tears as she desperately begged. 
Oh no… no… no, no, no, no. Fluttershy, please don’t cry!
Twi had visibly bit her lower lip at the sight. After a moment of silence, she had agreed to see what she could do. She had then asked that I follow her. She had led me to this neat new room in the library that I believe had once been her kitchen. Once inside, she told me to enter a white-walled room that looked very weird and very empty. As I went in, a strange feeling hit me like a party cannon. My suit started to vanish as if it was liquid, and I started to really feel sleepy. I think I hit the floor snoring, but I can’t remember.
What’s that diary? I got sedated? What does that even mean? Wait… I think I know. Or rather, I knew once. Why can’t I remember? Ah, who cares, it’s not important!
When I had woken-up again, the uneasy feeling on my coat had been gone. My suit had been back on also, but it had felt so much lighter—almost as if it wasn’t even on anymore. The bubble over my head also had looked cleaner. I could now clearly see through it without having to squint that much. I had given a stretch and found myself being left with my mouth open at just how much better my body felt. I had turned to thank Twi for whatever she did for me. She seemed to be thinking about something at first, because she just looked at me with this funny look. Her eyes suddenly swelled up with tears, and she gave me the tightest hug she had ever given me as she continually shouted “It worked! It worked!” 
What worked? Uh… yeah, I have no idea what was happening.
Fluttershy put a hoof over my neck and gave me a light nuzzle before fixing Twilight with a grateful gaze. She then moved to Twi, who started to talk to her in a quiet voice. They thought I couldn’t hear them, but I did!
“Twilight, what did you do? Pinkie looks so much… cleaner.”
“I’ve been running several tests on the strain. The virus causes severe physical and mental degeneration to those who are infected. A few individuals seem to be immune to the mental ravages, but they eventually give out. Pinkie is very special though—the virus seems to have little effect on her, though I fear that some damage has already been done. Something must have affected the virus’s development.”
“Was it the suit?”
“At first, I thought it was, but the growths she had on her today proved that wrong. No, there’s something else in her system that has made the virus stop evolving. The same thing’s on the Cutie Mark Crusaders, though their virus is still growing, albeit very slowly.”
“What is it Twilight?”
“That’s the thing, Fluttershy, I don’t know. Yet. Still doesn’t matter though, my research has proven successful. I think I may have a cure for this virus soon. I just have to test it on more infected ponies.”
Twilight had turned to look at me with a wide smile. She thanked me again. Thank me for what? I don’t really know. 
Fluttershy led me back to Sugarcube. I was really feeling better, but for some reason, I felt as if I had lost something. Oh, I can’t seem to really recall anything. Why’s my mind so foggy nowadays? No, that’s not it, I just wrote down the conversation I heard (even though I didn’t really understand it). Darn this mind of mind!
Maybe a night’s rest will do me good. I really feel tired for some odd reason. I just need to finish writing thi

February the 25th
Dear Diary:

I don’t know how, but somehow, I slept for five whole days! How do I know? The magic calendar that Twilight gave me as a birthday present last year tells me it’s been five days.
As the grogginess went away, I found some kind of growth on my left hoofsie. It was annoying and actually hurt a lot, so I went to see Fluttershy again. On leaving Sugar Cube corner, I found the town deserted. Many of the houses had been boarded up, and it looked like somepony set up barricades with sandbags and fences all around. When I got to Fluttershy’s, she wasn’t there. Her home looked to have been hastily boarded up. Peeking through a crack in the window showed me a deserted place that looked like big mess.
I went to see Applejack next, and found her boarding up her barn. She wasn’t wearing a suit at all, and looked rather pale. She took one look at me and jumped back in fear, almost as if she had just seen some kind of ghost. She called out my name at first, easing only when I answered. With a shaky hoof, she pointed at me and asked where I had been for the last five days. I told her that I had been sleeping. She looked very much confused at my answer.
I asked her what was going on. Applejack sighed and told me that during my time “sleeping” (she made quotation marks with her hooves) the whole town had gotten evacuated when animals from Fluttershy’s cottage started getting infected. To make matters worse, she told me that the Cutie Mark Crusaders ran away after Twi tried to run some kind of science-y procedure on them. Applejack got all upset, saying that her sister became feral and all nasty after the procedure…
Uh… what exactly does “procedure” mean again? 
Oh, that’s right Diary, some kind of operation.
…What does “operation” mean again?
At any rate, after the “operation,” the three fillies went around biting other ponies, who in turn went around biting other ponies. It wasn’t long before guards descended on the town and started getting everypony out. 
I asked Applejack about Fluttershy. She told me that Fluttershy disappeared into the forest with Zecora in tow. Applejack sighed and put a hoof on my shoulder. She looked into my eyes and told me to go back home and stay there no matter what. She even made me pinkie swear. Naturally, I agreed. A Pinkie promise is nothing to scoff at after all.
As I walked away, I heard Applejack crying, saying something about everything “being a wild big mess.” I turned around long enough to see her pick up a bucket filled to the brim with slices of…meat? She opened her barn door, and headed inside. I could faintly hear what sounded like grunts and chewing noises. I considered galloping up to her to make her smile, but I recalled my Pinkie Promise. 
I felt bad the rest of the day.

