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		Description

Twilight Sparkle has never had much appreciation for the softer works of literature. ‘There were books, and then there were books,’ is what she would say when presented with a book of poetry.
One night not long before Nightmare Night, Princess Celestia figured out exactly how to bridge the two worlds together for Twilight: a reading assignment on one of the very first science fiction books ever written, entitled simply Frankenstein.
It was the perfect plan.
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Celestia put Twilight’s report down with a sigh. It was as perfect a report as anypony could expect from a filly, or even from a young mare, but Celestia had long since come to expect more from her. That was not to say it lacked any of her usual flairs, including a properly formatted list of references; it merely lacked the same spirit that accompanied everything else.
Turning to another recent report, Celestia chuckled as she recalled its contents. In extreme detail, it explained why it was a very bad idea to use a gravity spell to slide up a staircase in non-emergency situations. Hazards included, but were not limited to: arches, columns, chandeliers, sudden drops, and very scared ponies caught up in the spell.
Fortunately, nopony had been seriously hurt by that little incident, and it remained an amusing anecdote – perhaps something Celestia could tease Twilight with in the years to come.
Snuggling further into her cushion, Celestia return her attention to the problem at hoof.
How do I get Twilight to appreciate the softer works of literature? I thought that new Daring Do series had worked, but Twilight turned in a lengthy report on the Sapphire Stone two weeks later. The last time I showed Twilight a poem, she had to force a smile. Spear Shaker almost held her attention, but Twilight is too precocious for most of his works. Perhaps in a few years…
A knock came at the doors to Celestia’s chambers.
“You may enter!” Celestia called out.
The doors parted for a moment to admit a unicorn mare. She held a large stack of paper which threatened Celestia’s chance at a full night’s rest.
“Good evening, Silver Scroll. What brings you here?”
“Last minute paperwork, I’m afraid.” Silver Scroll dropped the vast majority of her burden onto Celestia’s desk with an ominous thud. “You know how the nobles are. They all want to outdo each other when it comes to throwing parties.”
“More Nightmare Night affairs? Have they not already taken Canterlot as their own?”
“Not quite, Your Majesty. I believe the suburban streets are still free of festivities.” After a moment’s pause, Silver Scroll added, “Except for trick-or-treating, of course.”
“I see. Have there been any problems with the trains?”
“No, not this year. The nobles appear to have stocked up early this time, rather than ordering in bulk at the last second. The trains aren’t having any traffic problems for passengers, and they’re running on time – mostly.”
“Very well then. I shall finish these tonight and return them to you at dawn.” Seeing that Silver Scroll was not leaving, Celestia asked, “Is there anything else?”
Silver Scroll’s face went through a series of contortions, all of which said, “I need to tell the princess what to do, but I do not want to.”
“What is it?” Celestia asked again.
“Well, it’s just…are you going to sit in your room again and be a…” Silver Scroll trailed off, mumbling the last word incoherently.
“Am I going to be a what?”
“A…”
“A what?” asked Celestia, although she was reasonably sure she knew what Silver Scroll wanted to say.
“A…grump.” The second word was whispered just barely at the audible level. Celestia might not have been able to hear it at all if it were not for her keen ears – a benefit of being part pegasus.
Smiling and laughing to herself, Celestia answered, “Yes, I believe I shall. I do not care for this holiday.”
“What if I told you Princess Cadance coer – convinced Twilight to go out with her? Would you at least join the two of them?”
“No.” The word was spoken as if it were a period to the entire topic, brooking no further discussion. “Although I am surprised that Cadance convinced Twilight to leave her books. How did she do it?”
“Um…” Silver Scroll was biting her lip and shuffling on her hooves. “I didn’t actually find out the details.”
“May I take that to mean you wished to have plausible deniability?”
“If – if you wish, Your Majesty.”
Celestia sighed inwardly. “So,” she began, taking a moment to let Silver Scroll relax, “what will those two be doing tonight?”
“Ah, just – just trick-or-treating and then a costume party with Twilight’s relations, I believe.”
I sort of wish I could keep Twilight to myself tonight. Oh well, she does not go home often enough; it shall be good for her to see her parents.
“And what about you?” Celestia asked. “How do you plan to spend the holiday?”
“Well, if you don’t need me, I was going to take my niece out trick-or-treating. Her parents were invited to a party and wanted the night to themselves. Sort of a shame, really. They had this whole Frankenstein family costume…thing they were going to do–”
Frankenstein…
“–but I suppose they can always do it next year. Dreamy isn’t going to turn into a mare in a year, after all.”
It’s science fiction, but from the Romantics. Yes. Yes! It’s perfect!
“Silver Scroll, please feel free to take the rest of the week off.” Seeing Silver Scroll’s perplexed look bordering on horrified, Celestia added, “With pay.”
“T-thank you! But, uh, why? Not that I’m not grateful or anything, but–”
Celestia held up a hoof, and said, “You gave me a good idea. Unintentionally perhaps, but I shall thank you anyway. Besides, you have more than earned your time off. Now go enjoy yourself.” Gesturing toward her latest paperwork with her head, Celestia continued, “I shall figure out what to do with this myself.”
Bowing and uttering one last thanks, Silver Scroll made her exit. Once the doors were closed, Celestia rose to her hooves. As she walked toward her bookshelves, she idly mumbled, “Where did I leave that book?”

