
 

  



  

 

  



 

 

 

 

 



  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 





  



 

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 





 

 



 

  



 

 



 



 

 



 

  



 



 

  



 



 

  



 



 

  



 

 
Footnote: Level Up.   
New Perk: Cherchez La Filly - +10% damage to the same sex and unique 
dialogue options with certain ponies. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 



 

  



 

“...still sealed up.  There is no way inside.  My son, he 
ate one of the apples from those damned apple trees up near 
the Stable, and now he’s terribly sick.  Too sick to 
move.  We’ve holed up in the cistern near the old 
memorial.  We’re running out of food and medical 
supplies.  Please, if anypony hears this, help us... Message 
repeats. Hello? Is there anypony out there? Please, we need 
help!  I was bringing my family to the Stable up near Sweet 
Apple Acres when we were attacked by raiders.  Only my son 
and I survived.  We made it to the Stable, but it’s still 
sealed up.  There is no way inside.  My son, he ate one of 
the apples from those damned apple trees up near the Stable, 
and now he’s terribly sick. Too sick to move. We’ve holed up 
in the cistern near the old memorial.  We’re running out of 
food and medical supplies. Please, if anypony hears this, 
help us...  Message repeats. Hello?...” 



 

  

 

To any pony who has left Stable Two in search of me: 

Please, go home.  I am doing what I have to do.  The 
Overmare understands, even if she can never agree, and I hope 
one day you will to.  I will not be back.  Do not look for 
me.  Do not endanger yourself further for my sake.  Please 
forgive me. 

Velvet Remedy 



 

 



 

  

 



 



 

  



 

 



 

  

 



 



 

  



 



 

  

 



 



 

  

 

“...special instructions for Stable Two...  ...that’s muh 
family down there!  Until the poison is gone from up here, 
that door doesn’t open for anypony!”  

  

“...know you hate this, Sweetie Belle, but you’re an Overmare 
now.  The Overmare of the most important Stable in all of 
Equestria.  I need you to do this for me...   ...to keep 
them safe...  ...best friends forever, remember?...”  

 
Footnote: Level Up.   

New Perk: Horse Sense - You are a swift learner. You gain an 
additional +10% whenever experience points are earned. 



 

 



 

  



 



 

  

 



 



 

  



 



 

  

 



 



 

  



 



 

  



 



 

  

 



 

 



 

  

 



 



 

  



 

 

 



 

  

“...from those damned apple trees up near the Stable, and now 
he’s terribly sick.  Too sick to move.  We’ve holed up in 
the cistern near the old memorial.  We’re running out of 
food and medical supplies.  Please, if anypony hears this, 
help us...  Message repeats...” 



 

 

 



 

  

 
Footnote: Level Up. 

New Perk: Bookworm - You pay much closer attention to the smaller 
details when reading.  You gain 50% more skill points when reading 
books. 



 

 



 

  



 



 

  



 

 



 

  

IRONSHOD FIREARMS 

How do you like them apples? 



 

“Cousin Braeburn, Ah know we ain’t talked in some time, but 
the war effort’s takin’ a twist for the scary, and Ah might 
not have a chance t’ see ya again.  Ah want t’ mend 
fences.  Now, Ah ain’t gonna muck this up with words.  We 
all know how well that went last time.  Instead, Ah’m 
sendin’ ya Lil’ Macintosh as a gift and as an 
apology.  T’show you I’m sincere.  Keep ‘im safe for me, 
will ya?”  

  



 

  

 



 



 

  



 



 

  



 



 

  

 



 



 

  



 

 
Footnote: Level Up.  

New Perk: Egghead - You will add +2 skill points each time you gain a 
new experience level. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 



 

  



    

 



 

  

 



    

Yes, I do deliveries! 

No hooves, nasty stingers?  No service. 

Ask me about special orders! I won’t answer, but I’ll get 
right on it! 

Wasteland Survival Guide!  Available now!  First copy for 
every family is free! 



