Much like Winter Wrap Up and that year's Summer Sun Celebration, Halloween was a very special time in Ponyville. It was rumored that Princess Celestia herself was coming to visit to check up on her faithful student. If the ponies were lucky, the Princess would also celebrate with them, because she was always disappointed that the ponies at Canterlot didn’t seem to get into the spirits of Halloween as much as the Ponyvillians. On this day, Celestia kept the sun low in the horizon to give everything a warm orange glow before plunging the trick-or-treaters and ghost hunters into the cold, black night. It was her and Luna’s favorite holiday of the year, Halloween. It coincided with Autumn, the Princess’ favorite season, and it was also a good time for pranks, their favorite pastime. Luna specifically enjoyed that ponies practically worshipped the night on this day, the only other time being the Winter Moon Celebration on the Winter Solstice.
To make sure that the Princesses wouldn’t miss out on the best of their favorite season, the ground at Sweet Apple Acres was covered in fallen tree leaves. They wouldn't be raked until afterwards, so that the mottled brown and orange fallout would accentuate the holiday feel. Ponyville itself was also sprinkled with the fantastic foliage, much like the Sugarcube Corner's carefully crafted candy and celebration confections. The building itself wasn’t as easy to decorate as its treats, considering that it was painted in light, spring colors, but Pinkie Pie gave it her all to spook up the place. Coffins were laid outside the entrance, one with a mummified pony with a hoof positioned to make it seem like it was escaping. Many, MANY creepily carved pumpkins were hung off the roof to add an orange glow. Bed sheet ghosts and cotton candy cobwebs were stuffed between the jack-o-lanterns, and the overall effect was, to the relief of the Cakes, still beneficial for business. The inside had a few stringed bats and orange streamers, but nothing too overwhelming.
Other notable examples of the holiday spirits were scattered across town. Rainbow Dash's cloud home was lowered a bit and moved closer to the other homes. It'd been modified to look like a mix between a gothic cathedral and a castle, complete with ghastly gargoyles. She’d taken the liberty to add a hint of storm clouds, creating a dark, foreboding presence for the home with its infrequent lightning strikes. Rarity’s Carousel Boutique had become THE place in Ponyville to get costumes, which alone had made it festive. However, she was against placing anything evenly remotely scary in or around the building, to make sure no one, including herself, would be against coming in.
Twilight Sparkle's residence was especially spooky. Owlowiscious flew around the bare tree limbs that creaked in the cold breeze, bobbing the jack-o-lanterns that were hung on them. Others were magically levitated around the premises, some of them made to stare at the ponies walking by, which had and would continue to frighten any pony that wasn’t expecting it.
Despite the spooky atmosphere, Twilight had more business in the library than normal. Book readings had been held there for a few days, but today was the big day - All Hallows Eve - when the resident pink prankster pony would read the books instead of Twilight. She was just wrapping up telling the ‘Headless Horse’, which Twilight remembered as being less frightening than Pinkie’s rendition.
She motioned for the group of children to lean in, and whispered to them. “And from that day on…every Halloween, He rides around, stealing the heads of all the little fillies and big brave colts, just when they’re least…expecting it…” A sharp gasp and a hoof pointed outwards made the kids turn around, just to see the candles swept out by a large silhouette.
”What was that?” “Where are you guys?” “I think I felt something!” “I’m scared!”
A guttural voice accompanied the appearance of two glowing eyes. “And He keeps the heads…ForEVEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEERRRRRR!” Pinkie Pie laughed maniacally as the candles were lit up again, revealing a standing, cloaked horse with the head of Twilight. “AhHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!” she continued, noticing that Scootaloo was the only one not screaming. The other kids there began to catch on and instead of screaming, started clapping, but then Pinkie removed her cloak and grabbed the pegasus filly’s shoulders. That got her and the rest of the group to scream, because as it turned out, Twilight’s head really was attached to Pinkie’s body. “Okay, okay! I give! LeggoleggoLEGGO!” Scootaloo tried to fly away for a few seconds before Pinkie released her.
With a small poof, Pinkie’s head was back, smiling and chuckling. “I got you good, Scootaloo!”
“I-I wasn’t scared! I was just making sure that everyone else thought I was really being attacked!”
“Yeah, ya really fooled us, didn’t ya?” Applebloom turned to nudge Sweetie Belle, but there was only a puddle of liquid there. “Where’d she go?”
Sweetie Belle's head rose up over Twilight’s desk, before Twilight’s head raised her even further off the ground. The poor filly had gotten so scared, she'd run over to the unicorn and took refuge in her mane as best she could. “Sweetie Belle, it’s only Pinkie Pie, see?”
“I-I’m sorry Twilight.”
“About what?”
“Gross! Sweetie Belle, did you really?” The group of little fillies and colts ran out the door, all except for Scootaloo and Applebloom.
Yes, really. She'd been THAT frightened.
“Don’t ya worry none, Sweetie Belle, ‘t looks like ya weren’t th’ only one."
“Oh, gross!” Scootaloo, ironically one of the perpetrators, saw that the floor was quite a mess.
“Well, I guess that explains why they all ran out of here so quickly. Spike!” The purple dragon stepped into view and saluted Twilight. “Could you get out the mop, please?”
“Sure thing, Twilight! Did someone spill their punch?”
“You could say that.” Said Scootaloo. “Yeah, they can’t learn to hold it I guess. It was a really neat story though, Pinkie Pie!” The pink pony gave her a nod and a smile. “I gotta go, cya!” A faint buzzing noise could be heard as the pegasus' scooter drove off.
