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		Description

Every family has a weird attic sibling.
It's time Princess Celestia came clean about hers.
Rated Teen for immaturity.
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		The Whizzard of Braünstein Castle



	“Come in,” Princess Celestia said with a smile. “Come in, come in.”
She gestured into the warm and comforting womb of books that was the Royal Canterlot Library.
“Come in, come in,” she repeated a further twelve times, “come in, come in, come in, come in, come in, come in, come in, come in, come in, come in!”
Twilight trotted in with a smile on her face; it was always nice to be back home, for home was where the heart was, and Twilight’s heart was kept in a jar on a shelf in the science section between Theory of Evolution and Twerking for Disciplined Cats.
“What’s going on, Princess?” Twilight asked. “You said you had a surprise for me.”
“Yes, I dooooooooo,” Celestia replied, bounding along. “For you see, it is time that we told you the truth.”
“I said to leave me out of it,” Luna frowned from a darkened corner. “I will have no part in these shenanigans.”
“Oh yes, she’s here, too.” Celestia said. “Being a precious frumpy.”
“Do not call me that!” Luna frowned even more.
“Mmmmm, frumpy,” Celestia muttered happily. “Anyway, there is something that we must discuss.”
“What is it? What is it? Oh, do tell me, Princess! Do! Please! Tell me, Princess! Oh, what ever could it be, Princess?” Twilight dropped to her knees, tears streaming down her face. “Do not leave me on tenterhooks! Please! Do tell me! Please!”
“There there,” Princess Celestia said, giving Twilight a loving nibble on the horn. “Patience is a virtue. One must wait, if one is to fully appreciate that which is to come.”
The Celestia nodded sagely.
“Alright, we’ve waited long enough,” she said, looking down at Twilight’s sparkling Anime eyes. “I shall tell you.”
“Yes!” Twilight clamoured, eyes wild, flecks of spittle forming at the edges of her mouth. “Yes!”
“Shut up.” Celestia smiled. “You see, our story begins at the very beginning of the start, when the entire Equestria was borned.”
Twilight nodded.
“Since forever, every pony in Equestria believes that there are only two Original Princesses,” Celestia explained. “The O.P.”
“There are only two of us, and I told you not to use that term to refer to us, sister,” Luna grumbled. “It’s terribly uncharacteristic.”
Celestia and Twilight both stared at her vapidly.
“Anyway,” Celestia went on, “There… is a third.”
“A third!” Twilight gasped.
“Yes. And she is the wisest, smartest, and quite possibly the most unhygienic of all.”
“Why, that evens out! She sounds perfectly acceptable!”
“She is very acceptable,” Celestia reaffirmed.
“She doesn’t exist, Sister,” Luna said. “What is with everyone today?”
“If she doesn’t exist, then explain… the tome,” Celestia said with a mysterious air.
“There are many ways I could explain it,’ Luna rebutted. “Let’s begin with the fact that it is drawn entirely in watercolour.”
“And what’s wrong with watercolour?”
“My watercolour!” Luna roared.
Celestia smacked her lips, rubbing her hoof on the shag carpet.
Slowly, she turned to Twilight.
“The tome is real, Twilight. You believe me, don’t you?”
Twilight nodded, mouth hanging open, staring at the loosely-binded collection of note paper that was shoved in her face. “Ooouurgh.”
“Yes. That is the correct response.” Celestia nodded back. “Now, let us read from the tome, and let us learn about… our sister.”
Celestia cleared her throat and began.