 

  

 



    



 

  



    

 



 

  



    

 



 

  

 



    



 

  

 



    



 

  



    

 



 

  



    

 



 

  

Had a real surprise when we tested the young unicorns on 
their magic today.  I had all my little ponies bring in 
their pets and show me how they could make them 
levitate.  Simple enough, although a squirming animal can 
add a level of difficulty for foals at this age.  I had to 
let both Butter and Peridance each borrow the class mascot, 
since neither have a pet of their own.  Peridance was 
thrilled, but I think Butter is terrified of the snake, even 
though she’s been told it’s defanged and harmless.  Needless 
to say, Butter didn’t do very well.  



    

The real surprise was little Quanta, who has been struggling 
with even minor levitation all year.  Now I know these 
things have never been recorded in girls, but I can’t imagine 
any other explanation: we had a full magical epiphany occur 
right in our classroom.  Quanta not only levitated herself, 
but she let out a flash of energy that affected all of the 
pets in the room.  Most just panicked and had to be 
recovered, but some (including our mascot) seem to have 
vanished completely.  And strangest of all, the arcane flash 
seems to have transformed Carrot Tail’s ugly old cat into… 
well, an even uglier old cat. 

It only lasted a moment.  Quanta seems fine.  Didn’t even 
realize what she’d done.  Of course, parents had to be 
called, and Carrot Tail is traumatized.  It will be a 
miracle if I can teach these foals anything for the rest of 
the week.  Meanwhile, I’m going to write up a proposal to 
have another unicorn stallion watch over these tests from now 
on.  Just as a precaution. 

I expected a few parents to keep their colts and fillies home 
after the excitement at the beginning of the week, but by now 
they should be letting them back.  Instead, attendance is at 
its lowest yet.  Over half my students have skipped their 
classes today.   If things haven’t turned around after the 
weekend, I’m going to have to start calling parents.  And if 
that doesn’t work, maybe even the Overstallion. 



 

  

 



    

Entry One: 

I cannot believe my luck.  Persimmonie is one fine 
mare.  The date last night went incredibly well.  She even 
let me kiss her!   And her little filly, Carrot Tail, seems 



 

  

to like me too.  Even better, I kinda like her.  I don’t 
have to pretend like I thought I would just to spend some 
more time with her mother.  In fact, we have a second date 
planned tomorrow night. 

Oh, and Greyhorn finally fixed the lighting on level 2-
B.  That flickering was driving everypony bonkers. 

Entry Two: 

Dammit, of all the luck.  First, the whole lighting strip on 
guess-which-level blows out, plunging the damned atrium into 
blackness in the middle of rush.  Even worse, Persimmonie 
postponed our date.  Some unicorn filly did something wonky 
to Carrot Tail’s pet, and Persimmonie’s been with her all day 
trying to keep the little cunt from drowning in her own 
tears.  I take it back.  I hate children. 

Entry Three: 

Got called to the Overstallion’s office today.  Big 
emergency that required my special talents.  Any 
guesses?  He locked himself out again.  Again!  This is the 
third time this week.  Fortunately, any pony with half a 
lick of sense could get that thing open.  Weakest damn lock 
I’ve ever seen.  Still, just in case Greyhorn ever has to do 
it, I’ve left a handful of bobby pins and a copy of Today’s 
Locksmith in the Maintenance locker room safe.  I’ve even 
highlighted the most useful bits for him.  So as long as he 
doesn’t forget the password, even he shouldn’t have a 
problem.  And I made the password his name, so… oh hell, 
he’ll still probably forget it. 

Meanwhile, my love life’s taken a turn for the 
worse.  Persimmonie’s filly is apparently in the clinic.  I 
hear the cat attacked her.  They’ll probably have to put it 
down. 

Entry Four: 

Where the hell is Greyhorn?  Idiot missed his whole damn 
shift today.  Called up to his room, but no 
answer.  Goddammit, I’ve got to do everything around here 
myself. 



    

Oh, I replaced the entire lighting assembly up on level 2-B 
and guess what?   We’re still having problems.  I swear to 
God the ponies who built this whole place must have been 
cutting corners.  Probably cheated Stable-Tec out of fat 
loads of money.  I hope their asses melted when the 
megaspells hit. 

