
 

  



 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 







 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  





 

 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

 

“Mining Officer Torchwood to all concerned personnel:   

 “First order of business: We will be having a surprise 
inspection in two days.  Everypony needs to be well rested 
and at the top of their game.  Maripony operations Overmare 
Sunny Days has authorized a half day tomorrow so that 
everypony can get plenty of rest and have their uniforms 
cleaned and starched.  Anypony who uses this time to go to 
Ponyville and get drunk will not be allowed back into the 
Maripony facility or any operations building within Old 
Olneigh, and will be docked one week’s pay.  Baskets, make 



 

sure you have proper headgear this time or you will find 
yourself no longer employed by Maripony Mining Co. 

“Second order of business: Maripony Mining Co. has increased 
demand for productivity.  This means you can expect an 
increase in work hours of twenty percent with a corresponding 
fifteen percent increase in your paychecks.  Officers whose 
teams exceed the new quotas will receive a bonus.  I cannot 
say what the bonus is, but I can let you know that the bonus 
will include ice cream.  Likewise, we will be opening up 
several previously restricted tunnels to mining 
operations.  The Maripony Mining Co. assures you that these 
tunnels meet and exceed our minimum safety standards. 

“Third order of business: There have been increased reports 
of trespass by relocated Diamond Dogs.  Now I don’t know if 
this is a territorial pack-mind thing or if they’re just 
stupid, but if you find a Diamond Dog on Maripony property, 
you are to instruct the Dog to leave.  If the Diamond Dog 
refuses, use of sonic deterrents are permitted.  Ask your 
team Officers for the newest line in D4 (Diamond Dog 
Deterrent Device) whistles, now with convenient neck-wrapping 
loops. 

“Fourth order of business: Thanks to Brickbane, we have had 
to reset our Days Without Serious Injury board back to 
zero.  Thankfully, Brickbane will recover the use of most of 
her limbs.  Remember, D4 neck wrapping loops should be kept 
short so that your whistle cannot dangle into mining 
machinery.  

“Keep up the good work, everypony.” 
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“This is Sunny Days, Maripony consultant to the Ministry of 
Arcane Science. It is now two days since the accident that 
ended Peachy Pie’s life as we knew it. Eighteen hours since I 
had to order the brain stem of… this thing severed. Previous 
attempts to put the creature down through lethal injection 
proved futile. Even now, we are still reading life signs; 
this thing just does not want to die. But there is no brain 
function anymore and hopefully the rest of the body will get 
the hint. I’ve ordered the autopsy halted until then. 



 

“I take comfort in knowing that my childhood friend died two 
days ago, and that there was nothing of her in this… 
abomination. 

“I finally managed to get an audience with Ministry Mare 
Twilight Sparkle. I have learned that the Ministry of Arcane 
Science is using my old facility to craft something called 
the Impelled Metamorphosis Potion. According to Twilight 
Sparkle, this IMP will likely become the deciding factor in 
the war. It is clearly her hope that through magical 
augmentation, we can bring the war to a swift conclusion. The 
zebras have been engaging in mystical and alchemical 
augmentations for years now, and it sounds to me like the 
Ministry of Arcane Science is determined to beat them at 
their own game. 

“I questioned Ministry Mare Twilight Sparkle about the 
contents of the barrels now being stored in the caverns 
underneath Splendid Valley. She revealed that these barrels 
contain effectively the very same transformative magical brew 
that the Ministry of Arcane Science is testing for use on 
pony volunteers. 

“According to the Ministry Mare, the process for creating IMP 
is extremely delicate and demanding. And apparently, her 
standards are even more so. Any batch that is flawed in any 
way, any batch that is not absolutely optimal, is sealed up 
and discarded. In Twilight Sparkle’s own words, if she is 
going to ask ponies to trust their bodies to IMP-induced 
transformation, how could she dare give them anything but the 
most perfect version of the potion possible? 

“The Ministry Mare was absolutely horrified to hear of the 
accident, and appalled as I told her what had happened to 
Peachy Pie. She put a strict moratorium on any further 
attempts to move the barrels. It looks like Ministry Mare 
Fluttershy is going to have to find a different avenue of 
negotiation with the Diamond Dogs. 

“Personally, at this point, I’m tempted to just start 
shooting them. I know that’s horrible of me, but I’ve just 
spent two days seeing the best friend I ever knew reduced to… 
something worse than any nightmare. And all because we’re 
trying to appease a bunch of Dogs. 

“The worst part is that part of me blames Peachy Pie. She 
shouldn’t have been down there. She’d come to work sick the 
last four mornings. I told her to take sick leave. 



 

Practically ordered her to. But she never could stand to be 
doing nothing. Part of me wonders if she slipped, or if her 
judgment was slightly impaired. And I hate myself for asking 
that. She deserves better. 

“Peachy Pie was the best friend anypony could ever have. 

“Her husband is outside. He wants to see the body. I have no 
idea what to tell him. All I know is that I can’t, absolutely 
can’t, let him see this.” 

 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

Littlepip, 

The memory orbs inside this box are in order. The first is 
pretty much a table of contents, and the others are most of 
my/your memories from the last few days. The three important 
ones that I think I will want to relive are orbs four, six 
and eight. Everything else is just long, dull flights and 
routine stuff. I don’t think I/you really need to spend hours 
trapped in a memory orb just so we can relive our bowel 
movements or hours of feeling itchy. 

Don’t watch any of these until after you/I get the Black Book 
and take it to Maripony. Please. I know that’s going to be 
really hard for me/you, but it’s important. 

Yours yourselfly, 
Littlepip. 



 



 



 

 

 
Footnote: Maximum Level 

Quest Perk added: Touched by Taint (1) - Exposure to Taint has 
altered your physiology. When under the effects of Advanced 
Radiation Poisoning (400+ Rads) any crippled limbs will 
automatically regenerate. 

 



 



 

 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

>>LIVE GRENADE DETECTED<< 
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“Third time this month I’ve had to break up a yelling match 
between Mr. Beans and Jamocha Joe. Ever since Joe opened that 



 

new Starbucked across from Mr. Beans’ Java’s Cup. First it 
was just the two of them trying to undercut each other’s 
prices. Then that shipment of coffee beans went missing and 
Jamocha Joe started throwing some nasty accusations. Totally 
groundless, as it turned out. Shipment got rerouted to 
Fillydelphia because of some ‘glitch’ in the Starbucked 
terminal system. Can’t stand those things. They seem 
downright un-pony. 

“Yesterday, though, Jamocha Joe unveiled a new ad for 
Starbucked Steamy Coffee, and hoo-wee. Never felt more like 
buying a cup of coffee in my life, just to show my 
appreciation. Now I don’t know what makes ‘steamed’ coffee so 
different from any other type, but Mr. Beans was sure steamed 
about the ads. Called it ‘blatant use of sex to sell coffee’, 
and I reckon he was pretty on the nose about that. Mr. Beans 
rallied together a flock of local ponies to stand in front of 
Joe’s place decrying the poor guy as immoral and degenerate -
- the whole think-of-the-children routine -- and harassing 
customers. When I arrived to break it up, one of the old 
mares hit me with her protest sign. Jamocha Joe came out to 
help, and before I knew it, Mr. Beans and Jamocha Joe were in 
each other’s muzzles, and it looked like it was going to come 
to bucks. Didn’t help that Mrs. Weather’s stupid, yappy 
poodle got loose and was adding its own head-splitting noise 
to the ruckus. 

“Got them settled, and went right to Qwik-Kare for some 
stitches. I can’t believe I quit my job in Manehattan for 
this crap.” 



 

Gummy’s Retirement Hostel & Alligator Sanctuary 



 



 



 

 

“I was just starting to soak in a luxurious bath when I got 
an emergency call from the mall. Mrs. Weather was reporting a 
robbery. I get there, soaking wet, my uniform clinging to my 
coat, only to hear that the thief was the Sunny Suds’ new 
Sparkle~Cola machine, and the theft was a single bit. 
Apparently, she’d hit the button for one of those new 
Sparkle~Cola Rads, and the machine dispensed a normal 
Sparkle~Cola. Oh, the horror. 

“The operator at Sunny Suds naturally had no way of getting 
into the machine. I could probably do it with a crowbar, but 
then I’d probably be fined for the damages. I instead just 
gave her one of my bits. Which she promptly put into the 
machine, hitting the same button and getting the same damned 
result. I feel I should receive an award for refraining from 
using the cattle prod on the old hag.” 



