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One night, Twilight and Spike venture into the Everfree forest to retrieve herbs that only appear during the night. Unfortunately, an accident ensues between the two that costs Twilight her life. Spike must now cope with the fact that his best friend is gone from his life, while keeping the secret of what caused her death a secret from everypony he knows, including Applebloom, who he sees as somepony more than a friend. 
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	“Spike? Hello?” Spike awoke from his dazed trance, staring into the eyes of Twilight, who was smiling brightly at him. “I know you’re tired, but I need your help. I might need those claws of yours to dig up the Moonlight Herbs. I heard from Zecora that they can be a little tricky to get out of the ground.”
“Oh… Yeah,” Spike shook his head to wake himself up a little bit. He looked up at the stars and the trees, finding it to be a beautiful night. He looked back to Twilight, who had decided to keep going in spite of Spike’s hesitation to move. “Twilight! Wait up!” He quickly ran to catch up to Twilight, his little, baby dragon legs not taking him very far with every step. Finally he reached her and then matched her walking speed. “What do you need these herbs for again?” He asked.
“Well,” Twilight looked at him as they walked, “I need them to finish up that concoction for Rainbow Dash which will help her with her intense stomach pains. After all, when she came back from Appleloosa with fifteen barrels of cider and refused to drink it with moderation, it’s no surprise her stomach isn’t agreeing with her,” Twilight chuckled, and Spike followed with. 
Spike always liked it when Twilight laughed. If she was happy, he was happy. If she was sad, he was sad. Twilight was his best friend, and also thought of her as his family. Even when Twilight had woken him up in the middle of the night to go find these ‘Midnight Herbs’ or whatever they were called, he was tired, but was always happy to help Twilight. After all, he was her number one assistant. That title was the title he wore most proudly and never wanted it to change.
“What’s the story with that, anyways?” He asked. He wanted to continue his conversation with her, since after all it was a bit of a walk to the supposed place where the herbs were. His legs were already tired, and he wanted to try to forget about it by maybe hearing a story.
“Oh, I’m not quite sure. She went to Appleloosa to find some apple cider, but apparently they didn’t have any there!” Twilight said out of disbelief. Her way of telling stories always made Spike want to laugh at how enthusiastic she sounded. “But then she found this sales-pony from out of town who was willing to help her convince the ponies of Appleloosa to make cider. What was his name? Sky Crash or something? Well, that’s not important. I heard he taught her how to sing during that time, which was quite nice,” she said, nodding her head. 
“Anyways, they ended up getting the ponies of Appleloosa to make cider, and she had a deal with the Flim Flam brothers that if she could convince the ponies to make cider then she would get fifteen barrels of the stuff!”
“What about this… Crash guy?” Spike asked. “There’s gotta be more about him! I mean, he taught Rainbow how to sing? She doesn’t seem to be the type to sing!” They continued walking as they talked.
“Well, I think she was in love with him,” Twilight said as she stopped, and Spike followed. She sat down, and Spike again followed with; he wanted to sit down and rest anyways.
“Rainbow Dash? In love? No way!” Spike wanted to hear more about it. He also knew that Twilight just liked to trump his thoughts of something so unbelievable; somepony who loved to be right. Sometimes that got the better of her, but he knew that she always tried her best to keep those things at bay. Twilight was nodding.
“I kid you not! But here’s the plot twist!” She was giddy with joy by this time now with the story. “It turned out that Crash was a con-pony! He had been conning ponies from all around Equestria! Anyways, Rainbow Dash found out, but surprisingly she didn’t tell anypony. He had shown her that he wanted to be her friend and to help her, and she thought she would do the same. But I also think she had fallen in love with him. He ended up having to catch a freight train out of town because by this time some other sales-pony was telling everypony in town about his coning’s! Rainbow was crying at the time she told that part of the story, which is what makes me think she loved him.”
“Wait,” Spike said, putting his hands out to stop her. “So he ended up being a bad guy? Why would she protect him?” Twilight nodded with her smile still stuck to her face, as if she knew he were going to ask that question.
“Well, Spike, sometimes it’s not about what somepony has done wrong, but about seeing that inside of them is a kind soul,” Twilight said as she put a hoof over her heart. “Somepony that has made mistakes but just wants someone to be there for them. Sky wasn’t a bad pony; I think he was just a mislead pony. I mean, he took time to help Rainbow Dash out. Doesn’t that sound like a kind thing to do?” Spike sat there silent for a moment, thinking.
“Wow, Twilight. I never thought of it that way,” Spike said. Somepony that was always there for you when you made mistakes; that was a true friend, he decided. Maybe someday if he made a big mistake that would end up being something he had to get out of town for that he would have somepony to be there for him even with a mistake that big. 
Twilight will always be there, Spike thought. 
“Come on. I’m sure now after you heard that story you’re just as eager as I am to make her stomach feel better,” Twilight said as she stood up. Spike nodded and got up as well, and they continued to walk. 
After a bit of walking, and side tracking as well, they finally found a patch of bright purple plants. Twilight smiled largely, and Spike smiled when he saw her big, goofy smile. 
“Here it is, Spike!” Twilight said, already trying to pull one out of the ground with her magic, but it was to no avail. She tried again, but still no results. She looked to Spike, and he nodded to her. He ran over to one of them and began to dig next to it and underneath it.
