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		Description

Today is the day. 
Rarity had made the perfect tuxedo to go with the perfect date. She has the perfect everything set up. All she's going to do is take a nap, then she's going to go talk to her friends about her plans. In her mind, there is nothing that could possibly make her change her mind.
Then the fire happens.
But even something like a fire won't change what Rarity knows she has to do. Spike has waited so long for her to say those words, she'll say them even if she has to say them from the hospital.
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”I’m sure Spike will love this. I can finally tell him how I feel, but I have to get this just right.”
I know that I’ve been working on this for a while, I haven't slept in more than three days, but he is worth it. Spike has always been there for me, always willing to do much more than his share of the work. Not only that, but he has always cared for me. It isn’t just the work, but I can see something in his eyes that makes me feel like the most beautiful mare in the room. And he asks for nothing in return.
All he wants is for me to love him, I know it.
I’m looking down at this fabric, trying to figure out if there’s anything wrong with the design so far. I can’t find anything, but maybe I should give it another glance anyway. There’s no way that I can just do "good enough," I have to do my best. This has to be my best work, better than anything else that I’ve done. Then I have to ask him to dinner, and tell him everything that I know he deserves to hear.
Or maybe not.
Maybe I’ll make it more of a surprise. Oh, that would be magnificent as well. He comes in, thinking that we’re going to go get some gems. Maybe we do, and come back to some pony having fixed a magnificent dinner for the two of us. I could ask Fluttershy, or maybe Twilight. Probably Fluttershy. It’s all going to be so perfect. I’ll have this perfect tuxedo for him, and then we’ll have the most perfect meal that I can possibly have made for the two of us. Then I say those words, those three elusive words, and he says them to me.
It will be so romantic, it’ll be perfect.
All I need to do is add a few more things to this tuxedo, then I can take a nap. I wouldn’t want my special time with Spike, (our date I still can’t get past saying that), it’s going to be perfect. It has to be. That’s why I can’t go there tired, I have to be at my best as well. I don’t think it will be too much trouble making sure that I get up in time for me to plan everything with Fluttershy. I should probably tell Twilight about my plans, there is positively no need for her to worry about any of this.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
It’s warmer in here than I remember, but it feels kind of nice.
The smell of smoke, it’s never pleasant. Part of me knows that this isn’t anything to worry about, though, it must be Sweetie Belle making something to eat. Maybe she’s here for breakfast, or maybe she thought that it’d be a great idea to make dinner for me. She’s always been such a sweet little girl, I can’t think of anyone else who I’d rather want as a little sister. My thoughts are interrupted, and the worries come to mind, when I suddenly hear crackling.
No, no, no.
I quickly open my eyes to see the bright orange of the flame. That’s not how this day was supposed to go. This was going to be my perfect day, when I finally told Spike-wikey just what he means to me. This wasn’t supposed to be a day when my house burns down. This is definitely the worst possible - no time for that, I have to make sure that I get Opal out and make sure that my sister isn’t anywhere to be found in here. I can’t lose either of them, the possessions are … replaceable.
Over the next few minutes, I rush around the house. I hope that Opal will forgive me for throwing her out of the window. It isn’t as though we’re on the second floor when I see her, so I know the darling will be all right. Now all I have to make sure that Sweetie is outside of here, and that’s when I see the unconscious form of what looks to be my darling little sister. I can’t lose her, I just can’t. I have to snatch her up, get her out of here.
I start to move her, try to sit her on my back, and that’s when I hear some creaking. It doesn't take an engineer to know what the sound of a creaking ceiling means. Even I know the telltale sound of splintering wood. That’s the sound that tells me that it’s time to go from grabbing and running to making sure I get her out of here. The grab becomes a throw, right through a window. I certainly hope that she isn’t too mad at me for hurting her, but it’s the first thing that I thought of. I had to get her out, I’m sure she’ll understand.
That’s the last thought I have before everything goes to black. Well, that and the subtle hope that it isn’t too painful as pieces of the ceiling end up slamming against me.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
“I think she’s finally waking up. Go get Doctor Kindheart.”
