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		Description

With a magic exam coming up, Twilight has been staying up way too late and stressing herself too much.  As a result, she starts casting spells in her sleep, causing all sorts of chaos.  Spike, tired of being turned into random items and worried about his friend, tries to do something to help.  Unfortunately, his attempts to help Twilight may end up causing more harm than good.
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	Sleep had not come easily for Twilight Sparkle.  She’d been up for most of the night, desperately studying and practicing her magic in preparation for her upcoming exam.  While Princess Celestia had wanted her to study friendships and the lessons to be learned from it, Twilight was not free to ignore her magical studies.  Every now and then, she would be tested on her arcane ability, in order to make sure she was still studying and practicing.  
Most ponies would not have seen it as that big of a deal, though.  The exams weren’t held very often, they were done by an underling of the Princess instead of Celestia herself, and all she really had to do was show off a bit of magic and call it a day.  It could easily be assumed that Celestia was doing this out of procedure, so that nopony could say she was doting too much on her star pupil.
Twilight, naturally, did not see it that way.  At all.  Instead, she freaked out and put too much thought into it, expecting each exam to be a massive challenge rather than the cakewalk it really was.  She would spend days, if not weeks preparing for the test, stressing herself out to almost unhealthy levels.  She would study deep into the night, sacrificing sleep and rest in favor of any scrap of knowledge or ounce of experience that could aid in her upcoming exam.
This time, for the most part, was no different.  Long after midnight, fatigue had overtaken her, and the purple unicorn had finally staggered off to bed.  The moment her head hit the pillow, she was out like a light, falling into a deep slumber.  However, it would seem that this time, she finally pushed herself just a bit too far…

“Why am I a tomato?!”
Twilight’s eyes shot open.  Was that Spike? What was he screaming about?  Groggily, the unicorn sat up, expecting to find herself sprawled out in bed.  Instead, she found that she was curled up on her desk, several books and scrolls strewn around and under her.  “Huh?  What?”
“Twilight!  Help!” Spike screamed from somewhere nearby.  
“I’m coming Spike!” Twilight yelped, leaping off the desk… and promptly losing her footing the moment she landed on the ground.  Instead of a hardwood floor, her hooves came down on dirt and flowers.  “What the?!” the mare gasped.  Somehow, a flower garden had materialized in the middle of her floor while she was asleep.  
“Twiliiiiiight!  What did you dooooo?” Spike wailed, his voice coming from somewhere in the room.
“Spike?  Spike?!  Where are you?” she asked in response, frantically looking around in confusion.  There was no sign of Spike.  There were signs, however, of things being very much amiss. Most of the floor was now a flower garden.  There was a statue of Princess Celestia where the telescope used to be.  All the books had been rearranged perfectly by genre, title, and age.  And for some reason, there was a giant tomato sitting in front of the mirror in the corner of the room. 
“I’m right in front of you!” the tomato suddenly screamed.
Twilight stared.
“Spike?”
“No,” the tomato replied gruffly with Spike’s voice.  “I’m Nightmare Moon, here to begin my reign of tyranny and naughtiness.  I just turned myself into a tomato so nobody would suspect. Hah hah, you caught me.”
Twilight continued to stare, utterly dumbfounded.  
“Of course it’s me!” the tomato blurted out.  “Change me back!  Pleeeeease!”
“I- I-“ Twilight stammered.  She then shook her head, and narrowed her eyes in determination.  “Okay, hang on.  I think I can-“
“Think?” the tomato suddenly interrupted, panic audible in its voice.  “What do you mean think?!”
“Just hold still,” the unicorn warned.  
“Think?!  Twilight, wait!” tomato-Spike screamed.  “Hold on a-“
There was a sudden, bright flash of light.  Where there was once a large tomato, there was now a baby dragon that looked utterly traumatized.  
“…second.” Spike blinked a few times, and then began to grab at his face and body with his claws.  “I… I’m back to normal?” he asked in shock.  He then punched a fist into the air and grinned.  “Woohoo, I’m back to normal!”
An awkward silence followed as Spike turned to look at Twilight, leaving them to both just stared at each other, completely confused.
“So… uh…” Spike finally broke the silence.  “Mind telling me why I woke up as a vegetable?”
“Fruit,” Twilight corrected him.  “And I have no clue.”
Spike waved a clawed hand at her dismissively.  “Not gonna argue about the fruit and veggie thing,” he muttered.  He then gestured at the topsy-turvy room.  “So you mean to tell me that you have no idea how everything magically got all screwed up during the night?”
Twilight frowned.  “Um…”
Spike pointed an accusing finger.  “Only one of us can do magic.  Well, this sort of magic.  Did you do this in your sleep or something?”
