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While cleaning the Apple family attic Rarity is surprised to learn that Applejack can play the violin. After hearing her play, Rarity and Applejack are sent into a series of events that changes their ways of viewing themselves and each other.
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		Chapter 1 (Revised)



	“Ugh, all this dust is simply dreadful!” The prissy white unicorn scoffed as she levitated boxes while dusting and organizing them. “I swear, Applejack, it’s amazing that you are able to live in such conditions. All this debris in the air can not be good for one’s sinuses.”
Across the attic the orange cowpony in question rolled her eyes as her companion went about her dramatic ways. “It’s fine, Rares. This place just needs some dustin’ and it’ll be fine.”
“This attic is far from fine,” Rarity remarked as she placed the box she had in her magical aura in a neat stack along other stacks of boxes that had been recently dusted. She picked up another box with her magic and repeated the arduous process by first opening the box to spruce up its contents. “I mean really. This room is in complete and utter disarray! It must have been ages since you last cleaned up here!”
Applejack frowned as she pushed a freshly dusted box against a wall. “It’s only been a year since the last cleaning. We only clean this place during Spring Cleaning.”  
“Well then no wonder it’s so ghastly up here.” 
“The family and I don’t have the time to be cleaning up this room like we do with the rest of the house.” Applejack opened a box to dust inside of it. As she opened it up she an army of dust bunnies attacked her making her have a coughing fit. She didn’t see her but she knew that Rarity was glaring at her with a look that said ‘I told you so.’  “Besides,” she continued, “we only use the attic for storage so I really don’t see a point to keep it in pristine condition.”
“I could go on about the many way of how wrong that statement is," Rarity turned around to see Applejack’s annoyed expression. Her face softened and her demeanor changed, “but you did ask me for help, so I’ll just finish up here.”
Applejack’s facial expression lightened up a bit as well, but her voice still showed that she was slightly annoyed. “I asked for your help because I thought you would want to spend sometime together. We both had been busy lately so we haven’t had much time to see each other. I thought this would be a good chance to just talk; not argue about the etiquettes of house keeping.”
Rarity sighed. “You’re right, dear. I’m sorry.”
Applejack smiled warmly “It’s okay, Rares. I should have expected it when I asked you.”
Rarity returned the smile and turned back to the task at hand. “Not to worry, I should be done with my side in a few more minutes.”
“Good. Same here.” Applejack quickly trotted towards the attic’s entrance and stuck her head out. She listened to the sounds of various objects being moved and the miscellaneous rants of her grandmother.  She pulled her head back in and walked towards the unicorn. “It seems like the rest of the family aren’t done with their chores yet so it looks like I have extra time off today. Want to get some lunch?”
“Sounds delightful. Let me just get this last box out of the way and...” Rarity was hindered by an unusual box. It seemed a bit older than the rest of the boxes that she had handled. “Applejack, darling, what’s in this box?”
Applejack stopped what she was doing and trotted over to Rarity’s side of the attic. Upon inspecting the box  Applejack became just as clueless as Rarity. “You know, I haven’t the slightest idea.” The box was locked but looked very frail. With one swift hit on top of the box from Applejack it crumbled into ashes and the contents fell on the floor.
“Applejack! You must be careful! What if you were to destroy, I don’t know, a precious family heirloom!”
“Nah, all of those are locked up in Granny’s trunk.” Applejack surveyed the rest of the attic. “No, there’s not much up here that would be worth much.”
“What about that?” Rarity pointed towards an odd looking case that had a long slender neck and a round body. Applejack looked at the object Rarity pointed at and her face instantly brighten up. She quickly opened the case and let out a slight chuckle. 
“It’s my old violin! I haven’t seen this thing in a while! Boy, that sure takes me back.” 
“Wait, you played the violin?” Rarity inquired skeptically. 
“Yeah. Didn’t you see me at the wedding? I was playing a few tunes on one of those musician’s violins. Nice fellow. I still can’t believe he let me borrow it in the first place.”
“I must have missed it.” Rarity, still in disbelief, continued "But you never told me you played the violin before.”
“It never came up. Besides, it wasn’t a big part of my life anyway.” Applejack, after finishing her sentence, inspected the instrument and soon became mesmerized by it. Its rosewood body gave off a dull sheen, its strings were a bit on the rusty side, and there were a few chips in the body but the instrument was a still playable. As Applejack gazed at the instrument's archaic beauty, an idea hatched into her brain. “Hey, I think I remember a few songs. Want to hear me play a few of them?”
It’s not that Rarity didn’t mind some music, it was the kind of music she detested. “I don’t know, Applejack. I’m really not in the mood for country or bluegrass music.”
Applejack took Rarity’s response with a grain of salt and was about to put the instrument back into it’s case. But suddenly out of nowhere, another idea popped inside of Applejack’s head. ‘Hmm... I bet she’ll get a kick out of this.’
As Rarity turned back towards the pile of ashes to clean it up, Applejack grabbed the bow by the frog and the violin by the hoof board. She dragged the horse hairs across the strings making a glorious, rich tone. She began began alternating bow strokes creating rapid arpeggios. The climax of the technical opening gave way to a slow lyrical line embellished with decorative trills and turns. Each note sang vibrantly filling the room with echos of relics of the past. As the piece began Rarity became hypnotized by the notes that filled the air. She gawked at the mare the stood across from her. It stunned her to see Applejack play such elegant music. It seemed so odd and out of place to see a pony like Applejack to play music that you would hear in the finest concert halls in Canterlot. As the music continued Rarity continued to stare at her without so much as blinking. It was like something out of a surreal dream or a fantasy. Something that nopony would ever think would happen. 
But as soon as it started, it stopped. Applejack came to a halt and scratched her head. “Aw, horsefeathers. I can’t remember any more of that piece.” Applejack put the instrument back down into its case. “So, how’s that for bluegrass music?” She said with a wink and smug grin of self satisfaction.
As Applejack walked back to the remaining boxes on her side of the attic, Rarity finally broke out of her trance and tried to speak.  All she managed to say in her daze was “How?” 
“How what?” Applejack answered. 
“How were you able to play all that?” 
“With my hooves, obviously,” Applejack sarcastically remarked, “Come on, we need to finish if we are going to get some lunch.” 
Rarity, still stunned by what she had heard, persisted further. “Applejack, that was beautiful! I...I never heard such an excellent performance! Where did you learn to play like that?”
“I took lessons as a filly. But enough about that. Let’s finish.”
“Applejack, I can’t believe you are so nonchalant about this. I would had never believed somepony like you could play like that!”
“What do you mean by that?” Applejack asked defensively. 
“It’s just that I thought that you only listened to-”
“Country?” Applejack interrupted. 
“Well, uh, yes.” Rarity replied while trying not to be insulting. “It’s just that with your lifestyle and all, well, I just figured that you wouldn’t have such refined musical taste.”
Applejack sighed. “Well, you know,” Applejack answered trying not to sound offended “there’s more to me than what you know, Rares. I just don’t feel the need to tell you and the girls about every little detail about my life.” 
“Why not, then?” 
“I...,” Applejack thought about it for a second but couldn’t think of a good enough answer. “I just don’t think its that important.”
“Not important?!” Rarity gasped, “My dear Applejack. I have known you for years but this is the first time I have seen you do something that doesn’t have to do with rodeos or farming. It makes me feel like I don’t know you at all.” Rarity looked away from Applejack briefly and pointed at the instrument case by Applejack’s hooves. “When you share things about yourself it allows me to appreciate you more than I already do.” Rarity looked into Applejack’s emerald eyes with a sense of pleading. “Please tell me, why haven’t you been playing if you have such a gift?”
Applejack got a bit nervous. She knew she wouldn’t be able to give an answer good enough for Rarity. She couldn’t lie so she had to tell as much as she could. “I really don’t remember much. I just stopped playing one day. “
“Was it work?”
“No,” Applejack tried to recollect her memories as hard as she can. “I do remember practicing a little bit when I first started working the fields. I guess I just stopped.”