Once upon a time in a land far away lived a castle in a princess by a lake.
But this arrangement proved to be slightly uncomfortable, and so the two switched places.
“Ah, much better,” Princess Fartsock would sing, as she hung off her balcony, looking down upon her fiefdom of Beanlandia, for it was a glorious day, and there was no better day for a princess to be looking down from great heights onto the tops of ponies.
She had a beautiful white coat, as pure as unwiddled snow, her extremities ending in a rose tint. Around her neck was a band of colour of the same shade of pink, around which fell a bubble-bath of etheral green floblublins, of which her mane and tail were primarily made out of.
Upon her flank was an invisible cutie mark. It wasn’t not there, but rather, embodied the spirit of her character – she wasn’t one immediately heard or noticed when entering a space, but once she had gotten within range, it would be too late, and one would find that she was a formidable opponent indeed.
Atop her head rested the highest symbol of Equestria: more respected than the Golden Tiara of Celestia and the Melancholic Sadness of Luna – The Lav Paper of Order.
When she flew, a powerful rainbow escaped her bottom as she floated through the skies on a turgid bed of noxious bottom-gas, and forever in her wake would she leave a trail of eternal triple-ply.
Under her rule, her lands was plentiful in bounty and rich in heart. The summers were always long and warm, but never too hot, and the winters were sparkling and beautiful, but always ended when necessary.
The people were happy, although a little fragrant, but the crops were always the largest in the county, and there was nary an unhappiness to be found.
There was a roaring economy based around their toiletries-based goods manufacturing, which drew crowds from as far off as the twelfth plane of Zunterward, which supported their highly sustainable ecotourism infrastructure with a healthy GDP and stable growth, according to fiscal reports of the last ten years, this message brought to you by the Beanlandia Tourism Bureau, if you had any questions give us a call, we would love to be of assistance, and we are open twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, because we believe in service, and we also sell nose-plugs.
And under her megalomaniac rule, the fiefdom grew and flourished in peace and harmony.
But on the very next All Coughings Day, the 18th of Phegmtober, the princess received a rather odd guest who came knocking upon her castle doors, which was strange because he did not make a booking with the Beanlandia Tourism Bureau, please come and see scenic Skidmark Gorge.
But being the most kind and benevolent of Princesses, she quickly invited the gentlestallion in, out of the spit and chumkins, and offered him some delicious barley-smort tea, made out of the freshest barley and hoof-shorn smorts.
They gathered in front of the royal fireplace, casting the smorts into the fire as was customary, where they squealed and burned and wrought themselves in the eternal damnation of flame, as was customary, before the guest began his tale.
“I am a Whizzard,” he declared, over his cup of tea, with a voice old and wizened like a rat-infested nest. “And I come from the far-away land of Braünstein to bring you a message.”
“Speak your message,” said Princess Fartsock.
“I have read the signs,” he said, “as is my responsibility, and I foresee a calamity in the future.”
“Of what calamity do you speak?”
“When the second-born sun awakens to the cry of a thousand voices on the wind, the clouds will show their incontinence and cause the lands to cry.”
The Princess then blinked, astonished, as she heard those words of wisdom and knowledge, the words that caused her to raise a hoof to her mouth in fright and shock.
She leaned in, closer, upsetting her tea, as she lowered her voice to a hush.
“Kind Whizzard. I do not understand,” she whispered. “Tell it to me as if I were five years of age.”
“Floods on Tuesday, and the birds will be a bit upset,” the Whizzard said.
“I see, I see,” Princess Fartsock straightened up.
She stared into the fire, watching the final pieces of smort crackle and spark.
“And when you say Tuesday…” she said, turning to face the old man once more.
“This Tuesday, yes. This upcoming week.”
“I see, I see.” Princess Fartsock nodded. She finally understood the signs. All was finally revealed to her.
With a motion, the Whizzard was excused, and he, fed upon the finest treats of the royal castle, was sent back with gratefulness to Castle Braünstein, first receiving a commemorative gift of a snowglobe featuring the lovely Effervescent Lake, courtesy of the Beanlandia Tourism Bureau, why not visit the real thing this Summer, you can even rent boats for the low, low price of 49 bits a day, and you can feed the swans.
For the next two hours, Princess Fartsock would lie deep in thought, barely even touching her Hidden Radish Surprise – a delicious dinner cooked for her by a legion of angry chefs, for everyone knew that the angrier the chef, the more delicious the dinner.
