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		Chapter 1: "I Have Become Death, the Destroyer of Worlds"



Year Of Megan 1938, New Mexicolt
The land was barren and parched, sand relieved only by stray scrub bushes and the occasional stunted tree.  It was a wasteland, good for little save the purpose to which it had now been dedicated.
The diplomats – representatives from Lippanzer and Neighpon – moved uncomfortably in their silken formal coats in this desert.  They were in an unfriendly land, a country which they knew to be on the brink of war with their own.  War – almost unthinkable in this modern age, this age of steamships and railroads, airships and airplanes, in which the arts of industry had been applied to make weapons far more destructive than the sabers and lances or even the flintlock pistols, of old.
It had been over a century and a half since the last major war between civilized Powers – and that had been an affair of lines of ponies, away from major towns – shooting at each other on a chosen field by mutual consent.  Thousands had perished.  Should war come now, in a time of aerial explosives and automatic-loading rifled musketry – hundreds of thousands might die.
It seemed impossible.
But the Leader of Lippanzer had made his demands in the lands over the eastern sea; the Shogun of Neighpon in the lands over the western.  Between them, Steellion marshaled his forces.  Armies, fleets, and air-squadrons were massing.  There had already been violent incidents – only a few deaths, but harbingers of what might come.  The part of the world still under sane leadership had trembled in growing fear for the last five years.
Trembled – and acted.  The Ponies of the West had studied certain advanced physical theories, worked in secret for that half-decade.  Now, the fruits of their labors would be revealed.
Out in the desert there stood an incongruous metal tower.  A few hundred feet high, made of steel girders, with a sphere at the top.  The diplomats murmured in confusion as the soldiers led them to this tower, as they were told that this was the fabled device.  Their confusion was worse as they were then led back several miles the way they had come, to a squat concrete building.
“What is the meaning of this?” asked Ritten Truper, the Lippanzer ambassador.  “I thought you meant to demonstrate your device?”
“Indeed we do,” replied Green Grove, the general in charge of the project.
“Then why have you taken us back to this building?  Would we not have a better view of the device from a few hundred yards away?”
One of the scientists, tall and gawky, snorted to herself.  “Heh, you certainly would!”
“Finemare, shut your trap!” snapped the general.
Another scientist intervened.  He was a broad-shouldered, saturnine stallion.  “The nature of the device,” he said smoothly, “is such that its operation may be more safely viewed from a considerable distance.”
“Danke schon, I understand,” said Ritten Truper.  “You are?”
“Oppenhorser,” replied the scientist.
“You look ---“
“I am, in fact, an émigré from Lippanzer,” Oppenhorser said.  “Your government decided that my continued residence in the old country was – unwelcome.  I believe you will soon conclude that this was an unwise policy.”
“I would never criticize the decision of our Leader,” replied Ritten Truper uncomfortably.
Technicians appeared with dark glasses.  The diplomats donned them, not without protest.
“How are we to witness the demonstration wearing these?” groused Ritten Truper.
“I believe that the demonstration will still be clearly visible,” explained Oppenhorser.  “These are to protect your sight while you watch.”
“My sight?” asked Ritten Truper.  “What is this to be, some sort of a giant flash bulb?”
But Oppenhorser motioned him to look through the small view slits in front.  “The test is about to begin.”
A voice on a loudspeaker began to count down.
“Thirty,” it said.  “Twenty-nine.  Twenty-eight.  Twenty-seven.”
Someone threw a switch.
“Electrical igniters armed,” said one of the technicians.  He glanced at a bank of green-lit bulbs.  “All igniters normal.  We have a go on fusing.”
“Twenty-five,” said the loudspeaker.  “Twenty-four, twenty-three, twenty-two.”
Another switch thrown.
“Mechanical separation of hemispheres,” said a technician, checking another bank of lights.  “Shielding disengaged.”
“Twenty-one, twenty, …”
“Woops!” said Finemare, looking at a gauge.  “Wow, that’s a bit hotter than we predicted!”
Everyone but the diplomats tensed.  Green Groves turned to Oppenhorser.
“Do we abort?” he asked?  A technician put his hoof on a switch.
“Fifteen, fourteen …”
Oppenhorser checked the gauge.
“Continue,” he said.  “Just a small surge.”
“Ten, nine …”
Finemare chuckled.  “Bet ten bits we don’t burn the atmosphere …”
“Five, four …”
“How would I collect?” asked Oppenhorser.
“Three, two …”
“Burn the atmosphere?” wondered Ritten Truper aloud.  No one answered him.
“One, zero!”
A technician threw a switch.
For a timeless moment, everything was still.
The Sun rose in the west, behind the tower.
That was how it first looked to Ritten Truper.  Then he realized that the Sun was rising within the tower.
Then he realized that it wasn’t the Sun.
“Dai Amaterasu!” shrieked a Neighponese ambassador.
A sphere as hot as the Sun expanded from where the tower had been, casting a harsh light across the desert landscape.  For an instant, the brilliance was painful even through the dark glasses.  The globe of intolerable radiance swelled, rose, and dimmed as something sucked dust up to cover it, the dust sent spiraling up in a column of black smoke, litten from within by the fireball.  The ball of hot plasma rose through its column of dust, which began to swell at the top, opening out like a vast cap covering the sky.
All at first in silence, save for the gasps of the observing ponies.  Then, the ground began to rumble.  Plaster dust spilled from the ceiling.
“Seismic pressure wave,” commented Finemare, a manic grin upon her face.  “Soon … soon …”
Furnace-hot wind tore at their faces, lashing them with stinging dust that would have made them glad of the dark glasses had they been able to think.  Which they could not, for with the wind came the Sound.
It was a thunderclap, the greatest thunderclap they had ever known, but it rolled on, and on, and on, punishing them with its volume, driving them back on their hooves with its sheer force, even protected as they were by the mass of the bunker.  All their ears were flattened in defense against the voice of thunder, and still it rolled on and on and on, shaking their world.  It was three miles away, and yet it was as if a howitzer shell had gone off less than thirty yards away.
It was the sound of the air, first pushed out by that flash of superhot plasma, then roiling back in to fill the vacuum as the dying fireball climbed that smoke-stalk into the stratosphere.  It went on and on and on as the tortured atmosphere rippled in waves bigger than battleships, then it faded away as the air calmed and the light dimmed back to normality.  Suddenly blinded, the ponies removed their glasses to observe the colossal cloud.
For the dust had not settled.  Riding the tremendous column of superheated air, it had spread out into a great mass of smoke, spreading out many miles above the barren and now blasted plain.  Huge, ominous, still lit from within by a spectral rainbow shine, it resembled nothing so much as an impossible, gigantic mushroom.
Oppenhorser stared at it in awe.
“I have become Death, the destroyer of worlds,” he intoned, quoting an ancient scripture.
Green Groves was more prosaic.  He turned toward the foreign ambassadors.
“We have a line going,” he said bluntly.  "We can mass-produce them.  Just imagine them going off over one of your armies – your fleets – your cities.  Gentlemen – do you still want war?”
Ritten Truper was pale.  One of the Neighponese ambassadors was openly weeping.
The conclusion was obvious to any sane pony.
The Leader of Lippanzer was not a sane pony.  He declared that he would not be stopped by any threat.  “I am no coward,” he declared.  “No compassion cow.  There will be no surrender!”
His generals looked at each other and came to the only sane conclusion.
It was reported as a heart attack brought on by stress.
The war across the Eastern Sea did not start.
The Mikado of Neighpon was more sensible.  He assembled a force of loyal officers and executed a perfect coup-from-above against the military junta which had controlled his country.
“Diplomatic matters,” he explained in his first-ever radio address, “have developed in a matter not necessarily to our advantage.”
The war across the Western Sea did not start.
The ponies would never fight a World War.  And the power of the atom would never be used in anger by ponies against any pony city.  Such was a cruelty of which their kind were not yet capable.
But there were forces beyond their knowledge in the universe, forces out of their most primal myths, forces which had patiently waited beyond the walls separating world from world.  And the scientists of the Manehattan Project had built their bomb better than they knew.
Most of the fireball was only as hot as the surface of the Sun.  But temperature distribution was in part random -- and quantum effects loom large on a small scale.  There were whole cubic femtometers near the center of the colliding plutonium hemispheres which became – very briefly – as hot as the Sun’s core.  And there were cubic attometers which attained – even more briefly – temperatures approaching that of the first nanosecond after the Big Bang.
An attometer was as good as an opened stable door to some of those forces.
Not all of them were malign.
Not all of them.
Several days before the test, Dr. Sweetie Finemare had decided to hedge her bet on the possibility of the nuclear fission reaction spreading beyond the bomb and at a minimum destroying the bunker, by visiting her husband, Rich Greentree, and spending a glorious and possibly final night with him.  This was strictly against project protocol, and General Green Groves would have been furious had he known that she had done this. 
In fact, Green Groves had already instituted several security measures, including an extra guard post and two locked doors, specifically to prevent Finemare from exercising her hobby of wandering about the project at will in utter defiance of the regulations.  Green Groves knew how important was the Manehattan Project, and though he did not really believe Finemare was a spy, he did not want to allow even the possibility of a leak.
These security measures worked about as well as security measures usually did against Finemare, which is to say they provided her with what zookeepers would term an “enriched environment” for the entertainment of their captives.  Finemare picked a padlock, jiggered a combination lock, and sweet-talked her way with a wink and a case of hooch past the guards.
Green Groves would not find out for several years that several of the foreign scientists working for the project actually were spies working for Steellion, and feeding him weekly reports on its operations.  But that is another story.
What is important to this story is that the ponies had not yet discovered just how dangerous hard radiation can be to an unborn foal, and consequently Finemare – whose husband had come down with an inoperable cancer, and hence had little time left to sire offspring – had no reason to believe that she should, and thus done absolutely nothing to prevent conception.  And Nature took its course.
At the moment that the Trinity device vaporized a steel tower in the desert, and provided a spectacular fireworks show for the ambassadors and scientists and technicians and soldiers stationed in that bunker, two equine embryos had attached themselves to the walls of Finemare’s womb.  This was uncommon – ponies normally have single births.
What was even more uncommon were the two packets of information, compressed into data at the sub-quantum scale, that rode the gamma rays from the detonation, then sensed the incipent lives within Dr. Sweetie Finemare and steered their respective gamma photons on a precisely chosen course into that womb, which resulted in them decohering and expanding into nanoscale patterns of electromagnetism in just the right places to avoid harming those lives, and attaching themselves to the nascent nerve nets of those two tiny masses of cells.
This of course required a feat of calculation impossible to even the brilliant mind of Sweetie Finemare, or indeed to any computers that ponies would develop in their wondrous, short and tragic Second Age.  But it was well within the intellectual powers of two Cosmic Principles.
So it was that Dr. Sweetie Finemare, who had helped to give birth to the Atomic Age, in about twelve months gave birth in a more conventional sense to twin foals.  They were very obviously fraternal rather than identical twins, for one – the firstborn sister – was as white as a plasma fireball.  Her mane – dripping wet from the birth – was a wondrous, pastel rainbow, as if something in her split the white of her coat into all its constituent hues.  Twenty-eight minutes later, the second born emerged, and she was as dark as the night sky, both in coat and mane, though in her mane were specks of white like the stars.
Their sire was already falling into his last illness, but within a few hours he was able to sit with his exhausted but happy wife, and gaze into the wondering eyes of his two children.  As was common with foals, they were sufficiently strong and coordinated enough that they might have been able to walk, had they been born on the plains on which the primal herds had roamed, and hence fearing predators, rather than being born to the safe confines of a modern hospital.
The eyes of the white foal were a strange purple, unusual even for their varicolored kind.  Looking into them, Sweetie thought of a high violet, and the life-giving, life-taking ultra-violet actinic rays which stream from the surface of the Sun.
The eyes of the black foal were sky-blue.  Sweetie imagined them as the atmosphere surrounding the black Earth of the pupils, and her black fur as the endless night of the Universe beyond.  They looked out from the little void of her surrounding Universe.
These eyes were innocent, as are any foals, which Sweetie did not find strange.  What had made them was anything but innocent, but the process of decoherence and attachment to the nascent neural nets had only been able to transmit a very simplified form of the personalities and experiences of the Cosmic Principles they had been.  And their bodies were merely mortal – in this life, they would never know their true natures, any more than did their mother.
But perhaps not their father.  For he was, as I have intimated, already at death’s door, and possibly something of Mortis had touched him, and given him strange insight.  Not what his foals truly were – for that would have been cruel knowledge, which would have seared his soul with madness.  And Mortis, who brings sweet relief from intolerable pain, is anything but cruel.  But something, perhaps, of their affiliation.
Rich and Sweetie had, before the birth of their foals, picked out tentative names for them.  Yet when Rich finally beheld the foals blinking at him from their mother’s side, an odd mood came upon him, and he bent first to the white foal.
“Sundreamer,” he said, in a voice choked by emotion.  “She’s Sundreamer.”
Then to the black one.
“Moondreamer.  She’s Moondreamer.”
And Sweetie Finemare, who loved to argue and debate and generally tease every pony she had encountered in her life, both before and after this moment, could not find it in her to brook the will of her husband at this moment – one of the last pain-free moments he would ever know – of their lives.
Besides, it felt right.
“Sure, Rich,” she said softly.  “That’s their names.  Sundreamer and Moondreamer.”