"Did you enjoy the story as well, Applebloom?"
"Yeah. It was cool an' all, but it coulda been a lil scarier."
"Seems like it was scary enough." mumbled Spike as he plopped the mop down on the floor.
Twilight sighed contentedly at her assistant’s feigned frustration and continued. “Maybe you and the girls could go ghost-hunting together?”
“Naw, we can’t. Sweetie Belle would just up an’ jump at ever’thin’, an’ then skedaddle ‘fore we found anythin’.”
“You three can still go trick-or-treating though, right?”
“Yeah! Sweetie Belle couldn’t possibly get scared doin’ that!” She ran up to Pinkie Pie and gave her a hug for the insight. “Ah’ll come by an’ get some candy later, Twilight!”
Applebloom ran outside and headed for Sweet Apple Acres to pick up her costume. The sun slowly began to set, which was hardly noticeable if you were looking at it, because it’d been sitting so low in the sky to begin with. However, anypony that looked at the ground would notice its orange hue turning into one of purple and indigo.
Just before the sun disappeared, Applebloom made it home. She ran upstairs to her room to change into a pointy witch’s hat and cloak; black and covered in glow in the dark stars and crescent moons. She’d just gotten outside when Applejack called her name.
“Ya fergot this!” She said, handing Applebloom a Halloween themed wicker basket.
“Phankfs, fiths." She turned away again just to hear her sister shout “Wait!”
“Whaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaat?”
“Geez. Ah was only gonna tell ya to go see Pinkie Pie first. She and us all got this plan fer the trick-er-treaters.”
“Oh.” Applebloom was expecting yet another lecture from her overbearing sister about making sure to thank everyone before running to the next house, or to not eat too much candy while running around, or not to scare anyone, but this was much better. She stooped down to pick up her basket again. “Phankfs!”
Back at Sweet Apple Acres, a certain orange earth pony was struggling to hold back a comment to her sister about making sure to thank Pinkie Pie before running away.
Applebloom made it back to Ponyville just as the sun set, the stars and moons on her costume glowing faintly. They would’ve glowed brighter if the sun was as high as it was normally, but it hadn’t occurred to her that it would be dark almost all day. She didn’t focus on her costume for long though, and turned her gaze to the decorations. The orange glow of the Jack-o-Lanterns that had blended in so well in the morning contrasted sharply to the dark walls of the homes. All things that creaked and rattled sounded a bit scarier, but Applebloom wasn’t scared. If Pinkie Pie’s ‘Headless Horse’ couldn’t faze her, nothing would.
As she approached Sugarcube Corner, she saw more kids in costumes. She scanned the group and saw Snips and Snails dressed as a magician and vampony, respectively. The costumes were exquisite, as the unicorn that made them would put it. She also saw, and became nauseated at, Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon dressed in frilly princess outfits. They looked nice, but fancy stuff like that wasn’t exactly Applebloom’s cup of tea. She was perfectly at home in her simple hat and cloak. A few seconds later, Applebloom spotted Scootaloo, and a unicorn that she believed was Sweetie Belle. The pegasus had dyed her mane and tail in multiple colors and was covered from head to hoof in periwinkle paint. Sweetie Belle (maybe) was wrapped all over in layers of gauze, except for her tail. Rarity must’ve have combed her sister’s curly mane, because there weren’t large bumps in the costume. The gauze had been dyed, too: mottled green, yellow and brown with small pure white patches.
“Sweetie Belle?”
“Yes, Applebloom?”
“Ain’t you havin’ problems seein’ outta that thing?”
“No. Rarity made the parts on my mouth and eyes thinner, so I could breathe and see. Oh, and talk!”
Scootaloo cleared her throat loudly and pointed at her chest. “Aren’t you going to compliment my costume?”
Applebloom thought about this for while, taking in the colors that Scootaloo had on. She was trying to imitate her idol, but Rainbow Dash’s coat was clearly cyan. Anypony could see that, yet somehow, Scootaloo had still managed to mess it up. The colors on her mane were a little off as well, and not in definable sections like Rainbow Dash’s. “Ya ain’t wearin’ a costume, Scootaloo.”
“But it looks good, doesn’t it?”
“N- Yes! Yeah, it looks perty good. Ah…really like the-“
“Hey girls!” Said Pinkie Pie. Applebloom felt the weight lift off her shoulders with her interruption.
The pink pony was dressed in a nice looking, plain black business suit and white dress shirt underneath, complete with a red tie. She was also wearing a fancy looking watch on her left foreleg and had on a big black pair of aviator glasses, even though it was nearly pitch black outside.
“Pinkie Pie, what the hay are you-“
“Pinkie Spy.” She corrected calmly.
“Okay, Pinkie Spy, mah sister told me that ya had somethin’ fer us?”
Pinkie Spy looked over both shoulders and slowly shuffled towards the three fillies before handing them a small slip of paper. “Thanks Pinkie!” Said Applebloom before she ran away.
“You didn’t get that from me!”
Had Sweetie Belle’s eyes been visible, they would’ve just crossed. But…She…we did get it from her…what? I don’t even- Her thoughts were cut off by a call from the other two that had run off somewhere to look at the piece of paper.
A brown colt dressed similarly to Pinkie Spy walked up to her and began speaking in a heavy British accent. “I say, my pretty perfect pink proprietor, perchance you’ve purloined or perhaps procured a prodigiously pricey pair of pink and purple party parcels?”
“How’d you know?!”
“Come with me.”
