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		Description

For most foals, a magical surge results in a couple hours of frantic searching. For Twilight Sparkle, a magical surge vaporised an entire Canterlot block and killed hundreds. Having spent the last ten years as a fugitive running from the law, she is tired of her life and all she desires is for the nightmare to end. With one last night before she turns herself in, she spends it with her one and only friend - Trixie.
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		Chapter 1



	Walking slowly through Whitetail Woods, I sent a silent prayer to the Mare in the Moon. All I needed was one more day, then this nightmare could be over. Off in the distance I could see a faint flicker of light, and when the wind breezed through my mane it brought the scent of fresh stew with it. My immediate reaction was to gag at the nauseating smell; she always did enjoy adding lots of herbs. Though I suspected I knew who was there, I didn’t take any chances. I couldn't afford to.
Every fiber of my being screamed at me to go the other direction and run away, but I shoved it into that deep, dark corner of my mind. With one last calming breath, I peered through the foliage and a sigh of relief escaped at the sight of the familiar caravan. Battered and worn, but ‘well-loved’, she'd say. A second later, the familiar blue unicorn with a  pale blue mane stepped into view.
Come on Twilight, you can do this! 
Nodding once to myself, I stepped into the firelight and trotted over with a smile on my face. "Trixie!"
"It's the Great and Powerful Trixie to you, cur," she snapped without even turning around. She did, however levitate a second bowl of warm soup over onto the log beside her. 
"Pardon me then, Great and Powerful Trixie, but I seem to recall that those in Reinsville are still talking about a certain arrogant mare that they had to chase out of their village." Sitting down, I blew on the soup lightly to cool it down. "What is that? The  fifth town this month? Keep this up and you'll have a new record."
"Those simple-minded peasants could not comprehend the greatness that is Trixie!" She threw back her forehooves while striking a dramatic pose on the log she sat on. "And don't think Trixie hasn't heard about your  exploits, Twilight Sparkle."
"I don't know what you're talking about." Taking a sip, a shudder ran through my body at the overload of flavors, but it was food and free at that.
"You cannot fool Trixie so easily. She was at Hoofington when she heard a certain story about how a mysterious purple mare with a starburst cutie mark managed to singlehoofedly stopped a dam from bursting."
"Starburst cutie mark? Yep, that's me. The one whose special talent is blowing stuff up," I muttered under my breath.
"Twilight..."
"And let me guess, the guards arrived and started asking around and suddenly I became the villain of the story? I became the demon whose magic caused it to burst in the first place, but couldn't finish off the job because the Royal Guards were coming?"
"Yes. Trixie... regrets this."
I shook my head. "No it's fine. I understand and I accept it. I am a danger to society after all."
"Trixie fails to see why Twilight Sparkle would still bother to help those whelps at all. After all, what have they done for you? Nothing. They alienate you and chase you out of their disgusting towns."
"They're scared." I grasped the bowl in my mouth and held it out to Trixie and she dutifully filled it up for me. "I would be too, in their situation. After all, I did vaporize an entire Canterlot block and destroy a town or two before I found out how to kind of control my magic. Who wouldn't be terrified of that? Still gets away from me sometimes, truth be told."
We lapsed into silence. This was an old argument, one that was repeated almost every time we met up. Still, I'd like to think that we both took comfort in the stability of the fact that, no matter what, we would always argue over this one thing. She was a wandering magician and I was a fugitive on the run. As long as we had this one single constant in our lives, we could get through this. That, and the day she  agreed with me is the day I know something's wrong.
"Well, if Twilight keeps slacking off, Trixie will win this month."
Laughing, I rolled my eyes. "I'm sorry, Miss Great and Powerful. I'll try harder to get thrown out of a town next time. Maybe I should blow up that horribly seedy bar in the lower parts of Manehatten?"
“Trixie would settle for the ‘mansion’ Blueblood is constructing on the outskirts of the forest. That moronic stallion is ruining perfectly fine land!”
"What about the one he constructed by that beach last year? Ghastly thing."
"Or that run-down library in Los Pegasus."
"Trixie! That's terrible! It's a library."
"But Trixie has heard it needs renovating."
"Oh... sorry then. I know! That hideous statue of Star Swirl the Bearded outside the Royal Canterlot Library. That thing seriously needs to go."