			Author's Notes: 
Those of you aware of the history of the Manhattan Project, and particularly the magnificent polymath (and arguably mad scientist) Dr. Richard P. Feynman, the originator of the Feynman Diagram and the first to propose what is now termed "nanotechnology," will be quite aware of by whom Sweetie Finemare is directly inspired.  And nobody deserves more to be the mother of an earlier, mortal version of the Sister Princesses.
Obviously, this is a non-canon work inspired by the PonyPOV world of Alex Warlorn.


	
		Chapter 2: Possession is Nine-Tenths of the Natural Law



“Mechanical separation of hemispheres,” said a technician, checking a bank of lights.  “Shielding disengaged.”
Sehr gut, thought Schwarzwalder Fuchs to himself as he examined the counter.  Even before implosion, each plutonium half responded energetically to the neutrons emitted by the other half.  Responded well … perhaps too well …”
“Woops!” said Dr. Finemare.  “Wow, that’s a bit hotter than we predicted!”
Smartass! flashed through the mind of the Lippanzer-Evelander expatriate.  Finemare was always leaping for the spotlight.  Though her constant probing at security is very useful, Fuchs allowed.  If she stopped annoying Green Groves, the General might instead  pay more attention to…
As if the thought had been a switch, the General himself spoke.
“Do we abort?”
Of course not, dummkopf, thought Fuchs angrily.  The device can’t possibly go critical without the halves in actual contact.  Always it is the stupid military who must run everything, both in Eveland and here in Amareica …
“Continue,” said Oppenhorser.  “Just a small surge.”
Fuchs was not sure of Oppenhorser.  His heart was in the right place, but he loved his status as a respected scientist.  Even had it not been against procedure, he would not have trusted him.
But he was glad that Oppenhorser had made the right decision.  Fuchs wanted the device to work.  If it didn’t work; if it couldn’t work; then all his efforts had been for nothing –both those for Eveland, and those for his real masters.
Finemare and Oppenhorser started joking about burning the atmosphere.  That was of course scientifically absurd:  light elements couldn’t support a fission chain reaction.  They were just doing it to terrify everyone in the room.
The countdown reached zero.  A technician threw a switch.
For a timeless moment, everything was still.
Then something exploded invisibly inside Fuchs’ head, and the stocky ivory-coated stallion collapsed in a heap.

Given that this happened at almost the exact moment that the bunker was suddenly bathed in the light of a thousand suns, nobody noticed the unconscious scientist until the test was over.


“Dr. Fuchs … Dr. Fuchs?”
Someone was shining a light in his eyes.  He opened them, blinking blearily … but there was something wrong about the motion of his eyelids.  Something sluggish.
He tried to speak, to ask “What happened?”
For a moment nothing happened.  Then his lips moved, and he heard himself say:
“Oh, that’s annoying.”  The light switched off.  “What happened to me?”
Fuchs felt a moment of sudden panic.  This was not what he had meant to say! 
“You fell unconscious – right at the moment the Device went off.”  It was General Green Groves.  He sounded concerned.  “How are you feeling now?”
“Oh, just a little woozy,” came his voice calmly.  “Must have fainted from all the excitement.”
Fuchs was terrified.  The voice was his – and he could feel his mouth and voicebox move as he spoke – but not a single word had he spoken of his own voluntary intent!  It was as if his body were a puppet, being operated by some unseen strings.
“Hmm,” grunted Green Groves.  “Well, you’d better get to the infirmary, get checked up.  Could be something serious.”
“Could it be some horrible unknown effect of hard radiation!” Fuchs’ voice said in a mock-spooky tone.  “Or even demonic possession?”
Dr. Finemare snickered from behind Green Groves.
General Green Groves glared angrily at Finemare, then sourly at Fuchs.  “Nurse Raindew!” he called.
“Yes, General?”  Raindew was a cute light-pink pony, her mane a deep red, her body slim and athletic.  She was known to be one of the kindest of the Army nurses attached to the Project.  
Under normal circumstances, Fuchs would have welcomed a chance to spend some time under her care.  Under these circumstances, he felt absolutely terrified.
“Get this joker over to the infirmary, and make sure he gets a complete physical.  I want to see him kept there for at least a day.  If this is some weird side effect of the Device, then I want to make sure it doesn’t spread.  And if he’s just being a fool, he can have some time to think twice before wasting my time again.”
With some assistance from Finemare and Raindew, Fuchs’ body struggled shakily to its hooves.  It felt strange – thoughts ran through his head without his calling upon them, muscle memories triggering, and no control over any of it from his conscious mind.  It was not precisely as if his body was being worked like a puppet – more as if his brain were, with his consciousness a helpless observer during the process.
He found his body walking outside, with one mare on either side.  His head swung around.  He could see a huge, slowly-dissipating mass of black smoke towering miles-high into the sky from the direction of the Device.
It worked! he crowed inwardly, elation at the long-desired success momentarily-overwhelming his horror at his inability to control his own body.
Yes, looks like it did, said a sardonic Voice within his head.  Wonder if you stupid ponies will use it to blast yourselves back to the Stone Age?  Ah well, we can always hope …
Fuchs reeled.  Or he would have, if he had been in control of his own bodily motions.  Instead, his consciousness reeled inside his head.  Suddenly, the part of the joke about demons didn’t seem quite as funny.
Who are you? What are you? Fuchs shouted in his own mind.  Demon?  No, that can’t be right, religion is the opiate of the masses.  Alien?  Yes, you must be some sort of alien, drawn here by the signature of the test!
Oh, so many questions, replied the Voice.  Demon?  Alien?  That’s all a matter of perspective – or terminology -- now isn’t it?  It’s not as if your concept of “aliens” is all that much closer to the truth than the concept your kind had of “demons”  a few millennia ago.
You may call me – D.  The Voice almost purred with amusement, like some sort of large and dangerous cat.  And yes, to both your questions as to my nature.  I am what you ponies would once have called a “demon” – and I’m certainly not from around here, so I’m also an “alien.”  Does that put your mind at ease?
It most certainly did not.  Fuchs felt his every concept of normality, of sanity – of reality itself – shake within him.
Oh no, D said.  Can’t have you going mad – not yet.  I need your mind all nice and … yuch … well-organized, for as long as I need to be you.  Which may be for some time longer, so – be sane!
Abruptly, the shaking stopped.  Fuchs was remarkably calm.
You don’t know how much I hated to do that, D continued.  Driving ponies mad is more my preferred métier.  But as long as I’m limited to a mere pony form … well, one makes do.
Nurse Raindew led them into the infirmary.  There, she performed some preliminary checks on his heartbeat and blood pressure, had his eyes track a light, and called for a doctor.
Fuchs noticed that his body and voice were being run much better now.  What’s more, the tone of his voice – which had previously sounded something like the sardonic Voice in his mind – was returning to normal.  Is that D thing somehow learning to operate me?
Precisely, D said.  It’s not as if your body is all that complex.  Compared to some … you should see a Krell, or even a Velantian.
Why are you here?  Are you spying on our planet’s atomic secrets?
D guffawed.
Spying on – oh, that’s rich.  That’s hilarious.  For so many reasons.
Fuchs didn’t see why the idea was funny.
And you’re supposed to be one of the brighter members of your species, D commented drily.  First of all, my little Uplifted eohippus, let me assure you that your kind knows nothing about nuclear energy that would be at all useful to any race capable of traveling between the stars – even those primitive species which still need to do it in spaceships.  As for weapons, in my true form I could command energies utterly-dwarfing your little rub-two-sticks-together and spark-into-tinder Device.  And I could do that without the need for my equivalent of tools.
Fuchs shuddered at the implications.  The alien … demon … whatever it was, might be bluffing, but then, it might be telling the truth.  There was certainly no pony equivalent of whatever technique it had used to take him over, mind and body, in an instant.
Why would I even bother to lie to you?  asked D.  Oh, right, because it might be amusing.  It must be no fun to be you right now.  Glad I’m not. 
The casual sadism of this statement was utterly appalling to Fuchs, the more so because he was entirely at this creature's mercy.
The second reason what you said was funny, though, is that if I had come here to spy on your quaint native arts and crafts project, I would have come here for the exact same reason that you came here.  Which is probably why you thought of it.  Projection – D said with dramatic mock-sadness.  It’s so ugly a defense.
Fuchs was offended.
I’m watching the Project to preserve the peace!  he objected. The Amareicans and Evelanders are ruled by capitalist overlords who would enslave the peace-loving ponies under the benign historic leadership of Comrade Steellion!  We need the Device not to make, but to deter war – for self-defense!
Blah, blah, blah, replied D.  Say it to someone who actually cares about your planet’s stupid religious wars.  You’re both wrong, anyway.  If you knew the real origins and purpose of your universe, you’d go mad, and as I’ve mentioned before, I need you sane … for now.
But the third reason why your projective paranoia is so funny is that you were actually right about one thing, and that one thing in particular I thought you might find it amusing to know.  D stopped.
Somehow, Fuchs felt that D was waiting expectantly.  But he also felt that knowing what D meant might important.
What’s the third reason? Fuchs asked.
Why I came, explained D.  It’s not that your toy of a Device attracted me, it’s more that it opened the gate for me.  You see, your cute little plutonium sphere released  enough energy to rip a very tiny hole through spacetime between where I was – and where you are.  So in a sense, you did bring me here.
D paused, and chuckled.
Just thought you’d like to know the part you’ve played in all of this, he said, in a voice dripping with insincere solicitude.  Just thought that you’d like to know that you’ve helped bring about the end of your world.
D laughed. And laughed. And laughed.
And Fuchs was very sorry, now, that he couldn’t go mad.

