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		Description

Applejacks parents never had time to play with her as a filly so she ended up spending a lot of time by herself.  As a result she starts playing games with her imaginary friend "Mr. Tall."  


(Side story from Slendershy I realized that this could stand as its own story and be fine, if people like it i'll expand on it)
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		Apples to Apples 



At Sweet Apple Aces.  A black van, not something that was exactly common in Ponyville, rolled up to the barn.  On the side of the van were the initials G.U.L.L. several armed ponies got out of the back of the van and walked up to the front door.  They were dressed head to hoof in black suits and ties, as well as black sunglasses.  Two colts marched up to the barn and rang the door bell.
"I'm comin, be there in a second."  Said Applejack.  She opened the front door.  The smile that was on her face disappeared.  "Oh it's you guys.  Is there anything I can help y'all with?"  
"Applejack we would like to ask you a few questions."  Said one of the colts
Applejack and the stallions dressed in black sat down at a coffee table inside of the barn. there was tension between them.  Applejack knew that she couldn't trust them.  She just had a feeling.
“Applejack do you know who we are?”  Said the taller one of the stallions.  His black suit’s label read G.U.L.L.  
“You’re members of G.U.L.L.”  Said Applejack.  “I can read you know.”  
“Of course.  As you know we are an organization that is dedicated to tracking down serial killers.  It doesn’t happen much in Equestria, but when it does, we exist to track the killers down.”
“Yep.   Told me that story before.”  As the element of honesty Applejack usually had a good sense about who was fibbing and who was being honest.  
She could tell that these ponies were fibbing.  
“Recently, we had a break in you’re parents case.”  Said the smaller one.  
This got Applejacks attention.
“What!”  Yelled Applejack.  “What did you find out?  Did you find Mr. Tall?”  
“That’s classified.  But if must know, we believe that we can stop other murders from happening, but only if you corporate with us.”  
“What do you need to know?”  Asked Applejack suspiciously.  
“We have a few questions actually.  Have you had any severe headaches recently?”
“No, not since last harvest season.”
“Any coughing or sneezing?”  
“No.”    
“Any trouble sleeping?”
“Nothing out of the usual.”
“Seen anypony in masks?”  
“No”
“This one is important, do you know if it was anyponies nineteenth birthday recently?”
Applejack felt her stomach twist up.
“Why do you want to know?”  She asked.
“We have reason to be believe that the killer is targeting people of her age.”  Said the taller one.  
This had to be a lie.   But what if it was true?  Fluttershy could be in danger.  But she wasn’t the only one.  
“There were two ponies in Ponyville who had birthdays yesterday.  One of them name was Oatmeal.  She had her birthday last week.”
“And the other one?”  Asked the shorter pony.
“The other one’s name is Fluttershy, I was at her party yesterday.”
The G.U.L.L.s raised an eyebrow at this.
“Did anything…unusual happen to her at her party?  
“She fainted.  At around 4:44.”
The G.U.L.L. agents gave each other a look.
“But please don’t go scaring her; she’s a real sweet heart y’hear?  If you hurt one little hair on her head I swear I will hunt ya down”
“We assure you, you don’t have anything to worry about.  We just have a couple of questions for her is all.  Thank you for your time Applejack we’ll be leaving now.”
The two Stallions stood up and began to walk out the door.  
“Wait!  Do you Pinkie promise not so hurt Fluttershy?”  Asked Applejack.  
The two stallions looked at her awkwardly.  
“Errrr…cross my heart and hope to fly, errr stick a cupcake in my eye."  They said awkwardly doing the motions.
“Aright then.   See ya round then.”  Said Applejack relieved.  
The stallions walked out the door.  Leaving Fluttershy alone with her thoughts.  
It had been awhile since Applejack thought about the events leading up to her parent’s death.  
To be honest she didn’t like to, but today she couldn’t help it.
***
The Apple Harvest:  a time of year where everypony in the Apple family was out working the fields.  Even Applejacks older brother, Big Macintosh, and her four months pregnant mother, Honeycrisp, was out to working the fields.  
But not Applejack.  Her parents said she was too young to help with the orchard, so they sent her off to play. 
So little filly Applejack went out to play in the west fields all by herself.  She kicked a ball back and forth between the trees imaging playing for one of the big league teams like the Manehattan Dragons.  She shoots…
Applejack kicked the ball too high into one of the trees.  Where she couldn’t reach it. She tried jumping for it, she tried bucking it down, but matter what she tried she couldn’t reach the high branch.  She could ask her parents, but they were busy with the apple harvest.  Sighing, she sulked off towards home.  
And that’s when she saw him.  
