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		Description

After a long and productive career, Apple Bloom reflects on what it really means to have a super special talent like her own. Not all of it is sunshine and rainbows though. In fact, come to think on it, none of it is sunshine and rainbows. Whoops.
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Yet another student sulked out of her office, with his ears low and his tail drooping. It broke her heart to see him like that, just like it always did, but what else could she do? Work harder, get better grades, do what you like, every pony who walked in her office already knew everything she could possibly teach them. They didn’t come to her because she could help them. They came to her because they needed her help, and that didn’t change just because she couldn’t help them. The signs on her rather plain yellow hindquarters were a clear indication she was good at helping ponies realize their true potential, but ponies had to have a potential to realize in the first place, and even then, sometimes you just can’t do anything to realize it, purely due to factors beyond your control.
It was an impossible task for anypony, when you think about it. She sighed and stepped back from her desk, trying not to think about it and checking the clock. Another ten minutes before the next appointment, enough time for her to canter over to the window and look at her partial reflection in the smudged glass. She was never all that good at figuring out how to accessorize properly, and do something about that garish contrast between her yellow fur and her cherry red mane. Instead of pouting over what she couldn’t do, she focused her gaze instead out at the foals playing around on the pavement outside the ground floor of her office. Ponyville sure had changed a lot these days. Not that she ever had anything to do with it. All these fancy buildings and new technologies; she was still trying to get her lips around using that darned computator thing. It stubbornly fought her efforts even to get student records out, but that didn’t really surprise her.
She never had a talent for that sort of thing, after all.
An impossible task it was, to do what she did every day. Everypony wants to be special, is the problem. It’s just basic statistics that only a few ponies get to be special. The ones who were almost never came to her for guidance obviously, so that meant every foal who walked through her door, they were inevitably going to walk out with their ears low and their tail drooping. You could preach the virtues of humility and modesty all day, and you still saw a light leave their eyes when you had to be the one to tell them that they’re not special, that they’re not going to amount to anything, and they’re just gonna live like any other ordinary pony, forgotten in the background.
So you learned to lie. You lied and lied to them. And every lie you told them meant they were going to be coming into your office again, when the bogus, hoof-waving advice you gave them didn’t work, and—shock and amazement—they weren’t special ponies, after all. She really wasn’t sure what she hated more, the look in a student’s eye when they realized the system could care less about them, and they weren’t going to amount to anything, or the look in a student’s eye when they started to realize that all she could do to help them was lie, lead them on, deceive them with sweet words and empty promises.
Those foals running around out there. She was so sure of herself back then, running around the playground with the whole world out in front of her. Every day seemed like an adventure, like she could be anywhere and do anything. She was as much a fool as any other foal, and truth be told she missed that carefree ignorance. 20 years is a long time, even if she was still considered junior faculty. When you’re faced with the task of corralling hundreds of confused foals,  defusing their anger, and absorbing their troubles, even junior faculty starts to wish that maybe they could go back to when things weren’t so terribly, horribly certain anymore.
It wasn’t all bad. There was a time on occasion that something would go really, really right, and a foal would come to her office who just needed a little push in the right direction. It made her feel warm inside when she got to see some smart little filly making something of herself, and discovering her super special talent. The mare standing here at the window, she knew she was darned good at what she did, when there was anything to do. She’d seen more than one student come into her office confused and troubled, and then with careful effort and planning, had left one day to go do great things. But then the day after that one day, they would be gone, and she would be back in her office again, seeing more foals. Maybe sometimes she’d read an article about somepony she inspired, about all the great things that they’re achieving in Equestrian society, and how very special they are. If she did her job right at least, then they lived a life of success, and never needed to come back to see her ever again.