“Frankenstein, Princess?” Twilight said, holding the book in question in her magic in front of her. She turned it over and opened both flaps, but there was nothing there – no summary, no about the author, no anything. The only text outside the story itself was the title and the author on the cover. “What’s it about?”
“I think you might really enjoy this one, Twilight, and it fits the current mood of the year very well,” Princess Celestia said. “You see, this is a science fiction novel with a dash of horror. In fact, it is one of the very first science fiction novels ever written.”
Twilight’s eyes widened, her head turning back toward the book in surprise. Of course, being among the first meant it likely had a lot of the problems in the genre in full force, but that easily could be forgiven when it was pioneering the best fiction genre ever.
Continuing, Princess Celestia said, “Now I shall not give you any spoilers, but it details the life of a brilliant scientist who becomes consumed by his passion. Let me know when you finish it, and we shall discuss the story in detail.”
Her brain skipping a second, Twilight blinked. “No report?”
“No, not this time, Twilight. I want to discuss this with you in depth and perhaps discuss related works afterward, if you enjoyed this one.”
“I…see… Okay, Princess, I’ll finish it tonight; it’s not very long.”
Twilight caught the slightest hint of a frown overtaking Princess Celestia’s smile for a brief instant.
“No need to rush, Twilight. I know you like to stay up late and to binge read, but do not neglect anything else you usually do or enjoy.”
What else do I have to do beside read? I’ve long since finished my other homework. Oh well. “Okay, Princess. I’ll be sure to…um…do what I usually do.”
Leaning down for a goodbye nuzzle, Princess Celestia said, “Very well. I shall see you soon. Say hello to Spike for me when he wakes up from his nap, if you would.”
“Of course, Princess.”
Once Princess Celestia had left, Twilight galloped out to the balcony and jumped onto her favorite reading cushion. It was a bit cold outside, so she quickly cast a warming enchantment on herself as she cracked open her new book. Judging by the aged look, archaic formatting, and the protective spells on it, this was a first edition from who knew when. Just knowing that sent a shiver down her spine.
Now then, Twilight read. To Mrs. Saville, Equestria…

Huh. This is a weird start and an even weirder way to write a science fiction book. All these letters, and stuff. I’d assume the stranger is the titular Frankenstein, but I don’t really get what his problem is.
There’s barely any magic too. Is this pure mechanical science fiction? That could be interesting, but pretty limiting.

Okay, okay. Lots of exposition. I wonder how much of this is actually important and how much of it is just expected information to have about a pony in the time period.

Ha, ha, ha, ha! Oh my gosh! This is so dated! Oh wow. Science fiction, indeed. Maybe for a couple centuries ago.
Twilight’s laughter wheezed out as her lungs ran out of air, and her face grew too hot to tolerate further.
Okay, okay. Wow. I need to look up the definition for galvanism. That doesn’t ring a bell at all, or rather, it rings too many bells at once.

The next time Cadance bugs me to go out and socialize, I should just ask her to point me at ponies like Frankenstein. He seems nice, and maybe he would appreciate how much I like to learn and read.

Twilight sat engrossed in her book, not even noticing Spike eating straight from the cookie jar and drinking straight from the milk jug just across the balcony. If Frankenstein were a real pony, she considered proposing on the spot.