I know that voice, it’s Nurse Tenderheart. I would think that the afterlife wouldn’t have the nurse, and a doctor. Then again, I don’t know anything about the afterlife. Maybe it’s just everyday life, maybe it’s continuing what you were doing before. Oh, that would be terrific. I’m going to wake up in a hospital, likely working too hard, and then I’m going to go tell Spike how I feel. It’ll still be great, even if there’s no possible way that it can be perfect anymore. It won’t be real, either, but at least I’ll have him for all eternity.
“Ah, Rarity, how much I wish we weren’t seeing each other under such … circumstances.” I hear the kind voice of the doctor, opening my eyes to see that one of my eyes isn’t working. A hoof moves to feel gauze, which makes everything make sense. Well, no, it makes very little make sense. “To be honest, I wasn’t completely sure you’d make it. Not many ponies can live after a ceiling collapses in on them. You really need to thank Time Turner, if he hadn’t noticed the fire we might not be talking to you right now.”
Well, there goes that fantasy.
I still have a lot to look forward to, at least. I might have to spend some time in the hospital, but at least I’m alive. The real thing will be much better than my afterlife fantasy anyway. “What happened? I remember hearing the ceiling creak, I suppose it caved in on me. Your words have told me that.” There’s another question that I have to ask. “And just how bad is it? How long am I going to be trapped in here? I have to go talk to my friends, and I have a date later. Oh, it’s going to be marvelous.”
The look on his face doesn’t make me confident. “There were some heavy burns, some crack ribs. A few sections of your back have some trauma. Your horn was fractured.” I don’t know if I should stop him now, or if I should let him continue. “As well as … I don’t know how to explain it. I think it would probably be better if you saw it for yourself.” Oh, it can’t possibly be that bad. Maybe there are a few scars, maybe my cutie mark has been burnt off. Oh, a few scars will be easy to cover up.
Also, the lack of pain obviously means I’m on some sort of pain medicine.
“Oh, darling, it can’t possibly be that bad. Just remove his gauze, bring up a mirror, and then I’ll take a look for myself.” I put on my best smile. He just looked at me for a few moments, then he went to remove the gauze. 
“Keep your eyes closed, though. I’ll be back with a mirror, I don’t want you freaking out too much without somepony here to comfort you.”
Once again, my confidence is being diminished.
I follow his instructions, though, and soon enough he comes back in with a mirror. “Are you completely sure you are ready? There’s no shame in taking a few more days in here, and maybe talking to a few friends. Or maybe I should go get one of them for you … maybe the blue pegasus. Rainbow Dash, I think her name is.” That’s a kind gesture, but I don't know if she’s the type that needs to be here right now anyway. Besides, it’s just me opening my eyes.
“I’m sure.” With that, I open both of my eyes and look at the mirror. I wish that I hadn’t. The lack of sight hadn’t been because of the gauze. My eye still isn't working, it seems like I only have a right eye now. If that’s the only problem, though, it wouldn’t be so bad. There are a ton of ponies that have an eye problem. I could even get a fake eye that covers up the problem. I would have to get used to having one eye, but that’s a small thing compared to what I see.
My face, it’s hideous. It isn't just the fact that I'm stuck with one eye, there're more to it. Along my muzzle, the entirety of it. No fur, that's not so bad. The fact that it looks like one giant patch of pink scar with holes, that's something that I don't know how to respond to. One of my cheeks, my right cheek, is slightly swollen. That's not so bad, but it's also a far more scarred than I would have thought was actually possible.
My mane, my beautiful mane. It isn't all gone, and I'm not sure if that doesn't make it slightly worse. It's half there, my head looks partially as if somepony has taken a scalpel to it. I'm not used to seeing the top of my head, especially not like this. A lack of a mane might have been better than what I'm seeing, it's definitely the same horrendous pink that I see on my cheek and muzzle. I think I can see why the eye was removed, the scar extends from my head all the way down my face.
I stand up a little in the bed, turning. I'm curious at this point, even if I know I shouldn't be. My back is even worse than I expected. I see patches of fur, but it's mostly gone. It looks as though there are more areas of scar than those without. Definitely have to thank the pain medicine, then. I don't know if I want to see anymore, but my eye eventually moves to see that not even my left shoulder is unharmed. I try to move my left arm, just to feel the scarred skin fight back against my movement.