“I… I don’t think so…” the unicorn shook her head.  “I mean, I’ve heard of unicorns casting spells in the sleep under certain circumstances, but-“
“So you sleep-spell.  Wonderful!” Spike smirked and threw his hands in the air.  “Some ponies sleep-walk, others sleep-talk.  But no, you have to be one of the ones who do magic while you dream…” he shook his head, grinning.  “So, should I write to the Prin-“
The dragon didn’t get to finish his sentence before Twilight was upon him, her hooves clamped firmly over his mouth.  “No!” she yelped, horror etched on her features.  “She can’t know about this!  She’d-“
“Murf murmur hurf grrrf,” Spike mumbled under her hooves.  
“Exactly!” Twilight exclaimed.  Removing her hooves from her assistant, she began to trot in circles.  “We can’t let her know this happened.”
“Well, I guess it isn’t that big a deal…” Spike shrugged.  “It’s not like you can’t fix everything.  And as long as you don’t stay up late studying like that again, you….” his voice trailed off.  Asking Twilight not to study was like asking Rainbow Dash to wear a fru-fru dress, or Fluttershy to do a public poetry reading.  
Those things just didn’t happen.
“Spike,” Twilight whined.  “I can’t-“
“Yeah, yeah, I know.  You can’t not study,” he shook his head.  “But you’re going to have to try to pace yourself, or something.”
The purple unicorn looked at the floor, unsure.  “I’ll… try.”
“Good,” Spike smiled.  “Otherwise, I may wake up tomorrow as… like… a garden gnome or something.”

He was close.  Rather than a garden gnome, Spike woke up as a pink lawn flamingo.  
And the next day, a potted plant.  
And then a velociraptor.  Though, that one was kinda cool.
On the final night before the exam, Spike had finally had enough.  Desperate times called for desperate measures, and he had to do something not just for himself, but for Twilight.  The poor mare had stressed herself almost to the breaking point.  Studying almost constantly, she’d been ignoring her friends and other responsibilities, and she certainly looked worse for wear.  Bloodshot eyes, mangy hair, and more than a few twitches made her look like she was an escaped lunatic, rather than a brilliant scholar.  
“Here you go, Twilight,” the dragon said as he approached her desk.  Holding up a steaming cup of coffee, he added:  “Extra expresso, just like you asked.”
“Yay!” Twilight yipped, looking up from the book she’d been nose-deep in.  Her voice was unnaturally clipped and cheerful, and she looked like she was about to fall apart.  “Just what I need!  A few more hours of studying, and I should be ready!  Keyword should!  Maybe I should study for seven more hours, instead of five and a half.  I only need a few hours of sleep, and-“
Spike frowned, mentally noting that the sun would be rising in much less than seven hours.  “Just drink your coffee.”
“Yes, yes, coffee!” Twilight grinned insanely.  “Just what the doctor ordered.”  
Twilight picked up the mug with her telekinesis, took a small sip… and promptly fell to the floor, snoring loudly.
Spike caught the mug of decaf coffee before it hit the floor, and let out a sigh of relief.  “Sorry Twi…” he frowned sadly.  “But I had to do that.  You’ll thank me in the morning.”  He felt terrible about spiking her drink with a dose of sleeping pills, but if being a bit dishonest meant saving his friend’s sanity and health, it was a worthy sacrifice.  Granted, it was only supposed to make her sleepy, not knock her out.  Clearly, she was in much worse shape than he’d thought.  
He wasn’t too worried, though.  Fluttershy had personally ensured he had the proper dosage, and that there was no risk of adverse effects. He’d gotten the medicine from her, since she was something of a vet and knew about medication and stuff, and was also a friend of Twillight’s.  Anyone else would have probably said no to the plan outright, though Fluttershy was certainly hesitant.  Still, she had agreed that Twilight needed a good night’s rest, not just for her health, but so she’d do well on the test.  
Spike not turning into a flaming tree or something was also a bonus.
With a sigh, the baby dragon gently grabbed Twilight, and began to drag her off to her bed.

“Gooooood morrrrrrninnnnng,” Rarity sang to her friends as she approached the library.  Fluttershy, Rainbow Dash, Pinkie Pie, and Applejack were all already standing around the front door.  Every time Twilight had one of these magical tests, her friends all came to watch.  It was quite enjoyable to see just what sort of power she was capable of, and naturally they all wanted to cheer her on and encourage her.   “I see I am not too late.  That’s a relief!” the white unicorn smiled, giving a flick of her mane.
“I dunno, somethin’ ain’t right…” Applejack frowned.
“Why, whatever do you mean, darling?” Rarity asked, slightly tilting her head in concern.  
“The door’s locked,” Rainbow Dash answered, hovering just over the entrance.  “I’ve checked all the windows, but they’re locked too.  Can’t see anything through the curtains, either.”
“And Ah’ve heard a few funny noises.  Zaps and snaps an’ stuff,” Applejack added.
