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		Description

Everypony knows that Nightmare Night is celebrated to appease the entity known as Nightmare Moon. But though none of them remember, the tradition actually predates Nightmare Moon by thousands of years. What purpose did it serve all those years ago? Who was the festival for? 
These questions will soon be brought to light when somepony new comes to Ponyville under the cover of darkness. Trouble and mischeif soon follow, threatening to ruin the festival. Worse, the somepony seems to have a keen interest in some of Ponyville's inhabitants...
	
		Table of Contents

		
					The Stranger

					Parritch, Pots, and Post Offices

					Rebellion on The Farm

					At the Hospital

		

	
		The Stranger



	
The stranger trod merrily down the long dirt road. The matted black fur that covered his body managed to keep him warm enough in the chilly autumn night. His cloven hooves made a distinct noise against the ground. A dark, tangled mane ran down his neck and stood out in every direction. His muzzle was adorned with a huge, unnerving grin. The teeth were gigantic and yellowed with plaque. There was no reason for him to be grinning as he did, but there was no reason for him not to be either. It was just who he was. 
As he came around the bend of a cluster of oak trees, he spotted a pony pulling a load of apples. The stranger slowed as he neared, his golden eyes locked on the apples. It had been a while since he had anything to eat besides ditch grass and forest roots. The pony slowed down as he spotted the stranger. He was not expecting to see anyone out here, especially at this time of night. He was also intrigued by the stranger’s dirty, rawboned appearance. 
“Evenin’,” said the stranger. His voice was as dark an oily as his mane, and there was a peculiar accent to it. There was a pause as he waited for the pony to respond. 
“Good evening,” the pony finally replied. The stranger heard a wary tone in his voice, but he knew that it was because the pony was unsure of his bedraggled appearance. 
“Those are some canny apples ye got there,” said the stranger as he took a step toward the cart, “Mind if I have ane?” He glanced back over at the horse, who was backing away. The stranger saw that the pony had noticed his cloven hooves. The wary look on the his face had turned to one of suspicion and fear. 
“I don’t know,” he said, “I should get going. I’ve got to be to Trottingham by morning.” The stranger let out a sigh of disappointment, but kept on grinning. 
“Trottingham, eh?” he said, “I’m frae west o’ Trottingham. Beautiful country, if I remember it right.” The pony seemed very reluctant to leave. The stranger merely let out another sigh. “Well then, I suppose ye best be on yer way.” The stranger turned to leave, but just before he did he turned back to the pony. 
“Good luck on yer journey,” he said. Just as he passed the cart, he gave it a small kick. An apple tumbled out and landed before him. Seconds later there was a sharp crack as the wagon’s axel snapped in two.   

The stranger continued his own journey down the lonely road. He scanned the distance with his yellow eyes, which glinted like two small moons on his coal-black face. At last he came to the top of a hill. He looked down from it at the valley that lay before him. Within it was a small town, one that looked like a very pleasant place to live. It wasn’t quite as rustic as most towns he had visited, but it would do. Then something caught his eye. Just outside the town was a vast field of apple trees. He could smell the ripening fruit all the way from here. The harvest was eminent. The stranger looked up at the sky. The near-full moon confirmed his suspicion. His grin appeared to grow wider. The stranger began to trot down the hill towards the town. The wind followed him, knocking crisp leaves from the trees with a gentle rustle. 