 



 



 



 



 



 

“Spent the day at my niece’s birthday party. First time I 
actually wanted to be called away, so naturally nopony had 
any problems. I was tempted to feign a call anyway. I know 



 

that is awful and selfish of me, but Darling is suffering 
from Wartime Stress Disorder, and there’s really nothing I 
can do to help. I hated just standing there feeling useless, 
sharing worried looks with my sister as Darling went on and 
on, muttering things like 'So what if it's my birthday? We 
could all be dead tomorrow. I hate this war! Why does it have 
to be like this? Is it really too late to come to a peaceful 
resolution? I'm sure not all zebras are bad.' Nopony was 
enjoying the party. 

“According to sis, Darling has been depressed for months now 
and nothing she does seems to pull her out of it. She was 
really hoping the birthday party would raise the girl’s 
spirits, but if anything, it seems to have made her even more 
withdrawn. Sis is at her wit’s end. I advised her that it was 
time to call the Ministry of Peace. Darling needs help that 
we can’t give her.” 



 

“Today has been the latest chapter in the continuing war 
between Mr. Beans and Jamocha Joe, and I must say, I really 
don’t like where this is headed. Jamocha Joe is threatening 
to sue Mr. Beans over his latest advertising campaign, which 
features the assertion that ‘all our beans are Equestrian 
grown’. According to Jamocha, the ads are trying to paint 
Starbucked as unpatriotic, suggesting that some of their 
beans might come from zebra lands. I tried to point out that 
the ads said no such thing, but he wouldn’t listen. 

”I talked to Mr. Beans about the new ads, and he said (and I 
quote), ‘Hey, I’m not sayin’ his beans are zebra beans. I’m 
just sayin’, y’know, do you know where his beans come from? 
Cuz I don’t. But our beans are pure, 100% patriotic pony 
beans. That’s all I’m sayin’, okay?’ 

“Just awesome. Mr. Beans reminded me that winter was almost 
here and that winter makes or breaks a pony in the coffee 
business. He needed every edge he could get against 
Starbucked. I told him that maybe he should instead try to 
make coffee that didn’t taste like it was filtered through 
something used to wipe a mule’s backside. 



 

“’But that’s how coffee’s s’posed t’ taste!’ he told me.” 

 



 

Remember what Separates 

Ponies from Zebras 

Not Stripes. Not Cutie Marks. 

But What is Inside 

THERE IS GOOD IN ALL OF US! 



 



 



 



 



 

 

“A mare from the Ministry of Peace took Darling away 
yesterday. Apparently, she’s being held at a WSD treatment 
facility in Manehattan. I’ve picked up a renewable one-month 
pass on the Luna Line so that I can visit her regularly. 

“Had our first snow today. Winter brings its own set of 
problems to the mall. Now I’m in charge of shoveling snow 
from the sidewalks and rooftops, keeping the lot salted so 
nopony has an accident. Business is picking up for the coffee 
shops, but most of the other stores are suffering the normal 
drop in customers. Only the regulars are up to braving the 
snow. 

“Caught a couple hoodlums spray-painting disparaging things 
about Princess Luna on the backside of Sunny Suds. One of the 
delinquents tried claiming WSD as a defense for his actions. 
That pissed me right off. Having a family member who is 
really suffering, I’m sick of seeing ponies use WSD as an 
excuse for what’s really just bad behavior. Then the other 
little bastard turned his spray can towards me and I finally 
got a chance to use this cattle prod. He was still shaking 
when the police ponies arrived. 

“Spent the afternoon giving statements. Mrs. Weather’s damned 
poodle peed on my leg while I was talking to the officer. I 
really wanted to club that little monster with the prod as 
well.” 



 



 



 



 

 

“Spent time with sis today filling out applications for a 
place in one of the Stable-Tec war shelters. The non-
refundable deposit took most of my paycheck, but it will be 
worth it just to take one worry off of my sister’s head. Ever 
since Darling was taken, she’s been slipping from me. I think 
she’s been drinking, although I can never smell it on her 
breath when I’m over. 

“I’ve been to visit Darling twice this month. She is 
definitely looking better and has some of her cheer back. 
Whatever the Ministry of Peace is doing to treat her, it 
seems to be working. She’s almost like her old self now. Only 
thing I’ve noticed that seems a bit off is that she seems to 
have forgotten things. I asked her about her birthday party 
and she got strangely quiet, then told me she doesn’t 
remember having one this year. The mare I spoke to at the 
hospital says that temporary memory loss is a side effect of 
her therapy. 



 

“Honestly, it was just so good to see Darling smile again 
that I was fine with that. 

“Saw one of those little hoodlums that I caught spray-
painting a couple months ago. He was dressed up fine, mane 
combed, looking presentable. He stopped on the street to 
thank me for helping put him on the right path. I was so 
stunned I told him it was my pleasure. Asked him how that 
other buck was doing, and he looked away, saying something 
about trying not to think about bad influences. 

“Things at the strip mall have been interesting. Mr. Beans 
and Jamocha Joe have stepped up their advertising war. I 
fully expected to get an earful from Mr. Beans last week when 
Jamocha erected (no pun intended) that huge “hot and steamy” 
Starbucked sign with the twins Espresso and Latte laying all 
over each other surrounded by steaming cups of Starbucked. 
But he seemed almost cheerful about it. 

“Found out why yesterday when the new Java’s Cup sign went 
up. Not as much sex appeal, but the billboard was huge! 
Easily twenty-percent larger than the Starbucked billboard. 
And the whole thing is done in patriotic colors with an image 
of Princess Luna in the corner endorsing it as ‘The best 
thing to keep you up all night!’ I have to wonder if he had 
permission to use her image like that. 

“Jamocha Joe spent most of today trying to persuade me that 
the Java’s Cup billboard was too big, against regulations, 
and a hazard come the next windstorm. I told him to file his 
complaints with the zoning office.” 



 

 

“Responses came back from Stable-Tec today. Sis found them in 
the mail. She was weeping over them when I got home from 
work. I’ve been accepted. She has not. 

“I’ve been given a special broadcaster. When the call comes, 
I’m to make my way to Stable Thirty-Four. The broadcaster 
will be my proof of acceptance according to the letter, which 
warned me not to lose it. I offered to give my sister the 
broadcaster and thus my place in Stable Thirty-Four. But she 
refused. She says she should be out here anyway. If the 
warning comes, she’ll try to make it to Darling. 



 

“I spent most of the evening pleading with her as she drank 
herself into a stupor. The rest I spent crying and trying to 
convince myself that it doesn’t matter anyway. The Stables 
will never be used, after all. There’s no way the zebras 
would dare use weaponized megaspells. It would mean their 
destruction as surely as ours. I have to believe that. 

“It’s bad when work has become the high point of my day. But 
I’m not sure how long that will last. Java’s Cup is still 
losing a lot of business to Starbucked, and Mr. Beans is 
getting desperate. Today, Mr. Beans added a new vending 
machine to his coffee shop, an Ironshod’s Ammo Emporium 
vendor. Now you can buy your caffeine and your bullets in one 
easy stop. 

“No good can come of this.” 



 



 



 



 



 

“I woke up in the hospital this afternoon. Apparently, I’ve 
been in and out of surgery for two days. Fortunately, the 
company is paying for most of the costs, seeing as I was 
injured on the job. I’d gotten a frantic call from Mrs. 
Weather who was screaming about murder. I rushed to the mall 
as fast as I could, telling her to send a terminal message to 
the police. 

“We had had a doozy of a storm the night before. And when I 
got there, Sunny Suds’ Laundromat was a complete disaster. 
Turns out Jamocha Joe was right about that fucking huge-ass 
billboard of Mr. Beans. Damn thing came crashing down this 
morning, a good three hours after the storm had passed, 
tearing through Sunny Suds’ roof. The ‘murder’ victim, turns 
out, was Mrs. Weather’s fucking poodle. She was screaming and 
hollering at Mr. Beans, so red-faced I thought she would 
explode, claiming that he murdered her poor little walking 
piss-dispenser. Like he was the one who left her damn dog in 
the laundromat while she popped out for a cake. I can’t say I 
didn’t laugh. 

“I didn’t even see the batty old unicorn produce the firearm. 
I still don’t know whether she was actually trying to shoot 
me, or if the bullet was meant for Mr. Beans and her aim is 
just that bad. I’m told the police have her in custody. 

“While I was in surgery, my Stable-Tec broadcaster went off. 
I missed the call, but that’s okay. According to the message, 
this is just some sort of test run, like those fire drills 
they used to make us do in school. I’ve decided not to 
mention it to my sister. She’s already too much of a mess. 

“Sis is here, looking more depressed and anxious than ever. I 
don’t think she’s been sleeping. I told her the doctors all 
say I will be fine, I’ll be up and about, good as new, by the 
end of the week, but I don’t think she was really listening. 
I’ve been shot, and that’s all she seemed to be able to focus 
on. 



