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CHAPTER 1

 


Name: Adolf Poni

Type: Purebred Miniponi

Body: White

Hair: White

Eyes: Blue

Quote: “I am the greatest artist!”

 


Little Adolf Poni was lost and he was
scared. He held the bag in his mouth still though, because he
didn’t want to give up his candy. He kind of waddled because of the
fact that he was dressed in his Halloween costume of an Oreo
cookie.

He twitched his head from side to side.

He was soooooo scared.

He shouldn’t have walked away from his big
bwuhtha, Winston. But his bwuhtha had been teasing him, saying that
Adolf could have just called himself “milk” if he took off his
costume, because he was so white, and why didn’t Adolf just sit in
a glass and pretend to be milk? His bwuhthah, who had a blue body
with red hair, was always mean to Adolf, making fun of his
all-white color, and his love for dunking cookies in milk.

But it wasn’t just his bwuhtha. Ever since
he was little, ponies were always telling Adolf he was as white as
milk and they bet he liked milk a lot (because they were both
white) and then they said “I bet you like dunking cookies in milk”
and so he had tried it, and he actually did like it and now he
drank milk all the time and he dunked cookies all the time, and he
often sported a milk mustache, and a little teasing was okay, but
his bwuhtha took it waaaay too far.

So Adolf had walked away, all mad, and he
had said inside, “I don’t ever want to talk to him again!” And so
he had gotten on the miniature choo choo twain that was passing by.
And he had ridden quite far until his anger went away, and he
became scared, and got off. And then he looked around, and that was
what was happening now.

So he looked around for his bwuhtha Winston
and was getting more scared because it was getting dark. Winston
was dwessed as a lion. Adolf didn’t see him.

And now he was getting more scareder,
because some humans were looking at him, walking up to him.

Adolf was in a “zoo” where humans kept wild
animals, so there was no dirt under his hooves. They called it
concrete. A short distance away was the place they kept tigers
in.

The humans walked toward him on the
concrete. They laughed at him. They were three human boys.

As they walked, they said:

“Ha ha, what the
hell?”

“Will you look at
that?”

“Yeah, it’s Halloween,
alright.”

Then they stopped walking and the leader
said, “Hey cookie, looking for some milk?” And they all laughed,
and Adolf was really really scared.

He was not used to humans.
This was the first day he’d really seen them up close with their
strange “arms” and stuff. Their parents had said he and Winston
could go to the human town for Halloween…if
they stuck together. They had done some
trick-or-treating then ended up in this zoo. It was Winston’s idea.
Up until this day, Adolf hadn’t encountered humans, but so far
today, his experience had been that humans give you candy when you
come to their door. But something told Adolf these three humans
might not be very nice. But he thought if he was nice, maybe they’d
be nice back.

Adolf reluctantly set the bag down, then
said, “Ha ha. Well yeah, my costume is a cookie. But no milk. But,
hey, your costumes look great! What are you?” The three humans were
dressed identically.

The leader said, “Well we’re super-preps!”
Then he started pointing at his clothing. “Because we have pink
sweater-capes tied around our necks and button-down shirts on top,
but see, down below, we have these blue tights and our red
underwear…on the outside! Get it? Super-preps! Hell yeah!” He then
slapped his hand against the hands of the two others. Then he
shouted, “Owww!”

Adolf didn’t really understand what they
were talking about, but he nodded seemingly-enthusiastically, and
said, “Yes, that’s awesome!” And meanwhile he was thinking he
wished he was a human with arms who could slap hands with other
bipeds, but he couldn’t.

Then their leader’s expression changed and
he seemed suddenly less-friendly, maybe even mean. He said, “Oh,
shut up, Oreo. You’re just a stupid poni. Probably don’t even know
what a prep is. I think you’re just a cookie who needs a good
dunking.”

One of the other humans said, “Like,
totally!”

And the other human said, “How about the
trashcan punch at the party! We can dunk him in that!”

Adolf tried to keep from sounding scared as
he said, “But a cookie should be dumped in milk, not punch, don’t
you think?”

And the leader bent over in laughter. “Will
you listen to this? You reasoning with us, my little cookie? Don’t
you know we’re drunk off our assesess?”

One of the other humans shouted,
“Assesses!”

The leader laughed again. “We just wanna
dunk the cookie! Give you a night you won’t forget!”

Then one of the humans began laughing ha ha
ha ha

And they were cackling, laughing

Haa ha haha

Adolf shouted, “Stop!”