Rarity’s eyes fluttered open, ready for a new day of designing and making dresses. She crawled out of bed and trotted over to her mirror, which was the first thing she did every morning. Something happened on this particular morning that distinguished it from every other morning. The moment she saw her reflection, she let out an earsplitting scream. She stared in wide-eyed horror at herself. Slowly, she reached up with a hoof to touch her hair. What was once a gorgeous, flowing mane was now a hideous mess of snarls and snags. It seemed that each individual hair had been twisted and tied with another. 
“My…hair…” whimpered the unicorn. She was in such shock that all she could do was stare at the ugly rat’s nest upon her head. Rarity suddenly burst out of her stillness and madly grabbed for a comb, trying desperately to straighten out her hair. She let out a scream as the teeth failed to undo to the knots, instead causing her head and neck to feel pain. She threw it down and grabbed another, and then another, and finally she cycled through all of her numerous hair-grooming utensils.  After tossing the last comb across the room, she tried using her magic to unravel the knotted mane. Each hair began to pull against one another, causing even more pain than the attempt with the comb. Rarity began to cry at the pointlessness of it all. At that moment the door opened. 
“Rarity?” asked Sweetie Belle, “I heard you screaming. What’s going on?” Rarity snatched a towel off of her dresser and pulled it over her head. 
“Don’t look at me!” she bawled. Sweetie Belle rushed over to her sister. 
“What happened?” asked the filly, “Are you okay?” Rarity responded by turning away from her sibling and letting out a series of long, miserable wails. 
“Rarity,” said Sweetie Belle, “Take off the towel.” 
“No!” replied the unicorn, “Never! I’m never taking it off! I can never show my face in town again!” Sweetie Belle grabbed the towel with her teeth and started pulling. 
“I can’t help you if you don’t tell me what the problem is!” said the filly. Rarity defiantly held the towel on her noggin. The two were in a tug-o’-war, and the smaller sister finally ended it with a sharp yank. Immediately the towel flew off, leaving Rarity’s awful hairdo exposed. Sweetie Belle’s eyes went wide and blank as she laid them on the rat’s nest.
“Oh, wow…” she mumbled. 
“What do I do?” cried Rarity as she fell back on her bed and began to weep, “My life is ruined!!” She rolled over and began to hit the bed with her front hooves. Sweetie Belle jumped up on the bed and put her foreleg around Rarity’s neck. 
“It’s not that bad,” lied the filly, “I’m sure we can think of something.” She looked over at Rarity’s vanity.
“I’ve tried everything!” moaned Rarity, “I’ve tried every comb, curler and brush!” Sweetie Belle got off the bed and went over to the vanity. 
“Have you tried these?” asked the filly as she held out a pair of scissors. Rarity squealed the moment she saw them. 
“Are you crazy?” she shrieked wildly as she scooted to the corner of the bed, “Put those away this instant!” Sweetie Belle slowly put the scissors back where she found them. 
“Why don’t we get Twilight Sparkle?” said Sweetie Belle as she backed away from her sister towards the door, “She’ll know what to do.” 
“NO!!” screamed Rarity. She jumped from the mattress, slammed the door shut, and blocked it with her body. Sweetie Belle looked up into her sister’s face and saw a desperate, half-mad gleam in them. 
“Not a soul must know of this!” cried the unicorn. She grabbed the filly and shook her by the shoulders. “Do you understand?” 
“I understand,” Sweetie Belle breathed with a solemn look. Rarity let out a deep sigh, and her tense body relaxed. 
“Good.” The moment she moved, Sweetie Belle darted around her and ran out the door. 
“I understand that you need help!” she called as she sprinted down the stairs. Rarity’s face became a portrait of shock and anger. She ran across the room, but froze to a complete stop the moment she came to the door. 
“Sweetie Belle!” she roared, “Come back right now!” Rarity heard the front door open and close. “…Please?”            



