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		Description

Twilight Sparkle goes on another rampage when Cutie Mark Crusaders ask her a mathematical riddle she can't solve. As usual, it's up to her friends to try to stop her before her magic frenzy causes serious damage. 
But... among her friends, is there anypony more skilled at math who could hope to solve a riddle even Twilight has trouble with?
Brotip: try to help Twilight with the riddle yourself as you read. :D
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		Chapter 1: Mysteries of Modern Mathematics



"So, any bright ideas?" Applebloom asked, rubbing her forehead with a hoof. The Cutie Mark Crusaders were sitting in their clubhouse and, for once, weren't interested in finally sealing their destiny by getting their marks.
Sweetie Belle's head dropped heavily on the desk. "I'm stumped," she sighed. "It's much harder than I thought."
"I don't know either," Scootaloo said. "I can't believe she gave us such a hard assignment!" she added, stomping the wooden floor hard with her hoof.
"Aw, come on. It can't be that hard." The earth pony tried to convince herself as much as the others. The mathematical problem Miss Cheerilee gave them lay in front of them on a piece of parchment, almost as if it was mocking them. They had spent the last two hours trying to figure out the answer, but hadn't had any luck so far.
"Tell you what," proposed Scootaloo, rubbing her hooves with a sly smile, "how about we dump the problem... I mean we ask someone smarter about it?"
"Who could be smarter than us?" asked Sweetie Belle with genuine concern in her voice. She had a point there...
"How 'bout a pony who lives in a library, probably read all the books there already, and is generally a walking encyclopedia?" Applebloom's sincere smile brightened the room like a beacon piercing through the night.
"Yeah, let's ask Twilight Sparkle!" Sweetie Belle agreed instantly. "She might know."
Scootaloo jumped to the desk and grabbed the parchment with her mouth. "Lesh go now, before we washte any more time we could shpend on getting our cutie marksh." She urged through the gritted teeth, already halfway down the ramp to the clubhouse. The other Crusaders followed immediately.
***

Twilight Sparkle squinted her eyes, focusing magic within her horn. The spell she was going to perform was extremely complicated and required her full attention. Books, scrolls, and scribble-covered pieces of parchment lay all around her, covering every inch of any flat surface available. Finally she was going to perfect it. After three nights of tedious research, she had finally calculated the right amount of energy needed to transform an ordinary slice of bread into a perfect toast. If that wasn't the pinnacle of transmutation magic, she didn't know what was. 
The purple aura around Twilight's horn glowed more intense, illuminating the room. Beads of sweat gathered on her forehead, but she was far too concentrated to even notice them. With utmost attention, she pointed her horn at the slice of bread lying on a plate on the table before her.
KNOCK! KNOCK! BAM!
With a scream of shock, Twilight jumped at the sudden bangs coming from the library's front door, releasing her magic all at once. A beam of raw, concentrated force burned through the bread and the table, stopping halfway through the floor, setting the surrounding notes on fire. The librarian quickly emptied the water from the nearby flowerpot onto the burning paper. The fire hissed away in a cloud of smoke, revealing a large hole in the library's floor.
BAM! BAM! The banging continued, nearly tearing the door off its hinges.
"I'm coming, I'm coming!" Twilight called, adding a barely audible Celestia, damn it! after it. "There's no fire, is there?" Oh, for the love of... The unicorn's hoof met her forehead with considerable force at the unintended pun. She rubbed her horn with a groan.
As soon as she opened the door, three figures zoomed into the library, making her spin around, trying to regain balance.
"HI, TWILIGHT!" the three voices roared, nearly deafening her in the process.
"Applebloom, Scootaloo, Sweetie Belle," the unicorn greeted the fillies in alphabetical order, correcting her mane and forcing a weak smile. "Is something wrong? Can I help?"
"Actually, we think ya can." Applebloom began with a smile.
"You see, we've got this really difficult math problem from Miss Cheerilee," explained Sweetie Belle, producing the parchment from her saddlebag.
"And we tried to solve it, but couldn't, so we thought we should ask you about it 'cause you're the librarian and all, and probably could solve riddles like this one in your sleep!" Scootaloo finished in one breath.
"I'm flattered you have so much faith in my knowledge." Twilight smiled with a slight blush, deciding to forget about her magic fiasco from earlier. "So, what's this problem about?"
"Ya know how a bit is worth exactly a hundred cents," began Applebloom.
"Yes," Twilight answered subconsciously, though the filly's statement wasn't exactly a question, much less one that needed answering.
"And a hundred cents is equal to ten cents times ten cents," continued Scootaloo.
"So it's one tenth of a bit times one tenth of a bit," said Sweetie Belle. Twilight nodded her head for every one of those enlightening 'revelations'.
"But a tenth of a bit times a tenth of a bit is a hundredth of a bit," continued Applebloom.
"And a hundredth of a bit is one cent!" almost shouted Scootaloo.
"So it turns out..." said Sweetie Belle, eyes wide with shock.
"That ONE BIT is equal to ONE CENT!" The fillies shouted all together, making Twilight's ears fold against her head.
"Wait, what?" she managed to say, correcting her shout-swept mane and trying her best to ignore the bells still ringing in her head. "It's obviously incorrect. If you tried that trick in the market, the merchants would either laugh you clear home or call the guards."
"We know that, Twilight," said Applebloom. "Tha's the point of this task."
"To find an error in this kind of reasoning," added Sweetie Belle.
"And we've been trying for hours and we simply can't budge it," pouted Scootaloo.
"Take a lookie here, Twilight." The farmer filly gave the piece of parchment to the unicorn.

