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		Description

Warning: The following story is currently unedited.

It has been thirty-three years since Lauren Faust had that dream of going into a world filled with ponies. Since then, she has become an animator, a director, a writer, and producer for many shows and a few movies; one of which is creating "My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic." Now being in the final season, she wishes that she could have done more to contribute and wonders if the show would be remembered after it's closing episode airs. Then, one night during the season nine hiatus, after putting her three-year-old daughter to bed, something crawled out. But after it left, her daughter followed him through a tunnel that wasn't there before. Lauren would have to once again go down the rabbit hole in order to find her child.
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		1: Present and Past




California. July 2019.


Lauren’s mind was being drawn a blank at the screen in front of her. Fingers lightly tapped on the keyboard but nothing was being added onto the white void of what would become a script for her latest show. Leaning back to stretch, her little office space was filled with frames of sketches, posters, some books, and an Emmy sitting on a shelf. Mementos of her career over the years. From the sketch of Sawyer she did for the film “Cats Don’t Dance”; to the poster of “The Iron Giant”; the plushies of the Powerpuff Girls; a sketch of the mane six from “My Little Pony”; a picture of her husband Craig when they were working on “Foster’s Home for Imaginary Friends;” and a bookshelf that had the original ideas for “Super Best Friends Forever,” which was next to the “Wander Over Yonder” binders. On her desk where her laptop were the notes for the “DC Super Hero Girls” being laid out. 
Although she had some ideas in her mind she knew about the characters of her latest project, she stared at the blank space of her digital document as if waiting for inspiration to come and whack her over the head of something original to explore. There has to be something she could do with the notes of the previous meeting she had with the writing staff. Granted, there were some good ideas, but how exactly to begin this particular episode?
Her concentration was shattered when the door opened and the call of “Mom!” was heard. Snapping her attention away, a small girl with dark curly hair and blue eyes came stumbling in with lion plushie. 
“What time is it?” She looked over at what her laptop said, “Woah, past nine already? Come here, Alice.” Lauren picked her up. “I’m so sorry, I completely lost track of time. Here, let’s get you over to bed.”
“Dad?” Alice asked. Being at the age of three, she wasn’t old enough to use complicated sentences, so she would use what words she learned to speak what was on her mind. “Where… where dad?”
“I told you,” she said as she walked out of her office and down the hall towards the nursery. “Daddy is gone tonight, but she should be back home to play with you.”
“Play? Mom play?”
“I can’t, you’re supposed to be in bed.” Lauren carried her through the door. Inside the nursery was a mess of toys, empty bottles, spare diapers, a small TV screen that displayed the DVD menu of a cartoon show, and a small bed with a tiny bookshelf filled to the brim of children’s books. 
Her daughter looked at her disappointed. “Not sleepy.” She protested as she was placed on the bed.
“You need to sleep, sweetie.” The mother said, kneeling down in the corner of the bed and the bookshelf. “If you don’t, you’ll be all cranky and mean. Let me at least read you something to help you go to sleep.”
“I want play!”
“Of course you do,” she wrapped an arm around her, kissing her forehead. “But it’s already nighttime. Nighttime is meant for sleeping. Daytime is what playing is for.”
“Make it daytime,” Alice told her mother, pointing at the window.
Her mother laughed. “Sorry, I can’t do that. But I’ll tell you what I can do. How about we read your favorite story?” Lauren reached her free hand over to the bookshelf and pulled out a thin, blue book with a tall cat in a striped red and white hat. 
Alice thought about this for a moment. “New story. Mom new story.”
Lauren blinked. “Hon, I can’t get you a new story now.”
“Mom make story.” Her daughter insisted. “Like in Moms’s room.”
“Ohh… sweetie, I don’t know. Mommy is… well… doesn’t know what to tell. She’s been trying to think of a new story for hours now.” Alice looked at her miserable. “But… let’s pretend that I did. What would you like to hear?”
“Oh! Oh!” she hopped off the bed, rushing over to one of the toys off the floor to pick it picking up. A purple alicorn with large eyes and a friendly smile. “Pony!”
“Really?” Her daughter handed over the doll as she climbed up on the bed. “You want me to make up a story about Twilight Sparkle? Had daddy been showing you that show already?”
“Pony!”
Sitting down, her back against the bookshelf, she looked into the eyes of a toy thinking. “It’s… been a while since I made a story with this one. But… give mommy a moment, let’s see what I can come up with…” Alice hopped underneath he covers, anticipating for her mother to tell her a brand-new story. “Let’s see… Once upon a time, in a land far, far away, there was once a pony called Twilight Sparkle…”
She went on, making up a story until her daughter was lulled to sleep. She told her of a story of her creation going on a quest with her friend across the sea; of encountering pirates and Sea Ponies; of forgotten islands and buried treasure. It took a long time, but before she could finish her story did Lauren notice that Alice had fallen asleep. Kissing her forehead, she said softly as she turned off the light. “…. And they lived happily ever after.”
She returned to her office, sitting back down on her chair and waking up her computer to figure out how to begin that episode with a deadline. As much as she studied the notes and trying to piece together in her head what Wonder Woman is going to be doing, she can’t get the story she told her daughter out of her mind. Once she figured out what her Twilight was going to be doing, telling the rest of her bedtime story felt liberating. It came out so fluently as if she knew that story all her life. If only she could do the same with this computer.
A ring interrupted her concentration, picking up her cell phone from the desk, she turned it over to find the words “Denny Lu” lighting up the screen. She knew perfectly who it was – one of the current directors of Friendship is Magic. With a swipe of a button, she put it on speaker.
“Hey Denny.”
“Hi Lauren,” the voice from the other end greeted her in a cheery tone, “How are ya this evening?”
“Besides coming down with the case of writer’s block, nothing much.”
“Oh, sorry to hear that.”
“I’ve been trying to piece together something for Wonder Woman for the show but… nothing is really jumping out at me. I mean there’s still a couple of good ideas on my desk, but I can’t really figure out what exactly to use. But enough about me, what’s up?”
“Well I’m calling in to let you know that we’re wrapping up the editing of some of the final episodes. The animators have been working around the clock and the voice actors are relieved that they got everything done. Of course, it’s gonna take a while to be sure that everything’s polished before these hit the air, but overall, we’re just excited to see the show go out with a bang.”
A sigh escaped Lauren’s lips.
“Is something wrong?”
“No… Not really.” She leaned back. “It’s just… I’m having some mixed feelings is all.”
“Yeah, I think I know what you mean.” Denny agreed. “As much as we’re looking forward to having this be done and moving on to other projects… I won’t be lying that some of us aren’t ready to let this go yet.”
“Considering that the show has been gone for nine seasons – going longer than I had thought it would – it’s amazing that it lasted this long and get the following that it did.”
“Oh sure. I guess everyone has mixed feelings with this being the final season and all. But at the end of the day, the Bronies are starting to get a little tired of it. I mean, I don’t blame them – most of them would rather end as something that’s still liked than to go on forever to become something that’s hated. Terra could easily testify to that.”
“Well, it’s not just that,” Lauren said, stretching out her arms. “I mean… don’t get me wrong, you guys have done an amazing job since I left production. You guys don’t get enough credit for evolving what I originally had and giving lessons to stories that I wished I came up with.”
“I sense a ‘but’ in that statement.”
She sighed again, “However, I still feel like that I wish I could have added something to all of this. I mean, there’s nothing I can do on my end since you guys have got everything done. But still, as a creator of the show, I would have loved to do some things that years ago I wouldn’t have been able to do. Just putting my personal touch here and there, you know? Maybe an episode or two per season. It’s just frustrating that all I am is a consultant on the show in which I have very little control over what happens.”
“But we’ve been trying to fill out what you wanted for your characters, Lauren. It’s not that we haven’t been respectful to your wishes. Rarity has opened her shops in Canterlot and Manehattan, Rainbow joins the Wonderbolts, Twilight is about to take up the role of what Celestia and Luna had. I could go on, but we have been trying to do what you have in mind.”
“And I still thank you guys for doing so. What I’m talking about here is that… I don’t know… I wish I could have at least added an episode to every season, where I could have made it go in the way I had in mind. Still… What’s done is done. I’m not allowed to add anything, not even draw up a simple comic book.”
“Well… look on the bright side. Once the show is over, maybe anything goes at that point. There’s still a fandom that’s buying the merchandise, the toys, and the episodes-”
“That’s another thing that’s worrying me.”
“What’s that?”
“Denny, I’m not completely unaware, but I’ve heard that the Brony fandom is weighing at the moment. You can be optimistic all you like, but the thing is that once the final episode airs, would there be a fandom left? I’m not just talking about the short term of a couple of months or a few years, but further than that. Would there still be Bronies that would still watch the show long after it finished? Would they still be talking about it like they do with Disney or Warner Brother cartoons? It’s not that I didn’t try to make it so that people would remember it years later, but now that it’s officially ending, would it withstand the test of time as other shows have?”
There was a pause from the other end of the call. Finally, Denny replied, “I can’t say that I know. But we have been trying to give what we got. The show has lasted this long, so who’s to say that it won’t last with people out there? There’s still a good amount of content the fans have been putting on the internet so… at least one can still hope.”
“Yeah… I guess you have a point.” She said, nodding. “I just hope that all that hard work wouldn’t be forgotten so easily.”
“I guess we’ll have to see. But for now, at least on our end, we still have a show to complete and deadlines to reach. I’ll try to keep in touch.”
“Thanks, Denny.” After the two of them shared their goodbyes, she hung up.

At first, Lauren wasn’t sure what she was hearing when she was being stirred awake. There were voices. One was familiar – her daughter laughing. And one not so familiar. The latter of which alerted her immediately to get up from her bed. Panic quickly rushed in as she ran to the closet to pull out a baseball bat.
Someone is with her daughter. 
Running to her daughter’s door, she paused for a moment when she heard above Alice’s laughter, the sound of someone young; like a young teenager; in pain.
“Ow-Ow-Ow-Ow! Get off! Let go of me! Don’t pull on- OUCH! Stop it!”
She didn’t have time to think about why that other person was in pain, all she cares about is that someone had broken into her house and is with her daughter right now.
Holding the bat like a samurai sword, she turned the knob, flip on the light and yell. “GET AWAY FROM MY DAUGHTER YOU…” Whatever threat she was about to say suddenly died on her tongue.
It wasn’t so much as who was with her daughter.
Rather, what was with her.
It was someone… she knew.
The very sight of which made her drop the baseball bat.
In her daughter’s room, where Alice was piggyback riding, was a stunned; obviously cartoony griffon. Mostly blue, yellow talons on its front legs and its flank, hind legs and paws of a lion. The creature looked up at her wide-eyed in fear and surprise. Its wings were spread wide.
Alice pulled on one of its wings.
“Ow!” the griffon cried out loudly. “Don’t touch that!”
“Alice come here!” Lauren immediately snatched her off the griffon and it immediately backed away in a corner. 
“I didn’t know anyone was here!” The griffon cried out, “I swear, I didn’t know anycreature lived down here! If you let me leave right now I promise you won’t see me-”
“Gallus?”
The griffon named Gallus blinked. Several times in fact, as like the mother, was trying to process. “H-How did you know my name?” Lauren didn’t respond while her daughter wiggled in her arms. 
‘Hold on… Am I dreaming again?’ the mother thought. ‘Am I having that dream where a pony came out from underneath the-’
“How did you know my name?” Gallus demanded. 
“U-Um…” She looked between him and his daughter. “Well, you’re… blue… and a griffon. There are not many blue griffons around here so… you must be Gallus.”
The griffon raised an eyebrow. “And what are you supposed to be anyway? You’re not an ape, not a monkey, not a kirin no doubt, but… what are you?”
“A person.”
“Uh-huh…” He walked forward towards the center of the room, spinning around as he did so. “Again, sorry, I didn’t know there was anyone down here.”
“Come again?”
“The school,” he explained, “there’s a system of tunnels with crystal roots underneath it. We didn’t know if they lead anywhere but… I didn’t expect that they would lead to a… nursery? Bedroom? This place. And it’s nighttime apparently… that’s also really weird. Um…” He turned back to Lauren. “Well, this was nice, but I think I should really get back to the others before they think I’m missing or something. Bye.” Like that, he dove right under the bed.
Alice wiggled so much in her mother’s arms that she was able to get out of them, along with chasing the griffon underneath the bed.
“Alice!” Lauren quickly dropped to the floor, reaching out for her daughter, but when she tried to reach underneath the bed, she felt nothing. “Sweetie! Where are you!?” Frantically she tried to feel her out, her hand touching the walls, but as she got to the head of the bed; she felt nothing. Running back into her room to fetch her phone to turn on its flashlight, she illuminated what was underneath it. 
There was a hole.
“I don’t care if this is a dream or not.” She said as she moved the bed out of the way to where she could see the hole. It was small; barely wide and tall enough for her to fit in. “I’m not going to lose my baby.”
So, grabbing the bat and holding it in the same hand as her flashlight, she also went into her office to get out a large spool of twine in which she used it to tie her ankle to the foot of a bedpost.
“Don’t worry Alice,” she called out as she crawled into the hole, “Mommy’s coming!”

	
		2: It Came from Below



The crawlspace was barely big enough for Lauren. On her hands and knees with her phone in one hand and a baseball bat in the other with a thread of twine; she uncomfortably moved forward. Although something in the back of her mind told her that something about this was oddly familiar, she didn’t want to stop for anything. Not until she knew for a fact that her daughter was safe in this maze. From her only light source, she passed by the stucco, the wooden beams, the scattered collections of lost toys, knick-knacks, and neglected objects that she could have sworn were centuries old. But passing through the cobwebs and dust that threaten to suffocate her, only to pause to listen for any sign of her child, she pressed on.
Eventually, the material around her kept changing from stucco, wood, wires, and pipes; to dirt, roots, and stones; to eventually solid crystal. In the light of her phone, the colors of blue, lilac, dark purple, and turquoise. The same shades and shapes of the crystal that was underneath the School of Friendship. Eventually, the space she was crawling in became wider where she could finally be able to stand up. 
Although mostly dark, the space she walked into was still light enough for her to see. And she couldn’t believe what was all around her. Although the cavern and tunnels were undoubtedly three-dimensional, yet, to her eyes, it somehow looked flat with its colors, shapes, and shading at the same time. She ran her hands over the reflective surface of the surreal walls, and they were solid despite looking animated. 
Lauren looked down at her hands. “You’re dreaming again Lauren.” She muttered to herself. “You’re not in a cartoon. It’s just a dream. Alice is safe in her room and not run off to a world you created.” She took a moment to pinch her arm hard. Yet, despite wincing at the pain, nothing happened. “This… This place can’t be real. It’s… It just isn’t.” She flashed her phone left and right. “Unless… I’m hallucinating? But how can that be? I never had one before and I’m certain I didn’t take anything before going to bed.”
But in her ramblings, she paused at something terrifying. It wasn’t so much of what she saw or heard. Rather, the lack of it. In this cool crystalized cavern, it was quiet. When she was in the crawlspace, she could at least hear bits of her daughter. But now, there was nothing.
“Alice!” She shouted desperately. “Alice, where are you!?”
In the echoes of the underground, she listened intently, hoping to catch a giggle or a cry of her child. Instead, a moment later, something responded. A gentle clopping of hooves. At first, she couldn’t figure out where it was coming from, but it was getting closer.
“Hello?” 
“Is somepony here?” Lauren was startled. Not because she heard a response, but rather because the one who responded… was in her voice. “Whose there?”
“Over… here?”
The hoofsteps got closer. Then out from one of the tunnels, she spotted not a shadow, but speckles of pink and purple light. It was faint at first, almost like a phantom, but Lauren could make out something shifting into a rather large horse. A thin white horse with enormous wings and a horn with a red, messy mane. 
The figure stopped. Its eyes were wide in shock and amazement. “It’s… Is it you?” 
Lauren instantly knows who it is. From the blue eyes to the quill cutie mark, this thing was her original character. Her Fausticorn looked back at her as dumbstruck as she was. The only difference was that this one was see-through and gave off a glow that was similar to what the Tree of Harmony gave when it went about in the form of Twilight.
The human mother raised a figure. “This raises so many questions.”
“How do you think I feel?” the alicorn copy questioned. “It isn’t every day that the author comes to this world. Let alone, the main one.”
“Okay, stop, stop.” Lauren dropped the bat and put her phone in the pocket of her pajamas, running her fingers through her hair. “How? What? What’s going on? Who are you? Why are you sparkling?”
“I am?” The Fausticorn blinked, looking at its hoof. “Huh. I guess I am. While I can say the same thing about you, I suppose a proper introduction might be in order. Although I take on many forms, I believe I’m known to you as the Tree of Harmony.”
She shook her head. “No, no you’re not.”
The alicorn tilted her head. “Why do you doubt me?”
“For one, the Tree of Harmony has been smashed to pieces. It’s been destroyed. Finished. And the only time it manifests itself as anything, it was of Twilight Sparkle.”
It nodded. “Yes, that is true. I do not deny that I was weakened by Sombra. But I am not gone. My roots are still under Equestria, and I have learned how to adapt, even in the grimmest of circumstances.” She walked closer. “Yet, now I sense a presence that is not of this world. Not just you, but another. It is this that I came to see.”
Lauren laughed. “This is crazy!” she started walking in a circle. “I’m in my own show and now my daughter has apparently gotten lost in it! And to top it off, the Tree of Harmony is somehow not only dead but is going around as my OC.”
“OC?”
“Original character, but you know what? No.” She waved a hand at the alicorn, in which case it went through. “You are just a figment of my overworked imagination and I’m just in the process of having a mental breakdown. That’s it! That’s what all of this got to be. Just my brain giving me a hint that I’m working too much again.”
Before she could start heading towards the crawlspace, she felt a strange, tingling sensation – like that of having one’s foot falling asleep – that surrounded all around her, Lauren found herself a foot off the ground. She swings her arms and legs; and shouts to be put down. But she noticed that the horn of the translucent alicorn was glowing. 
“Author of another world,” the tree said to her, “do you believe in me or not?”
“Put me down!” Lauren demanded. “Alright! You proved your point! Put me down!” The transparent creature did. “You’re not telling me that… this is real?”
The Fausticorn nodded. “I wouldn’t have come unless it’s something most serious.”
Lauren gasped. “Alice! If this is all real then, that would mean that she could get hurt by the other creatures, the spells, and other dangers in this place! Where’s my baby?!”
Closing its eyes and touching one of the crystalized roots, the tree focused as a light shimmered outward. “With Gallus, heading towards the surface. In the school library with students.”
“Do you know how to get there?” Lauren asked, untying the twin around her ankle and then weaving it around a rock. “I need to get Alice back as quickly as possible.”
The Phantom of the Tree leads the way.