“There you go Angel,” Fluttershy said as she gave a fresh carrot to the rabbit. The Pegasus smiled as Angel happily nibbled on the vegetable. Suddenly a loud crunch echoed through the air. Fluttershy jumped in terror and turned around to see whatever was behind her. There stood an emaciated pony with a wild mane leaning against the chicken coop. A yellow grin stretched across his mangy muzzle.     
“ Good forenoon,” he said nonchalantly as he took another bite of the apple in his hoof. 
“G-good morning sir,” Fluttershy stammered. The peculiar pony finished off the apple and smiled at the Pegasus. 
“That’s a nice rabbit ye got there, Miss,” said the coal-black creature as he moved toward Fluttershy. 
“Oh, well thank you,” Fluttershy mumbled. She didn’t feel as frightened as before, but there was something about this pony that unnerved her. Perhaps it was the vulpine glitter in his golden eyes, or the unkempt look of his mane and tail. In any event Fluttershy felt a chill in the air as he walked towards her. 
“As I was sayin’,” he continued as he looked at her with his bizarre golden eyes, “That’s a nice rabbit.” Fluttershy looked down to avoid his gaze. She suppressed a shudder as she spotted his hooves. She caught herself staring and tried to look away, but it was too late. She looked back into the grinning face of the visitor. He held up his front hoof and wiggled his toes back and forth. 
“I hope these dinna bother ye too much,” he said, “Just somethin’ I was born with.” Fluttershy felt absolutely terrible for starring, and seemed to shrink down even smaller than she already was.
“Oh dear,” she muttered as her face turned a deep red, “I’m sorry.” The stranger laughed. It was a peculiar whinnying noise, and like himself it seemed both old and young at the same time. 
“It’s quite alright, me dearie,” he chuckled, “Just think of it like a unicorn’s horn, or yer wings, for example.” Fluttershy gave her shy little smile. The stranger may have been mysterious and unkempt, but he seemed pleasant enough.
“I’m Fluttershy,” she mumbled quietly. 
“Pleased to meet ye,” the stranger replied with a nod. He never offered his own name, which Fluttershy considered odd. The pony looked around Fluttershy’s yard. “I’m new here, as ye can probably tell. I was just wonderin’, do you kin the name of that apple orchard out yonder?” Fluttershy followed his pointed hoof to Applejack’s farm. 
“Oh,” said Fluttershy, “That’s Sweet Apple Acres.” The stranger’s eyes lit up at the name. He seemed keenly interested in the farm, and kept a hungry gaze upon it.
“Aha,” he said softly, “So then me dearie, do ye kin where I might find something’ to eat? I’ve been stavaiging for many a week noo, and I’m thoroughly wabbit.” Fluttershy looked at him blankly, then gave him a confused smile. 
“Um, I’m sorry,” she said in her typical sheepish tone, “Could you explain that last part for me?” Again, the newcomer chuckled in a good-natured way.
“I’ve just come from a long ways and I’m tired,” he said. 
“Well,” said Fluttershy, “You could try Sugarcube Corner. It’s got lots of good things to eat.” Once again, the stranger flashed his mysterious grin at the Pegasus. 
“Thank ye, Fluttershy,” he said, “I’ll be sure to come and visit again gey soon.” Fluttershy watched as the pony trotted out of her yard, not entirely sure what to make of him.