Entry Five: 

Still no Greyhorn.  Talked with some others, and they 
haven’t seen him either.  Suggested I check medical.  Would 
be just like him to find some way to fall and impale himself 
on his own horn. 

Dammit, there’s that scratching sound again.  Something’s 
managed to get into the ventilation system.  I’ve removed 
several of the covers on this floor.  Hopefully, whatever it 
is will fall out and I won’t have to send some colt crawling 
in after it.  Did I mention how much I hate children? 

Double-dammit.  I just spotted the thing staring down at 
me.  If I didn’t know better, I’d say it was Carrot Tail’s 
damn cat.  But they caught it and put it down yesterday.  
Tripple-dammit!  The damn thing just bit me!  I swear, I’m 
going to send a colt up there after it with a flamethrower! 



 

  



    

 



 

  



    

 

Chimera 

from the personal notes of Doctor Brierberry 

Head of Medicine, Stable 24 

I’ve chosen to call this new species “chimera” for what I 
feel are suitably obvious reasons.  The creature is a result 
of a wild magical burst from a rather exceptionally gifted 
filly named Quanta.  In a flash of uncontrolled magical 
power, Quanta managed to fuse several creatures within her 
vicinity into a single being -- a fully functional and 
completely new life form. 

The initially created chimera took several days to molt 
before revealing its true nature, during which time another 
filly, Carrot Tail, was attacked by the creature.  She was 
rushed to the clinic, but perished within hours from an 
unknown magical toxin injected into the child by the 
creature. 

After molting, the chimera subsequently attacked a 
maintenance worker by the name of Greyhorn.  This time, both 
the chimera and its victim were fully mature.  Based on the 
case of Carrot Tail, we treated Greyhorn with antivenom 
spells and potions, but to no avail.  Greyhorn lasted three 
times as long as Carrot Tail, and was in extreme agony for 
most of that period.  It was only after Greyhorn’s death 
that we learned the key component of the chimera’s make-up. 

As you will be able to see from the images I am having 
attached to this document, the feline and serpentine elements 
of the fusion are quite obvious.  (See images C-1 and C-
2)   What we initially didn’t realize, couldn’t have 
suspected, is that there had been some manner of insect in 
the classroom when Roe cast her spell, and that too was 
infused into the creature on a deeply inherent level.  You 
see, the fangs of the chimera aren’t so much like the fangs 
of a rattlesnake, but more akin to an insect’s ovipositor. 

The behavior of this species is extremely aggressive, 
attacking any suitable host within which it can inject its 
eggs.  Over the course of a single day, those eggs will 
mature within the host, after which a litter of new, baby 



 

  

chimera will dig their way out of the infected pony, 
ultimately killing the host if the pony is not already 
dead.  In the case of Greyhorn, five new chimera erupted 
from his body less than an hour after he was pronounced 
dead.  (See image C-3)  You can imagine the look on my 
assistant’s face.  (But you don’t have to.  See image C-4) 

Fortunately, from the case of Greyhorn, and the baby chimera 
specimens he provided us with, we have been able to devise 
and conjure an anti-chimera potion.  Unfortunately, some of 
the herbs required were in tragically short supply, so there 
is a high probability that we will not have sufficient 
quantities for everyone.  The Overstallion is keeping one 
bottle locked away in his office, along with the 
recipe.  Meanwhile, I am storing the rest in the medical 
refrigerator here in the clinic while I wait for the 
Overstallion’s decision on how to implement dispersal. 



    



 

  

 



    

 



 

  



    

 
Footnote: Level Up.  

New Perk: Gunslinger - While using a mouth-held or levitated firearm, 
your chance to hit in S.A.T.S. increases by 25%. 

Quest Perk added: Mighty Telekenesis (level one) – You triple the 
mass that you can levitate with your unicorn magic. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

“Hello! 

“My name is Scootaloo.  You probably know me (since I am 
pretty famous) for my awesome performances at events like 
last year’s GALLoPS, or maybe just as the founder of Red 
Racer. 

