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		Pinkie Pie Tries to Bake an Apple Pie from Scratch



"Nopony makes apple pie like yours, AJ," Rainbow Dash said, right before eating the last remaining bite of her pie.
"Aw, shucks. It's the least I can do to repay y'all for helping out with apple-bucking this season." Applejack said. A day of apple-bucking had come to a close, and Applejack had thanked her friends for their help by treating them to a fresh-baked apple pie.
"Repay? Please, Applejack, we aren't so crass as to demand payment. We're your friends, not mere hired help." Rarity levitated a dainty sliver of pie into her mouth. "But I do have to admit that this pie you've made is simply wonderful!"
"It ain't nothing special. Just a family recipe, that's all." Applejack picked up some empty plates and went inside.
"You can tell it's made from scratch," Twilight Sparkle said. "I've tried my hoof at baking, but I usually use pre-made crusts, and they're nowhere near as good as what Applejack can do."
At that very moment, Pinkie Pie swallowed her slice of apple pie, which freed up her mouth; that, in turn, allowed her to, well, be Pinkie Pie. "Stuff made from scratch is always the best! Like, cupcakes made from cake mix are tasty, but cupcakes made from scratch are super tasty! Ooh, and I bet if you made the flour from scratch it would be really really super duper tasty! And if you made all the ingredients from scratch, it would be so super duper tasty your head could fall off!"
Rarity interjected. "But Pinkie, one does not simply—"
"I KNOW! I'm gonna bake the most from-scratch apple pie ever baked in the history of baking!"
Rarity, Applejack, Fluttershy, and Twilight just stared. Blink, blink.
"Gotta run everypony see you at my next party oh and thanks Applejack I've got so much to do—"
And then Pinkie Pie bolted, oblivious to the confusion she elicited, while mentally plotting the culinary mechanics of the aforementioned most from-scratch apple pie ever baked in the history of baking.
"But I need to know how to bake an apple pie from scratch, first," she mumbled to herself.
===

"Ya want me to give ya what?!"
"C'mon, Applejack! I just want one teensy-weensy recipe."
Applejack was glaring at Pinkie. "No, Pinkie, I ain't gonna just start giving away Apple Family recipes to everypony who asks, and especially not to somepony who works at a bakery." Her tone was stern, but it softened, as did her glare. "Look, Pinkie, yer a good friend and all, but we make good money off our pies, and if I give ya the recipe, what's gonna stop Sugarcube Corner from making pies with our recipe?"
"I'm not going to sell the pies! I'm just going to start off with your from-scratch recipe and make it from-scratchier. Honest! Cross my heart and hope to fly, stick a cupcake in my eye."
...
"And a pie?"
…
"I'll even build a house, take the recipe out of my head and put it in a box in the house, lock up the house, bury the key, and eat the house because it's made out of gingerbread."
All traces of Applejack's frustration evaporated into laughter. "All right, Pinkie. I believe ya."
"Yay! So, you'll give me the recipe now?"
"I'll only tell ya how to make the crust. Now, first ya take a cup of flour..."
===

"...and once yer done reading the alphabet soup, ya gotta sprinkle a bit of flour on the crust. Not too much, though. The wooden horseshoes should have a hairline crack right through the inside, and then ya know it's perfect. If ya can't see a crack, you need to add more flour. Got that?"
"Okie dokie lokie! Except...what do you do with the alphabet soup?"
"Ya eat it," Applejack deadpanned. "Ya know, so ya won't be so hungry and eat the crust before ya even put the filling in. I was tryin' to teach Apple Bloom how to bake a pie, and she never got past the crust."
"That makes sense. Well, time to get started! This from-scratchiest apple pie isn't gonna scratch itself." Pinkie bounced home to Sugarcube Corner.
"You take care, Pinkie!"
===

The sixth attempt at using Applejack's recipe was successful. The first five attempts failed, in ways ranging from the mundane—such as not quite leveling the cup of flour—to the insane—the alphabet soup broth caught on fire the fourth time around. Nonetheless, Pinkie soon mastered the legendary from-scratch crust, and it was fantastic. But that was only the start of Pinkie's quest.
The most important ingredient in the pie crust is flour. Therefore, the flour had to be made from scratch, too. Now, Pinkie wasn't exactly the sharpest cupcake in the dishwasher, but she knew how flour was made, and she didn't have a mill. A mill wouldn't fit under her bed. At least, not with all the party supplies there.
She needed another plan.
===