“What?” Twilight shrieked, probably disturbing most of the castle. At the very least, it was still to early to have woken anypony up. “How could he? I don’t understand! Just – how?”
Chapter five was where it had all gone wrong. Somehow, the wonderful Frankenstein had not so much as glanced at his creation while he was making it, and for all intents and purposes, had said he was a mortal fool who should not dabble in the affairs of Princess Celestia or of nature.
Twilight had kept reading despite her strong and growing urge to toss the book into her fireplace. It was, after all, an assignment, and maybe – just maybe – Frankenstein would realize his error. By the end, the book had whipped Twilight into such a righteous fury that she barely noticed that she of all ponies wanted to destroy it – to destroy a book of all things.
“For Celestia’s sake, he brought somepony to life! Instead of treating that as the scientific breakthrough of…ever, he thinks he’s created a monster! I don’t – did somepony cast a spell on him to suddenly invert his personality?”
Flipping back to the front cover, Twilight glared at the author’s name. She had not recognized it before, and she still did not.
Maybe she was issued a court order to never write again. She certainly deserved one.
Twilight teleported the book near the door to her tower where it would be out of her sight, but regrettably, not out of mind.
Why did Princess Celestia have me read that? Why did she think I’d like it? I must be missing something important. I have to be.
Absentmindedly pacing about the balcony, Twilight let her thoughts roam wildly through the book, still fresh in her mind, looking for anything she could have missed.
There has to be something, some deeper meaning. Maybe there’s something important I missed with the framing device. No, Walton left his scientific quest unfinished. Maybe it was a good idea to turn back at the time considering the circumstances, but he just dropped it and left, never to return.
Maybe I missed something in the creation process? No, not at all. Frankenstein had to have known what he was doing. If it really bothered him, he could have taken the time to pretty up his creation. Maybe buy it a nice dress suit; or make it female; or just make it so different, it falls outside the idea of pony beauty.
Yes. Everything that went wrong in that book was because of that exact moment. If he would have just stayed and raised his creation like the newborn colt that it was, everything would have been fine. He could have even changed his mind later after coming to his senses, but he persisted in his irrational hatred of the creation.
Ugh! I don’t get it. Maybe there’s some reason outside the book. Maybe Princess Celestia wanted me to learn from a bad example. Maybe she wanted me to do…better…
The words rang with a strange sort of truth. It was a terrible book, but it was a book; books should be a fount of wisdom. And yet at the same time, Twilight knew she could do better. There was, in fact, a certain spell she had learned some time ago.
I can vindicate the real Frankenstein! I can do it right!
Twilight teleported toward the Canterlot branch of the weather factory.

Twilight appeared just past the front gate of one of the weather factory’s storage warehouses, her saddlebags on her back. Spotting a pegasus with a uniform on, she teleported directly in front of him. The stallion yelped in surprise and dropped his clipboard directly onto the tip of her horn.
“Ow…” Twilight moaned, rubbing her horn with a hoof.
“I’m so sorry! I – how did you get in here? This is no place for fillies.”
Mumbling, Twilight replied, “I teleported.”
The stallion put a wing over her and said, “Of course you did. Now can you tell me what your parents look like?”
“Huh?” Twilight cocked her head to the side, but answered anyway. “Um…my mom looks just like me, but bigger and gray. My dad’s blue with a dark blue mane.”
“Well let’s see if we can find them.” The stallion lead Twilight away from the warehouse and toward an office building. “Do you know where you saw them last?”
“In the castle a couple days ago, but I’m not lo–”
Completely ignoring Twilight, much to her consternation, the stallion said, “I see. We’ll just have to call the guard then and see if they can find your parents.”
“I’m not–”
“I’ll see if we have something sweet to eat. It must have been scary if you’ve been on your own for so long.”
“I wasn’t on my own.”
“Oh? Oh, are you staying with a relative then? That makes sense.”
Twilight sighed. This is why I don’t like other ponies…
The stallion led Twilight inside the office building. It was a small place, but large enough for a massive archive, if Twilight’s initial impression was worth judging the rest of the building by. There were so many filing cabinets, they had to be stacked on top of each other straight up to the ceiling to fit. Even Princess Celestia would have trouble using the lower half of them, and the upper other half was completely out of reach, even for her.
“Hey, Boss!” the stallion called out, his head tilted upward.
Twilight followed his gaze and found a pegasus mare hovering in place above them, rifling through a one of those cabinets Twilight had hastily judged to be out of reach. She tried reasonably successfully to hide her blush at her mistake.
Once the yellow coated mare was looking downward, the stallion said, “I found her wandering the area. Does she look familiar to you?”
“Not that I can think…” The mare trailed off, closed the filing cabinet, and awkwardly fly to the side a few hooves. “Well, I’ll be” The mare let herself float to the ground, fluttering her wings at the very end to make her landing gentle. “I’ll take care of her for you.”
Nodding, the stallion made his goodbyes and left. Once the door was closed, the mare said, “Before I make a fool of myself, you are Twilight Sparkle, right?”
“Um…yeah. I’m sorry, but…um, do I know you?”
“No, no. My name’s Spitfire; no reason to know me yet. But you’re pretty famous. Everypony knows at least the name Twilight Sparkle.”
“I – thank you?” I’m not sure I want to know what I’m famous for…
“You’re welcome, I guess. But anyway, whatcha doing here?”
“I just need to…er…borrow some storm clouds. If I can.”
“Sure, although I won’t be expecting them to come back. How many do you need?”
Twilight took a few seconds to properly understand Spitfire’s response. “Wait, really? I can just have them? Do I owe you anything? Do I need to replace them? Do I–”
Putting a hoof over Twilight’s mouth, Spitfire said, “I’ll take care of all that stuff. I’ll send a bill to the castle if necessary, but I doubt anypony’ll begrudge Princess Celestia’s protégé a cloud or two. So how many do you need?”
“Um… I don’t actually know. I was just going to take a few at a time. Twenty is probably enough if it’s not too much.”
Spitfire made a single, loud laugh. “Please, twenty clouds is like a drop of water in an ocean. We’ve got tens of thousands at the very least. Where do you want us to deliver them?”
“You don’t have to–” Seeing Spitfire’s half-glare, half-eye roll, Twilight said, “Just above my tower’s balcony would be fine.”
“No problem. We’ll have them over within the hour before we close up for the night.” Spitfire ruffled Twilight’s mane and took wing out the door, already shouting orders at ponies.
I guess I can thank her later.

