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		Description

The Great and Powerful Trixie. Just who is she and what's her motivation? There's the simple view: she's just selfish and a great boaster, but there has to be more to it.
Her time and failure in Ponyville, was it planned? Or just a huge bust?
We may never know, but here we shall explore one possibility that may have driven her to her ultimate downfall.
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		Throwing Away the Sun



Every time I enter a city, heads turn, ponies step out of the way, others lurk from their windows, and whispers hover in the air. That’s just how things are. Everypony knows what I look like, but (hesitantly I’ll add) I’m not the only unicorn with my magnificent coat, nor am I the only one with my beautiful mane.
But why are they so interested? Well, that isn’t a very hard question. I am the only unicorn who has ever single-handedly vanquished an Ursa Major.
‘Such power is something to praise, but also to be wary of,’ or so I’ve heard. As if I believe that—with power comes fame, and with fame comes success. But sometimes you have to make sacrifices for that fame.
And so here I am. Standing in the grandest of cities, suitable for even my tastes, waiting. This all because of a request by a possible client—the irritating part being: this client has felt inclined to tell me nothing! He—she?—won’t tell me anything; I don’t even know what he looks like or his name, where to meet him, or what kind of pony he is! Nearly a dozen letters and the only thing he’s mentioned is that it’s imperative that I accept his request “…for the fate of Equestria depends on it.”
Sigh. Sundown is but hours away. Clearly, nothing will be accomplished by just standing here. A younger colt is passing by, so I guess I’ll just—
“You there.” The colt turns in my direction, and promptly skips his way over. “Go and alert whoever you see fit that a new unicorn is in town.”

---

I let out a refreshing sigh as I sink further into a tub of steaming water; the heat massaging my aching body. How was I supposed to know that if I missed that train, the only way up here was to climb a mountain?! Who puts a capital city on the side of a mountain anyways?
Knock, knock, knock.
You have got to be kidding me! I check in for all of half-an-hour and somepony has already found where I’m staying? “Haaa—b-b-b-b-b,” is my response as I sigh and submerge myself. If this is important, they’ll come back later. I’m far too relaxed to be bothered by such a distraction.
Knock, knock, knock, knock, knock.
And the knocking persists! Of. Course.
I drag myself out of my heavenly retreat and into a robe as I make my way to the entrance. With a grumble, I crack the door open until the chain lock goes taut.
P-P-Princess Celestia?!
It has to be her! No pony else has a mane like that, nor both a Unicorn horn and Pegasus wings. What’s she here for? What does she want? I’m not even dressed right. Should I ask her to wait so I can dry off?
No. It’s worse to make her wait. Breathe! Relax. And greet the princess. This is all about composure!
I close my eyes for just a moment—long enough to grab the last bit of concentration stashed away in the back of my consciousness—and I undo the chain lock. My eyes snap back open as I brandish a sharp—no, wait, not sharp—welcoming grin across my lips. I open the door; there’s no going back.
“Ah, Great and Powerful Trixie. So this is where you’re staying after all!” Celestia’s voice sounds awfully surprised, but she’s probably just being polite.
“Princess Celestia, I’m honored!” I declare. “Trix—err—I apologize for my appearance, I was just—?”
“Ooh, no no, Trixie. You don’t need to explain. After all, the honor is mine.”
What?
“I’ve seen your work, and I must say: I am very impressed,” is what I’m hearing, but it isn’t what I’m believing. She’s just buttering me up for a favor, but I won’t fall for it—wait! Is it possible that she’s the one? That would explain—
“You have a very special talent, Trixie, and as for the reason for my visit, I hoped that you would agree to hold a performance at the Canterlot Castle Gardens.”
“Oh, really?” And the catch is?
“That is why you have arrived in Canterlot, is it not?” Her eyebrow rises as she waits patiently for my answer.
“No,” I reply after a short pause. “I have my own reasons, but I’ll be keeping those to myself for now.” I need more information still, so I can’t just leave it like this.
“Hmm. Given this opportunity, I may consider putting on a show after all,” I add.
“Understandable. I do hope you’ll accept.” She glances outside before leaning forward and whispering. “I also heard that somepony wishes for the chance to meet you.”
I blink. Twice. Nothing? No catch? How can I say no to something like that? It sounds like she isn’t this annoying ‘pen pal’ of mine, but she might lead me to him. I suppose I’ll accept.
“I—“
“Oh! Silly me. I nearly forgot the time,” Princess Celestia interrupts. “I’ll send you a letter with a written invitation once sunset passes. I apologize for not being able to spend more time with you, Trixie, but I do hope to hear from you soon.” Before I can respond, she’s already out the door.
I, um, that was something… and I’m now just standing here, gawking at the hallway.
Hmph! Whatever. I already know my answer, so all I have to do is wait.
I close and relock the door before heading back to my bath.