"Pinkie Pie...this is nuts. Even for you." Rainbow Dash glanced at the, uh, thing that Pinkie Pie had set up. It was a colossal, um, bowl of sorts that was filled with wheat. It had other parts, too, and it was supposed to crush the wheat into flour. The best description of it is that it was a structure engineered and built by Pinkie herself.
"Oh, Dashie. This is wheat, not nuts!" Pinkie adjusted a streamer-truss on her pride and joy of the minute.
Rainbow ignored Pinkie's misunderstanding. "So, let me get this straight. You want me to fly straight down and hit this slipshod thing as hard as I can?"
"Yep!"
"Look, Pinkie, I know I have a reputation for doing dangerous stunts. That doesn't change the fact that you're asking me to hit something that is probably gonna break apart on impact and scatter debris all over Ponyville. I don't think this is a good idea."
"Aw, come on, Dashie! Pleaaaaase?" Pinkie even threw in puppy-dog eyes, no extra charge.
Rainbow Dash groaned. "Oh, all right. But it's your fault if Ponyville gets destroyed." She flew a few dozen feet in the air, not very quickly, as the intent was to build potential energy. Rainbow then took a dive straight down, combining gravity with her own strength to accelerate very, very rapidly. There wasn't enough distance to safely do a Sonic Rainboom, but the forces involved were more than enough to do the job.
One noisy impact later, the structure was still intact. Well, mostly. A few balloons got knocked off, but it was no less structurally dubious than it had been, More importantly, the energy from the impact turned all the wheat into flour. Most importantly of all, Rainbow Dash was lying in the trough, mostly unharmed. Mostly.
"Thanks Dashie!"
"...ugh, no problem, Pie-kie Pink…"
===

The crust made from the flour was good. That was the problem, because it was exactly as good as the earlier crusts. This despite the flour being made from scratch. Making the recipe from-scratchier didn't help at all! Unless...you had to make the wheat from scratch too. And the soil. And the water. And the earth ponies to grow the wheat. But making all those from scratch is silly. Especially the last one.
"This is getting me nowhere! I've gotta go straight to the bottom of this stack of turtles, and I know just the pony to ask!"
===

"No."
"But Twilight, I need you to—"
"I heard you the first time, Pinkie." Twilight Sparkle resumed her studies, levitating a veritable constellation of books and scrolls to peruse.
"So could you—"
"No." Twilight continued reading without missing a saccade. Had she said nothing, it would have qualified as ignoring Pinkie completely.
"Pleaaaaase?"
"Again, no. Not even with a cherry on top, nor whipped cream, and especially not with sprinkles." Twilight finally turned from her studies to make eye contact with Pinkie. "Pinkie, conjuring spells are very dangerous, and I'm not going to risk hurting you for all the flour in the world."
"Oh, all right..." Pinkie dejectedly walked out the door, defeated in her quest.
Twilight continued her studies. Coincidentally, she chanced upon a formula to create conjuring spells. One that was difficult to compute and tedious to cast, but, in principle, it was completely safe. And she had just so happened to have mastered the necessary operation last week. This was exactly what Pinkie was looking for. Dozens of books dropped to the floor; Twilight had no need for them right now.
"Spike! Could you fetch me a quill, some parchment, and re-shelve the entire Q shelf of the library?"
===

Pinkie had just finished her shift at Sugarcube Corner. While her failure at making the from-scratchiest pie ever had stung, she didn't let it get to her. Not much gets to Pinkie Pie as long as her friends are there, and she had made batch after batch of cupcakes, blessed with a spring in her step and a song in her throat, as usual. She was now aimlessly bouncing around Ponyville, wondering which of her friends were free for the day.
"There you are, Pinkie!" Twilight galloped up to Pinkie, carrying a piece of parchment covered in obscure notation. "I've got something very important to tell you!"
"Does it involve chocolate-flavored balloons?"
"Not quite. But remember when I told you that conjuring spells were just too dangerous? I managed to find one that isn't! I've already worked out everything we need. Could you—"
Pinkie Pie had long since vanished, having left behind a piece of paper with "ALREADY THERE" written on it.
"—meet me at the library."
===