Find an error in the following reasoning:
1 bit = 100 cents = 10 cents * 10 cents = 0.1 bits * 0.1 bits = 0.01 bits = 1 cent

Twilight looked at the parchment in silence. The reasoning was so illogical that she was certain it broke several mathematical laws. But, no matter how much Twilight stared at the offending equation, she couldn't pinpoint the exact error. Despite the statement being obviously contradictory to logical thinking, there was no mathematical flaw in it. At least it didn't seem so at first glance.
Twilight squinted her eyes, looking at the parchment hard enough to stare a hole in it. The gears in her mind spun furiously as she tried employing several various mathematical formulas to correct the logical flaw in the equation, but—from simple arithmetic to complicated differential calculus—nothing seemed to work.
"Anything yet, Twilight?" asked Scootaloo, stretching her wings impatiently.
"What? Oh, no, not yet," the librarian said, massaging her forehead with a hoof. It felt embarrassing that such a simple, grade-school problem was causing so much trouble to the disciple of the Princess herself. "You see, I was just perfecting a very important spell and cannot concentrate properly on your problem right now." Twilight forced out a weak smile. "Why don't you go crusading for your cutie marks for a while and check in later? Say, in an hour or two. I'm sure I will be able to help you then."
"Well, yeah, if ya think it's alright," said Applebloom, a hint of uncertainty audible in her voice.
"OK, Crusaders!" Scootaloo raised a hoof, grinning from ear to ear. "Let's try to get our cutie marks while Twilight finds the answer."
The three hooves clapped in midair with a loud YAY! and the fillies left the library in a vibrant yellow-orange-and-white tornado, scattering the rest of the scrolls that lay on the floor with a sudden rush of air.
Twilight sighed with relief, reaching with her magic for several thick tomes with such enigmatic titles as Mysteries of Modern Mathematics, Complete Coverage of Complicated Calculi or Living the Life with Logic.
***