“This is a long root!” Spike said, but finally after a bit of digging he was able to pull it out. He did it a few more times to gather multiple roots, and by the end of it they had quite a bit of it.
“This is more than enough, I think,” Twilight said. “I should have brought my saddle bag.”
“It’s okay, Twilight. I can carry them,” Spike offered. He was already holding all of the herbs in his claws, so he didn’t mind. She nodded, and they began to walk back towards Ponyville.
“So, how about you tell me a story now, Spike,” Twilight said. She still had a goofy smile on her face, but now it looked a little bit sinister. “What happened with you and Applebloom yesterday?” Spike was taken by surprise by the question. What could he say? 
“Well… Uh… I was um… helping her with her chores,” he said, nodding in agreement with his statement. That was true, he thought. He did go help her with her chores. 
“Oh, I know that. But I also know there’s more to that story,” Twilight giggled.
“What? What do you mean?!” Spike was blushing. Hopefully she didn’t actually know.
“You still haven’t washed your cheek yet, have you?”
“I’ll have you know that I took a bath just last night,” Spike said, proudly. 
“Yeah, your feet maybe,”
“Now what do you mean by that?”
“Well, you still have that ketchup stain on your arm from last week,” Twilight said, and Spike looked at his arm.
“Awe, man, I hope she didn’t see that...”
“And why would you care if she saw it, hm?” Spike tried to elude her assumptions, but it was becoming increasingly difficult.
“Well... It’s nice to just look good in general, isn’t it?” Twilight thought about that for a moment.
“Touché, but you can’t fool me, Spike. You like Applebloom,” Twilight had come out and just said it. 
“I told you already; I have a crush on Rarity,” Spike said.
“Or maybe that’s just a front so no one figures out who you really like,” Twilight was seeing through his every attempt at diversion. Spike wanted this conversation to end, but they still had a little while until they reached the edge of the forest and back to Ponyville. There wasn’t even anything to point out to distract her. 
“You know what, Spike?” Twilight said after a few moments of silence. “You don’t have to tell me; it’s none of my business.”
“No, Twilight. It’s okay! I mean, I can trust you. Even after you exposed my secret on my crush on Rarity,” Spike said, and Twilight looked off like she didn’t know what he was talking about. That attempt was futile, however. “Well, I may sort of have a tiny, little, incy wincy crush on Applebloom,” Spike admitted, making sure to express how ‘small’ it was by looking through a small opening between his fingers.
“I knew it,” Twilight said, satisfied.
“Really small though! It’s nothing, really,” he assured her. Finally Ponyville was coming into view. 
“You know, Spike?” Twilight stopped in her tracks and looked at Ponyville suddenly. “You really are the world’s number one assistant,” She said.
“You really mean that?” Spike asked, and Twilight nodded. Spike took pride in that title. ‘Number One Assistant in the World’. He would live up to it. 
“How many Moonlight Herbs do we have, number one assistant?” Twilight asked. Spike counted each one.
“...A lot,” he said. They both stood quiet for a moment.
“... Good enough for me!” Twilight said with enthusiasm. They both started to laugh. “I wonder what they smell like,” Twilight said.
“I wonder what they taste like!” Spike said, about to put one in his mouth. Twilight quickly snatched it from him.
“I don’t know, but Zecora told me you should never eat them raw. Always cook them in something.” She took in a long sniff of the herb and sighed in satisfaction. “It smells very good, though.”
Spike did the same with one of them, but it seemed to have a... strange effect on him. He felt a little dizzy.
“Spike? ...Spike? Are you alright?” Spike only saw two different Twilights talking to him, and could barely make out what they were saying. 
“Are you sure she didn’t say don’t smell them raw?” He slurred his words, tumbling over his own feet.
“Zecora never said anything about that. It didn’t seem like it would be that much trouble, but I can see it’s causing you some. Come on, we should get you home. Climb on my back,” Twilight said, but Spike couldn’t control himself anymore. Something strange was happening to him, he couldn’t describe it. 
He started to feel his stomach feel queasy; something growing inside. He felt like he was going to throw up.
“Spike? ...Spike?” Twilight called, and finally after a few moments or so, Spike released a large, green flame that engulfed the tree he was next to. The fire quickly spread from tree to tree before Twilight could act. The leaves of all the trees were so close together that the fire didn’t even have to touch the ground to engulf the trees around them. Twilight looked quickly from side to side, watching as the fire spread quickly. “Spike! We have to get out of here!” Twilight picked up Spike with her magic, and was prepared to run with him, but a flaming branch fell on her, which released Spike from the grip. 
Twilight’s leg was trapped underneath the branch, and she couldn’t seem to concentrate long enough to lift it up with her magic. 
“Spike! Spike, please! Snap out of it, Spike!” She called out. Spike was returning from his daze to realize what was going on. He was still a little out of it, he decided, since he could hear two voices calling his name still. Maybe it was because of the drastic turn of events that made him think so out of stress. Why was he thinking about that at the moment? He had to save Twilight! 
“Twilight! Twilight!” He ran over to her, by this time the fire was spread all along the ground around them, and a few flames were already climbing up onto her body. It burned off her some of her fur, and she cried in pain, but dared not to scream. Spike was already trying to lift the branch up, which after a little bit of effort he was able to accomplish. He was trying to put out the fire on her body, but he seem couldn’t do it. 