---

Canterlot Castle. Just as spectacular at night, under the moon’s soft glow, as during the day.
Such a sight should put me on edge; after all, I’m about to perform the biggest show in my life, Royalty—and their guards—will be watching my every move the moment I enter castle grounds, oh, and that closed drawbridge is hardly inviting.
I glance down for a moment, letting out a quick sigh—
No! This is my night! I’m not going to be nervous; I can’t be.
Look, Trixie. You have your written invitation to get into the castle, and you’ve arrived hours before sunrise, plenty of time to prepare. You’re using your wand and the highest caliber spells that you know, so they will have no choice but to fall out of their seats in awe!
When Princess Celestia brings that sun up, it’ll be Trixie’s time to shine! My destiny is the rising sun!
Poetic.
Sigh, too poetic.

---

Thirty... Thirty-Five… Forty… At least fifty of the highest class ponies in Equestria. Skimming the crowd, I see Hoity Toity, Fancy Pants and that mare of his, Fleetfoot and some other Wonderbolts… Oh, is that Photo Finish? Quite the camera she has there.
This couldn’t get any more perfect!
Up on her balcony, Princess Celestia is getting ready for her morning duty, so I’ll begin dimming the lights I have scattered throughout the gardens.
A hush waves over the crowd, and a chill pulses through my chest—this really couldn’t get any more perfect!
The starry sky above fades to a dim blue as the sun begins to rise. Through the garden’s thicket, a single, warm ray of the morning’s first light shines brilliantly upon center stage. I flash a grin as my body fills with energy—with a burst, I appear under the natural spotlight.
The crowd sparks alive. Cheers fill the gardens for a time, while a mist begins forming around me, building up on its own.
A reflective haze in my likeness forms behind me, looming over the faintly illuminated stage.
“Welcome—” I bellow as I bow, my misty ‘shadow’ mimicking my movements. “—and be amazed as The Great and Powerful Trixie performs magic beyond your imagination!” My ‘shadow’ while glistening under the brilliant rays of the sun, begins lifting into the air, rings of mist rotating and sparkling all around as it begins to break apart. Almost every particle glitters as they scatter into the air, illuminating the entire garden as the reflecting light magnifies in brightness.
“Trixie guarantees you won’t even know what hit you.” The area continues to grow brighter as more and more light dazzles in from the ever-rising sun.
Only a little longer.
I begin another spell, clenching as I focus through my wand. Grand fanfare-like music begins its crescendo from a mere whisper as the mists swirl over our heads.
Each note grows louder and louder; the mad swirling of light circles faster and faster, becoming brighter and brighter, until finally! My iconic fanfare blares, echoing throughout the castle grounds. Near blinding light erupts, consuming everypony in a field of white. A near ground-shattering shockwave explodes across the gardens, tumbling and turning everything around and around.
My head turns and pulsates, but the pain is gone. I take a soft, but long breath as I open my eyes—darkness spreads over the entirety of the scene. I can feel the presence of the crowd, but accompanying them is a cold emptiness. It’s only due time before the stronger of the Unicorns and Alicorns wake.
I clear my throat—more to make sure I even have the strength to speak than anything. “Somepony here has requested my services. I have answered your letters, and I wish to hear your terms. Would you kindly step forward?”
A mind in the audience sparks with warmth as somepony wakes.
“Most impressive of spells, Great and Powerful Trixie.” I flinch back immediately as a mare speaks out. She holds a certain demeanor that practically demands respect, but it feels as though she‘s holding back. “We commend your studies and dedication to the arts of magic.”
We?
She takes a step onto my stage and illuminates—as per my spell—as though the soft light of the moon shines over her. My eyes are immediately drawn to the solemn, yet glorious starry night within her mane. The regal Alicorn of the night: Nightmare Moon stands before me as a client for my services.
I feel another mind awaken, but not from the audience. And it is leaving?
Hmph. Her duty here is done, I suppose.
“Please, do not fret, Trixie. We do not cometh to thou as Nightmare Moon, but as Princess Luna, Keeper of the Night and Protector of the Elements of Harmony.”
…
“Willst thou listen to our request?” Her head is dipped partly down as she takes her steps one by one towards me; an almost pathetic sight.
“I suppose I will at least hear you out, for your sake Princess,” I reply.
Her head lifts slightly from my response as she continues moving closer. The pathetic look upon her-highness’s face fades and is replaced by one more serious—something far more fitting of a princess.
“Our sister, in our time away, has taken a Unicorn of immense potential under her wing. One who has harnessed the power of the Elements of Harmony,” she said as her head starts dipping again. “She has already rescued us from ourself. From Nightmare Moon—“
“Sappy. Go on,” I interrupt.
But instead of increasing her spirits as I had hoped, I get a sigh in response. “Thou surely do remind us of ourself in our youth,” she whispers under her breath.
“Oh?” I raise an eyebrow. “How so?”
She looks up into the vast nothingness as she begins to reminisce. “One thousand years ago,” she takes a small breath. “I was…overcome by my own emotions. A wicked being of hated, envy, and selfishness emerged—no. I dare not make excuses. This being is who I became.
“My sister gained love and admiration from our subjects during the day, but at night the same subjects slept and hid away, leaving me alone to watch over them. As the years passed, I slipped further. I needed praise. I needed recognition.”
Her gaze slowly sinks away towards the ground.
“I lost my head, and thus I could only think of taking what I needed in one way: by force.” She takes a deep breath and looks to me—she’s about to ask me for a terrible favor. I just know it.
“And so, to prevent this from occurring once more, I wish to test the chosen Unicorn’s dedication and strength. Alas, I cannot allow her to know of my intentions, but I must see it for myself.
“Great and Powerful Trixie, I ask for your assistance in strengthening the Elements of Harmony! Go to Ponyville and put on a show. Make the biggest claims you can think of and challenge the one named Twilight Sparkle.”
“Is she the one?” I ask for clarification.
“She is Celestia’s student, yes.
“And there is a catch,” she continues. “For you must follow my plan to the tee.”