An air vent cover was moved aside where Ocellus’s head peaked out. A light blue Changeling with shiny eyes, a soft red mane, and chitin on her back. Looking around, there wasn’t anyone around as she climbed up. 
“I guess I must be the first here.” She mused, unrolling a piece of parchment. It was a rough map of the tunnels that were underneath the school – or at least, her portion of what she found. “I hope they didn’t go too far.”
She heard the sound of pebbles being kicked aside. Turning around to the air vent, she was in time to see her Yak friend squeezing through. One that had brown, long fur, a braided mane, and a traditional green cloak on her back. “Where friends?” Yona asked.
“I’m not exactly sure, but I’m sure they’ll be here soon.” Lending a hoof, she pulled her large friend out from the tight space. Once freed, she asked, “So did you get far with your tunnel?”
She nodded. “Yona drew new tunnels and rooms. Some big as huts back home.” Taking out her map, she unrolled it on the floor. “Yona’s tunnel go on further. No time to record all. And nothing down there.”
“Makes you wonder how come no one noticed this place when they built the school.” A third voice joined in. Out from the vent was a dragoness with orange scales, a pair of horns, and a purple fin on her head and tip of her tail. Smolder emerged from the tunnel entrance with a map of her own. “I swear they must go on for miles. It’s like a maze down there.”
“Where’s Silverstream, Sandbar, and Gallus?” Ocellus inquired.
“No clue.” The dragoness shrugged. “It’s nearly noon, and I haven’t seen any sign of them yet.”
“Did you find anything?”
She shook her head. “Besides crystals as far as the eye can see, nothing much to munch on.”
“Yona hopes they’re okay. Underground easy getting lost in.”
“Hey guys!” A voice called out along with an excitable quick trot of talons and hooves. Out from the air vent, Silverstream appeared. A light pink hippogriff with a mane as blue as the sea. Around her neck was a necklace that held a piece of a pearl. “There are tunnels that go underwater too! I tried to map those out but…” She held up a dripping wet parchment with smudged lines, “It got wet.”
“So I guess you didn’t find anything either?” Smolder asked.
“Well… I did find a city of gold, a cup that says ‘Holy Grail’ – whatever that means – and a chest that had Starswirl’s name on it that contained a bunch of weird magazines. Oh! That reminds me, did you know that Starswirl was into-”
“Anycreature there?” A male voice interrupted. 
Smolder leans over the hole. “We’re up here Sandbar. Did you find anything?”
“Nah, not really.” A moment later, a sea green pony with an unkempt mane and three sea turtles as a cutie mark walked out. “I just keep finding a bunch of dead ends. Did anycreature find anything?”
“Silverstream might have.” Yona pointed out. “Silverstream found weird magazines from Starswirll.”
“Really? Of what?”
Before the hippogriff could excitedly tell it to her in detail, there was a scream that pierced through the moment like a butcher’s knife.
“HELP! SOMECREATURE HELP ME!”
However, before any of them could make a move, a blue griffon rushed out, slammed the cover of the air vent, and proceeded to put a bunch of heavy books on top of it.
“Gallus, what happened?” Silverstream asked.
Out of breath, he flew on top of the pile, sitting on it. “Guys… I think… I found something…” He said, panting.
The Changeling could sense from her friend that the griffon was afraid. “Did you find a monster?”
“I don’t know.” He said between breaths. “I found a crawlspace… it led to a… bedroom… I was ambushed…”
“How did Griffon get out?” Yona asked.
Gallus took a moment to catch his breath before speaking again. “Turns out, the thing that attacked me, was only a little kid, and its mother came with a club but… she didn’t hit me with it. Somehow… somehow that mother knew me so I was let go. But the kid uh… followed… me.”
There were a thousand questions from the students, but before any of them could ask one, they heard a muffled voice of a little girl, knocking against the vent. “Cat bird. Play with me.”
“Ugh! I am NOT a cat bird!” Gallus hollered to the floor. “And leave me alone! I don’t wanna play!”
The library echoed out, and the griffon received the “Shush!” of shame. 
“Well… what creature is it?” Sandbar asked, tapping against the pile of books.
“I don’t have a clue,” Gallus replied. “I don’t know what this… thing is.”
“Play! Cat bird play!”
The griffon stomped on a book. “My answer is still no.”
“Can we see it?” Ocellus asked. “If this a new creature, don’t you think that maybe we should at least try to learn about it?”
Smolder put a talon to her chin. “Actually… that wouldn’t be a bad idea. After all, we do have that report for Professor Fluttershy’s class coming up. So imagine the grade we’ll be getting if we do ours on a creature no one has seen before.”
“I vote we study something else,” Gallus said, raising a claw. “Just not to the thing that really ought to go back to its mother.”
“But I wanna have a peak,” Silverstream said. “C’ mon, let us see.”
A groan escaped from him. Flying up to the second floor, he dove into an empty suit of armor, telling them that he was now ready. The other students pushed the heavy books aside and the cover for the air vent was pushed open. Forming a ring around the entrance, the creatures watched and hesitated with caution about what might be coming out.
The first thing they saw was what they could describe as a soft claw. It wasn’t hard like a dragon, griffon, or hippogriff. It was almost a pink, sandy color. This was attached to an arm that was covered in a sort of flowing, fuzzy gown. Another such thing joined the first, and together they pulled into the light, a head. One with brown curly hair and an adorable round face. The face itself had no fur, or feathers, not even a beak or a muzzle as far as they could see it. It was perplexingly flat except for a nose that pointed out. The teeth weren’t sharp, nor did they realize that it had any claws or a tail when it crawled out and stood up. As far as they saw it, the thing was weird-looking, no doubt about it, but it didn’t come off as dangerous either.
“Huh…” Smolder said with a raised eyebrow that matched her perplexed look. “Now there’s something you don’t see every day.”
“What is that?” Silverstream reached out, touching the creature’s hand which was just as confused as she was. “It feels… squishy.”
“Bird?” Alice asked.
She giggled. “No silly. Hippogriff.”
Alice still looked confused. “Hippo… quaff?”
“Griff. Can you say, Griff?”
The three-year-old took a moment to process this new word. “Gr…if?”
“Mhmm.” Silverstream nodded. “That’s right. Griff. Now can you say, Hippogriff?”
“Hippo… griff!” 
Upon hearing the name, she clapped her talons. “That’s it. That’s what I am. I’m a Hippogriff.”
“At least it shows some signs of intelligence,” Sandbar commented. 
“Pony!” Alice ran over to the young stallion, wrapping around his neck like a boa constrictor and trying to swing a leg over his back.
“Heyheyeheyheyheyhey!” Sandbar started running around the library while the child tried to mount on his back. “What are you doing!?”
“Get off Sandbar!” Yona shouted as she and her friends tried what they could to get the strange creature off of the panicking pony. As much as they tried to pull her off, the girl stubbornly refused to be separated, if anything, it made her grip around Sandbar’s neck tighter.
“Alice! Let go!” Before any of them could register what was happening, a longer pair of arms, similar to the fraying creature’s, instantly grabbed her and was lifted right off of the pony. “You do not piggyback on ponies without asking. That’s bad.”
The students looked up, their mouths gaped. “What the-” they all tried to say at the same time, but the giant continued on.
“And don’t just run off like that, you might have gotten hurt.” 
“Mom!”
“It’s also way past your bedtime too. We are going home and that’s final.” 
Before the students, were not of one giant, but two. One who was holding the strange creature looked similar but quite different. The thing in which they assumed to be the mother was tall, wore a two-piece thin clothed pajama, had straight red hair, and had worn a mixture of anger and relief as she both hugged her child and scolded it at the same time.
However, what got their attention was the alicorn in the room.
One that had very much resemblance to the creature that was holding her child.
Before Lauren could take a step towards the air vent, an orange dragon flew into her face. “Okay, that’s it! What’s going on? Who are you? What is it that you’re holding? And why is there an alicorn that looked like Celestia if her mane accidently died red and went through a lawnmower?”
“Hey!” Both Lauren and the alicorn said at once.
“That’s her!” Gallus, finally able to stick his head out from the suit of armor called out, pointing at the human. “That’s the mother I was talking about!”
“But who is this?” Ocellus questioned, pointing at the alicorn, “And why is she see-through?”
“Greetings young ones.” The Fausticron said. “Be not afraid, a major problem has just been resolved.”
“Who are you?”
The appetition blinked. “Oh, that’s right, you don’t recognize me in this form.” The spirit glowed and its shape was shrunken down and reformed into the image of Twilight Sparkle. “I believe you’re familiar with this one.”
“The Tree of Harmony is still alive!” Silverstream exclaimed, “And… Apparently a shapeshifter.”
It nodded. “Although my physical form can be shattered and rooted in one place, my spirit, does not. While my magic is weak, it is still enough for me to take on the most comforting form. As long as there is friendship, there too is harmony.”
“And if you all excuse me,” Lauren said, taking a few steps to the underground entrance, “I am going straight home and back to bed where I can pretend that all of this is a dream.”
A yak stood in her way. “Wait! Creature can’t leave now. Creature got here, unknown to everyone.”
“Yeah,” Smolder nodded, “For all we know, you could be some rare species that none of us has ever heard of before. We don’t know what you are, and you’re going to just leave without asking any questions?”
Lauren yawned. “Look… we need to sleep. As much as part of me wants to take a look around, I need to get this little troublemaker and myself to bed.”
“But not without having Professor Fluttershy at least take a look at you?” Sandbar asked. Lauren paused. “It would be for just a moment.”
“I don’t know if the Tree of Harmony would want to keep a lady up longer just so you could ask some- where did it go?”
The spirit of the tree was nowhere to be seen. As much as the students looked around, even Gallus from above, all of them were surprised at the sudden disappearance. 
“That was weird…” Gallus got out of the suit of armor and gently floated down to them. “Look, I get you’re tired, and again, I’m sorry for waking you two up. So how about this – for now, how about we give you a place to sleep, and when you get enough, we’ll have the Professor ask some quick questions and you can go. You’ll never see or hear from us again. Just at least let us try to help you out a little.”
‘If I didn’t know any better,’ Lauren thought, ‘I’d say that right there is a combination of Fluttershy’s kindness, Rarity’s generosity, and Applejack’s integrity all rolled into one.’ A yawn from her daughter later, and Lauren had made up her mind. “Okay, fine. We’ll stay here until we get enough sleep. You can ask a few questions, but once you’re done, we’re headed home.”
The students agreed to this.

	
		3: Professors



Lauren and Alice were offered to sleep in Ocellus’s room so that they could rest. Although the bed was too small for the mother to where she had to sleep on the floor, her daughter found the bed the perfect size and both of them were quickly able to sleep. In the meantime, the students went off to find Professor Fluttershy.
They managed to find her in her classroom, showing another group of ponies how to properly feed their class pet by being gentle with it. When they came into her naturalistic classroom, they found her surrounded by students, watching intently how to feed a fish. “The important thing to remember.” She said., “Is that a fish doesn’t need very much food in a day. If anything, feeding them with one or two tiny pebbles should be more than enough.”
Yona cleared her throat, thus getting the professor’s attention. “Yona, you… all of you are here early.”
“Professor, can we borrow you for a moment?” Sandbar said. “We need to talk to you.”
Fluttershy excused herself from her class, following them out into the hallway. “Is something wrong? The research project I gave you wasn’t too hard to do, was it?”
“Oh no Professor, it’s not that,” Ocellus assured her. “If anything, we have a question about it.”
“What is it?”
“We know that we’re supposed to write up our project on unique creatures,” Silverstream said. “And we know that we can work together as a group. But suppose we did our research on a creature that’s super rare. Would that still count?”
Fluttershy nodded. “As long as you go int detail about what it looks like, its habits, and its life cycle, then you all should still get a good grade.”
“Okay,” Smolder interjected, “and suppose that super rare creature happens to be sentient that lives underground that… let’s just say one day came up the surface with its kid? Would that still count?”
The yellow mare blinked. “That sounds oddly specific.”
“About that,” Gallus tapped his talons together, “I… we think we’ve found something,” Fluttershy asks what he means. “Professor, to make a long story short, we went underground to map it out when I… well… think I’ve found something. A creature that we’ve never seen before and have no clue what it is. So to make a long story short, I woke it and her kid up, they’ve followed me from the tunnels and now they’re sleeping in Ocellus’s room.”
Fluttershy blinked again. “Well… that’s… new. What does it look like?”
“Strange.” Yona put it bluntly. “Mother tall. Walk on two legs. Flat face and red mane. Gallus said it called itself… person. Talks too.”
“Oh. I see.” The professor nodded. “Did it say what its name was?”
“Actually yes,” Ocellus replied, “When we were putting them in my room to sleep, they said their names. Very strange ones too.” She put a hoof to her chin. “One was called Alice… I think that’s the filly. And the mother’s name was… Lauren?” Fluttershy froze. “Lauren Faust.”
The pink-maned professor didn’t move for a moment or two. Before any of them could ask what had gotten into her. She told them. “Could you please… go back to them and stay with them until they wake up?”
The students looked at one another. “Why?” Sandbar asked. “What’s wrong?”
“Oh… nothing’s wrong.” She lied. “Just… be with them to make sure they’re safe. Could you do that for me?”
After suddenly dismissing the class she was teaching rather unexpectedly, she immediately went towards Twilight’s office. Fortunately, she found the headmare there working on paperwork. She instantly requested that she and their friends should be gathered for an emergency meeting for something urgent. One by one, the other professors, Applejack, Pinkie Pie, Rainbow Dash, and Rarity gathered into the spacious teacher’s lounge with a concerned Twilight and a pacing Fluttershy. While it isn’t uncommon to find the yellow mare to be stressed, there is something to her worry that suggests something major has happened.
“Is something wrong darling?” Rarity was the first to ask as soon as she walked into the room. “You look like you’re on the verge of having a heart attack.”
“I might as well have,” Fluttershy replied, still not ceasing her fast pacing in a circle.
Twilight put a comforting wing over her. “What has gotten you so worried? Has something terrible happened?”
Fluttershy sat on her rump. “I… I don’t… think so? But it is rather major alright.”
“Well spit it out,” Rainbow told her, lying back on a couch and propping her head up with a hoof. “I’m pretty sure that with all the stuff we had to deal with over the years, I think we can handle it.”
“It’s just… I don’t want anypony to panic.” She took in a deep breath. “Does anypony remember a few years ago that Celestia called us up to Canterlot?”
“Which one?” Applejack deadpanned. “Ah’m afraid ya gonna have ta be more specific, sugar cube.”
Another deep breath. “Before Twilight got her wings, do any of you remember the time when Celestia called us up because uh… their mother came by and she was a child so we spent the day with her so that none of us would be… forgotten?”
The teacher’s lounge became as quiet as a graveyard. 
“Are you telling us that Lauren is back?” Pinkie asked. When Fluttershy confirmed this with a nod, confetti rained out of nowhere, balloons rose from the floor, and a banner with the words: “WELCOME BACK PONY CREATOR GODDESS” was unfurled. “It’s about time she came back! I was under the impression that she got too busy to come back to us to at least say hello!”
“Uh…” Twilight’s eyes shifted, “Yeah… about that…” She rubbed the back of her head. “Has any of you wondered why she didn’t?”
“How come?” Her friends said in unison.
“Well… Celestia had given me an order to uh… alter her memory. To make her think what happened to her was all a dream so it wouldn’t create any paradoxes.” 
“What the actual hay, Twilight!” Rainbow was the first to speak about what was on everypony’s mind.
“It had to be done! How can you expect a creator goddess to make our world before she does it? I know all of you wanted to see her again, but it had to be done.” She turned to Fluttershy. “Is Lauren still a child?”
She shook her head. “The students told me that it was a mother and a foal had come here. So I assume that she’s already grown up.”
“The students found the creator goddess?” Rarity questioned. “How in the world did they do that?”
“From what I know,” Fluttershy said, “Gallus told me that they were mapping out the tunnels under the school when he found them. I don’t know how, but they followed him and the students up to the surface. Right now, they’re resting in Ocellus’s room at the moment and I told them to make sure to stay with them so that they’re safe.”
“Good thinkin’.” Applejack nodded. “Ah remember the last time Lauren went off by herself. Celestia and Luna look like they’re ready to drop dead from the stress, if Ah recall.”
“Now that you brought that up,” Twilight acknowledged, “Perhaps we should let the Princesses know right away that their mother just came back. Speak of which, where’s Spike?”
“Last time I’ve heard,” Pinkie said, “he was going towards Starlight’s office.”
Without warning, Twilight teleported herself into Starlight Glimmer’s office, scrying the councilor and the assistant half-to-death. 
“Ach!” Starlight fell out of her seat at the sudden appearance of her boss. “Seriously Twilight, stop suddenly springing into my office without giving me a warning first.”
“I’m sorry Starlight, but I need Spike at the moment, it’s a bit of an emergency.”
“What’s wrong?” Spike asked.
Taking in a deep breath, she told him, “Spike, take a letter.” The small dragon grabbed out a quill and parchment to which he immediately jotted down Twilight’s dictation to Princess Celestia. Spike wrote down what Twilight had heard, that apparently their mother has returned to Equestria and is currently resting at the school. Once she was finished and Spike sent the letter through a green flame, Starlight was staring at her.
“The Royal Sisters still have a mother and nopony in Equestria knows about it?”
Twilight laughed uneasily. “It’s uh… a long complicated stor-”
She was interrupted as Princess Celestia and Luna suddenly appeared in the room. Both of them asked the same question.
“Where’s Mother!?” 