Lift her over his shoulder and escape? That wouldn’t do, he was too small. Put out the flames? Tried that, didn’t work! Last resort,
“Help! Somepony help!” He called out. No one could hear him. It was the middle of the night, and he was sure that if any pony in Ponyville were to see the fire and come, by the time they got there it would be too late.
The fire tried to climb up Spike’s scales and skin, but it was to no avail. He wasn’t quite sure why the fire didn’t burn him; perhaps his scales and skin were fireproof. It would make sense since he was a dragon and all, but that wasn’t important, he decided. His fixation was on Twilight. 
Only one thing left to do. Push.
He pushed Twilight’s body as hard as he could away from the fire. She was still on fire, of course, but this now seemed like the only option. Push her out of the fire and hope that the fire on her dies down. It wasn’t too large at the moment thankfully, Spike thought as he pushed her towards a small opening in the inferno.
“Spike! Spike!” She cried out in pain. “Help me, Spike!”
“Twilight, don’t worry!” He pushed. When his body was too tired to push, he would then pull. It was a slow and painful process for both of them. The fire barely grew on Twilight, thankfully, but it did start to take out a lot of her fur and turn her skin black over time. 
Finally they were a little away from the fire, and Spike tried again to put out the flames. They finally left, and Spike could only look at Twilight as she lay almost lifeless on the ground. Her revealed skin was scorched, and her horn looked like it had started to melt.  Most of her mane had already been burned off, and most of her tail as well. She still had fur, but it was only in a few areas. 
“I’m going to get some help! Don’t worry, Twilight!” He said, close to tears. “You’ll be alright,” he prepared to run, but Twilight stopped him with a small raise of her trembling hoof.
“No, Spike… It’s alright… It’s alright…”
“What do you mean? You need help!”
“It’s too late, Spike,” She said quietly in pain, but her voice also seemed calm. “But it’s alright…”
“Too late? Oh, no, it’s not too late!”
“Look at my horn, Spike,” Twilight said as she pointed to her horn. “There is a way of telling when a unicorn is going to die soon. It may not come to all unicorns, but all who have it have to accept their fate. My horn is destroyed…” Spike looked at her horn, which seemed to be chipping away at itself. 
“No, no, it’s just the fire. It’s fine, Twilight,” he assured her, but mostly himself. Twilight tried to giggle like she did earlier. 
“Spike, just come over here close to me,” she said, trying to motion for him to come closer. He could barely look into her pain-filled eyes. She still motioned him to come closer, so he kneeled down right next to her. “It’s not your fault, Spike… I know you’re thinking it. I can see it in your eyes,” she said. She was right, like she always was. “It’s… It’s not your fault the Moonlight Herbs would make you feel that way. We both didn’t know what was coming…” she assured Spike. Spike only shook his head.
“I don’t care whose fault it is, I just don’t want you to leave!” He started crying. He had been trying to keep back the tears, but he no longer could. She smiled sincerely at him. 
“You know, you were always like a little brother to me, Spike. A little brother who I knew since birth, and who I’ve helped to grow up,” She said as she reached a burned hoof up to touch his cheek and Spike quickly grabbed it and held it. “When Celestia told me that I could keep you… It was probably the happiest moment of my life.”
“…Really?” He asked. She nodded.
“My mother and father always told me that someday I would have to go off on my own and start my own family, but I had always thought that meant finding a colt and having some foals run around the library,” She said. She had to take a second to take in a deep breath to keep talking again. “Now I know though that that’s not what they meant. They wanted me to have somepony to be there for me always. Whether it was a colt, or a baby dragon, I know they wanted me to be happy,” she explained.
“When my parents died… I moved into the castle with Celestia, but she couldn’t really be there as my family because of all of her duties and my studies. But… then she gave me you, and you were the joy of my life. You were only a little baby dragon at the time, so you probably don’t remember when you first came to live with me. We really grew up together, Spike… You’ve been with me longer than anyone. And for that… I thank you,” she said. Spike only listened in silence.
“You’re the best assistant and brother in the world, Spike. And I’m sure that after I’m gone you’ll continue to be the best dragon and friend in the world. The library is yours, Spike. Everything I own is yours… Just don’t ever forget me, Spike,” she said. Spike shook his head.
“I won’t forget you, Twilight… I’ll never forget you…” Spike hugged her tightly, and she winced a bit from the pain, but tried her best not to show it. She hugged back.
“I love you, Spike…”
“I love you too, Twilight…” They were silent and motionless for a few moments, until finally Twilight’s arms fell down, and Spike looked into her eyes. 
Motionless and blank.
She was gone.
Twilight was gone.
***
Spike had spent most of the night crying on Twilight’s lifeless body. It must had been near dawn when he decided he had to leave her there to-
To what? Tell everypony Twilight was dead? Tell them that he had killed her with his disastrous flames? Tell them all that she killed her mentor, her best friend, and who he thought was her sister?
He’d surely be run out of town; or maybe Celestia would send him to the moon! What could be worse than betraying Celestia’s prized student and brutally murdering her? Nothing! That’s what!
He looked back to Twilight’s lifeless body. Her eyes were still open, he realized. He kneeled next to her and closed them for her. He couldn’t bear to look at her lifeless eyes any longer. 
He felt horrible for his decision, but he had to go back to the library and pretend he knew nothing about it. He would have to prepare his already dried out tear ducts for another round of crying to convince the others that he had no idea what had happened until they told him.
