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		Description

Twilight interviews a stallion who recently lost a loved one as to why he didn’t cry much about it. She doesn’t set out to accuse, but to help and understand. What she finds, she was not expecting. 
I wrote this story as a kind of response to a friend on the issue of men and crying. I do my best not to attack the feminist viewpoint that says “patriarchy, nuff said!” because I think most folks have either rejected that notion entirely or are at least questioning it already. 
While reading this, please put aside any biases you have, for or against men crying or for or against women doing the same. There are general differences between the genders that can at times appear concerning. It’s healthy to ask questions. 
(Image from PedroHander on deviantart.)
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			Author's Notes: 
I'm aware that recognizing that the two genders have differences isn't always a popular subject, especially if one uses generalities like one has to in a story like this, if you're looking to be offended, please buzz off. If however you would like a story to make you think about the differences we have in an honest light, I hope you enjoy, even if you don't agree with everything I say.



	Author, Twilight Sparkle.
So I realize this is going to be a strange interview to write about, and it’s probably going to make a number of male and female readers uncomfortable, but… well I wanted to research this. I had questions and the answers… well… 
(***)
The subject I had set out to understand was why stallions seem to cry so little. Yes, I understand many ponies can be accused of crying FAR too much, and that I’m speaking in generalities here, but I have always believed that stallions tend to show too little emotion at critical stages. 
I care about all the ponies in Equestria, as a co-ruler, so I felt driven to find answers… even if that meant doing something I would normally consider a little unethical. I deliberately sought out someone grieving to ask him questions I knew would be upsetting. I was honest about my intentions, but I’d be lying if I said what I was doing didn’t make me feel uncomfortable. Questions like “what right do you have to question him?” came to my mind several times. But I pushed them aside, for the sake of the stallions in this kingdom, I needed answers. 
(***)
The subject of the interview was Cloud Fall, a weather pony whose daughter Starshine had passed away one week ago. Rainbow had given him a week off to mourn, but neither she nor any of his other friends reported seeing him cry more than once even during that week. Rainbow herself was getting worried… true Rainbow recently adopted a child so maybe she’s getting a little softer, but still, normally this isn’t something she thinks about. 
Cloud entered my library in the castle having a very hard time looking me in the eyes. We sat silent for a few minutes, neither sure how to start talking. 
Finally I started, “So you know why we’re here?”
“So you can issue me a citation for too few tears?” Cloud said with a glare. 
“You can leave at any time,” I said calmly. “You’re not being accused or judged, I’m just wanting answers.”
His wings started to raise in agitation. “Not being judged? Isn’t that the whole point of this? To judge if I and my whole gender is okay? At least on the issue of shedding tears. For buck sake be honest. Don’t think I’m not gonna be, I don’t have much of a filter right now.”
I nodded, trying to maintain a nonthreatening look best I could. I knew I was moving near open wounds, anyone would snap. “Fair enough, I suppose there are judgements being made, not about good or evil though, I don’t think you’ve done anything wrong.”
The stallion sighed, his wings relaxing again. “Fair enough.” He bit his lip, but then proceeded. “So ask your questions.”
“You haven’t cried about her except when you first heard about what happened, why not? Everyone can see it in your eyes, you’re hurting, so why are you holding it in? You’re not fooling anyone.” … Not gonna say I’m happy with how I put every single word…
Cloud stomped sending an echo through the library causing me to remember, even as an alicorn I was talking to someone FAR bigger than I was. I backed up a little. “FOOLING!?! My daughter is dead, if you can’t figure out I’m hurt it’s because you’re a bucking moron, you need me to cry to figure it out then you’ve got to be the stupidest-“
“Calm down- I said that wrong okay?” I held my head a little lower to show guilt. He grunted, but visibly relaxed again. “Look I get that you’re on edge and I’m not gonna lie, I would be too, but there’s probably not many ways for me to not say something that will be upsetting.”
“Granted.”
“Okay, so I guess you expected ponies to already know you were hurt then right?”
Cloud looked at me, eyes seeming to go blank. I didn’t know what that meant but I made me nervous. Like there was a warning in those eyes, like this wasn’t territory I was meant to explore. 
“You just said you expected them to know right?”
He just nodded. 
“So I don’t understand. No one wasn’t expecting you to hurt, why didn’t you share that hurt?”
“What makes you think they would have cared?”
I almost cried right there. But I clenched my teeth. I didn’t want him to go on at all after that, but I waved for him to continue. 
“Two years ago my dog passed away. I broke down in the street when my wife called. Stallions, mares- everyone just walked past… well, until a small group of teens stopped to laugh at me, and then walk on as well.”
I wanted to hug him, tell him things would be alright, but that wasn’t the point of this. “But that can’t be the only experience you’ve had crying… when you did when you were little, your mom came running- your dad too I’m sure, I’m not saying anything about stallions I swear.”
“I am saying something about stallions though. My mom ran to me when I cried when I was little, and until about ten, so did my dad.”
“Ten?” I asked, kinda shocked. 