Lauren woke up with a straining ache in her back. Even before she opened her eyes, she briefly hoped that whatever happened a few hours ago was all in her head, and the mattress had decided to go on strike by turning into concrete with a carpet on top. That all that stuff that would easily put her in a tucked-away corner of a mental ward was only just a fever dream. That was until she opened her eyes, she realized that none of that was a dream. She was lying on a carpet, in the middle of a small room that looked exactly like the style of a typical My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic episode. 
While the blinds blocked most of the light of an orange glow – possibly a sunset – the room was very simple in design. Apart from the round, pink carpet she was on, there was a simple desk with some books and a few open notes with drawings on them; a tiny wooden bookcase that had little hearts carved into them; a few art-deco-like posters of a tranquil garden; and a simple bed with a purple cover that had the only non-animated thing in it. Alice hadn’t woken up yet, and the mother was already realizing that absolutely everything that happened last night was, in fact, real.
‘You know, Lauren, I think the very last thing you should do is panic.’ She thought to herself. ‘Apparently your childhood dream has unexpectedly come true and you’re now in a cartoon of your own making. As much as it sounds like a fanfic or an episode of the Twilight Zone, this is happening.
‘So… now what? Obviously, I can’t let Alice wander off in a place like this. You of all people should know that not everything here is all sunshine and rainbows, despite having just that. I mean, from what all the stuff I’ve seen, and what those producers and directors have told me, some pretty messed up things have been added since I’ve been away. From a disease that could turn living beings into trees to gigantic monstrosities that could easily swallow Alice up for a snack, there’s no possible way that I’m letting her out of my sight.’
She then took notice of the sketches on Ocellus’s desk. Not just of the ones that look like diagrams and pictures of other creatures, but there was one that caught her eye, a simplified picture of Ocellus’s family complete with parents and two hatchlings that surrounded the blue Changeling.
‘On the other hand, as much as I want to get Alice home as quickly as possible, how often do authors of stories have the chance to visit the places and meet the characters that they could only imagine? I think there are more details in this room alone than most artists could have the time and patience to put in. Then again, that makes me wonder, is everything here just as it is in the show or is there more to it all? What happens between not just shots of scenes, but entire episodes? Is this a functioning world or one that some writer out there has to dictate what goes on and who says what?’ It was at this moment her stomach growled. ‘And more importantly, is anything here actually edible?’ 
As if on cue, there was a soft knock on the door. Although her back ached as she rolled over and got up, she went over to the small door to open it. Ocellus was there to greet her. “Hello, Ms. Faust, did you sleep alright?”
“Sleep yes.” She rubbed her back. “Sept well… not exactly when I had to sleep on the floor.”
“Oh dear, you’re not hurt, are you?”
“I’ll be fine. Still, thanks for letting us crash here. By the way, what time is it?”
“Almost eight. You and your daughter have been sleeping for most of the day.”
“Oh… sorry for hogging up your room. If you need it-”
“It’s fine, really.” She nodded. “Although, there are some ponies that want to meet you.”
“Huh? Oh yeah, that project thing you talked about.”
“Well… that too. But others wanted to see you.” Ocellus looked over down the hallway, and Lauren saw it too. A shadow of three ponies, all having a horn and wings, but one of them was shorter than the others. It didn’t take long to piece together for Lauren to figure out who they were.
Then they finally saw one another. One wide-eyed human stared back at the three alicorns: a pure white one with an aethereal mane of light green, blue, and pink; a blue one that had a mane that resembled the night sky; and between them a purple mare with shiny, knowledgeable eyes – who all stared back at her. For what was perhaps minutes, none of them moved or said anything. 
‘I don’t think they ever teach you this in writing class,’ Lauren thought, ‘What do you do when you encounter characters that you previously thought were fictional?’ However, she knew that at least one of them had to break the awkward standoff. To say something, anything, to ease the tension between the four of them.
“Uh… hi?” Lauren waved a hand. 
Before she registered what was happening, a magical force practically pushed her into the forelegs of the two sisters. Between the sudden group hug and nuzzles from the two horse-sized royals, Lauren was showered with questions from them such as: “Are you alright?” “Where have you been?” “Did you eat?” “Are you sick?” “Do you need anything?” and so on, so fast that the poor human couldn’t possibly answer them all. 
All the while, she did manage to get a glance at another of her creations, Twilight Sparkle, waving awkwardly. “Welcome to Equestria, Lauren.”

	
		4: Nature of Reality Over Pancakes



If there was one thing that at the very least Lauren was glad that the writers for My Little Pony episodes after she left that she could easily approve of – it was Celestia’s cooking skills. During the commotion of the Royal sisters being reunited with their mother, they also woke up a certain three-year-old wanting breakfast. Fifteen minutes later, she, her daughter, and a good chunk of her (and other) creations were waiting in the school’s cafeteria as the Sun Princess was making fresh batches of pancakes off of a griddle nearby.
Sitting down at a small bench that was clearly meant for creatures that were smaller than her, her daughter was on her lap playing with a cartoon orange. Letting it roll from one end of her outstretched arms to the next. Next to her, her creation and her students were taking down notes while Twilight’s friends and Princess Luna were trying to figure out what exactly to say. Lauren couldn’t exactly blame them if the situation were reversed.
“So…” The mother looked up to Princess Luna, holding a mug of coffee in her aura. At first, she trailed off, no doubt drowning in the seas of questions that swirled and created tidal waves in her mind. However, she did settle on one. “You look… different. Why the human look?”
Lauren looked down at her hand. “I don’t know… I didn’t have much of a choice. You’d think that I might have come here as an alicorn or something, but no, I’m still me.”
“Where have you been all this time?” Celestia inquired, flipping over a fluffy pancake. “The last time any of us have seen you was at Twilight’s coronation before you… disappeared again.”
“Twilight’s coronation?”
“Well, it’s rather hard to forget,” Twilight commented. “It isn’t every day that an alicorn with a red mane, white coat with a quill, and inkwell cutie mark suddenly appears out of nowhere.”
Lauren looked at her confused. “What are you talking about?” She asked. “This is my first time visiting Equestri… oh…”
Twilight turned a little pale at that. “Oh? What do you mean… ‘oh?’”
“I just remembered a little something.” She replied, catching the orange that rolled out of her daughter’s reach and giving it back to her. “When I heard that they turned you into an alicorn, I had this funny idea. Of what would happen if Celestia and Luna’s mother came back to Equestria just after they put a crown on you.” She giggled. “I somehow pictured you fainting, and I had her catch up with the princesses with what was going on while you were unconscious for a couple of hours… what?”
Everyone at the table, including Celestia who was still cooking was giving her odd looks. 
“Mother, why are you talking like that?” Celestia asked.
“You make it sound as if we’re characters in a story,” Luna added. “As if talking about us as if it were a plot to one of your books.”
“It is a mysterious documented event.” Sandbar pointed out. “That there was a sighting of an unknown alicorn but nopony knew who it was. Honestly, I thought it was an urban myth or something. I didn’t think it was real.”
Lauren paused for a moment, pointing at Luna, “You said this actually happened?” She nodded. “This… is incredible.”
“How so?”
“Well… This might sound crazy, but… where I come from… I’ve written a small short story that I’ve never published. It was about you two and Twilight after she got her wings and… my character.”
She saw Ocellus putting down her quill and notebook. “Ms. Faust, you’re starting to scare me. What are you talking about?”
Lauren sighed. Her daughter looked up at her, orange in hand, reaching up to her mother to peel it for her. Taking the fruit in her hand, the mother said aloud. “The thing is… I’m not entirely sure how to explain it myself. I don’t know how exactly to tell you all the truth without freaking anyone out; because of how bizarre it sounds and how unbelievable it is. Especially when I don’t think I understand it myself.”
“It doesn’t hurt ta be honest,” Applejack said, “Take it from a mare like me that the truth is always better than a well-meant lie.”
‘Yep, definitely Applejack,’ Lauren thought. “And suppose the truth sounds like it’s a lie?”
“Then there ain’t no need ta memorize it.”
The mother chuckled at this. “Well… since you put it like that… I guess I could at least try. But please understand that what I’m going to say will sound too fantastical, but it is the truth.”
The students learned in closer, notes at the ready.
“I think it’s established by now that there are other dimensions, right?”
Twilight nodded. “Oh yeah, there are plenty of other worlds out there. There’re even portals that dot all over Equestria as well.”
“…. Somehow, that strangely makes sense to me. Because in case you haven’t caught on yet, my daughter and I are from a different world. Not the same human world that you went to, Twilight, but somewhat similar nonetheless.”
Celestia, at this point, has already stacked up pancakes on a plate and raised an eyebrow. “You know about the human world Twilight has gone to? How?”
“Well… That’s just it…” Lauren broke through the orange peel, broke the fruit into its slices, and handed them to Alice. “In the world that I come from… everything here and that human world is uh…” She shook her head. “I guess there’s no way of sugar-coating this but… this world is fictional, to us.”
The cafeteria went silent. Every one of them paused to try to process what was said. Surprisingly (at least to Lauren) the one who broke the silence was Fluttershy. “So… what you’re saying is… we’re not… real?”
“A-At least where we come from.” Lauren insisted. “In the world that I grew up in, there’s no such place as Equestria. Everything that you deem as common sense and reality just… doesn’t exactly happen over there, if at all. As far as people from my world know, Equestria is a work of fiction.”
“But that’s silly!” Silverstream interjected. “I mean… we’re real… aren’t we…?”
“I didn’t think any of you were until, well… now.” Lauren waved a hand. “As much as I want to convince myself that I’m still dreaming or having a hallucination, I can’t ignore the fact that what I’m seeing, hearing, touching, smelling…” she took a bit of the piece of the orange, “and tasting… is real. I didn’t think that an author like me would end up in her own Wonderland but, here we are.”
“So let me get my head around this, darling.” Rarity said, her hooves rubbing the temples of her forehead. “You’re telling us that to you, at least where you come from, we’re completely fictional?” Lauren told her that was pretty much it. “While personally, I don’t know what to make of that, except, you’re implying that if we’re fiction, does that mean that there’s some sort of… medium to convey everyone here?”
“Pony show.” Alice bluntly answered. 
Everyone and every creature raised an eyebrow. “What can person mean?” Yona asked what was on their minds.
“Oh dear…” Lauren sighed, feeling a headache coming on. “Now there’s another can of worms in and of itself.”
“Why is that?” Celestia asked.
“You see… Where I come from, Equestria is just uh… well…” Lauren scratched her head, trying to come up with an explanation for them. “I guess a way to describe it is like… hold on… there are movies here? Aren’t there?” They nodded. “And there are cartoons here too? Right?”
“You mean like a short?” Pinkie Pie asked. “Those appear before they play the movie. They’ve been getting really funny lately.”
“Okay, good… Well, imagine that, but a whole series of shorts, each going about… oh… twenty or so minutes each; where they tell a story about Equestria. A series of stories that are made into cartoons. That is your world to me. I should know… I uh… was the one that created the show, to begin with.”
Sandbar, like everyone else, had their jaw hanging loose. “That… is… so cool!”
Lauren blinked. “Huh?”
“You’re saying that to you, this is all a cartoon?” She nodded. “So, are we in it?”
“…. You have no idea. But why aren’t you freaking out over that?”
Sandbar tilted his head. “Isn’t it obvious? If there are cartoons of us somewhere out there, that means that we have an audience, making them laugh or just be entertained by us, right?”
“I guess that explains why nopony asked me who I was talking to when I stared off into space,” Pinkie said, humming in thought and tapping her chin. “I’ve always felt deep down that I was never alone, just didn’t think there would be somepony to actually watch me.”
“If that’s true…” Fluttershy was shaking at the revelation. “Then that would mean that there have been others that have been watching us this whole time…” Her eyes shifted, darting about the cafeteria. “Does that mean that they’re watching us right now?”
Lauren looked around. She certainly didn’t see anything. Not a camera, not a portal, or anything to indicate that they were being watched. Getting up, she handed Alice over to Luna as she went around the table to wrap an arm around the timid pony. “Fluttershy, first of all, we don’t allow to show anything explicit like going to the bathroom or things like that. Second, and this is important, is that while from time to time there would be people watching you guys, there are so many that can relate to all of you in some way. They learned really important lessons, laugh at your jokes, feel pity whenever something goes wrong and cheer for you when things go right. Although I haven’t worked on the cartoon in a while, the people who have been in charge for the past nine years, they worked really hard to not only entertain but, in some ways, ponies like you give comfort and enlighten them too.”
“What do you mean?” Twilight asked.
“Well… it’s kind of hard to explain really, but every single one of you, including so many others like Spike or Starlight, you have indirectly been teaching so many ways of… well… what friendship could be and look at it in dozens of ways to help others understand it better. Through all of you, you taught them what kindness, laughter, honesty, generosity, loyalty, and the magic of friendship really means. Regardless of what is being thrown at you, so many can relate to your struggles and learn what they could do with it. Even when you don’t see that you have an impact on anyone, there are so many out there that you’ve changed their lives for the better.”
Celestia finished with the pancakes, and with her magic, she used whipped cream, blueberries, strawberries, and bananas to craft out a face for both her mother’s and Alice’s plates. “As partly creepy as the undertones of that is – to have someone watch you without you knowing – there’s something oddly comforting in the idea that all of us are teaching others about friendship. It is more effective to lead them by example than just tell them to be nice.” She sat the pancakes down before them.
Lauren sat back down and proceeded to cut up Alice’s food for her. As she did so, Luna asked, “So… if what you said was true… are you… really our mother?” For a moment, Lauren froze. “You resembled her in so many ways although you are in a different form. As much as I want to be glad for your return to us, after so many years… Yet, being from a different dimension, it’s hard to think that you might not be ours.”
Lauren finished up by cutting up Alice’s food, looking up at the dark alicorn guiltily. “I take it you haven’t seen her in a long time, have you?”
She shook her head. “It has been many moons since we last saw her face. For a long time, we thought she had forgotten about us.”
“I don’t think that’s true. I mean, if I were away from my Alice for even a week, I would miss her very much.”
“You would?” Alice asked, looking up with a forkful of pancakes. 
“Ohh, of course, I would sweetie.” She kissed the top of her head. “Every mother misses their children if kept away too long. They may sometimes have to go away for a long time, but that doesn’t mean that they’ve forgotten about them. No. They think about them every day when they’re not with them. Do you know why? Because that’s how much they love them – they could be on the other side of the big wide world and all they want is to be with them. Don’t worry your little head about it, Mommy isn’t going to forget you anytime soon.”
“Okay, mom.” Her daughter returned to her breakfast. 
Lauren also noticed Applejack suddenly getting up with a “Excuse me,” before leaving the cafeteria. Although many of them shared some confused looks, she instantly felt a pain of guilt because she knew exactly why. As much as she was giving reassurance to her daughter and the Princesses, she momentarily forgot about Applejack. ‘Oh crap, I really struck a nerve without thinking.’
As the Apple farmer exited, a purple dragon and a unicorn mare entered. Spike and Starlight came in, with the mare looking over her shoulder. “What’s gotten into her?”
“Something that I’ve said,” Lauren answered. “You must be Starlight and Spike.”
The unicorn blinked. “How did you know my-”
“It’s a long story, councilor,” Smolder interrupted. “But what you probably should know is that, in a nutshell, she’s the creator with a capital C.”
“Huh…” Starlight looked at Lauren with a weird look. “So… Just to be clear, she’s not here to cause chaos, take over Equestria, or get her sworn revenge?”
The royal sisters, including Lauren, laughed. “Oh, far from it,” Celestia said, “she is our most honored guest. It would appear that she’s going to leave very soon.”
“It’s such a shame really,” Luna commented, “here we hoped we’d try to at least show her how our Kingdom has advanced before we retire.”
“You want to show me around Equestria?” Lauren inquired. “I don’t know… I was hoping to get back home before-”
“But don’t you want to?” Sandbar asked, his eyes seemed to have grown three sizes as he gave his best puppy eyes. “If this is your creation of a place you thought was fictional, don’t you wanna take a look around?”
“Yeah!” Pinkie Pie hopped up on the table. “You’re gonna leave without having me giving you a party? That’s not even fair! Sugar Cube Corner would be more than happy to whip up something big if the creator of the universe was at their doorstep!”
“Not to mention to have my record about the world you come from,” Twilight added, “You must hold a goldmine of information of a realm that is completely unknown to us.”
“We could put on a show just for you!” Rainbow Dash said, “I could get the Wonderbolts and give you the performance of a lifetime.”
“Of course,” Fluttershy told her meekly, “We can’t force you if you don’t want to. And I don’t think you would have to stay for very long either. Perhaps at least a day.”
“Please.” Lauren looked up to Celestia, her gaze pleading like her sister’s, “If not for them, then at least do it for us. A few hours at least is all we ask.”
For a very long moment, the human mother was conflicted. On the one hand, it should be around morning by now and Craig might be home at any time. Not only that, but she of all people knew that it probably wasn’t a good idea to stay in Equestria. A place where anything could happen and worst yet, Alice could get hurt. After all, for all she knows, if she did decide to stay, even for a few hours, who’s to say that they wouldn’t run into someone like Chrysalis or even Discord? Not only that but there would be wild, dangerous magical creatures that she knew perfectly well that she wasn’t exactly armed against.
On the other hand, she might as well be the very first in all of human history to go inside a world of her own creation. A world of real magic and the characters that she had spent hours with were right there in front of her. She was in a position that Bronies would kill to be in for at least a minute. Not only that, but the very alicorn Princesses are catering to her every whim. If she did decide to hang around, certainly they would do everything in their power to keep her and her daughter safe from harm, right? 
But on the other hand, if she stayed for too long, her husband would get worried and probably find the portal to this world and wouldn’t know it. After all, even if she did stay and come back, how is she going to show any proof that she was there at all unless she had a camera…
Lauren pulled out her cell phone, but before she could unlock the screen, she froze. During this whole fiasco, she had neglected to check her phone for anything. However, she noticed something rather odd about her phone. There wasn’t any glitch (or so she thought), but what caught her off guard was the time.
2:47 AM
The clock hadn’t changed at all. It was still the same time, the same date as she left. She unlocked her phone, and it seemed that everything was working; except for being out of reach of a phone signal and the internet. Besides that, it seemed that everything was fine. 
“Mom?” she heard Alice ask, “I wanna look at ponies.”
Lauren came to a realization. ‘It’s like Narnia in here, isn’t it?’ she thought. ‘That no matter how long I spend here, I can go back home where nothing’s changed at all. Like time itself has frozen until we go back. So maybe… This is the perfect opportunity. We can go anywhere as long as we want and still be back. Craig wouldn’t know a thing about it and I guess I could take a few pictures here too to prove that I’m not crazy.’
“You know what, Alice?” She said at last. “There’s a big world out there – shall we take a look?”