The sun was already setting, covering the town with a blanket of golden rays, when Cutie Mark Crusaders finished cleaning themselves up at the shore of one of Ponyville's many lakes.
"Congratulations, Scoots!" mocked Applebloom, wiping her face with a cloth. "This time not only were we covered in tree sap but also in soot. And we still haven't got our cutie marks."
"I guess Cutie Mark Crusaders Chimney Sweepers wasn't such a good idea after all." Sweetie Belle emerged from the water, her head hung low. Her white coat suffered the most damage from the not-really-unexpected meeting with soot.
"Probably," agreed the pegasus. "But I wonder how in Equestria was there tree sap in the chimney!"
"Let's all forget about it an' go see Twilight," proposed the farmer filly. "She probably solved our math problem hours ago."
Going by a cart attached to Scootaloo's scooter was the fastest way to get from one end of the town to the other, aside from maybe teleportation. Mere minutes later, the fillies were standing before the library door. Applebloom knocked politely and waited. No answer came.
Just then, the fillies noticed the ominous silence that seemed to fall over the library. Usually, on a sunny evening like this one, there would at least be a few birds chirping among the tree branches, or some bees buzzing in their nest near one of the library windows. At this time, however, the tree was shrouded in a cloak of silence as if someone cast a mute spell all over the place.
Applebloom knocked once again. This time, the door moved on their own with an obligatory squeak, inviting them inside. The yellow-and-red filly looked at her friends who both nodded encouragingly. Applebloom pushed the door and risked a glance inside.
If the library was in a mess when the fillies had first visited Twilight, right now it looked like a disaster area. Scrolls, notes, and books lay all over the place, some with their pages torn out. The garbage can—as well as the area all around—was filled with crumpled pieces of paper; fragments of broken quills were littered all over the floor. A few burnt marks could be noticed on the shelves and the floor, probably a remnant of carelessly cast magic missiles that rebounded or entirely missed their target.
"Twilight..." Applebloom whispered quietly and cautiously. "Are ya here?"
The Crusaders entered the library, carefully maneuvering between pieces of paper that covered the floor. The inside of the tree was dark as all the sun was blocked with curtains, only increasing the strange unnerving feeling the fillies all felt. Suddenly, a particularly large pile of books erupted like a small volcano, revealing the unicorn's head. Twilight had her back turned at the fillies, but only for a moment. Frozen in shock, the Crusaders observed as her purple head slowly turned round, circling a perfect semicircle with her horn.
"Oh, hi girls!" The voice Twilight greeted them with was instantly recognized, though the Crusaders heard it only once before. The three fillies cowered against the shelf, reminiscing the perfect sunny day on which they had peacefully played ball interrupted by Twilight's sudden appearance with her rag doll. Now, exactly like then, the unicorn's eyelids were twitching and her eyes looked like a deformed copy of the local mailmare's walled orbs. Her lips formed a twisted smile, with her teeth bared as if she was a timberwolf about to snatch its prey.
"I'm terribly sorry, but I have not yet found the answer to your problem," the unicorn explained, her ears flapping up and down in accordance with her twitching eyes. "But I'm close, oh, so very close." She grabbed Applebloom by the shoulders, looking deep into the filly's eyes. The farm pony squirmed to break free, but the purple hooves were holding her in a tight grip.
"Hey, no worries, Twilight." Scootaloo stepped forward. "I'm sure we can work it out eventually, you don't have to-"
"NO!" The filly felt her wings pinned against the shelf as a sudden burst of purple light indicated Twilight's use of magic. "I will solve it myself if it's the last thing I do!" the librarian screamed, letting the pegasus slump to the floor. "I'm so close now, you know. I was just going to fire a sure proof spell to do it," she said, her horn setting ablaze with purple light. The library was filled with a blind flash followed by a loud boom, after which the Crusaders found themselves blinded, deafened, and aching, presumably outside.
"Oh, no!" cried Sweetie Belle once their vision and hearing got back. "Twilight's gone crazy again."
"An' it's our fault this time." Applebloom forced her body up, rubbing her head with a hoof.
"C'mon guys, we have to help her!" Scootaloo looked towards the library tree which was now covered in a thick cloud of smoke.
"But how? She almost blew us up seconds ago. We can't just go back in there," protested Sweetie Belle.
"Hmm... Ah know!" Applebloom jumped as an idea struck her. "Let's get 'er friends to help us. Scoots, you try to find Rainbow Dash. Sweetie, you get your sister. Ah will get Applejack."
"On it!" the pegasus saluted and dashed off on her scooter.
"OK!" Sweetie Belle shouted, immediately turning towards the Carousel Boutique.
Applebloom, too, broke into a gallop in the direction of the Sweet Apple Acres. Ah hope we aren't too late!
***

"Applejack! Applejack! Where are ya?!" 
The farm pony pricked her ears upon hearing the shouts from the orchard. "Here, Applebloom!" She peered her head from the apple cellar. "What's all the hubbub?"
"Twilight's gone crazy again. An'... well, it may have been our fault this time." The filly pawed the ground with a hoof, her face filled with worry. Not wasting any more time, the orange pony broke into a run towards the library.
"Ya'll explain everything on the way, young lady. Let’s go!" she shouted back.
~

"Rarity, Rarity!" The door to the Carousel Boutique burst open with a loud bang.
"Sweetie Belle, honestly," the older unicorn pouted. "Where are your manners? Don't you know it's extremely impolite to barge into somepony's workshop like that?"
"Rarity, you have to help!" The filly shouted straight into her sister's face with enough force to ruffle her carefully coiffed mane. "It's Twilight."
"Oh my, what happened?" Fluttershy peaked from behind the changing veil; apparently she had been helping Rarity with her most recent dress design.
"I'll tell you on the way. She's gone crazy again. You have to stop her!"
The two mares exchanged quick worried glances. Immediately after, two unicorn figures galloped from the Boutique with the pegasus following in midair.
~