She hadn’t seen her friends in months. Guidance counselor wasn’t exactly the most lucrative occupation, and yet with foals going on about cutie marks day in and day out, there were a lot more guidance counselors in the world than the school in Ponyville had a budget for. That meant the three of them weren’t going to be together all that often, what with the same qualifications and all. She was really the only one of the three who could compete here, and who could take pay cuts with minimum complaints. Sweetie Belle had moved to Canterlot to be closer to her sister, and find better work. Pay was better there, schools were better, but the rent was also through the roof. They were both living out of a tiny little dress shop, basically. Scootaloo was stuck out in Appleoosa, where the number of foals in school could still be counted on four hooves, and the number of foals in school who would ever amount to anything could be counted on zero hooves. Unless by “amount to anything” you meant being a field worker until you were an old granny.
That left this mare out all on her lonesome, left behind, while the others couldn’t stay behind. Though her sister said she’d always have a place for her on the farm, the young-ish counselor’s own stubborn pride just couldn’t accept that. But she never managed to move very far from home. She’d been living on her own, off and on, for... well, 10 or 15 years now. It wasn’t easy on a school guidance counselor’s budget, but it wasn’t like it was ever going to get any better. She was probably gonna have to go sleep in the barn again (they’d converted her old room to storage a while back) because her latest landlord was just getting to be completely intolerable.
Her rent was affordable; that’s the best you could say about it, but the cottage this counselor lived out of wasn’t much more than a shack, out by where the Everfree forest had gotten fought back with the expanding town. You still had grackle thorns trying to grow through your porch, and you could pull them all day without getting anywhere unless you took apart the creaky rotting porch itself, and built a new one in its place. But when your landlord won’t even fix the water pressure, you learn to put up with some old, warped, bleached wood, since a renter would get in big trouble if they tried to fix things on their own.
But that’s not what had this mare looking for another residence—fast. She shivered at the very thought, and nervously adjusted her modest collar and scarf. Trying not to think about it, she glanced at the door. Wasn’t long before the next student would come in. She figured they could just as well find her standing by the window as sitting at her desk.
No, the reason she had to move was because the poorer districts of Ponyville were having a serious outbreak of bedbugs. She knew the rotten landlord situation was the underlying cause, with Filthy Estates owning and not giving a shit about 90% of the real estate in Ponyville. But she wasn’t real good at any of that torrid town politics, and it sure didn’t solve her immediate problem. She couldn’t even let herself go to sleep anymore for fear of waking up with one of the nasty little buggers...eugh. It was cheap, end of story.
She finally had convinced the landlord to send somepony over to take a look at it. He’d been an older pony, with a steely eye and a no-nonsense personality. Not the fatass landlord, but the contractor. He said in no certain terms that they were gonna have to fumigate. That meant that she literally couldn’t sleep in her own bed, for who knows how long until they killed the things. She couldn’t sleep with anypony else either, because one of them buggers might be clinging on and hiding on her, even now. So mostly she just took naps outside, when the weather permitted. Tried not to take naps in her office. And was thinking very seriously about giving up, and moving back in with her sister again. It was sad that she was 35 years old and she couldn’t even get out of town, much less live on her own. Not with the food prices going up again, and the very thought of a raise something the school board treated like a stand-up comedy routine.
Why should they give her a raise, anyway? All she ever did was teach students how to realize their potential, which almost invariably meant either they had no potential, or they could figure it out on their own anyway. In the end of the day, she really didn’t amount to anything, and that was nothing unexpected, but it was still the truth. She came to this office every day, and it kept her fed, and she just stared out her dirty window between appointments, wishing sometimes that maybe somehow she could have just...
Apple Bloom had asked the pest control pony, if he needed any help. She didn’t know why she did it. Just a crazy, spur-of-the-moment impulse. He just laughed gratefully at that, and told her to sit back and relax, that he’d take care of everything. He didn’t mind her hovering or anything, but it sure wasn’t his job to teach her what he was investigating. So she thanked him, tried not to hover too much or too curiously, and let the pony do his work. Still, she felt like she lost something there, something she couldn’t quite remember.