Twilight appeared in the Canterlot Archives, increasingly eager to finish collecting her supplies. The spellbook she was looking for was only a little ways off. Searching through the shelves with a practiced eye, her gaze fell upon the light-green book she sought. Using her magic, Twilight pulled The Book of Animation Spells off of the shelf. It was not exactly the same as what Frankenstein had done, but it was a close substitute.
Making her way to the front desk, Twilight went through the checkout process, sparing no time for any of the usual small talk with the archivist.
Twilight’s final stop was her own room. Arriving in the usual burst of magic, Twilight’s opened her mostly empty wardrobe and pulled her lab coat from its hanger. As she donned it, she cracked open her book to page one-hundred-sixty-two, a number she had memorized. On that page, the come-to-life spell was recorded in detail.
Skimming the section, Twilight’s eyes fell onto the one piece of information she currently needed: the duration.
Lasts for a day at the recommended level of magical empowering, which is – Twilight flipped the book back two pages – very reasonable. Turning the pages back, Twilight continued reading. Can be refreshed by reapplication of the spell. Okay, I can keep this up as long as I want.
Snapping the book shut, Twilight twirled as dramatically as she could in her lab coat, letting it billow out behind her.
“Come, Miss Smartypants!” Twilight yelled in her dramatic voice, her magic reaching out to her doll, already rather ragged and patched from use over the years. “We have Science to do!”
Twilight’s horn glowed as she burst from her bedroom. She held few illusions about what lightning would really do to Miss Smartypants, so she cast a protective spell on her doll. And she cast it on herself too – as an afterthought.
To add even more dramatic flair, Twilight dimmed all of the lights as she dashed down the staircase to the first floor. The moon had already risen, its light the only left to see by.
Aside from the warm glow of Canterlot at night, but that did not count.
Cantering onto her balcony, Twilight placed Miss Smartypants on her back on top of a table. At the same time, Twilight cleared a wide berth around the table as she relocated it to the middle of the balcony.
Looking up, Twilight found her storm clouds ready and waiting for her.
Finally, carefully standing up on just her hindlegs, Twilight rubbed her forehooves together. A simple wind spell made her cloak billow outward, her mane dancing in along with it. “Good. Good. It’s all coming together.”
Twilight reached up and experimentally prodded a storm cloud with her magic. If she did it just right, it would–
“Eep!”
Twilight jumped back from where a lightning bolt had touched down near her. Standard storm regulations required non-lethal levels of electricity, and she had a protective spell on her, but it would probably still hurt to be hit.
Not that that would deter her.
Remembering what she had done to trigger the last lightning bolt, Twilight said, “Yes. Yes, I’ll show them. I’ll show them all! They all said it couldn’t be done! That it’d be wrong! That it was evil!”
Muttering under her breath, Twilight said, “Or at least Merry Shell did.”
“But tonight, I’ll prove them wrong!” Twilight triggered a lightning strike. “Muahahahahaha!”
Using her magic, Twilight lifted the table skyward – or at least cloudward. At the same time, she rattled a few tiny chains she had found in her tower’s kitchenette. It lacked the strong, booming rattle she had wanted, but she could pretend.
Another lightning strike, then another.
Twilight teleported a small piece of metal up next to Miss Smartypants to act as a makeshift lightning rod.
“Arise, my creation!” A bolt of lightning struck the table dead center, setting it on fire.
Oops.
First dowsing the fire, Twilight cast a repair spell on the table followed by a protection spell of its own.
“Okay, second try. Arise, my creation!” A bolt of lightning struck the table dead center, this time not setting it on fire.
Twilight thought she heard a knock at the door, but dismissed it as her imagination.
“Arise! Arise! Arise!” Each word was punctuated by a bolt of lightning striking the table, and finally, Twilight cast the come-to-life spell, her thirst for a proper, dramatic reenactment satisfied.
Slowly, Twilight set the table back down onto the floor, rattling the chains again. She thought about spinning it halfway around, but decided against it; that wasn’t in the spirit of chains.
Twilight bit her lip as she waited with bated breath. Nothing seemed to be happening.
But then at last, Miss Smartypants arose!
“Yes! She’s alive! She’s alive! Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!”
“Twilight,” said a voice that sounded suspiciously like Princess Celestia.
Twilight gulped when she saw a white hoof fall upon her shoulder, making it much easier to keep her dramatic – and now slightly embarrassing – upright posture.
Princess Celestia sighed – sighed! “We need to talk.”