	
		Parritch, Pots, and Post Offices



	“Gummy, don’t be silly!” Pinkie-Pie giggled as she lifted the small alligator from the empty bowl, “That’s not a swimming pool!” Gummy looked back at her with his usual vacant stare. Pinkie-Pie giggled again and was about to start cooking when she heard the bell jingle as the door swung open. Immediately she was at the front desk, smiling and ready for whoever might be waiting. 
“Welcome to Sugarcube Corner, home of the Sugarcube, may I take your order?” It was about this time that Pinkie-Pie realized that no one was there. There was not a soul to be found in the store. It was odd, because she was certain that she heard the bell ring. The pink pony shrugged and went back to the kitchen. As she reentered the room she felt that the air was somewhat colder than it had been only moments ago. It was as though she had stepped into one of Applejack’s cellars. A peculiar smell hung about the air. It was an earthy smell like a shovelful of fresh dirt.
“Well that’s weird,” Pinkie muttered to herself. The pink pony trotted back to the table. She looked at the recipe card that Applejack had given her.
“Now let’s see,” she said as she followed the words with her hoof, “ Take three cups of…Oats?” The pony raised an eyebrow. “What kind of cupcake has oats?” But she merely shrugged her shoulders and retrieved a heavy bag of oats from a cabinet, dropping it on the table with a heavy thud. 
“Okay then,” she said as she looked back at the card, “Place in bowl with two cups of milk.” The pony dumped the oats into the bowl and went to the fridge to get the milk. After pouring it into the mix, she looked at the card. 
“Now let it boil…Boil?” Pinkie looked at the card again, thinking she’d made a mistake. But there it was, plain as day, in Applejack’s hoof-writing. Once more she shrugged, poured the mix into a pot and set it on the stove. The pony started to tidy up the room.
“Huh?” she muttered as her hoof touched the table. The wooden spoon was gone. 
“Gummy?” called Pinkie, “Did you take the spoon again? It’s not a chew toy!” The pony glanced around the room for the alligator, but couldn’t find him anywhere. She left the counter and began to open up all the cupboards. 
“Hide and seek?” she said excitedly as she stuck her head in a cabinet, “I love this game! Come out, come out wherever you are!” She pulled her head out and was about to continue looking when she glanced back at the stove. The pot was missing. The pony narrowed her eyes and starred at it.
“What the?…” she muttered as she started back to the stove. She turned the burner off and looked around. “Gummy?” She was about to go to the other side of the room when she spotted something mushy on the counter. Pinkie scooped it up and sampled it. Her eyes went wide. 
“…Oatmeal?…” she said quietly. 
“Parritch.” Pinkie’s already wide eyes grew wider as she leapt up and latched onto the ceiling fan. Her head spun about her shoulders as she searched for the source of the voice. She found nothing. Then all of a sudden all the cabinets swung wide open, and every single pot, pan, utensil, and ingredient came shooting out as though fired from a canon. A sinister laugh echoed out and the back door opened and slammed itself shut. Pinkie tightened her grip on the blade of the fan and stared at the door. At that moment Gummy popped out of the only drawer that had remained closed. Pinkie screamed and fell off with a loud crash into the mess. 


Rainbow Dash soared through the air, seeing how fast she could go without running in to any clouds. She was really supposed to be organizing the clouds that morning, as it was her turn to do so. But as usual she had gotten distracted. The Pegasus zoomed effortlessly through the white clouds, not grazing a single one. All of a sudden a huge black shadow zoomed overhead. 
“What the?” cried Dash as the draft from whatever just passed caused her to tumble into a cloud. She poked her head out and looked around angrily. Ahead of her she could see a black shape weaving in and out of the clouds. 
“Oh, you wanna race?” grumbled the Pegasus as she shook the cloud off of her wings, “Okay then, we’ll race!” Dash suddenly soared forth in an attempt to catch up with whatever had beaten her. She was the very embodiment of determination as she flew towards it. As she drew nearer the black shape became more defined. She could make out the form a great eagle with feathers as black as a crow’s. It dipped and dove in a zigzag pattern, but still it managed to keep a fair distance before her. Dash narrowed her eyes as she forced herself to fly faster. But even that didn’t seem to be enough to catch the bird. She wasn’t even sure what direction she was going in. Her only concern was beating the eagle. 

Meanwhile in Ponyville, several residents were gazing up at the sky as a rainbow ring was forming around the borders of the town. It seemed to be gathering up all the clouds into one big mass, and the white fluffy color turned to a dark, stormy gray. 

Rainbow Dash was flustered. As far as she knew, she’d always been the fastest thing in the sky. For a full hour she had been chasing the bird, which seemed to have an inexhaustible energy reserve. Dash herself was beginning to tire. But all of a sudden she felt as though she was charged by a lightning bolt. Somehow she found the strength to force herself to go faster than she’d ever gone, even faster than the Sonic Rainboom. Her wings almost strained themselves as they propelled her forward. The form of the bird became larger and clearer. This filled her with even more determination. She flapped her wings so hard that she felt as though her feathers would fall out. But she had done it. Dash saw the air around her darken as she moved into the creature’s shadow. She was right beneath the great black bird. Using every single fiber of her being, she forced herself just an inch in front of the eagle. She looked up at the golden-eyed creature to gloat. But at that moment she saw that the bird clutched a cooking pot in its talons. Her eyes grew wide in surprise. 
“Wha-”
CLANG!   