Unsatisfied with her companion’s answer but seeing no reason to pursue it further Rarity decided to go another route. “Well, then can you tell me about the violin? It’s looks kind of worn from being in a case all these years.” 
“Uhh...well I guess I can tell you about it.  I got the violin from my cousin Fiddlesticks. It was her old violin or ‘fiddle’ as she called it. I asked her if I could have have it and she gave it to me. Plain and simple.”
“Did anyone in your immediate family know how to play an instrument?”
Applejack briefly imitated her brother and spat out a solid, “Nope” 
“So how did you learn to play? I know how thrifty you can be at times, so I would assume your parents didn’t spend precious bits on lessons if you didn’t already know how to play.”
“And you would have been right. But as luck would have it, I just seemed to have a natural talent for the violin. After my parents heard me play a bunch of folk songs by ear, they scraped together any extra money they could to give me private lessons and sheet music.”  
Applejack turned her attention towards the instrument case and picked it up. She held it like it was a teddy bear and let longful sigh. “I remember spending hours just practicing until Granny told me to quit the racket and go to sleep. When I got the violin I still couldn’t work yet because I was much too young, so practicing gave me something to do while Big Mac was outside. I didn’t have many friends growing up so I just practiced and got real good at the violin.” 
Applejack put down the instrument but kept looking at it as if it were an old family portrait. “My parents were so sure that I was going to get a cutie mark in music or something but you know how that story turned out.” Applejack chuckled and pointed to the three apples that decorated the side of her flank. “Anyway, that’s the story behind this here violin.”
“That’s it?”
“Eeyup”
“No dramatic backstory, filled with emotional dialogue and coming of age scenes?”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“So you just got a violin from your cousin and started playing, then one day just stopping?”
“That’s about right.”
“I don’t know why I expected anything more.”
“Sorry to disappoint, Rares. “
“Oh well. Still, its a shame you stopped. You have such a lovely sound.”
“Thank you very much. Well it looks like I’m finished. Let’s go get some chow. Shall we?”
***

The two mares, now out of the stuffy attic of the Apple family, sat contently at one of Ponyville’s many outdoor cafes. The sun was mildly warm with only a few clouds blemishing the perfectly blue sky. On one of the cafe’s toadstool tables , an orange Earth pony was happily munching away on her lunch. “I know I was skeptical at first, but now I can firmly say, I love these French cucumbers. Even if I don’t know what about them is exactly ‘French’” Applejack muttered between bitefuls of her cucumber sandwich. “Can’t say the same thing about Arugula though. I think it ruins the sandwich.”
“Uh huh.” Rarity replied absentmindedly. The unicorn looked like she was in deep in thought or her mind was somewhere else. 
“So anyway, I was thinking about taking Applebloom for another camping trip in another couple of weeks. I was wondering if you and Sweetie Belle would like to join us again.”
“Uh huh.” 
A bit surprised by the answer, Applejack asked Rarity again for reassurance.“Are sure? I mean I know how you rather be indoors working on some new design for a dress or something.”
“Uh huh.”
Confused, Applejack kept on asking questions for clarity. “Is that a yes for camping, or staying at home?”
“Uh huh.”
Finally catching onto what was really going on, Applejack broke off of her previous conversation and started a new line of questions. “Rarity what’s the matter, Sugarcube? You’re more distant than a rabbit among chickens.”
“What?”
“It’s not my best metaphor, but you get the point. Is there something wrong?”
“Oh it’s nothing.”
“Missy, I have known you long enough to know when there’s something on your mind. Come on, tell me what’s going on.” 
Rarity hesitated at first but decided it was no use keeping what was on her mind hidden from the honest mare. “Well, I’m still a bit disturbed that you have this wonderful talent that you are just keeping away from the world. It’s a crime, really.”
Applejack groaned. “You’re still hung up on that? Why do you care so much about the fact that I can play violin?”
“Because dear, anything that is beautiful must be shared with the world. Whether you like it or not, the fact you can create such elegance makes you an artist.”
Applejack was dumbfounded by Rarity’s answer. The word “artist” wasn’t exactly an adjective that you would not normally use to described Ponyville’s prized cowpony. “An artist?” 
“Yes! And artist have an obligation to make the world a better place.” Rarity threw her hooves into the air in her usual dramatic ways to over emphasize her point. “They look at the world and not see what is but what can be. They re envision our world with their own personalities displaying another voice that allows another pony to feel another’s experience; a glimpse into another pony’s soul. For some it could bring utter joy and happiness. And for that it would be blasphemy for me not let you share your art with the world!”
Applejack was still not completely one hundred percent on board with Rarity’s line of thinking. “But don’t I have to create something in order for me to be considered an artist?” 
“Silly Applejack,” Rarity played “there are many types of artists out there. You, for example, would be considered a performing artist. You make other pony’s music come to life for the audience to hear and enjoy!”
The farm pony was still not totally convinced. “I don’t know, Rarity. It just doesn’t sound like me. Believe me, the last thing anypony expect from me is some classical music.”
“But don’t you wish you can break out of that expectation? I mean, most ponies think you are all about work and apples.”
Applejack wasn’t one to think much of what ponies thought of her. If fact, they could have thought that she was a changeling in disguise for all she cared. “And? What of it?” 
“Well don’t you feel degraded that ponies think that your namesake is your entire existence.”
“Rarity, the only ponies whose opinions I care about are from my friends and loved ones. I really don’t care what strangers think of me.” Applejack to took a sip of water from glass when another thought hit her. “Unless, do you think I’m all about work and apples?”
“Of course not!” Rarity shouted, “I’m actually a bit insulted that you would suspect me of such a thing.”
“So you’re saying that when you first met me, you didn’t think I was just some country bumpkin who talked day and night about apples?”Applejack glared at Rarity with a grin that signaled a victory over an unspoken argument. Rarity again was hesitant to answer but eventually cracked. 
“Okay, I’ll admit it. I did think something along those lines about you. But that was before I knew how wonderful you can be. Over the years together, I have come to know so much about you. You’re kind, loving, wise, you have a great work ethic with a rustic beauty that is simply to die for. You’re always there for the ones you love and will always help ponies in need. I even managed to convince you to join me at the spa that one time.  That’s far from the ‘bumpkin’ that I thought you were.”
Flattered, Applejack blushed and said meekly. “Thank you, Sugarcube. That means a lot.”
“Still,” Rarity persisted, “even though you are content with your life right now, don’t you ever wish for something more?”
“Like what?” 
“Well take me for example.” Rarity levitated her glass of water and took a quick drink. She cleared her throat and began her little lecture. “My ultimate dream is to have a shop in Canterlot and design for nobles and celebrities alike. But it’s not my only dream. I would like to travel all over Equestria and other parts of the world: experiencing different cultures, cuisines, and art. I even have the dream to find my very special somepony one of these days. So tell me, is there anything else you would like to do with your life?”
Applejack thought about her life briefly. “I’ve never really thought about it.” She loved her farm and her lifestyle but it didn’t provide her many choices and she did have to admit that her routine did get a tad mundane from time to time but when it did all she had to do was spend some time around her friends and that usually took away some of the fatigue of farm work. Still, she didn’t really ask for much in life other than to just be happy and with her job and friendships, she consider herself to be just so. “I guess I would like to travel as well, but I already do a lot of that with you and the girls. I would like to become Rodeo Champion of Equestria but after my performance last year in Canterlot, I would be as old as Granny Smith before that would ever happen.” Applejack thought back to the violin. She had to admit. It did feel good playing the instrument again. It rekindled an old passion that she had forgotten that existed. The more she thought about it, the more she felt the need to play again; an itch that was begging to be scratched. “I suppose it would be fun to pick up the violin again.” 
Rarity clapped her hooves in delight. “Wonderful! Oh but you must give a performance one of these days.”
“A performance? I don’t know, Rares. I don’t think I like the sound of that. Can I just play for your birthday or something like that?”
“But you must perform! Otherwise what’s the point?”
“For fun maybe?”
“Well yes of course for fun but...oh dear... How can I explain this?” Rarity tried to think of a way to explain this to the farm pony. “Art loses its meaning when it isn’t shared with the public.”