---

“—forcing Twilight Sparkle to vanquish it—“
“WHAT?!”
“Please let me fin—“
“You expect The Great and Powerful Trixie to simply blow Trixie’s entire career on this one foal?! Are you out of your mind?!”
“I am not do—“
“Trixie’s destiny is to be the most famous Unicorn in all of Equestria! Do you honestly believe, even for a moment, that Trixie would ever—“
“SILENCE!”
Lightning cracks through the darkness, breaking straight through the void and revealing everything for a moment. Thunder explodes through the gardens, shaking me nearly face first into the ground.
“Thou shalt be known as a hero in Equestria, for your actions will be that of most importance to solidify the power of the Elements of Harmony!”
“G-go on.”
Princess Luna’s rage begins dying down as she continues. “There are many threats that Celestia and myself could only contain for a time by using the Elements of Harmony. The one known as Twilight Sparkle and her friends have the capability to harness the full potential of the Elements of Harmony—but they must be properly prepared. Your efforts will bring them a mighty step closer to that potential, and we must finish preparing them before it has become too late. If we fail, then Equestria—no, the entire world—will fall.
“Please, Great and Powerful Trixie. As a ruler of this kingdom who only wishes the best for its citizens, I beg you.”
Weakness?
“Let us talk about this after my show,” I give Princess Luna a stern glare while holding in a grin. In return, she nods and returns to the crowd.
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		Rebel Soul