He ran away. He ran far away from Twilight. He ran back to the library as the sky turned to dawn. He knew that everypony would be waking up soon, and had to hurry. He reached the library, and opened the door, making sure nopony saw him as he did so.
***
“Spike!” Spike awoke from his small nap. He looked at the clock. He must have fallen asleep. Only for thirty minutes however, but it didn’t seem to matter to him. “Spike!” He heard again, and realized it was coming from the door.
“Yeah? What is it?” He got up and started coming down the stairs. He opened the door to see Applejack with a disturbed look on her face. She was shaking from head to toe. “What is it, Applejack?” He started his act, knowing exactly what it was.
“It’s Twilight,” she simply stated.
“Wha- What about her?” Spike stammered.
“Ah… Think ya’ll better see for yerself…” She invited him to climb on her back, which he did.
They trotted along the road which led to the Everfree forest. As they approached, Spike saw a large crowd of ponies mourning around something out of his view due to the crowd.
He knew it was Twilight.
Looking at the Everfree forest now, he saw a large patch of it burned down. Nopony else had seen it in the state he did, up in flames.
Some ponies in the crowd watched Spike and Applejack come along the trail, and they opened up a small opening for Spike to see. Everypony in Ponyville knew that Spike was Twilight’s ‘number one assistant’, and knew it was important for him to see and be in front of the crowd.
Applejack approached, and Spike could hardly bear to look at Twilight’s lifeless body again. He had to pretend, though, like he hadn’t cried on her chest for half of the night. He climbed off of Applejack’s back and walked slowly up to Twilight’s body, Everypony looking at him as he did so.
“Twilight…” He stared at her burned body. He started to cry, running to her body and wrapping his arms around her. All were silent for a few moments. “What happened to her?” He looked around at ponies whom had blank faces.
“Moonlight Herbs,” A pony spoke out. A stallion with a monocle on and a Cutie-Mark for a spy-glass, which implied he was a detective, started to tell what he thought happened. “From what I gather, she was out harvesting Moonlight Herbs. Little did she know that they can be known to catch fire the moment the sunlight hits them unless put into a container. I believe that it was very early morning when this event happened, respectively; perhaps maybe just a few hours ago, in fact. I believe she must have been frightened and threw them at a tree. Everfree forest trees are very flammable and quick to burn. She was trapped in the inferno, and started to burn alive. She tried to escape, but once she reached this spot, her body had given up on her. She lay on her back, said her prayers, and died.”
Everypony was more mortified at the situation after hearing the hypothesized story. This detective pony however, stood tall without any sadness in his expression. He must have seen it all before, which gave the impression to everypony that he was right, luckily for Spike.
“Twilight…” Spike said quietly. He didn’t dare to move after putting his arms around her.
After a long silence, one that Spike wasn’t sure if it went on for a minute or an hour, ponies started to leave the crowd, and soon Twilight was taken away to be prepared for her funeral. 
Spike sat alone there at the area where Twilight had died. He sat alone, looking up at the sunrise. Everypony had decided it would have been better to leave him alone than you pester him about the situation. So Spike sat there, unable to put his mind to rest, looking at the sky which he knew was bright and sunny, but he could only see it as grey and lifeless.
After a while, he looked up to see Applebloom walking towards him. She had a bandage wrapped around her left hoof. Without a word, she sat down close next to him. They both stared out towards the morning sun together in silence. They did this until finally Applebloom spoke.
“She was like a sister to you, wasn’t she?” Applebloom asked. Spike nodded.
“What’s with the bandage? Are you hurt?” He changed the subject, trying to take his mind off of Twilight for a moment.
“Oh, this. It’s… nothing,” She said, waving her other hoof for emphasis.
“Are you sure?” He asked. “What happened to your hoof?”
“There was this really big nail that I stepped on. Ah started bleeding a lot,” she said. Spike put an arm around her for comfort, and she put her head on his shoulder. More silence ensued.
“Sometimes I think... Sometimes I think about where ponies go when they die,” Spike said. “I hope it’s somewhere nice.” 
“It is,” Applebloom assured him. “I’m sure it is...” They sat in silence for a little while, Applebloom scooting as close as she could to him. Spike wasn’t sure if they had been sitting there for a few minutes or a few hours. Time seemed to be unimportant now. “What are you going to do now?” Applebloom asked.
“I’m... I’m not sure,” he said. He hadn’t thought about it. What would he do without Twilight? The answer eluded him. “I guess I’ll take over library duties. I’ll... I’ll send friendship letters to Princess Celestia, to continue Twilight’s studies. I know she would like that,” he said. “I’ll just have to try to live with it.” Applebloom nodded, and then put her head back on his shoulder. “I’ll just go by each day...”
***
Twilight’s funeral had quickly followed afterwards. It was the next morning, and Spike couldn’t tell if the clouds were dark and it was raining or if the sky was clear and sunny. Everything seemed so gloom that he couldn’t tell the difference between a cupcake and a poison. Everything seemed so bitter. Even a ruby Rarity had given him as a token of sympathy tasted like a rock. It was a perfect day for a funeral.
Even Celestia had taken time out of her busy schedule to come and mourn at her funeral. They listened to the pasture talk on about Pony Heaven and such. Spike wasn’t really listening to that. He was staring directly at Twilight’s picture atop of the closed casket. 
