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It's New Year's Eve.  Do you know where you and your friends are?
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“Hello?”  Rainbow Dash held a cell phone to her ear.  In the other hand she cradled a cup of cider—tipping.  “Darn it, Pinkie Pie!  It's New Year's Eve, girl!”  She waved lazily towards the wide screen television across the noisy living room..  A glittery ball hung pendulously atop a snow-laden pole in the middle of a metropolitan downtown square somewhere.  “Get your butt over here before it's too late!”
“Tell her to drive safely,” Fluttershy insisted, sitting a few cushions down on the couch.  “It's the most dangerous evening to be out on the roads, after all.”
“Fluttershy says to be safe!” Rainbow squawked into the phone, smirking.  A few seconds past, and she responded to the bouncy person on the line.  “Yeah, well, your body will be thanking you tomorrow.  Same with your folks!  Now get over here!”
With a tiny beep, she cut the call and slid the phone back into the pocket of her running pants.
“She acts like tonight isn't a big deal and then wonders why we're so impatient with her,” Rainbow Dash muttered into her cup right before a sip of cider.
“Tomorrow never knows,” Rarity hummed.
Rainbow swallowed her drink and squinted at the chair sitting perpendicular to the sofa.  “The heck are you on about?”
Rarity calmly knitted a scarf while sporting an even calmer smile.  “Just an expression that I find rather poetic.”
“What does it mean?” Fluttershy asked.
“I'm not terribly sure.”  Rarity shrugged.  “It's a Beatles song title.”
“Hey, I've heard that song!”  Applejack strolled into the living room, laying dessert treats down on the table between the gathered ladies and the television counting down.  “Really trippy number, ain't it?”
“You listen to the Beatles?” Rainbow droned.
“Yeah, and?”  Applejack sat backwards on a chair borrowed from the kitchen and tilted the brim of her hat back.  “I'll have you know I ain't a one trick pony!”
“Certainly helps to have an open mind, darling.”  Rarity glanced at the t.v. screen.  Snow fell and people danced in the streetlights.  “Musically, that is—among other things.”
“Hmmm...”  Rainbow Dash scratched her chin in thought.  “Guess I'll give it a listen-to sometime.”
“You do that, sugarcube.”
“Say...”  Twilight Sparkle finished her cup of cider and placed it down on the table before them.  “...did you know that John Lennon used to beat up his wife?”
“John Lennon?  For real?”
“Yeah.”  Twilight nodded.  “It's not something that a lot of people know.”  She adjusted her glasses.  “While his public face may have been creative and inspiring, he was really... truly abusive to his family at home—emotionally as well as physically.  At least his first family:  Cynthia and Julian Lennon...”
“Oh...”  Fluttershy held a hand up to her distraught face.  “...my goodness, how awful...”
“Eh...”  Rainbow shrugged.  “That's life, I guess...”
“In America, I reckon,” Applejack added.
“Rainbow!  Applejack!”  Rarity frowned.  “How could you say such things?  Have some heart!”
“What's to have or not have?  You gonna change history any more than we can?”
“It at least helps to have some good sense when looking forward to the future!”
“Shhhh!”  Twilight Sparkle waved at the others.  “Hold that thought, girls!  I think the countdown is starting!”
“Oh!  Goodness!”
“Yeah!”
“Well yee-ha!  About dang time!”
“Smashing!”
The girls huddled closer around the table, facing the television screen as the image zeroed in on the glittery sphere.
Sunset Shimmer sat far away.  At her computer.  Blinking.
A blank expression covered her beautiful face, and she stared a thousand miles past the scene in her living room.  Her tongue rubbed along the roof of her mouth, forming friction, then eventually pronouncing:
“'John Lennon'... 'America'...”  Her lips crested the edge of a grimace.  “Tomorrow Never Knows...?”
The air sounded with the ringing of a cell phone.
Sunset turned—swiveling numbly on her chair.  Using a mouse, she double-clicked the icon for a word processing program.  A file opened up.  The page was just five words repeating indefinitely—multiple lines of the same thing forming a horizontal forest of emotionless, meaningless text.
In the reflection of a vase, Rainbow Dash's figure could be seen stirring.  The young woman held a phone to her ear.
“Hello?”  A pause.  “Darn it, Pinkie Pie!  It's New Year's Eve, girl!  Get your butt over here before it's too late!”
“Tell her to drive safely,” Fluttershy could be heard saying.  “It's the most dangerous evening to be out on the roads, after all.”
“Fluttershy says to be safe!” Another pause.  “Yeah, well, your body will be thanking you tomorrow.  Same with your folks!  Now get over here!”  A distant beeping noise.  “She acts like tonight isn't a big deal and then wonders why we're so impatient with her.”
Sunset Shimmer bit her lip.  Hesitantly, she dragged her cursor over the entirety of the document.  Once all of the repeating text was highlighted, she hit “delete.”  She then held her fingers over the homerow keys...
“Tomorrow never knows,” said Rarity.
A shudder ran through Sunset's body.  She hesitated, squirmed, then clicked her fingers across the keyboard.
Hello?

