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		Description

Twilight is disturbed by an odd visitor. Where's Pinkie? What in Equestria is happening to Ponyville? Why can't Twilight seem to do anything without injuring herself?
I've no idea what I'm doing.
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		Chapter 1



	It was business as usual for the Ponyville Public Library. Which was to say, the Ponyville Public Library's usual lack of business. Ponyville was not known for its scholars. Twilight  Sparkle didn't mind one bit, however. Such lulls gave the librarian ample opportunity in making up for the rest of the town's lack of interest in her books with her continued attempts to read each and every one.
Today's tome was a particularly large, worn and dusty one, written in such an old form of the Equestrian language that she had to re-read each sentence at least once to decipher its meaning. Twilight couldn't picture a better way to spend an afternoon. It was just the time of day when the sunlight came through one of the upper windows at such an angle that it coated all of the main room in a warm yellow glow, softened by the thick pane. The desk at which she currently sat was placed to take full advantage of this, and the soft warmth enveloped Twilight like the most comfortable blanket. She carefully turned a page, yellow of its own accord, sending another waft of the book's must into the air. She took a deep, contented breath, savoring the sensation. 
The coughing fit she found herself in at the next moment made her regret the decision. Tears blurred her vision as she tried to quell the outbursts. Little black stars accompanied them as she continued to fail. The sudden appearance of a glass of water wasn't questioned for a moment before she downed it.
Twilight cleared her throat, and was quite relieved to find that she only did it once. "Phew! Thanks, Spike."
"No problemo!" replied a high-pitched voice, "but I'm not Spike, silly!"
Twilight turned from her book. "Oh! Sorry, Pink-" 
It wasn't Pinkie Pie, either. The orange mare beaming at Twilight did have a mane that could rival the pink pony's in absurd curliness, however.
Twilight's brow arched. "I'm... I'm sorry, but who are you?"
"Oh, Twilight, you're such a goof!" the mare said with a dismissive wave of a foreleg. "It's me, Peachy Pie!"
"Uh... right," Twilight said, quite certain that she had not then or ever before known a Peachy Pie. "What brings you here?"
"Well, I was helping the Cakes again today, and I thought I'd try another new recipe, and I think it turned out great, so I thought I'd share the first batch with my friends!" replied Peachy, all in one breath. She procured a wicker basket from her tangle of dark orange hair, and offered it to Twilight. "I hope you like it!"
"Oh! Well, that's very thoughtful of you, uh, Peachy, but I've just finished breakfast," said Twilight, failing to sound not the least bit perturbed and giving the mare what she could only hope looked like an apologetic smile. "M-maybe next time?" 
"That's okay, Twilight, I'll just leave it here for your lunch. Be sure to tell me what you think, okay?"  She plopped a large, steaming pastry atop Twilight's book.
Twilight gave a wooden nod. "S-Sure. Thanks."
For a moment, there was only the faint sound of  a bird tittering from outside as Twilight tried her best to keep her false grin from faltering in the face of the genuine one, then "Alrighty, then! See you later!" and Peachy bounded out of the library.
The second the door shut Twilight sprang to it, locked it tight, checked, shut and locked each window, flipped the library's sign to its "Closed" side, and scooped the pastry into a waste bin before incineratung it with her magic.
She slumped to the floor with an heavy exhalation as her heart beat against her chest in audible thumps. Once she was able to breathe again, she called "Spike! Remind me to reinstate our entry ward later today!"
The baby dragon peered over the handrail of the library's loft. "The ward? I thought you said we wouldn't be needing it anymore. That Ponyville was too nice a place for burglars."
"It's not burglars I'm worried about, Spike..." Twilight stopped herself, considered for a moment if it would be wise to worry her little assistant, and decided it wasn't. "You wouldn't happen to know anypony named 'Peachy Pie', would you?"
Spike tilted his head. "'Peachy Pie'? No, I don't think so..."
Twilight nodded. "I thought not." She turned back to her book, flinching at the sight of the grease stain in its center. That would take some magic to remove. More than she had the energy for if she were to keep the old paper intact. It would have to wait. She flipped back a stack of pages with the utmost care. It looked like the old book's knowledge would serve a more immediate usefulness than Twilight had hoped. She stopped on the beginning of a chapter three previous to the page she'd been reading on Cockatrice. The one titled Doppelganger.

Ponyville's square bustled with ponies of all shapes, colors, and sizes. It was a bright Sunday  afternoon, and the farmer's market was in full swing. Carts loaded with produce of all varieties lined the perimeter and cut through the center, evenly spaced, while ponies wove through them. The air was thick with conversation and the scent of fresh-cut grass.
Attending one of the carts was Applejack, proudly selling the literal fruits of her family's efforts on Sweet Apple Acres. There was rarely a slow sales day for Applejack, and today certainly wasn't one of them. She'd not opened shop two hours ago, and already her weekly stock was running low, all but one of her apple bushels empty or very nearly so. That one full bushel, however, was spoken for.
Applejack raised her gaze to meet the great clock in the center of the square, her Stetson only just shielding her eyes from the summer sun's rays. Her best customer was a bit later in coming than usual. She hoped it meant good business for her friend, Celestia knew the Cakes could use it, but she couldn't help but feel uneasy.
She shook her head. There was no reason to be worried on a beautiful Sunday like this. No doubt Pinkie was merrily mixing an extra batch of muffin batter, or skipping around the storefront making sure everypony was satisfied with their sweets.
For a moment, Applejack wondered why her cart was swaying. She shot her nervous hooves a scowl as she stopped their shuffling, using one to give the grass a definitive stomp. She scoffed. That was just about enough of that. Pinkie would show when she pleased.
She cast the clock another nervous glance.

A peach mare hopped happily along the streets of Ponyville, greeting everypony with a grin. Today's treat was sure to be a hit! She'd followed her gut on the impromptu recipe, and, really, who would know baking better than her gut?
She hoped her friend Rarity would agree. Sometimes it was tricky to get her to taste the treats, as she was always worried about her waist, but Peachy was just sure her waist would love it, too!

Twilight Sparkle burst from the library door in a cacaphony of lavender magic and fluttering paper, leaving behind a befuddled baby dragon. She tore through the streets of Ponyville as quickly as her legs could carry her, dodging as many ponies as she did bowl over. There was no time to stop and apologize; there was hardly time to correct her stumbling. The angered shouts fell on deaf ears.
Sugarcube Corner had never seemed so far away, neighborhood blocks had never stretched on for so long, and Twilight had never run so fast. Her breath grew shorter as the tendons of her legs grew tighter,  and the occasional flick of her head couldn't get her sweat-drenched mane out of her stinging eyes.
One last hill. Dread was her fuel as fear whittled her down, but nothing could stop her sprint: not Nightmare Moon, not Discord, not even -
A stray pebble sent Twilight face-first onto Sugarcube Corner's concrete porch. It would take just a bit more magic than she could currently conjure to set the teeth back into her gums properly, but the healing spell was one of reflex; it was already underway before the pain had registered. 
Twilight's breath rattled in her throat as she tried to lift herself. Her forelegs wobbled beneath the immense weight of her chest, and gave. The taste of copper was all she knew as blackness consumed her vision.
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