“I think you’re going to need to explain that a bit further.” 
“You see, Art, unlike anything else in the world, has the ability to connect with the audience in a way that only languages could only dream of doing. Art is able to transcend generations, cultures, and even languages! It expresses the inexpressible and allows ponies to see into the inner world of our imaginations making our world all the more beautiful! Art is a reflection of our society and our society is a reflection of the art it creates.” Rarity let out a dreamy sigh while Applejack just shook her head. 
“I understand why art is so important, I just want to know why I should perform for other ponies.” 
“Because it allows you to grow as a pony. I can’t begin to explain the happiness I feel whenever I see models in my outfits and receive acclaim from critics. I feel like I learn something new about myself. I realize what I am truly capable of doing and it just fills me with pride and humility. From there I know whenever I’m doing my absolute best.”
Rarity continued to beg to the orange pony. “Applejack you must play. A gift like yours is best shared. An artist without an audience is just a pony who talks to the wind and expects an answer. Art is meant to be seen and heard and...”
“Fine. Fine. Fine. I’ll do it. Geesh.” Applejack knew that if she had let Rarity continue she could go on for hours ranting in circles about how she should put on a recital. It was a battle she could not win no matter how hard she tried.  “So what do you suppose I do? Just walk up to random ponies and just say, ‘Hey want to hear a song?’ Ponies would think I’m right out of my mind!” 
“Hmm...I think I remember something about another cafe having some sort of ‘open stage’ night in a few weeks. You can play a few pieces there.” 
“ A few weeks? That seems a bit sudden, Don’t ya think?” 
“It’s nothing that you can’t handle, dear. I know talent when I see it and I firmly believe you can be ready in time.”
Picking up the violin was one thing but now that she had a deadline for a performance,it seemed more like another chore. But she really couldn’t say no; well at least not to Rarity. Her and Applejack were good friends but she knew if she said no, Rarity would just continue to beg until Applejack said yes. So there really was no way out of it. “Alright. I’ll do it.” 
“Excellent! Oh but I simply must make you an outfit for the occasion! Something simple yet bold; classy and elegant but not too ornate. Oh I simply must get started on the designs! Let me pick up the tab, so we can leave. I need your measurements.”
“But don’t you have my measurements from last time you made me a dress?”
“Applejack, you have to realize that a pony’s body constantly changes. Your measurements may be different from the last time you wore a dress.”
Applejack gave Rarity a crossed look. “And what is that suppose to mean?”
“Nothing darling!” Rarity replied nervously sensing the offended tone of Applejack’s voice. “For all we know you could have lost a few pounds! You do look a bit thinner.”
“Riiiight.” 
***

After dealing with Rarity’s fashion madness, Applejack went back to her attic and dug around for some old sheet music. Most of them were well aged and had a golden brown tint to them. They were beautiful in their own way but you couldn’t have yellow-brown sheet music. In their delicate state, enough mishandling and they could disintegrate in her hooves at any moment. She had to go shopping for newer copies. She only hoped that the music store was still run by that old grey stallion. If it was, then he will keep this on a hush hush basis. This would make her situation much easier by eliminating a possibly arduous and tiresome explanation. It was awkward enough explaining why she was picking the violin up again to her family. But it wasn’t difficult either. She just had to say “Rarity” and they all understood. Still, Applejack wondered why saying “Rarity” was just as good as giving a speech. Maybe there was something they knew that they weren’t telling her. Whatever it was, it needed to wait. There was music to be learned. 
To her convenience, the music store was still owned by the same stallion. He didn’t seem to recognize her, but then again, she really didn’t care if he did or not. She bought only the necessities: Sheet music, a simple metronome and a fold up music stand. With her new supplies, she headed back home and walked up back to the attic where this whole situation started and set up shop. She set up the music stand and placed the first piece of music on the stand. 
The music in front of her was a bit foreign. She remembered playing it; the title seemed familiar, but the notes themselves didn’t make much sense. When she played for Rarity, it was mainly from muscle memory. She only knew where to put her hooves at the right time; she had no idea what notes she playing.
Applejack took a deep breath and took things very slowly and went through a mental check list. “Alright. First things first: Key. Let’s see. Uh...Three flats.... so that means it’s in the key of.....A flat? No. E flat. Go to the last flat then go back one. That’s the rules. Okay then, next is...uh...meter? Yeah, it was meter. Let’s see...uh that is 4/4, I think. Yeah, it’s definitely 4/4. Oh my. This piece has a few ledger lines. What the heck is that note? Okay the top line is....” Applejack tapped the music with her bow counting the lines. “Every Good Boy Does Fine. Okay so ‘F’. Now let’s see: F, G, A flat, B flat, C. Okay so it’s ‘C’.” After a good ten minutes AJ managed to dissect the first three measures. She looked at the remaining 6 pages of music filled with much more complicated measures of music. She sighed once again. “What have I gotten myself into?”
***

Two weeks had passed relatively fast. After her initial setback and after playing for a while, she began to remember all of her old musical habits and sped through a lot of music. It wasn’t so much as learning the music anymore as it was mastering it. Like she told Rarity, she had an unusual knack for the violin. It felt like all she had to do was shake off some cobwebs and her playing was just as good as the day when she stopped practicing all those years ago.
Applejack had gone through all her repertoire and decided it was best to go with the sonata that she had played for Rarity. It was the the one that was the cleanest and she figured that Rarity deserved to hear the rest of the piece.
An old music ritual she remembered was to not overwork yourself on the day of the performance. She decided to just go through one or two run throughs of the sonata and then go to Rarity’s to pick up her dress. Knowing her, she would probably make Applejack get a makeover before putting on the dress but she figured that was it was inevitable. No use in trying to avoid something that couldn’t be helped. 
Applejack would be lying if she said that she wasn’t at least a little bit nervous. She wasn’t afraid of crowds. She performed in front of them all the time at rodeos, but it was the fact that this was the first time she played in front of a crowd that made her uncomfortable. It was a new experience so of course she was afraid of what was not familiar. Despite her practice she still was afraid of making a fool of herself. She talked it over with Rarity but all she did was reassure she was doing fine and to not worry about it. It wasn’t that great of a help to be honest. Of course Rarity would say that Applejack had nothing to worry about. She would still be her friend whether she messed up or not so it wasn’t really that comforting. Her family didn’t know much about music, so she couldn’t talk to them either. She really was on her own this time. That’s what scared her the most, she figured. 
But scared or not, she promised Rarity she would perform tonight and that was she was going to do. She finished her warm up and slight practice and headed over to the boutique. 
***

The dress that Rarity made for Applejack was as she described it. It was made of a rich vibrant red-orange that complimented her coat. It was accented by simple brown spirals that flowed down the side of the dress and curled up on themselves like vines on the side of a house. The design was beautiful and embodied her down to Earth spirit. The dressed flowed from her shoulders leaving them exposed to help her forelegs move freely and play much more comfortably. Yes, it another monument to Rarity’s generosity. The white unicorn even insisted on styling her mane. Rarity decided it would be a great idea to style Applejack’s mane to look like the one she had when she was visiting her relatives in Manehattan but with a more casual feel. She figured it would suit the dress as well as the music she was going to play. After many hours of preparation, Applejack was finally ready. 
Before she headed out from the boutique Applejack looked at one of the many mirrors that Rarity had in her shop. As she looked at the reflection that stared back, she couldn’t recognize the pony that stood in her place. There was no hat; her familiar ponytail was replaced by a hairdo that delicately wrapped around her head decorating it with her natural golden locks. Rarity even let her borrow some jewelry for the performance despite Applejack’s protest. The image she saw in the mirror was not herself. It bothered her a bit but she had to deal with it for a few hours. That was the point of getting dressed though; she wasn’t suppose to look like herself. She knew ponies weren’t expecting her on the stage tonight and even if she performed they way she did for Rarity, the ponies in the audience might not take her as serious if she looked like she belonged on the farm rather than on stage. At least with the the dress, it looked like she had done this a thousand times before. She grabbed her violin case, headed out the door and into the afternoon sun. 