Howling laughter!

ha ha ha ha ha ha

ha ha ha ha

They were laughing so hard that a couple
groups of people stopped and were staring at them. Two of the boys
noticed they now had an audience while the leader continued
laughing.

Then Adolf heard the choo choo twain coming
back around again behind him. He heard Winston’s voice call out,
“Hey!”

Adolf turned and there was Winston in his
lion costume, on the caboose of the slow-moving little twain,
saying, “Hey Adolf, get on here, dummy, we’re going home!” Adolf
grabbed his bag but the human leader snatched it from his mouth.
The super-preps looked like they might try something else, then
they looked around at all the people watching them. One of the boys
leaned in and whispered in the leader’s ear.

And Adolf was stepping on the caboose. He
watched the mean human boys as the twain carried him away. They
waved at him with sneers and the leader held up Adolf’s bag of
candy and sang, “Bye bye, my little cookie, my little cookie!”

And Adolf was relieved to be free, but more
than that, he felt the anger come over him, as he glared at them,
wishing just his glare would be enough to set them on fire, cause
their chests and heads to explode, make them writhe with
splattering pain as their intestines uncoiled from their bipedal
torsos and their bright red blood covered the concrete like a
pond.

But they were unharmed, waving mockingly at
him.

“My little cookie, my little
cookie…”

He was too little to harm them. But one day,
he would be grown, maybe he would be powerful enough to kill them
all. And this made him grin.

The sky suddenly shifted to a shade darker.
It was nearly nighttime. He looked up to see two black birds
circling in the air before they flew off.


 


 



CHAPTER 2

 


~*from Mein Poni-Kampf by Adolf
Poni*~

 


It is strange, as I begin this
autobiography, to look back at the early years, the “age of
innocence” many have called it. Before my ideas had fully formed,
indeed, even before they were a glimmer in my mind, and before the
emergence of this particular problem I have devoted much of my life
to dealing with and would later lead me to my Final Solution,
arrived at by undeniable logic. That first contact with humans
planted the seed of my thoughts on bipeds, and the encounter with
the “super-preps” eventually inspired me in the concept I would
later come to call the “Super-Poni”.

But as a child, none of those things were on
my mind. As a child, I had a fondness for dunking cookies in milk.
Little did I know how it would come to shape the things to
come.

Before the disappearance of humans, before
the formation of the Jagged Line, before I grew my mustache, there
was just I, Adolf and my passion for my art, and there was my
brother, Winston.


 


 



CHAPTER 3



 


Adolf tried to keep his legs and voice from
quivering. It was of ultimate importance to keep his fear from good
ol’ arch-nemesis there, Winston, standing right next to him. The
past couple of weeks, Winston kept calling Adolf “arch-nemesis” as
a joke. Everything was “just a joke” according to Winston, as if
that made everything okay. Now that they were both teenagers, they
seemed to spend more time fighting than getting along.

They both peered out through the visible
parts of the bush, into the distance. The area around the oak tree
was where Winston said the dancing human girl did her thing. But
the chair and board and the table were vacant and unused right now,
though, waiting for her arrival.

Adolf scrunched his eyes and made a weird
face, then said to Winston, “Why do you think she does it?”

Winston replied, “I dunno.
Because she’s immature and likes making herself dizzy?” and then it
seemed he couldn’t help himself as he tacked on, “my
arch-nemesis.” And he’d
done it in an overly dramatic and deep voice.

Adolf made a last-ditch effort to discourage
Winston from this path he seemed hell-bent on pursuing: “You know,
Winnypoo, if we get caught, we’re both gonna be in a heap of
trouble…”

Winston didn’t even bother
to turn his way, and looking straight ahead smirked, then said,
“Oh, a heap? Well
don’t be stupid enough to get caught then, when you
fail.”

Adolf would have given anything to squirm
out of this dare, but Winston had latched on because of Adolf’s
peculiar cookie-dunking obsession.

Winston said the
leg-warmered dancing girl always enjoyed dunking cookies in milk
after every single workout. This amazing coincidence almost made it
so he had to dare
Adolf, Winston had said. So Winston had taunted Adolf that he was
too chicken to dunk his face in the girl’s doggy bowl of milk to
make a milk mustache like the sort of white mustaches he seemed
always to be making on his own.

What could Adolf have done? Turn down the
dare? That would have led to ridicule. So here he was.

Adolf had never seen the
girl dance, but Winston said he
had, several times, from his secret hiding
spot.

Winston said the girl always poured out a
large doggy bowl of milk for herself on a table. Winston said of
course it wasn’t as much as Adolf drank. Adolf consumed so much
milk that everyponi seemed astounded—the amounts were much greater
than the average poni could ever handle.

