“Would you be heading back to Pranceton University after the court hearing madam or can I persuade you to
stay on for a day to or two?”’ asked Macintosh while carrying teenage Pinkie’s bags through the now colorless
hallways of Pie Manor, the pretty furniture, paintings and expensive statues now covered with white sheets.
As they climb up a set of stairs, Pinkie declines, “I’m not heading back. I mean wow, bunch of stuffy no fun
bookworms who can’t take a joke. Sure it would take weeks to clean the mess and the bill would be huge but I
just livened up the place a bit, I mean duh! Hello! Plus, I was going to pay the bill myself.”

“I’ll prepare the master bedroom then” replies Macintosh

Pinkie refuses, “My room will be fine Big Mac.”

Macintosh protested, “With all due respect, Pie Manor is now your home.”

Pinkie responds with resentment in her voice, her fur becoming a darker shade of pink, “This is my father’s
house Big Mac. This is a mausoleum now and if I had my way I would pull it down brick by brick.”

Macintosh retorts, his voice slightly harsher, “This house has sheltered 6 generations of your family.”

“It’s not your family Big Mac, why do you give a hoot?”” Pinkie asks nearly gritting her teeth.

Macintosh answers, “I give a hoot because a good stallion made me responsible for what was most precious to
him in the whole world. Anyway, Miss Fluttershy is here to drive you to the hearing, just know this Miss Pinkie,
that there are many people out there who care for you and want only the best.”

Pinkie smiles looking back as she enters her room, “You’ll never give up on me will you?”

Macintosh replies, momentarily replacing his British accent with his natural southern drawl, “Eeyup!”

Pinkie opens up her suitcase and fiddles with a picture of her parents. She puts on a large expensive looking
overcoat and grabs a small plastic case with a cupcake inside. The case had a yellow screw on lid with a skull
drawn with a magic marker. Her eyes fall on a pair of joke glasses, green frame, solid black lenses with yellow
swirls and red clown nose attached. A rush of memories passes over her, goofing around with her father.

She quickly descended the steps and walks towards the kitchen where Fluttershy was preparing a sandwich.
There was a sexist joke here but the author forgot to include it. Pinkie smiled at her friend and commented,
“You know Big Mac still keeps the cookie jar on the top shelf.”

Fluttershy jokes, “He still hasn’t noticed that you’re tall enough now to reach it yourself?”

Pinkie giggles, “Old habits die hard I guess.”

“Well... that never used to stop us” Fluttershy giggled cutely, covering her mouth with one hoof.

She continued, grief in her voice, “You know... um... I miss this place... so does my mom. What about you?”

Pinkie replies, “This house is nothing without the people who made it. I’'m just here for the hearing.”



Fluttershy asks with fear in her voice, “If you don’t mind, could I convince you not to come... [ mean if you
don’t want to.”

Pinkie understood the meaning behind the request, “Why is your boss letting him go?”

Fluttershy squeaks, feeling just the tiny bit nervous, “We all loved your parents Pinkie. Pony Joe deserves jail
but in prison he shared a cell with Gilda Falcone. He’ll testify in exchange for early parole. I'm sorry.”

At the hearing, a lawyer, a young stallion with black mane and blue fur makes his case, “The incident occurred
at the height of the depression. My client committed a crime yes but it was not motivated by greed but by
desperation. My client has already served 14 years and cooperated with a very important investigation, hence
we petition for his early release.”

Pony Joe, now much older rises to speak at the request of the judge, ““Your honor, not a single day goes by when
I regret my actions of that day, and I wish I could take it all back.”

As he speaks, Pinkie slumps in her chair, gritting her teeth with rage, her fur now incredibly dark and her hair
equally straight and dull looking. Despite the judge requesting a statement from a member of the Pie family, she
refuses to speak until she could take her revenge, her sweet revenge.