“You have done well, Trixie. From what my sister, Celestia, has expressed, Twilight Sparkle’s most recent letter has shown proof of your impact on her studies.”
“It took a month, but I suppose that’s good,” I reply. “Though this isn’t why you called me here, is it, Luna?”
“No, it is not.” The royal throne room doors slam behind me—the sound echoes throughout the room, nearly startling me.
“Ok, well, let’s hear it then,” I say as I tap the ground a couple times.
“This isn’t an immediate task, but it is one I need you to think on.” Luna closes her eyes for a moment before continuing. “I wish for you to return to Ponyville in two years and challenge Twilight Sparkle to a duel.”
I blink once and begin staring at her. What’s the catch, Luna? Spit it out. As per our original arrangements, I’m compelled to help. You’ve given me unlimited access to one of the Canterlot libraries, my own guest room in the castle, and nearly a year’s worth of bits, but you know that isn’t what I’m here for. You promised that these tasks will make me at least as famous as Star Swirl the Bearded.
“And?” I ask as I tap at the ground again.
“It’s far simpler than before,” she continues; by now I’m holding in a groan. “Let it be known that the loser shall be banished from Ponyville forever, and then defeat her.”
“What will that accomplish?”
“Then you must take over Ponyville and rule it with an iron hoof.”
“And that’ll accomplish what?!”
As though ignoring my outburst, she continues. “If she truly is ready, she will come back and challenge you again, for the sake of her friends, and defeat you at all costs.”
“Hah!” slips out, but I immediately stop and hold it in, clear my throat, and continue. ““Sure. Let's assume she agrees to the duel and I defeat her. First off, there’s no way Sparkle would be able to become strong enough to defeat me—not in two years, not in even five—and you’re expecting her to shortly after I kick her out? Out of the question. Second, rule with an iron hoof? I can act as a tyrant for a short time, don’t get me wrong, but—“
“You question my methods?” A spark of lightning flashes from behind Luna as she stands from her throne. “I spoke with my sister, and she is more than confident in her student’s capabilities. Is that not reasonable enough?”
“I am the most powerful Unicorn in Equestria,” I say as I take a step forward and straighten my posture. “And we’re expecting somepony who could barely stop a rampaging Ursa Minor to surpass me? If that’s the case, I’ll be stuck a tyrant in Ponyville forever!“
“Such little faith for Celestia’s prodigy.” Luna lets out an annoyed sigh as she turns away. “If you are unwilling to cooperate so be it. Out of my sight.” Luna waves a hoof, shooing me away.
I clench up, stopping myself from jumping up in defiance. There’s nothing else I can say here—Luna’s made her mind. Instead of making things worse, I force a small bow before marching out of the throne room.

---

By now my eyes have adjusted, but these halls are rough to navigate in the dim torchlight that illuminate only the intersections. Every step I make echoes throughout the castle, but I’m glad for it—this place is so stagnant there’s not even a breeze to disturb the flames of the torches.
Guards stand watch around every few corners. They’re staggered so every hall can be seen, but there’s far fewer of them at night than during the day. Still, each one that I walk past gives me a kind smile and nod of the head. Just enough recognition to make me feel welcome, I suppose.
I can’t say the same about the rest of Equestria.
My name is so torn that I might as well change it. Like I’d do that! I might be able to salvage my name by just going out there, but other than Hoofington, most ponies don’t trust my story of defeating an Ursa Major anymore. What else can I even claim?
“Is something bothering you, Trixie?”
I nearly jump out of my skin as I whip around. Before me is the regal, white Alicorn, Princess Celestia looking down upon me with a stern, yet concerned look on her face.
I swallow before replying. “Princess Celestia, an honor to see you this late at night.”
A kind, warm smile lights up across the princess’s face, allowing me to relax a little. “Trixie Lulamoon, a pleasure to see you again. It has been, what, nearly three weeks since our last run-in like this?” She lets out a hearty chuckle. “How we manage to miss each other while living in the same castle, I can’t say.”
I force out a small chuckle in return. “Oh yes, especially since I visit the royal throne room to talk to Lu—er—Princess Luna every night.”
“So I’ve heard. And I’ve even been meaning to say, I don’t believe I’ve thanked you enough for your help—Twilight has gone a long way since you last saw her,” she assures, and before I can reply she continues. “Tell me, Trixie. How have you been faring?”
I blink once, but I can feel my eyelids double in weight as they open back up. “Not terribly, considering the word on the street is I’m a complete fraud.”
“Is Luna not helping you with your efforts?”
I let out a sigh. “If you mean giving me a task that will make things worse and hope for the best? Then yes.”
Princess Celestia chuckles lightly. “That’s my sister for you.” She takes a few steps closer to me, coming closer than comfortable, but I stay my ground.
Out of respect, I close and avert my eyes, but I am immediately greeted by a warm, gentle touch to my shoulder.
“Remember. Any choice you make, Trixie, is your own.”
She removes her hand from my shoulder and softly lifts my head. “Hold on to what is most dear to you and everything will turn out fine in the end. That much, I can promise.”