 

“Well, that and the other thing. Apparently, while I was in 
surgery, ponies from the Ministry of Morale paid her a visit. 
According to Sis, they were asking all sorts of questions 
about Darling. Weird things, like what she’d said at her 
birthday party and about her internship last year with Four 
Stars. Sis was freaking out. I think… I think she’s losing 
it. 

“I’ve seen this sort of thing before. As much as I hate it, I 
think it’s time to call the Ministry of Peace. They’re the 
only ones who seem to be able to deal with Wartime Stress 
Disorder.” 
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Day One: 

Today is the first day of my mission-imposed exile from the 
refined walls of Canterlot. I arrived in Zebratown at the 
stroke of eight, the royal guards dropping me and my bags off 
a small trot from the city limits. I did not blame them for 
not wishing to travel closer. And with Celestia’s sun shining 
above and a cool breeze coming off the mountains, the day 
invited a walk. My levitation spell is enough to care for my 
possessions for such a short distance and prevent the walk 
from being a burden. Although I admit I was a little 
concerned for the safety of the priceless heirloom with which 
I have been entrusted. 



 

I would say that this is a fair town by Equestria’s 
standards, but Zebratown does not hold itself to such 
standards at all, now does it? Still, it is far better than 
the complete hovel I expected. I had heard that there was a 
town somewhere out in the dirtier parts of Equestria that the 
earth ponies had built in merely a year. Well, if that is 
true, then maybe there is a little earth pony in the zebras 
(and I do not mean that in an offensive or seditious manner), 
for in just a few years they have turned a poverty-riddled 
shantytown at the very foot of Canterlot into something 
rather impressive. Most impressive, I must say, is the 
elevated aqueduct that runs up the mountain and directly 
under Canterlot, catching the water which spills continuously 
from our glorious capital’s moat and distributing it not only 
through the town but the farmland beyond. 

And to think that this entire place was not even a concept 
not so long ago. But then, there was no real need for 
segregation until the zebras massacred our children at Little 
Horn. Not that I believe the zebras who are upstanding 
Equestrian citizens should all be moved here, mind you. There 
are plenty of zebras in Canterlot. I even have a friend who 
is a zebra. But in the more backward, bumpkin parts of the 
kingdom, with the increasing anti-zebra war sentiment, it 
simply isn’t safe for them to be amongst normal ponies. It 
really is better this way. 

That said, I was pleased to learn that the hut which Princess 
Luna has provided for the duration of my research here is 
actually a few miles outside of the town proper. As for the 
hut itself, it is… cozy. Far from the refinements and 
luxuries I have been accustomed to in the castle; but I am a 
scholar, not a noble, and so I have it in my blood to make 
do, being unburdened as I am with the nobility’s allergy to 
anything plebeian. 

I have spent this afternoon getting settled in, including the 
task of troubleshooting the new terminal. Why is it that any 
new piece of arcano-technology always seems to come with more 
headaches than the one that it replaces? Of course, a fair 
part of the difficulties may have arisen from the 
installation of the security spell sub-matrix, but 
considering the sensitive nature of my research, it would 
simply not do to have one of the striped with an unhealthy 
sense of curiosity go poking around in my affairs, now would 
it? 



 

Tomorrow, I shall trot back up to Zebratown and try to get 
acquainted with the town and its citizenry. Being able to 
establish a degree of good relations will be critical before 
pursuing avenues of inquiry. 

 



 

 

Day Two: 

My first attempts to befriend the residents of Zebratown were 
met with suspicion and guarded politeness, but no hostility. 
And, considering the state of things here, I regard that as a 
small triumph on my part. 



 

Aside from differences in architecture, and of course the 
glaring striped-ness of the inhabitants, I could almost have 
believed I was in some extremely poor backwater pony town. 
Ponyville perhaps. Of the two things that stood out to me the 
most, the reluctant geniality of the population was something 
I could expect to find in almost any hub of civilization that 
has not yet ascended to the heights of society where the 
thinness and chill of the air requires an extra coat of 
snobbery. 

The other matter was altogether more telling and more 
jarring, and that was how the war has left its hoofprint on 
Zebratown. Aside, that is, from the mere existence of this 
place. First, I found none of the patriotic posters or 
billboards that are beginning to dominate Canterlot. I hardly 
expected signs reminding the residents how much better and 
more virtuous they are than zebras, nor encouragements to 
join the war effort, but I was surprised not to find a single 
poster relating to any of the Ministries. In fact, the only 
hoofprint of the Ministries in all of Zebraville is the 
occasional patriotic song belted out by one of those new 
sprite-bots. There are a few of them bobbing around town. And 
just like the ponies of Canterlot, the zebras pay them little 
attention. Honestly, a song that inspires patriotism the 
first one hundred times you hear it will inevitably stop 
doing so within the first one thousand. 

The other hoofprint is the presence of soldier ponies here. 
This, I am given to understand, is a very new development. 
Ever since the assassination attempt on Princess Celestia, 
the residents of Zebratown have been subject to harassment 
from ponies in nearby towns. Princess Luna has put Her hoof 
down, stationing some of Equestria’s Finest in Zebratown for 
the residents’ protection and safety. 

 



 



 



 

Day Three: 

I spent another day in Zebratown, acquainting myself with the 
proprietors of several of the businesses where I may make 
later inquiries, as well as presenting myself to the zebra 
constabulary within the Zebratown Police Station. The local 
law was quick to inform me that Zebratown operates under the 
same laws as the rest of Equestria and that the zebras are 
more than capable and willing to police their own. They 
offered to show me their vault of confiscated items and 
contraband if I doubted their efforts. 

Believing I had gotten off on the wrong hoof, I swiftly 
assured them that I was not here on any matter of the 
Ministries or military, and that I was just conducting 
personal research for a thesis. I received even more 
suspicious looks at that, as well as a rather rude inquiry as 
to whether I was researching “inherent zebra inferiority”. As 
if anypony would want or need to do such a thing! No, I 
reassured them, confiding instead that I was doing a study on 
zebra astrology. 

To my dismay, this produced an even worse reaction than the 
notion I was researching zebra inferiority, and it took all 
my not-inconsiderable charisma and social graces to assure 
them that my studies were benign. Still, I left the encounter 
feeling a little shaken and slightly alarmed at the task 
before me. 

The thoughts I find most particularly disquieting are the 
images my mind conjures of the locals’ reaction should they 
learn the truth behind my research. 

 



 



 



 



 



 



 

Day Four: 

Bearing in mind the extreme security on this terminal and the 
sensitive nature of the charts and documents already stored 
within, I have decided that it should be safe to record the 
particulars of my assignment and the discussion which led to 
my being thrust into the cultural wasteland. (And by that, of 
course, I mean anyplace that is not Canterlot.) I wish to do 
so now, while the words of the Princess are still fresh in my 
head, before time and events further mar the memory. I 
suppose I could have a memory orb treatment, but such objects 
are terrifyingly lacking in proper security. Any unicorn 
could get into them. 

I should first note that I took this assignment willingly, 
even eagerly. There are some things that are simply more 
important to a pony than proper surroundings, proper meals 
and proper company. And for every pony, the foremost of those 
things is their special talent, as magically emblazoned on 
their flank by their cutie mark. Sadly, there are ponies 
whose only talent in life is to be a stuck-up bore, or a rock 
farmer, or something equally as awful. But I had the unique 
misfortune of having the cutie mark of an event that would 
never occur within my lifetime. 

The last centennial meteor shower occurred over Ponyville ten 
years before I was even born, and the next is not scheduled 
to occur until decades after I am likely to have passed away. 
So the ability to not only see but actually touch that very 
thing my cutie mark represents, to hold it in my hooves, was 
too overwhelming a gift to possibly turn away. 



 

Being the Royal Astronomer comes with many benefits, not the 
least of which is being within the same orbit as the 
Princesses. I have been in the position to observe Them in 
less than entirely formal company, and had even had occasion 
to speak to Princess Luna or Princess Celestia in years prior 
at Their beckoning. As such, I believe I have constructed a 
better assessment of the character of each of the Princesses 
than most anypony other than perhaps Their Royal Guard, each 
other and some of the castle staff. 

For example, Princess Luna is the younger sister. She is also 
the smaller and the cuter sister. As a result of these 
traits, I have seen many ponies fall prey to the notion that 
She must also be the weaker and the more innocent of the two. 
It is a misconception I have seen the Princess Herself play 
to on more than one occasion, usually with devastating 
precision. If anything can be said of the Night Princess, it 
is that She is the darker of the two. 

In my personal estimation, ponies are often inclined to 
suspect Princess Celestia is capable of acts that our 
benevolent Princess could never commit, and equally inclined 
to underestimate what Princess Luna is capable of. 

