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		Description

The plot is simple enough: Two eccentric-yet-sane human twins, Sylus James Harkens and Clara Belle Harkens, born in the Bells of Clarity Asylum, along with an insane girl named Pinkamena Diane Pie, try to escape when they are children. Only Clara does, and the other two are punished separately. Pinkamena was brutalised with the normal treatment, but for Sylus... Overseer Dash had something else planned for him. Something far worse than mere physical wounds. Far, far worse.
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		For this to be Starbourne...



I just created a website for my NON-fanfiction stories! It's called Starbourne Crew, as the members of FiMFiction, Fanfiction, and DeviantART who help me are my comrades, and Sky is their intrepid first mate, Sir Quincy Thorne Marx.
This is a link to my website: www.starbournecrew.com.
I made it with "Weebly" the free website engine!

			Author's Notes: 
This link is here because, when the story is complete, it will be humanised. The newly human-named characters are going to be recurring minor characters (Except Rarity, she's a main one.) in a series of nine (of which this is the fifth) stories called Starbourne.
Twilight Sparkle: Aurora Flash
Applejack: Jacqueline "Jack" Appleseed (she's still a girl)
Fluttershy: Flora Shye
Pinkamena Diane "Pinkie" Pie: Helomina Delilah "Halo" Appleseed
Rarity: Eveline (Pronounced "e-va-LEEN") "Rarity" Delebleux (Pronounced "de-la-BLOO")
Rainbow Danger "Overseer" Dash: Lucia (Pronounced "LOO-cha" or "LOO-sha" not "lu-SEE-a") Pericula "Overseer" Flash


	
		Chapter I: A Day in the Life


			Author's Notes: 
This first chapter was written by Lord Sylus of Night, and it's done in Sylus' viewpoint. I'll try to write the next one on my own, from Clara's viewpoint.