“Okie-dokie!” She completely forgot her spy persona and hopped after the strange pony, leaving the rest of the fillies and colts who tried to procure a peculiar piece of paper to wonder where she’d gone.
Sweetie Belle caught up with Scootaloo and Applebloom after fiddling with her candy basket, which was difficult to pick up, seeing as her mouth was covered. She overheard Scootaloo reading what was on the paper:
“If there’s an unidentified animal
Running around with its brood
That sounds kind of funny
And it doesn’t look good,
Who are you going to seek out?”
“That doesn’t even rhyme!”
Applebloom rolled up the paper and placed it in her basket. “Fluttershy knows about poetry stuff, maybe she knows what it means!”
“CUTIE MARK CRUSADER CLUE CRACKERS! YAY!”
Scootaloo and Applebloom started to run away as Sweetie Belle struggled to pick up her basket again. “Wait!”
“Sweetie Belle, why’d you even have Rarity cover your mouth if you knew you’d need it to pick that up?”
“I forgot!” She was still trying in vain to hold her candy container. At first, flat gauze met flat basket handle, and nothing happened. Then, Sweetie Belle slowly started working the gauze into her mouth to create a better gap, before firmly grasping the handle. However, the gauze was slippery from being dyed and the unicorn took no more than three steps before it tumbled away. “Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”
Applebloom sat to examine the situation. They didn’t have anything to cut away the gauze covering her mouth, so that wouldn’t work. They couldn’t run all the way back to the Carousel Boutique to get a saddlebag, lest they didn’t intend on getting any candy. If Sweetie Belle hung the basket on her horn, not only would it bother her, but it would fall off if she ran because it was so small. Hanging it on her tail was also out of the question, as she usually swished it back and forth while humming, which she would do a lot of tonight in an effort not to get scared. They could tie the basket around her abdomen, like a saddlebag, but what to tie it with? Inspiration struck Applebloom as she took off her hat and bit off the ribbon that rested on the rim. It was just long enough to wrap around her friend once and knot off to the basket, securing it firmly to her flank. “How’s that?”
Sweetie Belle gave a few experimental swings and even started to buck, but the basket didn’t budge. She nodded and the three began to run to Fluttershy’s cottage.
Ponyville was a distant shimmer as the Everfree Forest got closer. Ponies looking for a thrill would travel in as far as they dared to hang a jack-o-lantern and carve their initials on a tree. Applebloom and Scootaloo immediately begged their guardians for a chance to, and somewhat of an embargo regarding pumpkins was placed on them. Applebloom had also considered about spending the night with Zecora, to later proclaim that she spent Halloween night 'alone' in the forest, but one year's worth of bragging rights paled in comparison to running around with her friends. As the memories came back to her, Applebloom’s thoughts were cycling between what Zecora would think of that game and the impressive sight of a lantern that had to be at least sixty feet away.
Those thoughts didn't stick around for long before she turned to Scootaloo. “D’ya think Fluttershy put anythin’ up to decorate?”
“No, of course not. She’d be too scared to do that.”
As the three fillies approached the lonesome building, lack of decoration was the last thing they’d see. As it turns out, Scootaloo was correct; Fluttershy didn’t decorate, but Angel sure did. The brightly painted picket fence around the perimeter had been replaced with a taller, black metal one, complete with spikes at the top and a large gate. A wooden sign was hung at eye level to the fillies with archaic script on it that read “Enter If You Dare.”
“Come on, you guys!” Said Scootaloo as she pushed open the squeaky gate.
“D-didn’t you r-read the sign?”
“Yes. It says ‘Enter If You Dare’, and I dare, so I’m entering.”
“But i-it looks so…sc-scary!”
“Stop cryin’ Sweetie Belle, it’s just a part o’ th’ holiday spirits!”
“Ohhhh…” The poor filly followed her friends inside, as she’d rather be with them than wait outside alone. She proceeded to turn every which way, and jump at every little thing, which only scared her more. Not to say that what Angel had done to the place wasn’t scary. On both sides of the path to Fluttershy’s cottage, there were several tombstones, each one bearing the name of one of her chickens. A few of them had a wing or foot sticking out of the ground, and the effect was made all the more gruesome considering that the chickens were not to be heard amongst the frogs, insects and owls. Scootaloo and Applebloom simply brushed the thought of dead chickens aside, knowing instead that they were asleep in the coop.
They finally arrived at the door to see a little shrine set off to the side. There were several candles of different sizes, all lit, placed around one last tombstone that read;
“Rest In Peace ieces,
Fluttershy”
This, however, seemed entirely plausible to Scootaloo. Why else would the cottage be so creepily decorated? Seeing her friend afraid of that frightened Sweetie Belle to the point of tears. “We’ll miss you, Fluttershy!”
“Hush, you two!” Applebloom looked at her friends holding each other and crying in front of the tombstone. It was obviously fake, she thought, noticing that not enough dirt to bury a pony had been disturbed. “Ah’m tellin’ ya, this is just a neat lil trick that Fluttershy’s playin’ on us.” She went up to the door and gave it a push, causing it to slowly creak open. She then picked up her basket and ran into the house, yelling ‘Trick-er-treat!’
“Applebloom!” Scootaloo hissed. “Come back! Oh! Horse apples, we have to follow her!”
Sweetie Belle stuck around outside of the cottage before her suroundings persuaded her to charge blindly, meaning eyes closed, into the house of horrors. She bumped into her friends as they stood just inside the door, looking around.
