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		Description

Ponyville wasn't always the same town as it is now. There were fewer residents, and most who stayed planned on leaving. It was in this dismal scene that a young filly erected a simple wooden stand for a school project. It was made from planks, paint, and a little hard work. As it turns out, that's all it takes to save a town from disappearing from the map, and along the way, change the lives of countless ponies.
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		#1 - Lily



Vignette One: Lily
=-=-=-=-=
The house was a mess. No, it was beyond a mess. It was a catastrophe. Lily had heard about these foals’ reputation for destroying households, but she had never imagined that they could be this terrible. Rarity had told her that when she dropped the three off, but Lily hadn’t thought much of it, and only ten minutes later, there was a mess that would take at least an hour to clean up. Under normal circumstances, they would not have been here, but with Fluttershy, Applejack, Twilight Sparkle, and Rarity gone on a quest to try to convince that dragon to move, she couldn’t give them to anypony else. One thing was for sure: Scootaloo, Sweetie Belle, and Apple Bloom were a hoofful. 
She sighed, picking up a picture of her, Rose, and Daisy from her late foalhood. Thankfully, the glass had not shattered on the hardwood floor. In the picture, they were standing in front of a market stand, grinning ear to ear. Lily gave herself a moment to remember those days. It had been a hectic time, for sure, but easily the best time of her life. She put the picture back and moved on the next casualty, a sofa cushion.
In her focus on cleaning up, she neglected to notice the sound of hooves walking down the stairs. “Miss Lily?”
“What is it?” she asked, putting the cushion in what she thought was the proper place. When she realized that it wasn’t fitting, she tried turning it over, which seemed to do the trick.
“We’re sorry about your living room.”
Lily looked up at the filly, and she couldn’t help but smile. She saw that it was Scootaloo who had come down. “It’s okay really,” she said, picking up a cup which had been mercifully empty when it was knocked over; yet another stroke of luck. “Where are your friends?”
“They’re upstairs messing around. But I have a question.”
“Yes, what is it?”
“I have this essay I have to do on Ponyville history. I’m supposed to write about something important that happened, but I haven’t been paying any attention in class, and I don’t know anything.”
Lily giggled a little. “School can be boring like that, but you’ll get through it.”
“Thanks.”
“Now, you said you wanted to know something significant about history. Does it matter how long ago it happened?”
Scootaloo thought about it for a moment, and then answered. “Cheerilee said it had to happen before we were born. Do you have something?”
Lily glanced back at the picture of her and her friends she had picked up a minute ago. “Yes, I do in fact.”
“How long will this take?”
“Oh, it won’t take too long. It’s a pretty short story.”
“Good.” Scootaloo sat down on the couch with her hooves on her chin, waiting expectantly for what Lily had to say.
“Well, you know the town market, right?”
“Yep.”
“This is about that. It all happened fifteen years ago. You wouldn’t believe it, but I had a project I had to do too …”
=-=-=-=-=
The classroom was abuzz, and the teacher was frantically trying to get it to quiet down. It was the last day of school, and everypony was understandably excited about that. Gradually, the class did quiet down, and the teacher’s voice could be heard. “Now class, since I don’t know what to do with you, I’m going to let you out an hour early. Have a good summer, and come back next year ready to learn!”
The class cheered in approval, and there was a mass exodus or fillies and colts trying to fit all at once into a doorway that could only fit one at a time. Lily was at the back of the group. She stayed as far away from the teacher as possible, trying to avoid contact and delay the inevitable.
Sadly, she wasn’t able to. The teacher caught sight of her, and remembered she had to speak with her. “Lily! May I see you for a moment?”
Lily sighed. She had been a mere two steps away from the door; so close to freedom, but still just short. She turned and sullenly walked over to the teacher’s desk. She didn’t look up at her, and instead decided to look at the nametag on the desk. It read: Chalk White. Even without looking up, Lily could tell that she was expecting her to say something. “Yes, Mrs. White?”
“Your grades this year were not so good. You know that, don’t you?”
Lily nodded, but still didn’t say anything.
“I know you’ve been trying your hardest to get them up, so I’m going to give you another chance. I want you to do a project over the summer; you don’t need to write me an essay or anything. I want you to do something that makes a difference in the community. It can be anything you want. When classes start next year, I want you to tell me what you learned.”