The princess would mull over this problem like any other problem, for all problems were of equal importance, especially more so the ones that threatened to engulf the lands in a swathe of water.
Not even her crown would be able to absorb all the moisture in time, and she was left to think of alternative solutions for this very terrible problem.
But the answer was clear, and was obvious. She would use her powers, the ones bestowed upon her as one of the three constants of the universe, to fix this problem in a snap and not condemn precious villagers to a liquidy ending.
Travelling North, Princess Fartsock took to the sky and flew East toward Braünstein Castle, squeezing rainbows out her fanny all the way, her mane leaving sun-shimmered bubbles of green sick along her trail.
When she finally got there, she landed upon the tallest parapet and gazed out into the sunset, and gave it a stern consideration.
She looked at the skies, and saw the clouds rolly-polling in overhead, bundling up like all the silly sheep and thundering like beaver tails, and she knew that a horrendous beast was about to be born on the Plains of Sapphire, between the Tresses of Willow and the oddly-named Men’s Dining Jacket #6, because not all geographical locations had reasonable nicknames.
And with a great focus, Princess Fartsock turned to the stars, and her body tuned aglow with the powers of Star Magic.
For her sisters held the power of the sun and the moon, two forces which bestowed them with the great universal magics, but Princess Fartsock had a power far greater, for her magic came from the collective cosmic gas, an entity that was as spiritual as it was fish-scented.
It was the body of the aether, the fruit of Shangri-La, and the flow of the River Styx.
It sloughed off every new-born star and every dying planet, and was found hiding in the places between things.
It went great with a little cheese on a garlic crunch toast.
She summoned the will of the planet so that she might speak to the clouds.
HELLO, boomed the clouds. YOU HAVE REACHED THE CLOUDS. MAY WE HELP YOU?
“Yes,” she said, aloud, to the crackling thunder. “You threaten to flood the lands. Why?”
A moment passed without a single crack of lightning.
PLEASE HOLD, the clouds rumbled back.
A moment later, a softer, more feminine voice came calling through, orbs of light playing through the sky, resonating with the voice.
“Ah, hello?” the voice said, squeaking across the lands.
“Clouds?” Princess Fartsock asked. "The thundery ones?"
“Ah… yes. This is she. C-can I help you?”
“Yes, why are you flooding the lands?”
The clouds scratched themselves on the back of the head. “O-oh. Yeah, about that.”
“Please stop! These farmers need their air to live! They can’t breathe underwater!” pleaded Princess Fartsock.
“Um… sorry. Really sorry about that. But, can’t help it.”
“What do you mean you can’t help it?”
“Um… it’s like… an itch. You gotta scratch. Surely you understand, don’t you?”
The princess understood. She understood itches.
“So… yeah,” the cloud said. “Um… sorry again!”
Princess Fartsock hung up the receiver, retrieving her quarter bit from the slot. But she had what she needed. She furrowed her brow and narrowed her eyes.
Stepping off the side of the parapet, she lowered herself like a deflating balloon to the front of the castle, where she gave the front door two large raps with the in-built knocker.
“Yes?” came the voice of the one who had answered the door.
“Whizzard!” she cried, pulling him through the door frame.
“Yes!” he cried. “You are here, Princess! Then, you can do something about the clouds!”
“No!”
“No?”
“It was you all along, Whizzard! It was you who cursed the clouds!” Princess Fartsock declared, pointing a hoof at the Whizzard’s nose.
“Drat! And I was so close to getting away with it, too!” The Whizzard stamped the ground. “How did you figure out it was me?”
“This little guy told me,” Princess Fartsock said, twisting her neck down to look at a little butterfly that sat perched on the tip of her hoof like a glowing jewel, iridescent scales sparkling in the sunlight, glints of greens and blues radiating from his wings.
Slowly, she raised the hoof to her face, gently placing the butterfly into her mouth.
“Curses!” yelled the Whizzard.
“Guards! Sieze him!” Princess Fartsock cried, pointing a hoof.
The guards took him by the legs, hoisting him up and holding him firm, like the opposite of a jelly.
“There is one thing I do not understand,” Princess Fartsock said, looking him in the eye.
“What? What is it?” The Whizzard growled. “I will grant you one answer! But only one!”
“And now you die!” Princess Fartsock roared, firing a deadly laser beam at him from the middle of her paper roll.
He was incinerated in an instant.
Once again, peace returned to the land, and all was well. No longer did the clouds itch and curse the world with a dangerous outpouring. Once more did the wombats frolic with the snakes.
Princess Fartsock returned to her castle to look upon her fiefdom, a job well done.
For she had learned that day a most valuable lesson.