Being alive is good, but maybe it isn't the gift that I might have initially thought that it might be. I’m quite the scarred mare. All I’ve ever had is my beauty, and now it’s gone. The more I look into the mirror, and see what I look like, I feel something I haven't felt for a long time. I've done so many great things for everypony. It isn't very often that I really ask for anything in return. Yet here I am, sitting in a hospital, my face looking more like a Nightmare Night mask than what my face should actually look like. I don't even know when I started screaming, when I started thrashing around. It isn’t like me to do that, it’s so unladylike, but I just can’t stop.
This has to be fake, this just has to.
A few second later, I feel a sensation in my head and I drift off to unconsciousness.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
“We’re going to need you to help us take care of Rarity.” I know that voice, once again it’s the voice of the nurse. She’s always been so nice to me. I really should apologize for being so rude. I think I might have broken that mirror. Even if I’m hideous, even if I’m not likely to be able to show my face in public again, I cannot act like that. I am a lady, and that means that I have to hold myself to certain standards.
“Of course we’re gonna be there fer her.” The sound of Applejack’s voice never sounded so amazing. It’s something that I had made fun of, once upon a time. “If’n you hadn’t kicked us out, we would’a been here the entire time.” That sounds just like them, just like my friends. A tear falls from my remaining eye as I open them both and look at the group.
“Oh hey, she’s awake.” Rainbow Dash is always there for me. I have to wonder how she took being kicked out. 
“I hope you’re all right, Rarity.” Fluttershy is always the first to ask those types of things. “I just couldn’t sleep at all these past nights, knowing that you’re here like this.” I would give her a hug, but I don’t really think I can move that much. I’m awake, but I don’t feel like I’m all that awake.
“I’m perfectly all right darling. Though I doubt that we’ll be doing our weekly spa trips anymore, unfortunately.”
“Take your time, Rarity. I couldn’t possibly rush you back into those.” She’s so sweet, she doesn’t understand what I’m saying. “Those are just to help us relax anyway. If you’re not relaxed while you’re there, then they’ll just have to be put off until later.”
“I doubt we will actually ever go again, darling.” Fluttershy looks at me confused, so I elaborate. “I doubt I’m going to be going outside much … looking like this.” I try to smile, but it doesn’t come. This is something that I’m just going to have to deal with. I don’t look like I did before, and I’m not going to act like that doesn’t change everything. To be more precise, I don’t think that I look -
Why is an angry looking Pinkie Pie in my face?
“Don’t you talk like that.” I notice that the others are trying to pull her back. After a few moments, they succeed. “You’re still beautiful, Rarity. It’d take something a lot stronger than that to make that change.” It’s around that time that they let her go. I look to see that it actually had taken all of them to pull back one angry Pinkie, even Applejack. Yet they let her go. All she’s doing is just standing there and she's crying. 
“Pinkie… I ….” I’m ugly and I know it.
In the end, I’m being hugged by all five of my friends. Oh, this is the most wonderful thing I could have possibly asked for. I don't know what it is about them hugging me, but there’s a new thought that comes into my head. Maybe it won’t be so bad. I know that people will look at me different, but I can still try to look my best. I can still be the same Rarity that they all know, the one they all care for, the one that loves them all dearly.
And maybe, just maybe, I can be the one that still loves Spike.
“I was hoping that you might bring my Spikey-wikey here. There’s something that I do have to say to him.” There’s something about being with my friends that’s making me optimistic. This might not be the perfect date, I might not have the perfect tuxedo, but this is something that will just have to do. If anyone can make me happy right now, it’s Spike. He’ll be there for me, I just know it. 
He’ll love me like I love him.
“Sure thing, Rarity. He actually slept in the waiting room, I’ll go get him.” I wonder if that means the library has been closed. Oh well, it’ll open again after today. Right now, though, I have a certain dragon that I have to confess my feelings to. 
It takes a couple of minutes, but the poor dear was likely asleep.
It only takes a moment, right when he comes in, for everything to shatter. I notice that he tries to take the look off his face, replace it with a smile, but some things are impossible to not see. Some expressions hold more power than others, and this one expression made me feel like the ugliest mare in the entire world. 
“I … I think I should go open the library, Twi.” I know excuses, I’ve made plenty. Then everything becomes blurry again, this time because of the sting of those word. I’m hideous, the ugliest mare in the world, and nopony can tell me otherwise now.

	