A pony that she had never seen before, sulking in between the apple trees.  He looked out of place in the sunlight of the day.  He wore a black suit and a black tie and was very, very tall.  Surely he could reach the ball.  
So Applejack, the little filly she was, walked right up to the massive stallion and tugged on his sleeve.  The sleeve was hot to the touch like stove. 
“Excuse me sir, but do you think you could help me reach my ball?”  
The faceless stallion looked down at Applejack, as if confused by the question.  The towering figure tilted his faceless head to the right.
“You know ball, ball!”  Said Applejack, pointing to the sphere in the tree.  
Curious, the figure walked over the tree.  When he reached the tree in question he pointed to the ball.  
“That’s it!”  Said filly Applejack.
The tall pony stood on his hind legs and seemed to stretch as he reached a hoof (or was it a claw?) to pick up the ball.  Once he had it in his claw/hoof he looked at Applejack as if wondering what to do next with it.  
“Throw it here!”  Said Applejack.  
The tall pony looked at the ball and then looked at the filly.  It threw the ball with a gentle toss.  
Applejack caught the ball.  “Thank you Mr. Tall.”   She went off to play with the ball.  The tall pony watched her for a few seconds and then began to stalk away.  
Applejack saw him leaving.   Something about the way he was walking told her that he was sad.  He seemed so lonely.  
Just like she was.  
She didn’t want anyone to be alone like that.
“Hey Mr. Tall!”  Applejack yelled.   “Catch.”  
“Applejack threw the ball at the tall stallion.  The ball stopped inches from the back of his head, as if by magic, and then it repelled back towards Applejack who caught it.  The stallion turned to face Applejack.
“See this here is how you play a game called catch.  Wanna play?”  
The tall stallion made no attempt to walk away again.  So she assumed that he did.  
“Alright here comes another one.”  
The two of them played together all afternoon, until the sun started to set.  They had such a great time that it seemed as though no time had passed at all.  That’s when Applejack heard the dinner bell.
“Oh, that’s my Momma calling me to eat.  I better get going.  Will you be here again tomorrow Mr. Tall?”  
The tall stallion studied Applejack for a second before nodding his head yes.
“Great!  See ya then!”  She took off towards the barn.
At dinner Applejack was having Apples (of course what else would they have?).
At some point in the conversation Applejack brought up her new friend, Mr. Tall.  Applejack’s parents looked at each other nervously.  
“Where did you say you saw this stallion?”  Asked Applejacks mother sounding worried.
Applejack didn’t notice.
“In the west field.  He said he was going to be there tomorrow.”  Said Applejack happily.  
“Well I for one would love to meet this…Mr. Tall.”  Said Applejack’s father.  
The next day Applejack took her father to meet Mr. Tall.  At first she couldn’t find the meeting spot, but when she did he found him waiting underneath the same tree, as if He hadn’t moved from that spot.  
“There he is papa!”  Said Applejack pointing to him.  
Applejack’s father looked where Applejack pointed, at first he looked confused by what he saw, but then he smiled. 
“Oh I see now.  Go play with Mr. Tall kiddo.  Papa’s gotta get back to apple bucking see ya latter kid.”    
He began to walk away.  “Crazy kids and their wild imagination.”  He whispered under his breath.  
So today Applejack tried to teach Mr. Tall how to paly a few new games.  
“This one is called hide and seek.  You hide and I try to find you.”   She said.  The tall stallion tilted her head in confusion.
“I cover my eyes count to ten.  And you go hide.  I try to find you.  Ready?  1…2…3…4…5…6…7…8…9…….10!  Ready or not here I come!”  Applejack opened her eyes to see Mr. Tall standing there looking very confused.  
“No no no Mr. Tall, you’re not doing it right!  You’re supposed to hide!”  
Head tilt.
“How bout you try seeking?  Close your eyes and…no that won’t work.  Uh, look the other way.” 
Mr. Tall refuses to corporate with Applejacks attempts to make him face the other direction no matter how much she pleaded with him.  
Finally she gives up  “Ok just…stand their I will hid ok?”  
Applejack went to find a hiding spot.  She hid behind one of the apple trees.   It was a pretty bad hiding spot, but hey she wanted to go easy on him.  
She wondered how long she would be hiding.  As it turned out it wasn’t long.  Within fourteen seconds Mr. Tall found her.  
“Wow your really good at this.  Lets try a harder hiding spot.”  
The two of them continued to play hid and seek.  However no matter how well Applejack hid herself within no time Mr. Tall always found her.  
After a while Applejack decided it was Mr. Tall’s turn to hide again.  After all he should understand how the game works by now.  
Applejack counted to ten.  
“1…2…3…4…5…6…7…8…9…….10!  Ready or not here I come!”  This time Mr. Tall was gone from sight.  Applejack smiled happily knowing that he finally understood the game.  