			Author's Notes: 
Our world's Klaus Fuchs was a German-born nuclear physicist and Soviet spy who emigrated to England, managed to get onto the British nuclear project, and was one of the persons who funneled atomic secrets out to the Rosenberg spy ring.  As far as I know, he was never possessed by an ancient spirit of Chaos Incarnate..
As far as I know.


	
		Chapter 3: Waste Products



February, Y.O.M. 1940
Sweetie Finemare stood unmoving by the headstone.  Her body was draped in an all-concealing black dress.  It was a very unattractive dress, even by Sweetie's eccentric standards:  rather sacklike and coming down in back to below her hocks.  Its only concessions to femininity were a belt gathering the garment together well forward, and some black lace trimming about the collar.  But then, Sweetie wasn't feeling very feminine right now.
Her outfit included a large, broad-brimmed hat, from which depended a totally-obscuring veil.  This was also traditional, and, in her present state, Sweetie rather approved of the main effect of this veil, which enabled her to see out into the well-lit day, but ensured that nopony could see her expression.  Or any tears.
Though, right now, she wasn't actually crying.  Well, not much.  
***

She'd cried when the doctors had told her there was no hope.  She'd cried when Rich -- that good and gentle stallion who in the few short years they'd had together had given her nothing but the joy of his friendship and the pleasure of his love, had screamed in agony.  Those very same doctors, who had told her that he had no chance to live, had explained that they couldn't give him more morphine because too much might make him die.  
She'd cried then, at the cruelty and unfairness of a world that had let her taste true love, only to rob her of it so soon -- a harsh world in which the life of a paragon of all the virtues like Rich Greentree mattered no more than that of the vilest criminal.  She and Rich had worked with that radium, back in 1935 and 1936, on the master's thesis which had originally attracted the attention of the organizers of the Project, and he'd been her assistant, and she'd had him do the heavy work because that's what stallions do, and he must have been more exposed than her.  That simple.
I wasn't even eighteen yet, she thought.  Not a mare for long, scarcely more than a filly, and I was really in love for the first time ever and he was just twenty and the world was bright and beautiful and our lives together just beginning, extending forth to infinity ... oh, Tambelon, the experiment was my idea, my brilliant super-genius idea, and he went along with it because he trusted me ...  Some moisture ran down her cheeks.  I'm sweaty under this veil, she told herself.
The Principle of Minimum Action in Quantum Mechanics, she thought, mocking herself with her own master's thesis title.  I wanted to do a physical experiment because I was just a mathematician, just a blackboard-scribbler, and I wanted to be more, I wanted to be a scientist like in the pulp stories I loved, manipulating the forces of Nature for real.  "That path of particle interaction occurs which requires the least energetic steps to realize."  I was going to prove Occam's Razor on the quantum-mechanical level.  She remembered the elegance of her experimental apparatus.
We could get the radium.  We shouldn't have been able to, it would have been too expensive -- but my own brilliant brain and light little hooves took care of that, didn't they?  We could get the rest of the apparatus -- just some test stands, some dime-store electronic tubes, and the cloud chamber we'd already constructed.  We built a bubble-gum-and-packing-tape machine, we called it 'Finemare's Monster,' but it was beautiful and it was ours and it worked. Two teenaged scientists unlocking the mysteries of the universe together, just like in Amazing Wonder Stories.
She smiled wanly. Well, or Spicy Adventure Stories.  We made love, all the way, for the very first time for both of us, right in that room next to the Monster.  A memory stored up for our old age, something we could take out together and grin about when we were in our sixties, maybe hint at and disgust our children and grandchildren when we made goo-goo eyes at each other, some day in the 1980's, when everypony had a flying car but Love still worked the same.
And if we couldn't get quite as much lead shielding as some of the studies suggested, who cared?  We were daring young adventurers, exploring the wonders of Nature, both in particle interactions and macroscopic biological and emotional ones.
"A particle interaction occurs, and in the resolution of all potential interactions determines which future worldline is realized, leaving the others mere ghosts from the point of view of any observer in its future on that worldline."  A particle interaction such as a high-energy photon sleeting through their cloud chamber to leave a trace on the screen, or into Rich's beloved flesh to leave a trace in the mysterious germ plasm in the nuclei of his cells ... 
Oh, Rich!  I'm so sorry!  I didn't know! I want to go back, to choose a different path!  I wanted the perfect master's thesis, I wanted to be a success, but not at the cost of losing you!  Never at that cost!
Her own written words rose up in memory to mock her.
"Once the interaction has been realized, the worldline chosen, other worldlines are forbidden to the observer -- become inaccessible."  That's where all those worldlines were now, the ones where she and Rich grew old together, where she got to make love with him, or kiss him, or even hear his voice again ... inaccessible to her observation, forever.
***