"So you're just gonna cast a spell and then poof, flour happens?"
"Basically, yes. But it's a demanding spell to cast, and it needs reagents, some of which are hard to come by." Twilight levitated several pieces of parchment and examined each while she continued to talk. "For starters, we need seven drops of rainbow, and we can't exactly just fly on up to Cloudsdale and swipe some rainbow."
"Ooh! I got this!" Pinkie vanished, then came back almost immediately, carrying a test tube containing a small amount of pure rainbow.
Twilight gaped. "But—how the—how did you get?"
Just then, a cyan pegasus with a short white mane darted landed in front of the library and began pounding furiously on the door. "PINKIE PIIIIIE!"
"I, uh, kinda borrowed Rainbow Dash's mane. Whoopsies." Pinkie Pie shrugged.
Twilight sighed and facehoofed. "Put it back, Pinkie, then we can get the other reagents for the spell."
Rainbow Dash—if one could still call her that—managed to bust down the door. "You're using my mane's color for a spell?"
"Well, we were going to—"
Rainbow cut Twilight off. "That's so awesome! What's the spell for, anyway?"
"Twilight's gonna make a whole bunch of flour from scratch!" Pinkie grinned.
Silence. "Well, that's...kinda cool, I guess," Rainbow Dash said. "The color's gonna come back by tomorrow. Just, if you're gonna bake stuff with the flour, make sure to save me something, 'kay?"
===

Twilight continued to enumerate the reagents. "Along with the rainbow, we need four apples—"
Pinkie left, then soon returned with five apples, or four and a half to be exact. (She was hungry.) Check.
"—eleven smooth black stones—"
Check.
"—a chicken feather—"
Check.
"—and four strands of earth pony hair."
"That one's easy!" Pinkie Pie proceeded to try to pinch a tuft of her mane through a series of head gyrations. After much mane-flopping and a few stumbles, Pinkie managed to pluck out four strands of her own earth pony hair.
"Got it!" Pinkie tottered over to place the strands somewhere near their proper place. Twilight did some fine adjustment as Pinkie shook the dizziness out of her head.
"And that should do it. Now leave the rest to me." Twilight's horn lit up, and the reagents began to swirl through the air. The objects converged together, becoming a small, shining point of light. Twilight closed her eyes and began to strain, which caused the light to grow larger.
===

The library soon grew dark as Twilight's magic filled the area, and soon, the two ponies were standing in darkness, lit only by a solitary spark. The spark inflated to fill Pinkie's field of vision. Before she could even think to shield her eyes, the wall of white grew smaller, about the size of a pony. At first glance, Pinkie thought the smaller version was dimmer, but on closer examination, it was actually sparse, made of innumerable specks. Each speck drifted by itself, but the entire configuration was still a collective whole. The magical construct reflected off Pinkie's eyes; she stared in awe as it cast trails of light around the library, partly restoring the lighting that was temporarily blocked by the spell.
One by one, the specks of light disappeared. Some guttered; some popped like balloons, emitting a flash of very bright light; some simply dimmed into obscurity. As the last speck vanished, the library became visible again in the normal light of the sun. Twilight collapsed on the floor as Pinkie Pie jumped up and down, chanting "Do it again! Do it again!"
And then Pinkie Pie was covered in flour.
===

Pinkie giggled. "Look, Twilight! You just made flour from scratch!"
Twilight stood up shakily, groaning as she did so. "Ugh...so I did! Glad it worked, but I don't think I'll ever be doing that again. But wouldn't it have been easier to just buy a sack of flour? Why on earth did you want this, anyway?"
Pinkie took a deep, deep breath, and Twilight braced herself for a wall of Pinkie, "Well, I wanted to make the most from-scratch pie in the history of baking so I got Applejack to give me her crust recipe which I promised never to use but I wanted the whole thing to be from scratch so I got a bunch of wheat and got Rainbow Dash to grind it into flour but it wasn't any better so I figured I needed to go further from scratch so I asked you for your magic and then you said no but then you said yes and then you cast that wacky spell and then poof, flour happened!"
"But how is conjured flour any more made from scratch than milled flour? I needed the spell book, some scrolls and my magic, and you needed wheat, a mill, and Rainbow Dash. I don't see how there'd be any difference at all."
"It's totally different! First, there's...uh...um...you know what, Twilight, you're right." Pinkie flopped onto her haunches. "Looks like I can't make a super duper from-scratch apple pie after all. Not if I have to keep using things to make them."
"Looks like you've discovered the Law of Conservation of Mass," Twilight said. Pinkie just stared blankly at Twilight. "Um, ignore that. Anyway, I know you wanted to make the best pie ever, but trust me, anything you bake is going to be delicious, no matter how many hoops you jump through—"
"Applejack's recipe calls for sixteen hoops!"
"—because you're a good baker. You don't have to do a bunch of crazy stunts to make something good. All you need is hard work, knowledge, and a good attitude, and I know you've got all three of those when it comes to baking. Even if you can't make the flour from scratch, making the pie from scratch is good enough."
Pinkie Pie stood up. "Thanks, Twilight. Even though I didn't actually do what I wanted to do, I'll take this flour, bake some cupcakes, and throw a party anyway."
"There's just one problem with that, Pinkie."
"What's that?"
"Most of the flour is stuck in your coat."