***

The venue of sorts was a small cafe that served coffee and assorted baked goods. Since it was a very nice day giving way to an even nicer night, they decided to host the event outside. The stage itself was a simply one tier platform that raised the pony who was on it slightly above the sitting ponies’ heads. In front of the stage were white linen clothed tables that could have seated four or five ponies, although Applejack doubted that all the tables would be full. 
To her surprise, ponies began filling up the tables. Apparently this little “open stage” night was more popular than she thought. She wondered if it was the the talent or the food that brought in the crowd. Whatever it was, it practically filled up the entire audience. The ponies on the performing list had to stay inside of the cafe and wait for another pony to signal them to walk onto the stage.  
Applejack was the last of six ponies to go on. Before her was either singers, comedians, or poets. She looked outside to see the audience. The butterflies in her stomach felt like they were ready to burst out of her chest. She glanced towards the back row of tables. In the center of row were her friends all huddled up around the little candle that decorated each table. In the moon and candle light, she saw Rarity talking to Fluttershy, Pinkie Pie telling some joke to Twilight and Rainbow looking bored out of her mind. She didn’t mind. Rainbow was Rainbow and she didn’t expect that to change. 
The more the line dwindled, the more Applejack began to feel nervous. The sound of light applause after each act was like torture. After each act , the ponies on stage joined the audience making it grow a little more. As the hour progressed, it was soon her turn. The pony before her was reading a poem that she wasn’t paying much attention too. In her head, Applejack was reviewing the music: every note, articulation, phrase, and dynamic must be accounted for.  Whether it was applebucking, rodeo tricks, or playing the violin, perfection is the key. 
Her concentration was broken by the pony who was in charge of the door. He gently tapped her shoulder and signaled that it was her turn to walk the stage. Applejack gulped and crossed the door’s threshold. Once she was outside, she felt all the eyes fall upon her. The sensation was overwhelming and frightening. She climbed the short stairs to get on top of the stage. As she did this an announcer next to the stage gave her a brief introduction. “Up next, we have Ms. Applejack playing the violin.” Once her named was announced, Applejack could hear confused murmurs across the audience. Their facial expressions were a mixture of confusion and bewilderment. She could have sworn she heard somepony say “That’s Applejack?” probably commenting about her appearance. 
She made it to the center stage and placed the violin case she had in front of her. She opened the case and took out the pre rosined bow and violin. She plucked the strings just to make sure they were still in tune. The E string was  a bit flat but that wasn’t a problem. She gripped the violin with her chin to hold it in mid air and began turning the small dials to tune it. While she was doing this the conversations began to become a bit more ecstatic and a tad bit judgemental. To the other ponies it must have looked weird and a bit amusing to see the proud work horse in a fancy dress.
Applejack thought back to what Rarity said a few weeks ago about how these ponies saw her. These ponies thought this would be the last thing they would ever see from her: in a dress that marvels a Manehattan spirit with an instrument that has a rustic and sophisticated nature. It must have been confusing and maybe a tad bit terrifying for them to experience such a change.  Like Rarity, they probably thought she was going to play country or something like that. But she couldn’t let such thoughts get to her. She had to stay focus. 
Applejack lifted her bow and was about play when all of a sudden out of the audience she heard a shout. “Hey AJ! Play Discord went down to Georgia!” The request came from none other than rambunctious Rainbow Dash trying to have some fun from her friend’s awkward situation. She saw Rarity quickly jab Rainbow in the side to silence her, but her idea quickly spread throughout the audience. One by one ponies began to name songs that sounded like tunes the farm pony should have known. They ranged from local folk songs to well known country tunes. She even heard somepony suggest the forever ridiculous ‘Freebird’. The sound of the requests were like a hard summer’s rain against a tin roof; completely blocking Applejacks inner thoughts. She couldn’t concentrate and soon Applejack became infuriated from the lack of courtesy and respect. The one thing that was suppose to be in her mind was now replaced with a new and frankly asinine idea. ‘I’m sorry, Rarity.’ she thought. ‘You’re going to have to hear the rest of that Sonata later.’
As the roar of requests continued Applejack closed her eyes, lifted her bow to the night sky and gently placed it upon the old violin’s strings and drew back on them slowly. The sound that creeped out from the violin hushed the once riled up crowd. Applejack began to play an entirely different piece of music than what was planned. It was a ballade that she practiced but never intended to play. But now that her situation had changed she felt that she needed to play this piece as if it was to prove her own self worth to the audience; something she never thought she would want  to do, let alone need to. 
The ballade began by Applejack slowly climbing up dissonant and chromatic minor sixths, giving off a haunting presence to the crowd and the atmosphere. The ghastly climbing intervals gave way to a wailing screech that cried in the night sky. The cry soften to a beckoning call that was soft and demanded the audience to sit on the edge of their seats to hear all the subtle nuances in the melody’s speech. The melody became a melancholy sob that grew from the ashes of the call and leaned on the listeners ears telling them of an untold sorrow. 
The audience was completely silent as the performance went on. It was either from shock or utter awe of the event that played out in front of them but whatever it was, it kept them quiet. Rarity sat along with her other four friends listening to the music that came from the unlikely candidate. Even her friends, whom each of them Applejack was close to, couldn’t even begin to describe how surreal it was to see Applejack play something so elaborate and extravagant. Even though Rarity had heard Applejack play before, she still could not help but be captivated by her performance. The sonata she played all those weeks ago was spectacular but the music she was hearing was different. It felt painful like when you hear a sad song and can’t help but feel what the artists was going through. Rarity saw how Applejack was being treated before her performance and saw the look of irritation on her face. She could not help but feel that she was expressing her emotion through the violin. But more likely she believed Applejack was just playing this to show off and to quiet the rude ponies. Still, she was enticed by her friend’s sound and hung on to every note as if it meant the world to her. 
On the stage, Applejack finished the lyrical passage of the piece and segued into a more faster, gloomy technical section. The decorated cowpony raced through ascending chromatic scales that should have been near to impossible for her to play but her hoof just slid across the hoof board and her bow sawing away at the strings. As the bow glided across the strings, hairs began snapping; cracking under the pressure that Applejack was putting on them. When she reached the near end of her hoof board, the music suddenly became very violent and unsetting. She began playing fast octave leaps quickly jumping from the highest string to the lowest string in a fraction of a second; an awesome display of Earth pony dexterity.  It was this skill that made the transition seamless as the music shifted to an offset dance like scherzo with such crashing dissonances that it gave an uneasy feeling. 
The audience below sat at their tables gazing at what they were seeing and hearing. The music rang in the air electrifying the night’s cool atmosphere. The candles that dimly glowed on the tables and mixed with the Luna’s bright moonlight adding more magic to Applejack’s performance. The musty yellow glow suited the music making an eerie yet entrancing ambience amplifying its effects on each of the ponies’ hearts and minds
Because she was so indulged into her performance, Applejack didn’t notice but her mini recital was drawing on a bigger crowd than she expected. The music bled out from the cafe and spread throughout a large part of Ponyville. Residents in their homes and out on the street began to wonder where the mystical music was coming from and soon ventured out exploring the quaint town to discover the source. Like the Pied Piper and his mice, the music hypnotized them, calling them out to see the musician who created it all. When their odd odyssey came to an end they, like the audience at the cafe, were caught by the mystery how an unlikely mare was creating something that seemed close to impossible. 
While it was safe to say that a lot of ponies were not familiar with the piece that Applejack was playing, it was obvious that it was about to end. The tempo increased dramatically becoming almost too fast for the orange mare to play. The bow strokes were smaller and more staccato almost being classified as noise; upon which Applejack played a short and detached melody. It almost sounded like if it was two violins playing instead of one. The melody raced to the top of the instrument’s range and quickly dived into ascending and descending arpeggiated melody that mimicked the raw power of a raging sea swelling in the middle of a violent storm. Then out of nowhere the detached melody came back with a vengeance. It was bitter, harsher and frankly scarier. She climbed to the very brink of audible notes and abruptly came to a cesura but Applejack held her pose signaling that there was still more to play. She gripped the bow even harder for what was about to come. 