It was with these things in mind that many within the castle 
were fearful of what was to come after the zebras attempted 
to assassinate Princess Celestia. For days, Princess Luna 
locked Herself away in Her chambers, refusing meetings with 
every pony save Her Sister. On the fourth day, She called Her 
cabinet to Her and the Six Mares met with the Princesses for 
most of that day and the fifth. After they left, I was 
summoned. 

To my surprise, Princess Luna was neither wrathful nor cold 
nor overcome with remorse. She was, if I had to put a word to 
it, contemplative. She invited me in, offered refreshment, 
and made sure I was comfortable. (Which I was, aside from 
being dreadfully nervous.) And then She opened up to me, 
telling me things I do not believe She has likely shared with 
any other pony outside of Her inner circle, if only because 
it is a subject matter She chooses not to discuss. 

I shall endeavor to transcribe the words of Her Majesty, 
Princess Luna, as best I can recall. 

“If you were to listen to the old pony tales, they would have 
you believe that the conflict between Celestia and Myself 
happened over the course of an evening… which, after a 



 

fashion, I suppose it did. But it was not a typical evening. 
The way it is told, one would think I threw a tantrum. Or 
that My Sister hurled me to a lunar prison at the climax of a 
breakfast squabble. Celestia did not choose to harness the 
most powerful magical energies in all of Equestria and turn 
them against Me either lightly or swiftly. In my insanity, I 
gave Her no other choice, and She still tried every avenue to 
reason with Me. Nor was the attack unexpected and unprepared 
for. 

“What the history books gloss over and the myths leave out 
entirely is that the morning I rebelled lasted longer than 
what would normally be considered a week. There are also 
those who mistakenly believe that because Celestia raised and 
lowered My moon for a thousand years that She is more 
powerful and that Her banishment of Me was petty and 
unnecessary as She could have just taken control and lowered 
My moon Herself. That is not the case. She could only raise 
My moon all those centuries because I was not there, as I 
would be able to raise Her sun in Her absence. When it comes 
to the night, to use an ancient term, My power trumps Hers. I 
held my moon high and forced Her sun to stay down for over a 
week’s time, and She could do nothing about it.” 

I cannot properly convey the sense of sorrow, bitterness and 
remorse that hid behind Princess Luna’s voice. Yet regardless 
of how much private pain this revisiting inflicted, the Night 
Princess persevered. 

“By the end of it, Equestria had entered a deep winter, the 
freezing cold was killing plants and wildlife alike, and 
ponies everywhere were suffering and facing death from cold 
or starvation. I did not care. I was in a great rage, and I 
wanted to punish. 

“My wrath did not just spill out onto our lands. Before the 
end, both the griffins and the zebras had sent agents to 
assassinate me. But between my power and the protection of my 
armor, they stood no chance and I laid them low. 

“Celestia did what She had to do. And even She could not 
break Me of My madness. Even My Sister was not powerful 
enough or pure enough of heart to save Me. It took others to 
do that. There is a… spark that is required to power the 
Elements of Harmony to their fullest, and it is hard to 
generate that spark if One is acting alone.” 



 

Words cannot express the depth of emotion I felt at these 
revelations. The wonder and the horror of them was beyond 
expression. Princess Luna gave me time to digest these things 
and finally to dare ask why She had chosen to confide them in 
such a lowly pony as myself. To be honest, there was a part 
of me that feared for my life. Such secrets were not for the 
likes of mere astronomers, royal or otherwise. 

“I wish you to understand the context that I suspect 
surrounds the task I must ask you to undertake,” She told me. 

“You must understand two things. First, that the conflict 
between Celestia and Myself did not happen, dare I say it, 
‘overnight’. I had planned. Made preparations. I had 
anticipated that Celestia would use the Elements against Me 
eventually, and that others would try to stop me even sooner. 
So I had mystical armor fashioned for myself out of the 
rarest and most magically stalwart of all metals. What I did 
not foresee is that My Sister would banish Me. I had expected 
Her to attempt to strike Me down, and my defenses were 
designed around such an assumption. I had expected My Sister 
to be as cruel as I had become, and thus I lost.” 

With that she produced a small, plain lockbox. She used Her 
levitation, floating the box at a distance as if loathe to 
touch it. Setting the lockbox before me, She opened it with 
yet another spell, revealing a charred and twisted scrap of 
metal. 

“This is a piece of Nightmare Moon’s armor.” She bade me to 
take it, examine it. The metal was light and cool to the 
touch, pale blue with an extraordinary sheen that put silver 
to shame. I asked Her where in Equestria had She found such 
metal. 

“The metal is not native to Equestria. In fact, it is not 
native to this world at all. Every one hundred years, the 
skies of our world are graced with a meteor shower. There was 
one in the year Nightmare Moon was set free and I was saved… 
on the longest day of the one thousandth anniversary of my 
incarceration. 

“I can see you have done the math. It is worth noting that on 
rare occasions, perhaps once every dozen showers, not all of 
the meteors burn up in the sky. There have been impacts. 
During the meteor shower which occurred in the year I was 
banished, there was one such impact in the Everfree Forest, 
not far from… the old castle. 



 

“I believe the zebras’ name for this is starmetal, and they 
have considerably more myths about it than we do. I want you 
to go to Zebratown… you may take this with you… and learn all 
you can of those myths. 

“The zebras’ reaction to My position has been more extreme 
than We had anticipated. For the sake of all of Equestria, I 
need to understand why.” 

 



 

 

Day Seven: 

Today, I availed myself of one of the more unique buildings 
in Zebratown. The zebras have made an interesting effort to 
blend their cultural heritage with a more proper Equestrian 
aesthetic. One of the results is the (in)famous bath houses 
of Zebratown. Water is piped in from the aqueduct, and 
several of the pools are boiler-heated. Patrons move between 
hot baths and cool as they mingle and discuss the matters of 
the day, or enjoy a poolside brunch at the provided tables. 
As utterly uncouth as bathing publicly is, I must admit that 
the experience provided by these bath houses is luxurious, 
both physically and socially. 

I was astonished to discover there were ponies living in 
Zebratown. Only a hoof-full, I am told, but there are ponies 



 

who have chosen to live their lives in this place. On 
purpose. I had the opportunity to converse with one such pony 
at the bath house, a delightful peasant mare named Daisy. It 
is Daisy’s assertion that she chose to live here because the 
zebras need to be reminded that not all ponies are, in her 
words, “xenophobic bigots.” 

And on the matter of irrational fears, I found myself the 
subject of just such sentiments when a zebra mother screamed 
and pulled her foal from the bath (and soon the bath house 
entirely) upon the mere sight of me. When I endeavored to 
determine what I had done to provoke this rather extreme 
response, most of the zebras would not meet my eyes out of 
embarrassment. One finally explained, her face reddened with 
shame, that the mark of the three streaking meteors on my 
flank was the source of the zebra’s terror. It would appear 
that the myths of the zebras have such a hold on the psyche 
of some that my cutie mark alone is cause for such reaction. 

Upon leaving the bath house, I noticed several zebra colts 
quickly attempting to hide an inhaler, looking for all the 
land like they had been caught by their parents reading an 
issue of Wingboner Magazine. I am hardly a pony to know about 
such things, but I suspect they were using illegal zebra-
imported pharmaceuticals. Perhaps the constables need to be 
keeping a better watch. 

 



 



 



 

Day Thirteen: 

Inquiries are proceeding at an abysmal pace. Very few zebras 
seem to know much of their homeland’s folklore. (And I have 
received more than one admonishment for using that 
phraseology, the zebras insisting that Equestria is their 
homeland.) It would seem that a large portion of the town’s 
population are either unschooled in their heritage or have 
chosen to abandon anything that would tie them to the zebras 
we are fighting, including an adamantly feigned ignorance 
about any aspects of their homeland’s culture and religion. 

I cannot blame them. There have been a number of small 
incidents since I have arrived. These have mostly been spray-
painting, broken flower pots, trampled gardens and other 
minor harassments. But I do understand that a constant air of 
intolerance, perpetrated by an insignificant few, can have an 
impact on the general psyche. 

The soldiers who are charged with protecting the residents 
from such incursions are more worrisome than the hooligans 
themselves. I have come to learn that a few of the newly 
assigned mares and bucks served at Shattered Hoof Ridge. I 
will be writing a correspondence before the week is out, 
suggesting that perhaps it would be better to rotate out any 
member of our military recently involved in battle with the 
striped. 