          They say that doing the same thing over and over again is true madness, nothing is changing and nothing is happening. Well whoever said that was right, I wake up to the same walls. The same dark feeling every morning, the cold pit of despair that I am just another madman in this Celestia forsaken prison. Bells of Clarity Asylum. The name alone should make people not as insane, but that's not the case.
The cold stone walls, the eerie way the light cascades through the windows, and the staff that does everything they can to try and make people sane again, they try and try and nothing seems to work for them. A hopeless fight. They risk their time and their money on something more than they understand. The blind lead the blind I suppose.
My eyes strained and blurred as I forced them open. The same ceiling, the same rock hard bed, and the same darkness. This place is never very pleasant, even for as long I was there for. I sat up in my bed and rubbed my eyes with my hands, wiping away the dreariness of sleep and rest. I stretched out my back and arms. The night was not well with me, the same unexplainable nightmares.
I ran my hand through my unwashed fiery orange red hair, thinking over what they could possibly mean. I muttered to myself, "Nothing good, I suppose."
I sighed heavily after a few minutes of sitting there trying to decipher the message behind the nightmares. They all seemed incohesive and unrelated from one another. Perhaps I’m just overthinking this, maybe this place has finally taken its toll on me.
I looked around the room and the same feelings that I had when I was younger were still there. The walls were bare and untouched from the hands of time, the same faded yellow painted walls and the fancy chandeliers. The hardwood floor creaked under my footfalls as I sat up at the edge of my bed.
There were secrets within this mental hospital. I know them. I see how each one of the staff look at us, they see us all as lab rats for their sick and twisted experiments. Trying desperately to understand why we are what we are. Would anyone listen to me if they cared? Would they believe me? Or would they believe that I too am a madman? The latter is true, I live within the confounds of hell on earth. Bells of Clarity indeed. The only one that would believe me is my sister, Clara. We are the famous Harken twins, born in this place and remained here ever since. Born to live within the ranks of the insane.
I stood up and stood in front of my window and looked out into the scene outside the asylum. My senses took in the sweet smell of the brisk autumn air, breathing it deep in my lungs. It did nothing to cheer me up or make me feel any less than I am, it was just pleasant. I know that just beyond that window is a world filled with freedom. Just within my reach, but I can’t leave without my sister. The sight was all too familiar anyways, the same dense dark forest of the Everfree.
I turned my head and saw my door open. Coming in was one of the nurses, Fluttershy. The kindest and one of the youngest amongst the staff. She wore the standard bleach white uniform of the nurses there and her light pink hair cascaded down past her shoulders. She always had a sympathetic look on her face and her eyes were always filled with sadness. It’s a mystery as to why someone like her would be working at a place like this. She said in a soft and lilting voice, “Breakfast is ready Mr. Harkens.”
With my arms crossed I said, “Thank you. I’ll be along shortly and don’t call me Mr. Harkens.”
My voice trailed off. That was my father and my memories of him were fewer and far between, that didn’t mean I could use what he went by. Of all the things that make me feel like this, it was my family. I took in a deep breath and followed Fluttershy out into the hallway. The same wallpaper as my room and the same hardwood floor, it just opened up wider. The ceiling was higher and the chandeliers swayed lightly from side to side. Fluttershy lightly knocked on another door and emerging from the room was one of the asylums newcomers. Her name was Pinkamena Diane Pie, I think. She did not look like the usual patients at Bells of Clarity, she did not look like she was crazy or staring off into nowhere she just looked. Lonely. Depressive and said. Her hair was straight and did not look showered, her eyes laid low and she tried not to look at anyone.
I stopped looking at her once another joined and it was my twin sister Clara. She had the same colored hair as me and her bright blue eyes saw me and I felt my mood brighten slightly. She walked up to me and gave me a warm hug and said, “Morning Sylus.”
I held the ghost of a smile and said returning the gesture of affection, “Good morning Clara.”
“How’d you sleep?” She asked as we proceeded to the cafeteria. I scratched the back of my neck as I tried to find an answer to the question. There were no words I could use or statements for that matter to describe what my nightmares were. Finally I said, “Not well.”
She simply nodded and said, “Nightmares again huh? You should talk to one of the doctors about that.”
I felt my fury rise just at saying the words. I calmed myself as we rounded a corner and started going down the stairs, I said, “You mean the ones who think they can play the laws of nature with their experiments?”
Clara’s expression sunk and she said, “You shouldn’t joke about that Sylus. And no, these doctors are here to help.”
‘You’ll know I’m right when they have a scalpel in one hand and your lungs in another.’ That’s what I wanted to say but I didn’t want to further kill the mood or further the argument even more. So I kept to myself and we proceeded into the mess hall. The floors were a dark grey color and they all were tiles. I scanned the room and found the familiar faces of the fellow “patients”, and I use that word lightly, of the asylum. These were a total of fifty faces in the mess hall, most were males and the rest females. Though these were not the full numbers of the asylum it was a large chunk of the inhabitants. Most were unfit to be around others, springing to mind Pinkamena. She is in on more than five accounts of murder and branded a sadist. I watched as she walked away and sat at her usual spot near the back. Pinkamena had only been here fourteen days and she fit in rather nicely with the rest of the crowd.
And so with no other words we went through the servery and got our breakfast. So starting another day in the life of a patient of an insane asylum.

	
		Chapter II: The Great Escape


			Author's Notes: 
This is the first chapter that was written by me, but on the whole, except for his possible plot-twists (in my later chapters), the plot is my idea. (This means that my plot-twists are my idea too.) This is Clara's point of view, at the end of A Day in the Life. Aaaaaaaaaaaaand I finally have a reason to add the Gore tag: Clara's mention of [image: :pinkiesad2:] brings a flashback into Sylus' mind and speech. If you're an acute egghead/couchpotato, you'll notice a lot of wibbly-wobbly timey-wimey stuff, some of which isn't even Whovian! (ex. A Wrinkle in Time, a book that preceded the Doctor Who series.)



