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		Description

Vinyl Scratch, far ahead of her time in Ponyville, has been shot before entering a concert, it has been a year, but the memory is still singed into the back of your mind, vinyl is better, but not good enough, she is dying, and nopony can explain it. You must find a way to stop this from happening to your only friend, the kindly pony that everypony admires for her skill and compassion, skilled on and off of the stage. Nothing could possibly go wrong on a rescue mission, right?
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	“It has been five days, I don’t think she will be getting better anytime soon.” 
A strange figure is standing across the room, your vision blurred from the tears in your face, an overhead light behind the pony made it seem as though he was only a silhouette. You hated that shape at that moment, they hated themselves, too. Being the one to bring bad news was never a strong point for anyone, even doctors, but somepony had to do it, somepony had to tell you that your best friend may not live to see the next day.
“I wish...” your choking up was impeding your speech, not impossible, but hard. “I wish it it was me...” you knew from the moment you said those words that they were true, a speech from the heart, spoken a million times before, you didn’t believe anyone until you yourself actually used them.
“A million others as well,” the doctor said condescendingly, “she was a good mare, one of courage, a friend... one everyone looked up to,” even he was shaken by this dramatic turn of events. You couldn’t do anything, it made you feel so helpless to know that you may lose her at any moment. It was as if it happened yesterday, the memory eternally branded into the back of your mind, fading from the doctors office as you recall it.
An enormous crowd, thousands of cheering fans lined up to view the living spectacle, the wondrous musician, Vinyl Scratch, a revolutionary in the new age of modern music, she had carried the gauntlet from  classic to electric seamlessly, years of experience and practice, the only one of her kind in their land.  She was walking past the crowd to the stage, handing out hoof bumps, and generally being a good face to the crowd.
One bullet. It was a paralyzing shot, the kind nopony recovers from. She was rushed to the hospital immediately, the culprit was arrested, convicted, and eventually even sentenced to life in prison since then... but nothing made up for what happened to the once amazing star, whom had carried the art of music so far in the pony world, everypony was watching, waiting to hear from the hospital and its inhabitants, none more than her closest friend (whose name I won't make up because you ARE that character), shocked by the revealing news had been constantly visiting her for what had now been a year, every day she was getting worse, a smile hadn’t graced her for a while, happiness was now an idea, not an emotion, the only thing that existed anymore was the constant of a pulse monitor, beeping every time the heartbeat was sensed, and the dripping of an IV, full of some fluid that seemed to do nothing for her, even if the doctors said it helped, she was dying, and you could only watch.
That was all a while ago, your general sorrow still clung to you, but you were used to being sad by now. This was the mark of the first year, a year since the terrible day, the one where you lost a friend and gained a patient. The reports said it all, she wasn’t going to last much longer, you didn’t want to admit it, she was stronger than this, you said it every time you saw her, to yourself and aloud, until the nurse had to take you out of the room, with you screaming at the top of your lungs, crying out for what you once had, a friend, an ally, someone to lean on, now they needed you, but you weren’t sure you could take it, even if you had been through this a million times before, it is hard to look strong when the only person you ever held close may be lost, like a wisp, floating away on a warm breeze, into the vast wasteland that was nothing.
The doctor stood in front of you, his condescendence hadn’t evaded him since you had first met him, he wasn’t like the others in the way that he could connect with you, better than most at least, no one got you like vinyl did. He knew the drill as well as anyone else, you were here to visit her, like many others, weeping over the mare, the superstar, the friend, the hero. As this passed through your mind you cringed, holding back the flow of emotion that you had built up after so long. It was hard to deal with, but you had to, the cameras were watching, people looking for someone with a sign of strength, even vinyl seemed to feed off of your smile when you could show one.
You brushed past the doctor into the room, it has been about a week since you last visited because you have been dealing with some important matters, mostly talking with twilight at her library in ponyville, you two knew each other a bit, twilight had once lived in canterlot, talking occasionally but still enveloped in literature and other pieces of written work. There must have been some book out there to help her friend vinyl, and there was, that was why you were here now, to tell her about your discovery, hours pouring over text, taking notes, extracting samples from the everfree forest, you might just have a shot.
You approached vinyl at her bedside, the clip-clop of your hooves audible throughout the room. She was happy to see you again, like always, you were just surprised she hadn’t-BUH-BOOM-...she had.
“Ey, *cough* glad you’re here, I was just about to test my new setup!” she spoke confidently, she had “tested” this setup before, and by setup she meant 8 10” subwoofers underneath the bed pointed upwards, the boom was of her plugging in her mobile phone using her horn, this was going to be good... The subwoofers began to softly vibrate, the volume began to increase, at first slowly but now reaching a very loud volume very fast, vinyl was bouncing in the bed uncontrollably, you could barely hear anything accept for the loud roar of eight magnetic pistons shoving air into your face indirectly. Then it stopped, as quickly as it began.
“Works like a charm every time,” Vinyl had a smile on her face, the loud subwoofers were one of the only things keeping her mind at bay while trapped in a hospital bed.
“Perhaps you need some rest, from something  like... that,” Vinyl smiled at your sarcastic remark.
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“You underestimate my abilities,” Vinyl said, causing laughter among you both, until Vinyl had a coughing fit, that normally set things to a serious tone again. You went closer to Vinyl, leaving about two feet in between your faces, (if they are ponies, would HOOVES be a measurement?http://djh-arrow.tumblr.com/post/48323164024/im-not-sure-what-to-think-about-this) you didn’t want a word of what you were about to say to Vinyl being heard by another ear, any false hopes could be accepted by Vinyl, but her fans? not so much.
“I may have found it,” you spoke in the slightest of whispers, “Reading through those endless texts on medical spells, I may have found how to save you.”
“You.... you didn’t have to do that...” Vinyl was obviously surprised, she must have just thought this was a normal visit after a vacation earlier, but now that she knows, she seems to have brightened up, you just hope that this works.
“Anything for a friend,” you continued, “you already know that the bullet you were hit with had a long term enchantment on it, but what we didn’t know was what it was,” Vinyl seemed to be paying enough attention, so you continued, ”It was a life spell, one described to literally drain the life of a pony, made in the days when Sombra ruled over the Crystal Empire. Sombra had wanted to make an irreversible spell, one that permanently got rid of any enemy, no matter how strong, with the one thing that can destroy buildings, break walls, and can’t be stopped,” the word spilled through your mouth like a curse, muttered behind the back of a king, “time.”
“So that’s it? time is my enemy?” Vinyl said, as confused as I expected, so I explained.
“The spell manipulates the purpose of time, willing it with darkness to drive the soul from the body, like death. although it isn’t exactly the same, it’s about as close as he could get while staying within a G audience,”
“well... this doesn’t sound promising...” Vinyl stated rather plainly.
“that’s because I’m not done speaking yet. During the usurping of king sombra off of his throne, one of Princess Celestia’s royal scientists did everything in their power to find a cure for the terrible spell, and what she came up with was a flower, the reaction to create the flower absorbed her soul, the Princess hid the whole thing so that no pony would meet the same fate. It only grows on the highest mountain in all of Equestria,”
“Canterlot Mountain,” Vinyl said in astonishment “a magical city resting at it’s base, it is truly an amazing sight,”
“From afar, but my research found climbing it is going to be terrible, there is a certain point on the mountain that the pressure becomes so great that magic becomes literally impossible to perform,”
“this is suicide, you can’t do that without help!” her doubt caused a grin on your face.
“oh, but to the contrary, I have you, in spirit.” she smiled, seemingly convinced.
“alright, looks like you have a mountain to climb, *cough* and fast.”
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