
 

  



 

  



 

 

 

 









 

 

 

 

  





 

 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

Here Rests 

ELDER “STEELHOOVES” APPLESNACK 

Forefather of Applejack’s Rangers 

 

Steadfast. 

Enduring. 

Unwavering. 

 

…and a true friend. 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

 
Footnote: Maximum Level 

Quest Perk added: Touched by Taint (3) - Exposure to Taint has 
further altered your physiology.  You are 20% faster and stronger 
whenever you’re basking in the warm glow of radiation.  Your Action 
Points regenerate faster and faster the higher your level of 
radiation sickness becomes.  Your natural lifespan has increased 
dramatically. 
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THANK YOU DITZY DOO! 
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Footnote: Maximum Level 

 



 

 

“…rocks. 

“I can’t believe this whole war has been about rocks. Gems. 
Coal. Rarity said something about a meteorite, but she got 
all evasive when she realized I had overheard. Whatever. 
(Like it was hard to figure out. Sometimes I’m slow, but I’m 
not stupid.)  

“Dumb rocks. 

“I used to think rocks were cool. I mean, my big sister has 
gems for a cutie mark. And Pinkie Pie once lived on a rock 
farm. We even used to play a game, Scootaloo and Apple Bloom 
and me. We found the rock that Rarity had gotten her cutie 
mark from, and I made Twilight Sparkle enchant it so that we 
can make it open and close (she kinda owed us for that whole 
Smarty Pants thing). We called it the Rock of Destiny, and 
we’d pretend that when it opened up, it would give us our 



 

cutie marks. Twilight made it so each of us could set a pass 
phrase to open it. Mine was ‘Dumb Rock’ so I could pretend I 
was just like my sister. (I changed it to ‘Apple Pie’ for a 
while, but then changed it back. Just as well. My sis and I 
haven’t been apple pie in a long time. Not since the 
Ministries.) 

“I hope you don’t mind me using your place. I mean, of course 
you can’t mind, but I hope you don’t anyway. Sometimes, I 
just have to get away from all the noise. It’s so nice and 
peaceful here. And I really love your flowers. 

“Anyway, I guess I’m thinking about rocks because we found 
chunks of that meteorite when we dug into Luna’s old foundry 
under the castle last week. It was all broken up because 
they’d taken all the ore out of it, and they’d sealed up the 
pieces. I felt kinda sorry for it. Ponies and zebras blame it 
for all sorts of stupid stuff. It’s not the rock’s fault. 
It’s just a rock. And I kinda know what it’s like, being 
blamed for stuff. (Seems, sometimes, everything I do just 
makes things worse.) So I had them make one of the bigger 
chunks into a cornerstone. As an apology or something, I 
dunno. Make it feel useful. Yes, I know that’s stupid; it’s 
just a rock. 

“So… I guess not dumb rocks. Just dumb ponies and zebras.  

“I came up here yesterday. Building the last Stable in 
Everfree was my idea, so I wanted to be here. Especially 
after we started having problems. (Rarity said that Everfree 
Forest is the one place she was sure the zebra’s wouldn’t 
attack; so I thought, ‘Why are we putting all the Stables in 
places we think they will attack? Doesn’t it make sense to 
put at least one somewhere they won’t?’ Yes, the forest is 
dangerous, but it can’t be that dangerous -- you lived here, 
and my sister and her friends used to go into it all the 
time. Well… just another of my ideas that ended up a mess.)  

Apple Bloom had warned me about the poison joke, but was it 
always this… aggressive? It’s been really bad the last three 
days. Moonbeam said it’s like the excavation is attracting 
it. He thinks that either it’s vibrosensitive (which isn’t 
even a word) or it wants to be near people, but that doesn’t 
make any sense. It’s a plant, right? But then, Apple Bloom 
says you told her the plants want a laugh. How can a plant 
want something? 



 

“I’m sorry. I know I’m rambling. I guess my thoughts aren’t 
too coherent. I’m just trying to work things out. 

“I think… 

“I think we’ve lost our faith.  