	
		5: Ponyville and the Creator



“So mother,” Luna asked, “what exactly do you wish to see first?”
“Not sure…” Lauren mused. “How much time do you have?”
“For you,” Celestia said, “We can take it as long as you like. If necessary, I can let Twilight and her friends take over while we’re away.”
Lauren grimaced, her glances for a moment turned to her daughter who was playing with Pinkie Pie. “I don’t know… I saw the most recent episode where you two went on vacation and you let them take over.”
The royal sisters looked at one another in a mixture of shock and embarrassment. “You actually… saw that?”
“Well… on a screen at least.” Lauren rubbed the back of her neck but added, “However, I am proud that you two resolved that argument rather maturely. Plus, I still find it amusing that you’re such the adrenaline junky, who knew?”
Celestia chuckled, still having an embarrassed blush on her face. “Well, what can I say? When you have been doing a non-threatening routine for centuries, you crave something exciting.”
Lauren nodded. “Yeah, I can understand that. But back to the whole grand tour thing. I know for a fact that you’re both still busy, with Twilight still learning how to rule a country and all-”
“Mother,” Luna interrupted. “This is the first time that, well, any trace of you in any form has been with us in many moons. It doesn’t do us much harm in how long you want to be here. If it be for a few hours or perhaps a couple of decades, we will accommodate. Along with our…” She turned to her older sister. “Would Alice make her our half-sister?”
Lauren, like Celestia, was deep in thought. Although they are both human, the Princesses, despite how not equine she was, still consider her as her mother. It is a strange idea (Lauren admits to herself) that a cartoon might think of her daughter as a sibling. Peculiar, no doubt, but then again, why not? 
“I think it wouldn’t be bad to see her as such.”
Celestia nodded, trying to turn the conversation back. “What do you want to see first?”
Lauren already knew the answer. “Ponyville. I had been trying to figure out what it would look like in my head, but I don’t think it would compare to actually seeing it in person.”
“And after that?” Luna inquired. “If you wish, we could always summon an airship so that we may see Equestria much more quickly.”
“You would do that? I’ve never ridden in a blimp before and I think that sounds exciting!”
Celestia nodded. “In the meantime, perhaps I could talk Twilight into showing you and Alice around town. She and her friends know these streets more than we do.”
‘Dear Lord, can this get any better?’ Lauren thought. ‘Having the chance of seeing Ponyville and given the tour by your own characters that countless Bronies would kill for? Yes, please!’
She told them that she would like that.
After telling the students who found her that she would answer their questions after being shown around town, Twilight, her dragon assistant, and her friends escorted Lauren and Alice out of the school. While the Princesses returned to Canterlot to fetch an airship, the creator took her daughter by the hand and was shown the quaint, beautiful place known as Ponyville. If anything, if Lauren hadn’t known better, she would say that the sights she was seeing all around her looked like a fan-made (but still very well-done) background. As the sun was starting to set, everything was cast in both orange light and long purple shadows. 
In a way, most of Ponyville was exactly how she pictured it in her mind. British Tudor cottage-style houses completed with thatched roofs. Small flower gardens with the occasional statue or fountain, all being illuminated by lit, raw iron lampposts. Even the grassy ground was precisely how she envisioned it.
Well… Except for the first building they stopped by.
“This is where Spike, Starlight, and I live.” Twilight waved a hoof to the crystal tree castle that was next to the school. “It’s the latest second latest addition to Ponyville other than the school itself. Made mostly entirely of crystal and formed by the Tree of Harmony, this place has its throne room, library, a maze of hallways, and a pool.”
Lauren and Alice looked up and down at the castle of purple and blue crystal. Although she was used to seeing it on a screen to see the tree-house-like building; up-close it seemed… clunky. Especially at the oddly shaped star that was at the very top. To her eye, it seemed rather lazily put together.
“It’s… uh…” Lauren began but didn’t know the right words to use to express her disgust elegantly. However, her daughter finished it for her rather bluntly.
“Weird.”
There was snickering coming from the ponies. 
“Oh come on!” Spike said, flying up a little. “It’s not weird. I mean look at it, it’s delici- delightful!” The dragon quickly caught on his slip and tried to correct himself. “What’s wrong with it?”
“Nothing’s wrong…” Lauren told him, “It’s just… well… looking at it now, it just seems kinda… cold. And that if you tap it in the wrong place it might fall over.” More snickering from the ponies. “I don’t know. I guess I missed the Golden Oaks more.”
Twilight’s face drooped; her ears folded back. “Yeah… Me too…”
Realizing what she said, Lauren knelt and put an arm around her. “I’m sorry. I didn’t think and-”
“To be fair,” Twilight added, “It took me a long time to be adjusted to the castle. It didn’t feel like home at first until my friends helped me gain a better understanding of what home really was.”
‘As I recall,’ Lauren thought, ‘That episode didn’t go down too well. Still, don’t know how to feel about what they did to the old library’s roots though…’ Clearing her throat, Lauren asked where to next.
From there, Lauren took Alice by the hand and the two of them were led into Ponyville. Among the sights and familiar locations such as Rarity’s Boutique, the schoolhouse, the local spa, the party store, and the town hall, the creator couldn’t help but notice the curious ponies that were following them. This was not lost on either of them, especially when they kept themselves at a distance.
“Mom,” Alice said by the time they reached the marketplace. “Why ponies looking…?” she pointed at them.
“They’re just curious sweetie.”
“Why?”
“Because they never have seen well… people before.” She looked up, just barely catching a glimpse of Twilight moving her head as if she was listening. Something told her that she was. “You see Alice, when someone sees another for the first time, they’re uncertain how to act. They don’t know if they’re friendly or dangerous. As we… wow… probably the first humans in this world that haven’t been turned into a pony, now that I think of it, they want to see if we’re good.”
“But… I’m good. Mommy is good.”
Lauren smiled at that. “Yes. But they don’t know-” out from the sky, a muffin bounced off her head, “…yet.”
“Sorry!” A voice called out from above. The mother looked up to find a rather familiar face. It was gray with a blond mane and a signature misaligned golden eyes. “It slipped out of my hooves; can you give it back?”
Crouching down, she was very much aware that so many eyes were on her now, including her creations as she picked up what looked like a cartoon blueberry muffin. She held it up to the Pegasus that hovered above her. “Thanks, stranger,” the mare was about to leave but stopped for a moment as she noticed Alice. “Hey, have we met before?”
“Huh?”
“Your face, it looks familiar. But your mane has changed.” This raised an eyebrow from Lauren. “Don’t you remember me? You were in Canterlot and you were sad, and I gave you that ice cre-” A purple, sparkling muzzle formed around her, from Twilight’s aura.
“Twilight? What are you doing?”
“Uh…” Twilight looked between her and the mare that was struggling against her magic. “Would you excuse me for just a moment? Girls, would you show them Sugar Cube Corner next? I’ll be right back.”
As Twilight pulled the Pegasus out of the way towards a pair of buildings, Lauren’s eyebrow remained arched. Something wasn’t right. How did someone like Derpy, a well-known fan character, recognize the face of a human when as far as she knows, none ever came to Equestria before? Before she could ponder long, Rarity adverted her attention towards a favorite booth of hers.
Meanwhile in an alleyway, Twilight scanned to make sure that they were out of earshot before releasing the mare’s muzzle.
“What was that-” Derpy began to say but was cut off.
“Listen,” Twilight interrupted, “I know that you mean well, but you can’t tell them you’ve seen them before.”
“Them?” The Pegasus tilted her head in confusion. “What are you talking about? I was talking about the little filly back there-”
“Before you go any further, how exactly do you know about them?”
“Well…” she blinked. One of Derpy’s eyes began to drift. “It was a couple of years ago in Canterlot. My daughter and I were on vacation. Then after getting ice cream one night, we found… well… that oddly looking filly in an alleyway crying saying that her mom was upset because of her. Dinky and I tried to calm her down, taking her over to the hotel so we could help her out before she was foalnapped by a crazy unicorn. I called for the police, of course, but-”
“Oh, ponyfeathers!”
“What?”
“Lyra! I forgot about Lyra! Uh… Look, just do me this favor and pretend that you don’t know either of them.”
“But Princess, I don’t know what…” she paused. “Is it her? That young creature from Can-”
“Yes, yes, but for now, I just need you to be quiet for now. Okay? It’s a complicated situation and all so for now, just keep it hushed. Alright?”
Derpy told her that she would. Soon after, Twilight took to the sky to find a certain light green unicorn that probably needed restraining.

Although she was there when the concept art for Sugarcube Corner was presented, and she had seen it at least a thousand times from the show itself, the fan art, or even the endless parade of toys; seeing the building itself was mindboggling to Lauren. There wasn’t a single detail about it that was out of place. From the three lit candles on top of a cupcake which is the dome roof to Pinkie’s room, to the birds' nest on one corner of the roof, and the pink windows and candy cane columns for the front door, she was in awe of how large and surprised of how good it smelled up close. It was as if the place radiated every pleasant smell that one could think of. Of cakes, cinnamon, lemons, perfectly cooked cookies, and freshly baked bread, it smelled exactly how she pictured it in her mind.
“And this is Sugarcube Corner!” Pinkie waved a hoof at it proudly. “It’s also home to Mr. and Mrs. Cake, the twins, me and Gummy.”
“Is that,” Alice asked, pointing to the roof, “frosting?”
Pinkie giggled. “I wish! Do you know how often I would be on the roof licking off the frosting? They would have to get a restraining order, that’s how often! But sadly no, it isn’t.”
“It looks incredible in person,” Lauren remarked. “The detail is breathtaking.”
“But it’s just a bakery,” Spike said, waving a claw.
“To you, yes. But where I come from, there’s hardly - if any place - in the world that builds a place like this and not be it some gimmicky theme park or a seasonal holiday thing. But as a thriving business? One that you can smell all the stuff that’s cooking in there; it’s almost hard to believe that this is real.”
“I can top that,” Pinkie said, and Alice asked, “Do you want some free samples?”
“Oh Pinkie,” Lauren replied, “you don’t have to-”
“Please!” Alice insisted. “I want cookie!”
“Hold on one sec.” Pinkie disappeared in a blur of pink rushing into the front doors of the bakery. There was a cacophony of confusing sounds from a whinnying horse, crashes of pots and pans, a kazoo, a Willhelm scream, the tooting of Elephants, splashing of water, the zip of a zip line, the ringing of bells, creaking of wood, and an orchestra landing in the middle of a pinewood forest. But a moment later, the pink mare returned with a chocolate chip cookie in her hoof. “Here ya go! One sample.”
“What were you doing in there?” Lauren asked as his daughter greedily took hold and consumed the cookie.
“Word of advice,” Rainbow said, “Whenever something weird happens around Pinkie, it's best not to question her. It’ll save you the headache.”
“Want one?” Pinkie asked.
“I’m fine.” She looked over at the bakery. “So are the Cakes in today?”
“You want to meet them?” 
Lauren thought it over for a moment, “Well… if it’s not too inconvenient for you guys at this hour.”
“Of course you can!” Pinkie took her by the hand, “It’s almost closing time, but you can still say hello to them.” Hopping towards the pink front door, the mare guided the human and her daughter inside. Of course, being much taller than most, Lauren had to resort to ducking her way in, and even then, the ceiling was a bit too short for her. However, there was plenty of room for her three-year-old daughter to comfortably walk in. Inside the sugary theme store, complete with the rows of candy and glazed pastries, were two ponies that were looking right up at her. One was a yellow stallion whose legs were thin enough to be mistaken for matchsticks, the other was a rounded, blue mare with a swirly pink mane and a yellow apron. 
The other ponies plus a dragon followed suit.
“Here’s the giants I was talking about, Mr. and Mrs. Cake!” Pinkie told them with a smile. 
Mr. Cake blinked. “Wow… you weren’t exaggerating.”
“Sorry for intruding,” Lauren said, kneeling down. “We were just in the neighborhood, and I wanna say that this place is beautiful, and my daughter likes your cookies.”
“Uh…” Mrs. Cake blinked. “Thank you? I guess. Sorry dearie, don’t take this the wrong way but… what, are you?”
“Person,” Alice answered, between munches of her cookie.
“Oh,” Mr. Cake nodded. “Never heard one before, (must be rare) but forgive us, we’ve come in contact with new creatures every so often, but we’re just not familiar with you is all.”
“That’s perfectly understandable,” Lauren said. “To be fair, I don’t come across colorful ponies that talk either, but here we are. So how are Pound and Pumpkin doing?”
This question took the bakers aback. “How do you know our foals?” Mrs. Cake inquired. “Pinkie, did you tell her about them?”
“Yeah I… wait…” she tapped her chin for a moment, “I did tell you they have twins, but I don’t think I told you about their names.”
“Didn’t you?”
The ponies and dragon at the door thought it over for a moment.
“No, I don’t she did,” Fluttershy said. “Does this mean you’re all-knowing or something?”
“Of course not,” Lauren answered, “If I did know everything, I wouldn’t be asking how the twins are doing, would I?”
The ponies thought over that logic for a moment, “Can’t fault her there.” Rarity commented. “Still, it is rather off-putting to know somepony's name before being introduced.”
“Oh…” Lauren tried to figure out what exactly to say next as the Cakes were waiting for a response from her slip-up. What words could she possibly use and not make this any less uncomfortable or weird for them? Fortunately or unfortunately, she didn’t have to.
A sudden burst from the front door and there was a frantic, half-crazed, ready-to-pounce mint green unicorn that the creator immediately identified as Lyra Heartstrings. Her golden eyes beheld her and Alice, with a madding grin she held up a Polaroid camera and took the picture. One sudden flash later, she held the camera in triumph. “Ah-ha! I finally got it! Actual proof! I must get the picture to the press! The world must know!”
“Uh, now Lyra,” Fluttershy said timidly, “Let’s not do anything hasty-”
“No! I got my proof at long last! This will finally prove that I’m not crazy!” With a happy whinny, they galloped out the door. 
“Huh…” Applejack, who up until now hadn’t said a word looked over to her friends. “Should we stop her or what?”
They shrugged.
“Get back here!” A burst of Twilight’s voice was enough for them plus the humans to rush outside. They found Twilight flying at full speed chasing the unicorn. “You do NOT have permission to take their picture yet!”
“Well, that answers that question,” Rainbow too took off after the mare that dashed and zig-zag about, going in and out of alleyways but Lyra was barely out of reach. In a way, the creator of the show almost expected this sudden burst of hijinks like this, and she has to admit to herself that it was pretty crazy to see a live cartoon chase in person. From where they could see it, Lyra dove into a rain barrel and came out from a chimney across the street. She went down an alleyway and came out of a window. All the while Rainbow and Twilight were just barely behind her.
“Uh… Don’t you think you ought to do something?” Spike asked Lauren.
“Like what?” She questioned. “She’s way too fast, and it isn’t that I could just say: ‘And suddenly Lyra ran into a brick wall out of nowhere’ and expect it to-”
WAP!
“…. happen.” 
Right in the middle of the street, Lyra the crazed unicorn had run face-first into a brick wall that appeared out of nowhere in the middle of the street. Twilight and Rainbow barely had enough time to slow down to prevent a similar faceplant. Although they did confiscate the camera, they were completely confused by the wall that popped out all of a sudden.
“The hay did this come from?” Rainbow questioned, circling around the wall.
At the steps of Sugarcube Corner, Pinkie looked between Lauren and the newest addition to Ponyville. “Did you do that?” She asked. Hopping up and down, she got an idea. “Oh! Oh! Make a twelve-story chocolate cake with lots of yellow frostings and confetti sprinkles appear!”
Applejack scratched her head. “Huh… Ah don’t remember that bein’ there a minute ago. Where? How?”
“Do it again, mommy!” Alice demanded excitedly.
Lauren too was taken aback at what just happened. She was absolutely certain that something like that never happened in the show except for… “Is Discord around by chance?”
“No?” Fluttershy answered. “The last time I saw him was for tea, and even then, he had gone back to his dimension. So, he shouldn’t be here.”
‘But if that were true,’ Lauren thought, ‘how did that… I didn’t just will it into existence… didn’t I?’ Curious, she decided to experiment. “Uh…” She lifted up her hand and thought of saying something nonsensical. “Let’s see uh… ‘Then all of a sudden, a teacup appeared in my hand in which a tiny Thorax was taking a bath in.’”
Pop!
In the palm of her hand, a purple teacup that held a soapy, pink bubbled water with a very small King of the Changelings in it; complete with a poke-a-dot shower cap and a wooden brush. Thorax was confused for a moment before looking up at the human. He screamed in a high-pitched tone.
“‘A-And then he was suddenly teleported back to his hive to finish his bath!’”
Pop!
The Changeling, bathwater, teacup, and all disappeared.
Ponies, plus a dragon and her daughter stared at her. “Huh… Okay, that’s new.”