Winston said she would run in place, while
wearing a blindfold, then she would stand under a special device
that held water, and she’d pull a string and a bunch of water would
drench onto her while she kind of lay across a chair. She did it,
Winston said, probably to clean herself off a little before heading
back to her village. He also said he’d seen her fall and scrape her
knee once and that the blood had run down her leg, which Adolf
thought was weird, but bipeds were obviously less structurally
stable than quadrupeds.

Winston said when the girl put on her
blindfold, Adolf could sneak in and dunk and run off with his
stolen milk-mustache. Winston said if anything happened, he would
help Adolf out by distracting the girl or doing “whatever it takes”
to help Adolf not get caught or be identified. Adolf really hoped
so, because he didn’t want to get punished by being grounded or
maybe worse. But he really doubted Winston’s commitment.

And so, here they were hiding behind the
bush, waiting for the human girl to arrive for her daily
routine.

Adolf mumbled, “Oh man, we’re gonna be in so
much trouble if we get caught…”

Then Adolf heard the crunching of leaves. He
turned his head and saw the human girl appear to their left.

Winston saw her too, and said, “There she
is. Check out her leg warmers. Remember I told you?”

Adolf remembered Winston had been almost
obsessed with them. Adolf tried to catch a glimpse, but parts of
the girl were only briefly visible behind the trees as she made her
way to the clearing under the branches of the great oak.

Then the girl stepped into the clearing. She
had poofy brown hair, wearing a black leotard, and wearing the
things called leg-warmers—they looked like extra thick and clumpy
black socks, reaching just above the girl’s knees.

“Ah,” Winston said, as he
nudged with his chin. “Not bleeding. I wonder if she’ll fall
this time…”

Adolf arched a brow. Did
Winston want the
girl to fall or something? Adolf knew Winston could be sadistic at
times, but he didn’t know he was that sadistic.

The girl was carrying a blue plastic
box-thing with a white plastic handle. She was walking toward the
chair a short distance away from a low marble-top table.

Winston said, “That’s her cooler. She keeps
the milk in there. No kneepads. These bipeds and their vulnerable
knees. I’ve heard their young ones—they call them toddlers—I heard
they fall all the time, before they learn to walk. I saw her fall
once, do you remember I told you?”

“I remember,” Adolf
said.

“And she bled, I remember I
told you. But her blood wasn’t like poni blood. It was kind of
pinkish, more liquidy.”

Adolf said, “Hmm?” because Winston hadn’t
mentioned that before.

“Yeah, it’s weird. At least,
I thought it was weird. But maybe all humans’ blood is that color.
It’s fun watching stupid humans bleed. I mean, have you ever seen a
human bleed?”

Adolf shook his head. He had to admit, he
had not. Their village was comprised of country ponies who rarely
came into contact with humans. Adolf had rarely had any contact
with humans since that Halloween many years ago.

They both watched as the human girl sat in
the chair and set her cooler on the ground.

She began to remove her shoes. Humans didn’t
have hooves. They had things on the bottom of their legs called
feet, which were kind of like malformed hands with short stubby
fingers, and they were on display now, because the legwarmers
didn’t cover her feet. Suspended by rope above the chair was the
container that must have held the water—it was a black plastic
container that must have been pretty heavy, but was supported by a
sturdy branch of the oak tree.

The girl bent and opened the cooler. She
lifted up a red object and a white rectangular object.

Winston said, “That’s the doggy bowl and
carton of milk. Watch, she’ll go to the table.”

They watched as the girl stood and walked to
the coffee table a short distance away. She set the doggy bowl on
the table, opened the carton, then poured some milk in. Leaving the
carton and bowl on the table, she walked back to the chair.

Winston said, “Okay she’s gonna put the tape
on now.”

Adolf nodded. Winston had told him before.
It was supposed to protect her feet. Humans didn’t have hooves to
protect their feet when they galloped. While the girl bent for
something in the cooler, Winston gestured at a thick wooden board
about fifteen feet from the chair. Winston said, “After she tapes
her feet she’ll go to that stage to run on.” Adolf peered at it. He
didn’t think it felt right to call it a stage. It was just a thick
flat, piece of wood. It looked just barely large enough for a human
to run in place on it—maybe the small area had something to do with
her falling before. Adolf turned his attention back to the girl.
Now she was opening a ziplocked bag. She took the roll of white
tape out of the bag. She started wrapping the tape around the front
part of her left foot, but not the toes.