She looked so beautiful in that picture. It was a picture of her at the Gala in her blue dress. It pained Spike to see what she looked like in that picture, and then to think about what she looked like inside of the casket.
After the pasture was done speaking, he asked that everypony were to give a moment of silence, which everypony did. Finally, it was time to lower the casket down into the pit, and leave Twilight’s body under the ground to be forgotten.
Except Spike would never forget, like he promised her. He didn’t think that Celestia or Twilight’s closest friends would forget either. In fact, after Twilight’s casket was put into the ground and a few stallions started to bury it, Celestia cried very loudly, and would rabble on about her student and all the good times. Everypony listened, of course; she was the princess, after all.
When it was all said and done, everypony left except for Spike, Twilight’s closest friends, and Celestia.
“I just wish I knew what had happened,” Celestia said in turmoil. The others nodded except for Spike, who was ashamed that he couldn’t tell them. Silence ensued, like it had most of the day before. Everypony just didn’t know what to say, and Spike couldn’t blame them. Not a single word was spoken, and after a while everypony had decided to return to their everyday lives. What else was there to do than to move on?
That was the mentality Spike wish he could have, but it was increasingly difficult to create it. Twilight was most of his life. How was he supposed to move on from that? He didn’t know, but he had to try.
He stared at her tombstone, which read ‘Twilight Sparkle, Faithful Friend and Student’. Flowers were all over it, and Twilight’s picture was kept on top of it. More staring; more silence.
Maybe it would help if he did something other than be in silence. He tore his gaze away from her tombstone, and left the cemetery. Maybe he would visit Applebloom today. That always made him happy. 
Everypony was going about their daily lives. A lot of ponies had been there at the funeral, but a lot of them had already made peace with the situation and went back to their normal lives. That was the way of Equestrian society. Mourn for a few moments, then forget and enter back into blissful ignorance. Perhaps even the others had already forgotten.
He decided to pay Sweet Apple Acres a visit, mainly for Applebloom, of course. He remembered this time about the ketchup stain, licked his fingers and rubbed it off. If there was one good thing that happened the other night, it was certainly gaining the knowledge that existed on his arm. 
Maybe he should have taken an actual bath like Twilight was always telling him to. He stopped in his tracks, thinking about it.
Even a simple ketchup stain goes back to Twilight. He tried to expel it from his mind. He continued to walk up the path through Ponyville to Sweet Apple Acres. He walked through the gates to the farm, walking a little slower up to the barn. He didn’t know why, but he felt that he couldn’t face anypony anymore. Perhaps it was the guilt, he thought; a murderer among friends? 
No, Twilight said herself that it wasn’t his fault. He tried to assure himself of this fact, but still came back to the conclusion that he had done something drastically awful, and he was a horrible dragon for doing so. He swallowed deep, and continued on his way to the barn. 
Spike saw Applejack slowly carrying a basket of apples over to the side of the barn. Her head hung a little bit low. Not too low though, which Spike assumed meant she wasn’t feeling too sad.
“Hey, Applejack!” Spike said, putting on a smile. She smiled back, and he knew that she was putting on a smile for him. He thought that maybe Applejack thought he was just putting on a smile as well. It was true, of course.
“Well, hey there, Spike,” Applejack said. “So…uh… How’s it going?” She lost her smile, and so did Spike. He looked at the ground.
“Well… I’m not too bad,” he lied. “What about you?”
“Ah’m… Handlin’ it. Many ponies have died in my life, believe it or not. Ya’ never get used to it, of course, but it doesn’t hurt as much anymore.” She took off her hat and held it tightly. “Apples just don’t taste the same on these kinds of days than those that grow on happy days,” she said.
“I know what you mean,” Spike said. Spike looked at the sky. He knew it was sunny out and the clouds were bright and puffy, but he saw none of that. It seemed redundant that he would keep looking at the sky for reports on what he was feeling, but it seemed like an accurate display of the turmoil he was experiencing. “Anyways… Is Applebloom here?” He asked. Applejack nodded.
“She’s around back, loverboy,” she chuckled. At least that brought her mood up, Spike thought. He rolled his eyes and left Applejack with a wave. 
He hadn’t known Applebloom very personally until just about a week ago. He had come over to ask Applejack if she needed any help account of her sprained ankle, and she had simply directed him to helping out Applebloom with her chores. Applebloom and he talked as they did things like do laundry and sweep the porch, and became very good friends from just that one afternoon.
By the end of that day, Spike had even been invited to be a part of the Cutie Mark Crusaders. Scootaloo had a problem with it, since he wasn’t a pony. Applebloom had argued that he also didn’t have a Cutie-Mark. He eventually was in.
He never attended meetings though, since he was always helping… Twilight.
“Darn it!” Spike cried out. Everything always went back to Twilight. Spike expelled it from his mind for the moment, continuing to think about Applebloom. He had helped her with her chores again the other day, and she kissed him on the cheek after they were all done. Twilight was right; he hadn’t washed his cheek since then.
He probably should though, he thought. He spotted the Cutie Mark Crusaders sitting at a few tree stumps with quills in their hooves, writing on the paper in front of them.
“What are you guys doing?” Spike asked as he approached them.
“Cutie Mark Crusader Story Writers!” Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo yelled out. Applebloom just nodded. 
“Mine’s about a great flyer that ends up saving the world from doom!” Scootaloo said, raising her arms up for emphasis.