“How in Equestria am I supposed to do that?”
“However you want. Focus on what you’re good at, or try something new if you like. As I said, it could be anything.”
=-=-=-=-=
One hour later, Lily found herself back at home. Unlike most of the foals at school, she was not frolicking around outside and celebrating the fact that summer break had finally arrived. Instead, she was puzzling over the assignment she had been given. She thought about what Chalk White had said. She looked around the room. There were flowers everywhere, in vases, in frames, and drawn on paper. Flowers were her true passion. “Maybe I can do something with them,” she thought.
She wondered how flowers could possibly impact the community. She could plant them somewhere, but when she thought about it, that didn’t really teach her anything. She thought about it a little more, and as time passed, her thoughts began to wander. By the time she brought herself back into focus, it was getting dark.
“Well, there goes the first day of summer,” she said glumly. “I have to think of something, though. What else can I do?” Her eyes surveyed the room, looking for inspiration. One of the first things she saw was her Ponyville History essay. A measly 'C-' was written in the top-right corner in ink. But as she looked at it, she began to get an idea. The essay had been about the formation of Ponyville, and how Granny Smith and Filthy Rich had both played a part in its foundation. It had also mentioned a market where the ponies of that time sold goods.
“Maybe I can sell flowers,” she thought. The more she thought about it, the more she realized that it was a brilliant idea. It wouldn’t be that hard, after all. She had the flowers; all she needed was a place to sell them. She figured she might as well do the same thing they did back them by selling out of a stall. She remembered that she had built one when she was really young to sell lemonade out of. If only she could find it.
Excitedly, she got off of her bed and ran downstairs into the basement. She realized that she could actually have some fun with this project. She didn’t really have anything else to do over the summer, so it seemed like a good idea. The basement, as it always was, was dark, damp, and cramped. It was used more like an attic, since the house had two stories and they didn’t need the extra space. She pushed aside an old scooter, an armchair, and various other objects until she saw what she was looking for. And of course, it was all the way at the back of the room.
It took her about twenty minutes to drag the stand out of the basement and up the stairs. The thing barely managed to fit through the doorway. She dragged it out into the front yard and looked at the sun. It was starting to set, but it still had a ways to go. She figured she had an hour or two before it got too dark. She hurried inside and grabbed the paint she had seen in the basement, as well as some sandpaper. She then rushed back outside and set to work. By the time she was done, the stand looked less like a beaten-up pile of nailed-up wood and more like something presentable. For a finishing touch, she painted the words ‘Lily’s Flower Stand’ on the board that went over the top. She stood back and beheld her masterpiece. It was good enough, she thought. After all, this was just a simple school project, and she wasn’t being graded on how the stand looked.
Lily looked back at the sun, and was met with a dazzling array of colors that signified a sunset. It was a pretty sight, and it always reminded her of her flowers and their vast array of colors. She yawned, and for the first time realized how tired she was. She walked up to her bedroom and went to sleep, looking forward to starting her project the next day.
=-=-=-=-=
The next morning, Lily woke up and ate a large breakfast. She had forgotten to have dinner, since there were no parents to remind her. Her father was out on multi-week business trip, leaving her alone in the house. After finishing her food, she washed out the dishes. After leaving them to dry, she trotted out to her stand. She proceeded to drag it out in front of her house, and after fetching a chair and her flowers from inside, she sat and waited for a customer.
She was doing the same thing five hours later. Despite her large breakfast, her stomach grumbled. She tried to ignore it, vowing that she would not eat until she had made at least one sale. But as each minute passed, the temptation of food was even higher. It didn’t help that had a vast array of flowers sitting right in front of her. She would have eaten them, but these were her most beautiful flowers, flowers that she never ate for that reason. There were also the flowers she could not eat, like roses. Not only was she hungry, but she was dismayed with her lack of business. She would have figured that she could have gotten at least one sale, but she had forgotten how few ponies roamed the streets these days. She was used to this fact, but her father told her that the town was bustling when he was a colt, and that it had been even more populous before that time. But the modern reality was that Ponyville was slowly becoming a ghost town. The population was closer to two-digit figures than it was to four-digit ones. Most of the ponies that remained were on their way out. As a filly, she had always managed to have fun despite the oppressive environment, but when she grew up, she didn’t know how she would stay sane in a place like this.