 



 



 



 

Day Twenty-Three: 

My research is beginning to bear fruit. Apparently, the most 
knowledgeable zebra in town regarding the old tales is 
currently being held prisoner in the Zebratown Police 
Station, although the shopkeeper I spoke to was either unable 
or unwilling to comment on the crimes for which he is being 
held. I will be attempting to gain an audience with the 
prisoner tomorrow. 

Nearly a month into my exile and as much as I miss the 
castle, there is something about this strange, dirty little 
peasant town that is growing on me, albeit not in an 
altogether pleasant way. The shopkeepers no longer look at me 
with suspicion, and I enjoyed a crisp hay lunch with Daisy 
this afternoon. 

However, it is becoming increasingly clear that, despite the 
constables’ insistence to the contrary, this town has a 
deeply embedded contraband problem. There have been three 
deaths in the outlying farmlands within the last three weeks 
that can be connected to a newly-banned drug called Dash. The 
deaths involve one overdose and two shootings, the latter 
both by the same individual who was high on the drug at the 
time she committed the murders. Combine this with a few of my 
own observations within the town, and I am becoming confident 
that Zebratown has its hooves deep in either the distribution 
or possibly even manufacturing of this dangerous substance. 

On the way home, I noticed a couple ponies trying to sneak 
into town carrying what looked like bottles of liquor. Their 
behavior was suspicious enough that I stopped them and began 
asking their business in town loudly enough that one of the 



 

nearby soldiers couldn’t help but take note. Unsurprisingly, 
the ponies quickly remembered an appointment elsewhere. 

 

Day Twenty-Four: 

I was on my way to meet with the local constabulary when I 
was forced to alter my normal approach due to several large, 
pony-drawn wagons blocking the street. Not being in a rush, I 
decided to take the scenic way around, taking the opportunity 
to locate and browse a store I had heard of, nestled in a 
back corner of Zebratown, which reputedly sells replica 
ceremonial zebra masks. I believe the proprietor of such a 
store would naturally possess a wealth of knowledge about 
zebra customs and, by extension, beliefs. 



 

My plans for the afternoon were disrupted by a quickly 
muffled call for help. Apparently, a few of “Equestria’s 
Finest” decided to have their way with a rather comely zebra 
mare. By the time I arrived on the scene, the bucks were on 
the ground, sprawling before their very angry commanding 
officer -- a sergeant by the name of Applesnack whom I later 
learned was one of the soldiers transferred here after 
Shattered Hoof Ridge. 

From the way one of the soldier bucks held his ribs as he 
limped away, it was clear the sergeant had chosen a non-vocal 
means of intervening in the would-be assault, although he 
certainly had some choice words for them after he had bucked 
them flat. 

What had the greatest impact on me, however, was what 
happened after. I was taking note of the sergeant’s name with 
intention of recommending some manner of commendation when 
the zebra mare, shaken and sobbing, reached out a hoof to 
thank him. Sergeant Applesnack rounded, pushing her away and 
informing her that he stopped those bastards because they 
were a disgrace to Equestria and most emphatically not for 
the likes of her. 

I feel another letter is in order, this time addressed 
directly to the Princess Herself. 

 



 



 

Day Twenty-Seven: 

My correspondence to Princess Luna continue to go unanswered. 

I took the starmetal into one of the town’s jewelers for 
their appraisal, only to find myself kicked out of her shop 
and told never to return. This, from the same mare who swore 
not six days again that she neither knew nor cared a thing 
about the old zebra tales. 

I was just leaving when a chariot raced by, drawn by a very 
familiar-looking pony as two others hurled burning bottles 
and shouted anti-zebra epitaphs too foul to sully myself 
repeating. One of the bottles crashed through the window of 
the jewelry shop, setting it ablaze. Doing what any good pony 
would have done, I tried to gallop to the shopkeeper’s aid, 
but she fought me off, tossing a silver tea set at me before 
fleeing out a back entrance. 

I suffered smoke inhalation and some minor burns, but nothing 
serious. The shopkeeper likewise was relatively unharmed. Not 
all were so lucky. A small zebra filly was caught in one of 
the fires and remains in the hospital, badly burned. The 
hospital here is poorly equipped and sparsely staffed, but 
they are doing what they can with healing poultices from 
zebra recipes you likely won’t find in the books of the 
Athenaeums of the Ministry of Arcane Sciences. 

The zebra filly shares the hospital with one of her 
attackers. Two of the ponies are being held in the Zebratown 
Police Station until a transfer wagon arrives. Again we have 
Sergeant SteelHooves to thank; the sergeant responded to the 
attack by drawing his sidearm and shooting the mare pulling 
the chariot in the leg. 



 

I must take a moment to praise Zebratown’s firefighting force 
who had the flames under control before the fires could 
spread to nearby buildings. 

I spent most of the evening with the local constabulary, 
repeating endlessly my account of events. I attempted to use 
the opportunity to learn more about the zebra prisoner they 
have sealed in isolation, my efforts at gaining an actual 
audience having come to naught. This evening, one of the 
zebra constables deigned to inform me that the prisoner was 
charged with smuggling contraband into Equestria as well as 
another charge that I believe can best be translated as 
“heresy.” 

When I questioned whether the contraband was related to the 
increasing number of Dash-related incidents, the constable 
abruptly denied any connection between Zebratown and the 
local drug problem, proclaiming the influx of Dash was almost 
certainly coming from someone associated with the nearby 
veterinary pharmaceuticals company. 

Instead, the constable insisted that the contraband, in this 
case, amounted to a book. When I asked if I might see the 
book in question, stating that it might shed some light on my 
research, the zebra informed me that he would be more than 
happy to oblige me were it not for the unfortunate fact that 
the Ministry of Image confiscated the book, removing it from 
their contraband vault a scant few days before. 

 



 

Day Twenty-Eight: 

My efforts to find the little shop that sells zebra 
ceremonial masks have again been thwarted by a combination of 
obscure local and conflicting directions. To an extent, I can 
understand and forgive the zebras for the aggravation. Any 
business steeped in the heritage of their native land would 
increase the negative perception of Equestrian zebras and 
likely become a magnet for attacks like the one yesterday. 

I was able to encourage a young buck to speak with me in 
return for my discretion regarding a transaction between 
himself and several foals wherein inhalers where exchanged 
for bits. Not only do I have a possibly more accurate 
description of the store’s locale, but the buck divulged a 
few slippery tenets of the striped’s mindset regarding 
Princess Luna. For example, according to zebra folklore, the 
Princess Luna’s madness and “depths of evil” could only be 



 

explained by (and he said this in a derisive tone, clearly 
scoffing at such superstitions) “external forces”. 

When I queried him further, asking what he meant by “external 
forces”, he laughed and responded, “The stars, you silly 
pony. The stars!” 

In an attempt to engender camaraderie, I suggested that if he 
really wished to rebel against the foolishness of his elders, 
he could always get a star-shaped tattoo. To my surprise, he 
grew upset. His words, minus the unnecessary and rather crude 
epitets, amounted to “I mock their old religion because I am 
smarter than they are, not because I am stupid.” 

After that, I could get nothing further from him. 

This brings to mind a tangentially related bit of local 
gossip. The mare who took a bullet to the leg died last 
night. The official statement claimed ill-defined 
“complications.” If the rumor is true, she went into Dash 
withdrawal during surgery. In a small way, the attack was the 
zebras’ own fault. 

And on that topic, I passed Sergeant SteelHooves on my way to 
the markets. The stallion was busily scrubbing down his 
combat armor. Some pony had vandalized it most egregiously by 
painting stripes on the protective plates and scrawling 
“Zebra Lover” on one of the boots. 

I offered my commiseration. It was completely unfair that he 
should be suffering ridicule for the stalwart performance of 
his duties, something I feel the majority of the soldiers 
here neglect more often than not. 

Tossing the scrub brush, he spat and told me, “I hate this 
town and I’ll be happy to leave it. Place like this makes it 
hard to simply hate zebras and love ponies.” We conversed a 
short while, and during the course of the discussion, I found 
myself proclaiming the belief that these zebras were 
Equestrian citizens like any pony and deserved no less love 
and friendship. After all, it is not their fault that they 
were born with stripes. They had no choice in the matter. (If 
they did, I am sure they would have chosen to be ponies; it 
is not as if they are making a fashion statement.) 

I have always been a very open-minded and egalitarian pony, 
after all. 



 

He replied, “True. But I’m a soldier.” He spoke as if it 
behooves a soldier to only think of zebras as the enemy and 
nothing more. Perhaps there is wisdom in that, but if so, it 
makes me thankful that I am not a military pony. 

“This is the last you’ll see of me. I’ve volunteered for a 
special assignment with the Ministry of Wartime Technology. 
My wagon pulls out this weekend, and I will never set hoof in 
this wretched town again. Equestria willing, I’ll never have 
to play pleasant with a zebra again either.” 