“He was trying to teach me what was coming next. Mares seem to ask about us not crying pretty often, and I’ve heard a number of stallions try to tell them, simply put, it doesn’t do anything. So I’ve got a question, when we answer, why don’t you listen?”
“Because… I would have stopped had I seen you like that, all my friends would have too. I know it.”
“Are you sure? You’ve never seen a stallion cry and walked on by?”
I thought, I thought hard. Had I? I actually wasn’t sure, I hadn’t seen many stallions cry anyway… well maybe… no, I wouldn’t just keep walking, Maybe when I was younger, but not now that I was mature. “Maybe when I was a filly. Can’t always account for little Twily ya know?” I tried to joke.
He just kept up that blank look. “Even as a filly, would you have just kept walking had you seen a mare in the same situation?”
I slowly shrugged, “I really don’t know.”
He sighed. “Look, studies have been done, and you’re well read, so you’re probably aware. Stallions do cry, but it doesn’t release the same chemicals in the same amount so it doesn’t get the same result.”
“So just do it more often…”
“I don’t think you seem to understand how experience works. You break down enough times and folks ignore it or laugh at it enough times, you stop. You don’t just do it more. Doing the same thing over and over expecting different results is the definition of madness. Do you really want to help us?”
I nodded. 
“Then I don’t understand. I had a whole week off, and of all my friends, only my boss Rainbow came to visit. Where were you exactly?”
“Well I don’t know you that well personally.” I shook my head. “Look this is a big town, I don’t go to every mare who’s got reason to cry either, just my friends.”
“So where were mine?”
“So you think others don’t care about you because you’re a stallion?”
He shook his head. “It’s not that simple. I mean what you just said a few seconds ago, that explained a lot more than you know. No one goes to every pony in need. No one. In reality, the world neither loves nor hates you, it just doesn’t care. Cry, don’t cry, it’s up to you, you’re rolling the dice either way. You mares have a little help from biology so… typically, I know this isn’t always true… you had more positive results with it in the past. So as you get older, it has a cathartic feeling attached I would guess. For me, it hasn’t helped since I was little, so all it is, is just some robotic reaction when the pain overwhelms me. I only cry when I can’t help myself.”
“But if your friends saw you cry-“ 
He cut the air with his hoof. “No, if they weren’t going to come around when I wasn’t crying, they probably wouldn’t have come if I did. My friends aren’t stupid, they knew I needed them,” he gave a smile, “Maybe we stallions have an advantage over you mares. I figured out how many real friends I have. Rainbow and my wife I guess.”
“Crying is how we tell someone is breaking, how was anyone supposed to know you weren’t doing okay?”
“They have functioning brains don’t they? When your daughter gets her wing clipped and crashes so that the next time you see her after work she’s a mangled corpse-“ he finally started crying. I quickly flew over to him. 
“It’s okay, that’s it-“
“IS THIS WHAT YOU WANTED?!!” he shouted, wings up and eyes burning with rage. I quickly backed away. “I stomped and yelled and exposed my soul to you, but you waited to say “it’s okay” until you saw what you wanted? BUCK YOU!” The tears were flowing freely now, mine too.
“I don’t think I deserved that…”
He turned to the door. “I’m sorry, if this is about you then I’m gone. I’m the one whose daughter died, but did I hurt your fragile feelings? I’m so bucking sorry.” He started to leave.
“Wait, look… this whole conversation isn’t going how I planned okay?...” He stopped and looked back. I nodded. “Okay so it’s not fair for me to expect you to have a filter right now. I wanted to know how you feel so I can’t be upset if that’s what I get.” I sighed and sat down a few feet away. “Maybe you have a point. Maybe folks shouldn’t wait to see someone break before they do something. Yea… that’s probably a pretty profound statement… I’ll have to think on that one. I guess I was thinking I would teach you better,” I gave a weak chuckle, “So I’ve got lessons to learn too… no surprise there.”
“But you’re not learning are you?” I cocked my head to the side confused. “Why are you standing over there right now instead of next to me? Wouldn’t you be standing next to Fluttershy if she were in this condition?”
“You shouted…”
“You would have backed away from her then?”
“You’re bigger than me, that’s not fair.”
“Nothing about how the genders are set up is fair kiddo. We have souls of equal value but biology has clearly decided whose more important. I mean I get it. Thousands of years ago, if half the stallion population died so what, our race could easily repopulate anyway, but we couldn’t lose you mares or we would have been done.” 
“Look that’s not how things are anymore. Thousand years ago I would pretty much be a baby factory, and you a meat shield I guess, but now well…”
“We’ve changed so much have we?”
“I think we have.”
“You’re still keeping your distance from me out of fear. You’re a bucking alicorn, you have power that eclipses mine a thousand times over, but still my size holds you in place because of your instincts. I’m bigger, I get it, I’m not blaming you… well maybe I am. I shouted and stomped and my wife didn’t run, because even without your power, she wasn’t afraid. She knows me, she knows I would never hurt her.”
“What do you do when she hurts?”