“The End,” Princess Celestia said, closing the flaps of paper.
“Terrible. Absolutely terrible,” mumbled Luna, rocking back and forth in her little corner of the library.
Twilight nodded furiously.
“So, do you see, my student?” Celestia asked.
“Yes! I do!” Twilight said. “Oh, do read me another one, please!”
“Ah, well,” Celestia mumbled, waving the sheets of paper around. “Perhaps tomorrow. The pages. They stick, you see. Sometimes.”
“Awww,” whined Twilight, like a little babby. “But it is fine. I have learnt from this story the moral – the sun will come up tomorrow.”
“Yes. Tomorrow there will be sun,” Celestia reasserted. “But for now, I wish for you to reflect upon the lessons of Princess Fartsock.”
“I will. She has much to teach me, I can see!”
“Good. Then return tomorrow, and I will have a new tale for you.”
“Do you think…” Twilight said, a hint of trepidation dribbling from her lips, “... I’ll ever get to meet Princess Fartsock one day?”
“One day.” Princess Celestia smiled.
END
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Thanks to Meridian Prime for pre-reading, and shame on you for actually reading.



	
		The Toidise and the Hare



	“Princess Celestia,” Twilight said, “what are we learning today?”
It was a beautiful day in the castle, full of sparkly sun-dew-drops and prancing spiders.
“Today, we learn how to repeal the law of gravity,” Celestia said.
Twilight nearly choked on her own spittle. “But that would be magic!”
“Yes, we do that, you know,” Celestia said.
“Oh, yeah!” Twilight gasped. She had forgotten.
“Would the both of you please keep it down?” Luna clamoured from the darkened corner. “I’m trying to finish my thesis.”
Celestia and Twilight turned to stare, their eyes bulging out of their heads, veins exploding at the amount of chagrin they were sending Luna’s way.
“Tell me a story,” Twilight asked, “Now that we are done with defying the laws of physics.”
“Oh, yes!” Celestia said, pulling out a plastic bag. “Here. This is the next tale.”
“What’s this for?” Twilight asked.
“Put it over your head and hold it tight. Once the colours come, so shall the story.”
Twilight nodded, slipping the baggie around her face.
“Smellsh liek smeghenss...” Twilight grottled, as she slipped into the Rainbow Fun World.

In the wonderful far-off world of Tressabelle lived a precious party princess by the name of Princess Earnest. She was the most honest, most lovely, most kindessess, and most visually engaging princess Equestria had ever seen.
However, she died in the 1394 War of the Beavers and her bones were built into the Great Crosshatch Castle by William P. Smythington of Beaverville (Motto: 'Shut Up and Dam') and therefore this story is about some other, more alive Princess.
This story is about Princess Fartsock of Beanlandia, the most wafting of all the Princesses.
One day, as Princess Fartsock was staring down at the tops of ponies and considering a better way of looking at her peoples, she was glad to receive a guest from a faraway land, a land only known to her by name, by sight, and by the fact that she had been there before once or twice.
The toidise was announced and was brought up to the parlour, where the two of them conversed in front of a large fire.
“Ey, darlin’,” the toidise said. “How you doin’?”
“I am doing fine, my dear tortoise,” Fartsock said.
“Naw, princess. I ain’t a tortoise. I’m a toidise. I’m from Manehattan,” the toidise said.
“Oh, I beg your pardon,” Fartsock apologized. “But your kind all look the same to me.”
“Eh, dat’s okay.” The toidise shrugged. Somehow. “Racist. But okay.”
“Would you care for a Lesbian Cookie?” Princess Fartsock offered, for she was polite. “It is fresh from the Great Sundertwunks of Lesba, mined directly from their largest Scump Mine. I have it brought in on the backs of minimum-wage pegasi.”
“Naw, it’s okay. I alreddy ate,” the toidise said.
“I do so love a lesbian,” Fartsock commented, nibbling on the tip of a fresh brown scrumpet.
“Ehhh… okay, princess. Anyways, I gotta request ta make of ya.”
“A request or a… request?”
“Normal kind, Princess. I ain’t here on Manehattan business.”
“Very well. Then I shall hear you. Please, let me hear what you have to say.”
“So, I gots this race comin’ up, right?” the toidise explained. “It’s like, some nobuddy rabbit comes up to my turf, right?”
“I do so hate turfing rabbits,” Fartsock interjected.
“Sos I tells him to gets out, right? And he says he ain’t gonna gets out unless I can catch him first, right?”
“Yes.”
“Sos me and my boys, we’s scurryin’ around, but we ain’t gonna catch him, ‘cuz he’s a damn rabbit, yeah? And we’s is all toidises, yeah?”
“Yes.”
“So I gets me my nail-gun, right?”
“Enough exposition!” Princess Fartsock roared. “Tell me what you would have me do!”
“I want you ta fix the race, Princess. You know.”
“Are you asking me,” Princess Fartsock gasped, on a rare occasion where she took air in, “to indulge in dishonesties?”
“Naw, Princess. Just the one dishonesty.”
“Then I will do it,” Fartsock hissed through gritted teeth, picking the toidise up and pushing her face against his.
~