“... 

“None of which means a damn anymore, of course.  If you’re 
hearing this, that means Omega-Level Threat Protocols have 
been enacted and you are...  are now...  aww, dammit!! 
“Sorry.  

“Okay... right now, I’m talking to you as vice-president of 
Stable-Tec.  You have been appointed as Overmare (or, in the 
case of Stable Twenty-Four, Overstallion) of a Stable-Tec 
life-preserving Stable.  You have been chosen for your sense 
of loyalty and duty, both to the ponies around you and to 
this company.  And while the Stable-Tec HQ might be... 
probably is... nothing but blasted rubble now, our ideals 
live on.  

“Your Stable has been selected to participate in a vital 
social project.  The first goal of your Stable, like all 
others, is to save the lives of the ponies inside.  But you 
also have a higher purpose beyond saving the lives of 



 

  

individual ponies.  We here at Stable-Tec understand that it 
doesn’t do ponykind any good to save ourselves now only to 
annihilate each other later.  We must figure out where we 
went wrong.  We must find a better way.  And we must be 
ready to implement it as soon as possible once the Stable 
doors open.  ...And survive what our current leaders have 
managed to do to Equestria... 

“...dammit!  I-I really hope no pony ever has to h-hear 
this.  Can’t this all just be for nothing?  They’re really 
going to destroy us all, aren’t they?... 

“...I’m sorry.  Again, I’m totally off script.  Where was 
I?   Oh, yeah.  In short, Stable-Tec is working to ensure a 
more... a more Stable society for future generations. 

“Inside the safe in your office, you will find a set of 
special instructions and objectives, as well as details on 
how your specific Stable has been fitted to carry out your 
part.  If at any point, you believe that your part in the 
project is threatening the safety and security of the ponies 
in your charge... as a whole... you are to cease 
participation and take any necessary steps to rectify the 
situation.  In any other circumstances, however, it is 
crucial that you keep to the directives provided, and keep 
Stable-Tec appraised of all results as per your sealed 
instructions. 

“Thank you.  From all of us.  From all of Equestria... 

“... 

“Thank you, and may somepony up there have pity on us all.” 
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Footnote: Level Up.  

New Perk: Mighty Telekenesis (level two) - You triple the mass that 
you can levitate with your unicorn magic.  Effects are cumulative 
with Mighty Telekenesis level one, which is required in order to 
take this perk. 



 

 



 

  



 



 

  

 



 

 

Entry One: 

Had a surprise inspection from the Ministry of Morale 
yesterday.  We pretty well knew it was coming, and I’d been 
given instructions on what to do; but I couldn’t believe how 
smoothly it went!  We slip them a small percentage of the 
special product, and they give us clean marks?  Even if they 
were dirty, I couldn’t understand why they wouldn’t bring the 
cage down on us and impound all of it for 
themselves.  Seemed too good to be true.  So I did a little 
digging, and a friend of a friend working over at Ironshod 
who claims to have an inside peek gave me this apple to chew 
on: according to him, the head mare of MoM herself actually 
loathes the new contraband laws.  And since MoM enforces 
those laws, that means all sorts of tasty zebra treats are 
slipping into Equestria right under the Princess’s nose.  I 
figure this means as long as she says golden delicious, we’re 
golden delicious.  And even if the Princess suspects her 
(and how dense would she have to be not to?), she really is 
the one pony the MoM can’t bring up on sedition charges! 

Entry Two: 

Finally wiped the crap from this terminal. Three-hundred plus 
documents that I have absolutely no use for (and many of 
which it’s probably best there not be a record of).  All 
except that one damn file from forever ago with the weird-ass 
flag on it that prevents tampering.  And trust me, I’ve 
tried.  

Don’t know why we even bother keeping record of where we send 
the goods, since they’re all going to the same damn place 
anyway.  I don’t know what the hell Stern needs all these 



 

  

slaves for, but unless she’s building an army, whatever it is 
has one hellish rate of attrition. 