"What? That's not hideous."
"How can you say that? The statue doesn't even have bells! It's an insult to his legacy, and its mere existence is an abomination that needs to be rectified immediately."
"Twilight Sparkle, you are such an egghead."
"Better than being a braggart."
"The Great and Powerful Trixie does not brag. She merely tells the truth."
"Sure."
Silence descended as we turned to our meals. By now, it was cool enough for us to eat without scalding our mouths. Sure, it wasn't the best meal in the world, but it was three times better than what I normally had, and it was fresh. That, and I couldn't cook at all. The first rule of living on the streets is to never turn down free food, as you never knew when the next meal would come along. Sometimes it was a matter of hours, but normally it came down to days.
Most ponies would have found the silence intolerable or perhaps even hostile, but to me it was a companionable one. Sure, we didn't see eye to eye often and our arguments could get heated, but we were both travelers on this empty road called life, and we were both dealt horrible hands by fate. Was she a friend? A companion? Or just some random pony I had a mutual agreement with? Truth be told, I had no clue and I was afraid of finding out. In my deepest dreams and darkest secrets, she was a friend to me. If I were to ask and she disagreed, well...
"Shining Armor and Princess Cadence were there," she whispered. "They talked to me, asked me some questions."
My heart froze. My BBBFF was there? Licking my dry lips, I took a sip of soup to hide the tears that pricked my eyes. And Cadence too. How had things gone so bad so fast? They hunted me with a relish and fervor that was reminiscent of a starving pony looking for food.
"Oh, really?" I replied nonchalantly. 
Two pairs of violet eyes met over a bowl of steaming soup, and not for the first time I winced at my own stupidity. Sometimes I forgot that under that braggart façade was an intelligent pony who could read a crowd as easily as a book.
"Twi—"
"They hate me, Trixie. I killed Mom and Dad, as well as countless others." My voice was perfectly monotone even as tears leaked down my cheek. "And I don't blame them one bit. I deserve to be hunted down like an animal. It's better that they believe I'm dead."
A blue limb wrapped around my waist, pulling me close to her. Unconsciously I leaned in, snuggling into her side as I sobbed my eyes out, saturating her fur. Not once did she say anything or move away. Instead, she brushed my hair and whispered sweet nothings in my ear  and for the first time in a long time I felt safe and at ease.
Eventually, though, I got my emotions back under control and pulled away with a smile. "Thank you, Trixie."
The showmare nodded in response, and we settled back into a comfortable silence.
"Oh!" Reaching behind me, I pulled out four books one after another. "Thank you for getting these books for me, and sorry for taking so long to finish them, but I'm done now so you should probably return them to the library."
"Trixie only issued two books for you." For the second time that night, I froze as she began examining the extra one. "This... this is your spell book and journal. What are you planning, Twilight Sparkle?"
Sighing, I lay down on the log, staring up at the night sky. "I'm tired, Trixie. Of running, of living on the streets, of being hunted and watching my every step. This is no way to live, at least not for me. All I wanted, all I ever wanted, was to own a library; to get a degree and study for the rest of my life. I'm tired, so very tired. Ten years... some would say that's ten too many. But I can't go on like this. I'm giving up."
"And so you decided to spend your final night with an arrogant mare?"
I burst out laughing at that. "Out of all the possible things you could have said, you ask that?" I choked out between chuckles.
"Did you expect anything else?" she asked with a wry smile.
"I suppose something profound or even… I don't know, touching? Would that be too much to ask for?"
"Trixie doesn't do profound or touching. She does have a reputation to retain after all."
"Yeah. One of being a braggart, arrogant and unlikable. You know, you could make a lot of friends if you bothered to just drop the act. Being chased out of towns, always being on the move... You don't have to live like that, you know?"
"But Trixie enjoys traveling." She lay down on the grass next to me as the flames flickered under the starry sky. "She gets to see ponies from every walk of life, learn skills that most would not even know existed, and meet creatures that probably aren't even in those books of yours. Trixie's talked with gryphons and changlings. She’s learned how to cook, and to carve wood and fix a broken wheel. She’s conversed with rock farmers and merchants. It is not a glamorous life, but there is no other life she could dream of living."
"And friends would get in the way of that?"