Much like the other homes, Fluttershy’s cottage was candlelit, sparsely though, so that none of the animals’ homes would have even the slightest chance of catching fire. This however created very erratically flickering shadows, making the house look very much alive despite the lack of nocturnal creatures inside.
The door slowly started to creak before gaining momentum and booming thunderously shut. Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo jumped and ran to the door, trying to force it open, but it wouldn’t budge.
“Look!” Shouted Applebloom, pointing down one of the hallways. A few flashes of lightning, presumably from Rainbow Dash’s home, illuminated the figure of Angel. He was wearing a red waistcoat and blue trousers, staring intently at a comically large pocket watch before he noticed the fillies had spotted him. He ran off and turned the corner, Applebloom following closely behind. She saw the rabbit disappear down a dark flight of steps, briefly illuminated by a light far away in the gloom.
“C’mon, the varmit ran thatta way!” The fearless filly flew feverishly, following the mad rabbit. Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle, both out of fear for their friend’s well-being, and their own, galloped after her. Several ‘hands’ of tendrils and roots scared the pegasus and unicorn to the point where they began to push Applebloom along, before they burst out the end of the tunnel. The room was well lit from an above source, showing a table with a peculiar purple goo filled vial that had a label attached.
‘Drink Me’, it read.
Having her suspicions about Fluttershy being dead, Scootaloo tried to single herself out with regards to not wanting to drink the vial's contents. "Well? Who’s going to drink it?”
“Not it!”
“Not fair, I wasn’t ready!”
While her friends continued to argue, Applebloom uncorked the vial. She'd been the test subject for many of her sister's baked goods, and was therefore open to trying new things. A sip later and it was discovered to be just grape juice! She swigged down most of the tasty drink, before noticing that a large metal capsule was preventing the rest from coming out. She carefully grasped it with her teeth and pulled, which broke the capsule, causing a rolled up note to fall out. “Hey guys, come look a’ this!” She turned to see the two attempting to play rock-paper-scissors to decide who would drink the contents.
“It’s not fair! Pick something other than rock!”
“No, you!”
Applebloom just sighed and unrolled the note, which had much more written on it than the last one.
“Hi, fillies and gentlecolts! This is Fluttershy. I’m sick right now. In fact, it seems this happens on every holiday, but Angel Bunny agreed to take my place in the scavenger hunt. I think he even decorated the place! I hope he didn’t scare you too badly though. Have fun decoding this next clue!”
Wow. Who would’ve thought that Fluttershy was a much more enthusiastic writer than she was a speaker, especially when she was supposed to be dead? Although it could be that Fluttershy's ghost was sick, and...
Applebloom shook the thought away and continued reading, encountering a problem. “What the hay is this?!” Her shout of uncertainty got her friends to take interest in the slip. “Sigh vause sou hates con tin ooer…?”
“Oh! That’s French!” Sweetie Belle jumped up and down, excited that she had been able to ‘decipher’ the clue. She took the paper from Applebloom and began to translate. “If you…If you…something, continue, search for the place where…something…is something in fashion. Hey! That sounds like my sister’s store!”
“Well, it is written in Franch.” Applebloom’s southern twang made the language sound amusing, as her two friends giggled when she’d finished. “What? Is there somethin’ on mah face?”
“It’s French, Applebloom.”
“That’s what Ah said! Franch!”
“Whatever you say, Applebloom.” Replied Scootaloo, still giggling. “Come on, the sooner we get out of here, the better!”
The group of fillies eventually made their way to Rarity’s Boutique, two in particular glad that she had refused to put anything even remotely scary around the store. They were even more relieved to see that some sweets had been placed in a bowl near the door, seeing as they hadn’t received anything but a note from Fluttershy’s cottage. They each took a few pieces from the bowl before Rarity came around a corner after having heard the jingle of her door opening.
Upon seeing her sister, Rarity surged forward and embraced her. The uncharacteristic adoration was helped by the fact that Rarity's only company was Opalesence, even though many more ponies should have come by for the scavenger hunt. “Oh Sweetie Belle! Ma petite corrigé, you cracked Fluttershy’s clue?”
“Of course, Rarity!”
“Oh, how wonderful! You're the first to do so, as well!” She took a small break from the hug to go over her sister’s costume, immediately noticing that her basket was tied around her, instead of being held in her mouth. “Sweetie Belle? Why did you not tell me you needed me to cut away the mouth?”
“I kinda forgot…” She replied, shuffling her hooves and staring out the ground.
Rarity smiled inwardly before trotting away to magically pick up a pair of scissors. “It’s fine, really. It should take me but a moment to take care o-“ She screamed Bloody Marey as Scootaloo came into view, the scissors clattering on the floor and the unicorn taking refuge under her desk. “Wait a minute. Scootaloo, is that you, darling? Why ever are you dressed as a zombie?”
“I’m not a zombie, I’m Rainbow Dash!”
Applebloom and Rarity could beg to differ, the unicorn a bit more so. The pegasus’ paint had begun to peel, revealing her orange skin beneath, looking strange and sickly next to the periwinkle she’d incorrectly chosen. Her mane and tail were also a mess, as if instead of carefully coloring them, she’d just stuck them into a vat of rainbow in Cloudsdale’s Weather Factory and given them a good shake.
“Oh! Well…I…I think it could use a little work…” To say the least, she continued privately. “If you could just take a seat while I take care of Sweetie Belle, I’ll fix up your costume in…oh…how would Rainbow Dash put it? Oh! I’ll fix it up in ten seconds flat! Yes, that’s correct.” She picked up the scissors again and put them in front of her sister. “Open wide, please. Don’t stick out your tongue, especially if you don’t want to lose it.” Three quick swipes later the gauze around her sister’s mouth fell softly to the floor.