Boss is more worried about the attrition rate in transit.  A 
third of these fuckers don’t make the journey, and Stern 
ain’t paying us none for corpses.  I’m supposed to figure 
out a way to keep the damn goods alive at least until after 
caps exchange hooves.  Maybe a cocktail of drugs will 
help.  Found a false floor last week leading into a buried 
boxcar just full of the stuff! 

Entry Three: 

I’ve finally convinced the boss that we need to start a 
little side business in the foal market.  The young ones are 
easier to corral, control and train.  Sure, we have to play 
up the “investment” angle, since they can’t do the work of a 
normal slave, but there are plenty of ponies out there who 
see the potential.  Unfortunately, Stern ain’t one of 
them.  That bitch has no patience. 

Turns out, a mixture of Buck and Dash, in small doses, does 
mighty well in keeping the more worthless slaves from keeling 
over before they make Fillydephia.  What happens to them 
after Stern gets her hooves on them ain’t none of my 
concern.  Still got to talk to Whip Crack about going a bit 
easier on them though.  No drug cocktail is going prevent a 
pony from being lashed to death.  Might suggest swapping out 
which slaves are pulling the wagons a bit more often too. 

Entry Four: 

The cells in the old sheriff’s station have been perfect for 
foal holding.  The settlers of Appleloosa might have 
constructed a lot of this place with an eye to speed over 
lastingness but they sure knew how to make a holding 
pen.  I’d even say that the cells in there are a close 
second in the list of stuff I’m glad they left behind when 
they all kicked the bucket, next to that apple pie recipe! 

Turns out, gathering foals has made hitting isolated 
homesteads a much better risk.  The parent folk have a 
tendency to get annoyingly shooty when we come to claim them, 
but they also take such great pains to keep their little ones 
out of the fight that even if we have to kill off all the 
adults, we still make a good profit. 



 

Entry Five: 

What a fucking cock-up!  A whole shipment, two wagons worth, 
slaughtered.  Best we can figure, they ran into a stray 
hellhound. Damned taint fucks everything up.  Now I hear 
that Stern is sending a “special representative” to take a 
look-see at our operation.  Sounds more to me like she’s 
planning on taking over.  I think she’s in for a face-buck 
surprise.  And this “special representative” best watch her 
tail. 

Got a new herd of foals ready for breaking.   Raked in the 
caps with the last batch.  Another benefit of dealing in 
foals: you only have to kill one of them in front of the 
others to take the fight out of them.  

Entry Six: 

The last week has been beyond words.  Stern was playing it 
close to her chest with that “special representative” 
business.  I never had any idea!  Let’s just say I was 
shaking in my shodding when our new boss heard about some of 
the stuff I’d been saying back when we didn’t know her.  But 
I guess it’s easy to be understanding when you’re connected 
to the divine!  Besides, we still have what’s left of the 
old boss as a reminder that the new boss’s hooves ain’t soft. 

The new acquisition is going to do wonders for keeping the 
slaves up.  Good thing too, since the new boss don’t cotton 
to the Buck and Dash trick.  Fortunately, I was able to 
convince her that was Apple Core’s idea.  Poor Apple Core. 
Never saw it coming. 

All hail the living Goddess! 



 

  

 



 

 



 

  



 



 

  

 



 



 

  



 



 

  



 

 
Footnote: Level Up.  

New Perk: Organizer - You are efficient at arranging your inventory 
in general.  This makes it much easier to carry that little extra 
you’ve always needed.  Items with a weight of two or less are 
considered to weigh half as much for you. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 



 

  

 



 



 

  



 



 

  

 



 



 

  

 



 



 

  

 



 



 

  



 

 



 

  



 



 

  

 



 



 

  

 
Footnote: Level Up.  

New Perk: Light Trot - You are agile, lucky and always careful; or 
maybe you have just mastered the art of self-levitation.  Either 
way, you never set off enemy mines or floor-based traps. 



 

 



 

  



 



 

  

Sparkle~Cola 
RAD! 

With an invigorating touch of radiation and a blast of radish 
flavoring! 