"You know it would. Trixie's travels have no rhyme or reason, no path she follows; she drifts where her heart carries her. Even now, she can hear the music calling her towards Ponyville. Friends would deny her that opportunity, they'd shackle her to a single location while she yearns for freedom. Plus, even this arrogant mare knows she'd miss her friends if she did travel, and it'd hurt her friends. Letters? An impossibility. How do you send a letter to somepony who could be anywhere in Equestria?"
"You've thought about this."
She nodded and rolled over so she could look me in the eyes. "You are not the only one who has dreamt of giving up. Trixie has... entertained the thought on numerous occasions, but in the end, she always decides to stay on her current course of action. Sometimes this life is hard, and sometimes giving up seems like the easy path. But then thoughts of all those ponies Trixie has met in the past float by, and she knows that there are so many others out there. Trixie cannot and will not give up on them."
"Despite being chased out of every single town?"
"That is an exaggeration and you know it." A sigh escaped as she stared into the campfire. "You wouldn't understand, for you've never performed in front of a crowd. But seeing their eyes light up and the way they look up... Trixie inspires some of them. That is why I travel, Twilight Sparkle."
"And here I always thought it was to show off and inflate your own ego," I chuckled.
"That too."
Laughter burst forth, filling the forest with peals and peals of sound.
"Will you tell Trixie why, at least?"
"I already did, didn't I?"
"No, I meant the spell book and journal."
"Oh." Shrugging, I looked off into the dancing flames. "There are spells in there, modified ones and some of my own creation. I suppose being on the run did some good; after all, if I hadn't then there wouldn't have been the drive to stay alive, and those spells would never have been created. You are a good mare, Trixie, despite what every other pony may say and... well... I'm evil. If I came out with a book of spells, they'd rip it to shreds, burn it, then toss it into the sun or something. But if it were you t—"
"No. This is your life's work. Your dream. Trixie cannot accept this."
"You can and you will because I want you to. It's the only way for it to be integrated into the greater knowledge base. Plus there's nopony I trust more than you."
"Twilight..."
"Please, Trixie. One last thing for me."
"Of course."
I'm not sure how long I stayed there, unmoving. Together we watched the stars twinkle and the moon move across the night sky. Then, as the first kiss of dawn graced the heavens , I stood up.
"So this is it then," whispered Trixie.
"Afraid so. It's been a pleasure knowing you, Trixie, even if you do drive me up the wall every so often."
"No, the pleasure is all mine." Shock coursed through my system as I noticed the slight shimmering of her eyes under the twilight sky. "You have been a great friend and I will never forget the time we've spent together. I shall keep your memory alive and one day I shall clear it."
"Trixie, your —"
Her sad chuckle cut me off. "Like I said, I've got a reputation to maintain. Now go, Twilight Sparkle, and show them a proud mare who's not afraid."
I nodded and, with a parting hug, stepped back. While tears leaked freely down my cheeks, Trixie's eyes stayed dry, though they did seem a bit wet at the edges. Closing my eyes, I touched the well of magic within me, and it leapt at my call. It immediately flooded my body, setting my veins alight. I could taste the electric crackle on my tongue. Slowly rising off the ground, I could feel it slamming against my control again and again like a stormy sea. In my mind's eye I could see the majestic marble statue Princess Celestia had erected to honor the dead. I could see every last detail: the names, the perfect finish, and the slight crack I left on the base in my haste to flee the scene when I visited last year. Four hundred and sixty-seven names were on there, and I knew each one by heart.
"Goodbye, Twilight Sparkle. Go give them a show they'll never forget," whispered Trixie.
With one final smile to my dear friend, I vanished in an explosion of light. The shock of re-entrance threw me onto the cold hard ground. Groaning, I got shakily onto my hooves, but the way the world spun around me forced me back onto my rump.
"Oh dear Celestia." I squeezed my eyes shut. "I really need to work on that spell some more; I feel like I've been trampled by a stampeding herd of buffalo."
"That sounds terrible indeed," said a melodious voice.
Despite the dangerous swaying of the world beneath my hooves, I spun around and executed what I hoped was an adequate bow. "P-Princess Celestia!"