	
		Pinkie Pie Pranks Herself...and Fails



Pinkie Pie saw Pinkie Pie bouncing around Ponyville, plotting her next party.
Wait, what?
Yes, Pinkie saw herself bouncing from house to house and handing out party invitations. Except that, obviously, that pony wasn't Pinkie. It couldn't be. Not even Pinkie could be in two places at once--at least, not in this particular context. It wasn't Pinkie. It was a changeling. Well, that, or there was a second frizzy-maned bouncy pink party pony who was friends with everypony in Ponyville.
Yeah, it was a changeling.
Naturally, Pinkie wasn't at all thrilled with the idea of a changeling throwing a party for her friends. In fact, that was something her unofficial job as Party Pony required her to prevent! After all, if a changeling was throwing a party, it was obviously going to pervert the beauty of a party to do something nasty. But what? Maybe...maybe Pinkie had a secret admirer, and the changeling was using the party to find him, hook up with him, and feast on his desires! Pinkie shuddered. (But she had to admit that having a secret admirer would be pretty fun. Just not the whole desire feasting thing.)
Or worse...glue! When you start thinking about glue, Pinkie thought, you know it's time to stop thinking and start partying. In this case, however, "party" meant "make sure the meany-pants pony doesn't hurt any of Pinkie's friends." And that meant stalking this changeling.
===

Not-Pinkie bounced up to Carousel Boutique with a basket-hat full of invitations. These invitations were done up in typical Pinkie Pie style: mass-produced chaos. Each invitation, like every other, was a one-of-a-kind festivity in its own right. If somepony as prim as Rarity tried very hard, she might be able to throw a party almost as fun as one of Pinkie's invitations.
Rarity had tried once. Just not very hard. Her party was slightly more fun, at least, than waiting in line at the Carriage Registration Office while trying not to forget that you have to pick up the dry cleaning at the other shop this time around. At least Pinkie's parties, though they were artistically bankrupt and unsophisticated, were fun. And Rarity, despite appearances, had no objections to a bit of simple fun.
"Good afternoon, Pinkie Pie. That hat...didn't you wear something similar on the day we threw you a surprise birthday party?"
"Yep! It worked really well, so I wanted to try it again. So, wanna come to my 'every Sunday this month is divisible by seven' party?"
Rarity pulled out a pink-and-green invitation. She glared at the garish monstrosity. "Really, Pinkie? I know your designs are, well, unique, but I would say you've overdone it on the bright colors."
Not-Pinkie shrugged. "What can I say? I love bright colors!"
"Yes, Pinkie, but I can't even read this invitation. Most of the letters are the same color as the background, or at least too close for comfort."
"Wait, what? Let me see that invitation." Rarity showed it to not-Pinkie, and sure enough, most of the letters were unreadable. A pony with good vision could make out "YO       VIT  ," "orner," and "HEN," but nothing else. "Whoopsies. Well, it's at Sugarcube Corner at seven next Sunday. You coming?"
"But of course!"
===