“T-thank you, Miss Smartypants,” Twilight said under the glare of Princess Celestia. To be fair, it was not really a glare, but it might as well have been. They were having a talk. Miss Smartypants nodded in appreciation as she walked off with the sugar spoon to the opposite side of the table. Next up for her sweet attention was Princess Celestia’s tea.
“Thank you,” Princess Celestia said once her tea had sugar. “For reference, Twilight, the come-to-life spell does not bestow personhood upon something. That is, it does not really bring the target to life; it merely animates it and feeds off of your expectations for it.”
“Oh.” That’s pretty disappointing.
Twilight chanced a glance at Miss Smartypants, who despite her button eyes, managed to look absolutely crushed by this revelation.
“Are you sure, Princess?” Twilight asked, already knowing what the answer would be.
“Quite sure.” After a moment, Princess Celestia added, “It is sad, but true. I confess I have done something similar, except it was a…nevermind.”
“Princess? What’s wrong?” The hurt in Princess Celestia’s eyes would be obvious to anypony, not just to those close to her.
“My apologies, Twilight, but I do not wish to speak of it. I should not have brought it up. Anyway, may I assume Miss Smartypants’s recent animation means you have finished Frankenstein?”
Twilight silently nodded.
“Well then, please tell me what you thought of the book.”
Her eyes falling to the floor, Twilight said, “I…really liked young Frankenstein. The mares were surprisingly…passive. I felt really bad for Frankenstein’s colt.”
“Colt?”
“I meant monster. Frankenstein’s monster.”
Princess Celestia’s smile fell a little. “Twilight, please be honest. I would much rather hear what you think than what you think I want to hear.”
Cringing at the gentle rebuke, Twilight whispered, “I hated it. Chapter five made no sense. I mean, I don’t suddenly hate Miss Smartypants or find her revolting.” The doll in question trotted over and nuzzled Twilight from atop the table, a gesture which Twilight happily returned. “I just don’t understand what message I was supposed to take from the story. Am I supposed to judge ponies by their appearance? By their origins? By their species?”
“Of course not, Twilight. Do you remember what you said before?”
Twilight looked up, her head cocked to the side.
“You said you felt really bad for the monster.”
“So?”
“Almost nopony who reads the story does not feel sympathy for the monster. After all, he only became a monster at the end because nopony could see him as anything but.”
So the lesson is be what everypony else thinks you are? Shaking her head, Twilight said, “I still don’t get it. I mean, I can at least understand why everypony was scared of the…monster, but that doesn’t mean he had to become a monster. That was still wrong, even if Frankenstein deserved everything that happened to him for abandoning his colt. I know it wasn’t in the normal sense, but they were family, and he just abandoned the monster. How could he do that? It’s…it’s… Princess, are you okay?”
Princess Celestia took a slow, clearly measured breath. “Yes, Twilight, I am just fine.”
“Are you sure? I’m sorry if this is your favorite book, or if the author was your friend, or–” Twilight gasped. “You’re not the author…are you?”
“Oh no. I never knew Merry Shell” – Twilight let out a sigh of relief – “at least not directly. I did have a brief acquaintance with a few of her friends, but no more. Anyway, did you notice the symbolism at the end of the book when Walton abandoned his own quest.”
She’s dropping the subject? Does she agree with me? Hmm… Abandoning the previous topic herself, Twilight turned her attention to Princess Celestia’s question. “I did, but I don’t really understand Walton any better than any of the other characters. He just doesn’t seem believable. I understood the parallelism of turning back when Frankenstein wouldn’t, but ponies don’t just give up on their dreams like that, especially when it’s just traveling to the top of the planet where there’s no nemesises…nemesii…”