Zebratown, I suspect, will be worse off for his absence. 

 



 



 



 

Day Twenty-Nine: 

Today was an amazing day. 

After two more store owners refused to speak to me about the 
starmetal, I finally located the ceremonial mask shop and met 
with the proprietor. This time, I was cautious not to produce 
or even mention knowledge of the metal, instead asking about 
zebra legends surrounding the meteor showers, explaining away 
my curiosity with my cutie mark. 

In return, the old zebra mare told me plenty, albeit in 
hushed tones and only after pulling me into a back room and 
closing up her store. 

She spoke of how the zebras believe that the stars themselves 
are the visible avatars of unholy entities so unfathomable 
that our minds would crack should we perceive more than a 
notion of them. Beings of such primordial and loathsome will 
that all the evils of our world are no match for their 
vileness and cruelty. 

Much of this I had heard before, but not in so chilling a 
fashion nor with such utter conviction. 

Amongst the most interesting of her tales was the story 
thousands of years old, telling of one of the first zebra 
cities and how it was destroyed by several meteor impacts 
during the earliest recorded meteor shower. The city had been 
the zebra’s hub of trade and politics, and its destruction 
plunged the nation into hundreds of years of tribal civil 
wars. 

I do believe that the events of this tale, if true, represent 
the historical roots of what has become the dominant zebra 
mythology. 

I had settled down on a park bench near the Celestia fountain 
(a zebra’s rather hoof-forward way of saying “we’re 
Equestrians too”, I suspect) when one of those huge, new-
model whirligigs -- a Griffinchaser V -- descended out of 
Canterlot, landing on the far side of the Zebratown commons. 
Now despite my position as Royal Astronomer, I had never 
actually seen one of the Ministry Mares. Today, I saw two. 
Fluttershy, Mare of the Ministry of Peace emerged from the 
passenger compartment along with eight other ponies, five of 
whom were carrying pink suitcases. 



 

Pinkie Pie, Mare of the Ministry of Morale, stepped down from 
one of the six pedal positions, and ordered the heavily laden 
ponies to follow her as she marched through the front gate 
leading to one of the zebra huts, opened the door and went 
inside. Fluttershy politely requested the company of the 
remaining three and departed straight for the hospital. 

Half an hour later, Pinkie Pie’s five ponies emerged from the 
house, stowed their suitcases in the Griffinchaser, and began 
going door-to-door throughout the neighborhood. Not long 
after, Pinkie Pie herself emerged from the house, closing the 
door behind her, trotting up to the front gate, and planting 
something at the base of the gate underneath netting designed 
to look like dirt. Then kicked dirt onto it for good measure. 

Then, the Mare of the Ministry of Morale proceeded to 
disguise herself as a trash can… with a fake beard. I must 
admit that it was amusing. 

I will admit that I allowed my curiosity to get the better of 
me. I sat on that bench for over an hour, watching the 
bearded trash can watch the empty and apparently booby-
trapped hut. My patience was rewarded when Fluttershy and her 
ponies returned, escorting a happily stunned zebra couple as 
their little filly dodged about their legs. I had not seen 
the filly until after she had been horribly burned, and it is 
doubtful that I would have recognized her even if I had, as 
zebras all tend to look alike. But it was not difficult to 
deduce who the filly must be. 

Likewise, it became swiftly evident that the hut invaded by 
the Ministry of Morale earlier was her home. Even then, I was 
not ready for the explosion triggered when the little filly 
stepped onto Pinkie Pie’s concealed pressure plate. 

I suspect they will be cleaning up confetti from the 
Zebratown commons for weeks. Not to mention streamers from 
several of the rooftops. The little filly was utterly 
delighted… after she crawled out from behind her parents’ 
hooves. (The blast of trumpets nearly had me cowering under 
the bench.) 

Zebras poured out of nearby huts, although I was not sure how 
many did so on account of the invitation and how many were 
just trying to make sure the town wasn’t being bombed. But 
the vast majority of them joined in the festivities 
regardless. 



 

It all brought a smile to my face. Even if zebra fillies have 
a very different preference for party music than a proper 
Canterlot pony. The only one, in fact, who was not smiling 
was Pinkie Pie herself. But I suspect that may have been 
because she had thrown such an amazing party and didn’t have 
the time to stay and enjoy it. The two Ministry Mares and 
their company were lifting into the air on that six-peddle-
pony flyer before the filly had even gotten to cut the cake. 

 



 

Day Thirty-Two: 

I received an official decree from Princess Luna today in 
response to my latest reports. By this document of authority, 
signed by the Princess Herself, the local constabulary is 
required to let me interview any prisoner in its custody. 

I noticed an oddness about the town. It was as if the entire 
place was abandoned. All the stores were mysteriously closed. 
I proceeded directly to the Zebratown Police Station, only to 
find the doors shut and locked from the inside. It occurred 



 

to me that today must be some zebra holiday. Considering the 
dark and ominous tones to most of their mythology, it does 
stand to reason that their holidays would be somber and 
fearful affairs. Although even then, the closing of the 
police offices seems exceptional. Ponies would never shut 
down vital services just because of a date on a calendar. 

 



 



 

Day Thirty-Five: 

This is no holiday. For three days, Zebratown has been like a 
ghost town for me. For three days I have sought audience with 
the constabulary, and for three days I have been denied. 

I know there are zebras here. I can see their shadows moving 
behind their windows. I spotted one zebra mare pulling her 
welcome mat inside before slamming and locking the door at my 
approach. Another hurried her filly indoors, her expression 
aghast as the foal attempted to smile at me. The horror. The 
horror. 

Enough is enough. I have an official decree from Princess 
Luna herself, and I am going to wait outside this door until 
I am recognized. 

 



 



 

Day Thirty-Six: 

I waylaid one of the constables as she attempted to sneak 
home after her shift. Cornered, the zebra mare admitted that 
word had spread throughout town. Every zebra now knew that I 
was in possession of starmetal; worse, they had somehow 
surmised that it was a fragment of Nightmare Moon’s armor 
which I had brought with me from Canterlot. 

I was immediately anxious, knowing that the proliferation of 
this information would put the valuable heirloom entrusted to 
me in great danger of theft! The next words of the striped 
constable, however, revealed that the reverse was true. No 
zebra would be willing to venture close to the “accursed” 
chunk of meteor metal, nor would they abide my presence due 
to my association with the heirloom. Insanely, in the zebra 
mind, my “prolonged exposure” means that I am somehow 
contaminated, as if I have contracted a dangerously 
communicable disease. No stores will do business with me. I 
am unofficially but quite effectively shunned. 

It is just a damned piece of metal! 

Thrusting my papers into the zebra’s face, I dragged her back 
to the station and demanded that she facilitate my access to 
the prisoner. I will admit to having been perhaps excessively 
loud and more physically forceful than is befitting a pony of 
breeding, but my efforts did provoke a response. Finally, the 
head of the constabulary opened the door, if only enough to 
poke out his head between the heavy chains that prevented me 
from forcing the door open farther. He took one look at my 
papers, agreed to the authority they provided me, but 
“regretfully” informed me that the prisoner had slain himself 
two nights before and would not be speaking with anyone, pony 
or zebra. 

I was not satisfied. I demanded to see the body for myself. I 
suspected that the zebra was lying. Or worse, I suspected 
foul play to prevent me from speaking with the captive zebra. 

To my surprise, the head of the constabulary capitulated. He 
withdrew and closed the door. I could hear the chains being 
removed. When he opened it again, all the constables had left 



 

the room. I saw them watching from adjacent rooms like 
nervous foals peering into the darkness under their bed. 

The head constable led me through the Zebratown Police 
Station, unlocking the door into the dimly lit stairwell. We 
descended, passing by the floor containing the normal cell 
blocks and plunging farther down until we were in a sub-
basement where the iron behemoth of their boiler was held. 
Beyond it, across from the coal room, was a small room, no 
bigger than a closet, with a heavy iron door. Inset into the 
door was a small, barred window of thick glass through which 
I could look into the shadowed chamber. 

I could see the prisoner. They zebras had not moved him. They 
had, I am inclined to assume, been unwilling to even open the 
door, much less share a space with the body of the striped 
inside. I could not make out the writing on the wall but I 
immediately knew he had painted the scrawling letters in his 
own blood. I recoiled as my gaze fell upon him, certain 
without doubt that the zebra had taking his own life in a fit 
of insanity. He had chewed through his own forehooves, 
continuing to gnaw, muzzle pressed into his own blood, until 
they were attached to his forelegs by only thin strips of 
meat. I have no idea what unholy drive allowed him to survive 
long enough to do the same to both of them. 