She sighed in defeat. It was hopeless. There was no way she could change this town for the better. She was about to munch on one of her Magnolias when she was interrupted by a voice.
“Excuse me, but I couldn’t help but notice what lovely flowers you have here.”
Lily’s ears perked at the sound of the voice. She turned her head to face the mare, whom she recognized as Ramie, Ponyville’s seamstress. She did not make much of any special like the clothes available in Canterlot, but she was a master of repair and a virtuoso at the sewing machine. She was one of the few ponies in Ponyville who was older than Granny Smith, although she hadn’t lived in Ponyville nearly as long. She was also one of the nicer ponies in town, so it was not much of a surprise that she noticed Lily now.
“Hello, Mrs. Ramie. Do you really like them? Nopony has even bothered to say anything all day!”
“That’s unfortunate, because these really are beautiful flowers. How much are these Lilies over here?”
Lily realized with a shock that she hadn't even thought about a price. “It’s uh … one bit for each.” She said, coming up with a random number off the top of her head.
Ramie smiled. “You didn’t set the price beforehand, did you? If you’re going to sell something, you need to at least know what your starting price is. I’ll give you six bits for three of them.”
“Thanks,” said Lily, grateful for the mare’s honesty. She got out the three lilies she thought looked the best and gave them to Ramie. As quickly as she’d come, she wished Lily good luck and walked in the same direction she had come from.
Relief washed over Lily as she stared at the bits lying on the board. She put the coins in her saddlebag, which she had brought out with her. At that moment, he stomach growled, and she once again realized that she was hungry. As quickly as she could, she took trips between the house and the stand until all of the flowers were back in the house. Then she bolted into the kitchen and made herself a long-overdue dejeuner.
=-=-=-=-=
“I don’t get it,” said Scootaloo, her chin still resting on her hoof.
“What don’t you get?” asked Lily, still thinking fondly on the memory.
“What does that have to do with Ponyville history? You said one thing about it being a ghost-town, and that was it!”
“Well, if you want the whole story, you’re going to have to ask a few more ponies.”
“How many more?” said Scootaloo restlessly.
“Well, I don’t know, as many as it takes.”
Scootaloo sighed as if accepting defeat. “Can you at least tell me who to ask next?”
Lily answered enthusiastically, glad that the filly was not giving up. “Yes I do. Do you know who Davenport is?”
Scootaloo shook her head. This didn’t surprise her. The town was quite large these days, so unlike in her childhood, you didn’t know everypony by name. “He’s the stallion who owns the Quill and Sofa shop.”
“Quills and Sofas? That’s kind of weird,” commented Scootaloo.
Lily grinned, now returning to picking up the mess the filly and her friends had caused. “Yes, I guess it is. He says he can never find the right thing to sell. Quills can’t keep his business afloat by themselves, and he still hasn’t found something to go with it.”
“Oh, well okay. I guess I’ll go talk to him tomorrow.”
“You do that,” said Lily as she watched the filly gallop back upstairs. She heard the sound of an opening door, accompanied by the sound of excitement coming from her two friends as Scootaloo came back into the room. The next thing she heard was a crash, followed by a long silence.
“Just another mess to clean up,” she said. Unlike before, she found that she didn’t mind that much. Scootaloo had reminded her of a time she did not think of enough. Leaving the mess for later, she sat back on the couch. In truth, she could tell Scootaloo most of the story, and she could tell her why it was important to Ponyville history. She wondered why she shouldn’t just tell Scootaloo the rest herself and save the filly some time. Although it was true that Scootaloo would get more detail if she asked around, that wasn’t the real reason. It just seemed right for the filly to hear the whole story.
With a contented sigh, Lily leaned back on the cushions and recalled those days. It was a time of happiness and sadness, of things won and things lost. But one thing was for sure: everypony involved had enjoyed it, and over the next few days, Scootaloo was about to find that out.

			Author's Notes: 
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		#2 - Divan



	As her footfalls pounded against the dirt path, Scootaloo started to wish she’d brought her scooter. She probably would have if she hadn’t been in such a hurry to get to the sleepover. She’d been halfway through packing when Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle had showed up at her house. In her excitement, she’d run out the door without half of her things, and as luck would have it, her scooter had been among the thing forgotten. If she’d able to fly, she would probably be there already, but that was even farther out of her reach than her scooter, so she decided not to think about it.