Not-Pinkie bounced to Bon Bon's house, oblivious to the not-bush following her, piloted by none other than the hitherto inimitable Pinkie Pie. The latter was rather impressed by how well Fakie Pie--the name she had given to not-Pinkie--was emulating her. Wait, no! She shouldn't be impressed at the bad guys! She should be getting rid of them! But how could she do that?
Throw a counter-party? No, that would be really confusing, having two parties going on, and some ponies would go to the fake one, some to the real one, and it just wouldn't work.
Party Cannon the Fakie Pie in the face? Nope. She didn't have any party shells left after the royal reception, and she hadn't gotten around to stocking up. Would be a great idea, though.
Just run up and buck Fakie Pie? No. Terrible idea, even by Pinkie standards. Pinkie hadn't (deliberately) bucked a pony since she was a filly. For that, she had to do limestone duty for months. Her hooves still got itchy at night sometimes. Still.
What did Pinkie do the last time someone was causing trouble in Ponyville and she was the only one who knew that there was even a problem?
Pranks.
This prank was deviously simple: show up to the party. That was it. No joy buzzers, water balloons, or hot-sauce cupcakes, although Pinkie would love to force-feed some to this changeling scum. By showing up, Fakie Pie would be revealed, and Pinkie and her five best friends could enact sweet, sweet, sugary revenge on the changeling. It was completely foalproof. No, really. Not even the Cake twins could mess it up.
At this point, Pinkie would have hit up Rainbow Dash and started planning the details of the prank, but there weren't any actual details to plan, so she just waited for Fakie's party.
===

Sugarcube Corner was closed. When Sugarcube Corner closes at 6:00 p.m., odds are reasonably high that it will become a party palace within the hour; the small herd milling around it would confirm any such suspicions. Almost a dozen ponies, including Pinkie Pie's closest friends (plus a few who were invited just because,) were biding time until they were invited in.
"Judging from the number of guests, I expect that this is going to be a relatively simple, low-key affair. Don't you agree, Fluttershy?"
"Oh, yes, Rarity. Pinkie wouldn't bother inviting me if things were going to get loud and crazy. Still, this is an awfully big crowd..."
"Relax, Fluttershy. It's just the six of us plus, oh, it looks like four--five more? Is that Lyra over there? You simply must get to know her, Fluttershy; she is a wonderful musician! I don't think I've ever heard a soloist as talented as her."
"Oh, Lyra? Isn't she friends with Bon Bon? Well, I--I don't really..." Fluttershy's voice trailed off, and she retreated into her mane.
"Fluttershy, is there a problem?"
Fluttershy remained obscured by her mane. "Well, remember that assertiveness seminar I went to? Bon Bon was there, and she--"
The wholly unsubtle sound of a noisemaker tore apart all conversation and announced the entrance of the pink hostess. "Alright, everypony! Come on in!"
===

Even a catsuit-clad Pinkie Pie was glaringly obvious. Despite the sunset giving way to dusk, Pinkie's bouncing pink tail was a dead giveaway. She didn't care very much. Being sneaky wasn't part of the prank. Heck, she didn't even need the catsuit. It was just for fun, as was the plan she had concocted to enhance the simplest prank ever devised.
She mentally rehearsed her plan one last time. First, crash the party at a suitably dramatic time. Not right at the start, that was too boring, but not too late that the changeling got to eat everypony's love, either. Second, draw attention to herself. Like, when she showed up, she would shout "Hello there, Pinkie Pie," because that would make it obvious that there was an impostor, and the tension it would create would force somepony to do something. Fourth, party!
This was the best plan, Pinkie thought, that she had come up with since throwing the prank-party for Gilda. After storing the catsuit in a tree (rather than disposing of it, because what if there was a catsuit emergency?), she took a deep breath. It was time.
===

Everypony was having a wondrous time at the party. The punch was delicious (and Gummy-free!), the music was exceptionally danceable, and, best of all, Pinkie Pie just showed up. It was sure to be a great party, since Pinkie had the great sense to invite--
Wait, what?
There was Pinkie, flailing like a madmare on the dancefloor. But...there was Pinkie, milling about in front of the door.
What.
===