Later as Pony Joe leaves the courtroom with his lawyer, he is swarmed by literally a hundred journalists and
camera-ponies. Pinkie starts to walk towards the group, plastic case in hand. She would offer the cupcake as a
goodwill gesture and wait till he eats it. She would think about waiting till he vomits up his insides and dies a
most painful death. If he refused, she would shove it down his throat with her hoof, no matter the consequences.

She was barely halfway until suddenly she sees a grey Pegasus mare with blonde mane scream and slam into
Pony Joe with full force shouting something about muffins. The Pegasus had a blade attached to one hoof which
instantly killed her target. As commotion and chaos in sued, Pinkie kept watching with grim fascination as
Fluttershy came to pull her away.

As they drove away, Fluttershy informed Pinkie of what most likely happened sounding more flustered and
worried than usual, “The public hearing was obviously a set up. Falcone must have had the judge paid off which
in turn gave him an opportunity to kill Pony Joe so that he could never testify.”

Pinkie smiled darkly, “Can we stop at Gilda’s house? I want to thank her.”

Fluttershy was horrified, “Um... what are you saying Pinkie?”

“That pony killed my parents Fluttershy. He deserved it. Justice served.” Pinkie answered, rage in her voice.

Fluttershy protested, her voice rising, “No Pinkie. That’s not justice, that’s revenge. Justice is an element of
harmony while revenge is about giving yourself temporary satisfaction. That’s not how the system works.”

“Your system is broken.” Pinkie Pie replies.

Fluttershy pulls into a below ground passageway wanting to show her the reality of life in Gotham. They pass
by several poor, homeless and destitute ponies having only 3 different color variations and multiple copies



between them.. Fluttershy informs Pinkie, her voice angrier than before, “You want to talk about justice? Look
at these poor souls Pinkie. They talk about the depression as if it never happened but things are worse than ever.
Crime and drugs breed like rabbits down here creating new Pony Joe’s every day. Falcone may not have killed
your parents but he’s destroying everything they stood for.”

She pulls up to a small restaurant, ““You want to thank her for that? There you go. Everypony knows where to
find the mean old buzzard but as long as she keeps the bad ponies rich and the good ponies scared no pony will
touch her. Good ponies like your parents are gone, so what chance does Gotham have?”

Pinkie hangs her head in shame, she takes the plastic case out of her coat pocket and confesses, “I’'m not one of
your good ponies though. All these years I wanted to kill him, I made a special cupcake, one filled with poisons
just for him. Now I can’t give it to him.”

Fluttershy is horrified, never in all her years she imagined that sweet and innocent Pinkie Pie would stoop to
such levels. She turned Pinkie to face her and looked straight into her eyes, Fluttershy’s gaze seemingly
penetrating Pinkie’s soul making her feel ashamed and guilty, making her feel the gravity of her actions, a
painful feeling. No physical violence was necessary, this was enough. Fluttershy scolds her, “How could you
even think of doing something like this? How dare you?! What would your parents think?”

Pinkie exits the car as Fluttershy shakes her head in dismay and drives off. Pinkie throws away the plastic case
and enters the restaurant. She sees Gilda, a middle aged looking brown feathered griffin eating a stereotypical
mobster lunch, Italian Cuisine. As she walks towards her, Pinkie is stopped by another griffin with black
feathers and sunglasses on. The black griffin gives Pinkie a thorough search when Gilda notices her, “You’re
just as lame in real life as you seem to be on the news Miss Pie. No gun? I’m disappointed.”

Pinkie sits down on the couch opposite to Gilda’s own staring straight into her eyes, “You know why I’'m here?
I just want you to know that not everyone in Gotham is afraid of you.”

In response Gilda just laughs, “Wow! Why do I always get the heroes? For once I’d like someone to show me
some respect, maybe kiss my talons in reverence but no. Look around pipsqueak, the patrons here includes a
judge, two high ranking police officials and a guy from the mayor’s office.”

Pinkie looks around and is unable to recognize anyone but takes Gilda’s word for it. Suddenly Gilda grabs her
by the throat and pulls her close, “Now I could squeeze the air out those pretty lungs, gut you like fish or just
straight up eat you whole and no one would care. I’d even pay the cleaning bill for being a long time customer
and all. Now that’s power you can’t buy, for everything else we have MasterCard.”