---

I know that I want to help Luna, but I just can’t agree to the part where Sparkle surpasses me.
I find myself flipping through books in the Canterlot library, trying to find something—anything that might make me trust their judgment.
But every time I need another reference book I have to travel to the opposite side of the room around this giant, golden hourglass. On top of that, half the time I have to go upstairs to the bookshelves somepony felt obligated to place, just to annoy me.
Sigh.
Look on the bright side. At least there’s a nice view from here. The entire back wall’s a window—though I suppose it isn’t too different from the other buildings. That one there has a window. So do those two, and that one.
Gah! Trixie, you’re getting side tracked!
I turn away and rush to a far bookshelf and float a book down. “Predictions and Prophesies,” I read out loud.
“I think I’ve seen the Elements of Harmony in here before,” I say as I flip through the book. I figure I should know more about Sparkle and her friends before I decide to help or not.
“Hah!” I exclaim. “See Mare in the Moon.”
Well that makes sense, but I was hoping for more than just one reference.
I cross the library and climb the stairs to the next floor—the book I’m looking for is open on a stand and flipped to the exact page that I need. Convenient. And odd. I guess I passed over it when I cleaned this place up.
“Mare in the moon, myth from olden pony times, blah blah blah, longest day of the thousandth year, blah blah blah. Useless!” I say as I turn away. “Maybe there’s another book.”
I glance around the shelves throughout the library, and after a short amount of time I finally find myself in section ‘E’.
“Ah, Elements of Harmony, a Reference Guide.” Odd, there’s room for another book on this shelf. As far as I know, no pony really uses this library anymore, so who took it?
I shrug it off and pull out the reference guide. “There are six Elements of Harmony, but only five are known, blah blah blah, sixth is missing—Everfree Forest…” Nothing else? Is the only other reference the stained glass portrait in the throne room?
Well, at this point, I know that Sparkle and her friends embody the six elements and that Sparkle is the sixth element, Magic. They were even able to defeat Nightmare Moon and save Luna from her own corruption.
Corruption?
I whirl around and meet a book halfway from its shelf and fling it open.
“Come out, come out. I know you’re there,” I say while flipping through the pages. I’m certain that Luna mentioned an artifact during one of her stories with some horrible curse—
“Hah! There you are. The Alicorn Amulet. Let’s see… untold powers—Ah! It also corrupts the user, but one can’t just take the Alicorn Amulet off the neck. It has a magical lock, so only the user can take it off.”
I suppose if I impaired my judgment with something like this, I’d be able to go through with Luna’s plans no problem, but who knows what I’d end up doing once I put something like this on. I might even disregard the task all together and do my own bidding.
Sigh, this seems hopeless.
Hmm. Well, even though Luna promised to help me, maybe I don’t need her.
I glance out the window once again, the soft glow of the moon waving over me as I try to energize myself. “Maybe my reappearance in Equestria will be enough to jumpstart my career again. I mean, if I have two years before Luna wants to launch her plans, then why not give it a shot?”
I nod to myself as a grin crosses my face. I’ll do it. I’ll show them all that the Great and Powerful Trixie doesn’t need help from anypony.