“Thanks, Rarity!”
“Of course, Sweetie Belle. Now if you’ll excuse me…” The unicorn levitated a few more items around Scootaloo, who looked nervously about. “Try not to move, darling. It will be over before you know it!”
To the surprise of everypony there, Rarity poured a bucket of water over the filly, and began to brush and peel the paint away. Scootaloo protested for a short time before being prodded back into place by Rarity’s tools. After drying her off, Rarity went about carefully placing foils in Scootaloo’s mane and tail, and then began to paint her properly. She made sure the coat color was cyan instead of some other off-blue color. “Stretch out your legs, Scootaloo. Wouldn’t want it peeling again, would you?” Scootaloo reluctantly stretched out each muscle in turn, Rarity coating the little cracks that would’ve gone unnoticed otherwise. That done, she gathered a few more brushes and strictly instructed the filly to sit still while she carefully colored her mane and tail.
“Finis!” She decreed, stepping back and revealing Scootaloo to her friends. The paint was properly placed and properly picked, and her mane and tail were slightly ruffled, but in all the right colors. Applebloom and Sweetie Belle’s friend now looked, for all the world, like an exact copy of a younger Rainbow Dash. Applebloom was extremely relieved that she didn’t have to look at ‘Zombie’ Dash any longer.
“Wow!” Said the pegasus, giving a little squeal. “I look just like Rainbow Dash! EEEEE!”
“I assume you fillies want to be on your way now, correct?”
“Yes, Rarity!” They chorused.
“Alright, you three know your way to Sweet Apple Acres? Oh, of course you do! Off you go, then! Don’t forget to trick-or-treat some more before you get there!”
Once outside the door, the fillies took stock of what they’d gathered at the Boutique, only to conclude that they had almost nothing inside their baskets. “Yer sister’s right, Sweetie Belle. We can’t go runnin’ around on this scavenger hunt on an empty stomach! Ya know what this means, right?”
“CUITE MARK CRUSADERS CANDY COLLECTORS!” They shouted, running to the nearest house. According to Scootaloo, it belonged to Carrot Top, who gave out the best candy around. She rapped on the door, and as it opened the girls shouted: “Trick or t-AHHHHHHHH!” and proceeded to run away from a severely wall-eyed Ditzy-Doo, who had dressed up as some black thing with a white belly, orange nose, and gasp…flippers!
“Muffins?!” She shouted, holding a bowl of the fluffy food. Once her right eye noticed the girls running off to her left, and her left noticed some more kids coming up on the right, she retreated inside. She then lied down on the floor, looking as dejected as she could while maintaining her cross-eyed stare. “Muffins…”
Carrot Top, who still didn’t know how her friend’s penguin costume was scaring the children, had instinctively walked to the poor pegasus and began to console her. “Don’t worry, Ditzy! The kids will take some eventually!”
Scootaloo, Sweetie Belle, and even Applebloom had been too frightened by Ditzy’s appearance to trick-or-treat before they realized they’d run all the way to Sweet Apple Acres. Granny Smith was sitting outside the house, wearing a pointy hat stuffed with straw. Applebloom was guessing that she was supposed to be a scarecrow as she approached.
“Hiya, Granny Smith!”
“Hellooo, younguns!” She gestured over to the barn. “Applejack’s tellin’ me to make all you lil fillies skedaddle to th’ barn. Have fun!”
The barn door was open a crack, and Sweetie Belle approached it tentatively before shouting ‘Trick-or-treat!’.
Her enthusiastic question turned exclamation was met with a bunch of bats bursting out the barn, squeaking loudly and crashing into the three fillies. Sweetie Belle was scared for only a second, as she began to think that the bats weren’t bothering her. There were actually three hanging from her tail, too light to notice. Scootaloo however, was plagued with the things before they flew off, not after giving her a good chase though. One bat latched on to Applebloom’s hat, perching there upside down and looking at her.
“Awwww…These things are really kinda cute!” She said, attempting to stroke its neck with her hoof. It flew away before she got the chance as Applejack exited the barn.
You could say that Applejack was wearing a costume, but it would be a farmer's costume. Specifically, a hat. It was suitable, considering that she'd been rounding up bats. It was still rather unfortunate that Sweetie Belle, her sister, and Rainbow Dash were there when they escaped. "Gallleeeee! Ah’m rightly sorry, Rainbow! Didn’t think they’d take such a likin’ to you! Say, shouldn’t ya be back home fer the scavenger hunt?”
Scootaloo proudly puffed out her wings. “I told you I looked like Rainbow Dash!”
“Pardon?”
“Not before my sister helped you!” Sweetie Belle interjected, accidentally dislodging the bats that had settled on her tail.
Applejack walked up to ‘Rainbow Dash’ and squinted her eyes. The hair was right, the skin was right, even the smile that was spreading ear to ear looked right, but she was way too small. There was also a slight difference in voice and eye color that she remembered as belonging to a certain friend of her sister’s “Scootaloo? That you?”
“Yeah! Cool, isn’t it?”
“Yeah, ‘s’perty cool an’ all, not to pick fave’rits, mind you.” Applejack stuck her head out the door and looked around, seeing some trees, some candles, and some certain old someone asleep near the door of the house. There was no one else outside. “Ain’t there sposed to be more kids runnin’ around? Ah thought Pinkie Pie was sposed to give every kid somethin’ fer the scavenger hunt.”