“Alright, we have to make everything absolutely perfect for this year’s Nightmare Night!” Twilight said as two volunteers hung an orange and black banner on a couple of streetlights. She turned to Spike, who was as usual keeping check of the progress. 
“Is that the last one?” he asked hopefully. 
“Oh my gosh I think you’re right,” said Twilight, “We’d better have Rarity make some more!” Spike sighed, but said nothing. 
“Twilight!” Spike and Twilight looked over to see Sweetie Belle running up to them through the thick crowd of ponies. She looked absolutely out of breath as she finally made it up to them.
“What’s the matter?” Twilight asked as she ran up to the exhausted filly.
“I’ve been looking all over for you!” she panted. 
“Well what is--” Twilight was suddenly interrupted when something crashed into the roof of the post office. Ponies screamed in surprise and fright. Twilight’s head swiveled to the sight of the incident, and her face became one of sheer panic. 
“No, no, no, no, no, NO!” she cried as she galloped over to the damaged building, “This can’t happen now! Not when it’s so close to the festival!” Spike started after her. Sweetie Belle let out an annoyed groan and followed as fast as her tired legs could carry her. 
The interior of the post office was covered in letters that had fallen from their shelves when the disaster had struck. A gray Pegasus was desperately trying to place them back into the designated slots, but as the shelf had been knocked crooked they kept falling out. 
“Derpy!” called Twilight as she surveyed the damage, “What happened?!” The Pegasus turned to look at the unicorn with her peculiar walleyed face. 
“I dunno,” she said with a shrug, “The sky fell.” She turned and went back to sorting out the letters as Twilight rushed passed her. The Unicorn looked around wildly for whatever had crashed. Suddenly a large pile of boxes and envelopes shuddered. 
“Guh…Birds?” Twilight instantly recognized the voice and pounced into the pile. She dug wildly until she found the blue form of Rainbow dash, who lay at the bottom. 
“Rainbow Dash!” Twilight cried in horror. She pulled the Pegasus from the pile and dragged her out in the open. She immediately began to check every inch of the pony for injury. 
“Dash, what happened? Are you alright? Can you hear me?” she muttered nervously as she tested her arm for broken bones. Dash quietly mumbled something unintelligible. 
“What was that?” Twilight asked as she opened up the Pegasus’s mouth to check for chipped teeth. Dash tried to say something, but it came out as a gurgle on account of her mouth being held open. “Never mind!” said Twilight, “Come on, we’ve got to get to the hospital! Spike, come on and help me!” The dragon and the Unicorn picked up the downed Pegasus and started for the door. Sweetie Belle edged up to Twilight’s side. 
“Twilight,” she said, “I-” 
“I’m sorry,” said Twilight as she rushed out the door, “I’ll find you as soon as I can!” Sweetie stood and watched as the purple Unicorn and Dragon hauled Rainbow dash into the street. Suddenly there was a flash of lightning, followed by a deafening clap of thunder. The sky suddenly erupted in a horrible storm. Strangely enough, the sun was still shining through the clouds.

