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		Description

After heading home after a party at Applejacks' to celebrate saving Equetria again, Twilight comes across her Library.  How will she handle seeing her destroyed home?  What will she find?  
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Memories

Twilight felt a cool breeze on her face as she trotted along the path toward her home.  It was one of Luna's most gorgeous nights; the crickets chirped their age old songs, and the lightning bugs flashed their bright, shiny lights.  Luna's moon was full and casting its rays of moonlight down onto the land of Equestria.  These were the nights that Princess Twilight adored most of all.  It reminded her that Princess Celestia now had her sister back.  She could remember how she and her friends defeated Nightmare Moon, and how happy Princess Celestia was to have her sister back after 1,000 years. She smiled as Princess Celestia thanked her, and her friends, for saving her sister.
As Twilight passed Sugarcube Corner, however, her smile vanished.  It was replaced with a frown; afrown that could not accurately convey the sorrow she felt at that moment.  What could turn a pony's smile into such a sad frown?  To see her, now destroyed, home is what. To see one's home alive, sturdy, and showing no sign of weakness, then to see it burnt, mangled, and completely destroyed in the same day can make even a happy pony like Pinkie Pie feel significant sorrow and anguish.
Twilight let out a depressed sigh as she slowly trotted towards the remains of her old home.  She could feel the cool, soft dirt underneath her hooves, as she patiently trotted towards her destination.  As she took another step, she heard a quiet crinkle, and could feel no dirt there.  She looked down, and saw a small, partially burnt piece of paper under hoof.  Using her horn, she gracefully used her magic to create an aurora around the piece of papyrus, and carefully levitated it up to her purple eyes.
"From all of us together, together we are friends. With the marks of our destinies made one, there is magic without end." Twilight read aloud, recognizing the words as the revised version of a spell, originally crafted by Star Swirl the Bearded, Twilight had learnt.  She remembered that hectic day in which all her friends cutie marks were switched around.  She cringed as she remembered how Rarity had arranged the clouds into a checkerboard pattern.  
"Oh Rarity, you always have to make a pattern don't you." she quietly whispered to herself.  Before she could continue reminiscing, she was interrupted by a loud crash.  Startled by the loud noise, Twilight swung her head back and forth, frantically trying to find where the sound had come from.  Her head stopped right where part of her home had fallen, due to the strong forces of gravity. She walked over to the part which she could now identify was the rest of her bed.  She could feel her purple eyes beginning to grow moist.  She could feel tears welling up inside her.  She lifted her hoof, and gently wiped her eyes.  
She started to look around what was left of her bedroom.  She saw some soft, white cotton that had once been used in the mattress of her bed.  She saw some sharp glass, which used to be part of her brightly, gold painted lantern, which stood beside her bed.  As she walked around the rubble, she noticed a handle sticking out of a pile of wood.  She used her magic to move the wood away, and gently lifted the object.  As she studied the peculiar object, she discovered that it was her old hairbrush.  
The hairbrush's bristles had been disintegrated by the immense heat created by Tirek’s beam.  The wood, miraculously, had only been slightly burnt, and was still strong and sturdy.  Looking at the brush reminded Twilight how she had first met Zecora.  She remembered how silly it had been that she and her friends had thought that Zecora was a witch doctor, and had cursed them; how Applebloom had been the only one to attempt to talk to her, rather than just fearing her.  She smiled as she saw all her friends at the spa,being treated with the magical potion that Zecora had given them.  
"Those were great times, weren't they?" Twilight quietly said to herself.   She decided to keep looking through the house, and try to recover as many items as she could.  She walked around to the front of the house.  After being there so long, Twilight finally took a good look at the damage to her house. Most of the right side of the house was gone, only part of the bottom of the right side had survived the fiery ball.  The left faredlittle better than the right.  Two big branches remained on the left,which stuck out, and pointed toward the beautiful night sky.  The bee hive was gone, and so were all the beautifully crafted windows.  The sign out front had been burnt in half, and all the flowershad completely burnt away.  The door was gone, too, which made it easy for Twilight to walk inside.
The interior of the library was brightly lit by the moon.  The moonlight illuminated the bookshelves.  The only things on the bookshelves, however, were ashes, and some bright colors, here and there, where fragments of the book’s covers survived.  Seeing the destruction of the many, many irreplaceable books had set Twilight on the verge of tears.  Some of those books were gifts from the Princess herself.  Some were irreplaceable research journals she had written about experiments she had made.  There were photo albums of her friends, her diary about her friends, even the scrolls that she sent to Princess Celestia about her study in friendship.  All the memories that had taken place here.  From the party that Pinkie threw for Twilight when she first came to Ponyville, to the sleep over between Applejack, Rarity, and herself. All had happened here.  
Twilight gently laid herself onto the floor, and began to sob.  After all she had seen and remembered, she couldn't take it, and stopped holding back her tears.  Faint crying could be heard from the library as Princess Twilight damped her fur with tears.  She cried and cried till she could cry no more.  She lay there, saddened by the events of the day.  She got up, and started to walk out, but then she stepped on something.  Like before, Twilight cast a magical purple aura around the paper and lifted it up. Looking at the piece of paper, she saw 6 faces smiling at her.  Rarity, Applejack, Pinkie Pie, Rainbow Dash, Fluttershy, and even she, all stared back at her.  All 6 of them had large grins on their faces,all the while looking directly at her.  She couldn't help but smile back, and remember when they had taken that picture.  
Twilight held, with her magic, the first picture they had ever taken, together.  All of them happy, and unaware of the adventures and friendship they were soon to experience.  Twilight smiled, and continued to walk out.  She was no longer sad or depressed.  She was happy, and hopeful, for she knew that no matter what happened, her friends would always be there for her, and she would always be there for them
The End
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