February the 26th
Dear Diary:

Even though I don’t feel well at all, I decided to go see Applejack again.
The town’s very different now. It’s almost devoid of ponies. Many of the ones who are still around wear the same “hazmat” suits I do, but they all look miserable. I try to cheer a couple up as I walk, but they just seem so lost in whatever mopiness they have that they just ignore me. The few that do pay attention look at me strangely. 
There were many guards out and about, all sporting what looked like glowing sticks that gave out this nifty little crackle of electricity. A few times, I see them hit other ponies with the sticks. There is this crackle and flash of light, and the ponies either yelp and run away, or just stand in place, looking lost.
On my way Applejack’s, I was suddenly stopped by Dashie. She wasn’t wearing a suit, but looked healthier than I’ve ever seen her before. She looked at me with some surprise at first, and then seemed to change to sadness. After I asked, she told me that after the incident with the Cutie Mark Crusaders, the princess had set-up a “quarantine” all around Ponyville and the surrounding areas. I wasn’t really sure what “quarantine” meant, so I asked her. She told me that quarantine was like a really big time-out that prevents something nasty from spreading, though just what kind of nasty she was talking about wasn’t really clear. She kept looking over my suit, though she didn’t really say why.
I gave Dashie a shrug and continued on my way to Applejack’s, but she stopped me again and pushed me in the other direction. She told me that it was VERY important that I stay home and rest. I told her I wanted to see Applejack, but she told me that Applejack was no longer on her farm grounds. Her voice had been both cold and unhappy. I heard her whisper something about AJ not being herself either, but it was so hushed that I could have been wrong. She didn’t say anything else to me after that. She just repeated the same thing from before: stay in Sugar Cube Corner and sleep. Sleep and be safe.
I pout and puff, but I go back home anyway. I feel very alone and very sad. Writing this before I

???
Dear Diary:

I think I’ve been sleeping for longer than I thought. On waking up, I found the entire town looking just like after the parasprite incident about four years ago. Even the sky looked like a big mess. It was utterly overcast, with patches of unfinished cloud cover here and there. The magic calendar only had questions marks where the date should have been. Awww! The magic thingamajig powering it probably ran out or something.
Walking outside, I saw a lot of ponies. Or, at least what I think were supposed to be ponies. I honestly couldn’t tell. Everywhere I turned, I saw ponies with skins that looked to have been really, really badly burnt by the sun, and then covered by something mossy and purple. They also had no coat or mane. Some walked about as if they were lost or something. Others walked more or less normally, but seem to be so depressed and sad that they ignored just about everything around them. A very few seem to walk in groups, conversing in raspy voices. I overhear a few of those ponies talking about “going hunting on the safe heavens.”
I approach one of the ponies and greet her cheerily. She only replied with this strange phrase: “Pon Gud Fe uTinG. Pon Kip Ingelienc. Pon run fo mub o bun wakis.” I gave her a smile and wave and go on my way, not sure what to make of her words.
As I moved through the town, I saw many of the guards from earlier. They were now chewing on something as they looked angrily at me, hissing and whispering something that I couldn’t really make out. All over, I could see some weird purple goo growing on the walls of buildings and on the ground. I tried to pick up a hoof full for a closer look, but soon as I approached it, the goo scuttled away. I followed it and finally managed to grab some. Soon as I did though, it let out this sharp squeal and evaporated away.
As I started to make my to AJ’s barn, the ground started to get mossier and nastier. Something seemed to be crawling just under the purple moss, making this weird sound that kind of sounded like a plunger on a toilet. When I spotted AJ’s barn, I noticed it was no longer boarded up. There were two purple ponies just standing there, almost as if they were statues. One looked to be larger than the other, wearing what kind of reminded me of a wooden neck brace or collar. The other was smaller and feebler-looking, but was missing half of her body. Instead of a flank and hind quarters, she had what kind of looked like some purple-colored mess of twigs that seemed to be pulsating. 
On the very front door of the barn, I spotted a cowpony hat, nailed. Underneath it, I could see what looked like hastily-written graffiti. It said: Hoarding Traitors! I had no idea what was happening. Whoever these ponies had been, they probably had been naughty or something. Yet, I couldn’t shake the sense of familiarity. Where had I seen them before? 
Oh well. Not important!
I looked in the distance and saw Canterlot. It was completely wrapped in an energy bubble, much like the one I had seen during Shining Armor’s royal wedding. Something told me my friends were there.
Part of me told me that I should stay away. I shouldn’t go there. I shouldn’t go there at all…
Like I’m going to listen to that downer part of myself! I’ll go there. Pay my friends a visit. Won’t they be surprised to see their old pal Pinkie Pie! I know, I’ll bake them a cake! Everypony loves cake!
What’s that Dairy? I’m being surrounded? Oh, yeah, look at that. Some of those ponies are forming a circle around where I stopped to write on you. Wait, are those… spears? Why would they have spears? Uh… guys, you’re getting awfully close with those spears. Hey, what are you
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