 



 



 



 

Day Thirty-Six, addendum: 

I am almost finished packing. There is no point pursuing my 
research here. I will get no more cooperation from the zebras 
of Zebratown. To my dismay, not even Daisy will respond to my 
knocking, although I suppose she could legitimately be out of 
town. It does not matter. 

I have sent a message ahead to Princess Luna, informing her 
of my failure and my imminent return. I have ordered a royal 
chariot to pick me up in just under two hours. That should be 
enough to pack up this terminal and the last of my 
possessions. I want to be rid of this place and back in my 
own bed before midnight. 

And there is the knock on the door. It would appear my ride 
is early. Well, they will have to wait. But I will not make 
them wait long. 



 

And now they have upgraded their knocking to banging. Now I 
worry that Princess Luna is disappointed with me and wishes 
to see me before I have time to pack. Or perhaps they have 
invitations to a soirée in Canterlot and fear I will make 
them unfashionably late. Doesn’t matter. I’ve decided that I 
don’t really need a lot of this junk anyway. I can always buy 
new things once I am back in the lap of a society of 
reasonable ponies. Actually, all I really need are those 
things already in my bags, as well as the heirloom’s lockbox 
and this terminal. I will be ready to go as soon as I have 
finished writing this entry and I have shut... 

 



 



 



 



 



 



 

 
Footnote: Maximum Level 
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Report 347 

Mosaic (or was it Gestalt?) passed down a new project for 
Alpha today. Apparently, after over three years of pure 
failure from the mares up in spellcrafting, the Ministry Mare 
has given up on the Ministry’s effort to reverse-engineer 
zebra invisibility magic into spell form. Given our success 
with the StealthBuck, she’s passed the project onto us, 
requesting that we design a sustainable magical device 
capable of indefinite invisibility: our own version of the 
zebra’s stealth cloak. 



 

This new project comes right on top of losing a member of the 
Alpha Herd; although from what I understand, that may make 
things easier on us. Officially, all I know is that Beaker 
has been suspended without pay. Unofficially, word had leaked 
down that Beaker is under investigation for accepting 
“contributions” from somepony within the Ministry of 
Technology in exchange for hampering the development of 
magical energy weapons. Sounds to me like there’s a pony or 
two in the building next door who is more concerned with 
Ironshod Firearm’s market dominance than what’s best for all 
the good ponies of Equestria. 

Report 397 

Another day, another pointless daily report that nopony ever 
reads. 

The shipment of drugs finally arrived from the Ministry of 
Morale, three weeks late and accompanied by two of their pink 
suitcase ponies who insisted on monitoring how the restricted 
drugs were used. I hear there were some hard words between 
one of the magic twins and the Morale officials. (You’d 
think, after all the work we put in on talismans for their 
ridiculous balloons, they’d be more cooperative!) End result: 
even though the shipment is actually in the building, we are 
going to have to wait at least three days while 
administration pushes through new paperwork before the drugs 
will be cleared and we can finally start the next round of 
tests on our prototype Steel Ranger medical dispenser. 

Continued efforts in improving the design and duration of 
StealthBucks seems to have hit a wall. The MG StealthBuck II 
is the most advanced design we have managed, taking advantage 
of the same recharging magical properties we have introduced 
into some of the newer lines of magical energy weapons and 
possessing four times the duration of our original design. 
However, recharging takes hours, and the duration still falls 
far short of our goal marks. 

Gestalt (or was it Mosaic?) visited Alpha today to review our 
progress. After explaining our difficulties, she suggested we 
pursue a new avenue of experimentation: a stealth suit which 
takes advantage of a multiple StealthBuck array. While one 
StealthBuck was providing invisibility, the others could be 
recharging. 



 

I’ve passed her idea on to the rest of the Alpha Herd, and 
we’ve started some preliminary sketches. This looks 
promising. 

Report 444 

Today was a good day to be in Alpha Labs. Or, more precisely, 
to not be two floors above. Somehow, the Mare of the Ministry 
of Peace got wind of the sorts of megaspell ritual chambers 
the ponies in spellcrafting have been designing. For such a 
soft-spoken and pleasant old girl, she’s apparently a right 
terror when she gets angry. And there aren’t enough bits in 
the royal treasury to make it worth facing an angry Ministry 
Mare. 

After spending a month calibrating the new array, the 
Ghostmare Suit is ready for its first live test. As well as 
the test turrets, I’ve brought Wonder into the office today. 
I figure, if the Ghostmare Suit can get by my cat, we have a 
winner. 

Twinkle and Daybreak have been particularly snippy with each 
other again today for no apparent reason. I suspect those two 
bucks are having an affair. If so, I hope they keep it quiet. 
Personally, I think they would make a cute couple. But we 
have fraternization rules for a reason, and the last thing I 
want is to lose one of them because the magic twins decide to 
put them on separate floors. 

 

 

Report 445 

Wonder was a big hit in the office. Every member of Alpha 
Herd gathered around and utterly spoiled her with attention. 
A few are even insisting that I bring her back again. I’ll 
run it past the magic twins. Maybe I can spin having a lab 
cat as being good for morale. 

Sadly, the Ghostmare Suit was not as impressive. Not only did 
the suit fail to pass the “Wonder test” but we discovered 
that the array was draining power from all the StealthBucks 
while just one of them was running. The latter is technical 
design problem, I’m sure of it. The former is more worrying. 
We ran three members of the Herd through the test gauntlet 
with just StealthBucks alone, and Wonder didn’t catch any of 



 

them. Something in the suit, or maybe something in the array, 
is weakening the invisibility spell somehow. 

Fortunately, we have time to try to fix this before the next 
review. Nobody is paying attention to us down here with that 
big mess upstairs. Apparently, Fluttershy went to Twilight 
Sparkle, and now the magic twins are cleaning house. I don’t 
get the politics involved here, but I do get that two dozen 
unicorns have been fired already, and this is just the first 
day. Another dozen have actually quit, taking up an offer 
from the Ministry of Peace. 

I have even heard rumors that they might be planning to 
dismantle some of the chambers, or redesign them for purely 
defensive spells like the Ministry of Peace is demanding. But 
I don’t put any stock in that gossip. Equestria isn’t going 
to disarm itself in the middle of a war. Especially not after 
the zebras successfully tested a megaspell of their own last 
week. 

Report 489 

Thanks to Wonder, we have finally gotten insight into the one 
of the issues plaguing the Ghostmare Suit Project. 
Apparently, the magic of zebra stealth cloaks is also 
designed to mitigate sound and smell. During the development 
of the StealthBuck, we had noticed the difference in the 
muffling effect between the zebra’s artifacts and our own 
devices. We had written this off as it an acceptable loss, 
particularly since the cloaks’ original sound dampening 
effect was relatively minor to begin with. 

We had not, however, noticed the olfactory effect. This was 
apparently of greater concern to the zebras, possibly on 
account of the plethora of dangerous wildlife rumored to 
exist in their homeland. (Further proof that the zebras are 
innately crazy. Could you imagine living in Equestria if it 
was full of roaming monsters?) 

While the original StealthBuck still retains at least a 
fraction of this effect, the MG StealthBuck II does not. Or, 
more precisely, does not after its first use. For reasons 
still a mystery to us, this element of the spell refuses to 
function after the StealthBuck II recharges. 

Twinkle let something slip today about he and Daybreak 
getting a cat. I made a seemingly off-hoofed comment about 



 

cats having a tendency to reveal things that should be kept 
secret. I hope he got the hint. 

Report 512 

The Ghostmare Suit Project suffered another setback today. I 
am amazed at how something so simple in concept can be so 
resistant to proper execution. I spent all last month solving 
the mutual-depletion problem only to find that the new array 
can’t pass the stress tests. The Ghostmare Suit isn’t worth 
anything if it can’t sustain invisibility after a one-yard 
fall. 

A few of the other researchers in the Alpha Herd have begun 
referring to this as Project Frustration. With other projects 
beginning to pile up, I’m going to have to take most of my 
ponies off of this one, down-prioritizing it until things 
look a little more promising. 

Fortunately, Gestalt and Mosaic are out of Canterlot today, 
having an on-site meeting with Twilight Sparkle at a new 
facility out in Splendid Valley. (Honestly, I breathe a 
little easier when they aren’t around. I personally find the 
magic twins a little creepy, particularly the way they finish 
each other’s sentences. Doesn’t anypony else get the shivers 
when they do that? It’s as if Mosaic and Gestalt always know 
exactly what the other sister is thinking -- like they are 
not so much twins as one mare stuck in two bodies.) 

Okay, no more reading Ghosts, Goblins and Ghoulish Figures on 
my breaktime. 