	
		Rebellion on The Farm



Applejack felt a raindrop land on her nose. She looked up just in time to see a barrage of them follow, pelting her and her family with water. 
“What the hay?” she exclaimed as strong winds howled through the apple trees. The leaves were torn from their stems as the branches swayed and groaned in the gale. Then, as suddenly as it started, the wind stopped. The huge raindrops became a light sprinkle, and the sun shone through the clouds. A strange, crooked rainbow appeared in the sky and zigzagged off into the horizon. 
“Of all the darndest things,” Applejack grumbled as she took her soaked hat from her brow and wrung it out. 
“Applejack,” said Applebloom as she shook the water from herself, “What just happened?” 
“I dunno,” said Applejack, “But if I didn’t know any better I’d say Rainbow dash had something to do with it.” 
“Eeyup,” added Big Macintosh. Applejack sighed and picked a big red apple from one of the numerous buckets they’d harvested. She bit into it, anticipating the sweet juicy flavor. Her eyes suddenly went wide as she tasted the fruit. Bits of half-chewed apple suddenly spewed from her mouth as she spat and gagged. What she was tasting was without a doubt the worst apple she’d ever eaten.  
“Bad apple, sis?” asked Applebloom. 
“Yeah,” replied Applejack as she finished spitting out the rancid fruit. She reached out for another, this time giving it a once over to make sure there were no signs of rotting. When she was certain that there was nothing wrong with it.  But as she tried to eat it, she realized that it too had the same incredibly sour taste of the last one. Applejack had no choice but to send it shooting from her mouth. 
“Another one?” asked Applebloom, “What’re the chances of that?” Applejack didn’t hear her at first. She suddenly had a brief, but dark thought. 
“Applebloom,” she said, “Can I try one of your apples?”
“Sure thing, sis,” replied the filly, “Help yourself.” Applejack picked an apple from Applebloom’s bucket. She looked at it with a grim, reluctant expression before she finally bit into it. Her fears were confirmed as she spit it back out. 
“Aw ponyfeathers!” she snarled as she hurled the apple to the ground. Applebloom’s eyes grew wide and fearful as she watched her sister’s reaction. 
“Are they?…” breathed the filly. 
“Rotten!” growled Applejack, “Every single one of ’ems rotten!” Applebloom looked back at the apples in the buckets. 
“They don’t look rotten,” she said. 
“Well they are!” Applejack snapped bitterly, “This is just great. What are we gonna do now? How are we gonna make any money offa rotten apples?!” 
“What’s wrong with the apples?” asked Granny Smith, who was just now processing the conversation. 
“They’re rotten!” shouted Applejack. 
“Oh,” replied the ancient mare, “That’s too bad.”        
“I’m goin’ back to the farm,” Applejack growled as she tossed off the apple buckets and started walking back to the barn. The others followed quietly, not sure what to make of their upset sister. When they finally made it back, they were greeted with another unpleasant surprise. 
“What in tarnation?!” cried Applejack as she surveyed the scene. Every single sheep, pig, and chicken was out of their pen and aimlessly wandering around the barn. As the ponies reentered the yard, it erupted in a cacophony of bleating, squealing, and clucking. 
“Viva Revolution!” cried a brazen sheep as he charged forward. Taken off guard by the rebellious creature, Applejack let out a yelp as it crashed into her and knocked her off her hooves. The sheep’s seemingly easy victory caused a stir in the others. The Apple family’s eyes widened as they saw all of the old ornery rams form a line in front of the ewes and lambs. Likewise the big, burly hogs made a protective ring around the sows and piglets, and the roosters arranged themselves in a triangular formation before the hens and chicks. Big Mac stood in front of his own family, looking ready to defend to the death. 
“Applejack,” asked a frightened Applebloom, “What’s happenin’?” Applejack rose up and looked at the war-ready animals with narrowed eyes. She nudged past her brother and gave the animals a stern glare.    
“Would someone tell me what in the Samhill’s goin’ on?!” bellowed Applejack. The sheep that had charged her was back on his feet and glaring at her with angry eyes. 
“We’re going on strike!” he said, “We refuse to live in pens anymore! We want equal facilities! Why should we have to live in a barn when you have your vary own house? It’s tyranny !” 
“Tyranny?” Applejack echoed incredulously as she narrowed her eyes, “Listen here, you overgrown cotton ball-”
“And another thing,” snapped the sheep, “We’re tired of letting you boss us around! From this moment onward we’re going to be your equals! We’re sick and tired of being exploited for your benefit!” Applejack was momentarily stunned at the sheep’s speech. She had never expected those words to come from a sheep. A pig maybe, but never a sheep. 
“Exploited my hoof!” she replied as she stood to her full height, “Who put this dumb idea in your heads?” A whinnying laugh suddenly echoed out through the air. Applejack looked up to see a strange pony standing on the roof of the barn. He grinned maliciously at her in a mocking way that stirred anger inside of her. 
“That idea,” he said in an accent Applejack had never heard before, “came frae me noggin.”
“Who are you?” asked the flustered earth pony. Again, the creature laughed.
“Wha am I?” he snickered, “Wha do ye think I am?” 
“I’ll tell you who I think you are!” Applejack roared, “I think you’re a…” she paused as she looked over at her much younger sister. “You’re a…uh…big meanie!” This prompted a round of deriding laughter from the pony. 
“Nice choice o’ words, glabber-brain” he said as he started to walk down the length of the roof, “Yer a real sharp one, ye are.” Applejack felt her eye twitch with fury. 
“Get off my roof!” she shouted. 
“Gladly,” replied the pony as it suddenly disappeared into thin air. Applejack and her family stared in amazement. They were used to magic of course, but the pony they had seen was in no way a unicorn. Their attention turned to the animals, who were all sitting before the barn and chanting. 
“What do we want?” cried the sheep.
“Equal housing and rights!” replied the crowd. 
“When do we want it?” 
“NOW!” hollered the animals. Applejack let out a frustrated roar, promptly turned around, and then galloped towards town.