	My brother was just sitting there, not doing anything. He wasn't eating his breakfast, and I'm fairly certain that it was for a reason other than it being flavourless. Flavourless it was, true, but there was something else: he had this kind of look in his eyes. A look like he was trying to forget something that had been haunting him for as long as he could remember.
"Why are you looking at me like that?" Sylus asked.
Blimey! I thought. I was about to ask you the same question! "I saw something, brother Sy." I told him. "Something in your eyes. It was a mixture of pain and sadness and regret. I can only guess it's because that pink-haired girl you keep turning your head to reminds you of our dear mother."
"You can only guess right, Clara." he replied. He never did come up with a nickname for me, and I rarely used mine for him anyway. "And you have no idea how it feels."
"What are you talking about, Sylus?" I asked him. "We both have the same mother! What could you possibly mean by 'having no idea' how it feels?"
"You don't know." Sylus replied. "You wouldn't know. You weren't there when it happened. You weren't there when they came and literally tore out our mother's organs one by one! You weren't there when they replaced her brain with a CPU, her lungs with fans, her vocal chords with an actual voicebox, and her heart with a hard drive! You weren't there when she spoke her first words in her reformed state! The words 'What shall you have me do, Overseer Dash?' in that dull, monotone, emotionless voice! YOU WEREN'T THERE!!!!"
Sylus screamed that last sentence quite loudly. Not loudly enough for any of the workers to hear, but just so that about everybody in the cafeteria could. He made one fatal mistake: alerting the crowd. I could feel the tension as a hundred eyes stared at us, at him, and waited for something else to come out of his mouth. But nothing did.
I said something in his stead. I said to the crowd "Do you know how you make someone into a victim? Subtract love, add anger. Does he seem a bit angry to you?"
Everybody in the audience nodded their heads in agreement.
"Well somebody's never been to Purgatory!" Sylus responded to the nods.
"Don't listen to him," I said, "he's been having nightmares for as long as he or I can remember. He's not thinking straight!" And I knew full well he wasn't. I know what my brother is like when he's thinking straight: a reasonable, clever, innovative young boy. And this just wasn't him. Not that day, not today, not ever since he was experimented on. But I'm getting ahead of myself here. What matters is that I noticed that he wasn't acting normal, and thus concluded that he wasn't thinking straight.
Sylus was never this irrational, and I knew it was from more than a mere mixture of insomnia, starvation, nausea, and disorientation. He was imprisoned. Not just in these bloody walls, but it was as if the tears of the broken had washed away his soul. His sky-blue eyes, a colour that mirrored mine, were filled with a scorching flame. It was as if he wanted that flame to burn his memories away. I knew that  if there was a time when my brother, my only friend, needed me the most, it was that day. He couldn't stay in this flameless hellhole alone! I thought. There's nothing we can do here. The Bells are immortal and confusing. Always ringing, yet seeming to do absolutely nothing... More like Bells of Inclarity if you ask me!
I decided to do what I've been able to do since birth. I channelled my next thought to him telepathically, so that nobody except him could hear me. The thought was simply this: We must escape as soon as we can, brother Sy!
My brother turned his head away from me, back at the pink-haired girl. "Come along, Pie, we're going to escape this blasted place!" he exclaimed to her.
I looked at the pink-haired girl, known as... Pinkawhichwho Whatsit Pie. I knew immediately why my brother chose to take her with him. He felt sorry for her. I had one thing to say to him. "I understand, I do." I told him.
"Good." he replied.
"Now, what's the plan?" I asked him.
"Who says I got a plan?" he asked me.
"'Course you got a plan," I said, "you took that!" I exclaimed, referring to his "You weren't there" speech that he took from a book, Give Me a Dash of Loyalty by James Mandolin, while only slightly modifying it.
"Maybe I'm an idiot!" Sylus replied.
"You're not! You're clever," I replied, "really clever."
"Even clever people do stupid things sometimes!" he replied. "And a man without a book is like a horse without a mane!" Another James Mandolin quote. I thought. Seems that books are the only pleasure allowed in this abysmal prison known as Bells of Clarity Asylum.
I thought a bit more on the matter, and decided that Sylus couldn't leave without his books. "Bad decision," I'd say to myself if I could go back to the past. But the last time travellers died six years ago, making time travel in any form impossible.
"Gather all your books, brother Sy!" I told him. "We'll have plenty of time to read and grow your 'mane' when we get to wherever we're going!" I hadn't even thought about where we were going to go.

	
		Chapter III: I'm Not Alright


			Author's Notes: 
This is Sylus's second chapter, done in his namesake's viewpoint. We've agreed to alternate chapters so that I write the Clara chapters and he writes the Sylus ones. I'll now stop using author's notes to tell you about the story's chapters and viewpoints, and only use them for things that need to be explained sooner than the next chapter. I'll start writing the next one tomorrow, when I've come up with more ideas. I have a tune for the bells' ring in mind, and I'll play it after I record it.