 

Report 550 

Twilight Sparkle paid a surprise visit to the Alpha Lab 
today. To my dismay, she asked for an update on the Ghostmare 
Suit Project. She had apparently hoped we were much further 
along, and had wanted to bring in Rarity, the Mare of the 
Ministry of Image (what the hell?), for a consultation on the 
suit’s aesthetic design. Seriously, the suit’s supposed to be 
invisible. Who the hell cares what it looks like? 

Twilight Sparkle asked me to put up with the nuisance anyway 
and give Rarity our full attention and respect. Afterwards, 
Daybreak suggested Twilight Sparkle was looking for a way to 
cheer up her friend, saying something afterwards about Rarity 
having been a dressmaker. Honestly, I have no idea how 



 

dumping more work on somepony in that position, particularly 
if it is pointless work, could possibly cheer a pony up. On 
the other hoof, the idea that one of the Ministry Mares might 
be suffering Wartime Stress Disorder is terrifying, so I told 
Daybreak to keep that opinion carefully under wraps. 

While Twilight Sparkle was clearly disappointed with our 
progress on that particular project, at least she was 
understanding. And she was considerably more pleased with our 
other projects, such as the multi-gem heavy infantry battle 
saddle. Alpha Labs has continued to show a great deal of 
success in other projects, so I don’t think we’ll face any 
serious repercussions. 

She did, however, ask if there was anypony I believed we 
could spare to join the spellcrafting lab above us. 
Apparently, they are researching something called a “Bypass 
Spell” and have reached the point where they need a fresh 
mind. I told her I would get back to her on that. Tomorrow, 
I’m going to have a talk with Daybreak and Twinkle. I’d 
prefer to keep both of them as they are excellent members of 
the Herd. But if I’m going to end up losing one of them, I 
would rather it be done this way. 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

Artistic Commons 

(No broadcasters please.) 



 

“Hello. And goodbye. 

“My name is Scootaloo. You probably know me as the vice-
president of Stable-Tec, the company who designed and built 
the Stable you have taken refuge in. But right now, I’m 
talking to you as one of the very, very many ponies you 
fuckers have murdered. 

“You. The Ministries, the heads of Equestria, the Princesses 
if you’re in here. You killed us all with your stupid, 
senseless war. And now I’m returning the favor. 

“I’ll admit, I gave a lot of serious thought to just keeping 
the door of Stable One from sealing properly and letting you 
all die from whatever horror you hid yourselves from while 
the rest of Canterlot’s ponies, and all the rest of 
Equestria, perished. All… 

“All the ponies that we were unable to save. 

“… 

“But that’s the whole point of the Stables. Above and beyond 
everything else, the Stables are meant to save people. (Yes, 
‘people’. I’m happy to report that one of the Stables has 
been built to save as many of Equestria’s zebras as possible, 
the ones that you fuckers shoved into a dump and tried to 
forget about. And Stable Fourteen is currently housing many 
of Equestria’s griffins… But the Stables were mostly built to 
save ponies. Even ponies like you.) It is for that reason 
alone that you’re all going to live out the rest of your 
natural lives in Stable One, as will your children. 
Regardless of the conditions existing outside. 

“I have seen to it that Stable One will not open so long as 
even one of you is still alive. (Which, if the Princesses are 
in there, might be a very long time.) No matter how fast 



 

Equestria heals, not a single damn one of you is going to get 
to profit from what you have done. Equestria is something you 
ponies don’t deserve.” 

“I hope your souls rot for eternity.” 

 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

Dearest Pinkie, 

Thought this might help you find your way. 

~Rarity. 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

Media Oversight, Intraoffice Memo #057 

Just a reminder and clarification for ponies new to Media 
Oversight’s division of Imagery: 

All pictures of ponies including multiple, non-specific 
individuals are required to have at least a two-to-one ratio 
of ponies with bold or pastel palettes to ponies whose coat 
and mane bear neutral colors such as brown, grey or tan. A 
three-to-one ratio is preferable. The only exception to this 
is for ponies with white coats. White is Celestia’s color and 
is always permissible in any amount. 

Likewise, be sure that any planned photography be coordinated 
with at least one of Imagery’s pegasi. We want the image of 
Equestria to be one of glorious sunny days and bright starry 
nights. Overcast skies are to be strictly avoided unless 
required for Effect. Color correction may be employed to make 
the sky over Equestria an even deeper blue. 

In addition, remember that all images of zebras are to be 
monochromatic. Color photography should be rendered black and 
white or passed through a desaturation and palette correction 
spell. Attached is a list of appropriate tints for zebra 
imagery, but a good rule of hoof is any coloration that gives 
the image a demonic or sickly appearance. 



 

Personal Memo: 

Dearest Shutterbright, 

While I do appreciate your artistic thinking, and I agree 
that a “bright and beautiful” Equestria is a most desirable 
aesthetic, I must decline your proposal that all imagery of 
Equestria display a sunny day. Please remember that Princess 
Luna sits on the throne now. Let us not set policy designed 
to wound Her. 

Sincerely, 

~Rarity 

Media Oversight, Intraoffice Memo #162 

All ponies with Media Oversight are required to attend the 
mandatory employee meeting tomorrow, starting promptly at 
eight. In this meeting, we will be giving you an overview of 
our new Radio Override System. Thanks to assistance from the 
Ministry of Awesome, we have been able to establish an 
Equestria-wide system for emergency interruption or 
enhancement of radio broadcasts. All ponies in Media 
Oversight will need to be familiar with the basics of this 
new system and how to access the ROS from either the Media 
Oversight office or the Base Station of any of the MAw 
Towers.  

The meeting is expected to last two hours. Lemon cakes and 
tea will be served. 



 



 



 



 



 



 

Thoughts on the dress: 

The goal is to create elegant yet functional armor of a 
moderate weight and classic style. I’ve chosen a color scheme 
of amaranth and gold that harkens back to the dress that my 
beloved friends created for me for that first Gala so long 
ago. In honor of my dearest and closest friend, I am drawing 
on my best skills at haute couture. The armored plating, 
particularly over the breast, will draw inspiration from the 
armor worn by the royal guards. 

I have woven a little magic into the dress. Although only the 
metal plating will stop bullets, cloth should hold well up 
against bladed weapons, as well as being resistant to the 
wear and tear and general dirtying that I have come to expect 
from a battlefield or a Gala. (I jested that I might make the 
final version indestructible, but it was only a joke. I did, 
after all, tell Applejack that I would do no such thing. And 
besides, the reaction from my top magician would have been 
enough to put me off the idea even if I had been serious. He 
was right, of course. With what I have done, I most likely do 
not have enough of a soul left to spare even a little of it.) 

Anyway, I am very pleased with my first pass. But the final 
dress needs to be even better, beyond mere perfection. The 
Grand Galloping Gala is still months away, so even with all 
the insanity here, I do have plenty of time. It is my most 
sincere hope that most, if not all, of my friends will be at 
the event this year. If so, I hope to convince them to allow 
me the honor of fashioning each one of them a similar-yet-
unique, elegant “Ministry Mare” armored dress. 

Normally, the Gala would not be the venue I would choose to 
show off the first in what I hope will be a new line of 
fashionable armor. But this year, Pinkie Pie is finally 
living her dream and has been put in charge of the event. So 
really, all bets are off. 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

 

 
Footnote: Maximum Level 

Quest Perk added: My Little Ponies - You have collected one of each 
of the six Ministry Mares statuettes. Stronger together than they 
are apart, they have granted you +1 Luck in addition to their 
normal benefits. 



 



 

 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

> RUN! 

> XENITH HAS PLANTED THE BALEFIRE BOMB BENEATH MARIPONY. 

> YOUR FRIENDS ARE SAFELY AWAY. 

> YOU HAVE THIRTY-EIGHT MINUTES TO GET CLEAR. 

> RUN! 



 

> YOU HAVE THIRTY-SEVEN MINUTES TO GET CLEAR. 



 



 

> YOU HAVE THIRTY-SIX MINUTES TO GET CLEAR. 

> YOU HAVE THIRTY-FIVE MINUTES TO GET CLEAR. 



 

> YOU HAVE THIRTY-FOUR MINUTES TO GET CLEAR. 

> YOU HAVE THIRTY-THREE MINUTES TO GET CLEAR. 



 

> YOU HAVE THIRTY-TWO MINUTES TO GET CLEAR. 

 



 

 
Footnote: Maximum Level

Quest Perk added: Touched by Taint (2) - Exposure to Taint has 
altered your physiology. You do not take immediate damage from 
radiation. In fact, you gain extra healing while being exposed to 
it. However, radiation continues to build up in your system as 
normal.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