"Oh! Hello there, Pinkie Pie."
Pinkie shot a venomous smirk at Fakie Pie. The jig is up. Jigs don't even go well with this music. The real Pinkie would have picked more appropriate music.
Fakie Pie gasped. It was a really good impression of the famous Cake family gasp that Pinkie had picked up. "What? Yeah, I'm Pinkie Pie, but...so are you! No, that can't be it! I can't be in two places at once now!"
Pinkie glared. "You--you're a changeling disguised as me so that you can find ponies to feed off of!"
"What!? That's ridiculous. Only a changeling could come up with something that silly! Well, I could too because I can get pretty silly, but at least I wouldn't accuse ponies of being changelings without proof!"
"Proof? PROOF? Who needs proof? There are too many Pinkies! That's all the proof I need to know you're a changeling!"
"No, there's one Pinkie, and there's some sort of mean--"
Twilight Sparkle teleported in the middle of the two, cutting the argument short. "All right, that's enough. I'm just going to dispel the changeling's disguise and get this over with." Twilight furrowed her brow, glancing between the two Pinkies.
Abruptly, she hit Pinkie Pie with a burst of magic. Pinkie felt momentarily different. However, she wasn't any different at all after that; she was still Pinkie Pie.
Twilight was nonplussed. "Well, uh, hi there, Pinkie. Guess the one who threw the party was the changeling. That was unexpected, but there's twelve of us and one of it."
Another burst of magic. Fakie Pie flickered violet, but was otherwise unaffected. 
For a moment, nopony spoke. Then everypony spoke, and they all said the same thing:
"Huh?"
===

"But...that's not possible!" Twilight said. "If there are two Pinkie Pies, and neither is a changeling, then...what happened?
Applejack walked up to Twilight. "Twi, I'm sure Pinkie's just pullin' a prank. Shoot, I bet any minute now, Ditzy Doo's gonna come out of a Pinkie costume or somethin'."
"No I'm not!" Ditzy said. "That's just silly, Applejack." Ditzy then threw a ball of used muffin wrappers at Applejack.
Rarity stepped forward. "In this case, it seems we will have to take drastic measures. And I know just the thing!"
"Drastic measures? What the hay are ya gonna do, Rarity?" Applejack looked at Rarity.
"I'll throw both Pinkie Pies a party!"
The Pinkie who threw the party looked horrified. "N-n-no thank you, Rarity. I'm flattered, but I think I'll pass."
The other Pinkie, though, the one who crashed the party, she was excited. "Yes yes yes thank you so much Rarity I'm so excited!"
"That's the real one," Rarity drawled, pointing to hostess-Pinkie.
"But Rarity, how can you tell from that reaction?" Twilight asked.
"Darling, have you been to one of my parties? They're terrible! Especially for one as, ah, unrefined as Pinkie Pie. I invited her to a small gathering, and she was bored to tears. Obviously, she wouldn't exactly be thrilled to attend another one, so the one who reacted with horror--don't worry, Twilight, I am far from offended--the horrified one reacted appropriately, while the one who reacted joyously is little more than a shallow imitation of Pinkie."
"I guess that makes sense," Twilight said. "But then...who's the other Pinkie?"
"Um, girls--" Fluttershy tried to interject and failed miserably, for The Other Pinkie had begun a tirade.
"I'm Pinkie Pie, of course, but you mean ponies evidently won't believe me just because I had the bad luck to be excited about a party!" The Other Pinkie stared Rarity down, eyes filled with indignant rancor. "I mean, 'shallow imitation?' What kind of reaction is that?"
"Girls, could you--"
"I was hoping that you, Rarity, would at least show me a little generosity. But no, it was a trap!"
"--isn't quite as--"
"A TRAP! You took the most beautiful thing in the world and turned it into a trap, just so you could trip up poor widdle Pinkie, instead of dealing with the changeling running freely in Ponyville! Do you ponies even care about Ponyville?"
"--girls, please listen--"
The Other Pinkie turned to hostess-Pinkie. "And you." Hostess-Pinkie reflexively took a step backwards, as The Other Pinkie took a step forward, moving in for the kill, eyes aflame with hatred for the defenseless pink pony.
"Horse off, clop-face."
===