	We finished our meal and left in silence. My eyes rested coldly on the floor. My words spoke truth, but did I really believe in them? Horrors encompassed this wretched place, implanting more than just fear on my heart.
We made our way back and found our way to the lounge area, being cursed to watch the poor souls sit in their own madness. I studied their sunken and lifeless faces, sadness and loss filling them. But of all of the pairs of eyes, the one that held the most of these emotions was Pinkamena. She held her gaze low and away from me and Clara, so I decided not to pressure her into talking.
We found seats near the other entrance on the other side of the room. There was chatter between most of the patients, some of the nurses and caretakers as well. One of them being Fluttershy. I shifted to a comfortable sitting position to listen in on her conversation but just as I was able to understand what she was saying the room went dead silent. I looked around the room for the cause of the silence. My blood ran cold as I laid my eyes on the source.
A woman dressed in a tight fitting suit, the rainbow haired headmaster of this mad circus, Overseer Dash. She stood tall and firm like a soldier standing at the ready of their commanding officer, shifting a cold stone stare over the room. I found it rather off putting that her hair was the colour of the rainbow, not fitting for someone as callous and as cold as her. She strode through the room with heavy footfalls that surprisingly carried more weight than her gaze. I never felt so fearful in my life, how did she have so much command in her way about her that can silence an entire room? My gaze followed her as she found herself in the company of nurse Fluttershy. I listened, careful not to look conspicuous, Fluttershy said somewhat with higher volume and more light hearted, “Oh...hello...Overseer Dash…”
While her voice appeared that she was happy to see the Overseer, underneath the facade I caught the undertone of sobriety. Still, the real reason for this undercurrent remains a mystery. Fluttershy seemed uncomfortable addressing the Overseer as such. The Overseer’s face bore no expression and promised nothing short of pain and desolation. Her voice was low tone but still carried a bit of femininity, both of which blended well together. She said, “Hello, Fluttershy. How does the day bring you?”
Fluttershy did not look at her and said, “Yes...well enough.”
Overseer Dash simply nodded to her reply and stated flatly, “How has your job been faring?”
I took the pause in their conversation to analyze what exactly what the Overseer said. There was an undercurrent of something secret, just by the way she said job. What job? I looked back and saw Fluttershy’s face. Her expression said it all. She looked overtaken by anguish and with distraught. She said in a broken and lowered tone, “I just...it...it’s been fine.”
Her voice trailed off as she finished. The conversation hurt her in more ways than one. Before I could overanalyze what she said, more was revealed from the Overseer after she sighted. She said in a surprising voice filled with sentiment and worry, “Fluttershy, this is good for her. She will recover from this. We almost have the answer.”
I immediately stopped listening in on their conversation. Our plan of escape was beginning to formulate in my head. Fluttershy played a key role in our escape. I refocused as my pink haired companion said under her breath, “If it only were that simple. The darkness in my heart can’t be healed.”
Those same words were spoken before by many others. People believing they were forsaken. Under other circumstances I would think she was a liar, but her voice was so saddened and filled with so much anguish it caused my heart to sink. She spoke truth. I looked at her and said, “You know the Overseer?”
She noticed my comment, but she refused to acknowledge it to answer. Silence hung in the air and I took a deep breath. I said lowering my voice and softened my tone, “I want to help. We can help.” as I gestured to my sister with a simple turn of my head, not to alert the guards.
She lifted her head. There was anger, but behind her anger I heard the same sadness in her tone, “There is nothing on this earth that can help me. You can’t help me. No one can…”
She slumped back but I pushed forward with my softened tone, “I am going to try. We can’t escape out of here without you. Please, you deserve freedom from this prison!”
She sat back in silence and she clenched her eyes shut in hurt and pain, I saw deep in her eyes the exact pain she felt. Deep past that, I saw the innocent girl she once was. It hurt knowing that she was gone. It tore me in half looking into her eyes and seeing as such. She looked back at the floor and said, “No...no one can forgive for what I did. No one can forget.”
Her voice was overtaken by remorse and nothing else. I decided not to continue the conversation. I sat back in my wooden chair and crossed my arms over my chest. As I did so my sister cleared her throat granting her my attention. She said leaning in with a silenced tone, “Ahem... Brother Sy? I apologise for interrupting, but we do have a plan to formulate.”
She looked at Pinkamena for her approval. She noticed us looking at her and she said with a depressed sigh, “Alright...I’m in. What’s the plan?”
We all sat in silence forming a plan. I thought long and hard. How are three inmates of an insane asylum supposed to escape? Undetected no less, nearly impossible. Finally, after a few moments of thinking, I said, “First and foremost, we need to do so under the cover of night. I’ve noticed that security is less tight at night.”
Clara added in, “We would need to escape separately. We choose a rendezvous where we meet up, and then we leave together. But while we are in the building, we leave separately, to draw less attention.”
I nodded in agreement and so did Pinkamena, I said, “The only problem is the Overseer. I heard she never leaves the asylum unless instructed to by Celestia.”
We sat in silence for a few moments. The silence hung heavy in the air and rested uncomfortably on our shoulders. After a few minutes Pinkamena added in, “Three nights from now she has to leave to meet with the senior doctor, Doctor Twilight Sparkle, where they will discuss new procedures for the asylum. They do this every few weeks for security reasons.”
Clara and I looked at Pinkamena with surprised expressions. Pinkamena looked at us both and said, “What? Someone needs to keep an eye on them.”
I continued finishing the escape plan, “So. Three nights from now we are going to escape the asylum. While there are few security guards, there is still the problem of security doors. We would need a certain keycard to bypass some of the doors.”
Pinkamena waved her hand dismissively, “We’ll take care of that once we are brought to it. We need a halfway meeting point, this asylum is rather large.”
Clara rubbed her chin and said, “We can meet by the requisitions desk near the security room.”
Pinkamena and I nodded in agreement and Clara said, “Then we escape this hell hole three nights from now.”