Rarity paced nervously back and forth in her room. She’d locked her door shut so that none could enter and see what had become of her hair. The only other living creature in the room was Opal, who lay on the bed and looked over at the pony with the usual indifferent attitude held by most felines. 
“Oh, Opal,” Rarity moaned in her ever-dramatic voice, “What am I to do?” All the while she kept looking up at her mess of a hairdo. With every glance she died a little inside. She was having trouble believing that that only a few hours ago it was the most well kept mane in all of Ponyville. Rarity let out another groan of self-pity as she continued to pace. 
“What am I going to do?” she repeated, “Why did this have to happen to me?” She began to bang her head repeatedly on the wall. “Why, why, why, WHY?” There was a sudden crunch as her horn penetrated the drywall. Her eyes suddenly went wide. 
“Oh no…” she muttered. She tried to back away from the wall, but her fears were confirmed when she found herself unable to move an inch. “Oh no,” she mumbled, “Not this. Please, not this.”

	
		At the Hospital



	Sweetie Belle couldn’t have looked more crestfallen as she walked down the muddy streets of Ponyville. She had no idea how she was going to help Rarity now. The filly thought of her sister brooding miserably over the entanglement of her hair. It made her feel even more depressed. 
“Hey Sweetie Belle!” Sweetie Belle looked up to see Scootaloo trotting towards her. “Unusual weather we’re having.” 
“Yeah,” sighed Sweetie Belle, “I guess so.” Scootaloo’s happy demeanor changed as she heard the melancholy tone in Sweetie Belle’s voice. 
“What’s wrong?” 
“Well,” began the unicorn, “Rarity’s having hair issues, and I can’t find anyone to help her.” Scootaloo couldn’t help but smile a little bit. 
“Isn’t she always having hair issues?” 
“Not like this,” replied Sweetie Belle, “I honestly thought she’d gone off the deep end.” Again, Scootaloo smiled. 
“So you could say, she’s wigging out?” She stopped smiling when she saw the look Sweetie Belle gave her. 
“This is serious,” said the unicorn, “She needs help from Twilight, and Twilight’s busy with Rainbow Dash.” The moment the Pegasus’s name was uttered, Scootaloo became keenly interested. 
“What’s she doing with Rainbow Dash?” 
“Didn’t you hear? She crashed into the post office this morning.” Scootaloo’s eyes went wide in disbelief. 
“Sweet Celestia!” cried the filly, “Is she alright?” 
“I hope so,” said Sweetie Belle, “They had to carry her away.” Already the filly could see from the look on Scootaloo’s face that Rainbow Dash had become her top priority. 
“I gotta go see if she’s okay,” said the orange Pegasus, “I’ll catch up with you later!” Sweetie Belle sighed as her friend raced down the street towards the hospital. She turned to continue back to the boutique. She suddenly ran headfirst into a bony knee. The Filly looked up to see a dark furred pony standing before her.  
“Good Forenoon,” he said. 
“H-hello,” Sweetie Belle said as she tried to refrain from cringing at the sight of his yellow grin. 
“I just happened to overhear ye had a problem,” said the pony. 
“Oh,” said Sweetie Belle, “I guess I do, but…” She looked down to avoid the creature’s gaze, but instinctively backed away as she saw his hooves. The pony, however, did not seem to notice her reaction. 
“What manner o’ problem might this be?” he asked, “Perhaps I could lend a hoof.” Sweetie Belle glanced around for a way out. She had always been told not to talk to strangers, but seeing as most ponies in Ponyville knew each other, she’d never actually encountered one. 
“I don’t think so,” she said, “It’s kinda personal.” 
“I see,” said the pony, “Well I just thought I’d offer.” As he passed by Sweetie Belle, she felt a chill go up her spine. 