The next series of notes were chromatic sevenths that seemed to lead to nowhere in particular. Each one dug into the strings so angrily that it seemed like the the strings were going to bust at any moment. It was a miracle that they stood their ground and took their punishment with gusto.  The chords grew louder and louder until they reached the designated end and came crashing down with a final downstroke that rung in the air like a blow to the head.
Applejack held her pose for a brief moment then she slowly put down instrument down from her chin to her side.The bow’s hairs were frayed and looked like they went through a machine which then spat it out into a razor factory. Applejack’s breathing was labored and heavy. It burned every time she inhaled the brisk night air. It kind of reminded her of the many races she had with Rainbow Dash except her legs didn’t burn as well. Her eyes had been closed the entire performance, lost in concentration, caught in a zone in which she barely knew. Still with her eyes close, she awoken from the zone and became aware of the silence around her. 
She slowly opened them to see the stunned audience. The space was quiet, even the crickets seemed to stop in their place. For a moment it was just the audience staring at Applejack and vice versa. 
Out of the void of sound, a noise blessed the crowd with its presence; it was an unknown pony slowly clapping their hooves together. The pony’s sound grew by one, then by two, then by ten, and then soon the entire audience erupted in a frenzy of applause and praises. It was at this time Applejack noticed the crowd was much bigger than the last time she saw it. She turned her head to see a crowd, about twice as big as the audience sitting at the tables, that surrounded the stage. They too gave her an outstanding ovation. It seemed that the humble farm pony was literally surrounded by adoration and acclaim. 
In complete shock, Applejack stood there trying to take in the scene she saw. It seemed like some sort of fantasy. These were ponies applauding her for a long forgotten talent that no one knew she had. The absurdity of it all was baffling and almost comical. Applejack couldn’t help but smile. Never in her life did she expect ponies to be cheering for her for something that was artsy. Whenever she was at rodeos, the crowd only cheered for the winner, not really caring for anypony else. Sure the audience would clap as  the announcer would shout the placings, but they never drowned the runner ups in the same amount of glory as the blue ribbon. Now as she stood in front of a roaring audience that loved her not because she won anything by displaying physical strength and stamina but because she created something that touched them on a deeper level than visual aestheticism, she finally understood what Rarity was trying to explain during their lunch all those weeks ago. 
Applejack looked around saw the faces of the ponies who cheered for her. She saw tears in some of their eyes while in others she saw blissful joy. She couldn’t help but feel a sense of pride in what she did and couldn’t help but feel a brand new type of happiness which she couldn’t begin to describe. But in her daze, she almost forgot the most important thing she was suppose to do after a performance. 
She stood in the dead center of the stage, lowered her head, and gave a bow. 
As she stood back up, she saw across the audience sea of shouts Rarity in the back with her cheering friends. She saw tears of joy in her eyes giving a twinkle in the bright moonlight. It was at that moment Applejack realized that all of this would not have happened if it weren’t for her. If Rarity had not believed in her and convinced her to play this show, she would never discovered a new side of herself and feel such an amazing energetic emotion in her heart. She was truly grateful. As she began to head out, she gave one last look to her friend in the audience.
‘Thank you, Rarity.’
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		Chapter 2 (Revised)



	The Friday night was still young. The stars twinkled brightly gracing Ponyville’s nightlife with their gift of a beautiful velvet night sky. Most places were dark inside, signaling a hard day’s work was at an end, but one place said otherwise. This building was Ponyville’s very own Sugarcube Corner where an impromptu after party was well underway. It was party that was pretty typical in the small town; mainly because most of the town’s shindigs were devised by same festivity obsessed pink mare. Most of the parties that were thrown by said pony were for either birthdays, anniversaries, or housewarmings. This party however celebrated an occasion that was somewhat peculiar to the group of friends that celebrated it. One of their friends decided to give a recital of sorts out of nowhere and not only completely surprise her friends but a crowd full of random ponies as well.
Each of the friends gathered around the guest of honor, well past the point of invading her personal space and barraged her with a flurry of questions.
“What piece was that?” asked the studious purple unicorn.
“How were you able to play so fast?” inquired the blue pegasus.
“My goodness. It must have taken you a long time to learn such music.” the timid yellow pegasus asked.
“Were you nervous? I bet you were nervous. You know you should eat lots of jelly beans to calm yourself down. Maybe except for the licorice ones. I know some ponies like the but I can’t help but spit one out if I ever ate one on accident. But if you do-” The pink pony stream of conscience was stopped when an orange hoof clogged her mouth.
“Settle down, y’all.” The humble Earth pony smiled. “I’ve got enough time to answer all your questions. But you have to give ‘em to me one at a time, for pete’s sake!” Applejack laughed and her friends joined in as well. It had been one crazy, hectic night.  After the performance at the cafe, Applejack and her entourage of friends needed to be teleported by Twilight just to get away from the over affectionate crowd. After recovering from the post teleportation vertigo, the group proceeded to trot discreetly to Sugarcube corner where they now resided.
Applejack began explaining the many details that she kept from them all these years. She told them the little story of her violin and how she began playing. Of course she had to explain to them why she decided to play at the open stage night in the first place. The funny things was they reacted to it in the same way as her family did. She started out with your standard exposition. “Well, after Rarity heard me play she-” The orange pony then was cut off by an explosion of realizations from her friends that informed her that continuing the story would be far past redundant. Applejack saw that Rarity was a bit irritated by her friends’ outbursts which made Applejack giggle. 
The party continued in the typical Pinkie Pie fashion. The six mares drank whatever  punch mixture that Pinkie had concocted on the spot. For the five hundredth time in a row, she managed to mix up another instant favorite. They gathered around for dancing as the evening progressed. They all understood that none of them were good dancers and just did any random movement that came to their mind. Twilight was the worst offender, but I guess you could get away with these sort of things when you are in the company of friends. They played numerous games that included board games, truth or dare, and even Rarity’s favorite, for some weird reason, “Pin the Tail on the Pony.” The night was just one sugary confection induced ordeal that burned out in a pink blaze.
After a few hours of partying “Pinkie Pie style”, the six mare’s decided to call it a night. All six of them had responsibilities to attend to in the morning, so there was no use in staying up all night. Five mares exited Sugarcube Corner while the sixth on stayed inside and turned off the lights and headed towards her own bed upstairs. Out of the five mares, three of them set off into various directions while the remaining two walked in the moonlight together heading towards the Carousel Boutique.
After walking for a couple of minutes, the white unicorn turned towards her friend. “Thank you for walking me home, Applejack.” Rarity happily chirped.
“It’s my pleasure.”
There was a bit of a silence between them. It wasn’t an awkward silence but one that showed that they were just basking in each other’s company. Applejack was still in her dress but now had her familiar Stetson on messing up her styled mane. It irked Rarity, but she decided to just let it go. There were more important things on her mind. “You must tell me, Applejack. How was your first performance?”
“I thought Fluttershy asked that question already.”
“Well, she did. But I know the answer you gave her wasn’t the entire truth.”
Applejack didn’t lie. She told Fluttershy that her first performance was great and was fun. But like Rarity pointed out it only part of the truth.. She figured that the answer she gave would be good enough for her friends because like her weeks ago, they knew nothing of art and the feelings one would get from such things. But Rarity knew. It was only with her that she could truly share her feelings with. A big smile grew across her face. “It was...” Applejack was at a bit of loss for words. But as she remembered the crowd cheering after she finished the words appeared from nowhere and burst through her mouth. “It was amazing.” Applejack laughed. “You were right, Rares. It was one of the most amazing things that has happened to me. It felt just like...um... winning a hundred rodeos all at once.”
Rarity giggled. “That’s a rather odd way to put it, but alright.”
Applejack continued to speak with more zeal in her voice. “It felt so weird getting such an applause without me having to beat anypony else. But at the same time, it made it all the more sweeter.” Rarity gave and nod of approval and continued to walk merrily on their way.