	
		Chapter IV: Silence in the Library


			Author's Notes: 
Warning! Spoilers from a few episodes of Doctor Who: Silence in the Library, Forest of the Dead, etal. (Short for "et alia" meaning "and others" in Latin.) The David Tennant Chronicles is largely based on seasons 2-4 of the modern Doctor Who series. Major spoiler warning for anyone and everyone who hasn't seen those seasons. Credit to Steven Moffat and the rest of the BBC for anything Doctor Who related. I have every question in a row except who for a reason, that reason is Doctor Who. The question who is separate for the same reason.



	There used to be a book, one that wasn't by James Mandolin, that my brother Sylus talked about all the time. It was called Forest of the Dead, in a series called The David Tennant Chronicles, and it was written by Steven Moffat. In the series, David Tennant was a time-travelling adventure of an all-but-one-extinct alien race called the Time Lords. He had many companions and many pseudonyms, namely, Donna Noble and The Doctor, respectively. In this particular book, David and Donna went to a planet whose name was lost ages ago. On that planet, there was a library, which took up the entire surface. The library was so big; it didn't even need a name, just a great big "The" on the sign.
David told Donna that they were just passing through, when actually, from a non-linear, non-subjective viewpoint; it was more like a big ball of wibbly-wobbly, timey-wimey... stuff. David got a note on his psychic paper from River Song, whom he never met before. What does a fictitious adventure of a fictional duo have to do with a real adventure of a factual trio, you ask? Everything. How? You'll find out. When? Later today. Where? Here, at the Bells of Clarity Asylum. Why? We needed to escape, and fiction was all I knew for escape plans.
As I ran to the Asylum's library, I saw three shadowy figures in the hall. I could barely make them out, but they appeared human. Humanoid shadows? I thought. I hope my brother's wrong. I hope Steven Moffat's books really are just a bunch of sci-fi fantasies! As much as I wanted him to be wrong, I understood why my brother Sylus would believe that was real.
In Forest of the Dead, there were these parasites called the Vashta Nerada, who travelled in swarms disguised as shadows. Not every shadow, but any shadow. The name of the parasites literally means "the shadows that melt the flesh" in a language Moffat may or may not have made up. They lived in The Library, which used to be a forest that encompassed the entire planet. Hence, the title of the book.
To my surprise, the shadows weren't Vashta Nerada swarms. They were actual shadows. I knew that bit of information the moment one of them crossed mine. There was something that struck me as a bit odd with the owners of those shadows, even though they were definitely human, or at least humanoid. These... beings were all marching in unison, a sound I could barely hear over the bells. Another thing odd about them was that they were nowhere to be seen, even though they were definitely close enough to me to be seen. What were these shadowy figures? I wondered.
The shadowy figures then sung a song, in a voice that sounded female. It's been so long that I've forgotten the words, but I do know this: These figures, whom I could only guess were girls a few years older than me, seemed to have been controlling the bells. The song the shadows sang was to the tune of the bells that the Asylum played. I assumed the obvious, that the Bells of Clarity for which the Asylum was named had been controlling the girls who sang, and that those same bells had turned those girls into shadows.
Having seen and heard that, I decided to quicken my already running pace to a sprint. I needed to get to the real library, the one in the Asylum, as quickly as possible. Only now, it was for not one, oh no! Not one, but two books. One book, the one for which I decided to go to the library in the first place, was called History of the Claritarians by Richmond Barrington, about the founders of the BCA. The other one I decided to look for, having heard the shadow sirens' song, was called Sonata Dusk by Lauren Faust, about mythological creatures such as Windigoes, Changelings, Sirens, living shadows, and others.
When I got to the end of the hallway, it was already half past noon. And the library was on the other end. And the shadows went from marching their own way to chasing me, thankfully still marching. Having exhausted nearly all of my energy with unnecessary sprinting, I had to walk. So I did. I missed lunch when I walked down that hall, but a life of liberty and happiness was definitely worth the skipping of one flavourless meal.
The hallway was so long that, after I finally got to the library and checked out the books I needed, it was eight o' clock in the evening. I was too tired to walk, talk, or even read. I fainted, lying flat on the library floor, my back to it.
The next thing I knew, nurse Fluttershy was staring down at me. "Are you okay, Miss Harkens?" she asked.
"I... I..." I began to reply, very weakly. "I just don't know what went wrong!"
"Neither do I, Miss Harkens" Fluttershy replied. "What were you doing over there, anyway? I thought it was more like your brother to get the books."
"It is. We had to split up, though, so that we could fulfill our plan." I told her. "Brother Sy should have strategised a way to take one of the keys by now..."
"What plan, Miss Harkens?" Fluttershy asked. "And what of keys?"
Though I was exhausted, my mind was still sharp as ever. I couldn't have trusted any of the workers, not even Fluttershy, the kind one, with the secret of our escape plan. I replied "Nevermind that, it's nothing." to her question. "And don't call me 'Miss Harkens' like that. Call me Clara. Or Belle. Or Clara Belle. Anything but Miss Harkens."
"I've been here, with Honest Applejack, for long enough to know that's a lie." Fluttershy responded. "Tell me the truth." she paused for a moment, then added "If that's alright with you." Her eyes widened and teared up as she looked at me.
I had no choice. How could I say no to a pair of eyes as sad as hers? I told her everything I knew. About my brother's nightmares, his outburst, our escape plan, even the shadow sirens I met in the hallway. And about the pink-haired girl who was coming with us. If we weren't in separate rooms, Sylus would have said something like "No, don't tell! You mustn't tell!" after Fluttershy spoke.
Fluttershy, obviously traumatised by what I said, left my cell. But not before stammering "G-g-g-good night, Clara Belle."
After all of these events were over, I only wanted one thing that night: to continue my research on the Bells of Clarity Asylum. All I wanted that night was some peace and quiet. All I wanted was a little bit of silence in the library of my dreams.