(It’s like a buck to the face!  With radishes!) 
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“Peartree, 

“The raiders came back yesterday.  They didn’t take kindly 
to daddy running them off last week with his shotgun, so this 
time they came in force.  Mama made us hide in the upstairs 
bedroom and cast a spell over us to keep us from being 
seen.  She made us promise to be quiet and still.  But 
Silver Bell...  

“My little sister has always been able to make beautiful 
music, like the tinkling of dozens of magical bells.  We all 
adore it.  But Silver Bell, sometimes when she’s frightened 
or worried, the spell happens all on its own.  She didn’t 
mean to.  It was an accident. 

“The raiders killed mama and daddy.  They killed them really 
slow and brutal.  And they made us watch.  It was... 

“I buried them out by the end of the east field.  Put up a 
couple planks as tombstones.  I hate that they won’t last 
long, but I can’t carve their names into rocks.  And mama 
and daddy deserve to have their names over their graves. 

“Silver Bell has nightmares every night. Honestly, I do most 
nights too.  And during the days she just curls up silent-
like. Never crying.  Never smiling.  I can’t even get her to 
eat.  I don’t know what to do. 

“I’m going to try taking her to Tenpony Tower.  I’ve heard 
there’s a buck up there who takes in orphans.  It’s a long 
walk, and so I’m headed up to gather provisions from the 
neighbors.  If I’m not back when you get here, please load 
up the wagon.  I know I can’t ask you to come with us; you 
have your own folks to take care of.  But I would really 
appreciate it if you could hang around so I could say 
goodbye.  

“You’re the best buckfriend I could have asked for.  

“Love, Memory.” 



 



 

  

 
Footnote: Level Up. 

New Perk: Math Wrath - You are able to optimize your PipBuck’s 
targeting spell logic.  S.A.T.S. is now 20% cooler. 

 

 

 

 



 

 



 

  



 

 



 

  

 



 



 

  

 



 



 

  



 

 



 

  



 

 



 

  



 

“I’m sending you one of the devices recovered from Shattered 
Hoof Ridge.  Intelligence suggested that the zebras had 
developed invisibility spell fetishes, but this looks like 
something designed by the Ministry of Magic. It’s even 
PipBuck compatible.  I hate to say it, but it looks like 
we’ve got traitors in our midst.  If somepony in M.A.S. is 
leaking arcane technology to the zebras, the Princess will 
need to take action.” 
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Shattered Hoof Re-Educational Stockyard 

“Reforming aberrant morality through hard work and loving 
care.” 



 

  

 



 



 

  

 



 

Entry 42: 

Just got word that Shattered Hoof will be closing down the 
Visitor’s Center portion of this facility.  The Ministry of 
Morale has decreed that the friends and family of ponies who 
have been determined guilty of sedition or treason will no 
longer have the right to visit our guests until 
rehabilitation is deemed complete, for fear that our guests 
might spread their poison to their loved ones.  As such, 
this is going to be my last entry. 

Fortunately, the severance package will be generous.  I plan 
to take my family and move to Cloudsdayle.  The world below 
is just a little too ugly for me to be raising my foals in. 

We’ve done our best to contact ponies with items still in the 
Lost & Found, and most of what remains will be mailed out 
today. Unfortunately, we’ve had no luck reaching our recent 
guest entertainer. Sweetie Belle has apparently fallen off 
the face of Equestria.  I’ve taken care to store her 
belongings in the safe. 

 It amuses me that we shut this office down just after we 
repainted.  If somepony had said something sooner, we could 
have saved ourselves a lot of trouble.  (Not to mention 
Tiara’s new dress, although the rest of us are upset about 
that.  That mare is unbearable.) 



 

  

 
Footnote: Level Up.  

New Perk: Stable Shot - Your attacks are smooth, graceful and 
precise.  You have a higher chance to score a critical hit on an 
opponent in combat, equivalent to 5 extra points of Luck. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

“Gone 

“Everypony in Manehattan is just... gone.  I-I was talking 
with my best friend, Silver Spoon, over terminal chat when 
the connection went dead.  My... my best friend is 
dead.  Only she’s... she’s  not... laying dead 
somewhere.  One minute she was talking to me, telling me 
about the concert she went to last night at Hoofbeats, and 
then she was just gone.  Erased. 