When she didn't reply, I looked up hesitantly and realized that she wasn't even looking at me. Instead, she was still gazing at the stone monolith before us even as the sun continued its slow ascent through the sky. It was exactly as I remembered it. The crack at the base had even been repaired to the point where I was beginning to doubt if I had cracked it at all.
"I come here every morning you know," said Princess Celestia. "None of these ponies should have died that day, and perhaps if I had been more vigilant they wouldn't have."
"Princess..." I licked my dry lips. "It wasn't your fault you know."
"I know, but it's my duty to look out for my little ponies. And in that regard I failed miserably, I'm afraid."
"Actually you could say that I'm... that is..." Gazing up at the goddess before me, I gulped at the implications of what I was about to do. Sure, I had told myself that this was the right thing. All the books I had read on the subject said the exact same thing, but now that it came down to actually doing it, I was frozen in place.
No. I would not run any more. This would be my redemption.
Clearing my throat, I spoke in the clearest voice I could manage. "The pony who killed all those ponies was m—"
"Princess!"
I was violently tackled to the ground, and the wind was knocked out of me. All-too-familiar magic shackles found their way around my hooves, and I could feel the horn digging into my throat just in case I did anything dangerous.
"Stand down, Shining Armor. I merely wish to talk to the mare."
My throat constricted and all breathing stopped.
"But Princess! This is the mare we've been hunting all along."
"Do you not recognize your own sister?"
"My own —?"
I immediately looked away. This wasn't meant to happen; this wasn't part of the plan. He was never meant to find out! Panic gripped my heart and with it, the familiar flood of magic. Taking a deep breath, I tried to force it back down and away, but no matter how hard I tried, all I could do was keep a lid on it. One more push, and I was afraid it'd spill over.
Magic coalesced around my head and forcibly turned me to face my brother. Light blue eyes scraped over every last inch of my face, scrutinizing me as though I was some sort of science experiment.
Truth be told, I was probably doing the exact same thing to him. Every time we had met in the past, I was too busy running for my life to take in any details. Now we were mere inches apart and it was impossible to ignore how much he had changed. His face had become sharper and his eyes had a predatory glint to them that sent chills through my body. Gone was his perfectly groomed coat and mane. Instead, it had been replaced by one damp with sweat and muck. Add on the dark circles under his eyes and I just knew he hadn't slept these past couple of days. He looked older than Dad.
Had I done this to him? Had he spent late night after late night shuffling through eyewitness accounts and traversing the countryside chasing after rumors? Part of me wanted to say no, to deny it with all my might, but I was done with running. Looking at that familiar face, the answer had been etched into its surface. It was just another sin to add to my pile.
"Twilie?"
It was like a lance to my heart. "Hey BBBFF ," I said with a weak smile.
"No-I-this—! Why didn't you ever tell me!"
"And risk your position as Captain of the Royal Guard?" Princess Celestia cocked an eyebrow as though he was an idiot. "Plus, I was never certain until she arrived just now. Unlike you, I've never had the pleasure of meeting her in person."
"She's my sister, damn it!" he roared. "We thought she was dead!"
"So I was meant to give you false reassurances instead?" Not once did Princess Celestia's expression or voice change. "I was meant to tell you that your baby sister killed hundreds of ponies, destroyed several towns, and was now running from the law? And might I remind you, you took an oath to uphold the law no matter what."
Mouth half open in a reply, Shining was cut off by an explosion of blue light.
"Celestia, wait!"
My eyes widened at the familiar voice. No. Bucking. Way.
Trixie half stumbled into my field of view. "Don't kill her, she's... she's a brilliant mare and could redefine magic in Equestria as we know it. Just read this!"
My spell book floated over to the Princess and together she and Shining Armor immediately began reading as we waited in a tense silence. If I wasn't currently bound in magic, and if I wasn't afraid of the mere thought of distracting Princess Celestia with talking, I would have yelled at Trixie for a couple of hours.
"Well now, some of these spells are flawed and downright dangerous, but a couple minor tweaks should fix them up without any problems. Wouldn't you agree, Captain?"
"Huh?" Shining Armor looked up from my spell book. "I mean, yes. Of course, some of them are completely brilliant, like that long-range teleportation spell."
"Please inform everypony that the Sun Court is canceled for today."
"But..." He shot a pointed look down at me.