	
		Chapter V: Nightmares



        You did this...it’s you...it’s you...you killed her...it was all you...her blood is on your hands...and there is nothing you can do about it...it’s you...it’s me… 
Those lines repeated in my head, like a nightmare everlasting. Like a shadow waiting to enclose around me and swallow me in its endless oblivion. With the same dark voice that never escaped from my seemingly endless waves of madness. Is there to gain from any of this? Is there anything to feel? No. Just those lines, repeating, and repeating, again and again, her death, playing over and over, all in my head. I can remember everything so vividly like it had happened moments ago.
I had crashed over at my friend Rarity’s house and store, Carousel Boutique. I had finished a night of heavy drinking and the haze was still well within my eyes. The grogginess remained and blurred my vision, which is why Rarity wanted me to stay with her. She insisted that she took care of me. Proving yet again just how generous and nice she really can be.
        I had awoken and lied sprawled over her couch. It was soft and warm to the touch, as I remained sleeping soundly through the night. My head felt like someone took an axe and split me right down the middle like a watermelon, a feeling I had not come to get used to. My muscles felt slightly numb but still movable. I tried to muster the strength to get up and try to walk around but I quickly fell back onto the satin cloud of softness. Nothing was too luxurious, Rarity would often say.
        As I lied in my hungover state I could distinctly remember sometime during my sleep I had a dream where I brutally murdered someone and I liked it. I was in my own twisted self in that dream and I could remember every detail. The rush. The adrenaline. Relishing in the blood of my helpless victim. It felt as if a weight had been lifted off of me. It was nice.
        I quickly shook back to reality. what was I thinking? Was I crazy or something? Did I drink too much? Then a sharp twang struck my brain and it answered my questions. Yes, I had drank WAY too much. I prompted myself to a sitting position, against what my mind and my muscles told me not to. I inspected my surroundings. The extravagance never left my senses, no matter how many times I saw the inside of Rarity’s house. It held a certain grandeur that nowhere else had. The rafters. The ceiling. The chandeliers. The decorations. The ornate wood flooring. Everything. It was like she was standing in someone’s rich mansion. It was as if she went back in time into the Victorian era and she sat in a home of one of the nobility.
        Rarity always held a certain fascination with that era. The Golden Age of Canterlot Fashion, she had called it. I can always remember her almost always going on and on about old Victorian fashion and behavior. I certainly always knew that Rarity belonged in that era.
        I was promptly pulled from my memory as I heard the bells of the asylum. No wonder most of the people here were mad. Those bells were so loud, I’m fairly certain that, for as far as I can, or rather could, tell, people could hear them in Canterlot. After a minute the ringing stopped and a dead silence fell on my room as I remembered back to that night.
        Thunder crashed in the sky and rain steadily fell on the ripe aged wood of Carousel Boutique. The raindrops were large and loud. If anyone had plans outside, then they were cancelled. I still remained sitting in my position facing the hearth that slowly died to a few burning embers. I sat still clinging to that dream, hard as it might be considering my splitting headache but I could suffer through it. Was it a sign of change? Or something else? 
        I looked down at my hands and clenched them tight. I closed my eyes trying to suppress the fake memory of killing someone. But it only intensified everything about the horror. Filling my psyche was the dark cold abode where I had a tortured victim. I could feel the damp wetness of the room and I looked down and saw my helpless victim. Her arms were raised up pulled by rope bindings, tied tightly around her wrists which were a burned red color from the rope. 
        She was in terrible condition. Running down her arms from her wrists to her upper arm long gashes ran down the length and slowly seeping out of those wounds was the crimson life force that kept her alive. It glistened slightly in the colorless light. She was a pale color and tears appeared stained on her face from her eyes. Her eyes were red and puffy from crying. She looked weak and disheveled from the loss of blood and nothing she could do about that. Her time was done and it was all because of me.