Someone was keening, a wail of utter despair, and she thought it rather rude and over-demonstrative at her husband's funeral, and then her knees gave way and she sank onto Rich's grave, feeling the sun-warmed earth on her  belly, and then she realized.  Oh.  That's me making that noise.  I should stop.  So she did.
"Sweetie," a gentle voice asked.  "can I help?"
She turned her face up to see her friend Schwarzwald Fuchs, dark brown eyes almost black against his yellowish-ivory coat, close-cut light brown mane little more than a crest atop his high forehead, looking down at her with concern.
Blackie, she thought affectionately.  His name was Germane for "Black Forest," and she'd taken to calling him "Blackwood," or "Blackie" for short.  I don't know what I'd have done without you these last few days.
She'd always seen him as a friend.  During the lonely years of maximum secrecy on The Project, when she'd only been able to get occasional long leaves off-base, and short leaves didn't give her time to take the buses, Blackie had loaned her his car -- a fine green convertible -- and let her drive it into the city to be with her husband.  He'd asked nothing in return for the favor save that she park it with his own friends in town, to keep it safe.  She was fortunate to have a friend like Blackie.
When she'd first met him, he'd been annoying.  Pushy, insinuating -- it had been very obvious to her, even at nineteen, that he had been hoping to get under her tail -- despite the fact that she was married, and almost newlywed at that.  He'd often been fun to talk with, though, and she'd respected him as a physicist.  She could use his attraction to her to get minor favors out of him, and she did --she'd always been good at that sort of minor manipulation.
But then, almost two years ago, on the day of The Test -- he'd fainted, right there in the bunker, and she'd been worried about him.  They'd all been working hard, pushing themselves, and handling inherently dangerous materials and equipment.  Had he suffered some injury, or poisoning?  Fuchs was at worst a horny jerk, and hardly the worst of that sort she'd ever encountered.  She'd helped Raindew get the Lippanzer scientist to the infirmary.
And after that -- he'd changed.  It was obvious that the realization of the great historic event of which they'd both been part had hit home.  He'd stopped trying to start an affair with her, stopped even making insinuations.  He'd become the perfect gentlecolt that one might have expected him to be from his intelligence and upper-middle-class Neighropan background.
From merely tolerating him because he was useful, Sweetie had gone to seeing him as a real friend.  Which was good, because as Rich sickened, as her own world darkened, she so needed somepony on whom she could rely.
His motives were clearly no longer sexual, which was also good, because she'd probably have kicked anypony who made any sort of pass at her in the face, given Rich's illness.  It had helped that he'd started seeing Nurse Raindew after The Test.  Raindew was single, and really nice -- Sweetie hoped that Blackie and Raindew got married -- and the Army nurse was obviously giving Blackie whatever comfort he'd previously hoped to take from a married mare.
Though sometimes Sweetie wasn't sure that it really was working out so well, because she caught a haunted look in Raindew's eyes ... but then, everything looked dark to her these days.  She mustn't impose her own emotional state on the phenomenal world -- that was the classic Experimental Bias, to be avoided at all costs.  Blackie had developed into a truly fine stallion.  Delayed maturation, she thought.  Not uncommon among hyper-intellectual types, like him -- or me.
"I'm all right," Sweetie told Fuchs.  "Just a little bit ... all this."  She got to her hooves, and regarded her friends.  Blackie's kind, pale face.  Raw-boned, saturnine Oppenhorser, looking gloomier than ever -- his lugubrious expression somehow warmed her, for she knew that he cared about her.  Dear old Bright Home, who had brought her into the project, as always standing a bit awkwardly -- a brilliant mind, who understood how the stars burned, but not to be trusted handling delicate equipment.  Dark, intense Tailor Strangelove, always so energetic, like a bold warrior on an intellectual battleground.  None of her family, and none of his, had made it out here to New Mexicolt, but these Ponies, her companions of the mind, were there for her, and she was very grateful.
Though she was still alone.
For there was something none of them knew, something she could not, did not dare to tell them.
***

When Rich had been in his final agony, tormented by the cancers spreading through his frame, Sweetie had -- despite her horror -- seen it as a fundamentally-intellectual problem.  She knew there was nothing her mind couldn't master.
So she had bought and read medical books on his condition.   She had learned exactly why it was inoperable, incurable.  And then, stymied in her hope for a remission, she had taken the next step in her researches.
She had read up on pharmacology.  Specifically, on the effects of painkillers on the equine body when administered far above recommended dosages.  And she had learned exactly what to administer in order to induce a quiet, dreamless sleep, from which a Pony would never awake.
Sweetie and Rich had both been raised Yehvist -- and, in Yehvist philosophy, suicide is a serious sin. Sweetie was a philosophical atheist, but Rich wasn't.  So she couldn't ask Rich if he wanted to die.
Not that she'd needed to ask him.  His cries of anguish, in the process of which he'd more than once verbally wished for death, were plea enough.  Though he was not in his right mind then.  Sweetie figured that, if there was an All-Father, He would forgive her darling this inadvertent sin.
Then, she paid a visit to the base infirmary.  The room and the cabinets were locked, but to one who routinely cracked the safes where the Project kept its real secrets, the wards on the medical supplies were as gossamer webs, to be brushed aside by Sweetie's talented hooves.  She removed certain supplies -- from the stores rather than ready cabinet, so that her theft would not be discovered for weeks. 
Finally, Sweetie went to see her husband one last time.  He was asleep, the limited amount of morphine they allowed him combined with exhaustion to offer him temporary relief.  She was sad that she wouldn't get to say goodbye to him -- her resolve almost wavered -- but then she reflected that if she did not do this now, she might not have another chance this visit, and then he would have to suffer at least a week's more torment in his slow slide to death.  Her dearest one had already suffered more than enough.
So she kissed him on his forehead, the last time she would do this in his life, and that sufficed her for a farewell.  Then she injected the supplies she had extracted directly into his veins, taking care to use a previously-bruised injection site.  He stirred slightly as the needle pricked him, not quite coming awake.
"Hush, darling," she said softly.  "It's almost over now.  No more pain."  And at that her eyes, which had remained dry during the earlier steps of her plan, misted and then overflowed, but she was careful to withdraw the needle without further harming her beloved.  He had been harmed enough by her already.
Then she sat by his bedside, scarce able to see her husband through her tears, as the overdose of opiates coursed through his blood, passing the blood-brain barrier and gently, slowly depressed the functioning of his brainstem, shutting down his autonomic nervous system.  His heart-beat slowed, his breathing shallowed -- there was a dreadful convulsion, noticed at most dimly by his sleeping brain -- and then it was over.
Rich Greentree, sinless, was with his ancestors.
Sweetie Finemare, who had sinned very greatly, survived.  Though she wasn't sure why she wanted to survive, now that her great love was forever gone.
She looked at her supplies.  She was a good engineer.  She had included a safety margin for accidents and spoilage.
There had been no accidents, no spoilage.  She had performed her experiment flawlessly.  As usual.
There was enough for one more.
As she considered this dark course, an image rose before her mind
Two little foals, one fair and one dark, both helpless.  Both loving her; counting upon her for their survival.  Two innocent young fillies, who should not have their lives scarred, right when they were just beginning, by the deaths of both their parents.  Light and shadow, and both of them supremely good.  Sundreamer and Moondreamer.
They needed her.  She would not leave them alone.
She put her supplies back in her bag, went to the bathroom, cleaned herself up until she no longer looked distraught.  She walked casually, her expression unconcerned. She nodded to the night nurse on the way out. 
"I spoke to him a bit.  He's sleeping now," Sweetie said.  "He looks peaceful." 
They would remember this as the sad misunderstanding of a wife who hadn't seen the symptoms that his body was finally failing.  In social engineering, misdirection was always better than outright evasion.
She put them in the glove compartment of Schwarzwald Fuchs' car.  Then she drove out miles beyond the town, and stopped by a roadside scenic view.  She took a spade from the trunk, walked out a bit, dug a shallow hole, replaced the dirt and patted it down well, rolled some rocks over it.
This wouldn't fool any skilled eyes who knew where she had stopped, but it was unlikely that anypony would.  Then she drove back to town, to her motel room, and lay down to sleep.
She was remarkably calm, even cold, considering what she had just done.  She slept soundly.
It was not until the morning, when she woke and rolled over, coming out of a dream in which Rich was loving her, and half-expecting to see his dear face on the pillow next to her, that she broke down crying, to the point that it took her an hour to simply leave the room.
***