Presently, she arrived at the intersection of Stirrup Street and Oat Lane. Bearing left, she looked for the easily recognizable Quill and Sofa sign. Passing store after store, she looked at the signs one by one. First was Colgate’s confectionary shop, followed by the foreign flower store. At least, Scootaloo figured it was a foreign flower shop, since – other than a picture of a flower - the sign was covered in a foreign language that she couldn’t understand. Half out of boredom, she tried to sound out the words as she passed. “Magazine D … flea-urz exotics?”
If Scootaloo had paid any more attention at school, she would’ve recognized “magasin de fleurs exotiques” as the rarely-used language known as “fancy”. She also could’ve picked it up from Apple Bloom’s cutie pox incident as well as Rarity’s constant use of it. Ironically, her sudden interest in this particular essay stemmed from the same bad attention span. This Ponyville History essay was her last chance to get her grades up before year’s end, and for once, she’d decided to put some effort into it.
“I really hope this doesn’t take too many more ponies,” she thought aloud. Looking up, she saw she was already at the Quill and Sofa shop. Without hesitation, she opened the door and strolled in. If Scootaloo had been any other filly, she probably would’ve thought it awkward to go into the store, and might even have talked herself out of it. But not Scootaloo; as flightless as she was, she was near replica of her idol where personality was concerned.
Although walking into the store wasn’t awkward, not finding anypony there was. The only things to keep her company were the quills, ink, and sofas, all of which reminded her of a particular incident at Twilight’s library. But rather than dwell on that catastrophe, she asked a question: “Is anypony here?”
Almost immediately, she heard a movement in the room behind the counter, and a moment later, a face appeared. It was so startling that Scootaloo nearly jumped to the ceiling, for instead of a stallion there was an elderly mare. There was no surefire way to guess her age, but from Scootaloo’s best guess, the mare must have been nearly as old as Granny Smith.
Scootaloo’s stunned silence continued for a few more seconds until it was broken by the rasping laughter of the old mare. “Who are you, little filly?”
“I’m, uh, Scootaloo,” she answered, not sure if she should trust the mare or run away.
“Scootaloo? That’s a nice name, yes it is.” Opening the cash register, the mare appeared to busy herself counting the bits within.
Not knowing what to do, Scootaloo called upon a figure she often thought of when she was in a fix
What would Rainbow Dash do?
Of course, Rainbow Dash would continue on her objective, smoothly talking to the mare – as startling as she was – and figure out what was going on. So Scootaloo set about to do just that.
“Excuse me, Ms.”
The mare looked up from the register. “My name’s Ms. Divan, and what is it you want, missy?”
“Oh, okay Ms. Divan, it would be really cool if you could tell me where Davenport is. Somepony told me he owns this place.”
“Oh, yes, that would be my nephew. You see, I’m in town visiting for a few weeks, and Davey said he had something important to attend to and left me in charge of the store for a few hours.”
For a moment, Scootaloo went off topic. “And you don’t have any problem with that?”
The mare scowled at her slightly. “My, it’s no trouble at all, really. Even though I’m just a little older, that doesn’t mean I can’t—“
“Oh, sorry, that’s not what I meant,” said Scootaloo, partially because she didn’t want to offend the mare, but mostly because she didn’t want her to go on an annoying tangent.
“Oh, dreadfully sorry my dear, I’ve always been one to jump to conclusions, so I’m told.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” replied Scootaloo with more than a hint of sarcasm. Fortunately for her, Ms. Divan didn’t seem to pick up on it.
“Well thank you dearie. Now, like I was saying, back in my glory days, I used to run a shop of my own selling sofas back in Hoofington, and ‘though I can’t run a store full-time anymore, I can still take care of this one for a spell. Y’know, I was the one who gave him the idea to sell the sofas in the first place. Before that he was always obsessing over the quills, ‘though I suspect he still likes ‘em better for some reason.”
“That’s great, but I was sort of wondering where he is. I have some questions to ask him for a school project.”
“Do you now? What’s this project about?”
“The history of the Ponyville market.”