        I looked down at my hands and saw the same crimson blood on my hands. In the dream I closed my eyes but I slowly opened my eyes back into reality. I looked and saw my hands stained bright red. The horrifying sight caused me to jump and rush to the sink to wash it off. I turned on the water and I frantically whirled through the kitchen to wash off the blood. I looked back down and my hands were clean of blood. It did not exist. Just a hallucination.
“Darling what’s the problem?”
        I jumped and focused on the cause of my  and I saw that it was Rarity. I tried to control my breathing and found it not helping. that nightmare still plagued my vision. I shut my eyes tight and heard voices enter my mind and they said,
“Kill...do it...you know you want to...you know it is your only release Pinkamena Diane Pie…”
        I gripped the sides of my head and I screamed, “GET OUT! GO AWAY! Get AWAY FROM ME!”
        Unfortunately, Rarity was too concerned for her friend for her not to seem concerned. I fell to my knees and felt all my sentient thought leave my mind. Rarity knelt down and rested her hands on my shoulders and said, “Pinkie, what’s wrong.”
        I did not respond. I was trembling underneath her hands and slowly lost all control of myself. My dark vision was filled with blood slowly draining down from an unknown source. The sound of dying screams of children, women, and men filled my ears as well as a high pitched scrape of a knife over glass. I was overtaken by the darkness i worked to suppress. I snapped.
        Faster than lightning I stood up and forcefully pinned Rarity to the countertop, conveniently next to the table knives. She tried to escape my iron grip but she was unsuccessful so she thought reason would do it. She said in a frightened tone, “Pinkie...Stop whatever you’re doing...please...it’s not funny…”
        I wanted to scream for her to run as far away as she could. To turn away and never see me again. But I was lost in the moment. My conscience was filled with death and blood. Spreading across my face was an ear to ear grin. The psychopathic grin, promising nothing but death and Rarity saw the murderous look in my eye. I grabbed one of the table knives and took it out of the knife board. The longest one there. I lifted it up and I said after a psychotic laugh, “Let’s play a game. Won’t that be fun?”
        She screamed as I brought the knife down. Again. And again. And again. Until she could no longer scream. A crimson tide of blood splattered everywhere as the bright knife shone and finally shoved deep into the nearly lifeless form of Rarity. It splattered over me myself and the kitchen we stood in. All the while I kept the same ear to ear grin. I felt great amusement in all of this. I felt powerful and alive. Lust like a raging desire. It filled my whole soul with its dark curse, prompting me to continue.
        Finally after a few minutes lying in my hands was the almost dead form of rarity. Despite nearly thirteen blows to the chest, stomach, and shoulders she still remained alive. Her pure alabaster skin shimmered beneath a tide of blood that spilled from the thirteen new holes in her body. She could say nothing as her strength seeped out from her wounds. I leaned her in closer and I said in a whisper, “That was fun. I think I won though, let’s play another game.”
        She tried to shake her head in disagreement but she failed. I continued on without any other cue from her. I shoved the large knife deep into her chest and I ran the blade down and cut a large and long gash down her chest and past her stomach. My smiled widened even further and pulling with all my might I opened her chest cavity, with the sound of breaking bones and splitting meat. I loved each and every sound of it, relishing in the innocent blood that spilled from her. A victory far greater than any war.
        I pulled myself out of the memory and I started rocking back and forth in the darkness. Tears started flowing from my eyes. I felt terrified. I muttered under heavy breaths, “Oh Celestia...what have I done...It’s me...I killed Rarity...Oh Celestia I’m sorry...I’m so sorry Rarity…”
I could no longer hold myself and felt an onslaught of emotion crash over me. I cried into my knees and I continued to cradle myself. But to no avail, I still felt great remorse over myself and great sadness. I killed one of my best friends and I deeply enjoyed it at the time. What was wrong with me?
I screamed to the heavens and fell back I thrashed against the wall, the bed. It was everything that could ever have happened to me, all at once. Just have my mind wander somewhere else.
That was until I discovered I was no longer alone when a familiar voice said, “Pinkamena…”
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		Chapter VI: The Mystery of Pony Hollow