	
		6: Departure



“So, what kind of food do people eat?” Silverstream asked.
As for keeping to her promise, after Lauren and her daughter were given the rest of the tour around the town, she returned to the school to face the students’ questions for their project. So far, she took notice that the questions were aimed more towards what humans, in general, are like. 
By now, they were in the school’s library and the sun had already set. Lauren was waiting for the Royal Sisters to return with an airship. In the meantime, she is surrounded by six creatures, being interviewed not on the latest cartoon she’s working on but rather trying to describe as best she could what humans are like. Meanwhile, her daughter was being looked over by Twilight in her castle.
“Truthfully? We tend to eat a lot of things. Being omnivores, we can eat veggies as well as meats. I could probably talk all night about what kind of foods there are out there. Such as ice cream sandwiches, noodles, fried chicken, ceaser salads, asiago bread, roast turkey, scallop potatoes, orange shakes, kimchi, baklava, dragon fruit, sushi, I can go on, but I think you’d get the point.”
“Dragon fruit, huh?” Smolder raised an eyebrow. “What’s that like?”
“Hmm… Something between a kiwi and a pear? It’s kinda hard to describe because they’re expensive where I come from.”
Sandbar raised a hoof. “Are there civilizations where you come from?”
“Short answer, yes. Yes, there is, and we tend to populate all of them.”
Ocellus raised a hoof. “Do you use magic where you come from?”
“Well… not exactly.”
“What do you mean?”
“The thing is… magic as you know it doesn’t exist in my world. If anything, you see magic in stories, cartoons, movies, or people faking it. Magic is something I thought existed in my daydreams… until I came here.”
“Fascinating…” the blue changeling jot down into her notes. “If you don’t have any magic, how do you people live?”
“Easy. We tend to get creative and innovative. That’s the thing about us humans, no matter what you throw at us, not only will we learn to adapt, but we use our creativity to make life easier for us. Because we don’t have magic, we invented machines to do countless things.”
“Like what?” Yona asked.
Lauren thought about this for a moment. “Like… Say if you wanted to get somewhere that’s too far to walk in the shortest amount of time, we invented cars – horseless carriages as we used to call them. We invented a machine that could store documents, notes, music, books, photos, and movies even, and we call it a computer. Then we figured out a way to connect other computers from all over the world and ended up creating the biggest library in the history of mankind known as the internet. We figured out how to make machines to grow more food than ever and sell them for cheap in supermarkets that are as big as a village. Oh! And not only that,” she pulled out her cell phone, “but we’ve also invented this thing. Some people call it a smartphone, not only will it allow you to talk to someone that’s very far away as well as pass along some uh… notes, but this thing is a small computer too that can do all sorts of things. Like using it as a flashlight, telling you where in the world you are, calling for help, giving you directions to the nearest place to eat, listening to music, and shopping for things without leaving home. Really, when we put our minds to it, we could do almost anything.”
Gallus gave a low whistle. “With a world like that, it must be paradise.”
Lauren froze. She didn’t say anything.
“You are such a fascinating, complicated species!” Silverstream remarked, after writing something in her notes. “And so advance too. Oh! What was the last big thing that you people have accomplished?”
“Boy… a lot of hard questions here, aren’t we?” Lauren rubbed her head. “I don’t know exactly where to start on that one. Apart from the stuff with technology that I’ve said, there are things like the moon landing and-”
“Wait- what!?” the students said at once.
“Um…” Sandbar coughed into his hoof. “What exactly do you mean by… ‘moon landing?’”
“Oh… Well, before I was born, a group of people had figured out a way to not only go into space, not only how to orbit around the planet, but the biggest achievement of all was that we were able to successfully have people walk on the moon and back.”
The student’s mouths – including their notebooks – dropped to the floor. 
“H-How…?” Smolder was the first to put their collective thoughts into words. “How’s that even possible without any magic? I mean, not just going to the moon but coming back from it? The only one that was about to do that and not… you know… and live was-”
“Princess Luna.” Lauren nodded. “Yes, that’s true. But I know what you’re thinking. To this world, going to the moon is like going to a maximum-security prison, right?” they nodded. “But the thing is, to us, when the first man in history was able to set foot on the surface of the moon, it was a pretty big moment for everyone. Not because of sending someone cruel to that place, but rather, for the first time, a person was able to touch something that has been long thought to be out of reach. That we made the impossible, possible. This was so big, that the man who took his first steps on the moon said something that burned into the minds of everyone that saw it on their screens. ‘That’s one small step for man, one giant leap for mankind.’” 
“Wow…” Sandbar said, scratching the back of his head. “When you put it like that… That does sound something remarkable. And considering that you don’t have any magic… that’s saying something.”
“Yeah.” Lauren nodded. “So, is there anything else you guys wanna ask?”
The six students looked at one another. “Now that you’ve mentioned it.” Ocellus closed her notebook. “Just off the record here, there is something that has gotten all of us curious about.”
“What is it?”
“Well… when you mentioned that… where you come from… our world is just a cartoon to you. Right?” Lauren told her that this was true. “So… I think that on behalf of everycreature here is…” The Changeling hesitated as if trying to find the right words for her question. Finally, she asked, “That cartoon, is it well-known with other people?”
‘Boy we’re gonna be here all night.’ Lauren thought, trying to figure out how to answer that. “Short answer, yes. It’s still popular enough that people see it.”
“Personally, I can’t figure out why though,” Smolder commented. “I mean, if your people are flocking to theaters to see a cartoon of ponies, I don’t know if it’ll get that much attention. But if it was about dragons… I can see it being a hit.”
‘The cynical part of me would have agreed with you ten years ago, Smolder,’ the creator thought. “Perhaps, but it has been going for nine years with a fanbase to boot. In my world, they not only like the ponies but the other creatures and the places they get to see.”
“And you’re going to see it all!” Everyone, including Lauren, jumped at the sudden appearance of Princess Luna. “We have arrived!”
“Don’t you ever knock!?” Gallus said, a talon over his chest. “You nearly gave me a heart attack!”
“Forgive us,” Luna smiled, hopping in place, “we are so excited that we finally get to spend time with our mother that knocking seems unnecessary!”
Lauren couldn’t help but laugh at that statement. A thought came across her mind, acknowledging that she still had her phone in her hand. “Before I go, would it be too much trouble if I ask to take a picture of all of you?”
Sandbar tilted his head. “With what?” She held up the cell phone. “That’s a camera too?”
“Again, this thing is really useful. So, can I?”
The students, plus the Princess of the night grouped tightly together. Lauren activated her phone and held it up to them before taking their picture.

‘How come they didn’t use this when they were going around Equestria again?’ 
Outside of the school with the full moon overhead, was a craft that was a good deal bigger than she could ever predict. The airship was just that; a ship tied to a blimp. However, this royal airship was something that she could never anticipate the sheer elaborateness, detail, and awe-inspiring vessel that at home, would no doubt be considered a wonder of the world. In a way, the ship itself was something that would be worthy of Capitan Nemo’s Nautilus. It was part submarine and part sailing ship at the same time. Yet, it was not an iron monstrosity but rather an elegant thing that had the glittering sun, moon, and stars along its white porcelain-like hull. On the sides of the vessel were wings that resembled wings. But above the ship was a titanic blimp that suspended it all in the air. Alice remarked that it resembled a whale, and her mother agreed. It was made of white and dark blue fabric where there were extra fins and an enormous tale in the back. Some ropes draped down from the vessel that kept it tied to the ground and some of which had baskets that were raised and lowered. These held ponies or supplies that were being loaded on board. 
“To be honest, I haven’t used this thing in ages,” Celestia tells Lauren. “It’s only used for very, very important occasions. It’s pretty much a floating palace if you like to think as such.”
“How come you never used it before?”
“Simple, I never had the proper excuse to use it until now.”
“Really? What was the excuse?”
Celestia smiled. “You came.”
Lauren felt a tug on the sleeve of her pajamas. “Mom! I wanna ride!” Alice said, pointing upward. 
The Princess playfully chuckled, lowering her head down. “Don’t worry little one, you will be up there soon. We just need to have one more pony, and a certain dragon to be ready to come with us.”
“I’m coming! I’m coming!” A frantic gallop of hooves and a flapping of wings drew close to them. Twilight came as quickly as she could with bags of paper – no doubt the kind she’s supposed to grade – and Spike just behind to pick up the papers that were being dropped behind her. As expected, there was a frantic look on her face, heaving, no doubt was in a rush and carried extra pounds of paper just to study her and her daughter. “Sorry… This is… last minute…”
Celestia approached her. “You know you don’t have to come with us. Being how busy with your school and-”
“I had Starlight take over for me,” Twilight informed her; her breath recovered. “So how long is this going to be again?”
“I don’t want it to be long,” Lauren said. “And you don’t have to show me everything. Just a few days would be alright as long as we get back here. After all, I still want to spend some more time with everyone here in Ponyville.” She looked down at her nightly clothes. “Although, we probably should figure out how to get a few pairs of clothes for us… Unless…”
Twilight’s ears folded back against her head. “I don’t know if Rarity would be able to make clothes for you two when you’re just about to leave.”
“No, hold on.” She held up a hand. “I want to try something here. Give me a second…” Clearing her throat, she thought carefully of the words she was about to say. Closing her eyes, she spoke: “Before they could leave, a Pegasus, white as snow and a curly mane yellow as the sun came swooping in with a thick suitcase.”
“Mother, what are you-”
“The mare apologized for not coming sooner as she was held up by a flock of geese. After handing… me the suitcase, she handed over a business card with the name Surprise on it before flying off. Inside the suitcase were a pair of tennis shoes, socks, a pair of blue jeans with golden buttons, and T-shirts that were yellow and had a smiley face. The clothes were a perfect fit for the mother and daughter. Inside the suitcase were toiletries, a purse that had a bag of bits, and a copy of the Friendship Journal signed by Twilight and her friends.”
Opening her eyes, Celestia was looking at her with a puzzled look. “Mother, what were you doing?”
“Wait! Wait!” As if appearing out of nowhere, a white Pegasus mare with a curly yellow mane flew down to them with a suitcase in her hooves. “Ma’am! You forgot something!” From the corner of her eye, Lauren saw Celestia, Twilight, and Spike taking a double-take at what was happening. “I’m so, so sorry, I tried to get this back to you sooner but there was a flock of geese in the way.”
Lauren knelt down, “Oh it’s no big deal, thank you for the effort anyway.”
“Here,” the mare offered the suitcase. After the creator took hold of it, the mare reached something underneath her wing and pulled out a card. “Just for future reference, my name is Surprise.”
“Again, thank you so much.”
A relieved smile came across Surprise’s face before she flew back into the night. 
“Okay, what just happened?” Celestia inquired.
Lauren opened up the suitcase, and sure enough, everything that she described from the clothes to the purse full of bits was inside. “To be honest, I don’t know. But it’s something I just found out not too long ago that if I’m telling something like I would a story, it just happens.”
“I saw it in action, Princess,” Twilight said. “She made a brick wall appear out of nowhere. Do you think that she has powers on par with Discord?”
Celestia seriously considered this question for a moment while Lauren and Alice were going through the suitcase. “Now that I think of it… In theory, she might very well be. After all, she created our world. She made Equestria itself. If you like, the Author of the universe, I know to her it’s just a story, but in this case, she is in many respects, a goddess if she could make the improbable happen.”
“Do you think her powers have a limit?”
“I suppose, but I have never seen anything like this before.”
From above, Luna descended to the ground, carrying a large wicker basket in her blue aura. “The crew is ready. Now it is time for us to make our departure.”
After the humans put the things in the suitcase back, they climbed into the basket. While the others spread their wings and began their ascent, carrying them up with them, Spike decided to fly next to the two. “So… Are you two liking Equestria so far?”
“It’s everything that I imagine it to be – literally.” Lauren joked. “I can’t believe that I’m actually here.”
“Ponies are fun,” Alice said. “She has fun games.” She pointed up to Twilight.
Spike nodded. “That’s good to hear. I’m looking forward to this.”
“How come?” Lauren asked.
“Well… More often whenever something out of the ordinary happens, I’m usually kept out of the loop. But hey, at least this time I’m going around Equestria with a creator Goddess. Not many creatures anywhere could boast about that!”
“It will only be a few days.”
The young dragon chuckled. “Trust me, even in a few days with them around, anything can happen. Besides, this will be my first time on an airship – so that should be cool.”
Lauren agreed. Soon they were on board of the airship and were greeted by a staff of Royal Guards and servants. Almost immediately, the two humans were shown around the ship by the Royal sisters with the eagerness of young children wanting to impress their parents. Fortunately, the inside of the airship had high enough ceilings for Lauren to walk around comfortably. Indeed, the airship was like a floating palace as it had rows of elaborate bedrooms, meeting rooms, staff quarters, a swimming pool, a library, a mini-theater, a dining room, a ballroom, a throne room, a tennis court, a rock garden, a small hospital, and at the very top of the blimp, there was even an observatory with a glass dome with telescopes pointing at the sky. 
The last thing to be shown on this impressive ship was the control deck. It was on the lowest level of the ship at the head, where the first thing that stood out was the windows. Big, massive windows that give a good view of the ground below, including a large round one in the middle of the room. There were charts and compasses; buttons and switches; and even a big stirring wheel with a pony waiting there for orders. 
“Mom,” Alice asked, pulling on her mother’s sleeve, “I wanna live here.”
There was a part of Lauren that agreed, given all the luxury that was on this vessel. However, one question sticks out of her mind. “So, is there a captain that runs this?”
“That would be me.” She turned around to the voice that spoke up and was surprised to find who it was. It wasn’t for the fact that the captain was a mare, nor because she was a unicorn. Rather, it was a character that she didn’t think would be guiding this ship. Lauren saw a very dark purple unicorn with a deadpanned expression and a jagged, broken horn. She was a mare that had a pink Mohawk of a mane, and Lauren knew immediately who she was. After all, she saw the movie. “Captain Tempest at your service and... well that’s new.”
“Tempest!” Twilight wrapped a hoof around her in a hug. “Good to see you again.”
“I call it a coincidence.” She replied, “After all, I needed a new job and I ended up with this. Still, I will ask,” she pointed at the humans, “what are they?”
“Our most esteemed guests of honor,” Luna told her, “at least if it helps to think that way. This is Lauren Faust and her daughter, Alice.”
Tempest raised an eyebrow. “Interesting names, but I suppose if they’re guest,” she bowed her head, “I welcome you two on board.” Rising, she turned to Celestia. “So where to now, Your Majesty?”
Celestia thought about this for a moment, “I think we should let Lauren decide.”
All eyes turned to Lauren. With this tremendous decision suddenly thrown at her, she had to look at a map of Equestria to help jog her memory of this land of ponies. ‘This is… such a big choice. I get to decide on where to go in a fictional world of mine! Only… where to go first? Canterlot? The Crystal Empire? Or maybe the other towns like Appleloosa or maybe Rainbow Falls. Then again, what about the other places like Yakyakistan, Griffonstone, or perhaps the Dragon Lands? Just where do I start? Where…’ An idea came to her. There was a place on the map that, although it was a subtle nod to where she was from, was still a place that the show itself never once visited.
She had an answer. “Would it be too much to ask to go to Baltimare first, then circle Equestria, saving Canterlot and Ponyville last?”
“That’s… oddly specific,” Spike commented. “Why Baltimare? In fact, what’s even there?”
Lauren thought about her answer carefully, “Let’s just say… I want to test something out and I want to go there first.”
“Fine by me.” Tempest shrugged before turning to her crew. “Set a course for Baltimare.”