Gilda smiles smugly at Pinkie who just stares at her blankly. Gilda felt insulted, she had just made the most
brilliant joke in comedy history and this peasant in front of her wasn’t laughing. She pulls out her gun and
presses it against Pinkie’s forehead making her gasp, “Laugh.”

Pinkie now sweating with fear laughs nervously claiming the joke was too smart for her dumb brain. Pinkie
attempted to get off her seat but Gilda ordered her to sit because her monologue wasn’t finished yet. Gilda pulls
the gun away and speaks, “Now, where was 1. Yes, power you can’t buy. Ponies like you think you have nothing
to lose. But you forget your little filly friend at the District Attorney’s office or your butler. Bang. So don’t



come to me trying to be all brave when I can shatter what little you have left with one bullet.”

At this point Gilda motions with her talons and some hefty looking colts grab Pinkie and haul her away. As
Pinkie is pushed out, Gilda takes the opportunity to pour a dash of salt on the wound, “Oh by the way, Pony Joe
told me about the night he killed your parents. Said your dad screamed like a little bitch and tried to run away.”

Now seething with anger and guilt Pinkie is thrown out of the restaurant onto the hard asphalt. She gets up half
crying to an uncaring world. She sees an old brown homeless goat with a straw hat on trying to heat himself
next to a barrel with newspapers burning inside. She takes off her coat and sells it to him for free, a priceless
Hoity-Toity branded coat given away for nothing, signifying leaving her old life behind and trying to find
something new. As she walks away she hears the old goat exclaim, “Wow! Nice coat.”

Pinkie runs, just runs. From everything and everyone she knew. She traveled the world trying to find answers,
trying to find meaning and purpose. She read comic books, watched movies and even played some video games
that would help explain what would be the next step. She was new to this redemption and revenge business you
see. She explored the deepest, darkest confines of pony society. Even the internet was not spared as she saw the
horrors of websites such as 4colt and Equestrian Daily. Ultimately, it was an attempt at smuggling goods that
landed her in prison. As a side note, the goods belonged to Pie Industries; Pinkie was trying to be ironic.

We return to the present as we see Pinkie finally answering that question to a slack jawed Tromperi. It was
made worse by the fact that Pinkie seemed to make up half of it as she admitted being a little ‘fuzzy’ on the
details. As Pinkie finishes her story, we see that they are decked in full ninja regalia and for the first time Pinkie
notices Tromperi’s wings revealing her as an Alicorn. Clearly that was not all she was hiding.

Tromperi offers her a bowl of dried blue petals that had just been burnt to give off a trance inducing odor. Pinkie
was unsure what she was supposed to do with it at first but then Tromperi came uncomfortably close to her ear
and said one word, “Breathe.”

Pinkie did as commanded not realizing she was inhaling Poison Joke fumes. However, the effect of inhalation
as compared to merely touching the spores was interesting to say the least. Tromperi backs away seemingly
melting away into nothing and Pinkie is left alone in a dark room. Suddenly the room erupts, the walls shatter
like glass revealing a chaotically colored sky as if someone just went mad and painted their insanity onto a
canvas.

Pinkie was on a floating platform surrounded on all sides by nothing but the bizarrely colored space. She
couldn’t even find the strength to speak as she came to terms with what she was seeing. She stared wide eyed
into the distance as a floating set of teeth forming a wide grin with pony like eyes on top came close. It spoke
with a familiar voice, Tromperi, “Welcome to Wonderland Miss Pie. This is the last test. A drug test if you
will... hahahahaha”

The grin vanished. Pinkie tried to concentrate and suddenly a set of ivory white stairs appeared before her
leading up to a large platform with two statues in the center. Pinkie silently strode up to the platform still trying
to make sense of everything and feeling a bit frightened. The statues were positioned in a neutral fashion and
they were eerily familiar, “Mom! Dad!” she cried.