“Well, mine is about a pop-star that makes her way to the top!” Sweetie Belle said. Applebloom didn’t say what hers was about; Spike had to ask for that specifically.
“What about you, Applebloom?” Spike asked. She looked up at him.
“Oh… Uh, nothing,” she smiled nervously. “It’s just something Ah wanted to write, and the girls decided to turn it into a Cutie Mark Crusade today.”
“Oh, well that’s cool,” Spike said, and Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo nodded in agreement. Applebloom only looked away. “Applebloom? Are you alright?” Spike asked. Was something on her mind?
“It’s nothing, Spike… How are you holding up?” She asked, refusing to look away from her staring point.
“Oh, I’m doing better,” he lied. 
“You want to try your hand at writing something, Spike?” Sweetie Bell asked. “You haven’t gone crusading with us in a long while.”
“That’s because he can’t get a Cutie-Mark,” Scootaloo said. 
“Actually, I think I have a few errands to run,” Spike said. Applebloom folded up her piece of paper.
“Can Ah come?” She asked. Spike was hesitant to answer, but then he gave a small nod. She slipped the piece of paper into her bandage. “Ah don’t think that writing is my special talent, girls,” Applebloom told the other crusaders. They didn’t even look up to her. Perhaps they were too engulfed in their own stories to notice.
***
With Applebloom walking next to him, the sky didn’t seem so dark to Spike anymore. He kept looking at her hoof, though, concerned that she was walking on an injury. They were walking to the market. What he was going to buy, he didn’t know, but Applebloom was prepared with her saddlebag. Usually Twilight decided everything to buy and he just put it in the saddlebag for her, barely paying attention. Things like apples, or eggs. Apples and eggs, that sounds good. Applebloom followed him as he picked up some apples, and picked up some eggs. Shopping done. 
“Anything else you need?” Applebloom asked. Spike thought for a moment. He looked at all of the apples and eggs in his hands. 
“I don’t think so,” he said as he carefully placed them inside of Applebloom’s bag. “I don’t eat a lot of things.”
Spike was honestly lost in the world of errands. There was a lot more to this ‘living alone’ thing than he thought. 
“Excuse me, son,” Spike turned around to see the detective stallion from the other morning staring down at him. “Is it alright if I asked you about a few things?”
Things? What things? Things about Twilight? 
“Uh- sure,” Spike said, trying not to look scared.
“Where were you the night of Twilight Sparkle’s death? When was the last time you saw her?”
He had prepared for this question, but never thought that after the detective had made his conclusion yesterday that he would have had to use it. 
“I was at home, sleeping. Twilight said she needed to harvest some Moonlight Herbs and left before I went to sleep.”
“She was gone the entire night?” He pondered on this for a moment. Spike had a good idea of what he must be thinking. 
If Twilight was gone the entire night, then how did the Moonlight Herbs catch on fire? Surely Twilight would have gotten them and returned home way before dawn, so where did the fire come from?
Spike knew that the detective would now have to reconsider his earlier hypothesis, and it seemed that Spike’s answer was all he needed to make another.
“Son, I do believe there is a murder on our hands,” he said. 
***
Spike ran around the library in a stressful manner. They were going to find out he murdered Twilight. They were going to tie him up and send him to Celestia to send to the moon! Or maybe he’d have to suffer the same fate as Twilight; except that wouldn’t work, since he was a dragon. Maybe he would have to be eaten by a dragon! No, that was absurd.
“Calm down, Spike… Calm down,” he said. Suddenly, there was a knock on the door which startled him. “They’re here to take me away!” He yelled out and ran upstairs, watching the door from the top of the stairs.
“Spike? Are you okay?” The door opened, and Applebloom walked in, looking around. “Are you here? You just ran off without a single word!” 
Maybe he should have locked the door, he thought.
“Applebloom!” Spike ran down the stairs. “I completely forgot,” he said as he ran up and hugged her.
“Yeah, Ah’m very forgettable,” Applebloom said. She pushed him away, and looked the other way for a moment. Spike sighed.
“I guess ‘forget’ isn’t the right word,” he said. Applebloom smiled for a moment, but it disappeared quickly.
“Are you alright?” she asked. Spike hesitated to answer the question. He wasn’t alright, but he didn’t want to make Applebloom worry, or look conspicuous either.
“I’m fine,” he smiled. “I just needed to run home because of…” He tried to think of something.
“Because I had this piece of apple stuck in my teeth, and I didn’t want to be out in public with it, because you know when people stare at you when you have something like that and announce it to the whole world, and-” Applebloom put her hoof over his mouth.
“It’s okay, Spike. You don’t have to hide it from me. In fact… I have something to tell you…” She said.
“Something… to tell me?” Spike asked, and Applebloom nodded. She motioned her head for them to go sit on the couch. She jumped up on the couch, and so did Spike. “What is it, Applebloom?” She opened her mouth to speak, but couldn’t find the words to say. She thought for a moment, and then she pulled out the piece of paper in her hoof’s bandage. 
“I think it’s better if you just read this…” Spike was confused at the gesture, but decided to abide by it and opened up the slip of paper. It was a story, like he had assumed it would be, since the Cutie Mark Crusaders were being writers today. The writing was fluent, and better than Spike had expected.