	
		7: Heart to Heart with Luna



It is impressive how fast this floating palace could go at full speed. Lauren almost expected that this thing would go about the pace of a teenage dragon just to get from one place to another. However, seeing the landscape in the moonlight going underneath them, it’s astonishing how much progress they were making. Not only that, but she didn’t expect the ride itself would be so quiet. If anything, the only sound to be heard was the wind and the mechanical flapping of the ship’s wings. And even then, the wings aren’t as loud as the engine of an airplane that she’s been on.
Although Alice had been long tired out and asleep, Lauren was too excited to sleep. The guestroom royale was located in the very back of the vessel, which gave the absolute best view of Equestria. In fact, for the last hour, she was leaning up against the railing, looking out to the dark landscape. Above her were the moon and stars with clouds that drifted by. In the distance, Mt. Canter and its golden city, along with Ponyville and its surrounding mountains and forests. From this vantage, she can see farms, lakes, rivers, forests, a tiny bit of the desert, and lines of the railroad. And right beneath them, they were passing over the barren fields that were home of the Diamond Dogs. 
“I was beginning to wonder why I couldn’t find your dreams.” She heard Luna say. Breaking her hypnotizing view of the landscape, Lauren saw the Princess of the Night flying towards her, making a gentle landing on the balcony. “I was able to find Alice’s dream, but I couldn’t find any signs of yours, so I was starting to get worried.”
Lauren blinked. “You can go into her dreams?”
“As Princess of the Night, it’s one of my duties to be sure that the dream realm is free from nightmares of those who sleep. And do not fret, Alice was having a good dream when I left it. Still, I’m rather surprised to find you wide awake.” She sat down on her haunches. “Has something troubled you?”
“No. I already have gotten enough sleep a few hours ago, and even if I wanted to I just can’t because of how excited I am to be here. It’s like visiting another country that you wanted to see for a long time and finally being able to get the chance to. Only, this country is uh…”
“One of your doing.” Luna nodded. “I understand the feeling quite well. Why when my sister and I were able to take some time off for a vacation, I failed to get any rest at all because I was just so excited to get to see what was outside the golden cage.”
“The golden cage?”
“A rather mean title for the palace.” Luna blushed. “But an accurate one at that. Don’t get me wrong, living in the castle has its perks, but there’s so much of the world that I never get to see. Did you know that I’ve been to the post office for the first time not too long ago? My sister may think it mundane, however, being someone who has been isolated on the moon for so long as well as in the palace… everything to me is still new. This vessel, for example, is a marvel in my eyes. That something so heavy being easily carried off like a feather in the wind. Or for the farmers down there, where they could tame the land so wide and reap an abundant harvest is amazing for its organization alone.”
“Does Celestia share your enthusiasm?”
“Only aimed at the more extreme. My sister has gained a taste for the thrills of life. For example, we went down a zip line for the first time. We slid down with nothing but a wire to hold us up, flying faster than Rainbow Dash probably ever went. Even with my vocal protests, Celie was having the time of her life.”
Lauren hummed. “I guess I couldn’t blame her. After all, she is enslaved to a schedule and to serve an entire country. She had to do so many things for so long from entertaining nobles to just raising the sun every day, and even teaching Twilight – that alone must really have tested her patients.”
Luna raised an eyebrow. “I suppose… Believe me, mother, it isn’t that I’m ignorant of what she has to put up with from day to day. The experience that Starlight Glimmer has shown us that we both have to deal with major responsibilities that if done wrong could lead to dire consequences. Still, being that we’re going to retire soon, Celestia and I know that we shall be placing those responsibilities in good hooves. After all, Twilight has come a long way and we have faith in her.”
Lauren smiled at this. “I think she’ll do well too.”
The Night Princess nodded, turning her attention to the view, particularly at the stars. “To be honest with you… Regardless of what form you take, you’ve always been a mystery to us.”
“What do you mean?”
“What?”
“Well… First the form thing, what do you mean?”
Luna thought about her answer carefully. “You see, even as children, you tend to appear and disappear almost at random. We never understood why you did this, sometimes we see you for only an instant, while others for years. But regardless, when you do show up, we notice that you tend to change. For example, we see you as an alicorn. A red, messy mane. A quill and inkwell cutie mark. And your signature smile. While at other times you come by as a dragon, a seapony, or any other manner. Yet, regardless of what form you find yourself in, we still recognize you as… well… you. We can tell that there is an essence that it’s still you.”
“That’s interesting…” Lauren muttered. “And the whole mystery thing?”
“Ah, well the odd thing is that despite how much you know about us, or that you appear at certain moments in our lives… I don’t think even Celestia knows about you. As the mother who does what she can to make sure we’re taken care of gives us support, and often tells us stories or writes us books, that is all we about know you. Lauren Faust the individual… We don’t have a clue. We don’t know where you come from, did we have a father, where you keep disappearing to when you’re going to come back, what were you doing before us or this world – these and more we don’t know. Not to mention our uh… step-sister.” She craned her head over towards where Alice was sleeping. “We have so many questions about you that… I don’t know where to start.”
Guilt struck Lauren’s heart – although she isn’t sure why. Even though she knows deep down that this is all still fictional, hearing from her character that their mother wasn’t always around was still sad to her. The fact that their mother closely resembled her was a bit of a double whammy as hearing this made her feel responsible somehow. Perhaps she should have given them a mother from the start or… something. Even if they weren’t her children in any sense, her compassion said otherwise.
“What do you want me to say?” Lauren asked.
For a long minute, Luna didn’t have an answer to that. But decided to change the subject. “What are you like where you come from? What do you do?”
“In general, or…?”
“I suppose we could start there.”
“Well… I started as an artist many years ago then eventually an animator. Which is someone who draws one picture at a time to make a cartoon. Eventually, I worked my way up to become a storyboard artist and screenwriter for a few shows and movies. My husband Craig is the same way-”
“Ah-ha! So we do have a father after all!” Luna leaned forward. “Is he good to you?”
Lauren laughed at that. “Yes. He really is sweet and creative. This is good news for both of us as we help each other out to bounce ideas off of each other. Eventually, I was asked to create a show.”
“Our world?” The creator nodded. After looking thoughtful, Luna asked, “What inspired you?”
“Oh…” Lauren breathed deeply. “Big question. Well, there were several things. One of which, to be honest, is actually to reboot a show that nobody had faith in.”
The Night Princess blinked. “What do you mean?”
“The truth is the show, My Little Pony, this isn’t the first time someone made the show. There were three – well four – versions that came about. In fact, I was only a kid when I saw the show when they did it the first time around. Needless to say, it was very different compared to this. Like for example, in the original show, this land of ponies was once called (and I’m not making this up) Ponyland.”
Luna snorted, “Oh how original,” she chuckled.
“Yes, I know, looking back on it, that show is very simplified compared to this. If anything, the show was originally meant to sell us toys. Heavy plastic dolls where you could brush their manes and tales. By the time it was my turn, I was asked to do it so they could sell toys too.”
“Wait, wait,” Luna held up her hooves. “Give me time to wrap my mind around this… You’re saying that one of the reasons why you invented Equestria, is because someone out there wants to sell toys of us?”
“Pretty much.” She nodded. “But even then, I didn’t want to be lazy with it. I wanted it to be smart in its own way. This leads to the other inspiration that, when I was a kid and I got a hold of the toys, I often pretended to make a Ponyland of my own. I still have memories as a kid where I used to have this toy castle and I set it on top of a dresser that I pretended that it was a mountain. And below that, I saw parts of my bedroom were different places of this magical land. Where the carpet in the middle was a valley. Or the bed had caves underneath the sheets. Even the toy chest was at one time an evil lair where the bad guys were. I used to come up with different adventures and situations for those dolls I played with.”
“I see. Like a prototype of Equestria.”
Lauren shrugged. “Something like that. And there was something else too.”
“Which is?”
“Well… I think I was so obsessed with ponies that when I was a kid, I had a dream about it.” 
Luna froze. “Oh? And uh… do you recall anything from this dream?”
“Not that much. All I can remember is that when I was twelve or thirteen, a talking pony came out from under my bed and I followed it through until I ended up at a castle. There were some princesses and other ponies, then at one point, I got lost and… I can’t remember much. But I will still say that out of the bits and pieces that I did remember, ended up helping me figure out what Equestria was going to look like. Especially the characters that were inspired by that dream. Of course, some things needed to be changed around before we could make the cartoon, but I must say, I am proud of what it’s become.”
“Oh… I see…” Luna looked away from both her and the stars. “Mother… are you… proud of me too?” This question hit hard for Lauren, for she knew exactly why she was asking that. “Despite what I’ve done in the past. Despite my selfishness, my shortsightedness, and even my stupidity… are you still proud of me?”
That, for Lauren, was heartbreaking to hear. With nothing more than her motherly instincts kicking in, she hugs her neck. “Don’t beat yourself up, Luna. All of us make mistakes, and we don’t learn the first time around. You didn’t have that many ponies to turn to when you felt lost, and if it were me, I probably would have done the same too.”
“Mother?”
“Luna, if there’s anyone worth blaming, it’s me.”
The eyes of the Princess of the Night widen. “Mother, don’t say that!”
“But it’s true. I made this world, and you know what? I think I’m responsible for what happens here, including what happened to you.”
“Mother, stop it.” Luna nuzzled her. “What happened all those years ago was of my doing. I chose to become jealous instead of finding a more peaceful way to resolve things. Being on the moon, creating the Tantabus, distancing myself from Celestia, convincing myself that I have to deal with my problems on my own, all of that falls on me. All the jeers, sharp criticisms, and condemnations I received were of my doing. Not yours. You didn’t drive me to my banishment on the moon. You didn’t guilt me into creating a monster that I made to torment me. Nor did you give me cause to become distant with my sister.”
“But Luna, I wrote the story that caused all this.”
Luna frowned. “Even so, did you do so for the sake of harming me?”
“No! Of course not! If I had known this was real-”
“But you didn’t, and that is why I don’t hold you accountable. To you, all this was a story. But to me, I did those things not because I was pocessed or because I was always evil. But because I didn’t know what to do with the loneliness, how to forgive, or trust those I deem as friends with something that they could help me with. In this world, I am responsible for what I ended up deciding. And from you…” She sighed. “I don’t ask for your forgiveness. Rather I hope to gain your understanding of what I have done. That maybe… you could tell me that it’s okay to be a screw-up.”
Lauren hugged her tighter. “I do understand. Coming from someone that messes up too, it’s okay to make those mistakes as long as you learn from them.”
Luna wrapped her wings around her. “Thank you, mother.”

	
		8: In the Cottage Time Forgot



Celestia raised the sun by the time the airship had reached the city limits of Baltimare. Below them was a city that, to the untrained eye, reminded Lauren of places like New York or Boston. However, if she focused hard enough, she could make out the details that have certain elements of the Baltimore she knows. From a few key buildings near the sea to the star-shaped fortress and even a section of town where she could see dragons roaming about, she knew instantly that this was the place.
“We’ll be landing shortly.” Lauren looked behind her to Tempest who spoke to her as she came on the observation deck. “Probably within half an hour or so.”
“Thank you for telling me.”
The captain of the airship walked up next to the creator. “If it’s not improper, I was hoping to get an answer out of you.”
“Regarding what?”
“Well… I mean that out of all the places in Equestria, you could ask to be taken to – why here? It just seems odd that a guest of the Royal Princesses, a creature that nopony has ever seen before asks to be taken to this place. As far as I know, there’s nothing much here except for the dragon community.”
‘Huh… so this world is taking a page from the IDW comics.’ Lauren thought. “Well, to answer your question, I’m rather curious about something.”
Tempest raised an eyebrow. “Concerning…?”
“Well… you see where I come from, when a team and I were trying to figure out what Equestria was going to look like, I put a subtle nod to my hometown. If this place is the Equestria that I know… then I want to test out something.”
"Test out what?"
“In my head… when I came up with my original character; I had an idea that perhaps the girls had grown up here a long time ago. And maybe… If I’m right, Celestia and Luna’s chil- eh, foalhood home, might still be here.”
The ship’s captain’s eyes flew open wide. “The Princesses foalhood… But that must be impossible. Those two are over a thousand years old at least. Even if they did grow up here, I highly doubt that their home would have survived all these years.”
“That’s what I want to test out. If I’m this world’s creator, then perhaps there is a place here that would confirm something that was purely in my head.”
“You’re speaking as if you’re not convinced this world is real.”
“Oh, it’s obvious that it is… I just don’t know if this is the Equestria I know.”
Tempest didn’t respond to that cryptic statement. Instead, she told her that she was going to go down to assist with the landing.