Suddenly the previously blank faces of the statues turned to anger. They stared at her accusingly and their eyes
would follow wherever she turned. The statues spoke, their mouths moving, “Why Pinkie? Why didn’t you save
us?”

Pinkie was in tears. She tried to desperately explain but was interrupted by the grin, “You never got over that
did you? You don’t fear bats! What you fear is something primal, the darkness itself, whether it is the lack of
light or the darkness in the hearts of ponies.”

Suddenly, another statue appears in front of the two, a pony holding a gun in his hoof. Pinkie suddenly jumps up
defending her parents. She declares, “No! Not this time!”

Suddenly the three statues disappear and reappear a short distance away. Pinkie again jumps in between trying
in vain to protect her parents. The statues reposition again and Pinkie once again jumps in between. This cycle
continues as Pinkie desperately pleads with the assailant to spare her parents and kill her instead, all the while
her parents accuse her of being a failure.

The grin once again interjects, “Stop fighting it. You have to accept reality. Your parents are dead and there is
nothing you could have done to stop them. If you don’t the guilt and depression will drive you mad.”

A moment of clarity comes over Pinkie. She was a little filly again. In that dark alley, the assailant was pointing
his gun directly at her. She feels a hoof on her shoulder, it’s her father. He whispers into her ear, his voice was
sweet as honey, “Its okay Pinkie. It’s okay. We are sorry we couldn’t be with you...”

“... but we will always love you. We are truly sorry you had to go through this. Be strong Pinkie. Be strong, for
us.” Her mother finishes. Filly Pinkie protests and watches in horror as her parents take her position, a
murderous grin on the killers face. His face proceeds to melt away leaving only the grin with eyes.

Pinkie tearfully moves away from in front of the two statues of her parents. She hears two deafening gunshots
and watches the statues crumble, watchers her parents crumble, watches her innocence crumble into dust.
Pinkie is left crying alone in that void.

A few moments later she finds herself on the wooden floor of the castle, an emotional wreck yet somehow
feeling liberated as if a huge weight was removed from her back. Tromperi watches her, “Martial arts and party
tricks will only get you so far. You need to be a master of both body and mind. Poison Joke fumes are still used
by the Chinese Government to torture prisoners, their deepest darkest fears brought to life. Now get up.”

Tromperi picks Pinkie up from the floor and is surprised to hear a weak thank you. Tromperi explains that
technically speaking the effects of the fumes don’t actually wear off and depending on how much they inhaled
slowly drive the victim insane. But Pinkie was clearly made of tougher stuff and literally fought it off.

Some time later, we see Ra’s Al Qamar showing off a branding iron to Pinkie, for he had just marked a prisoner
hanging precariously in a cage over a balcony. Once again Qamar speaks while Tromperi standing next to
Pinkie and backed by a dozen or so guards translates, “This prisoner has committed a grievous crime and must
be punished accordingly. You must display your commitment to justice by killing her. ”

Pinkie is visibly shocked at the suggestion of such brutality. Tromperi offers her sword to Pinkie who is



reluctant as always. She protests, “This is wrong. Criminals should be tried by courts of law and not made
examples oftf.”

Tromperi retorts, ““You show compassion for killers and monsters? Trust me your enemies will not be so kind.”

Pinkie replies, “That’s the point. This is what separates us from them. Being heartless to other heartless people
doesn’t make you any better than them. It still makes you heartless.”

Tromperi speaks, anger in her voice, “Criminals mock society’s laws. Like your Gilda and Pony Joe who
essentially bought their way to freedom. What good did kindness & compassion do there?”

Surprisingly, even Qamar speaks up, talking with a ridiculous Chinese accent, “You cannot lead these ponies,
the league of laughter unless you are prepared to do what is necessary.”

Pinkie considers their arguments for a moment. Maybe destroying the bad apples was truly the answer or maybe
she should become a masked vigilante who uses party themed gimmicks and trickery. She picks up the blade
and notices the conveniently placed barrels of fireworks strewn about. She recalled her knowledge of cartoon
physics and realized that even the tiniest spark could set them off resulting in a hilarious chain reaction.