Hostess-Pinkie froze.
Then she started tittering. "'Clop-face'? That, that's just--that's the silliest insult I've ever heard in my entire life!" Hostess-Pinkie proceeded to giggling. "I mean, what does that even mean? Are you trying to say I walk with my face?" And hostess-Pinkie had devolved to rolling-on-the-floor laughter. "Hahaha, 'horse off,' hahaha..."
Everypony else was laughing, too, except for The Other Pinkie. "What's so funny? This isn't funny! This was never supposed to be funny! You should be cowering in shame, not laughing!"
But everypony ignored her. The laughter eventually died down naturally (except hostess-Pinkie, who continued rolling around,) leaving Fluttershy free to speak. "Well, now that we're all quiet, I'd like to point out something."
"Yeah, Fluttershy?" Rainbow Dash asked.
"The angry Pinkie is a little bit gray."
"That explains everything, Fluttershy!" Something had clicked in Twilight's head; this saturation difference was apparently the last piece of evidence needed to solve this mystery. "The other Pinkie is a Delusion! Delusions are rancorous spirits that take the form of a pony and spread lies and disharmony among that pony's friends. In fact, their imitation is so superficially accurate, they actually think they are that pony."
"So they're like Discord mixed with a changelin'?" Applejack asked.
"You could say that. In fact, Discord used an army of them in an attempt to destroy ponykind, back before the Princesses defeated him the first time. Most of the Delusions are sealed in Tartarus, so I don't know how this one got free. We'd better get the Elements of Harmony."
"But we can't just leave this thing free to run around Ponyville," Rainbow Dash said. "There's no telling what it might do."
"Don't worry, girls, I have a plan."
===

"Let me go, you namby-pamby losers!" Delusion-Pinkie, spouting TV-Y vulgarities, was stuck in a field outside of Ponyville. Thanks to the cabal of background ponies tasked to guard it, the Delusion was hog-tied and strapped down, with one end of the strap pegged in, and the other held down by Bon Bon's hoof.
"I still hate my parents for naming me that," Namby-Pamby said, using her magic to rip off a stud from her foreleg-collar. "This a good enough nail, Bon Bon?"
Bon Bon looked at the stud, which was long enough to be called a spike. Who would expect, Bon Bon thought, that the adolescent filly's ludicrous fashion sense would ever in handy? "That should work, Nam. You'd better get home soon, by the way, because I know breaking curfew is something your parents won't put up with."
"You mean 'up with which my parents won't put.' No wait...er, forget it. Thanks for letting me tag along, you two."
"No problem, Nam," Bon Bon said. "We'll be seeing you."
"Glad you came, Nam!" Lyra added, and Nam left. "Now," Lyra said, turning to Delusion-Pinkie, "we add the finishing touch to this." Lyra held the spike in place, and Bon Bon stomped it into the ground.
"All of you! All of you are changelings!" If Delusion-Pinkie were a pony, one would call her stark raving mad, but this was apparently par for a cornered Delusion. "The Princess will kick your sorry butts into dragon territory, you villainous scum!"
"There!" Bon Bon said, doing her best to ignore the captive. "That should keep it until the Elements arrive. Now, it's getting late, but one of us has to stay to guard it."
Ditzy Doo jumped up and down. "Pick me! Pick me!"
Bon Bon cocked an eyebrow and looked Ditzy straight in an eye. "Ditzy, never in a thousand years would I leave you alone to guard a dangerous creature straight from the bowels of hell."
"But it's tied down really well, and I promise not to mess with the strap or the ropes or anything!"
"Ditzy--" Bon Bon began, but Lyra interrupted. "We appreciate the offer, Ditzy. (yes we do, Bon Bon, can't you just be charitable for one moment?) But it might take a while, and you don't want to leave Dinky all alone for so long, right? And don't you have to get up for work super early?"
Ditzy smiled. "Nah, Dinky's spending the week at Sparkler's, and I have tomorrow off. I'm telling you, I can do it. Besides, I want you two to get some sleep yourselves."
"When you put it that way," Bon Bon said, then yawned, "I'm far less opposed to the idea now. Come on, Lyra, let's hit the hay."
"All right, Bon Bon, but I'm going to bed right after." Lyra and Bon Bon left, leaving Ditzy alone with the Delusion. Ditzy produced a box of muffins and began eating one, keeping an eye on Delusion-Pinkie--and another on the muffin she was eating, so she wouldn't make too much of a mess. Being wall-eyed did have its advantages.
"Oh, great. They're mocking me. They're seriously mocking me. They left just one changeling to guard me, and they made it look all derpy. Those guys are seriou--"
Half a dozen muffins found themselves stuck in Delusion-Pinkie's throat. Ditzy, meanwhile, stood over the Delusion, giving it a glare. Ditzy's eyes oscillated, which made her glare somehow more menacing. Those who knew Sparkler or Dinky well had heard of Ditzy's legendary glare, second only to Fluttershy's Stare itself. It was enough to give a Delusion pause--and the muffins certainly didn't help.
Ditzy went back to her post and unwrapped a second muffin. Ponyville has never had a Delusion problem since.
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