Fluttershy just kicked the dirt, looking rather worried but staying silent.
Rarity frowned.  “Maybe Twilight is just trying to get some last minute practice in, and doesn’t wish to be disrupted?”
“Yeah, but Twilight never locks us out like this,” Pinkie interjected, her voice hyper and cheerful despite her expression of worry.  “I mean, she has been pretty stressed and a bit antisocial lately, but still, she’s never done this before.  I mean, yeah, she’s locked us out before, but never on the day of her test.  Normally it’s because she’s in a bad mood, or somepony’s hurt her feelings, or she has a new book, or I’ve had coffee, or-“
By the grace of Celestia, the front door suddenly flew open, causing Pinkie to stop talking.  A frightened Spike suddenly came running out of the library, horror etched on his features.  “Fluttershy!  Fluttershy, I-“ the dragon screamed, only to stop three steps out the door.  Looking around, his horror faded for a moment, and he flatly stated:  “Oh.  That was easy.”
“What’s wrong, Spike?” Fluttershy asked, looking deeply concerned. 
“Yeah, what’s up?” Pinkie cheerfully inquired.  “Why are you looking so freaked out?”
“Oh, uh…” Spike smiled sheepishly.  “I, uh… I… sorta… kinda… gave Twilight some sleeping pills, and...”
Applejack’s frowned.  “Wut.”
“Well, she was studying herself to death!” Spike said, falling to his knees in front of the ponies.  Throwing his claws in the air in lamentation, he sorrowfully explained: “I couldn’t let her keep doing this to herself, especially on the night before the test.  I know it was wrong, but…” he frowned sadly, a few tears welling in his eyes.  “I was just trying to do what we best for her.”
“And I gave him the medicine.  I thought it was for the best…” Fluttershy whimpered.
Rarity took a step forward, and gave the baby dragon a gentle pat on the head with her forehoof.  “Now now, Spike, nobody is mad at you for trying to help,” she told him, causing Spike’s expression to soften slightly.  “And you too, Fluttershy.  You were both looking out for her best interest.”  
“Yeah, like ya said, ya were just tryin’ to help…” Applejack added, her own frown fading slightly.  “Though, Ah wouldn’t have gone this route…”
Rainbow Dash smirked.  “I’d have done it sooner.  I heard something about you getting turned into a vegetable…?”
“Fruit,” Spike corrected her with a slight scowl.  “But that’s not important.  Right now, we’ve got a problem…” 
“She won’t wake up?” Pinkie asked.
“No, worse!  She won’t wake up, AND she’s sleep-spelling!” Spike wailed.  As if on cue, there was a loud zapping noise from somewhere in the library, followed by an elephant trumpeting its horn.   
The ponies stared at the library in silence for a moment, just blinking.
“And it gets worse!” Spike added. “The exam proctor should be here any-“
There was a bright flash of light, and an aged unicorn stallion in flowing blue robes suddenly appeared in front of the library.  His fur was a faded beige, and his mane, tail, and wispy beard where all vibrantly silver.  “Ah, good morning!” he rasped a cheerful greeting to the ponies and dragonling.
“G-g-good morning…” some of them managed to stammer.  
“Friends of Twilight’s I assume?” he asked with a smile.  “I’m told some of her friends enjoy watching the exams.  You’re more than welcome to attend,” he observed, before stepping towards the library door.
“Wait!” Spike exclaimed, throwing himself into the doorway.  Holding out his arms to block the portal, he smiled sheepishly.  “Uh, you can’t go in yet.”
The stallion stared at Spike through his glasses with bright blue eyes.  “And… why not?” he asked, arching a silver eyebrow.  
“Uh…” Spike blinked.  “I think she’s still getting ready.”
“Odd, I’m told she is typically quite punctual,” the stallion frowned.  “I’ll have to mark it down if she is not prepared for the exam.”
“No!” Spike yelped, horrified.  “I mean, uh, she’s preparing something.  Something special!”
The unicorn looked dubious.  “Something… special?”
“Yeah.  Something special.  To impress you!” Spike grinned.  
“Riiiight…” the stallion tilted his head slightly.  “I’m going in now.”
“Oh my goodness, where did you ever get such a fabulous robe?!” Rarity suddenly inquired, inserting herself between Spike and the teacher in the blink of an eye.
“My… robe?” the old unicorn took a step back in surprise.  “Um, it is standard attire for professors at the Royal University in Canterlot.”
Rarity gasped.  “Oh, how fabulous!  I have a cousin who attends there.  Do you know-“
The stallion coughed.  “Look, I appreciate what you’re trying to do for your friend, but stalling me won’t work.  It is time for the exam.  Now please let me through, or-“
There was a loud zapping noise, accompanied by bright light flashing through the doorway and all the windows.  A loud thump followed right after it, and then silence.