With a boisterous yell she used the blade to knock the branding iron into the closest barrel. Everypony shrieks
with horror. As the barrel erupts and fireworks and rockets begin to fly everywhere setting fire to the castle and
other fireworks creating a never ending chain reaction. Tromperi begins to utter a curse word but is interrupted
as the entire castle erupts into a massive inferno and sends two ponies rocketing outwards.

They land on an icy slope and begin to slide down into a ravine but Pinkie manages to grab onto an unconscious
Tromperi with her hind hooves while she slams the gauntlet on her fore hoof into the snow slowing their fall.
They finally stop at the very edge with Tromperi hanging precariously over it. Pinkie grunts and pulls her up
while shouting, “YOU HAVE WINGS DUMMY'! USE THEM!”

Later Pinkie leaves Tromperi in the care of an old colt and leaves. The colt assures her that he will inform
Tromperi of the cool explosion and how the two of them flew out like in that pirated dvd movie he once saw
and most importantly that Pinkie saved her life.

Several hours pass and a triumphant Pinkie walks towards a waiting private jet with her loyal butler and
guardian Big Macintosh waiting in front of the fold out stairs. He smiles and greets her, “Miss Pie, welcome
back. You look rather fashionable.”

On the flight Macintosh questions Pinkie while she’s gorging on confectioneries, “Are you coming back to
Gotham for good or will you travel to Japan or somewhere equally exotic now?”

Pinkie swallows hard, her eyes gleaming with confidence and feminine bravado, “I’m back for as long as it
takes to rid Gotham of every criminal and generally undesirable pony there is and I am NOT alone, I'm
bringing the PARTY! I’m going to show the people that there need not be a sad or dull day ever again.”

Macintosh considers Pinkie’s rambling and responds based on his understanding, “During the depression, which
is funny because Gotham-ites are always depressed because of the crime and deaths but anyway during that



time your father nearly bankrupted Pie Industries in his efforts to help the people. I’'m assuming you’ll use him
as an example to inspire others or at least force the wealthy of Gotham to uplift the less fortunate?”

Pinkie stares at Macintosh with a blank expression on her face, turning her head sideways as if literally turning
the gears in her mind. She proceeds to laugh and reply, “No silly! The people of Gotham need more than just an
example. They need to care, they need to share. I can’t convince them to do that as a simple mare. As a mare |
can be ignored or banished or locked up or banished and locked up. They need a symbol; something elemental,
something to do with laughter, not to mention something for the cowardly and superstitious lot that are
Gotham’s criminals.”

Macintosh began to understand what Pinkie was talking about, he didn’t like it one bit but he knew nothing he
said could stop her. So instead he asked her a question, “And I assume you will be using this symbol to both
take on the criminal underworld and make them terrified of parties? I also assume you will be taking this
literally and have themed costume, gadgets, a car and maybe even a young filly to act as a distraction and imply
homoerotic undertones?”

Pinkie simply slumped in her seat, smiled and gave a wink in reply. Macintosh brought his hoof to his face.
Pinkie suddenly gasped, “Twitchy Twitch! I feel a doozie. Hey Big Mac! Did you tell anyone I was coming
back?”

Macintosh’s face turned pale as if he had just seen a ghost. He replies with fear and nervousness in his voice,
“Ah-ctually I had ya declared dead Pinkie. I mean, gone fer 7 years ... ah thought you was never comin back so
I said you died. Then they started askin about where, how and what happened to the body. I tried ta make
somefin up but they never believed me. Now I’m a suspect of murdering ya and the newspapers joke about how
the ‘butler did it” It was entirely the CFO, Miss Cheerlie’s idea cus she wanted yer share of the company.

Pinkie’s face turns to display a mixture of rage and frustration, “Now that’s a doozie.”