“Th-they say the ponies in a few of the Ministries’ buildings 
might have survived... but that doesn’t sound real. Shattered 
Hoof is more than two days trot from Manehattan, and some of 
the guards said they could hear the megaspell go off.  It 
was unnatural, alien... not like a real sound.  A few of the 
guards ventured up the highest ridge. They came back 
describing a huge pillar of perverted green fire with a 
strange rainbow sheen, wrapped with rings of black smoke, 
lifting up into the clouds from just over the horizon where 
Manehattan is supposed to be.  

“Now they’re saying Cloudsdayle was hit too.  And that 
Equestria’s own megaspells have already been cast back at the 



 

  

zebras.  Oh... oh no... will the zebras hit Ponyville?  It’s 
so small!  They wouldn’t, would they?  I... I’ve got to warn 
mom and dad! 

“Maybe they can get into the Stable at Sweet Apple 
Acres.  Oh please, oh please, it’s got to still be 
open!  Last week, Silver Spoon told me that Stable-Tec was 
filing ponies into the Stables around Manehattan, but that 
was only as some sort of test run.  Nothing for ponies to 
panic about.  It’s not like  

they knew...” 



 

♪

♪

 



 

  

“The communication web is down.  I tried and tried to reach 
mom and dad, but I couldn’t get through.  At first, it 
seemed that the web was flooded, and my calls kept getting 
bounced.  Then it just died completely.  

“We can’t reach any of the Ministry of Morale hubs 
either.  No pony was expecting the one in Manehattan to 
respond, but not even Canterlot?  Could... the zebras 
couldn’t possibly have destroyed Canterlot!  Could 
they?  What... what happened to Princess Luna??” 



 

 

“It’s starting to rain outside; it was bright and sunny less 
than an hour ago.  I think the pegasus ponies are mourning 
Cloudsdayle. 

“Most of the guards are gone now.  They’ve left me the codes 
to open the cells.  Scoops said it was up to me.  Nopony 
else was going to risk setting our guests free.  Why me?  I-
I’m not the one who’s supposed to be in charge! 

“If I don’t, these ponies will starve to death in here!  But 
if I do... some of them are Really Bad Ponies.  Some have 
even confessed to helping the zebras at Shattered Hoof Ridge 
when they tried to assassinate Princess Celestia.  If I let 
them go... who knows what harm they might do?  What is 
worse?  Letting them die here?  Or inflicting them on a 
wounded, suffering Equestria? 

“No, no, no!  I’m just an inspector.  I’m not supposed to 
make these kinds of decisions! 

“Mom?  Dad?  Silver Spoon?  What should I do?” 

 



 

  



 

 



 

  



 

 “I wasn't fast enough.  I should have known better.  No 
wonder the rest of the staff fled so quickly.  I should have 
known that Shattered Hoof would go into lockdown as soon as 
the mainframe realized we were cut off from the 
outside.  Assisted jailbreak prevention protocols.  By the 
time I made my decision and released the guests from their 
cells, we were already all trapped inside. 

“I know how the weaker ones fare.  I can only imagine what 
they will do to me when they find a member of the staff got 
locked in with them. 

“I took the food from the guardhouse fridge and locked myself 
into this bathroom.  I locked several other doors too.  With 
luck, they will think it's normal for this door to be locked 
as well.  Because if they really try to break it down, I'm 
sure they can. 

“I've got maybe three days of food.  Plenty of water.  A 
little bit of medicine.  I only hope it will last me long 
enough for them to find a way out of Shattered Hoof.  My 
only chance is if they leave before they realize I'm here.” 

 



 

  

 “Out of food.  Made what I had stretch... I think.  No real 
way to tell time in here, but I think its been a week.  At 
least four days.  After the food was gone, I raided the 
garbage can.  Some old apple cores... they were brown, mushy 
and tasted horrid.  