"She's perfectly capable of handling herself," snapped Trixie.
To my surprise, he bit back a scathing reply and merely gave a royal bow to Princess Celestia before giving a second to Trixie. With as much dignity as he could muster, Shining Armor trotted towards the looming castle before us. From the various looks I was getting from the guards and nobles who had managed to overhear the conversation, I really, really, really hoped I didn't have to go in there. Jumping into a lake full of piranhas would be more fun. And I'd have a higher chance of surviving. 
"Now, let us take this talk somewhere private." Princess Celestia's horn glowed and my shackles melted off. A second later, I suddenly found myself in the middle of a maze with hedges towering above me on all sides and beside me stood Trixie. "Much better. Now, there is the matter of your punishment. Both of your punishments."
"But Princess, Trixie didn't do anything wrong!"
"She helped you and that is a crime in and of itself," stated the alicorn.
"But —"
"Shut up, Twilight," interrupted Trixie. "I knew what I was getting into when I came here. Lay it on me, Celestia."
I stared at my friend. This wasn't supposed to happen. None of this was supposed to happen. I was the one who had committed the crime, I was the one who was supposed to be punished, I was the guilty one. Not her. Please, not my only friend. While I felt tears threaten to spill over the edges of my eyes, I also felt a sense of anger. Anger at myself and anger at her.
"All in due time, Great and Powerful Trixie." At my look of shock, she gave an amused snort. "As for you, Twilight Sparkle —"
"She's innocent," said Trixie. "She was a foal when the accident happened and it was the result of a magical surge. Such actions are beyond her control and therefore she shouldn't be punished."
"True enough... and while I agree with you, I am afraid the public does not."
"A scapegoat," growled Trixie.
"Call it what you wish, but it does not change the past." Taking a deep breath, Princess Celestia looked down at us. "Trixie, I believe community service would work nicely for you. I shall station you in Ponyville to look after the library there, and who knows? Maybe you'll actually make some friends. As for you, Twilight Sparkle, you are hereby exiled to the ruins in the Everfree Forest until such time your true punishment can be determined. Kno—"
"That's a death sentence!" yelled Trixie. "No pony can survive in the Everfree!"
"—wing those nobles, they'll want me to execute you at the Summer Sun Celebration that is being held at Ponyville this year," she finished with a glare at Trixie.
"Executions are illegal," commented the show mare. "A law you passed yourself."
"I'm sure my little ponies are willing to overlook it this one time," replied the Princess with a dismissive flick of her hoof, though she made sure to not look either of us in the eye.
Execution? It was definitely something I knew was a possibility and one I wholly came to expect, but actually hearing it being said was an entirely different matter. The entire concept filled me with fear, but at the same time, it also meant a definitive end to this nightmare. No more starving, no more cold nights sleeping on streets, no more constant fear. It was an end.
As Trixie opened her mouth to argue further, I placed a hoof on Trixie's shoulder. "No. I deserve to be punished and this... this is far more merciful than I expected. Thank you, Princess."
"Yes, thank you so very much , Princess," snarked Trixie.
The resulting glare should have incinerated Trixie on the spot, but she merely smirked back as though it was all a joke to her. I suppose the only reason she survived is because Princess Celestia is nice; something Trixie obviously had no comprehension of. Maybe I should have gotten her that guide on being nice after all? One of these days that loud mouth of hers will get her in trouble, I just know it.
"Twilight Sparkle?" Though the Princess spoke normally, it felt like the weight of the entire galaxy had descended upon me. "Leave us. I have private matters I wish to discuss with The Great and Powerful Trixie."
"Yes! Of course! Right away, your Majesty. Er... that is... um... if you would be kind enough to direct me out?"
The alicorn's horn glowed yellow and I felt her magic wrap itself around me. It was calming, soothing, like the midsummer sun on some lazy afternoon. Then with a soft pop, the meadow vanished and I reappeared in a room. There was a bed, a bathroom and even a book on the nightstand titled, "The Elements of Harmony: A Reference Guide." Despite the fanciness of the room, I had no doubts that this was a cell. There was a single small window with bars to prevent escape and a door did not exist. More than that though, the walls shimmered with magic – no doubt shielding spells to prevent unicorns from teleporting out.
Well, it was better than sleeping out in the cold.
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