***
I was up late that fateful night, unable to sleep because of a bad headache I was experiencing. I had decided to get up out of bed, since I had been laying there for a few hours. I wasn’t sure what time it was, but I didn’t care. If I couldn’t sleep, I couldn’t sleep.
I decided to go out for a walk. It was a beautiful night, even though there was nopony out. All of the street lights were off by this time, which wasn’t surprising. The only thing that lit my way was the bright moon. 
Unexpectedly, I did see somepony up at this uninviting hour. It was Twilight, I decided; she was a bit aways, but I could tell by her fur color. She was heading towards the Everfree forest, and I decided I would go say a few words to her. After all, she did look alone. But as I got closer, I noticed somepony else who was with her. It was Spike, my best friend. 
I wondered what they were doing, and if I could tag along. I usually wasn’t one to go snooping into others’ business, but it was the middle of the night and I was bored. 
I trotted my way over to them, but by the time I had gotten there, they had already disappeared into the forest. I was too afraid to enter there by myself. I sat down by myself in front of the forest, looking up at the moon. My headache had subsided, but I didn’t exactly feel like going to bed now. 
I waited there for a while, not knowing how much time had passed. 
“Good enough for me!” I heard in the distance. It sounded like Twilight. I stood up and decided to try to find her and Spike. I ventured into the Everfree forest to find them. Their conversation must have gotten quieter since then, because it was becoming harder and harder to hear their voices and find them. 
“Are you sure Zecora didn’t say don’t smell them raw?” I heard Spike say. I peeked my head over a bush, and saw Spike tumbling around near Twilight. I watched the scene, even though in retrospect I should have done something at this point other than sit back and watch as Spike tumbled around sick. 
Spike released a large gush of fire unexpectedly, which caught me off guard.  
“Spike, we have to get out of here!” I heard twilight yell. It was hard to see them within the fire, but I saw Spike fly up into the air, most likely by Twilight’s magic. He fell to the ground though. I tried to get a better look, and I saw that Twilight had been hit by a falling branch. Spike sat there idly for a moment.
“Spike! Spike!” I called, as I heard Twilight do the same. I tried to run to him despite the fire, which was a bad choice. I placed my hoof on the fire, which burned my hoof in return. I winced in pain. The fire had caught onto me and crawled up my hoof until I was able to put it out by obsessive stomping.
I had to get help. I started to run back to Ponyville, but my hoof wouldn’t allow it for long. I finally sat on the ground, looking at my hoof which was burned almost halfway up. I couldn’t walk. 
After a few minutes, I saw Spike pushing Twilight out of the fire. I could only watch idly from a distance, which pained me even more than my hoof did. I watched them talk for a few moments, and both of them were crying. Finally, they hugged each other, and Twilight’s body went limp.
At this point, I could barely even feel my hoof. I decided to run home. No one else saw it. No one else knew about it. Only Spike and I knew, and it was not my story to tell.
It wasn’t Spike’s fault, but if anypony ever found out what happened… They would surely take my Spike away, and I couldn’t stand the thought of it. I kept hush, not a word was to be spoken.
That morning, I saw Spike sitting alone at the spot where Twilight had died, and I decided to comfort him. I was able to make up some story about my hoof, which I had bandaged up and applied what I could on the burn through my knowledge of First Aid. Turns out that wasn’t my Cutie-Mark, by the way. I knew Spike was going to keep it a secret, and as long as he did, so would I.
-Applebloom.
***
Spike handed back the piece of paper to Applebloom.
“You knew… The whole time?” He asked, surprised. Applebloom nodded. Spike looked at Applebloom’s hoof which was covered, which Applebloom looked at herself. She started to unwrap it to reveal her hoof with some of the fur burned off. 
“Ah saw it all happen before my eyes. It’s not your fault, Spike,” she assured him. He looked at the ground. “I know it isn’t your fault. You loved Twilight. It was those… herb thingies.”
“I still blew the fire.”
“But you didn’t mean to!” Applebloom put both of her hooves on Spike’s shoulders and shook him. “Ya’ don’t have to beat yourself up about it!” She told him, but Spike wouldn’t reply. They sat quiet for a few moments.
“You know, you’re a really good writer,” Spike said. Applebloom smiled and blushed.
“Well, thank ya…” She said. They hugged, and Spike knew that Applebloom would always be there for him, like Twilight would be there for him if she could be. “Spike… I know I may be a little young to be sayin’ this but… I love you, Spike,” She said while they were still in their hug.
“I love you too, Applebloom,” Spike said.
***
Spike slept in his bed in the quiet library. Applebloom had gone home, and he was left all alone. He felt that all he had now was Applebloom. He had a lot of friends like Rarity and Rainbow Dash, but they seemed to disappear from his mind. It was because he felt like if they knew what had happened, they wouldn’t be his friends anymore. He acted like the entire town already knew what he had done and had sent him to live alone in the Twilight’s home and hope that Twilight’s ghost haunted him.
Twilight’s ghost may not have been haunting him, but the thought of her was. He had nightmares about it, and had kept playing the scene in his mind over and over again. He didn’t think he would ever forget that night. Word for word, second by second; every last detail was engraved into his mind. 
He hugged himself as he tried to determine which would be worse: the fact that he killed Twilight or the fact that if everypony knew about it he would surely pay the price. He tried not to think about it. No one had to know. He tried to close his eyes to sleep, and soon he did so.