Back in Gotham City, we once again enter a courthouse where the trial of one Ziggy Zzaz was underway, a grey
colt with electric blue mane and several hundred red scratches covering his body. His defendant was a rather
creepy looking female Zebra named Zecora. She pleads her case, “As you can plainly see, my client’s mind is
history. He needs urgent medical attention, so put him under my medication. Prison will only enhance his
delirium, so I prescribe a stint in... (Dramatic pause)... ARKHAM ASYLUM! Hahahahahaha!”

We see that Fluttershy is also present looking rather perturbed at an obvious attempt to exploit the classic ‘plead
insanity’ cliché. She later confronts her outside the courtroom. She gives Zecora the stare, “Listen you mean ‘ol
Zebra. I know what you’re doing. That’s the third of Gilda’s thugs that you had declared insane to keep them
out of prison. Explain yourself!”

Zecora looks at Fluttershy incredulously and mockingly smiles. She replies with slight rage in her voice, “You
think prison an improvement over electro-shock treatment? Pleading insanity is Hollywood stuff; the reality is
much more rough. Remember the gangster called Warren White, spent time in Arkham but only one night.
Some inmates decided to have bit of a lark; he went insane and began calling himself the Great White Shark. So
your argument misses its mark, Zzaz’s life in Arkham will be deservedly dark.”



Zecora walks away, leaving a stunned and impressed Fluttershy, both at her knowledge of criminal history and
her mad rhyming skills. She momentarily considers that Zecora might be one of the good guys and not a
cartoonish villain who wears a bag over her head and calls herself Scarecrow. Suddenly Fluttershy is grabbed by
a handsome stallion, her boss Cement Shoes, “Fluttershy what are you doing?”

Cement had heard the whole conversation and was worried for his friend’s safety. Considering the corruption
and under the table dealings that occurred daily in Gotham, his fears were not unfounded, “This is Gotham
remember, a city ruled by gangsters and thugs like Gilda. Drop this, it’s no use.”

Fluttershy retorts, ever the noble white knight in a kingdom of barbarians, “How can you say that? We can’t let
ourselves be intimidated like this.”

As Fluttershy walks away upset, we see that all this time she was being watched by Pinkie. Back home, Pinkie
begins her research into the authorities and public servants of Gotham. Pictures and articles relating to police
lieutenant Applejack, the mayor and some of the shadier businessmen lie on the floor as she stands over them.
Suddenly, a squeaking sound interrupts her and she notices the source, a bat had entered the room. She
exclaims, “Oh I get it. This is like poetic and stuff. But [ wonder where you came from.”

She remembers the well she fell down as a child and goes outside to investigate. At the bottom of the well she
finds an entrance to a large system of caves. Wayne Manor wasn’t sitting on top of a hill, it was on top of a giant
cave complete with a waterfall covering a wide exit from where presumably some sort of vehicle could jump
out and back in.

She explores the environs in sheer awe but just as she lights up a flare to see better, she is suddenly ambushed
by hundreds of bats that begin circling her, creating a vortex of black wings with her in the center. The
cacophony of the bats maintains the poetic beauty of the scene by muffling Pinkie’s girlish shrieks of terror.

We now switch to Zecora & Gilda sitting in the former’s office discussing business. Gilda speaks with authority
in her voice, “Listen, you scratch my back, I scratch yours. I’'m bringing in the shipments and I demand some
favors for that, not just some cash and a pat on the back.”

Zecora is unimpressed by the low class gangster, “Money not enough I see and clearly you are not intimidated
by me. But my boss is coming here, who I know you fear. He’ll be very upset, to see that our objectives are not
met. You have endangered the success of our crime, just to get your thugs out of some jail time.”

For seemingly the first time in forever, Gilda Falcone felt afraid, as if the grim reaper himself was after her.
Keeping composure she asks what the problem is and how she can help. Zecora replies in her usual creepy sing

song voice, “A young filly from the DA’s office way over her head, I would greatly appreciate if she ends up
dead.”

--- TO BE CONTINUED ---