"Rainbow Dash!" Scootaloo was speeding through the town, shouting at the clouds she passed by. Being the pegasus's number one fan, she knew that her idol had already finished her weather duty and was now either napping or practicing stunts—which meant that either way she had to look up to find her.
"Over here, squirt!" the familiar voice called from above.
The filly stopped her scooter with a screech, kicking up a cloud of dust.
"Whoa, what's the rush?" The cyan pegasus grinned, descending from the cloud she was napping on.
"We need your help, Rainbow Dash. It's Twilight," Scootaloo answered, panting heavily.
"What, has she flipped her lid again?" the weather pony joked, but her smile faded away when the filly only nodded, her eyes full of worry. Without exchanging other words, the two pegasi sped towards the library tree—one leaving a cloud of dust on the ground behind her, the other a streak of rainbow in the sky.
Oblivious to them, a pink head popped from a nearby flowerpot. The pair of blue eyes followed the speeding pegasi until they disappeared behind a corner. Suddenly, the head sunk back into the pot and Pinkie Pie appeared seemingly out of nowhere on the street. There was some kind of a party going on at the library and nopony invited her! She wouldn't have it. She couldn't have it! After all, she wasn't called the pink party purveyor of Ponyville for nothing.
***

The three parties arrived at the library nearly at the same time. On their way, each of the Crusaders tried to briefly fill in the mares about the librarian's current nervous breakdown.
"It was just a simple math riddle from the school," explained Sweetie Belle. "We were sure Twilight would be able to help us."
"Yeah, we didn't mean any of this to happen," added Applebloom with a sad voice, ears flopped against her head.
Seven pairs of eyes looked at the library tree. Clouds of white steam were bursting from the door and windows in short intervals, accompanied by an occasional blast of stray magic. The whole building emitted a strange hissing sound. All around the library, a small crowd of ponies that apparently had nothing better to do already began to assemble; Ponyville was otherwise a quiet and dull town and usually every weird occurrence, such as this, gathered a fair number of curious spectators.
"Ah think we should look inside," proposed Applejack. "Boy howdy, it looks like the whole tree is boilin'." The farm pony tried to fan away the white smoke with her Stetson.
"No point in standing here doing nothing!" Rainbow Dash charged towards the door with her trademark confidence. Despite the vapors and the hissing, it wasn't getting noticeably hotter. She probed the door with a hoof. They gave in, allowing her to cautiously poke her head through the gap. Nothing could have prepared her for what she saw inside.
Twilight Sparkle was hovering in midair, enveloped in a ball of purple light. Her coat was blazing white and her mane and tail looked like they were being consumed by fire. No, like they were made of fire. Her eyes were blank, brimming with raw magic, similarly to when they had fought Discord and Nightmare Moon. 
A couple of books levitated next to Twilight enveloped in similar blinding light, circling around the unicorn like little planets around their sun. Suddenly, the librarian's horn pulsed, connecting Twilight and a book with a bolt-like beam. Following that was the most bizarre sight Rainbow had ever seen.
The bolt of light withdrew, dragging behind it words and mathematical symbols, sucking them out of the book until they began circling around the unicorn's horn. Soon after, they condensed in a shapeless mass of ink which shot towards the piece of parchment that lay stoically on the nearby desk. The ball bounced off the parchment, splashing all over the library.
Judging from the amount of ink dripping from the shelves, floor, and ceiling, it wasn't Twilight's first attempt. The book that had just been used was discarded on the floor and another one took its place, the process beginning anew.
"Hey, that's our math problem." Scootaloo pointed at the offending piece of parchment. She had managed to squeeze her head next to Rainbow's and was eying the library curiously.
The blue pegasus pushed the door all the way, allowing all her friends to look in. A collective gasp was the only appropriate reaction to the bizarre sight.
"Twi, are ya OK?" Applejack called loud enough to be heard through the hissing noise of uncontrolled magic. She didn't get any reply.
"Twilight, snap out of it!" Rainbow Dash tried to fly over and reach the unicorn, only to be bounced back on the floor by the force field that surrounded the librarian.
"So, you wanna do this the hard way? We'll do this the hard way!" The pegasus narrowed her eyes, stretching her wings. She dashed up once again, but before she could even reach the protective bubble of light that surrounded the unicorn she was smacked across her muzzle with several books.
"You asked for it, Twi!" she yelled, furiously beating her wings, her face red with anger. Nopony was going to treat her like an annoying insect and that's just what it had looked like.
"Easy there, Rainbow." Applejack put a hoof on the pegasus's shoulder. "Ah don't think she even noticed ya."