She wasn't arrested.  She wasn't suspected.  The death certificate read "natural causes," with notes regarding Rich's bodily weakness due to cancer and depression of the central nervous system due to anesthesia.  Nopony ever realized just how much morphine had been in Rich's system at the point of death.  Sweetie was almost shocked by the shoddiness of the system.
Sweetie was never punished by the State of New Mexicolt for the murder of her husband.  Instead, she would punish herself for it, in memory and nightmare, for the rest of her life.  
She knew why she had done it, knew that it made sense, that the alternative for Rich would have been terribly worse.  She was not sorry that he had died, then, that his suffering had ended.
But still, when all was said and done, she had murdered her husband.  She had killed the Pony she had loved most in all the world.
Sweetie believed in no gods, but she very much believed in good and evil, and there was no way that this could be anything but "evil," even if the evil had been necessary in the service of a greater good.  Rich was good, too good to commit suicide; it was only rational that she, who was not quite so good, should relieve him of the burden of that sin.  She did not know whether there was life beyond this life, but if there was, she was sure Rich was happy.
She was less optimistic about her own prospects.
***

Back by the graveside, the somber little party was breaking up.
"Come on," said Schwarzwald Fuchs.  "Let's get you home."
By his side, pretty pink red-headed Raindew nodded agreement.  The nurse looked very sad, which was understandable given the occasion.
Sweetie looked at the grave, uncertain of herself.  "I don't know," she said.  "I feel I should stay longer with him."
"If you insist, my dear," replied the Lippanzer scientist.  "But not too long -- you have two little filles back in your quarters who are probably very eager to see their mother again.  We'll wait by the car."  The couple walked off.
Sweetie gazed at the headstone.
RICH GREENTREE
1916-1940
BRIGHT MIND,
BELOVED HUSBAND

Not much, to sum up a life, to sum up a soul.  It left so much unspecified.  The way he smiled when he was happy.  The clear merry sound of his laughter.  The little gasps he made in their most private passion.  The way he'd seen the whole Universe with joy and wonder.
If there was an afterlife, there must be some awesomely supportive substrate if it were a transition; or detailed analysis if it were some sort of copying process.  Do you know the secrets now? she asked her husband.  Can you tell me?  Or is it forbidden?  Or are you just -- snuffed out?
I hope you don't hate me for killing you, she thought.  I had to -- for your sake.  You were in too much pain.  But if you hate me, I'd understand.  If you want vengeance, I'd understand.  If you sought it, I wouldn't resist.
And if there's any One else out there, the fault was mine!  Punish me for it, not him.  He is blameless!
Nothing answered her.  She expected no answer.  This was reality, not some weird fiction.  No ghosts, no gods or demons, were there to condemn or forgive her.
And if she felt a bit better after that internal outburst, there were sound reasons, well-grounded in fundental Joyous psychology, why such should be the case.
Goodbye, Richie, my darling.  I suppose I'll go on with my life now.  I already miss you so much, and I will miss you even more in the times to come.  But I couldn't join you.  I hope you forgive me this.  Our children need me.
I shall always love you.
It was surely her imagination that she felt as if Rich, somewhere, understood.
She walked to the car, by which Blackie Fuchs was standing, in which Raindew was sitting, and nodded.
"I'm ready to go home now," she said, calmly.
The intense and strange flare in Fuchs' eyes was surely also in Sweetie's imagination.
***

From within the form of Schwarzwald Fuchs, an entity older than the terrene globe on which they stood regarded Sweetie Finemare with admiration.
Such intellect, D thought.  Such strength.  Such fire!
So you want to schtup her, commented Schwarzwald.  Why don't you?  You're the super-powerful alien demon creature utterly beyond our equine understanding.
The psychic equivalent of a slap sent Schwarzwald's soul reeling.
Philistine! D protested indignantly.  You entirely misunderstand me.  Our lusts of that sort are entirely satisfied by Nurse Raindew, whom -- incidentally -- I won by means of my superior capacity for apparent sympathy.  Your crude means would never have worked on her.  Still less, he added, would they have worked on Sweetie Finemare.  She is a very exceptional mare, one who has almost transcended the limits of her savage culture and primitive technology.  Surely even you can perceive that.
I understand that you want her, replied Schwarzwald.  He had long since realized that D either couldn't, or didn't want to, kill him.  At least not yet.  So he had become bolder, over the last year.
It is not a lust such as your feeble mind grasps, asserted D.  It is an appreciation for the height of excellence achieved by a species, even one as simple as your own.  He gripped Schwarzwald in some obscure fashion and glared into his immaterial eyes.  Here, I shall explain it to you in very simple terms:
My dear old friends Fusion and Gravity have chosen to become incarnate on this plane, as Ponies.  They have not possessed an existing mind, like yours, but instead occupied embryonic flesh-forms before their souls could form.  And of couse, being Cosmic like myself, they picked a point of entry which would allow them to select suitable hosts.
I now, D said, understand why they picked precisely this spacetime to enter.  For they wanted a mother.  He regarded Sweetie Finemare.
And what a mother they have found!
He grinned, like the predator he was.
This, he said, should prove interesting.
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		Chapter 4:  Mare Troubles