The two continued to walk for a moment but then Applejack slowed her walk to a stop. Her face seemed to have an expression of awe and wonder. As soon as she stopped she called out to her unicorn companion who was a few paces away. “Do you feel this way all the time, Rarity?”
Rarity slowed her walk to a stop and turned around to face Applejack. The question at hand was indeed a difficult one with no easy answer. Like all things there was a good side and a bad side. She was happy that her friend got a taste of what the limelight had to offer but at the same time she wanted to warn her of the troubles of it without scaring her. She had to word her next sentences carefully. “Sometimes, but lately I only get that amount of satisfaction if I really push myself to my limit. And then sometimes,” This was the crucial part. She irrationally feared that if she were to butcher the next part it may spoil Applejack's feelings. “there are moments where my audience doesn’t respond quite as well as I wanted them to and it upsets me. But as my mother always told me ‘you can’t please everypony all the time.’” Rarity voice felt a bit melancholy hinting to no pony in particular the many challenges that she had to face before she reached the amount of acclaim she now had.
“But,” Rarity’s tone seemed perkier all of a sudden. “when I do get that reaction I want, after hours of arduous and tedious work perfecting my latest creations, it makes the glamour brighter and as you said ‘sweeter’.” Rarity sighed dreamfully. “It is those times where I succeed that tell me to get up every morning and try again, even after the most devastating of  shows. It’s an addiction really. I hope you don’t get hooked.” Rarity played as she gently poked Applejack’s shoulder with her hoof.
With a smirk, Applejack replied to Rarity’s jest. “Who knows? Maybe I will give up Applebucking and runaway to Fillydelphia and play for the Fillydelphia Philharmonic.”
Rarity let out an unladylike laugh but quickly calmed herself. “Is that your new dream?”
After a tension filled second, Applejack quickly dismissed her comments. “Na. I love it here too much to leave. Besides playing violin is fun but it can’t compare to good honest day’s work.” The two friends started to walk again towards the boutique. “Still,” Applejack continued, “it would be amazing to feel that way again.”
“I’m sure if you wanted to, you can do another concert.”
“Maybe, but I think tonight is enough for now.”
After another few minutes of walking, Applejack and Rarity found themselves outside of Carousel Boutique.
“Rarity, I can’t begin to thank you enough for opening me up to this new world.”
“You don’t have to thank me. Your happiness is thanks enough.”
Rarity leaned in and gave Applejack a quick hug. “Thank you again for walking me home.”
“Anytime.”
“Goodnight, Applejack.”
“Goodnight, Rarity.”
Rarity unlocked her door using her magic and walked inside of her shop and home. Applejack turned to head towards Sweet Apple Acres when she remembered something. “Rarity!”
The mare in question popped her head out of the door and asked “Yes?”
“Don’t you want your dress and jewelry back?”
“Keep them, dear. You deserve it.” Rarity smiled and closed the door to the Boutique.
With a smile on her face, Applejack turned around and headed down the road to home.
***

It was a typical Sunday morning in the Ponyville market. Ponies hustled through crowds looking for the freshest ingredients for their weekend meals. The sun was out and was actually shining down on the land a bit warmer than normal but that didn’t seem to hinder the ponies below.
Along the road that connected downtown Ponyville to the outskirts of the town was an orange mare happily trotting with a cart full of apple barrels attached to her hip. It was Applejack’s turn to set up shop at the Ponyville market. It was an arrangement that her and her brother had made years ago that kept the workload between them as even as possible. One of the two would go into town, set up the apple stand and sell apples in the morning. When lunch came around the other would arrive, sell apples for the rest of the day and come home with the cart. It was a simple yet effective system that allowed the Apple Family to have some free time and enjoy their weekends.
Applejack slowed her trot to a saunter as she approached the usual selling spot. It was surrounded by other food related booths; some selling fruits and vegetables while others sold hot meals. Being the sole provider of Apples in the greater Ponyville area, there was always a demand for their signature product. Applejack pulled from the cart a sign that had all their prices on it. In the past she used to just yell out prices but it got old really fast. It was actually a bit ridiculous that they didn’t think of that idea sooner.
The sign did save the Apple Family some work, even if it was miniscule. All they really had to do was draw customers in but that wasn’t really much work either: the apples really sold themselves. So in actuality all the Apple Family had to do was act as a cashiers. It wasn’t much but the brother and sister duo liked to be out and about in their lovely town. It was a nice break from doing farm work from dawn till dusk.
This particular weekend though was a bit more pleasant. When Applejack finished setting up shop, ponies began stopping by; not to buy apples but to offer congratulatory remarks.
“Hey Applejack! You were awesome the other night!”
“Yo, AJ! You rocked!”
“I had no idea you could play so well!”
“You were spectacular, Applejack!”
This was the second day in a row that ponies stopped by to tell her how well she played and like the day before the humble Earth pony took each compliment with great sentiment. She smiled at them thanked them and waved goodbye as they walked away going on about their day. Thankfully some of them bought a few apples as a token of appreciation. Today felt like it was going to be another good day.
The rest of the morning went by fairly smooth and it was almost time for Applejack to switch shifts with Big Macintosh. It was good thing too. She was beginning to feel “peckish” as Rarity would put it. Applejack laughed. It seemed that fussy unicorn’s behavior was beginning to rub off on her in more ways than one.
It was just about time to call it a day when a tan unicorn stallion walked up to her cart. “Pardon my intrusion, but are you Ms. Applejack?” Applejack had never seen this pony before. He was in a prim and proper black suit with a complimenting blue bow tie that made him stand out from the rest of Ponyville’s residents.
But despite him being a total stranger, Applejack gave him the same treatment as anypony else. “Yes sir!” the farm mare answered happily. “What can I do you for? Care to sample some our famous apples? Or perhaps our less-than-famous-but-otherwise-equally-as-delectable Apple cobbler?” Applejack spoke with such enthusiasm that the stallion surprised by the her energy.
“Actually no, I am not.  I am here for another pressing matter.”  The stallion proceeded to take a card from his coat pocket and handed it to Applejack. “Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Consonance: musician, composer, and director of public affairs at the Cantabile School of Music at Manehattan University. An acquaintance of mine who was visiting family here, recently contacted me about a performance she witnessed last night in which she was most impressed by. From what I gathered from the cafe that hosted the event, you were the one who caused such an uproar by your supposedly magnificent performance.”
As the stallion continued talking. Applejack couldn’t help but feel a tad bit uneasy around him. Maybe because his Manehattan accent was a bit off putting and gave him an smug posh feel. She wondered what he was doing all the way from Manehattan. Her performance couldn’t have been that good, could it?
“So after hearing her review, I simply had to come to your quaint town to meet you.”
“Why is that?” Applejack asked suspiciously.
“Well you see, the Cantabile School of Music is always looking for guest performers to have recitals at our concert hall. As director of public affairs, it is my job to interview new virtuosos that are recommended to me, and from what I heard about you, it seems that you have some potential, but I have to see you perform to be sure.”
Applejack almost responded instantaneously. “That’s mighty nice sir, but I’m afraid I’m gonna have to pass on that offer. I’m far too busy here and I can’t be away from my family and farm for too long.”
Unphased the stallion replied in the same cool manner as before. “I understand. If you do happen to change your mind though, you have my card. I will be in Ponyville for the remainder of the weekend lounging at the local hotel. I will be returning to Manehattan on Tuesday. I hope our paths cross again soon.” And with that the unicorn walked away and blended in with the rest of the crowd. Applejack looked down at the card for the first time. It simply stated.
Consonance
Director of Public Affairs
Cantabile School of Music; Manehattan University
PO box 14556 University Lane, Manehattan, Equestria

With that, Applejack stuffed the card into her hat and continued selling apples.
***

“So after a tiresome negotiation over price, the customer and I finally agreed on a suitable sum for the dress.” Rarity levitated a bite of her homemade salad into her mouth and chewed thoroughly before continuing her conversation. “So that concludes today’s events so far. How was your morning?”