Sweetie Belle looked at her sister with pleading eyes. "Rarity, could you maybe, I don't know, counter the spell with your magic or something?"
"I'm not sure," the unicorn said, squinting her eyes and concentrating. Her horn glowed with faint blue light which disappeared almost instantly. "I can't," the fashionista panted, the effort clearly visible on her face. "Her magic is so strong it just shuts out mine."
One of the ink balls bounced off the piece of parchment and zoomed through the room, heading straight for Rarity's expertly coiffed mane. The unicorn screeched and ducked for cover behind Applejack, who intercepted the ink with a book flung with remarkable precision.
"If only one of the princesses was here," Rarity sighed after making sure that no more ink was flying by. "They are very good with dispells."
"Well, maybe we could get 'em here," proposed Applebloom. "Spike could write a letter."
"Yes, except he's away in Canterlot on royal business," Fluttershy said worriedly. "Twilight told me earlier this week," she added, hiding behind her pink mane, no doubt feeling guilty for being the bearer of bad news.
"I could fly all the way," said Rainbow Dash. "But even for me it would take several hours."
"We can't just let 'er run rampant like this for several hours," protested Applejack, pointing a hoof at their magic-consumed friend.
"Yeah, well, what else can we do?" countered Rainbow Dash.
"Oh, oh, we could always throw a party!"
Everypony turned around upon hearing the familiar voice. Pinkie Pie was standing in the door, her bright smile illuminating the library.
"Maybe Throw The Best Magic Act Party or Set Your Mane On Fire Party. Oh! How about Destroy As Many Books As You Can Party?" She sat hard, her front legs crossed in front of her chest, pondering the grave problem for a while. "Only I don't think Twilight would be very happy with the last one. Even though that's what she seems to be doing right now." 
Pinkie stood up, unceremoniously shoved her friends aside, and bounced towards the librarian, who was still wrapped in the bubble of magic.
"Twilight, why are you hurting your books?" the pink pony asked innocently, but with sincere concern clearly audible in her voice. As ridiculous as the whole situation seemed, the tomes hovering around the unicorn stopped circling around her. Twilight hesitated.
"I'm not hurting them," the unicorn spoke with a distant, unfamiliar voice. Her eyes were still blank, filled with raw magic boiling inside her body. "I'm merely extracting the knowledge they hold and attack this ridiculous riddle with it!" The bubble of magic pulsed with sudden light as Twilight's anger flared.
"Ooh, riddles! I love riddles!" Pinkie squealed, bouncing happily to the desk, completely ignoring Twilight's magic. "Let me see, lemme see!" She grabbed the piece of parchment. She looked at it for a moment, squinting her eyes as if she was forcing the knowledge out of her head. And then she smiled.
"Aw, it's really easy," she chirped, smiling brightly. "Clever, but not that hard. Lookie here, Twilight." She shoved the parchment into the unicorn's face, somehow managing to get past the magic field with seemingly no effort. "Here's your error."
All ponies looked at the pair with mixed emotions: amazement, disbelief, bewilderment, and relief amongst many others. What was common, though, was that seven jaws formed perfect 'O' shapes as Twilight slowly dropped to the ground. Her magic dispersed, the force field around her faded out, and her pupils slowly regained their rightful place within her eyes. The books dropped to the ground with a series of barely audible thuds and without splashing any more ink—much to Rarity's relief.
Twilight was glaring at the parchment, exactly where Pinkie's hoof was pointing. She sighed wearily, exhausted from her magical outburst. She felt like a complete idiot now. Even though Pinkie was pointing straight at where the error supposedly was, her mind still couldn't process it.
"I don't get it," she admitted, looking frustrated. "Where?"
The other ponies surrounded Pinkie, looking at the parchment curiously.
"Do you really want me to give you the answer?" Pinkie asked, looking deep into Twilight's violet eyes with all the seriousness she could muster. "I would just rob you of that amazing feeling of accomplishment you get when you solve a riddle yourself."
Twilight broke from the mesmerizing gaze of the two blue orbs she had never seen so serious before. She considered the remark only for a short while. Pinkie was right, of course, but right now the unicorn didn't care. She was close to destroying the library, while trying to figure out the answer which hadn't come no matter what she had tried. She nodded her head in resignation, after the last unsuccessful attempt of glaring the answer out of the offending piece of parchment.
Pinkie sighed, but got back to her usual cheery self almost instantly. She reached behind her ear, from where she drew a pink crayon. Sticking her tongue out and squinting her eyes, she corrected the equation with a few hasty scribbles. Then she handed the parchment back to the unicorn, a proud smile on her face. It read:

"Units, my dear Twilight!" Pinkie squealed, bouncing happily around the room as if she had just stated an obvious and well known fact. 
And, indeed, she had! Twilight was at a loss for words, her eyes and mouth wide open. "Pinkie Pie, that's... just so simple... I-I don't even... How could I have missed it?"
"Every riddle is simple once you figure out the answer," the earth pony said matter-of-factly. "That's exactly what's so great about them!" She grabbed Twilight’s hooves and made her spin around, an impossibly wide smile gracing her face.
"Multiplying units along with the values..." The unicorn massaged her forehead with a hoof, after breaking free from the earth pony's grip. "Those are the very basics of both physics and mathematics. I feel like an idiot now." She sighed, slumping limply on the floor, covering her head with her hooves and wishing the ground would just swallow her up. "To solve a riddle you have to be able to think outside the box," she mumbled, her voice barely audible from under her hooves. "That's why I have so much trouble with them."
"Pinkie Pie, since when are you so good at physics?" teased Rainbow Dash, nudging her pink friend playfully. The Crusaders were hastily noting down the answer to the riddle that had caused so many problems.
"Oh, silly Dashie," the pink pony giggled, winking at the pegasus, "I have to be good at it. If I didn't know everything about physics, how could I break its laws so easily?" And, as on cue, Rainbow Dash felt a rib-breaking hug from behind her. Pinkie Pie, who had been standing in front of the pegasus only fractions of a second ago, was now behind her, grabbing her in a fierce hug.
"Pinkie Pie, you are so random!" Rainbow Dash said after the hug had loosened up enough for her to breathe and actually speak, causing an outburst of laughs. The rest of the friends felt the need to join the hug, too.
"I think we need to change that line." Twilight laughed. "How about, Pinkie Pie, you are so genius?"
"No, I'm not," the pink pony said with a giggle. "I'm just being Pinkie."
The collective laugh resonated within Twilight's ears for a while until it eventually died, prompting her to open her eyes.
Then close them, squinting really hard, and open them again.
The unicorn groaned with resignation as the reality of how much her library was actually damaged hit her. She really needed to do something about how little was needed to send her on a magical rampage.
***

Dear Princess Celestia,
Today I have learned a very important lesson about friendship... and humility.
The quill danced over the parchment guided with Twilight's magic. With the help of her friends, cleaning the library had only taken the few remaining hours of the evening. Pinkie Pie was now playing with the Crusaders, somehow managing to stop them from performing random acts of unintentional destruction, which so often just happened with them around.
It is never good to assume you are the best at something, and that there is nopony more qualified who could help with your problems. Every one of your friends has their unique skills, talents, or knowledge which can provide invaluable assistance, if only you're humble enough to accept their help.
And even if they don't help right away, they can at least provide a fresh perspective from which you can view your problem. And that is often enough to make the proverbial cogs of your mind spin.
Your faithful student,
Twilight Sparkle

Twilight sealed the scroll and placed it on a nearby shelf to wait for Spike's return. She glanced outside, where fillies and mares were assembled into small groups, ready to head back to their homes for the night. It was long after the sunset and Luna's silver moon was slowly climbing up the celestial dome. 
The ponies had all said their goodbyes and separated, each party heading in different direction. Hopping away towards the Sugarcube Corner was a lone figure of the pink earth pony; saver of the day, retreating quietly and lonely like a superhero after a job well done. If Twilight hesitated, it was only for a moment so brief, she hadn't even noticed it herself.
"Pinkie Pie, wait!" she called, trotting over to her friend. "I'll walk you home."
"Thanks, Twilight." Pinkie Pie grinned, suddenly looking considerably brighter. "But, you really don't have to."
"That's the least I can do," Twilight said sheepishly. "After all, you saved the day yet again. Besides, maybe you could fill me in on some of the mysteries of mathematics or puzzles of physics on the way?" she said with a wink.
The pink pony giggled, provoking a chuckle from the unicorn in return. She resumed her bouncing towards the bakery, Twilight trotting beside her, and only Luna's bright moon accompanied them on their way.
THE END
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