The form of Blackie Fuchs sat on the bathroom floor and listened to the drip-drip-drip from the bathroom tub.
Isn't that just like a mare, D thought sarcastically.  Always leaving right when you want her there.
Oh no oh no oh no oh no ... came the not entirely sane thoughts of Schwarzwalder in the back of their shared mind.
I mean, I'd just about gotten her used to her role, D thought.  I'd overcome her initial hesitation -- what is it with you Ponies and your prudishness, anyway?  You're the species that has to breed, anyway.  My kind was born with the Universe and we only reproduce when we want to.  But you're all 'I don't know if I'm ready for that' and 'Do you really love me' and 'I'm scared I'll have a foal.'  What's with that, anyway?
... Oh Goddess oh Goddess oh Sweet Megan ... was Schwarzwalder's contribution to the conversation.
Oh, hush, scolded D.  You don't even believe in The Megan.  'Opiate of the masses,' remember?  Oh, our pounding head, I could use a little opium in some sweet wine right about now ...
Drip, drip, drip, chimed in the bathtub.
Come to think of it, F's like that, mused D.  I've had to follow her and chase her in every freaking incarnation, let her think I actually love her.  Plays her stupid little games.  I could say I'm sick of her, but then I've been tagging along in her event wake ever since the first stars were born.  Thirteen and a half billion years, rather a long chase ... but I am not in love with her.  
D turned within their shared mindspace toward Schwarzwalder.  You can see that, right?  That I'm a footloose and fancy-free kind of immortal Cosmic being?  That I'm just stringing her a long ... alll right, maybe a bit longer than is normally common in these sorts of affairs, but then I coalesced from processes long before sexual reproduction of the sort you'd understand evolved in this Universe.  You've gotta cut me some slack for my limited upbringing -- there were no streetcorners to hang out on to learn the facts of life, in my younger days.  No streets, you see?  No planets to put them on -- at least no terrestrial worlds -- everything was just newborn stars or hydrogen-helium gas giants with some lithium impurities, back then, when Baby D made his parents ... well, hmm, actually they've never really been proud of me, can't imagine why ...
Oh sweet Megan, there's an alien monster in my head discussing cosmology while ... but Schwarzwalder broke into helpless sobbing:  he was unable to finish his thought.
Oh, do grow up, scoffed D.  Do you think I'm happy about all this? he said, indicating with a sweep of their hoof the bathtub and its contents.  I mean, I got her to the point of having sex with us.  I got her to the point of accepting that we were never going to marry her -- that her hopes of marriage and foals and being a family were just a stupid naive dream.  That all there was for her was to accept that she was hopelessly stuck on us and we could do absolutely anything to her that we wanted.  And she served us, cleaned and cooked for us, and amused us at night.  He shook their hoof in the air.  What more could she have possibly wanted?
You used her and destroyed her spirit! Schwarwalder shouted accusingly at D.
Isn't that what she was for?  D retorted.  'To each according to her need, from each according to her ability?'  We had a need -- she had an ability.  You can't blame me for putting your philosophy into practice!  it's not as if I made her do anything -- all I did was analyzed her emotional weaknesses and crafted our persona to totally take advantage of them until she fell step by step into our pattern.  Can I help it if I'm a partial copy of a Cosmic Being and she's just a Pony?
Drip, drip, drip, agreed the bathtub.  The water was dripping from the leaky faucet, and the excess sloshing down the overflow drain.  This had been going on for a while, and the water dripping into the bathtub was pure and clear -- yet the water in the bathtub was still tinged red.
Can't you do anything? asked Schwarzwalder.  You keep saying that you're a Cosmic Being, can't you make things better?  Make her better?
Why, thank you, said D.  But no.  This incarnation of me as a possessing spirit is limited to rechanneling your body's natural magic -- far more efficiently than you could have done ...
Magic? interrupted Schwarzwalder.  Ponies have no ...
Ha ha ha, laughed D sarcastically.  It's amazing how stupid you are.  Astonishes me that F's so fascinated by you barely-sapient equinoids.  You drove out your other Kinds and denied your own magic less than a millennium and a half ago, but in that brief span of time you've almost totally forgotten.  It's so rare that you produce a member of your species even worth playing with.  Like Honey Tongue ... he sighed in reminiscence.  But for every one like her, he said almost respectfully, there are so many like you, who have a capable mind but don't even bother to use it.
As I was saying, D continued, no.  In your form, I don't have the power even to repair the damage she did herself, he jerked a hoof at the contents of the bathtub, let alone pull her soul back to inhabit it.  Yes, I could do that back during the Age of Creation, but that was a very powerful incarnation of me.  Face it, Chuckles, we have to find a new marefriend.
She was a Pony, Schwarzwalder said, emphasizing the last word angrily.  She had thoughts and feelings and identity!  She was nice to us.  She loved us.  How can you talk about her as if she were just a thing, just some sort of sexual convenience.
She was just a thing, D replied coldly.  Compared to me, she was barely sapient; she was dumber even than you.  And from where I'm sitting, the difference between you and her is not as great as you might imagine.  By my standards, your whole species is scarcely superior to a lot of Hyracotheria.
You are a monster, retorted Schwarzwalder.
Well, duh, mocked D.  What first gave you the idea?  The fact that I'm an alien invading your world, or that I'm a demon possessing your body?
I'd come to hope you were ... kinder than you seemed, admitted Schwarzwalder.  That you weren't so malign.  That you just wanted to ... to have fun.
Well, I do want to have fun, agreed D.  It's just that I'm having fun by destroying your world.  Think of me as one of your own colts with a magnifying glass playing in the ... sunlight ... with an ant-hill.  What's he doing but having fun?  He giggled, as if something about the whole scenario was impossibly amusing.
A colt doesn't know any better, insisted Schwarzwalder.  You claim to be super-intelligent.
I am, said D.  It's because I'm super-intelligent that I'm completely aware that your whole species matters to the Universe little more than does an ant-hill.  And I have a difference of opinion with a certain Cosmic Concept who is under the delusion that you're somehow destined for greatness.
How is killing her -- Schwarzwalder indicated in some obscure fashion the bathtub and its contents -- going to help you win your argument with F?
D whacked Schwarzwalder on his metaphorical forehead.
No, fool, not her, said D.  Your whole species.  When you've been destroyed, F will realize that you weren't all that important in the Cosmic scheme of things, and she'll come back to have fun with me at the Cosmic level, as she should -- instead of giving me the cold shoulder because she says I'm too cruel and never learn anything.
Even reeling from D's psychic blow, Schwarzwalder could see the flaw in that reasoning.
Wait, he said, if she's rejecting you because she thinks you're too cruel, how is wiping out a whole sapient species going to make her like you more?
Pah! said D dismissively.  You wouldn't understand.  You have 'drip' written all over you.
Somehow, despite his lack of an independent body, Schwarzwalder saw the word 'drip' written all over him.
You see, continued D, almost kindly, she's a Good Girl.  And Good Girls always go for the Bad Boys.  Like me.  Which is also half of how I won us Raindew.
And you killed her, said Schwarzwalder.