“We didn’t see anyone at Fluttershy’s cottage.” Said Scootaloo.
“Gee, Ah wonder why that was.”
“Hmm. Ah guess they just couldn’t figure out th’ first clue. Anyways, since there ain’t a soul here ‘cept you three, Ah’ll just tell you what you gotta do. Winnona!” She whistled for the dog, who appeared instantly. There was a miniature keg on hung on her collar. "Yah’ve gotta chase her an’ somehow take the keg. There’s a clue inside leadin’ to the next place.”
“Are we almost done with this scavenger hunt?” Scootaloo asked.
“Yeah, y’all’re almost done.” She whistled again at Winnona. “Go on! Git!”
The dog took off towards the door the fillies were gathered around. They tried to block her by piling in front of it, and Winnona slowed down, almost as if she knew she couldn’t pass them. When Sweetie Belle lunged forward to grab her collar, she ran through the gap and out the barn door.
“We’re never gonna catch her!”
Scootaloo, not one to lose, looked around for something she could use to help her catch the crafty canine. Applebloom’s wagon and harness were leaned against the wall, so she took it down and hopped in. Her wings flapped furiously to create the familiar buzzing sound before she took off after Winnona, Applebloom and Sweetie Belle cheering her all the way.
Scootaloo managed to catch up to the dog just as they entered the orchard. Winnona now had the advantage. She wasn’t in a hard to turn wagon that sent leaves all over the place while trying to dodge the trees. The pegasus could just make out Winnona running beside her, confident that she was uncatchable. Scootaloo started to push her towards a gap in the trees, and then picked up the harness. Gotta get this juuust right…There! She threw the harness just in front of her, successfully hooking it to the farm dog. Beating her wings in the opposite direction, Scootaloo got Winnona shoved far enough in the harness to bring them to a stop before she quickly hopped out and ran to her, pulling off the collar in triumph.
Winnona wriggled out of her harness and hopped into the wagon, panting and wagging her tail happily, knowing that she had a free ride back to the barn.
“I got it, I got it!” she shouted as she approached the barn.
“Well, Ah’ll be, Scootaloo. That was perty smart o’ ya.”
“Thanks!” She beamed at her friends and Applejack, handing her sister the keg.
Applebloom pulled it open and, sure as sugar, a note fell out. She unfurled it and read the note out loud.
“’A Mysterious Memoir of Mystical Magic’?”
“It’s underlined,” Sweetie Belle pointed out. “That means it’s a book, right?”
“Oh yea, Ah knew that!” She rolled the note back up, stuffed it in the keg and returned it to Applejack. “Twilight oughtta have that, don’tcha think?”
“Yup. Sure does. Y’all should go an’ check it out.”
The three fillies bolted out the door, a faint ‘Thanks, Applejack!’ escaping them as they got further away.
Twilight was right at the door to answer it when Applebloom knocked. Truthfully, she'd been expecting ponies coming in and out all night, and had impatiently tapped her hooves to the point that Spike yelled at her to stop before he promptly went back to sleep. "Oh, thank Celestia!" she muttered before opening the door. “Hello, my little ponies! How goes the hunt?”
“Scary!”
“Boring!”
“Fun!”
“Hey!” The three chorused as they began to argue.
“It’s okay, girls. Everyone is entitled to their own opinion. Why don’t you come on in?” She waved a hoof towards her multitude of bookshelves. “Looking for something?”
“Yeah, Ah think it's called somethin’ like ‘Bumblebore’s Mysterious Magic Book’?”
“That’s ‘A Mysterious Memoir of Mystical Magic’.” Twilight corrected.
“It’d be in the ‘M’ section, right?”
Twilight took this moment to put on her poker face, which was as difficult to do as asking Rainbow Dash to sit still. “Oh…I don’t know. It could be, but Spike didn’t organize the shelves today.” She nodded in the direction of his basket, which held the sleeping, snoring dragon.
“Well, it’s the best place to look right now.” Said Scootaloo, heading for the ‘M’s. “Let’s see…’Neighbors; How to Live With Them,’ ‘The Neighsayers’, ‘The Neigh Team’, ‘Nightmare Moon, A History,…” She paused, noticing something strange. “Wait! These are all books that start with the letter ‘n’!”
Sweetie Belle and Applebloom, who had been in the ‘A’ section exclaimed something similar. “All of these books begin with the letter ‘z’! Twilight? Did you mess up the order of your books?”
The unicorn threw up her hoofs in mock surrender and shrugged. “Oh, maybe, but Spike’s the one in charge of organizing, I just put the books on the return pile.” Her terribly transparent web of lies almost fell apart as she pointed to an empty spot on her desk. “Oh! It looks as if someone put the books away already, incorrectly, too! I’m going to have to have a word with my number one assistant about his work ethic.” She giggled hesitantly, unsure if her lies were coming across as intended.
Applebloom briefly thought about rousing Spike from his slumber, but then thought against it. Scootaloo however, ran right up to him and shook his shoulders while screaming ‘Spike, help us!’.
He didn’t wake up, but only mumbled. “Remember Spike…’F’s in the ‘U’ section…’C’s in the ‘X’s…” He then started snoring and humming the alphabet song.
“Can y’at least tell us what the book looks like, Twilight?”
“Yes.”
“Okay then…are ya gonna tell us?”
“Yes.”
“When are ya goin’ ta tell us?”
“When you ask me to tell you.”