Unfortunately he was a little too good at the game.  Applejack searched for the rest of the day for Mr. Tall.  But he was nowhere to be found.  
As the sun was setting Applejack thought he had lost her friend for good…
Which is why she was so exited when she found him in the spot she saw him in the day before.  
Every day for three weeks during apple harvest season Applejack went to visit Mr. Tall.  Sometimes they would play games, sometimes they would just talk.  Of course Mr. Tall never talked so it was mostly Applejack talking, and pretending that he talked back.  
She told him all about her brother and parents and how her parents never had time for her.  
“I hate them so much.  They never have time to hang out and play games.”  She said to the silent stallion one day.  “They're too busy working with their apples to play with me.  And worse my mom says I have a sister on the way.   Can you believe that?”
Mr. Tall had no comment.
One day she decided to teach him how to play tag.  As it turned out he was really good at that game too.  He never ran the whole time, yet he seemed to sneak up on her when she least expected it.  
When he caught her, he would pick her up with one of his tentacles by her back leg.  He would lift her in the air as she laughed and screamed.  
Then he would release her and she would run again.  It was so much fun!  Applejack was having so much fun that she didn’t hear her mother calling her to dinner.  She didn’t even notice the sun go down.  The two continued to play tag in the dark.  It was about midnight before Applejack remembered that she had to go to dinner.  
“Oops stayed to long got to go!  See you tomorrow.”  She waved goodbye to Mr. tall and ran back to her barn where her mother was waiting for her.    Her belly was swollen from being six months pregnant.  
“Where have you been young lady!  We’ve been worried sick!”  
“I was out playing with Mr. Tall.”  Said Applejack.  
“You were out with your imaginary friend for forty hours?”  Said her mom.
Had it really been forty hours it felt like it had only been a day, not two days.  
“He’s not imaginary he’s real.”  She said.  
“You didn’t even come when we called you!”
“But I wasn’t even gone a day…”
“Liar!”
“But mom!”
But Applejack’s arguments fell on deaf ears.  And a result she was grounded.  
“But he was real I’m not lying.”  
You are going to stay in your room young lady.  Said her father.  “Until you learn to tell the truth.”  
“But I can’t be grounded he’s expecting me to come see him today you can’t just…”
Her parents shut the door to her room.
“…Do this.”
“Applejack was brooding mad at her parents.  Stuck up in her room for two days.  Her mother would slip her food underneath the table, but Applejack refused to eat it.  (Most of it)  She was so angry.  
It rained the next day.  She wondered whether or not Mr. Tall was waiting for her in the rain.  He was going to be sad when she didn’t show up.  She hated her parents so much right now.  How dare they keep her locked up in here?  
She felt her anger growing inside of her.  
She wished they would just die!  
Mr. Tall felt this and too and did what he felt necessary. 
There was a crash downstairs as the window broke.  
“WHAT THE…HELP! HELP! ITS GOT ME, ITS GOT ME!”  Screamed her mother from down stairs.
“Honey!”  Yelled her father running down the stairs with the shotgun.
“Mom!” Yelled Applejack following her dad down the stairs...  
In the kitchen stood Mr. Tall, by a broken window just standing there like nothing was happening.  
“WHAT IN CELESTIA’S NAME IS THAT THING!” Said her dad pointing the gun at Mr. Tall.  
Mr. Tall took a step forward and Papa fired his gun.  
The rest was a blur after that.  She didn’t remember much.  
Just the blood.  
And screaming.  
And the ripping noise.  
And the sound of a baby crying.
When the G.U.L.L.s arrived Applejack was being embraced by her dead parents.  Their bloody corpses were wrapped tight around her.  She was crying.  Her mother’s stomach had been ripped open.  Her father was impaled with apple tree branches.  
But in Applejack’s blood caked arms was a baby.   She was yellow with red hair.  G.U.L.L.s geneticist confirmed that it was the child of the late Honeycrisp, Applejack’s Mother.  Applejack named her Applebloom.  
Honeycrisp had only been six months pregnant with Applebloom, she should have been just a fetus, unable to survive outside the womb.  
Instead she was about a year old.  Alive, but in serous condition.  Luckily G.U.L.L. had a team of medics on the scene to take care of them.  Both Applebloom and Applejack were rushed to the hospital.  
The doctor found that they had been infected with Stigma Radiation, which according to the doctor was common with encounters with “The Creature”.  
The doctors were able to remove the radiation from Applejack easily; she hadn’t been infected as badly.   Applebloom’s case was severe, however.  For a while it looked like she wasn’t going to make it.  
She remembered talking to one of the G.U.L.L. members.  