“Does that make any sense? It’s like everything we’re 
supposed to believe in has gotten dark and crumbled. Like the 
air is heavy. No… that doesn’t make any sense. Like… I dunno. 
Like everything is too real. You know, like when you’re just 
a filly and you look up to someone and they’re your idol? But 
then you learn they’re not perfect like you imagined? That 
they’re flawed, just like everypony else? Maybe that’s just 
growing up though.  

“It’s like we’ve forgotten how to have heroes. Only worse. 
We’ve forgotten how to believe in each other. In ponies. Even 
Scootaloo… she’s trying to fix ponies with all these 
experiments.  

“I once told Scootaloo I thought she was trying to make 
ponies like they were when we were kids. You know what she 
said? She said, ‘Nostalgia is mostly just make-believe.’ 
Isn’t that horrible? 

“I… um… 

“I’ve started having second thoughts. Maybe we should just 
stick to saving ponies. Maybe it’s not right for us to try to 
fix things. But then, won’t it all be for nothing, like 
Scootaloo says? 

“I don’t know anymore. Sometimes these experiments feel…. I 
dunno… wrong. I know they’re not dangerous. We’ve made extra, 
extra sure. But I still don’t feel right doing experiments on 
ponies who are just trying to survive. Isn’t that wrong? It’s 
not like it’s their fault… not most of them, anyway. (The 
ones in Stable One, maybe.) I just want to save them and give 
them a chance. Kinda like the rocks, I guess. 

“I even almost told Rarity about the experiments. But I 
didn’t. Because… well… I’d be betraying Scootaloo and Apple 
Bloom if I told. And I’m not sure Rarity would do the right 
thing if I told her. I really don’t like the Ministry of 
Image. And if that’s what she is now… 

“…Like I said before, we haven’t been apple pie in a long 
time. Sometimes, the little statue of Rarity that my sister 
gave me feels more like my sister than she does. 



 

“Today, I did ask Scootaloo if Stable 101 could be made a 
‘control’ Stable instead, but she and Apple Bloom both 
insisted the experiment here was too important.  

“And part of me still thinks Scootaloo’s right. Like maybe we 
really do have to fix ponies. To figure out what went wrong 
so everything doesn’t get so… so… bad again. But how many 
times do we have to try before we get it right? And what 
happens when we fail? This time, the cost can be so much more 
than tree sap and pine needles. 

“… 

“Scootaloo has been looking at me funny. I think maybe she 
knows I’m having second thoughts. 

“Anyway… sorry for all the rambling. Thanks for letting me 
use your place. And thanks for listening. Apple Bloom is 
right. You really are a good person to talk to, Zecora. 

“We’re all very, very sad about what happened to you. I hope 
you’re at peace.” 

 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

“The first Griffinchaser was designed and built by an earth 
pony in a matter of minutes,” the Overmare countered silkily. 
“The entire town of Appleloosa was created by earth ponies in 
less than a year. Do you honestly think unicorns or pegasi 
could have taken us from muskets to machine guns in just a 
few decades?” 



 

“Unicorns and pegasi have their own special talents which 
they bring to the table,” this younger-sounding Red Eye 
countered. “For example, without unicorns, we wouldn’t have 
healing potions. Without the pegasi, Equestria would have 
been ravaged by wild weather. Each race of ponykind adds to 
the whole, no one greater or more important than the others. 
It is a vital gestalt, requiring all three. It is wrong for 
earth ponies to set themselves up above the others.”  

“Magic,” the Overmare chuckled. “Let me tell you a little 
about pony magic. As it so happens, there was a particularly 
magical earth pony in my ancestry. His name was Joe, and he 
worked in Canterlot as a craftsman making coffee cups. Though 
he was no unicorn and knew no spells, the coffee cups he 
crafted would always be clean, they would never stain, and it 
took tremendous force to make them chip or crack. Why? 
Because making these cups was a labor of love, and that 
natural earth pony magic infused each of his creations.” 