Applejack was nibbling on a daisy sandwich that she brought from home. After her shift ended, she decided to go and spend her lunch time with Rarity. Fortunately she wasn’t busy and could stay and chat. Both ponies were in Rarity’s kitchen sitting at a small table with a blue table cover and a slender vase containing a few daisies. The pony swallowed what food she had in her mouth and answered the unicorn. “Not much. I got more compliments about that cafe thing the other night. ”
“Wonderful! Anything else.”
“Well there was this one stallion I met. He said he was from some music school. I can’t remember which one. Apparently one of his friends heard me play last night and he wanted me to play for him.”
“For what?”
“I don’t know. I guess he wanted me play for some college. I wasn’t really paying attention.”
“Maybe you should have. I mean, if someone asks you to play for them I don’t see why you would not. Playing for some music students sounds like it could be a lot of fun. What college was it, by the way? A local community one perhaps?”
“Hold on a sec. I have his card right here.” Applejack took off her hat to retrieve the business card he gave her. She put it on the table and slid it across the small they were sitting at. Rarity picked it up with her magic while also holding a fork that had another bite full of salad. As she took a bite, she eyed the card reading what was on it. Her eyes dilated instantly from shock and she nearly choked on her salad and had to take a quick drink of water.
“The Cantabile School of Music?!” Rarity shouted as she put down her glass of water on the table.
“Yeah, that’s it.” Answered Applejack nonchalantly. “What about it? Is it good or something?”
“‘Good’ is putting it lightly, dear. It’s one of the most prestigious schools of music in Equestria! You would be a fool to deny an opportunity to perform there!”
“Really? Wow.” Applejack was dumbfounded. A goofy grin grew across her face from awe and amazement. “I knew the guy was from Manehattan but...wow....” Applejack laughed. “I guess I was that good the other night, huh?”
“You were nothing short of magnificent, dear.”
“Boy, can you imagine?” Applejack’s face brighten up at the imaginary image. “Me playin’ in Manehattan? I would have never dreamed that could ever happen.” But after a second her demeanor dimmed and she sighed. “Still, I can’t go. I have too much work to do here.”
“You aren’t leaving forever, Applejack. Manehattan is just a few hours away by train and you would only be away for a few days at most. It will a one time thing. Besides you said that you would like to perform again and this could be your opportunity!”
“But so soon and in Manehattan? Rarity, I ain’t good enough to play there! What if I were to make a fool of myself. I was nervous enough being around my own town!”
“That’s just your nerves talking, Applejack. I, mean, were you nervous when you did your first rodeo competition?”
“Er..well, yes. But...”
“But nothing! It’s exactly the same situation.”
“You’re forgetting one thing Rares, I’ve been competing in contests like that all my life. I’ve only been playing the violin for about three weeks!” 
“But that’s the great thing about music! You aren’t in any competition with anypony! I’m sure as long as you sound great, they wouldn’t care how long you have been playing.”
Applejack shook her head in disagreement. “That’s not how things work. What if I were to hire a new hand around the farm. Sure he could buck a tree, but if he doesn’t know what the hay he’s doing, I’m not even going to waste a second on him.”
Applejack took the card from the table and looked again at the address. PO box 14556 University Lane, Manehattan, Equestria She continued her rant. “I know how those ponies think in Manehattan. If you aren’t 100 percent perfect, then they won’t even look at you. Do you honestly think they would even give me a shot?”
“If they didn’t think you were good enough, would this ‘Mr. Consonance’ come all the way out here for nothing?” Applejack didn’t respond and Rarity continued to speak. “You have to stop comparing the Art world with manual labor. They don’t work the same way.”
“Prove it.”
Rarity sighed. “Do you honestly think I would lie to you, Applejack?”
“I know you wouldn’t lie to me, Rarity.” Applejack said apologetically. “It’s just I have a hard time believing that there are different rules.” 
Silence followed for a few seconds until Rarity spoke up. “If you really want proof, there’s a composer by the name of Cacophony. He’s a relatively new composer and he’s already made quite a reputation for himself. The story goes that he doesn’t even know how to play an instrument and doesn’t know traditional Music Theory. Apparently one day he took a music appreciation course in a university and decided to write music. His music lacks the traditionally tonal structure and is mainly musical effects but that didn’t seem to hinder his success.” 
Rarity looked back at Applejack. “If he were the farm hand you were talking about earlier, you would have turned him down.”
Applejack thought about everything. These new rules were still mind boggling to her. The concert earlier that week taught her what rewards could come from playing your heart out on the violin’s strings, but now she is learning that qualifications, something that was universal to almost any trade in life, were now a mere afterthought in the eyes of the art world. What more was different and would she be able to adapt to it all before completely drowning in a world that was alien to her? In the sea of doubt there was still a beacon that called out to her. It was the same sensation that led her to take the plunge all those weeks ago and agree with Rarity’s proposal. In a brief struggle between the familiar and the new, the new won. 
Applejack picked up the remnants of her lunch and began to head out the door of Rarity’s boutique.
Rarity called out to Applejack before she left. “Wait! Where are you going, Applejack?” 
The farm pony looked back at her friend with a face of renewed determination. “I got to head home and talk to my family. I got to let them know I’ll be going to Manehattan soon. 
With that, Applejack sprinted out of the Boutique and began heading towards her home. Rarity, still sitting the table, smiled as she watched her friend head off into the distance. 
***

It was a bit late in the afternoon. Applejack was walked towards the hotel Consonance was staying at with a violin case in her saddle bag.  The sun gave a yellow tint to the town making everything calm and peaceful. The wind was tamed yet warm and blew with a steady continuous pace. The pony soon stood in front of the hotel. It wasn’t anything fancy. It was a three story building with an Earthy brown color that glowed in the sun. The windows that the pony faced were away from the sun thus giving them a dark tint, not allowing her to see into any of the rooms. She made her way through the door and into the lobby.
At the receptionist's desk was a pink pegasus with a curly red mane. She was reading a magazine due to the hotel’s lack of activity. The mare walked up to the receptionist and spoke. “I’m here to see a Mr. Consonance?”
The receptionist looked up from her magazine with an unenthusiastic frown. “Name?” she stated plainly.
“Applejack.”
“Is the pony in question expecting you?”
“Uh, I’m not sure. He just gave me his card earlier and said to contact him here at the hotel.”
The pegasus gave a quick snort. She got up from her chair and walked over to the wall behind her. On it were about forty or fifty short ropes with a number attach to it. Next to the ropes was a tube that extended through the ceiling. Applejack had encountered these before when she spent some time in Manehattan as a filly. She remembered asking her Aunt Orange what they were. She giggled and said that they were called “Tubular Intercoms” or “Intercoms” for short. She explained that they were long pipes that connected to each of the rooms. When the bell was rung, the pony in the room would lift up a flap that covered the tube and speak into it. Then the pony could talk to the front desk without leaving their room.”
The pegasus looked in the guest book and looked up the number for the pony in question. She found the room number and pulled the rope that was that marked “44”. She lifted the flap off of the master tube and waited for a response. Silence followed for a few seconds until a voice from the tube emerged. “Yes?”
“Good evening Mr. Consonance. There is a guest here to see you. A ‘Ms. Applejack’”
“Wonderful! Send her up, please.” The voice vanished into the tube and was not heard from again.
The pegasus put the flap back on the tube and turned around to face Applejack. “He is on the third floor. The stairs are down that hallway.” She pointed to her right and quickly returned to her chair, picked her magazine back up and got lost in her own world. Applejack proceeded to thank her even if she wouldn’t hear it.
Applejack proceeded to stairs. Along the way she replayed the day’s events in her head. It was truly unbelievable that this morning she was sent out to town to sell apples and now she was going to play for a representative for the school of music at Manehattan University. She couldn’t help but feel more nervous than she did the other night at that cafe. It just seemed that a single pony who was an expert at anything music related outweighed a crowd of ponies who really didn’t know much about music. What was good for them could be complete utter trash for this one pony. But she couldn’t let such thoughts distract her. Not now. There were too many ponies who believed in her to let nerves break her down. She had the support of her friends and a family that would cover her if she were to make it.