“Wow,” Adolf said, “I
thought you must have been kidding about that part.“

“Nope. Those bipeds are
always putting tape on themselves—on their feet to protect their
souls. I heard the girls even put tape on their chests!”

Adolf arched a brow. “What for?” He didn’t
understand how tape could protect a soul, unless it had something
to do with their hearts in their chests.

Winston shrugged. “I dunno. To protect their
delicate udders? From chest-bumping?” He laughed. “Stupid bipeds…”
Then he looked at Adolf.

And of course Adolf gave Winston the
response he obviously wanted as he nodded and repeated back, “Yeh,
stupid bipeds.” But inside, Adolf was quite upset, because he
didn’t like the ugly biped-versus-quadruped thinking that had
always existed, and seemed to be increasing day by day. Why did
some quadrupeds feel the need to be superior? Yes, the humans were
not as good at running, but they could use their hands to use
tools. Adolf thought, maybe no one was better than anyone
else—humans and ponies were just both good at different things. So
when ponies put down humans it would just annoy him. There was just
too much hate in the world to get into the whole quadruped vs biped
thing. And sure Adolf had felt differently when he was younger, but
he was more mature now.

The human girl finished wrapping the tape
around her other foot and crinkled her toes. She took her blindfold
in her hand, then began to walk toward the block of wood that was
to be her makeshift running space.

And Adolf felt his heart rate ramp up and
pound.

A drum machine beat started playing out of
nowhere, but that happened a lot in Poniworld.

The girl stepped onto the
board. She started running in place. There was something majestic,
yet awkward about the motions of her body, and Adolf felt a twinge
of almost…envy? Then Adolf laughed to himself as he watched her.
She looked silly running on two legs like that. What a trainwreck, he
thought.

A male voice began to sing as the music grew
more frantic and the girl ran faster:

 


She’s a trainywreck, trainywreck on the
board!

And a treadmill’s something she cannot
afford.

 


(And the girl flung huge drops of sweat from
her hair as she spun and whipped her hair.)

And the man sang:

 


She’s a trainywreck, trainywreck I know,

And she’s running, but to nowhere does she
go ee o ee o!

 


But then as Adolf watched her, he began to
feel jealous and yes to hate her a little, for being able to run in
place like that, to be able use her hands for tasks. In certain
ways they were superior to the ponies. In a way, he admired this
girl and…hated her. And then he had a vision of attacking her,
making her bleed.

 


As the man sang:

 


It can cut you like a knife, if your art
becomes your hate.

On a wire between love and savagery!

 


She’s a trainywreck, trainywreck on the
board!

But she uses love and puts aside the
sword.

 


Hey! Adolf thought but he didn’t say it aloud for fear of Winston
hearing. Were those lyrics referring to
me?

He thought they did because of the “art”
reference and the hateful feelings he’d just been having. He was a
macaroni artist and very serious about it. As to the other lyrics,
he didn’t like the insinuation that he would be violent. He was not
a violent poni at all. In fact, he was often picked on for his art,
but he would always just put up with it.

Adolf looked around and scowled, as if he
might see the singing man and fix him with a pissed-off glare. The
singing man was nowhere, though. The music was still playing, but
there were no lyrics.

Meanwhile the girl was still running in
place as a guitar solo began. Now she was lifting the blindfold up
and slipping it on.

Winston said, “There she goes. Now don’t
spaz out. Do it nice and easy. No noise.”

Adolf nodded. The girl was running in place
with the blindfold on, which Adolf thought was strange, but there
were rumors that some people rode ponies and covered the ponies’
eyes… So maybe the girl was pretending to be a poni? He didn’t stop
to think. He trotted as quickly as he could to the table. He
stopped in front of the table and glanced at the girl. She looked
like she was flicking a small creek of sweat off her head. She was
really getting a workout. He hopped his front legs onto the table,
trying not to make noise, then he lowered his muzzle and dipped the
front of his snout into the doggy bowl—he didn’t even bother to
slurp—all he had to do was acquire the milk mustache.

Mission accomplished, he stepped back onto
the ground.

Then suddenly a metallic screech slammed
into him from all directions as in his peripheral vision, silver
blurs shot up from the ground and the music suddenly cut off. He
lifted his gaze and panicked as he saw that he was now surrounded
by a circle of steel bars—a cage that had sprung up from the
ground! He looked up. There was no top, but it was way too high to
jump over. He looked to his left, to see a part of the cage was a
solid sheet of curved metal instead of bars. So he was surrounded
by a circle of mostly bars with part of the circle made up of the
curved solid sheet.

He turned and looked at the girl. She
stopped running. She lifted the blindfold from her eyes, peered at
Adolf, then grinned a wicked grin.