“The heck are you on about?” Rainbow rasped in the background.
Sunset continued typing.
Are you there?

“Just an expression that I find rather poetic.”
Sunset Shimmer's teeth clenched as she hammered more words into the document.
You.  Yes, you.  I know that you're there.

“What does it mean?”
“I'm not terribly sure.  It's a Beatles song title.”
What even brought you here?

“Hey, I've heard that song!”
Is it something you're trying to find?

“Really trippy number, ain't it?”
Is it something you're trying to avoid?

“You listen to the Beatles?”
Maybe you're here for the wrong reason.  Maybe you came expecting something else.  Or someone else.

“Yeah, and?”
Maybe it's because there's nowhere else to go.  Nowhere else to relax.  To be at ease.  To feel happy.

“I'll have you know I ain't a one trick pony!”
I know how you feel.  And yet, I don't.  This is me.  And yet it isn't.

“Certainly helps to have an open mind, darling.
Let's not pretend anymore.  The ending isn't what I expected or what I hoped for.  It's not what you wanted either.  How could you ever have gotten what you wanted?  How could any of us?

“Musically, that is—among other things.”
I think it's time that we all realized that it will never end.  Not properly, at least.

“Hmmm... Guess I'll give it a listen-to sometime.”
Or, even better—or worse—there's nothing that will ever come to fill it.

“You do that, sugarcube.”
And just what is “it?”  A hole?  A question?  A need?

“Say, did you know that John Lennon used to beat up his wife?”
What are we all sacrificing our time for?  You, who receives?  I, who offers?

“John Lennon?  For real?”
What was it that keeps you going?  And don't tell me that you're not going.  That you're not continuing.  That you're not believing.

“Yeah.  It's not something that a lot of people know.”
You could stop right now if you wanted to.  Stop—and abandon it all.  These worlds that we manipulate.  That we control.  That we mutate and pervert and abuse and worship and hate and love—much like our own: disparate and unique and strong yet somehow always struggling to be filled.

“While his public face may have been creative and inspiring, he was really... truly abusive to his family at home—emotionally as well as physically.  At least his first family:  Cynthia and Julian Lennon...”
I know that this isn't real.  Maybe you've always known that I've known.

“Oh my goodness, how awful.”
But have you always known why you've continued searching for it?  Why you still hang around?  Why you dig in and not just simply overlook?

“Eh...That's life, I guess...”
This is a great place to visit.  And I welcome it.  I really do.

“In America, I reckon.”
But don't make it your home.  Don't overstay your welcome.  In time, your only anchor will be a bitter one.

“Rainbow!  Applejack!  How could you say such things?  Have some heart!”
You want a lesson?  A moral?

“What's to have or not have?”
Here it is.

“You gonna change history any more than we can?”
Friendships are like pets.  All they're ever good for is dying.  Lasers have nothing on that.

“It at least helps to have some good sense when looking forward to the future!”
Learn to adapt.  To move on.  To make your home anywhere and everywhere.  Or else all the anchor will do is drag you down.

“Shhhh!”  Twilight Sparkle waved at the others.  “Hold that thought, girls!  I think the countdown is starting!”
Sunset Shimmer's fingers lingered on the keys.  She looked over her shoulder.
Five shapes dotted the couch.  Gyrating.  Resounding.
“Oh!  Goodness!”
“Yeah!”
Snow was falling upwards across the t.v. screen.
Outside Sunset's house windows, it was all the same.
“Well yee-ha!  About dang time!”
“Smashing!”
Sunset exhaled through her nostrils.
As the music's pitch shifted, she looked to her computer screen.
Her eyes ran up and down the document.
The five words repeated again and again, from start to finish.
A meaningless horizontal forest.
A phone rang once more.  Or perhaps for the first time.
Rainbow's voice cracked:  “Hello?”
Lethargically, Sunset dragged her mouse cursor over the text.  Her finger hovered over the “delete” key.
“Get your butt over here before it's t—”
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