“The guests outside are doing much worse.  There was less 
than two days food in the pantry when we went into 
lockdown.  Now they’re starving.  I-I can hear them 
outside... arguing about who they’re going to eat first!  Oh 
nonono.  They can’t!  It’s beyond horrific -- “ 

The pony’s voice was cut off by a muffled scream.  The chaos 
in the background heightened, and I could clearly make out a 
pony shouting “Carve her up!”  

“NO!  Oh nonononono!  Don’t make me hear this!  Celestia, 
Luna, please!  I can’t hear this!...” 

 



 



 

  

 



 



 

  

 

 “Dammit.  They know I’m in here.  I woke from my nightmare 
with such a start that I kicked over the garbage can, and 
they heard it.  They’ll break through the door soon.” 

 “I don’t have to guess what they’ll do to me anymore.  They 
want me to know.  But I’m not going to let them.  

“Go figure, this crappy little gun is going to save me after 
all.  Used the handle to shatter the mirror.  This is going 
to hurt... but if I do it quickly... it won’t hurt for long.” 

 



 



 

  

Some of the nearby farmers have begun to put up 
resistance.  Armed themselves from that merchant caravan 
that passed through last month.  One of them took a few 
shots at the raider party I dispatched to the east 
side.  Mr. Topaz doesn’t care, just wants the rocks to keep 
coming.  So I think it’s time we reminded these rock farmers 
just why they do as we say.  Tomorrow, I’m sending some of 
the boys up to the Bell farm to make an example.  Told them 
to make it real graphic, so the rest of these ponies don’t 
have any room to misinterpret.  

 



 

 



 

  



 



 

  

“I hear you knockin’ but you can’t come in! 

“I hear you... yeah, I hear you.  wow... I just realized 
I’ve got all these diaries and the only ponies that will 
every hear them are you fuckers.  Fuck you all!  Every last 
one of you!  

“My.... 

“Oh wow... dizzy...  What was I...? 

“Y’know, I kind of think red is my color...  Splish splash, 
clop clop!  Hey, Silver Spoon... let’s paint the town 
red!  Or... you know... at least the bathroom... 

“Oh keep knocking you bastards! 

“...doesn’t go with my cutie mark though.  That’s okay, it’s 
a stupid cutie mark anyway.  Really, a crown of 
diamonds?  What the fuck’s that supposed to mean? 

“I mean, I get the diamonds.  Celestia knows I’ve inspected 
enough of ‘em... Sent the best ones below for years 
now.  Ha!  There’s something else you’re never gonna 
get!  Ha... ha ha...  Just like you’re not going to get me! 

“my... my name is Diamond Tiara and you fuckers didn’t get 
me!  I got... I got away! 

“I mean... really, though... a crown?  What was that 
supposed to mean? 

“he heee hee!  You can’t geeeeet meeeeee! 

“You can’t... 

“...can’t... 



 

“...get...” 

 

Footnote: Level Up. 

New Perk: Silent Gallop - You have mastered silent movement, allowing 
you to move quickly and still remain quiet.  You can Sneak at full 
speed with no penalties. 

 



 

 

 

 

 



 

 



 

  



 

 



 

  



 

 



 

  



 

 



 

  



 

 



 

  

All of Equestria Mourns Big Macintosh, Hero of Shattered Hoof 
Ridge 

Two weeks ago, we didn’t even know his name. But when Big 
Macintosh leapt in front of a zebra assassin’s bullet meant 
for Princess Celestia, dying instantly, he also leapt into 
the hearts and minds of every loving and patriotic pony, 
becoming a paragon of courage, bravery and self-sacrifice to 
all of Equestria.  

Funeral services were held this afternoon in the western 
courtyard of Ministry Walk.  By decree of Princess Luna, 
pegasus ponies arranged for a light snow… 
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Footnote: Level Up.  

New Perk: Sniper Pony - Your chance to hit an enemy’s head in 
S.A.T.S. is increased by 25%. 



 

 

 



 

 

 