“Twilight!” Spike yelled.  The little dragon turned and ran back into the library.
“Miss Sparkle?” the old professor called out, chasing after Spike.  Twilight’s friends followed alongside him, hot on Spike’s heels.

No pony or dragon could say anything.  All they could do was stare, gape, and blink.  
Twilight was sprawled out in the middle of the floor upstairs.  She was snoring softly, and looked visibly fine.  The library around her, though… was beautiful.
Everything had been arranged and organized perfectly.  No items or furniture seemed out of place.  What had everyone’s attention was the ceiling.  
From wall to wall, a beautiful mural had somehow materialized across the ceiling.  It portrayed a variety of scenes – Princess Celestia gloriously reigning on her throne, Twilight smiling while studying, her and her friends laughing and smiling after the Grand Galloping Gala, and images from some of their greatest adventures and lessons.  The level of detail was astounding; there was no way it was actually painted.  It simply had to be some sort of master-crafted illusion.  
“Miss… Miss Sparkle…” the old stallion finally managed to stammer after several minutes of silence.
Twilight looked up, blinking sleepily.  “Huh?  What?” she asked groggily, before yawning.  After a moment’s pause, her eyes suddenly widened in horror.  “OHMYGOSH!!”
“Oh my gosh is right, Miss Sparkle!” the professor beamed.  “This is amazing!”
Twilight stared.  “What?” 
“This!” the stallion gestured at the ceiling.  “You have shown that you possess not only expert command of illusionary magic, but you also have a master’s eye for art!”
“I do what huh?” Twilight stared.  
“Oh, if Dr. Muse were here, she would be beside herself in awe…” the professor smirked.  “Why, when I tell her about this, she will probably write to you about guest speaking in some of her magical artistry classes.”
“What…  I…  But… B-bu-but…” Twilight stammered.  “W-what about my test?”
The old unicorn scoffed.  “Test?  Miss Sparkle, these tests do not demand much effort.  And you have shown that you have more talent and ability than some of our graduate students!  Why, you should probably be the one giving tests…” he shook his head in amusement.  “Well, I think I’ve seen all I need to see.  I will give Princess Celestia your regards, and also let her know that your artistic portrayal of her was rather impressive…” the stallion winked.  
“I… um… thanks?” Twilight grinned sheepishly.
“Don’t mention it. Until next time, Miss Sparkle!” the professor smiled.  He gave her a wave of his forehoof, and then disappeared in a flash of bright light.
Dead silence followed.  Finally, Twilight asked “Can somepony please explain to me what just happened?”
She almost regretted asking that as Pinkie promptly began to tell her everything that had happened, babbling at the speed of Pinkie.  After less than a minute, Pinkie concluded:  “And now you’re an art star!”
Twilight blinked, before looking over at Spike and Fluttershy.  “You sedated me?” she asked.  Her voice wasn’t full of anger or frustration.  She simply looked and sounded like she was confused, and slightly hurt.
“We’re really sorry…” Fluttershy whimpered.  
Spike took a step forward.  “I deserve all the blame, not Fluttershy.  It was all my idea, and she wasn’t exactly for it.  But you needed sleep, Twilight,” he nodded, visibly guilt-ridden.  “You were stressing yourself out way too much.  I doubt you would have slept at all last night if I hadn’t done something.  Imagine how the test would have gone instead!  Besides, it was only supposed to help you fall sleep and get a good night's rest, not knock you out.  But you were way more fatigued than I thought…”
“We’re really sorry…” Fluttershy repeated, tears in her eyes.  “Please don’t be angry…”
“They were just looking out for your well-being, my dear,” Rarity observed.  
Applejack nodded.  “Ah may not agree with how they did it, but they did what they needed ta do.”  Rainbow Dash and Pinkie nodded in agreement.  
After a few seconds, a soft smile appeared on Twilight’s face.  “Thanks.  I mean, you didn’t have to spike my drink, and I’m not exactly happy about that.  But I get what you were trying to do.  And I appreciate that…”
“So you’re not mad?” Spike smiled.  Fluttershy also cracked a small smile.  
“No, I’m not mad,” Twilight replied with a smirk.  “Maybe a bit annoyed, but I’ll get over it.  Like I said, I appreciate what you were trying to do.  Besides, things turned out for the better.  I think.”
A sudden clicking noise diverted her attention.  Pinkie was holding a camera, which she seemed to have gotten from nowhere, and was rapidly taking pictures of the ceiling.  Apparently she had recognized that since it was an illusion spell, it would eventually fade sooner or later.  “Wow, Twilight.  This is pretty good.  Think you could do it again?” Pinkie asked cheerfully.  
Twilight shrugged.  “I suppose, if I deprived myself of sleep for a few-“
Before she could finish that statement, Spike was already screaming about tomatoes and running for the exit.
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