	I heard my new friend say that name again, brother Sy still unconscious, and wondered when Pinkie Pie would even enter the room. Nice as it was of Fluttershy to allow the four of us (including herself) to sleep in two adjacent rooms instead of our own respective ones, I still didn't trust her. Carrying us three, one at a time, WITHOUT Rarity, was impossible for my semisomnate nearly identical twin brother to bear. He was muttering something about "Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds" and, at the same time, screaming "BLOODY MURDER!!!!" (not literally, but essentially...) about a girl he met in a dream. The SAME night before last! How did his dreams shift from THAT pleasant to THAT horrendous in thirty-nine hours? I don't even want to remember THAT!
Please don't ask me any "fourth-wall-breaking" type questions, and please don't laugh, but I had the SAME EXACT dream sequence last night. Maybe it's because we're twins, or maybe the dreams are a product of Dash's imagination, but I thought two more nights is too long to stay in one place, so I went to Sylus's room, number five-seven-six-four. (fifth floor, same floor as my room, five-nine-six-three)
I decided to read a few of the books he's been telling me about, and I found out that he never returned any of them! Good luck for me, I suppose, but there's something fishy about a book of his I found. It's called The Mystery of Pony Hollow and it's about a young girl who didn't believe in ghosts until after she met one. A pony ghost in a human world. Who would have thought about it?
I had nothing to do but read, so I stayed up all night, reading the same book over and over again. I must have read it twelve times that night. Every time I got to the part where the girl enters the barn, I felt shivers down my spine. Oddly enough, we twins have the SAME favourite book, which was about a pony ghost... if I remember correctly, which I probably DON'T! (I was usually drowsy when reading myself to sleep, but this time... nothing but bored!)
Having nothing better to do at all, I just... lay my head down to slumber... like, for instance... right now!
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