“First, the magic of pegasi and unicorns are flashy shortcuts 
to hard work; and without hard work, where is the drive for 



 

innovation? When has a pegasus or a unicorn ever needed to be 
creative? Second, the magic of pegasi and unicorns are 
selfish. The shortcuts they provide, the labor they save, is 
only for themselves. Whereas the innovations of earth ponies 
can be shared by all ponies and be built upon by future earth 
ponies.  

“Finally, the magic of pegasi and unicorn ponies is 
demanding. I’d even say crippling. Where earth ponies can 
throw themselves directly into their work, the pegasi of the 
past needed flight camps, and the unicorns needed magical 
schooling just to be able to use the magic they had been born 
with. Time that could be spent learning other skills were 
spent instead mastering their magic. 

“Not so with the earth ponies. Our magic is inherent, and 
innately applied to the work we do. While the unicorn’s magic 
is spellcasting, and the pegasus’ magic is impossible flight 
and prancing on clouds, our magic is to be superior at what 
we do. Earth ponies are inherently superior because that is 
our gift!”  

“Shortcuts,” Red Eye offered smoothly, “Are sometime useful. 
Critical, even. Sure, the earth pony way builds things that 
last, but it is a slow process, and sometimes you need a 
quick fix. Take, for example, poison. An earth pony may be 
able to test your blood, identify the poison and brew up an 
antidote. But all of that can take hours which you do not 
have. Isn’t it better to have a unicorn on hoof who can cast 
a spell purging any poison away?” 

“Red Eye,” the Overmare sighed drolly. “I am not impressed 
with this new-found ‘insight’ you claim from your scouting 
missions. I speak in sweeping truths and you argue isolated 
examples. Exceptions that are not sufficient to disprove the 
rule. Now I…” 

“Overmare? You were saying?” 

 

 “Is something wrong?” 



 

“I… why haven’t…” 

“Yes?” he prompted. “I’m afraid I don’t follow.” 

 “…I just noticed that you haven’t so much as tasted your 
drink…” 

 



 



 



 



 

Entry #5 

What a fucking waste of my valuable time. Now I have to scrap 
the whole mothercuntfucking I.M.P. experiments. Red fucking 
Eye wants to take the research in a “new direction”. One 
failure too many. Like you can make a fucking omelet without 
a few generations of dead chickens.  

I told his imminent god-ness that the guidance factor may be 
more than just genetic, but what the fuck do I know? I’m just 
a motherfucking scientist. He’s a glorified fucking scout. 
How can I argue against that? 

Now he’s got me looking at some him-damned piece-o-shit rock. 
Like I don’t have better things to do. Do I look like a 
fucking geologist?  

Entry #4 

The cumulation of two years of experiments, and I can write 
what we learned on a fucking napkin. You know what that 
tastes like? It tastes like a cunt that’s been shit upon. 

There are five stages of Impelled Metamorphosis development 
in a viable subject. The first three levels are well 
documented in my research journals, the most significant 
being incremental changes to the subject’s relationship to 
and tolerance of radiation.  



 

Radiation-induced regeneration, even to the point of 
regrowing limbs, begins at the first stage and radically 
improves in the second.  

When the subject reaches the third stage of Impelled 
Metamorphosis development, the subject’s body actually 
becomes stronger and faster in the presence of radiation, 
similar to the “glowing ghoul” and a precursor to the “super 
alicorn” phenomenon. The subject’s healing becomes so 
advanced that the natural aging process is all but halted. 

The fourth stage involves underlying physiological changes in 
preparation for the fifth and final stage: complete 
metamorphosis. For example, the pony’s body and mind begin to 
grow the necessary neurological structures that will allow 
the pony to utilize the new horn and/or wings that the final 
stage will bestow, as well as other substructure changes in 
support of the less obvious but more radical alterations that 
accompany becoming a fucking alicorn. 