“Can y’tell me what the book we’re lookin’ for looks like?”
“Yes, I can.”
Applebloom moaned in frustration. “Why won’tcha tell us already?!”
Twilight, who was trying to turn this into a speech lesson, felt that she was ready to give up, fearing that she’d made the filly upset. “I…I…”
“Twilight?” Sweetie Belle interrupted. “Could you please tell us what the book ‘A Mysterious Memoir of Mystical Magic’ looks like?”
“Of course, Sweetie Belle!” She beamed at the unicorn, who she knew had some trouble concentrating and thinking normally, but had come to her friends’ rescue. “It’s a big book, bound in leather with two straps on its spine.”
Okay, so if it was a big book, like Twilight said, it wouldn’t be in the kids section on any of the shelves. It was also a memoir, which got rid of the Fiction category. Adventure was also ruled out, but some of the wider categories the book could fall under included Mathematics, Science, Biography, Autobiography, Reference, and Education, which all seemed to be full of big, leather bound books with two straps on them.
“Remember what Spike said? He was mumbling about putting the books in the wrong places, like ‘C’s in the ‘X’ shelf.”
Applebloom started humming the alphabet song, and noticed something. “Hey! ‘C’ an’ ‘X’ are in the same places if ya’ flip the alphabet around! A, B, C, and Z, Y, X!”
“You’re a genius Applebloom!” Scootaloo ran up to and hugged her friend, before stepping back and cocking her head at an angle. “But then where are the ‘M’s?”
“Ah think they’re in the ‘N’ section.”
Those two raced off towards the ‘N’s, but Sweetie Belle saw this differently. The book clearly started with an ‘A’, didn’t it? This mixed with her idea of Applebloom’s reading of one of the titles, ‘The Neighsayers’, it began with a ‘T’, but it was in the ‘M’ section? She was too confused to think about it anymore and walked off towards the ‘Z’ section. Most of the books were covered with dust, meaning they hadn’t been moved, and did begin with the letter ‘Z’. She was beginning to think that if Twilight reorganized, that she really didn’t know what she was doing. After a few sweeps at different levels of the shelf, she found a big, leather bound book with two straps. It was bright and shiny as if it’d been handled recently, and had the title ‘A Mysterious Memoir of Mystical Magic’. Sweetie Belle stretched up, knocked the book off the shelf for it to land with a loud thud, before matter-of-factly saying ‘Found it’.
“Congratulations Sweetie Belle!” Twilight clapped and smiled at Rarity’s sister. They were both overwhelmed with pride, even for such a simple task.
Applebloom was just appreciative, and came up and flipped to the page that had been bookmarked and began to read aloud.
“‘It has been known for millenia that pegasi are the only form of ponies capable of naturally walking on the clouds, but there is a spell that allows unicorns, and normal ponies as well, the same ability.’” She skipped past about the part of how much magic to focus and to where, as she couldn’t perform it, much less understand it. “’As for being able to bend the clouds to your will, you must simply point a Focus at one and proclaim, ‘Cumuli Domitto.’’” She closed the book and turned to Twilight. “Why 's the word ‘Focus’ have a big ‘F’ ‘nstead of a small one?”
“Because it’s a proper noun, Applebloom.” Seeing the look of confusion on each of the fillies, she spoke again. “It’s a specific thing, not just a word.” Twilight bent down to pick something up and then set it on the desk. It looked like a plain stick. Twilight went on to explain otherwise.
“This is a small elder branch, which is capable of holding a spell inside that’s able to be released by any kind of pony at any time. Once it’s been enchanted, it’s called a Focus.” Her horn shown for a second and the branch levitated shortly before falling back onto the desk with a purple glow. She also took the liberty of giving Sweetie Belle and Applebloom the ability to walk on clouds. “Now, when you get outside, point this at Rainbow Dash’s house and say the spell you found in the book.”
“So it’s kinda like a wand?” Applebloom asked before picking up the branch.
“Yes! Exactly.”
“So all she has to say is Cu-“
“Don’t say it inside!” Twilight cut her off. “Whatever you do, don’t say it inside.”
With neither child understanding the ominous warning, they stepped outside and walked a short distance to Rainbow Dash’s castle. It looked just as foreboding and eerie as it had that morning.
Applebloom took the wand in one hoof, gave it a swish and a flick, and proclaimed, “Come-you-lie, dome-it-too!”
Nothing happened.
Applebloom tried once more, then again, then again, before finally giving up and throwing the branch on the ground. “Ah knew wands weren’t real!”
“You’re just not saying it right, Applebloom. It’s Kyoom-you-lie, doh-mite-oh, not Come-you-lie, dome-it-too.” Sweetie Belle's reassuring tone did nothing to lighten Applebloom’s spirit, so she took the wand in hoof and pointed it at Rainbow’s Castle, swishing, flicking, and loudly proclaiming, ‘Kyoom-you-lie, doh-mite-oh!’
With a flash of purple lightning from the Focus, Rainbow Dash’s cloud home convulsed. Some arcs buzzed around inside the clouds, thundering and protesting before a spiral staircase of cloud came shooting out, colliding with the ground and creating a low fog.
Scootaloo charged forward and ran up the steps. She paused only briefly to tell her friends to hurry up before she continued the rest of the way. Sweetie Belle and Applebloom took a tentative step forward, then another before realizing that the cloud really was holding their weight, and ran up after their friend.