They looked at the bathtub.  Lying in it, floating on her back, was the pink-coated, red-maned object that had been Nurse Raindew.  Her true colors were hard to ascertain, as the water she lay in had also been reddened, by the blood which had flowed out from her slashed forelegs, until the heart that had pumped that blood had stopped beating.  That had been at least an hour ago; she had long since passed the point where any doctor on Earth might have revived her.
She killed herself, countered D.
Because of the way you played with her, said Schwarzwalder.
You wanted it too, pointed out D.  Indeed, I found us a mate largely for your sake, to help keep you from going mad.  I approve of insanity on general principles, but you'd be a less congenial host were you reduced to a babbling lunatic.
I wanted to have a mistress, Schwarzwalder said.  I didn't want you to shake her mind to pieces!
You wanted, you didn't want, replied D scornfully.  What makes you think I actually care what you want?  This is just maintenance of the shell I'm occupying.  Be glad that I don't destroy your mind and run everything myself.  I could have done so,   he said menacingly.  And I might still choose to do so, he added, if you annoy me too much.
Silence.
Whew! thought D, relaxing a little and thinking to himself.  I thought he'd never go dormant.  A brief check indicated that Schwarzwalder had retreated into the back of their shared mental space, and was entertaining himself with a self-generated fantasy.  For once, one not involving mares -- D supposed that he had been too shaken by what they had found in their bathroom.  Instead, he was going through the mathematics of early-universe astrophysics.  Hmm.  At least he pays some attention to what the things I say.
Though, of course, if he retreats into fantasy all the time, he'll go mad, D reflected.  That would be bad, because then I would have to run this body all by myself, all  the time, as I did at first, until I broke him to my harness.  So I suppose I'll eventually have to be nice to him again.  Carrot-and-stick always works better than just beating him with the stick.
He glared at the remains of what had been Raindew.
This is all your fault, he silently berated the corpse.  Why did you have to kill yourself?  Why now?  I mean, I'm going to destroy this world, but it'll probably take me many decades, even centuries to accomplish given the limitations of my current state.  Yes, your affair with Blackie Fuchs was going to come to its natural ending, probably when I decided to move on to my next host and this either led to his death or long-term removal from your vicinity.  So what?  Did you really think that this was going to be true love, forever and ever?  I've never even known that, and I'm over thirteen billion years old!  What an arrogant little Pony you were, to imagine you deserved better?
He sighed.
Now I'll have to come up with a reaction and a story to tell the police, and then call them.  Schwarzwald is going to be useless here, he'll get an attack of conscience and try to warn them about me, and if I let him, he'll get us put in a looney bin, which will be amusing but will get me off-track from what I really want to be doing.  And no matter what I say, I'm still going to wake up alone the next morning, and there'll be no one making breakfast for me.
Raindew had always been nice that way.  No matter how mad he'd made her, either in the sense of "angry" or "insane," she'd always forgive him by the next morning.  Part of that, of course, was because he always got her to blame herself by the end of every fight.  But a good part of it was that she was simply that nice a being.
Briefly, he wondered how things might have worked had he been what he had pretended to be, a Pony stallion, and one with honest intentions toward her.
I suppose it might have worked out fairly well, D thought.  Love, marriage, foals, the whole nine yards.  Her niceness would have ensured that the stallion kept on liking her.  Her mistake -- which I exploited quite well if I do say so myself -- was that I never meant her well in the first place.
He sighed again.
If you had been merely using niceness as a strategy, you could have broken it off before the effort to please me destroyed you, he mused.  Your own goodness destroyed you.  
And in a way that's only going to emphasize in what a very sordid way you failed, by the standards of your own society.  Because you were so nice, it's going to blacken your posthumous reputation, at least a little.  While poor Blackie Fuchs, protected by both his sex and his bereaved status, will not see his status suffer much, if at all.  
He grinned.  Flaws in the world you helped make, Megan Williams.  But then they also existed in the world you came from.  A superior mind like mine takes advantage of such flaws, and ensures that he wins regardless of the outcome.
So I win, he silently told the inanimate object that floated in the bathtub.  And you lost -- everything.
So why do I feel as if I lost, also? he asked what had been Raindew.  Why do I wish that you hadn't killed yourself?  That you'd escaped this round of the game with at least some chips, to play again and again?  That a world where one like you could win might be ...  He briefly speculated.  
Naah.  It would be boring.  Probably just eternal hugs and sing-alongs, like that future we had to destroy.  Not actually because of the uninspiring parties, though that would have been one reason in my book.  I can't imagine why Celly wanted a long life in that one.  Silly enough, but no real sting to the punchlines.
Oh yes, also the Universe would have been burned up by Paradox, I suppose that was important, too.  Prime function of us Concepts, yadda yadda, everyone else takes that so damned seriously.  My prime function is to have fun, and nasty fun's more fun than nice fun!
He stared at the corpse again.
But this leaves a bad taste in my mind, he realized, and I'm not quite sure why, though I have a certain horrible suspicion.  He considered Schwarzwald Fuchs.  An ideological fanatic, a traitor, and none too pure in his personal morals.  Some of the reasons I picked him -- he seemed fairly unlikely to corrupt me.
I may have miscalculated.  Snivelling little worm that he is, Schwarzie is still Pony.  And -- hmm -- all those monsters I unleashed on their world, thousands of years ago.  I notice that the monsters are gone.  But the Ponies are still here.  And not all of that was due to Megan Williams ...
Maybe the Ponies are tougher than I thought.  Maybe they're stronger than I thought, in a lot of ways.
Because I think that Schwarzie's equinity is infecting me.  Making me lose sight of Who and What I really am.  So I guess I'm under a time limit too, and not just because in another eighty-some years the Ponies will reunite Science and Sorcery, and build the Paradise Engines -- and then my dim-witted brother's going to show up and seriously rain on their parade.
If I stay Pony for too long, I'm going to be Pony.  The same thing that seems to be happening to F, only worse, because she was a lot more like them to begin with.  Plus, I'm sharing bodies with fully-developed, mature Pony personalities, so there's a lot more with which to infect me.
I'm going to have to switch bodies before another decade goes by, he decided.  Hopefully, to somepony considerably nastier and more alienated than Schwarzwald Fuchs.  But somepony who isn't wanted as a mad killer.  That limits my options.
He thought about it for a moment.  Then he saw the perfect solution, hidden right within Schwarzwald's own ideology.
He smiled in genuine happiness, which would have been anything but heartwarming for any Pony to view, if they knew why he was smiling.
That left the shorter-term problem, of how to replace Raindew -- hopefully with somepony stronger.  Somepony who would be attached to the Project, somepony who could help him keep close to the infant Sisters ...
The even-more-perfect solution flashed into his mind.  Though it might be hard to integrate into the same strategy as the previous solution.
Still, it was such a wonderful solution that he adopted it on the spot.
He smiled very broadly, and said a name.
"Sweetie Finemare."