She remembered when she told her family about the offer. Like she figured, they were completely behind her, encouraging her to try and said they would gladly take over her responsibilities on the farm. Applejack was so joyful she gathered her family in a group hug and thanked them all for allowing her to do such a thing. She then ran up to the attic immediately and did a quick warm up. When she was done she left for the hotel in a hurry with her violin in her saddle bag.
As she reached end of the stairs, her heart started race even more than it already was from climb. She looked down the hall and noticed that the floor started on the number 38. That meant that room 44 would be further down. She walked down the hall in no particular hurry. She looked around the hallway. Each room door was an identical eggshell white with bronze numbers hammered in. The wallpaper had stripes of Burgundy and what appeared to be the same shade of white as the doors. The floor was made of cherry wood that made each step echo. The sound of her hoof steps made her more anxious. The door she wanted came up. Before she knocked, Applejack needed to take a few breaths to calm herself. When she felt ready, she knocked on the door lightly and waited for it to open. A few seconds later, the door opened and revealed the same stallion from earlier.
“Ah, Ms. Applejack. So good to see you again. I just knew our paths would cross again. Please come in.” Applejack walked into the room. It was a small bedroom with one bed, one bathroom and a wardrobe made of mahogany. There was a window that was closed and had white plantation style shutters. The wallpaper had the same design as the hallway wallpaper giving an illusion that the hallway had no end. Applejack walked in precariously. The stallion continued to talk while she did so. “If you don’t mind me asking, what made you change your mind on my offer?”
“Well you see,” Applejack’s throat felt a little scratchy and dry; a sign of her nervousness. “I talked it over with my family and they said that they could cover for me for a few days if things played out right.”
“Let’s hope they do.” The unicorn stallion levitated a chair from a far corner of the room and placed behind him. He proceeded to sit in the chair and pull out a writing pad a quill from seemingly nowhere. He wrote some quick notes on the writing pad and looked up at Applejack. “Alright. Whenever you’re ready.”
“Oh. You mean right now?”
“Yes indeed.”
“If you don’t mind me asking. What do you want me to play?”
“The ballade you played the other night. It’s from the third Equine Ysaye Sonata, correct?
“Uh, I think so.”
“Well, if you don’t mind.”
“Okay then.” Applejack got her violin from it’s case and rosined her bow. Her heart pounded harder in her chest with each pass of the rosin over the horse hairs. The bow shooked slightly in her hooves. Applejack had to grip the bow tighter to stop the shakes. Once she finished she took a deep breath to calm her nerves further. She stood up on her two hind hooves and got in position to play.
She closed her eyes and drew the bow across the strings like she did that night, but it didn’t feel the same. There was no prestige or esteem. It felt cold more than anything, like it was the act of playing the violin became arbitrary rather than a labor of love. Nether the less, she played on. Applejack’s bow glided across the strings surfing up and down the various waves that the music created, all the while Consonance wrote down everything he heard not  even glancing up at Applejack. His eyes were glued to the writing pad. The quill he held in his magical aura scribbled fiercely almost drowning out the sound of the violin.
Minutes passed and the music reached its finale. Soon silence followed. Applejack lowered the violin. She wasn’t breathing hard like before. She didn’t even break a sweat. It wasn’t a sign of accomplishment but of worry. She didn’t feel the same way she did after she had performed at the cafe. Despite the awkwardness of the moment, she knew that she did the absolute best she could, but it still felt like there was something left to be desired. She began to wonder if she did something wrong or if she didn’t play the ballade as well as she did before. An even graver thought crept into her mind: What if her best wasn’t good enough?
The silence still lingered. The unicorn was still scribbling notes onto the paper and didn’t say a word. It was in this silence that Applejack made a promise to herself: ‘If things don’t go so well, don’t be disappointed at yourself. You came here to try and that’s all you can do.’ The scribbling stopped and the unicorn looked up at the orange mare for the first time since he sat down.
“Thank you for that performance, Ms Applejack. Before I say more, is it okay if I ask you some questions?”
“I suppose that would be fine.”
“Splendid.” The unicorn looked back down at the notes he took down and wrote something extra. “First of all, did you go to secondary school or any other higher education after primary school?”
“No, sir. After primary school I went straight to work on my family’s farm.” The scribbling continued.
“How long have you been playing?”
“The thing is that I played for about 3 years when I was a younger, but after that I kind of stopped playing. It was only recently that I started playing again.” The scribbles began again.
“How recently?”
“3 weeks.”
The unicorn quickly jotted down more notes. “Last question: Have you received any formal musical training?”
“I took a few private lessons when I first started out, but other than that, not much.”
The unicorn finished a sentence that he was working and put the quill on the nearby bed. He looked at the notes that took and then proceeded to put the writing pad on the bed next to the quill. He looked Applejack with an expression that could not be read as either positive nor negative. “First of all, I like to thank you for playing for me. That is not an easy piece to play.”
“Thank you kindly, sir.”
“That being said, you do have quite a few flaws in your technique.” Applejack felt a pain in her heart. She squirmed internally at the mention of the word “Flaw.” Applejack’s mind raced and thought back through her entire performance. She tried to remember what “flaws” Consonance could have been talking about. She really didn’t know. If she did make a mistake she would not have noticed. The unicorn cleared his throat. “Your hoof work is a bit muddy; your bowing is tad off; your dynamic range is narrow; and lastly your articulations are not well defined.” 
Applejack felt hurt. As Consonance listed everything that was wrong she couldn’t help but feel disappointed. What made the pain feel worse was that he didn’t even look up from his notepad; like if all her mistakes were so obvious that he didn’t even need to see her play to identify them. But she had to be strong. She knew there would be problems but that didn’t make the news any bit easier.  But out of all the emotions she felt, she was not angry. It was an expected outcome. An expert that was dedicated solely to perfection of music would most definitely see the problems with a simple country mare’s fiddle work. But she promised herself she wouldn’t be upset with herself. She did all that she could, but that didn’t make the situation she was in easier.  
“If you were to fix all this you would be the perfect violinist.” This was it. In Applejack’s mind, this was the point where she was told that she wasn’t good enough. She would then have to walk back home and tell her family, she didn’t make it. Of course they would still love her no matter what were to happen but it was still another failure for Applejack. She hated to fail. It meant that her word wasn’t good enough. If she were to say she was going to do something, she meant it. Like when she said she would bring back prize money for the town. She lost every competition and didn’t win a single bit. It was easier to work her debt off than to admit that she lied. It seemed that she had to face the same fate once again. 
The unicorn paused for a moment. His facial expression changed to a more softened look. “However, I am a realistic pony. I know that no matter how hard a musician were to try, they could never reach that point of perfection. I highly doubt that a pony with the lifespan of the princesses would ever accomplish such a feat.”
The Earth pony stood perfectly still, as if this was a dream and any movement would have shattered it into a thousand pieces. Consonance continued. “Ms. Applejack, you are a wonderfully talented mare. Even with all those flaws in your technique you were still brilliant and enjoyable to listen to. I have never heard such a fantastic interpretation of the Equine Ysaye Sonata. It rivals some of the Performance Majors we have in our school. Your background is simply remarkable. It is no less than a miracle that you can play something so intricate and so complex with such little training. You should feel proud.”
The pain in Applejacks heart was replaced with one of optimism and pride. It meant a lot for her friends and family to say she was good, but it was paramount to hear some one who really knew music to say such things. She really did feel proud. The unicorn continued to speak with the greatest news of the night. “It would be a honor for you to play for the Cantabile School of Music as our next guest artist.”
Speechless, the orange mare could only smile. Consonance continued speaking.
"But before you decide if you want to play for us or not, I have a proposition for you."

			Author's Notes: 
The composer mentioned here, "Cacophony", is based on a real composer. Can you guess who it is? Here's a hint: He's still alive. 
Anyways, thanks for reading! As always, please rate and comment! I'm always open for constructive criticism. 
(PS yes I realize all the comments before are gone. It won't happen again.)
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