The race had been set up in a field somewhere far away, far from prying eyes, in a place where no-one could be witness to shady dealings.
The rabbit was a surly sort, indulging in the finest berries and drinking the best champagne – two of the best things that nature had to offer, confident in his ability to win the race.
“I’m actually a hare!” he declared.
The hare was a surly sort, indulging in the finest berries and drinking the best champagne – two of the best things that nature had to offer, confident in his ability to win the race.
The toidise stood idly by, drinking a fresh spring energy drink and preparing for the race by doing some light stretching, which is always a good idea before any long stretches of physical activity.
The energy drink wreaked havoc on his liver.
“Owwww, my kidneys,” the toidise moaned.
“Haha! I will win this race!” the rabbit declared.
But what he did not realise was that this was part of the toidise’s cunning ruse, for the energy drink was, in reality, nothing more than herbal chai yerba mate, and the light stretching was, in reality, a power nap.
“Haha!” the rabbit repeated, completely fooled.
But he did not have a single clue what was to be in store.
The race started a few moments later, when the final Purple Finch fell off the tree, dead, and floated gently to the ground, for it was Autumn, and Autumn was a bitch like that.
Instantly, the rabbit took off like a shot of fine whiskey and gravel, bounding down the marked race path and instantly gaining a three kilometer lead.
Once he had reached two kilometers ahead of the start, he turned, gazing back over the barley and wheat, and instantly wondered why the race path wasn’t along the actual road that was a mere 200 meters to the left.
“Hm,” he muttered. He could not even see the toidise at this distance; he was probably still at the start of the race, plodding along and shaking wildly with anger.
“Haha,” the rabbit repeated once more. He had a limited vocabulary of interjections, for he was a mere rabbit.
“Hello, rabbit,” came a voice to his left.
He immediately swung right, and came face to face with the Princess Fartsock, all hail her glory and her wisdom.
“Oh, heya, princess,” the rabbit said, who was by the way a hare, but I keep forgetting so whatever. “What’s up?”
A strange green glow surrounded Princess Fartsock’s royal lav crown. “It is in your best interests to take a nap.”
“But I gotta race t’ win, Princess,” the rabbit hare said. “Yo.”
“Then you shall die!” Princess Fartsock proclaimed, as the glow intensified.
The rabbit started to choke, grasping at his neck as a strange ether filled his lungs. It pushed out all the other air in his chest, depriving him of the necessary oxygens he needed to survive.
“Hahahaha!” Princess Fartsock laughed. “Hahaha! I’m benevolent!”
The rabbit soon choked to death on fart gas.
His body collapsed to the floor, because people who die from asphyxiation work like that.
Princess Fartsock leaned down, closer to the rabbit.
“Do not worry, my little child,” she whispered, “for you are merely sleeping.”
She wrapped the little corpse up in a swathe of lav paper, cradling him in her own two hooves. Soon, it started to snore, like a little dead baby.
Placing it on the ground, she rolled the body through the corn, where it was finally lost amongst the stalks.
“You shall wake up soon,” Princess Fartsock continued to speak for our benefit, “and you will have forgotten everything that happened here.”
~

Three hours later, the toidise finally arrived at the finishing line with a huge grin on his weird scaley face.
“Ah,” he said, as he puddinged along. “I ain’t had no trubble. Seems like youse pulled through, Princess.”
“I did indeed,” the Princess said, as she stood on the far side of the line, waiting for his glorious triumph.
The toidise garumphed up to the princess. “Thank you, princess.”
“Hyeeeaaaaggggghhhhh!” the Princess screamed, kicking the toidise in the nose.
“Ough! My nobe!” the toidise cried.
Princess Fartsock hopped over the line from the other side, taking a quick step back immediately.
“I win, toidise!” she cried out, as the owl waved the checkered flag. “I win!”
“Whadda toin of events!” the toidise gasped out. “I never saw it comin’!”
“Now, Manehattan is finally mine! you will take your gang and move out by tomorrow!”
“Can’t say I didn’t desoive it,” the toidise said. “We’ll be out tomoorah, Princess.”
Princess Fartsock leaned down, smiling at the toidise over her sneaky brown eyes. “You know something?”
“What?”
“I learned an important lesson today,” Princess Fartsock said.
“What’s that, Princess?”

Twilight placed her cup of cherry coconut tea back onto the saucer. “That was an alarming, yet informative, tale, Princess Celestia.”
“Yes, it was. Did you like it, Princess Luna?” Princess Celestia turned to the dark corner.
“Shut up and leave me alone. These stories are incredibly dumb. Did the past thousand years addle your mind, my sister?”
“Yes.” Princess Celestia nodded. “Yes.”
“What ever happened to Manehattan?” Twilight asked.
“She sold it to the donkeys.” Celestia smiled. “In all her wisdom.”
“So that’s why you never see donkeys in Manehattan today!” Twilight perked up at the revelation.
“Yes.”
“Thank you for the story,” Princess Twilight said. “Can I have another?”
“Be quiet, child.” Princess Celestia put her hoof into Twilight’s mouth. “You’re starting to annoy me.”
Twilight smiled. Tomorrow was a new day.
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