---

I stand center stage with the spotlight beaming down upon me, isolating me from the rest of the world. Nothing else exists except me and my tormenting fans as they chuck all manners of junk, and soil everything I own.
All the while their words continue striking at me, whirling circles around my head as I stumble away.
“Fraud!”
“Get off the stage!”
“Deserter!”
“Filthy liar!”
“Somepony run her out before she tries to destroy our town too!”
I trip and begin falling face first to the ground. As I fall, the clattering of ponies chasing me with pitchforks and torches grows louder and louder every moment.
I’m done for.
I close my eyes as heat builds up around my heart and behind my eyes, but not a tear will fall. I won’t let it.
My eyes flick back open as I sit up. The crack of a fire snaps towards me; its warm embrace comforts me while bringing me back to my just-as-painful reality.
I’m alone out in a frozen grassy field in my sleeping bag with the frost glistening under the moon’s soft glow. I can’t help but shiver.
My wagon’s nearly falling apart with its broken axel, graffiti-stained wall, and food-smothered stage—though I’m in no better shape. I am laughed and ridiculed at during the day, haunted by it at night. I just can’t escape this fate no matter how hard I try.
On top of all that, I’m running low on food with no money to be made. There’s nothing for me to do but go back to Canterlot and work as a slave for Luna until she decides to let me bathe in the spotlight.
A freezing breeze passes through the field. I can feel the cracking of skin on my face as it strikes; my campfire retreats to itself, trying to stay alive. I toss another log onto the fire as I crawl deeper into my sleeping bag. My eyes are drawn to the flames as they hastily engulf the fresh wood; what I would give for something to eat right about now. But not like that. I don’t want to be like this flame. It only gets as much as I give it, and if I give it nothing it’ll just die off.
I glance past my campfire, to the woods, and shake my head. “It’s so close, but there’s no way to reach it,” I say, shifting my eyes back to the fire. “What are you going to do?” I ask it, but in response it only cracks and continues eating at the log. “Nothing? You’re content with just that?
No response.
“What are you going to do when you finish eating that?”
It wavers towards me for a moment before retreating slightly as a gust of cold air passes over us. I suppose for now I need it as much as it needs me.
“Good point,” I sigh, glancing past it again. If it were to reach the woods, then it wouldn’t need me at all. These stones are about all that’s stopping it; I glance down to the rocks set out in a circle around the fire. It would still be hard for him to reach the woods without the stones, but…
I let out another sigh. Well, looks like another sleepless night—why do I even try?
I toss my cloak on as I give the rest of the firewood to the flame.
“Good luck,” I say as I walk away with my beat-up wagon in tow. I’ve still got a chance to revive my name as long as I get past the barriers that are keeping me bound. What does that mean? Hah! I have no idea, but I can’t just give up.
I begin my journey to the next town, leaving the fire burning brightly and no longer bound by the stones.

---

I levitate a rock and toss it into the lake. “You just had to try a big spell! I told you that you’d over do it! I told you so! I really did!” I begin stomping back and forth. “The moment you try a big spell, they’d fear you; I told you this,”
I stop, and shake my head. “I know, I know. They don’t trust that I can use any powerful spells, so the moment I try they’ll believe that I’m being reckless.” I sit down on a nearby log and look out over the lake. “But if I didn’t try something—anything different…” A deep sigh escapes my lungs as I slump over, staring between my legs at the soft sand, my mind going nearly blank.
Oh? A wet spot on the sand appears, and another shortly after it. A warm feeling travels down my face to the tip of my nose; I raise a hoof to catch a droplet as it falls.
A tear? I’m crying?
I let out a slight chuckle. I can’t even remember the last time I cried. I’m just glad nopony’s here to see this; else I’d lose what little pride I have left.
I look up towards the sky where I’m greeted by a grand rainbow. It appears to be frowning at me, yet it looks so happy. One of these is the form that the Elements of Harmony’s energy took when Sparkle used it to defeat Nightmare Moon. Maybe it’s a sign?
I shake my head. “Get ahold of yourself, Trixie,” I start as I begin standing. “Face the facts, everything you’re doing is not helping.”
“You’re right,” I reply to myself. “I need to just take a break. Take a step away and let them forget.” A soft sniffle sneaks through as I take a deep breath, brandishing a strong grin. “I’ll just find a job to keep myself occupied with—somewhere out of the way, where they’ll accept me as long as I do my work.”
I wipe the tears away from my eyes and begin my journey once again.