There was a knock on her door. “It’s open,” she said, turning over her shoulder to see the short, somewhat squat filly creep nervously into her office. It was that emerald haired blue filly, the one with the easy smile and the hollow eyes. The filly wasn’t smiling now, though.
“C’mon in!” the counselor said presenting to the filly a cheery hospitality. She walked around her desk, smiling pleasantly at that filly and saying, “How you been, since we last talked?”
“Fine,” the filly said neutrally, in kind of a whiny voice. The counselor didn’t judge her for it, but this filly did get a lot of flak from other students, what with not being the best at talking, or singing, or... much of anything really.
She asked the filly kindly, “Y’wanna take a seat?” gesturing at the cheap, plastic chair that nopony anywhere ever liked sitting in. The filly sat her rump down on that glorified stool, and stared silently at the ground. “How’d your physics test go?” the counselor then asked, feeling a trifle uneasy about what the answer might be.
“I forgot to study,” the filly admitted uneasily.
After a calculated pause, the counselor then asked the filly, “Y’wanna tell me what happened?” her heart just aching at how casually that filly was coming to say such things.
“I don’t know I just... I always forget!” the filly said in a frustrated tone. “The teacher even lets us bring in a cheat sheet. If you don’t write down the equations... the test just assumes you have a cheat sheet. I just walked in, and she said to get out your cheat sheets for the exam. Didn’t even know.” The filly clammed up again, not from nervousness, but just from sheer lack of ardor.
“Well, maybe physics ain’t your thing,” the counselor said gently to her. “How has your gardening workshop been going?”
“It’s been going... fine,” the filly said, cheerlessly.
“You’re pretty good at growin’ things, huh?” the older mare prompted, standing at her desk and leaning on it to regard the filly.
“Yeah I’m good at it,” the filly said in a slightly more relaxed tone, “I got a lot of tomatoes last week.”
“An’ how are you likin’ it? Do you enjoy gardening?”
“Well I—” the filly said shortly, lifting her head to look into the counselor’s eyes directly. Her expression of distress relaxed then, and she smiled vapidly, saying, “Yeah, I... I do like gardening.” Just going right back into her shell again. Hiding behind honesty and half truths, just like any school guidance counselor.
“But...?” the counselor prompted, refusing to take such a simple answer. “Sounds like maybe you don’t like it all that much?”
“No, I do! I... I do like it,” the filly said with her voice breaking in the confusion of an inner struggle. “But... it just doesn’t seem very important.”
She wanted to argue with the filly, but that was just the way to make things worse, she learned. Heck, she wanted to shout at the filly, for bad mouthing her sister and 87% of the ponies in Ponyville. For being right. But instead, she sat by her desk with a patient smile, while the filly thankfully clarified herself, saying,
“I want to go somewhere. I want to... I want to really be something!” the light was coming into the filly’s eyes, but boy if this mare hadn’t heard that one before. “I can’t just... garden,” she said in frustration. “I’m not good enough to feed myself, and... and I’m not strong enough to make it on a big farm.” And true enough, not many ponies would be up for that thankless task. “I just wanna go places,” the filly said wistfully, “And... I dunno.”
“Have you ever thought about bein’ a travel agent?” the counselor suggested. And there went out the light in the filly’s eyes. Just looking up at her with hopeless surrender, slightly slumping in place.
“That sounds... fine,” the filly said neutrally. Just like every other pony who walked into her office, this filly was gonna walk out sad and unfulfilled. If her own guidance counselor couldn’t offer her something that validated her belief, that she was more special than any other pony, destined for great things, it was just an inevitability. She was probably a Daring Do fan.
“Farmers can travel some,” the counselor suggested. “Going from town to town, where the weather is still good, where there are crops that need to be picked. How would that make you feel?” And like every other suggestion she could possibly give, it sounded... to both of them... fine. Just fine.

			Author's Notes: 
This is dedicated to all those guidance counselors who had to put up with students like me.
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