“Nemeses,” Princess Celestia said.
“Thank you,” Twilight said, turning away to hide her blush. “I sort of get what the author was saying with meddling in things you aren’t supposed to, although she picked a really silly topic to suggest we shouldn’t meddle in. I mean, where would we draw the line? Would the study of medicine be wrong? Would healing spells be wrong? Would any magic be wrong?”
Princess Celestia’s horn glowed for a moment, and a thick book appeared in front of her. She placed it on the table just in front of Twilight and said, “I would like you to read this book next, and please take your time with it.”
Staring at the book’s cover for a moment, Twilight opened it to the first page. Maybe there it would have a title or an author. Unfortunately, the first page was a blank as the cover. The back and spine were blank too. The tome, whatever it was about, offered no clues as to its subject matter – aside from simply reading it.
“Princess, what is this?”
“I cannot say for certain anymore, but I believe that book was called The Rise and Fall of the Dark Arts. Sadly, it was the only book on the subject that survived The Great Fire of 261. It details the history of, as you might suspect, dark magic.”
Twilight unconsciously shuffled a bit backward on her cushion.
“Do not let the name distract you, Twilight. Please read it as unbiasedly as you can, and we can discuss the idea of dangerous knowledge again in the future.”
Trying very hard not to let Princess Celestia see her gulp, Twilight nodded but left the book in place untouched.
“Now, as for Miss Smartypants–”
All at once, Twilight said, “Please don’t make me get rid of her! I know she’s not really alive, but I really like her. I mean, I already liked her – she’s my doll – but I like her even more like this. Please, oh please!”
Miss Smartypants helped out by silently begging for her life at Twilight’s side, her sugar spoon carelessly discarded at her side.
Chuckling, Princess Celestia said, “Of course, Twilight. I would never separate a little filly from her dolly.”
While Miss Smartypants jumped onto Twilight in a hug, Twilight turned away from Princess Celestia with a burning blush. “Thank you, Princess,” Twilight whispered, finally returning Miss Smartypants’s hug.
“The only thing I ask,” Princess Celestia began, “is that you promise me not to become too invested in her emotionally, or to let her distract you from Spike.”
Without missing a beat, Twilight said, “I promise.”
Princess Celestia nodded. “Oh. I would also ask you to refrain from such…dramatics in the future when practicing your magic. Or at least I would ask you to go about it quieter.”
“Sorry…” Twilight mumbled, hiding her face behind a squirming Miss Smartypants suspended in her magic.
A silence descended while Princess Celestia drank her tea and while Twilight attempted to regain control of all her blood vessels.
Finally, Twilight asked, “Princess, why did you think I’d like Frankenstein?”
Princess Celestia let out a small sigh. “I suppose it was just wishful thinking on my part. Still, it is an important part of Equestrian history, so it was not a waste to read it anyway.”
“I guess…”
“However, I shall try to make my future reading selections for you more to your liking.”
Twilight let Miss Smartypants fall grumpily back onto the table and smiled at Princess Celestia. “Thanks, but I’m sure whatever you come up with will be wonderful.”

			Author's Notes: 
A bit late, but happy Halloween/Nightmare Night! Also, at some future point, I intend to revise this story.
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