“Rainbow Dash?” Scootaloo had started to shout, but then her voice faltered as she noticed that the inside of the castle was as creepy as the outside. Cloud statues were placed inside indents in the walls; ones of dragons, griffons, manticores, and even the traditional gruesome gargoyles. The house was lit naturally, which would’ve been nice, if it wasn’t naturally from lightning. Arcs buzzed around beneath the filly’s feet, never hitting her, but scaring her all the same.
Applebloom and Sweetie Belle came in behind her, also noticing the dark décor. “How did Rainbow Dash find the time to do all of this?”
“She’s just a weather pony, she don’t have ta wor-“
A flash of lightning and a scream cut Applebloom off, but it didn’t belong to either of the three. Instead, it came from somewhere above them. The clouds slightly muffled it, but it could still clearly be heard. It was a female pony, shouting for help.
“I’ll help you, Rainbow Dash!” Scootaloo took off for the nearest flight of stairs and began to climb them, her friends in pursuit. As they got to the top, the screaming became clear, and it was also clear that it didn’t belong to Rainbow Dash, but to…
“Princess Celestia?” The three chorused, noticing her on the opposite tower.
She wore a look of pure shock and terror, cowering on the floor. "Oh help me, please help me!” She screamed, a threatening shape lumbering towards her. It was one of a HUGE cloud gargoyle, complete with sharp looking wings, sharp looking teeth, and even sharper looking claws. It seemed to pay no attention to the group of fillies as they ran to the Princess’ rescue.
Applebloom took a high jump and followed it up with one of her signature karate-kicks, only just contacting the giant gargoyle, then falling down onto the clouds. Scootaloo simply charged at the creature, but turn and fled, tail between her legs as it turned to gaze at her. Sweetie Belle however, had unwrapped her gauze and tied it around one of the gargoyle’s legs, occasionally poking her horn at it and giving it a small buck.
Seeing her friend in that situation, Applebloom jumped up even higher than last time, connecting with the giant at the same time Scootaloo flew up and pushed the head forward. Together, the fillies had started the gargoyle’s fall, and it gained momentum until crashing onto and starting to disappear into the cloud floor, causing the castle to release a large crack of lightning and a loud boom of thunder.
As the noise died down, Applebloom threw off her costume and started turning in circles. “Alright! Where’s mah Princess Rescuin’ cutiemark? What ‘s it look like?”
Scootaloo scratched away a bit of paint from her flank, and Sweetie Belle unwrapped a piece of gauze in the same place, only to discover that neither had gotten their cutiemarks from saving Princess Celestia. They hung their heads for a few seconds before hearing a curious noise.
Princess Celestia was laughing.
Her previously awful looking face became cheerful and giddy. “That was so fun!” She exclaimed, sounding nothing like the Princess everyone knew. “I haven’t played ‘damsel in distress’ for over a thousand years! Can we do it again, Luna?”
“Luna?” The fillies turned back to the disappearing gargoyle, and, sure enough, the Princess of the Night stood up from the wreck of her creepy creation. She shook the remaining clouds off and beamed at her sister.
“Of course!” She said, releasing a silver giggle. “Hopefully another group of children will be able to save the poor princess before she falls victim to the big bad gargoyle!” Her voice equally shared sarcasm and pure joy.
“So ya weren’t really in trouble, Princess?”
“Oh, of course not, my little ponies!” She walked up to and knelt down next to the three, laughing again. “Luna and I couldn’t possibly have done this at Canterlot, but Twilight Sparkle invited us to celebrate, and we couldn’t pass up the opportunity to enjoy the holiday!”
“Can you keep it down?!”
The real Rainbow Dash flew up from the tower and hovered lazily towards the group, smirking at her younger self next to her new friends. “Lookin’ good, Rainbow Dash!” she gave her doppelganger a hoof bump before turning back to Princess Celestia. “In all seriousness, Princess, I have to work tomorrow.” She gave a big yawn, suggesting that she was very tired, maybe twenty percent more than normally.
“Yes, Rainbow Dash. We understand. Come on children!” She called over her shoulder as she and her sister walked back down the stairs. “Let’s get out of Rainbow Dash’s hair for the night.”
The group of giggly goddesses and flighty fillies walked the short distance back to Twilight’s library before letting themselves in. The unicorn was busy re-rearranging the books that were stacked almost up to the ceiling around her. Princess Celestia gave a small cough, causing Twilight to turn around and trot towards her tutor, bowing slightly to both Princesses in turn.
Rather than exchanging pleasantries with the royal sisters, Twilight bent down to look Applebloom in the eye. She was looking tired and dejectedly at the ground, along with her friends. “Applebloom? How can you be upset? You just saved the Princesses! It’s not as if you had to run to another castle!”
“Ah know, Ah know, Twilight. But we still don’t have our cutiemarks!”
“And on top of that, we barely got any candy, because we were too busy with the scavenger hunt!”
“Yeah! Why did we do that anyway if we don’t get some sort of reward?”
A silent understanding passed between tutor and pupil, before Twilight replied. “I think I have just the reward you need…”
“Trick-or-Treat!”
The group waited a few seconds before Mr. and Mrs. Cake answered the door with a bowl of candy. They gasped, dropped the bowl, and bowed as they saw Princess Celestia and Princess Luna behind the three fillies, all of them smiling from ear to ear.
As Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo, and Applebloom had their baskets filled to bursting upon request of the Princesses, they were reminded why All Hallows Eve was one of their favorite holidays. Behind the grim and dark, and the dead trees and leaves, there were smiles and laughter and all manner of good times.
Behind it all, no matter what, there was always the joy of the holiday spirits.