Like Ponyville, the ponies’ curiosity came to them in droves. Literally. Behind the quasi-royal procession, herds of ponies came from every direction with the guard holding them back. They had been going through the streets for about an hour now, and Alice was complaining. 
“My feet hurt.” She told her mother who was holding her hand.
“Do you want me to carry you?”
“Here,” Twilight said, slowing down to be beside them. “If it helps, you can ride on my back.” 
This surprised Lauren. “Are you sure? I don’t want you to carry so much weight.”
“Pfft!” Twilight waved a dismissive hoof. “Please, since becoming an alicorn, that means that I also gained Earth pony strength. Having to carry her shouldn’t be that difficult.”
“Well if you say so.” Lauren picked Alice up. “Now don’t pull on her mane or ears, Alice, ponies don’t like it when you do that. And don’t try to kick them too. It’s rude.”
Her daughter looked at her with disappointment but let out a groaning “Okay…” before she was lowered down onto Twilight’s back before they continued.
Spike flew up to them. “So… the Princesses were asking me to ask you… where exactly are we going? You never really said since we’ve landed.”
“Hopefully someplace familiar.” She said. “In my head, there’s a house here that’s been overlooked by time. Someplace tucked away.”
“So how would we know to find it?”
“Simple.” Lauren smiled. “By getting lost.”
Both Spike and Twilight tilted their heads in confusion. “Lost?” they asked in unison.
“Well if you want to find something that isn’t easily found you have to get lost first, otherwise everyone would know where to find it.”
“Yeah, but how do you know if we’re getting near?”
Lauren realized that Spike did have a point. She hadn’t thought of it that far. To her imagination, there’s a particular house that’s neatly tucked away among the skyscrapers and modern buildings. A place was so hidden that one wouldn’t see it off the bat unless-
“Mommy! Mommy!” Alice called out, pointing.
“Not right now, I’m thinking.”
“But mom!”
“In a moment hon.”
Pouting, Alice did the unpredictable and instantly got off of Twilight to start running off. However, before she could make a few steps, she was picked up off the ground by the Princess of Friendship. She kicked and waved her fists about being lifted in the air as well as letting out some screams.
This caught the attention of Celestia and Luna. “What is the meaning of this?” Luna asked.
“Mom! Look!” Alice pointed to a part of the street where two towering buildings stood right next to each other.
“Look at what?” Spike questioned. “There’s nothing there but a couple of buildings. Not even enough room for an alley.”
“Leaf!” Alice pointed. “Look! Leaf!”
At first, Lauren was about to grab her daughter’s hand as she didn’t know what she was talking about. That was until she glanced at her daughter’s direction and noticed something. A detail that if she had blinked or turned her head away, she would have missed it. But the more she looked at it, the more she realized that something was off. There was indeed a leaf and a stem that peeked out between the tight space of the buildings. However, what made her pause was how high off the ground it was. It was probably about to where Celestia was, and she noted that the plant was too far away from any other nearby. 
“Twilight, put her down,” she said, “I think Alice might be onto something here.”
Once Alice had her feet touch the ground, she went running off towards the two buildings, and, much to their surprise, she disappeared right in between the cracks. It sends the entourage running, trying to figure out what just happened. But as they got close, they realized that what they were looking at, was an optical illusion. Up close, the two buildings were not wedged together at all, rather, one of the walls was angled to a way where one could slip right through between them. It was a secret entrance to an alleyway hidden in plain sight. 
Alice was there, her hand running over the ivy that was growing on the walls, and at her feet, there was no longer concrete, but dirt. 
“Was this always here?” Spike asked what was on their minds. 
Celestia stepped into the entrance and looked down from it. “Call me crazy, but is it me, or does this seem a little familiar?”
Luna stuck her head in. “You’re not alone. It’s as if… we have been here before.”
After giving their guards a command to stay at the entrance, the sisters, Twilight, her assistant, and the two humans walked down the narrow space between the two buildings. It was like walking in the middle of a canyon where they stepped over wild grass and ivy that had grown very tall. Twilight took the front in which she used her magic to brush the plants aside to let them through the thicket. It was clear that whatever this place was, it had gone completely unnoticed by the rest of the city. 
Then, after a few minutes of passing through the jungle of grass and weeds, they came to a very shaded but open space. What they found was so surreal, that it made them stop where they were. Inside a tight square were towers of concrete, steel, and glass reaching up to the sky to the point where they could only see a small bit of it, there was a cottage. Inside the shade of the surrounding skyscrapers, where one expected that hardly anything would grow, there was a tree that had a simple swing, bushes, grass – all green – and encompassed inside a simple log fence. There was a vegetable garden in one corner and a patch of flowers in the other. And in the very middle of all this, was a home that looked like something out of Ponyville. What walls with wooden beams noticeably stuck out, a thatched roof, and what was the most amazing of all, there were wisps of smoke coming out of the chimney. 
It was clear that this tiny cottage in the middle of the city wasn’t unoccupied.
“Is… that…?” Luna rubbed her eyes as if she couldn’t believe what she was seeing.
“It can’t be,” Celestia said in amazement.
“Princesses?” Twilight asked, “What is it? What is this place?”
“I think we found it,” Lauren answered, picking Alice up. “Twilight, I think this is their foalhood home.”
Both Twilight and her assistant’s jaws slammed on the ground.
“I can’t believe it’s still here!” Celestia said. “It still… all of it. Even the swing.”
“But… how?” Luna inquired. “How can any of this still be here, after all these centuries?”
“Can we go in?” Alice asked.
Upon hearing that, Celestia blinked and turned to the Creator. “This is of your own doing, isn’t it?”
“Kind of…?” Lauren said. “I had this idea in my head for a while since I was asked where you two came from. And for whatever reason, this is what I thought about. Now that I can see it, this is indeed the final nail in the coffin that I really am in Equestria.”
“Mom?” Alice asked again, “Can we go in?”
“At least let’s see who’s living here.” Twilight was the first to advance onto the cottage that was lost to time, the others followed after. Walking over the fence and into the front yard, Celestia and Luna could sense something powerful. Only, it wasn’t sinister nor oppressive. Rather, they sense strong magic that, in a way, feel as if they’ve come home for the first time. Twilight, all the while, walked across the grass up to the wooden, ancient door where there was a simple knocker on it. Using her magic, she knocked on it three times.
For a moment, nothing happened until there were the sounds of hoofsteps that were coming to the front door. It opened up to an old, gray-maned mare with wrinkles like an oak tree and eyes clouded. “What is it?” the ancient mare asked, “I’m already paid through Thursday.”
“Hello.” Celestia said, “Forgive us to come unannounced.”
The mare looked about. “Who’s the tall one that’s talking?”
This caught everyone off guard. “Well, I am,” Celestia answered, “how did you know that I’m-”
“I’m blind, not stupid.” The mare retorts. “Your voice is coming from above me. I didn’t hear your wings, so that doesn’t make you a Pegasus. Nor are you any magic either because magic tends to make a sound. So that narrows it down to you being really tall. So, I’ll ask again, who are ya?”
The ponies, dragon, and humans introduced themselves. The closest thing Lauren could accurately describe herself and her child to the blind pony was that they were aliens. 
“Again, forgive us for the intrusion,” Celestia told her, “but believe it or not, we used to live here once. Is it alright to have us come in for a minute?”
The blind mare hummed in thought, then she pointed to Alice. “You. You like pie?”
“Uh-huh.”
“Pumpkin pie?”
“Ice-cream. I-I like with ice-cream.”
“You got good taste.” She turned around but left the door ajar. “Don’t just stand there, come in and watch your heads. I don’t know how tall the ceilings are, but I think you’ll end up bumping your heads at one point.”
So pushing through the door, they entered a living room where there was a hearth, two armchairs, and a couch. They walked over a hardwood floor with a rug in the middle and overhead was a dusty black candelabra that didn’t have any candles. But what got their attention, however, was the pictures on the walls. There were three oil paintings on the walls, covered in centuries of dirt and cobwebs, which showed the same scene at different times of the day. However, it wasn’t so much what the paintings depicted, but rather the three ponies that were featured in them. Celestia and Luna, both when they were fillies. And the Fausticorn. 
The paintings must have been a study because they showed the same location: a shady tree on top of a hill, looking down to a landscape of valleys, forests, and streams. But each painting depicted a different time – early morning, noon, and night. In the painting showing the dawn, all three ponies had their backs turned against the viewer towards the rising sun. It showed a filly Celestia with her horn aglow, hunched over as if dealing with a very difficult spell. The Fausticorn in the middle was patting her back and expressing words of encouragement. While the filly Luna was leaping in the air as if to cheer her sister on that she could do it. In the next painting, the two sisters were playing with a ball made out of twine in the bright sun while the older alicorn laid back against a tree, looking on as they played while levitating a scroll and a quill. In the final painting, where the stars were out and a full moon in the corner, it showed the siblings asleep, propping up against their mother underneath the tree while she read to them what was on the scroll. 
“Where did you get these paintings Miss…?” Twilight ventured to ask but realized that she didn’t catch the name of the blind mare.
“Culinary.” The old mare answered from the kitchen. “And I don’t know where they came from. They were in the house long before I moved in.”
“So do you live here all by yourself?” Luna ventured to ask, taking a closer look at the evening painting.
“I was until all of you came in.” Spike tried and failed to suppress a giggle. “I’m a retired chef, lost her eyesight long ago; and now I’m playing host to three princesses, a short dragon, and two creatures from Celestia-knows-where.”
“Why is that an expression?” Celestia muttered but returned to her curiosity by looking closely at the morning painting. “You know, these paintings are pretty valuable. So if someone who can’t see has them, why have them?”
“Oh, I can’t take them down, even if I wanted to,” Culinary said, the sound of plates being laid out was heard. “In fact, nopony can. You could try to pry them off the walls all you want, they won’t budge. This house is pretty stubborn, but it’s practically the safest home in the world.”
“What do you mean?” Lauren asked.
“I mean this house is indestructible. You could set fire to it; pull it out from the ground; or damage whatever furniture isn’t glued to the floor, walls, or ceiling; but no matter what you do, you can’t do anything. Say, do any of you recall that Terik incident? He came right through the city tearing everything up. But when he got to my house? He couldn’t do a thing! He couldn’t rip it out of the ground, burn it, or use whatever magic he had – this house wouldn’t budge. I’ll tell ya, it’s pretty stubborn.”
Culinary returned to the living room, carrying plates of pumpkin pie and vanilla ice cream on her back. After going around to serve the plates, she got to the royal sisters. “So, you two say that you both once lived here?”
“It’s strange to think, but this is the house we grew up in. With being a princess of over a thousand years, I’ve completely forgotten about this place. But now… it just brings back memories. Like I remember that down there,” she pointed to a short hallway, “The one on the left was our room, and on the other side was Mother’s. This room was her favorite place to work, especially during the winter when there was a cozy fire going on. This room used to have piles of scrolls of making stories – sometimes a dozen at the same time.”
Luna blinked, turning to Lauren she asked: “So is this why you wanted to have us come here? Back to our old home?”
While Alice sat down and took her place to eat on the couch, Lauren took up her plate. “It’s complicated, but to make it all short, I want to know with absolute certainty that the Equestria we’re in, is the same one that I had somewhat pictured it in my head. Although other writers could come up with new places and characters, there are a few things that remain untouched by never telling anyone. Take, for example, Baltimare’s best-kept secret, your foalhood home. Untouched by time or the writing staff. Now I know that this place is the same Equestria that I know.” She leaned up against a wall, taking a little bite of the ice cream. “Of course, the only thing I haven’t figured out now is what to do.”
“You’re joking, right?” Culinary questioned. “An alien from another world has come here, and besides coming here unannounced in my home to eat pumpkin pie and ice cream, she has no clue what to do?” She shook her head. “Sweet Luna, you’d think that aliens would have been a little bit smarter than this.”
“What do you mean by that?” Luna questioned, almost offended.
“I’m just saying, that if I go to a different planet, and the locals there have no clue who I am, why I’m there, and what I want, staying quiet about it is just going to grow fear and resentment the longer I stay. If I were the alien, the least I could do is hold some press conference or whatever, just so I could at least say hello. Get to know the visitor that decided to come by just a little.”
The room went completely quiet for a moment. “Actually…” Spike said at last. “That’s not a bad idea. With all those ponies that have been following us, it would be reasonable to at least tell them your intentions as well as a bit of yourself. If we’re going to go around Equestria, the last thing we want to encounter is an angry mob.”
‘…. I never thought of that.’ Lauren silently admitted to herself. She knew that Culinary and Spike were right. She and Alice are the first actual humans in Equestria that, to every intelligent creature here, are aliens to them. For all she knows, she could very well be spreading fear without knowing it. Especially when she’s walking around next to royalty all the time, they could come up with wild ideas as to what’s going on. Would they somehow see her and her daughter as a threat? 
“You know what?” Lauren knelt to the blind pony. “You’re actually right. I don’t just want to see this world, but I want to get to know it personally. But I haven’t given this world the time to get to know me a little. It is the smart thing to do.”
Culinary smiled. “Good, you're learning. But before you go anywhere, would any of you care to stay for a little while to get to know all of you? Being in a forgotten part of the city, I don’t get neighbors that often.”
Lauren looked over to the Princesses. “We would be honored."

	
		9: How Equestria was Unmade



“Are you sure you want to go through with this?” Luna asked.  
Lauren was no stranger to interviews. She had gone on podcasts, made a documentary, and even gone to the press to discuss her works. Not to mention the Q and A sessions she did in past conventions to legions of fans, the pitches in front of executives for TV shows, movies, toy and video game companies. Nor did she have a problem of releasing Tweets and posts on the internet to express her thoughts about this or that. However, a press conference wasn’t something that she looked forward to. Being to face a firing squad of cameras and reporters that interrogate you from every angle, risking of saying the wrong thing or being tricked into a question that might make you look bad.
Princess Celestia had called for a surprise press conference in front of Baltimare’s city hall. At noon, on the stone steps, a herd of ponies was waiting before a podium. For a while, they were engaged with small talk. The reporters turned to the photographers, asking one another if the other had any idea what this was about. It was one thing if it was the mayor or some other influential individual, at least they could make some guesses as to what was happening. But since it was Celestia that called them in, it could be anything for all they know. So, whatever it was, they reasoned, it must be important.
Behind the heavy doors right behind the podium, Lauren waited for her cue to enter. Celestia was talking to the press, giving them a story that a new creature from another dimension had come here with her child. She assures the press that the creatures didn’t come here for any sinister reasons but simply to explore. 
Lauren took in a deep breath. “I’ll be fine, just… it’s not often I do anything like this. That I’m the alien that came down from some other place to tell them ‘I come in peace.’” 
Luna chuckled. “As humorous as that is, it is understandable. I remember my first press conference.”
The creator raised an eyebrow, “Funny, I don’t recall that.”
“Thank goodness,” the Night Princess sighed in relief, “it was horrible.”
“Gee, thanks.” Lauren deadpanned. “I feel so much better now.” After folding her arms, she remarked, “At least Alice is having fun.”
“She shall have plenty of amusement with Twilight and Spike on the ship’s swimming pool. Don’t worry, she shall keep an eye to make sure that she’s safe. But for now,” Luna’s ears perked up, “it’s almost time to face the firing squad.”
“You know, you have a dark sense of humor when you want to show it.”
“Forgive me, I was trying to lighten the mood.”
Celestia opened the heavy door and peeked her head through, “Mother, they’re ready.”
Lauren took a moment to breathe in, preparing herself for what might be the weirdest press conference in human history. She followed the Day Princess and immediately she was nearly blinded by the barrage of flashing bulbs taking her picture. Reporters talked at once, a sound as chaotic as an out of tune orchestra. At the podium, she held a hand over her eyes so she could at least catch a real glimpse of the audience that had more questions than stars in the havens.
“Lauren Faust will now be asking questions,” Celestia told the press. “Do keep in mind to be respectful and try to keep your questions to a minimum. Oh! And one at a time, please.”
Hooves went straight up, trying to get Lauren’s attention. “Uh… you there.” She pointed to a mare with glasses and a notepad. 
“Speculate, for the Baltimare Journal. Where do you come from and how long are you planning to stay in Equestria?”
“Well… I was thinking of spending a few days at most. As to where I come from… That’s a bit difficult to explain. You might say, I’m from another reality where the rules are pretty different.” Now uh… You.” She pointed to a Pegasus stallion with a microphone.
“Print Cover for the Equestrian Report. Did you come to our world willingly?”
Lauren paused for a moment. “Not at first. In fact, I didn’t know there was a way into Equestria until recently, and that was because my three-year-old daughter had fallen in. So being the mom that I am, I went after her to make sure she’s safe.” 
“Is your foal safe?” A reporter somewhere asked.
“Thankfully yes. So, any other questions?” Hooves waved around her like grass in the wind. “How about you in the back?”
“Me?” A pegasus mare in a yellow jacket asked.
“Yeah, you have a question?”
She nodded, “I’m with the Daylight Telegram. Have you known about our world before you came here?”
For a moment, Lauren looked over to Celestia. Both of them know perfectly well that if there was any question that would start a domino effect that could bring her own creation into a crisis – this would have been it. She knew that this was a tough decision if she should lie and spare the chaos or give her world some explanation of the truth. And she had to decide fast as the reporters were waiting for her response.
“Well… Kind of.”
Flashes of light and a confusion of questions rang out on the steps.
Celestia stomped her hoof. “Please, everypony! One question at a time. Let her speak.”
Lauren had to think about her next words very carefully. “Well, where I come from, this world to me was just… a story. One that wasn’t real, and it was made up. However, I was surprised to find that it wasn’t the case. For a long time, I thought Equestria was a fantasy and didn’t know until now that it was very much as real as I am. But before you say anything, we still don’t know all the details about this land, rather the stories that help inspire the people where I come from. Stories that were smart and thought-provoking. That taught about kindness and how much to use it for what kind of people. Sure, to most people, this land is a fairytale, but even if Equestria isn’t real, this has earned a place in our culture.”
“You think we’re just a story?” another voice in the mob asked.
“Up until now, yeah.” Lauren nodded. “I mean with the final season going on and…” She stopped as she realized a little too late what just came out of her mouth. 
For a moment, it was as if the whole world was shocked into silence. Faces froze as they digest what was mentioned. A shaky hoof raised up. “Final… season? What do you mean final season?”
“U-Uh…”
“If to you, Equestria is just a story? Are you saying that ours is coming to an end?”
“W-Well…”
“Do you mean that as stories about Equestria will be discontinued or just…?” 
No one wanted to finish that question, as hundreds of panicked ponies suddenly screamed all at once.
Among this chaos, while Celestia was trying and failing to calm them down, one word rang in Lauren’s head as ponies were running about screaming about the End of the World.
‘Crap…’

	
		10: Stowaways



“In hindsight, that could have gone better,” Tempest remarked, but Lauren wasn’t listening.
Although they had left Baltimare a couple of hours ago, the creator still felt pretty stupid over what had happened. With one accidental slip of the tongue, she no doubt had set terror in the land of Equestria into motion. The reporters have already sent word to every news outlet in the country that will no doubt cause panic over the idea that she had said that the end of the world was coming. 
Flying westward over the Hayseed Swamps towards Dodge Junction, Lauren felt the shame of what was essentially her fault. She was leaning on the guard railing of the observation deck of the ship, wanting nothing more than to be left alone for a couple of hours. However, despite the Princesses obeying, the ship’s captain does not. The dark unicorn came intending to try to lift her spirits a little.
However, she wasn’t doing that good of a job.
“Personally, I don’t quite understand why this is a problem for you,” Tempest remarked. “After all, if you’re a creator goddess, what is preventing you to change the outcome of that press conference or rewording what they’re going to be printing? After all, if Celestia said that you’re able to make her fillyhood home appear, what’s stopping you from changing what those reporters are going to say?”
This time, Lauren was listening. “Have you ever written a story?”
Tempest blinked. “What does that got to do with anything?”
“Have you?”
“Well… no, not really. Why?”
“Because, as someone who is a storyteller, telling a story is a delicate thing. Sure, you’re able to add or take away a few things that aren’t essential. Say if I said that this ship’s paint was poke-a-dot, that detail wouldn’t change much of anything, would it? Or if said that we had waffles for breakfast instead of pancakes, then that too won’t make a spit of difference in anything. However, there are certain parts in which that if you’re not careful enough, the changes in a story, especially at critical parts, could have huge consequences and the story would end differently. Sure, it’s one thing to write or type it up as you’re just making it up as you go, it’s completely different if…” She stopped.
“If what?” Tempest questioned. When she didn’t respond, the captain asked, “Do you know what’s going to happen in the future?”
Lauren hesitated. “In theory. But I’m not exactly sure, and that’s the problem. I do have some idea what’s most likely is going to happen, but the problem is that my stupidity might change things for the worst. At the moment, I need to figure out how to calm everyone down before the world goes up in flames – so to speak.” She quickly added that last part.
Tempest raised a hoof. “So, what you’re saying… this wasn’t supposed to happen?”
“To be fair, I don’t think that I or Alice are supposed to be here period, and yet, here we are.”
For a moment, the captain of the ship tried to figure out how to respond to something like that. However, before she could have the chance to answer that, a pony in uniform came up to her and saluted. “Captain, we discovered that there are stowaways on board.”
“What! Who are they? How did they get on board?”
“They claim that they know Princess Twilight, and they refuse to talk until they could speak with her.”
“But why are they?”
An idea came to Lauren, “I think I have a guess.”