And somewhere beyond this world, the soul that had been Nurse Raindew returned to the nascent Cosmic Concept of Kindness to which it had been briefly, very-imperfectly attuned, giving unto it the gift of the experiences of her short mortal life.  A structure hard to describe in any terms that either we or the Ponies of the Age of Wonders would have grasped glowed, grew more complex neural connections as it digested the information that had been Raindew, and -- after a space of time of very short or very long duration, depending on the standards by which it was measured -- sent out another edited version of itself onto that Earth, to be reincarnated, as it would do again and again until it would be ready to truly be born.

			Author's Notes: 

This is a Hyracotherium.  Cute little gal, isn't she?  They lived from around 55 to 45 million years ago, at a time just 10-20 million years since the Dinosaur Killer, and they are of interest to us because they are an early kind of horse (and brontothere, but we aren't fans of a show called My Little Brontothere, are we?).  Technically, hyracotheria are "palaeotheres" rather than "horses."
She was about 2 feet long, 1 foot high at the shoulder, with four hoofed toes on each front foot and three hoofed toes on each rear foot.  She weighed about 50 lbs.  She was an inoffensive forest dwelling browsing herbivore, probably on the menu of such large meat-eaters as existed in her warm, heavily-wooded world (grass had not yet evolved).
She wasn't very smart.  Few mammals were in her world.  You probably couldn't even have trained her to be a good draught animal, she wasn't big enough to ride, and no way no how could she have built a global civilization or expanded outward to the stars.
But her descendants survived, and became the whole mighy group of the Equidae.  So she deserves some respect -- more than D is willing to give her.
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