Scootaloo burst into the hospital as though she were being chased by a manticore. She dodged around a nurse pushing a patient in a wheelchair as she slid in front of the front desk. 
“Where’s Rainbow Dash?!” cried the filly. The nurse behind the counter gave her an apprehensive look. 
“Room 12-b. Why-” 
“Thank you!” cried the Pegasus as she rushed down the hallway. 


“I told you I’m fine!” cried Rainbow Dash as she pushed away the doctor’s hoof. The Pegasus lay in a bed, with Twilight and Spike sitting in chairs nearby. Spike was amusing himself by playing with the tongue depressors.
“Have you checked her ulna yet?” asked Twilight as she leafed through the medical text book she had taken from the shelf. 
“I’m trying to,” muttered Dr. Quack, “She’s not the most cooperative pony, you know.” 
“You know I’m right here, don’t you?” Dash sighed in annoyance. But in the end, she let the doctor look at her forearm. He gave it a small squeeze.  
“It’s not broken,” said Quack, “So far you don’t seem too banged up except for a lump on your head.” Dash’s face became dark with anger. 
“I told you it’s because of that stupid bird,” she growled.
“Dash-” began Twilight.
“It hit me with a pot!” Dash said insistently, “I swear to Celestia it did!” 
“Why would a bird hit you?” asked Twilight as she turned to the textbook’s section on psychology. 
“I dunno,” grunted Dash as Quack shined a light in her eyes. Quack let out a quizzical hmm as he shone the light in Dash’s ear. 
“Did you do anything to aggravate the bird?” Twilight asked as she looked up from the section of the pony stages of development. 
“No. It aggravated me!” Dash answered as she shifted uncomfortably in her bed, “It buzzed me and knocked me into a cloud.” 
“Uh-huh,” Twilight said as she turned a page, “And did it remind you of anything?” Dash raised an eyebrow. 
“What would it remind me of?” 
“Perchance, a parental conflict or some kind of unresolved business at work?” Dash narrowed her eyes at the purple unicorn. 
“Would you knock it off?!” she huffed, “It really happened! I’m not crazy!” 
“I have a question,” said Spike as he raised a claw, “What in the world would a bird be doing with a pot anyway?” Dash shot him a glare, and he became quiet. 
“Well,” said Quack as he began to write on his clipboard, “Aside from a few bruises, I can’t find anything physically wrong with you. Just watch yourself for the next few days.” As he opened the door to exit, a small orange shape suddenly burst into the room and almost knocked him over. 
“Rainbow Dash!” cried Scootaloo as she stopped right beside the Pegasus, “Are you okay?! Are you okay?!” For a moment no one knew how to react to the panicked filly. 
“Uh…yeah?” Dash muttered as she watched Scootaloo jump up and down. The filly let out a gracious sigh of relief. 
“Good,” she said as she wrapped her arms around her hero. Dash seemed unsure of what to make of the gesture. 
“Scootaloo,” Twilight said as she closed her textbook, “Aren’t you supposed to be helping setting up the festival?” Scootaloo looked over at the unicorn and grinned sheepishly. 
“Well, I was, but then I ran into Sweetie Belle. She was all like, down in the dumps ’cause Rarity’s having a breakdown.” Upon hearing this, Spike suddenly dropped the tongue depressor he was playing with. 
“Rarity’s in trouble?” he cried as he jumped from his chair, “Where? Where is she?” 
“Wait a minute,” said Twilight, “Sweetie Belle? I completely forgot about her! That must be what she wanted to see us about!”

	