“What were all of you thinking!?” Twilight scolded. Before her in a holding cell cramped together like stuff toys in a box were not only the princess’s friends (including Starlight) but also six of her students. By the time Lauren came down along with Celestia and Luna, it was evident how long Twilight has been talking their ears off from the bored expressions on their faces. “Didn’t I make it clear that we’d be only be gone for a few days? All of you should be at the school and not sneaking on board. Why did any of you come here anyway?”
“If ya let us-” Applejack was quickly interrupted.
“Who is looking over the school right now? What are the students doing? Did you just tell them to forget about classes and let them roam free like wild animals?”
“Are you done yet?” Gallus asked with a bored expression.
“No! I’m just getting started! When we get back, all of you are heading straight to detention and will be forced to write ‘I will not be a stowaway on the royal airship because I can’ at least ten-thousand times! And after that-”
Lauren cleared her throat. “So, have you been spending the last ten minutes or so ranting or interrogating?”
“Ranting,” everyone in the cell answered. 
Celestia went up to them. “Why did you all sneak onboard? I thought some of you wanted to stay behind for the school.”
“We were.” Pinkie said, “But the students wanted to go really badly and that they don’t nearly get enough adventure so they climbed into a basket and were roped up here then Rainbow Dash says that we got to go after them so we did then suddenly all the doors closed and couldn’t get out so we had a slumber party all night and-” A dark blue hoof stuffed her mouth.
“So, what you are saying,” Luna said, her hoof still inside Pinkie’s muzzle, “is that the students wanted to come along, you went after them but got stuck with the cargo all night.”
“That is what we’ve been trying to tell Twilight for the past ten minutes.” Rarity remarked. She turned to her friend, “I can understand why you’re upset, but we didn’t here by choice. The students want to come with you, especially when they wanted to spend more time with Lauren that they gotten to know somewhat.”
Lauren took in a deep breath, turning to the students she said, “This is very sweet of all of you, but I’m afraid that you’ve caught us at a really bad time.”
“Why?” Ocellus asked, “What’s going on?”
The creator sighed, “Let’s just say I did something really, really stupid.”
“How stupid is stupid?”
“Well… let’s just say that I may or may not have accidently sparked a possible world-wide panic over the fact that the end is coming…”
For a long, very uncomfortable moment, not one of the students, teachers, sailors, or any of the characters responded. Several nervous eyes shifted to one another as if to confirm that they too had heard what was just said. Rainbow Dash raised a hoof. “When you say ‘the end is coming,’ are you saying that as… the world is ending!?”
“But… it can’t end.” Fluttershy shook her head in disbelief, “You wouldn’t allow it all to end… would you?”
“Well yes – I-I mean no! I… ugh!” Lauren clenched her hair in frustration. “Look, I don’t know, okay! Right now, news of that slip-up is making to every Newspaper in Equestria, and most likely beyond that, how I said the show is coming to an end. No doubt causing wide-spread chaos and fear… and you know what’s the most frustrating part of all is? I don’t know what to do! I don’t know what to say even to calm everyone down…” She leaned her back against a wall, letting her knees bend and slip to the floor. Her face covered by her hands, thanking in shaking breaths. “I don’t know what to do…” 
Neither did anyone else. While Faust was sobbing underneath the weight of what she had caused, none of the characters, not even Celestia and Luna, had any idea what to say either. That was, until the sounds of running footsteps became louder, along with the shouts of “Mom! Mom!” in an excited tone. Alice came running into the detention area. The little girl held in her hands a piece of paper with a drawing on it, something she’s clearly proud of to show it to her mother. Alice wasn’t alone as an out of breath Pegasus in uniform came rushing behind.
“My apologies,” the uniformed pony said, saluting to Tempest, “she’s surprisingly fast.”
“Mom?” Alice noticed Lauren crying and approached her curiously. “Mom? Why sad?”
From her tears that she tried to banish away, Lauren looked up. “Oh, hi Alice. Mommy just… did something dumb. I uh…” She sniffed, “I scared a lot of ponies today without meaning to. I told them something that made them afraid. And… your mommy doesn’t know what she should do.”
Her daughter tilted her head. “But… Mom knows what to do.” Lauren asked her what she meant by that. “Remember? I had bad dream, and you told me story. That it okay to be scared. But will be okay. Remember mom?”
Another sniff and she nodded. “I remember. It took you a while to calm down but after reading a couple of stories you were alright again.” Lauren then noticed the paper that her daughter was holding. “What you got there?”
“Oh! Look what I made!” Alice held up the paper up to her. It was a crude drawing like any kind her age would make. It was drawn out in crayons, but what was on there, Lauren had to pause. It showed ponies along with herself and Alice holding hands, smiling. But what caught her attention, however, was that the ponies were not any of the crew or anyone she knew from the show. “That’s you, me,” Alice pointed out, “and the ponies I came up with.”
Lauren blinked, “These you came up with?”
“Uh-huh! That there,” she pointed to one who was a blue Pegasus, “Starry Night. This,” she pointed to a unicorn in yellow, “Sun Shine. And this,” she pointed to a green earth pony, “Green Hoof. See mom?”
Taking hold of the drawing, Lauren’s mood lightens a bit at the adorable little drawing her daughter had made for her. But also, an idea was beginning to form as she remembered something from many years ago. It was after she was appointed as the creator for the show where she and her then-partner was spitting ideas for what the show was going to be like. She recalled when she got stuck in writer’s block, Craig asked her, “I think maybe you’ve got to ask yourself: what do I want this show to do? What am I trying to get out of it?”
She also remembered what her response was. “I wanna make something that kids would look back on years later as something worth remembering. So much so, that maybe they would take what I made and make it their own.”
Looking at that drawing, she stood up, “We need to go to Canterlot. I’ve got an idea.”
“Why Canterlot?” Celestia asked.
“To put it simply, we’re going there to delegate. I know how to stop wide-spread panic and prevent Equestria from collapsing.”
“How?”
Lauren smiled as she picked Alice up, “I’m going to tell a story.”

	
		11: The Storyteller



The airship was in a mad dash at full speed towards the capital. In Lauren’s mind, she had expected to be one of the last places she would go to in this world of her imagination. However, given each town they passed over showing signs of fear and panic, what she had to do is more important. For a while, she was uncertain as to what exactly she was going to say, even when they landed in Canterlot, Lauren’s mind was racing as to what exactly to say to them to calm them down.
While Celestia, Luna, and Twilight set out to set up loudspeakers all over the city – and Lauren had to conjure up the radio so that Equestria and beyond would hear her – the creator paced around in the courtyard of Canterlot Castle trying to think what she was going to say. Although left alone, she struggled to find the right words to say.
“Gone for last than a few days and already you’ve caused a crisis.” Lauren nearly jumped at the sudden voice. She looked up to find her OC, the sparkling Fausticorn there.
“Oh…! The Tree of Harmony? Sorry, I have a lot on my mind so I don’t know if we could talk right now-”
“Why would you care?” Lauren had to pause over what she was hearing. The Tree repeated its question “You do know that this is still fictional, right? I mean, when you boil it all down, this is just a story.”
“What are you getting at?”
The Fausticorn rolled its eyes, “To you, the author, this is just a world of make-believe. A fantasy. One that’s only for little girls.”
Another paused, Lauren not only couldn’t believe what she was hearing, but she was starting to get ticked off from it. “What?”
“Do you need a reminder? This place is, first and foremost, a fantasy about talking colorful ponies. That’s all about talking about friendship and caring, no more than a Care Bears TV show. A show that when you worked on it only cared about selling toys and stickers. Why should you care this much about a show that’s intended for girls less than five? Don’t you have other problems or better shows to be concerned over? I mean, this is, after all, a little girl’s show.”
Lauren, with eyes aflame and fist clenched, marched forward. “How dare you.” She stated, “I mean really, how dare you! For being the Tree of Harmony, how can you be this insensitive for not just I worked for, but for everyone here!”
“You still haven’t answered my question,” the sparkly alicorn leaned its head forward, “Why would you care over something that isn’t real?”
“Because it’s not just a little kid’s show!” Lauren shouted. “This isn’t a mindless cartoon just to get a quick buck out of! This is a show that I placed so much on, that I had more faith in this recantation of My Little Pony than anyone did! And you know why? Because this world I made, is so that I could talk to children about important things like an adult! Because saying ‘You should make friends,’ is never going to cut it in the real world! That when they find that friendships can be messy and has its dilemmas is when they need this show the most! Because the past cartoons before this showed toxic friendships that would be disastrous in reality, but mine put in the effort to really look at how far anything is too far, and much is really needed! 
“So since you’re not going to help, how about you leave me alone or put in the effort to help me!”
While Lauren was catching her breath, the Fausticorn’s expression finally changed. From stoic to a gentle smile. “You don’t need my help. Because you’ve already found your answer.” And before the creator’s eyes, the apparition faded until nothing remained. 
At that moment, after she had calmed down, that the creator had an epiphany. Even before she came to Equestria, there were questions about the future of her creation, the worries and asking what it was all for – now, it hit her. The realization and inspiration of what she must say to all of them.
A moment later, a guard came to her, saying that Celestia and Luna were ready for her. She followed through the palace into Celestia’s bedchambers where set up on the balcony, a microphone was set up. It was connected to a machine with lights, wires, and switches inside the bedroom. As soon as she got there, the Solar Princess gave orders that during the announcement that they should under no circumstances be disturbed. 
“Where’s Alice?” Lauren asked.
“She is with Twilight and the others,” Celestia responded. 
“Bring her here.”
“What? But mother, your spee-”
“She needs to hear this too. I want her in here.”
Despite Celestia’s protests, her daughter was brought in. Then it was time, Celestia, Lauren, and Alice who was holding her mother’s hand stepped out onto the balcony. Below them, Canterlot had ponies running this way and that in a screaming panic. The Princess gave the nod to have the machine be switched on.
They were live.
“Everypony! May I have your attention please!” Celestia called out into the microphone, and her voice echoed throughout the streets of the capital. Ponies below stopped to look around, their eyes fell upon the balcony. “I know everyone is scared, but if you all just listen for a few minutes, I guarantee that none of you have anything to be afraid of. I’m going to turn this over to my mother, Lauren Faust, and in her own words, is going to tell you why none of you should be panicking.” She stepped away from the microphone, “It’s all yours now.”
With a nod, Lauren stepped forward, and frighten eyes were looking at her. “Listen to me, I know everyone is scared of what I said about this world’s story is coming to a close, but hear me out, I know how to stop that.”
“TELL US!” The crowd below bellowed out. “WHAT DO WE DO!?!”
She took in a deep breath. “Do… nothing!”
For a very, long, uncomfortable moment, the world was quiet. Even Celestia was stunned into silence for a while until she said, “Uh… Mother? Are you trying to cause even wider spread panic?”
“No, you don’t understand, it took me a while to figure this out myself, but I’ve come to realize that this show, world – whatever you call it – it was never in danger to begin with. Where I come from, this show about the magic of friendship has been going on for nine years. I’m not going to lie; I was for a while worried too about its future once we got to that ending. Would anyone still remember it years later? Would there be a fanbase left after everything is finished? It wasn’t until recently that I had forgotten something. Something important that I think all of you would need to hear. In fact…” she knelt down, “Alice, sit on my lap, I’m going to tell you a story.”
She did so, “What story?” her daughter asked.
“It’s a true story. It’s about me when I was a girl, about My Little Pony, what I ended up doing with it, and the people that fell in love with the show as you did.” After clearing her throat, she began. “Once upon a time, in a land far, very far away, I once a little girl who came across a cartoon called ‘My Little Pony.’ At the time, while I liked what my brothers – your uncles – who liked such as fighting soldiers, transformers and such, the show about magical, talking ponies caught my attention. And who could blame me? It was bright, colorful, and to me, I thought it was fun. So much so, that I begged your grandma and grandpa into buying a lot of toys that the show was selling.” 
“Did you get pony toys?”
“Dozens upon dozens of them! Ponies with manes you could brush and a castle. Yet, the more that I fell in love with the cartoon, the more I began to wonder what else they do between each uh… story. So, I started to tell my own, with princesses, and dragons, and treasure, and adventures out of a bedtime story. It got to the point where I would pretend that my bedroom was that magical land that I would play with my toys in. I had loved it so much, that I ended up dreaming about going there.
“But as I grew up, I ended up losing my interests in ponies and turned to make cartoons and movies. I worked as an artist to draw each and every frame to make it looked like it was really moving. But I wanted more than anything, to make a cartoon of my own.”
“Did you?”
Lauren nodded, “Eventually yes. But to get there, I was tasked to help out making shows. However, as time went by, I couldn’t help it but notice something. Most of the shows that were about friends… were not that good. That doesn’t mean that they were bad, but to me, if these characters did anything like that in real life, they wouldn’t have any real friends – and thought that maybe it could do better. Especially for shows meant for girls like you, I often find that they treat girls as if they’re dumb. I didn’t like that. So, for a while, I asked if I could make a show of my own.”
“Did it happen, mommy?” Alice asked. “Did you make show?”
“It took a lot of time and convincing, but I was given that chance. One day, I was asked by a group of people if I was interested in making a version of My Little Pony, the show that I loved as a kid. While I did say yes, most of my friends were shocked that I agreed to do it.”
“Why?”
“Because, the show was redone a few times, and each time, it just got worse. By the time I decided to do it, My Little Pony was thought up as a show for babies. Just twenty minutes of jangling keys in front of kids. It was ugly looking, it was dumb, it was something that everyone, even little girls like yourself avoided at all cost. So, when I said to my friends that I took up the role of remaking the show, they thought I was crazy! 
“So, your Mommy set to work with the one that would become your Daddy much later. We spent many months trying to figure out what this show was going to look and sound like. I spent so many days rewriting different ideas of what Twilight Sparkle was going to be like. But more than that, I had a goal with this show.”
“Goal?”
“You see, what I wanted to do is to make a show where the characters felt real and have personalities that anyone would want to be friends with. So that they could find out what friendship could be like. Tackle their problems, look and see where they come from and how to resolve it. But at the same time, I also want it to be fun enough so that even grown-ups wouldn’t be ashamed of having to watch them along with their kids. Where it was smart enough for grown-ups to understand but put it simple enough where any kid would follow. And most important of all, never talk down to kids because I know well enough that you’re smart enough to grasp on to even the most difficult things to talk about.
“Then, with the help of artists, writers, scholars, all sorts of people, we began to dream up Equestria, piece by piece. From designing entire towns to giving little details like Celestia’s love of cake.” 
“Mother!” Celestia exclaimed, much to her embarrassment of the laughter down below. 
But Lauren continued. “So, after a long time, once we got everything put together, we made the show, it went through a few test audiences, and they loved it! We were given the go-ahead to let it be copied and released to a lot of people out there. And to our relief and surprise, out of our hard work, not only did it do well, but it gathered an audience we weren’t expecting to. Not only little girls like you feel in love with it, but even grown-ups loved it too. They loved the world of Equestria, its creative magic, its thought-provoking morals on friendship, and above all, the characters. They found that even those in the background had sparked their imaginations. 
“So much so, that before I had to leave the show to work on other things, there were thousands if not hundreds of thousands of people out there who were inspired by it. They created artwork that was much better than the show was making, written stories of all kinds, songs that made even the songwriter for the show jealous. There were communities dedicated to discussing each and every story the show puts out to look for deeper meanings. There were comics, plushies, sculptures, books, movies, and so much more that were inspired by what I stared with. All because I believed in this show was more than just a cartoon for little girls.
“Of course, there were times when the show had let out a bad story or a few. However, even then at its worst, the fans always found something good in it. Be a joke, a facial expression, an imaginative creature or location, it always offered something to spark the imagination with. Even years later, when things had changed so much, the fans always kept coming back with new ideas that even we wish we could do or never thought of doing.”
“Mom,” Alice asked. “How does story end?”
Lauren put a hand on her head, messing up her hair a little. “That’s just it, I thought this world would end when the show does. But I realize now that it’s not that easy. You see, when you make a story so good, it makes people dream. They are curious at the things that were left unsaid or wonder what happens Happily Ever After. The characters here are so good, that in a way, I don’t think they will die. Just as myths about Hercules has never been forgotten because of how good his story was, in a way, this world and all the creatures in it might be too. However, whether they go on depends on you.”
“Me?”
“Uh-huh, as long as you dream about them, of this world and its adventures. As long as someone like you is inspired by these ponies, or dragons, or griffons, or whatever else – this world will never go away. The story, I think, doesn’t end because you say its ‘The End,’ but when nobody remembers it. But as long as people do take a peek into the stories of Twilight Sparkle, of Spike, Pinkie Pie, Rainbow Dash, Applejack, Rarity, Fluttershy, Celestia, or Luna; much like how anyone would with a fairytale, they too shall live on as grown-ups pass it from one generation to the next. Maybe inspiring them to make a version of their own.”
“But mom,” Alice inquires, “does this story have happily ever after?”
The whole world was listening very closely to her now and she knew it. Given what she does know, she doesn’t want to spoil things for what may come. So, she said, “Well… I don’t dare say what will happen, but no matter what, even at its darkest of moments, I made it so that this story will have happily ever after. It’s not a fairytale without it, right?”
“Mom, you promise?”
She smiled. “I promise. Only if you promise to not forget them too, alright?”
Alice nodded. "Yes mommy."
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