“Whatever I can. If she needs a shoulder to cry on, mine belongs to her, if she needs to be held, I’ll hold her for hours. When she needs to yell, I’ll listen, when she tells herself it’s all her fault, I’m there to fight her demons. When she stomps, I never run. We belong to each other. Nothing in our instincts makes us do it, we made our own instincts, our own habits.”
I sighed, got up and started to walk towards him. He stomped the ground, an echo shooting out again and I felt a jolt to retreat again- but not this time. I moved towards him. He couldn’t have hurt me if he wanted. I’m a grown mare, I shouldn’t be afraid of someone who’s broken. I sat down next to him and put a wing on his back. “Look, I’m not gonna be like her, but I think you have a point. Maybe we’re not as advanced as we think, maybe we’ve got a long way to go. But I for one am wiling to try to get there. I’m right here, I’m not going anywhere.”
He looked at me, “I’m not going to cry again.”
“You don’t need to…” I looked around. “How about we just talk?”
“More about crying?”
“No, about Star Shine.”
“If I said I wasn’t ready to do that?”
“Then I’ll just say… look, you’re not a close friend, yet, but if you need me, just come and talk to me okay?  It’s not about how many tears you shed.”
“You realize crying isn’t better than not right?”
“You’re right, it’s not. It has its advantages, which is why it bugs me that you guys do it so little, but you’re right, crying isn’t the only way we can tell someone needs help. When your friends heard you daughter passed away, they should have come around, I’m sorry that didn’t happen.”
“I wouldn’t have cried even if they did.”
“It wouldn’t have changed anything, I get it.”
He paused for a bit. I felt a little uncomfortable, but I waited with him. I finally looked over at his face. He looked back. “She looked up to you you know? Starshine. You and Pinkie were her biggest heroes.”   
We sat quietly for a bit after that. 
You ever had a moment when you said the WRONG thing? Rarity came into the library after some time, just there to visit I suppose. “Twilight darling Cloud is a married stallion, you should be careful how things look I-“ she spoke and I started going numb. Suddenly the door to the library slammed. Cloud was gone. “Um… I was just-“
“Rarity he wasn’t cheating… what did you just do?”
“I didn’t say he was, I wouldn’t say something like- I was just talking about being proper, what’s going on?”
“His daughter died and I was consoling him.”
“He wasn’t crying…”
“What the buck does that matter?!... Look, stay here, I’ve got make sure he’s okay.” I ran out the door fast as I could.
“I’m so sorry Twilight, you have to know that!” I heard Rarity shout. 
“We’ll talk later- you’re daughter didn’t die, you’re not the priority!” I yelled back. 
I shot into the air, following a speck of blue I saw in the distance, hoping it was Cloud. Rarity is a good pony, but boy does she speak before she thinks sometimes. 
Finally the figure dropped to the ground. “Don’t, don’t, don’t!” I shouted. I tore after him. 
I arrived at the edge of a local pond to see Cloud, so relieved my fears were unfounded about what he was doing. He was running, that was all. 
Cloud stood there, looking in the water, breathing hard in and out, seething with anger and fear. I approached slowly. “Aren’t you afraid of me?!” he shouted. 
“Why?” I asked. “You’re the one who ran away. You’re big, that doesn’t mean you’re dangerous.”
“I love Full Bright, I love her more than my own life, I would never hurt my wife- she’s the only thing keeping me sane- alive even. I belong to her and her to me.”
“I know Cloud- and Rarity didn’t mean to say you were cheating, she didn’t know what was going on. You just heard her wrong. I’m not going to blame either of you. You weren’t crying so she didn’t understand the context, it’s a weakness of how you deal with things. You have to admit that.”
“Of course I admit that. And when someone cries too much, you get fatigued and don’t take them seriously, what’s your point?”
“That we all need to think. That’s my point. I was concentrating too much on one thing, crying, when that alone is meaningless. Your mind was lost in your own pain so you didn’t understand what Rarity was saying because you have so few outlets for your emotions- look if crying doesn’t work we have to find another way… I don’t know. But there are ponies crying doesn’t help. I can see that now. I guess… I guess thought would be a big part of the solution, ya know?” he sat down, closing his eyes. I wasn’t sure if that meant he was listening but I went on. “If your friends thought to offer help, maybe you wouldn’t feel so alone. Maybe you should have asked- did you?”
“No… I guess I didn’t.”
“I get that it’s hard to think when you’re hurt, I don’t blame you, but maybe we both learned something here.”
“What would you know about this kind of pain?”
“We all know about it Cloud, we all experience it. We all experience death. I had a little brother once. Once.”
I flew over to him and put my wing on his back again. He opened his eyes and just stared into the water. Finally he smiled. 
“What are you thinking about?”
“I lectured you, yelled at you, scared you, basically called you an idiot-“
“Not really-“
“Kind of. I didn’t give you what you wanted at all. And yet, here you are. Trying to help someone you only kinda know, just because you know he needs you. If Starshine were still alive, I would want her to grow up to be like you.”
I gave a weak chuckle. “You love your wife with all your soul, you clearly felt the same for your little girl, you’re big, but you’re good. I wouldn’t mind if Sunset had turned out like you.”
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