
		Why

		Written by CCC

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Twilight Sparkle

					Slice of Life

		

		Description

Every now and then, something happens that Twilight feels the need to question. Why didn't Celestia tell her about the Elements, when she asked before Nightmare Moon's return? Why does Ponyville allow pegasus or earth pony magic during Winter Wrap-up, but not unicorn magic? Why were there no stallions at the Running of the Leaves?
And, like any good student, when Twilight finds a need to ask a question, she asks it.
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		What was Celestia's plan for Nightmare Moon?



“Princess Celestia?”
“Yes, Twilight?”
“I have a question.”
“Then ask it, dear Twilight.”
“Last week, when we used the Elements of Harmony on Nightmare Moon and restored your sister... had you planned all of that out?”
Celestia raised an eyebrow. “Why do you ask, my faithful student?”
“Well.” Twilight sat down on the library floor, and waved one forehoof slightly. “I can't seem to come up with a reasonable answer. Clearly, you either did plan it or you didn't. Those are the only two possibilities. And yet... if you didn't have a plan, that seems shockingly irresponsible, considering that you must have known that Nightmare Moon was coming back. On the other hand, if you did have a plan... then why didn't you tell me, when I asked?”
“Oh, Twilight.” Celestia sat down next to her student, wrapping one wing around her. “Of course I had a plan. It was a magnificent plan. But what happened... what happened was better than any plan I could have made in advance. Because one thing I didn't plan for, Twilight... was the possibility that you might save me so quickly.”
Twilight frowned. “Then... what was your plan, Princess? Who else were you going to send to the Castle of the Royal Pony Sisters?”
“Nopony.” said Celestia, firmly. “Those stone orbs that you and Nightmare Moon found there were worthless – nothing more than dead shells. The Elements of Harmony – the original Elements, that I used to banish Luna and entrap Discord – had lost their potency some time before that.” Celestia sighed. “It all started when I took the Elements and banished Nightmare Moon the first time. Luna had been bound to three of the Elements – Laughter, Loyalty and Honesty – and in banishing her, I severed that bond entirely. It was the right thing to do; but the Elements would have nothing to do with me after that. They began to fade, slowly, growing greyer and greyer, losing their facets, becoming more spherical. I did what I could, of course; I made a purposeful effort to embody Luna's elements as well as my own, but it did not seem to help. I sought out groups of ponies who embodied the individual elements, and tried to teach them to become Bearers; but the Elements, for all their slow fading, did not leave me for any of those ponies. Then I created a series of academies, each geared towards one of the separate Elements, and left each Element in its corresponding Academy for over two centuries; to no effect.” Celestia gave Twilight a sidelong glance. “I don't suppose you've been back to the Academy for Gifted Unicorns lately, have you?” she asked.
“Well, not in the last week...” said Twilight.
“Do you remember the statue in the quad?” she asked. “A pony balancing a ball on its snout?”
“Yes,” said Twilight, “why do you – oh!”
“Indeed.” nodded Celestia. “That ball was the last physical remnant of the Element of Magic. It's gone now, of course, ever since you summoned it to the Castle during your confrontation with Nightmare Moon. So no, I wasn't going to send anypony else to the Castle of the Royal Pony Sisters. It simply wasn't necessary.”
“Then... what was your plan?” asked Twilight.
“I had several.” said Celestia. “Do you remember, back in Canterlot, how I used to keep introducing you to ponies? Fancy Pants, Soarin...”
“Yes.” grimaced Twilight. “I remember. You would take me out of a nice comfortable library into this hall teeming with nobility and introduce me and Shiny to...”
The realisation hit Twilight like a sack of bricks. “You... wanted me to make friends with them.” she said.
“Yes,” said Celestia, “I did. You were one of the best candidates for the Bearer of Magic that I knew. But one element, alone, would do nothing. You needed to be one of a group of six friends, each personifying one of the Elements. Shining would have probably been Loyalty, Cadence Kindness; and there I had half a team already. I'd hoped that making a full team would just be a matter of introducing you to the right ponies. That was one of my plans...”
“And I messed it up.” said Twilight. “I messed it up by being unwilling to make friends.”
“Twilight,” said Celestia, giving her student a squeeze with her wing, “it doesn't matter. What happened was far, far better than anything I had planned. I did have a complete Canterlot team in the end; and it's not as if it was the only team I was putting together.” She nuzzled Twilight, reassuringly. “I had a total of seventeen fully briefed teams, spread out amongst as many major cities, under strict orders to embody their respective Elements as well as they could, to always stand together, and to resist Nightmare Moon in all circumstances. Teams in Manehatten, Stalliongrad, Baltimare, Cloudsdale...”
“What happened to them?” asked Twilight.
“You happened.” said Celestia, proudly. “I didn't expect any of my teams to succeed in less than a week, never mind in a matter of hours.When I stepped out of my imprisonment in the Sun so quickly, and I saw you there, with my sister not merely re-banished but actually restored, freed of the Nightmare taint... I've never been prouder of you than in that moment, Twilight.”
“Then... why did you send me to Ponyville?” asked Twilight. “And why did you instruct me to make some friends?”
“I sent you to Ponyville to keep you safe.” said Celestia, firmly. “I expected that Nightmare Moon would concentrate on the larger cities first – which is why that is where I put my teams. Canterlot is visible from Ponyville, and I expected that even if Nightmare Moon were to turn up there, she would leave it for the larger target visible on the horizon; where my best team, led by your brother, was waiting for her.”
“And I asked you to make friends,” continued Celestia, “for two reasons. The first was that you were still the best candidate for the Element of Magic that I had ever seen. I expected that one of my prepared teams would deal with Nightmare Moon long before you could form the bonds of friendship necessary to activate the Elements; but, in the unlikely case of all seventeen teams failing completely, my only hope was that another group of friends, capable of restoring and taking up the Elements, would be formed. But the main reason, Twilight, the most important reason why I included that in the note... it was because I thought you would need friends. That you would need someone to talk to, to comfort and to be comforted by, when the night lasted a week, or a month, or even perhaps two months. When the temperature dropped, and even the best efforts of the Earth ponies barely prevented the crops from dying. When I couldn't be there for you.”