It is at this stage that everything goes to fuck-all on a 
speeding enema. The Impelled Metamorphosis Potion was never 
intended to be administered in stages. The most pleasant of 
the side effects to stage four can be described as “phantom 
limb syndrome”. The false sensations experienced by the 
subjects appear to be constant and amazingly painful. 
Subjects in fourth-stage are inevitably driven to seek out 
more exposure, or simply driven utterly bloodwing-shit 
insane. All too often, both. 

The real problems comes with the extremely narrow bridge 
between the third stage and the fourth, and with what I have 
deemed the “Guidance Factor”.  

First, it has proven virtually impossible to expose a pony to 
enough I.M.P to bring them to the third stage without 
crossing the threshold into the fourth. The few examples of 
successfully stable third-stage subjects have all been in the 
wild under unrepeatable circumstances. Which is too fucking 
bad, since stable stage threes have capabilities that give 
Doc Slaughter’s vaunted “enhancements” a run for their bits. 

Second, I have determined that successful metamorphosis 
requires more than just sufficient exposure. It requires a 
sort of “guidance” through the process. In the case of the 
existing alicorns, this guidance is given by the Goddess. 
Whether this is a product of some intentional nurturing, or 
an environmental response is unclear. Well, it’s unclear to 



 

fucking me. Red Eye has this “template” theory and has pretty 
much stopped listening to any-fucking-thing else. 

As a side note, I hate that freak-o-nature bastard upstairs. 
You know, maybe when a grenade blows your legs off and tears 
up the whole underside of your torso, that’s a sign for you 
to just fucking die. 

 

 

 

Entry #3 

Fuck. I lost another assistant. Not to a lab accident this 
time. No, that little cancerous prick decided to bail on me 
and pursue his own demented “research” some-fucking-where 
else. Him and his fucking manticore fixation. 

What a tail full of shit. He was a useful assistant. 
Particularly since he didn’t have to sleep. Now I will have 
to autopsy subjects #128 and #129 myself. And I’ll have to 
refill the fucking lanterns on my own. Yet another waste of 
my time. I’ll be missing the fucking bastard by tomorrow. 

Won’t miss his stink though. 

Speaking of stink, they’re finally putting in the new 
disposal chute. Slaughter’s getting his part put in tomorrow. 
It’s going to take them a fucking week to get around to 
putting in mine. I swear that fucker Red Eye gives 
preferential treatment to cybernetics.  

And then he comes down here clamoring for results. Says he’s 
getting sick of sending me ponies only to have them tossed 
out with the waste. Like Red Eye should fucking talk. At 
least my research is doing something fucking useful.  

Asswipe. 

Entry #2 

Finally perfected the Induced Metamorphosis Potion recipe. 
Would have done it sooner if that psycho Twilight Sparkle 
hadn’t been so fucking O.C.D. with her notes. Now that we’ve 
got that manticore shit out of the way, the bucks downstairs 
can start whipping up whole vats of the juice. Still not sure 
why the fuck his self-importance Red Eye wants that much of 
it. He plan to go swimming?  



 

Be funny as hell if he did, actually. I’d love to see the 
fuckers whole body become a bloated, misshapen blob of 
metastasized, living cancer. That would be fucking hilarious! 

So far, the initial numbers have held. We have a solid 18% 
benevolent effect manifestation in test subjects. Not ideal, 
but I’d say it’s a fuck-ton better than we really could have 
expected. And more than enough excuse to increase the scale 
of our tests. 

My assistant has expressed particular interest in one of our 
failed cross-species tests. Of course, I fully expected all 
cross-species tests to fail. I.M.P. was crafted specifically 
for ponies, after all. But the effects on other creatures 
could continue to yield enlightening results.  

The test that my assistant is most interested in, however, is 
the one that produced the least results. In fact, it produced 
no results at all. All the other creatures tested had at 
least some reaction, most of them violent and fatal. But I 
might as well have been shooting a concentrated fucking 
placebo into that manticore. Unless looking pissed off was an 
effect, I.M.P. failed to have any affect on it whatso-
fucking-ever. 

On that note, I’ve ordered a more convenient waste disposal 
system. We’ve got passages under this place that dump into 
the gorge. Why don’t we use them to flush some of this stink 
out of here?  