“Please identify the creature that attacked you.”  Said the lady agent showing her the pictures again.  She identified the tall pony out of the array of different monsters.
“So it’s “Slender Mane” huh?  I’m not surprised.  This organization was created to deal with creatures like him you know. We can’t do much more then track him right now, but soon we will have our chance.”
Applejack shrugged.
“It’s quite a common your case.  The creature is very good at making the victim feel confortable around it.  It’s like a form Stockholm Syndrome.  Then when it feels like they are defenseless it will attack.  You’re lucky you’re alive.”
“My parents weren’t so lucky.  Mumbled Applejack.”  The mare frowned.
“Lets change the subject.”  She said.  “How are you feeling?”  
“Better, what about my sister?  How’s she doing?”
“She will live...” Applejack’s ears poked up at the good news.  “…However she had a nasty case of stigma radiation.  We don’t know much about it I’m afraid.  All we know is that “the creature” gives it off.  Whether it does this on purpose or not is unknown, but it can cause coughing, confusion, memory loss, and other symptoms.  
“Your completely clean now, but your sister.  Well she has some permanent damage.”  
“Damage like what?”
“Her cutie mark cells were damaged beyond repair.  I’m sorry your sister will never be able to get a Cutie Mark.”
“Nothing you can do?”  
“Nothing, I’m sorry.  You will be dropped off into the care of your Grandmother and older brother in the morning.  Applebloom will stay a little while longer till she recovers, then she will be returned to your care.”
The next day she was returned to her home and Applebloom soon after.  Applejack like her parents before her became a hard worker.  Running the farm like her parents used too.
***
“Hey sis!  I’m going to hang out with the crusaders.” Said Applebloom waking Applejack out of her daydream.  “I’ll be back by dinner time.”
“Ok, don’t talk to any strangers.”  Said Applejack.  
“I know, I know.  See ya latter” and she was out the door.  
Applejack stood there fore a second before tears began to come down her face.  She had never told Applebloom that she wouldn’t get her cutie mark.  She didn’t have the heart too.  
Mr. tall put a hand on her shoulder in sympathy.  
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Begin
Applejack may not remember, but we do.  
	We are the misplaced
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5fDlgXbrZ8E
One minute Honeycrisp was cooking in the kitchen, making apple fritters, Applejack's favorite.  She was thinking that she had perhaps been a little bit harsh on Applejack.  She couldn't be mad at her for long.  Tomorrow she would end her being grounded.  That's when a tentacle shot out of the window and grabbed hold of her.  She screamed. 
Honeycrisp was pulled out of the window and thrown onto the ground.  She was dazed and she heard gunshots and screaming.  
“Why Mr. Tall? Why would you do this!?”
Her husband flew out the window and landed next to her...dead.  His body pierced with tree branches. 
The monster came after her next.  Tentacles impaled her legs and then chest.  
She was powerless to resist him. 
Meanwhile Applejack was screaming.  
“STOP STOP STOP STOP!  MR. TALL NO!”
But he didn’t stop he thrashed Honeycrisp around like a rag doll.  Bones snapping as she was flung about.  
Then he stopped as if listening to something.  A tiny heart beat.  
He lifted Honeycrip’s pregnant belly up to his ear, trying to locate the noise.  Locating it he plunged his hoof into her stomach and pulled out the undeveloped fetus.  
It was much too young to survive outside the womb.  It was also injured from all the thrashing.
“No…”  Said Honeycrisp weakly as she stopped breathing.  
Mr. Tall held the bloody fetus in the air wondering what to do with it.  
Y-you monster that was going to be my sister... how could you…she started crying…she’s going to die.  Just like my parents she's…
Applejack broke into uncontrolled sobbing.  
Now Slender Mane doesn’t understand humans very well, but in this one second he had a moment of clarity.  
1.  Applejack was no longer having fun.  
2.  She was sad that this creature was dying.
3.  He didn’t want her to be sad.
Slender Mane bent down and picked up some of Honeycrisp’s spattered insides.  To Slender Mane it seemed like spare parts.  She took out the fetus's broken organs and replaced some of them with Honeycrisp's working organs.  
“That won’t work you dummy she’s too young.”  Said Applejack though tears.  
Slender Mane took note of this.  
He took off his suit coat, leaving him in just a dress shirt, and placed it over the fetus for about ten seconds.  
When he removed the coat, the fetus was gone and in its place was a one year old filly.
Slender Mane placed her in Applejacks arms.  
He patted her on the head, picked up her parents and dragged them away to the Everfree Forest.
G.U.L.L. arrived shortly after.    


	And that’s when we were born.  
-themisplaced

	images/cover.jpg