And strangely, what was
going through Adolf’s mind was that he hadn’t bothered to lick off
his milk mustache and she
must be gazing at it now, the symbol of his guilt,
and she had caught him white-upper-lipped, and he was trapped now,
and had she planned this? She must
have planned this. But how?

The girl locked gazes with
him. She pointed two fingers at her own eyes, then pointed her
fingers at his. Her
expression looked very demented.

Then Adolf burst into tears, which was a
very unmacho thing to do, but he didn’t care at the moment.
“Please, I’m sorry! I didn’t mean any harm! It was just a prank—to
dunk my mouth in the milk. That’s it!”

The girl put one hand on her hip and laughed
crazily. She said, “Dunking? Why are you dunking your mouth? Do you
have a face made of cookies?” Then she peered at him, as if trying
to figure out if he did or not.

“No, no, just part of the
bet. I didn’t even want to bother you at all! You weren’t even
supposed to know! I’m sorry! Please let me go!”

She was standing in front of him now, still
breathing heavily from her workout. They were inches away from each
other, with only the steel bars between them.

She put her hand on her hip
again. “You haven’t even tried
to escape. That’s what’s called complacency.” She
started walking toward the chair. “Are you complacent,
Adolf?”

Adolf turned to watch her. He didn’t know
what complacent meant. He stammered, “Um, well the bars look pretty
solid.”

“Oh, they are.” She sat
down. The look she gave him was very creepy. He was starting to
think she was crazy, but he should have expected that from the way
she ran in place like that. And where was Winston? Was good ol’
older brother gonna let him get in trouble all by
himself?

The girl picked up the tape, then said,
“Aren’t you wondering about the cage, and how I knew your
name?”

Adolf tried to remain calm. Maybe he could
still talk his way out of this. “Yes…you were expecting me?”

She looked down at the tape. “Why yes.” She
looked back up, met his eyes. “I got an anonymous message that a
poni named Adolf would try to dunk in my milk, so I set up this
little spring cage. It was triggered when you took your weight off
the table.”

Winston! It had to be
him who’d set Adolf up.
And with dread, Adolf realized that Winston would not be coming to
his rescue. In fact, Winston was probably watching and
laughing.

Then the girl slapped her
own cheek! She muttered, “Stupid flies.” To Adolf she said, “You
ever feel like there are flies buzzing around you, but you just
can’t hear em? And there are bugs crawling over your body but you
can never catch em. No, can’t catch em. But I caught
you. Yes, my very own
little poni.”

She pulled some tape from the roll, and it
made a ripping sound.

Adolf said, “Wh-what are you doing?”

She chuckled. “Do you want a mustache, my
little poni? You see, for us humans, growing a mustache is a sign
of being really tuff and macho. That’s why I guess you can’t grow
one. You’re a little scaredy-poni!”

She pulled some more tape free from the
roll, then held it in front of her chest.

“Whoa, wait. What are you
thinking? I know I’m in big trouble. You caught me. Let’s not get
crazy. I mean, uh, no offense.” He winced at the words that had
just come out of his mouth.

“Aw, look at you, little
scaredy-poni with your fake, unmacho milk mustache.” She made a
mock super-pout at him. “Aww, I think it’s gonna evaporate soon.
So, I guess you want to know what the tape is for…”

He tried to keep his voice from trembling.
“Okay, very funny. Look, if you let me go, I think we can work
something out. I have things you might like, or maybe I could make
you some art. I’m an artist, you see.”

She shook her head. “I don’t want any of
your crappy art!”

Adolf snarled. Why did everyone keep calling
his art crappy?

The girl continued, “What I’m gonna do…is
tape your legs together, then I’m gonna cook you alive by roasting
you on a stick over a fire, like a pig!” She giggled.

This girl was a maniac! A maniac!

The girl stood with the tape held out in
front of her. Adolf stared at the bars. He hadn’t tried breaking
through them before, but now he might have to.

The girl started approaching the cage as the
panic continued to surge inside of him, and he searched for the
bush Winston had been behind. But his panicked mind couldn’t
remember which one it was. And he opened his mouth to yell for
Winston, because this wasn’t funny anymore, not even for sadistic
Winston, but Adolf’s voice caught in his throat.

Then he saw Winston step out from behind the
bush and call out, “Leave Adolf alone!”

The girl gasped and turned to look, said,
“Oh, well it looks like you brought a friend.”

Winston started galloping toward them.

The girl shouted, “Better turn and run the
other way, poni, unless you want to be eaten too!”
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