Entry #1 

New project today. About fucking time. Last one was a 
pointless disaster. Why does the world want to fucking keep 
wasting my valuable fucking time? 

Got a good feeling about this one though. That pompous prick 
Red Eye got ahold of some pre-war fancy-mane’s recipe for the 
crap that Taint is made out of, the shit that the Goddess 
uses to fucking create alicorns. 

So far, four out of five test subjects have responded with 
the most grotesque, body-warping deaths. But that last one-
in-five? Very promising, indeed! 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

“Normally, I fucking hate field reports. This sort of shit 
should be left to underlings. No good reason I should have to 



 

go wandering about the Equestrian Shithole to get my work 
done.  

“Normally. But this time, I’m really fucking happy I didn’t 
have anypony else to trust this to. What I’ve found… this is 
too important to let some half-wit in a lab coat fuck up. 
Investigations into the origin of Red Eye’s mystery rock took 
fucking forever, but it did eventually lead me to a place 
called Zebratown, where I recovered a chunk of what I believe 
to be actual, alien fucking metal. I can’t wait to get this 
thing into my lab.” 

“While I was at it, I got a good look at some of the 
prevailing theories surrounding that meteorite. Not the zebra 
craziness, but conclusions by ponies working under Princess 
Fucking Luna herself. Opinions seem split between ‘the 
meteorite ain’t nothing but a rock’ and ‘falling stars are 
vessels for fucking spirits to come to our world from outer-
fucking-space’. Because, they reckoned, folks like Discord 
had to come from somewhere. And, they pointed out, the zebra 
civilization fell into centuries of bloodshed and strife 
after a meteor shower.  

“Which is, of course, fucking stupid. The zebras didn’t need 
evil spirits from beyond the sky for them to plunge their 
country into chaos and war. I mean, had these ponies even 
fucking met zebras? I’ve seen one of them fighting in the 
Pitt, and she was all I needed to see to know they’re fucking 
barbaric animals. The real mystery is how the hell they built 
a fucking civilization in the first place. 

“Brought up the old theories to Red Eye in passing and even 
he laughed. ‘If there’s a spirit here,’ he told me, ‘It’s the 
Spirit of Progress!’ 



 

“Looking at my research, for once I agree with the fucker. 
And actually sharing an opinion with Red Eye makes me want to 
gut myself with a rusty scalpel. 

“Anyway, both sides were totally fucking far from the mark. 
Based on my own analysis, the meteorite did bring something, 
all right. But it wasn’t some fucking asinine evil-star-
demon-thing. More like… an infection. A virus that got into 
our ecosystem and mutated. That’s not quite right, but it’s a 
hell of a lot closer than star-spirits or it’s-just-a-
fucking-rock. 

“No wonder they blew up the world. Ponies were stupid as shit 
back then.” 

 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

“Um… hello?” 

 

“This feels weird. I know you can’t actually hear me, Zecora. 
But Apple Bloom says that you were always a good person to 
talk to. And I really needed to talk. I can’t bring this 
stuff to Apple Bloom and Scootaloo, and I don’t really talk 
with my sister anymore, so…I hope you don’t mind. 

“This is Sweetie Belle, by the way. Not that you can hear me. 
But if you can, and didn’t know… 

“I’ve been thinking about things. And I know this is going to 
sound silly, but one of the things I’ve been thinking about a 
lot is… 

“…well… 

“…rocks.” 

 
Footnote: Maximum Level 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

Disposal Order #34. Subject: Fluffykins. 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

 
Footnote: Maximum Level 



 

 

 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

Dear Spike, 

 

I’m alive. 

I’m inside with Celestia. 

Thank you. I’m very, very, very sorry. Please, some day, 
forgive me. 



 

Littlepip 

PS: It hurt a LOT. 
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Here Rests 

PALADIN STRAWBERRY LEMONADE 

Brave, Loyal, True 

 

She gave her life that Equestria may blossom once again. 



 

 



 

FALLOUT: EQUESTRIA 



 



 

 