***
Spike awoke to a frantic knocking on the door. He groggily got up and walked down the stairs to open the door slightly to see who it was. Applebloom stood shaking from head to toe. Spike immediately swung open the door.
“Applebloom? What happened?” He asked. 
“The detective… He… He…” Applebloom couldn’t seem to tell him, but Spike already knew what she was trying to say.
“He knows… How did he find out?” Applebloom hesitated to answer. She looked down at the ground and began to cry. She looked ashamed. “Applebloom? What aren’t you telling me?”
“It’s all my fault!” She screamed, and embraced Spike. She cried into his shoulder. “It’s all my fault…” She whispered.
“Applebloom…” She stroked her back as she cried into his shoulder, tightening the embrace. “It’s not your fault, whatever happened, it’s alright,” he assured her.
“No, you don’t understand! It is my fault! My story… They… They found my story and read it. Applejack was doing some cleaning around the house and saw it on the floor of my room, and she picked it up and read it. Ah was sure I had put it under my pillow, I was sure of it! She called up the detective and gave it to him. They know now it was you, and it’s all because of my stupid story! All because Ah wrote down what happened… The last Ah saw was that the detective was talkin’ to a few Royal Guards in town, and Ah’m sure they’ll be coming here soon to take you away!” Applebloom seemed to cry even harder by now, and Spike tried to calm her down.
“It’s not your fault Applebloom… You never meant it to be used that way…” He let go of Applebloom, who was breathing heavy from all of the crying. He kissed her on the cheek. “It’s going to be alright,” he said, but of that he wasn’t sure.
“You have to get out of here, Spike… You have to go! A freight train is coming in ten minutes. I can get you there if you climb on my back and we go right now!” Spike had never thought it would have come to this. He had to leave Ponyville; possibly all of Equestria. Applebloom was right though, there was no other choice. He had to leave. 
“You sure you can carry me?” He asked, and Applebloom gave a small smile.
“Honey, if Ah can carry a basket of apples alright, Ah can carry you… Now let’s go!” Spike nodded. 
“There’s something I need first though,” he said, and ran upstairs. Applebloom waited outside by the door. When he came back down he had a book with an armored stallion’s head on the cover. “This was Twilight’s favorite and first book. It’s The Elements of Harmony. If there’s anything I want to take with me, it’s this for sure.” Applebloom nodded, and crouched down for him to get on her back, which he did. Without another word, Applebloom mustered up all of her strength to trot as fast as she could with him on her back. 
“Applebloom!” They heard. Spike looked back to see Applejack and a bunch of other ponies running after them. “Applebloom, what are you doing?!” 
Applebloom said nothing; she was trying to use all of her strength and concentration on getting Spike to the train on time, and now before the ponies of Ponyville caught up with them. 
Soon enough, they reached the train station, and the freight train was already there. Ponies were unloading it, and were almost done doing so. 
“They’ll catch us before the train starts to leave,” Spike said as he un-mounted Applebloom. She shook her head. 
“It’s going to leave soon, don’t worry,” she assured him. She kissed him on the cheek. “Just don’t ever forget me, alright?” She gave a soft smile.
“I won’t forget you, Applebloom… I’ll never forget you,” Spike hugged her tightly, and Applebloom hugged back.
“I love you, Spike…”
“I love you too, Applebloom…” They were silent for a few moments until the train made a loud sound which meant the engines were starting. 
“Now go!” She called out. Spike leaped onto the last train booth’s balcony. The other ponies by this time had reached them. The train was already starting to move slowly out of the train station.
“We can’t get him now!” A pony in the mob said. “He’s a murdering dragon that’s going to get away with it!”
“We can still get him!” Another said.
“What are you, crazy? It’s a moving train!” One argued as the train began to pick up speed.
“Don’t worry,” said another, “he’ll be all alone wherever he goes.”
Applebloom stood there for a moment, looking at the ground after hearing that. She looked up again with a stern look on her face. The crowd watched her as she began to run aside with the train, making sure she was a considerable amount ahead of the booth that Spike was on. 
“Applebloom, what are you doing?” Applejack cried out, “Get back here!”
“I love you, sister!” Applebloom cried back. “I love you, and goodbye!” She yelled with tears in her eyes. 
“Applebloom? What do ya’ mean, Applebloom?! It’s too dangerous!” Applejack tried to trot over to Applebloom, but by the time that she had gotten to her, Applebloom jumped towards the moving train and grabbed the railing of the balcony as it went by. She almost lost her grip, but Spike helped her up onto it.
The Apple family tried to run along with the train, but by the time they tried to, the train had already left the station. Spike and Applebloom watched them start to cry as they watched them speed away on the train. Spike wrapped a hoof around Applebloom.
“You didn’t have to do that…” He said, “You still had a life there.”
“Ah couldn’t leave you alone,” she simply said. “Ah know that somehow this will all work out for the better.” They both watched Ponyville as it went out of view. Spike kissed Applebloom on the cheek.
“I don’t know where we’ll go…” he said, “we’re so young; I don’t know what we’ll do.”
“But either way, we’ll have each other,” Applebloom said. Spike nodded. Spike opened the book he had taken from the library, flipping to the back page which had a picture of Twilight and Spike together, and underneath it was a hoof print and a claw print. They both looked at the picture, looked at each other, then smiled. They both looked up into the sky. It was a bright and sunny day.
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