	
		Why were there no stallions at the Running of the Leaves?



Rainbow Dash grinned widely as she saw two of her best friends approaching the start line for this year's Running of the Leaves. “Hey, Twi!” she said, waving. “Hey, A.J.! You ready to take second place?”
“Second?” asked Applejack, grinning widely. “Why, Rainbow, aside from mahself, who else d'ya think is gonna beat you?”
“Maybe Twilight?” asked Dash, also grinning. “I mean, hey, she did it last year, right?”
“Yeah, maybe.” said Applejack. “What d'you think, Twi?”
“Hmmm?” asked Twilight, looking around. “Oh, hi, Dash. Sorry, I wasn't paying attention, did one of you say something?”
“Nothing important.” said Dash, waving a hoof dismissively. “What's got you all distracted?”
“Just...something a little bit odd.” said Twilight. “Why are there no stallions at the Running of the Leaves?”
Applejack gasped in mock horror. “What? D'ya mean nopony told you?” she asked.
“Told me what?” asked Twilight.
“Well, Whitetail Woods is kinda a big place.” said Applejack. “So there's actually two races. The mare's race traditionally covers the portion to the east of the Whitetail River, while the stallion's race covers the portion to the west o' the river.” She leaned a little closer to whisper to Twilight. “Big Mac keeps insistin' his race is longer'n ours, but Ah think it's jus' 'cos he's ashamed Ah keep beatin' him.”
“...that's it?” asked Twilight.
“Eeeeyup.” said Applejack.
“Just separate races?”
“While some of us,” said Dash, spreading her wings, “wouldn't mind a route that's twice as long and passes through the river half-a-dozen times, apparently most ponies aren't awesome enough to handle that. Soooo.... we kinda get the whole race on easy mode.”
“We kinda want the whole town t'be able ta finish the race, Dash.” pointed out Applejack.
“See?” said Dash. “Easy mode. It's not an awesome race until the average pony starts dropping out before the finish.”
Applejack just sighed, and rolled her eyes.

	
		Why are the Apples unable to keep their farm without cider sales?



“Applejack?”
The orange farmpony glanced around, taking off her hat and wiping the sweat from her brow.
“Twilight!” she said. “Good t'see you. What brings you round to Sweet Apple Acres?”
“I, um, I was a bit worried.” admitted Twilight.
“Worried?” asked Applejack, raising her eyebrows. “And why would that be, sugarcube?”
“Well...” said Twilight nervously. “You remember when Flim and Flam came here?”
Applejack nodded. “Eeyup.”
“And you said that if you didn't sell enough cider, you were at risk of losing the farm?”
“Eeyup.”
“Well... Applejack... that doesn't make sense. The farm's been in your family for generations, you sell the best apples from just about anywhere... you should surely have paid off the land by now...”
“Actually, Celestia gave the farm t' Granny Smith's pa.” pointed out Applejack. “But Ah see what y'mean. Given all the far income, an' reasonable farm costs, we oughta be able t'manage the entire year even without cider sales, right?”
“That's right.” said Twilight. “So I'm a bit worried, that maybe something's wrong, or...”
“Ah, shucks, sugarcube, there's no secret about it. Come ta think o' it, you're one o' the only ponies not renting land from us.”
“...renting?” asked Twilight.
“Sure.” said Applejack. “Few years after Sweet Apple Acres started, Celestia came back t'see how ma ancestors were doin', an' they were doin' right well. So she made a gift of a large piece o' land to Granny Smith, with the intention of it bein' a place t' build a town. Every building in Ponyville is on Apple land – well, 'cept Dash's place – though for government buildings, we gave the land back to Celestia, so she don't have to pay rent.”
“So, Town Hall, the schoolhouse, and the library? But what's the trouble with that? Surely the rent income is enough to cover any associated costs?”
“Most o' the time, sugarcube.” sighed Applejack. “Most o' the time. But these last couple'a years... the parasprites, that Ursa Major, Spike's little... incident... well, part o' the duties of a landlord is t'keep the buildings in good condition. An' every time Ponyville gets flattened, the repair bill ends up on Big Mac's desk.”
Twilight winced slightly at the reminder of her failed anti-parasprite spell. “Couldn't you have sold some of the other parts of Ponyville to the ponies who live there, then?” she asked.
Applejack shook her head. “Celestia' gifts come with a couple o' conditions.” she said. “Y'can't just sell off land she gives you. In short, y'can only transfer ownership in one o' two ways; y'can give it back to Celestia, or y'can let y'next of kin inherit it. Once it's inherited, o'course, then it can be bought an' sold an' overall treated like any other land. The farm was given t' Granny's pa; when he died, Granny inherited it, an' passed it on t' her son; an' then Big Mac inherited that. So that can be sold.”
“I see.” said Twilight, nodding along.
“Now, Ah'll admit things were kinda tight last cider season,” continued Applejack, “but the profits from that were enough t'see us through that spot. An' we've had a good harvest since then, an' of course everyone's rents are almost due, so unless something flattens the entire town before... um... next week Wednesday, we should be just peachy.”

	