---

I open my window as another letter from Luna arrives. How she found me, out on this rock farm, I don’t know, but this is probably just another update on Sparkle’s accomplishments. This does wonders for my pride.
I shake my head as I glance through the letter. “Crystal Ponies?” I whisper. “I’ve never even heard of them, but I guess Sparkle saved their kingdom.” With a sigh, I toss it with the rest.
So, let me get this straight. Sparkle has saved Luna from Nightmare Moon, stopped the master-of-chaos Discord, prevented a possible apocalypse by returning Cerberus to his post at the gates of Tartarus, and even aided in thwarting a changeling invasion. 
What have I done? Defeated a single Ursa Major, that’s what. For all I know, she surpassed me a year ago, and I don’t even stand a chance.
“Hah,” I let out. She has relied on the Elements of Harmony up to this point, but what of her own personal skills?
I shake my head. That doesn’t matter. She’s far more famous than I am, and she doesn’t need personal skill when she’s the only pony who can use the Elements of Harmony.
“I’m still far better than her,” I say as I levitate my wand, letting it twirl around. “Regardless of my pathetic, blue-collar job here. But, if I have such skills, why am I not exercising them? Why am I stuck here?” My wand slowly rotates in front of me and begins sinking.
I shake my head again. “All this raw talent and you’re breaking and assorting rocks. Rocks.” I stand and walk over to the window, glancing out towards the horizon. “And what’s your reward?” I ask as my wand follows me over, twitching back and forth in time with my voice. “A bunch of menial work, a small hoof-full of bits each week, and broken wagon wheels to deal with every day—all because you agreed to help Luna.”
“Or—” I flinch back and bite my lip. Is it because of Sparkle?
I pause for a moment, still biting my lip. My wand stops, hovering just in front of my face.
If she didn’t become Princess Celestia’s pet, and if she didn’t require such major pushes to go the right way in her studies, my services wouldn’t have been needed.
Still, at this point I suppose there’s nothing left for me to do but trust Luna. She said that if I follow her plan, which starts in a couple of weeks, she’ll help get everypony to recognize my greatness.
“You know what? It’s worth a shot!” I say while my wand twist and whirls around my head.
I still don’t think I can pull off the tyrant thing, so I’ll run out and find that artifact Luna mentioned—oh, what was it again? Whatever. It can’t be too hard to track down, right?—Then I’ll give Luna my wand for safe keeping—can’t let me use that while wearing the Alicorn Amulet—right, that’s what it’s called—and then I’ll go crush Sparkle.
Brilliant!
Now then, I’ll need to repair my old show wagon. It’s only been out of commission for a year—how hard could that be?
My wand points outside towards a shabby, old, wooden mess.
On second thought, forget the wagon. Its wheels will just break down.
I leave for Canterlot tomorrow. Early morning.

---

“Halt! Who goes there?”
“The Great and Powerful Trixie,” I reply to the lunar guard standing between me and the castle.
“Ah, welcome back! We have been ordered to send you to Princess Luna immediately upon your arrival.”
“Perfect,” I answer, taking off the hood of my black cloak. Luckily, the royal family and guard seem to still remember me, so I shouldn’t need to hide my identity.
The guard escorts me to the royal throne room, and the giant double doors creek open upon our arrival.
“You’ve returned at last,” Luna greets as I cross the vast room. “Tell me, how have your travels been treating you?”
I chuckle lightly. “Terribly enough for me to return. I had hoped to repair my name on my own terms, but you can see how well that worked.”
“Ah, yes. I have heard about the unfortunate turn of events, yet my offer still holds if you wish to accept.”
“Yes, I do,” I answer, pulling out my wand. “However, I will need you to watch over this.”
“Oh?” Luna replies, taking the wand. “It shall be done, but what for, may I ask?”
“Safe keeping,” I reply as a pulse from under my cloak calls for me—Luna scrunches her eyes; she probably felt it too.
“Is that so? Well, then if you don’t mind me asking, what was it that changed your mind? You were very intent on not performing this task last we spoke.”
“This.” I pull out a black, winged unicorn shaped pendent with blood red accents and a dark, shimmering ruby encrusted in the center.
Luna’s eyes go round as she draws my wand ever closer to her. “The Alicorn Amulet? Then you truly do plan on putting your faith into Twilight Sparkle.” She looks away for a moment; her eyes appear to unfocus as she stares into the horizon.
“Very well,” she states, turning back. “I shall hold this wand from you, no matter what, as long as you have that amulet.”
“Perfect,” I say as a wide grin stretches across my face. The Alicorn Amulet pulses as I lift it to my neck.
Prepare yourself Sparkle.
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