“Really? Well of course Davey would know about that. He was around since the thing started. I can remember that clear as day - that’s when he started his first business by himself. I remember it like it was yesterday; that was the first time I visited Ponyville.”
Remembering her experience hearing the cutie mark stories of each of the elements of harmony, Scootaloo knew what was coming. “You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.”
“Why, it’s my pleasure. So like I was saying, I was on a walk around the town when I came across a little filly at her market stand…”
=-=-=-=-=
Although the previous day had been beautiful, today the sky was overcast. It seemed that nopony noticed this than Divan. As she looked up the sky, she groaned, hoping for a change to the sunlight of the previous day. Of course, she knew that sort of shift was nearly impossible. It was rare that a weather team – even in such a small town as Ponyville – made a mistake that large. A combination of efficient management at Cloudsdale and well-trained bosses in all the towns around Equestria made the kingdom’s weather effort an efficient one, and despite having no interest in weather, Divan knew this because it was common knowledge. Knowing all of these things didn’t make her feel any better. Here she was, on her first vacation in two years, and it looked like there was going to be a torrential downpour in for the next few days.
“I could always give myself more vacation if I wanted too,” she reminded herself. “I am self-employed, after all.” As much as she wanted to believe that, she knew it wasn’t true. Sticking by her store had done her good for the decade she’d owned it, and it had been difficult to even leave it even for a week. She knew her husband was perfectly capable of running the shop, but she always liked being there herself.
Sighing, she turned back in the direction of her nephew’s house. The reason she’d agreed to come to Ponyville was not for pleasure, although she had to admit that the near ghost-town was much more scenic than Hoofington. Her nephew Davenport had decided to open up a business in the run-down town, seeking a new business opportunity rather than endure the constant competition of the Hoofington business world. It seemed a foolhardy attempt to her, but she knew that her nephew had a sharp eye for opportunity for his age. He would make it work somehow.
“Excuse me, miss,” said a voice, interrupting the mare’s thoughts.
Looking up, she saw a filly standing behind what appeared to be a market stand. Divan thought that odd, as most market stands had a whole market around them, while this one was solitary. It intrigued her so much she decided to stop and chat.
“Well, this is interesting; a market stand set up in the middle of nowhere. I take it you’re selling something?”
The filly smiled. “Yes, I am selling – flowers, actually. And I wouldn’t say this is the middle of nowhere, at least not for you.”
“And why wouldn’t it be?” asked Divan, incredulously.
“You live right across the street, don’t you? You came out of Davenport’s house this morning.”
Looking across the street, she realized she was indeed across the street from her nephew’s house. If she’d been a younger mare, she would’ve blushed, but she was long past the age where she cared if anypony else thought she was dumb, ugly, or anything else. So she laughed instead. Within a few seconds, the filly joined in with her, and the two spend a minute chuckling.
“My, I think that’s the first time I’ve smiled since the clouds rolled over. Thank you, filly.”
Unlike the older mare across from her, the filly did blush. “No problem, and it’s Lily, by the way. So, do you want to buy anything?”
Wiping a laughter-induced tear from her eye, Divan surveyed the floral items for sale. She didn’t really need or want any flowers, but seeing the filly making the effort to make a business compelled her. After all, she was part of the next generation of business ponies, and Divan felt the urge to nurture that. Besides, flowers were not in competition with Sofas.
“Why yes, I’d like to buy some. I’ll get a dozen lilies. I’d assume you have those?”
“Yes I do,” said Lily, grinning ear to ear as she grabbed the flowers. “That’s … 24 bits”
“A reasonable price,” said Divan, biting back her urge to barter. This was a filly, after all. Taking the flowers and exchanging them for bits, she turned to Davenport’s house.
“Have a nice day!” Lily shouted after her, waving goodbye.
“You too!” Divan shouted back. Opening the door to the house, she sighed contentedly.
“And thank you for making mine.”
=-=-=-=-=
“So that’s my story … I see this has been helpful, has it not?”
Scootaloo, who had been busy writing notes on the story, looked up, pencil still in mouth. “Yeah. I didn’t really read anything when Miss Lily told me about it, and I didn’t really know where the stand was either. It’s cool to know it was right across the street there.”
“Ah, so Lily was the one who sent you to find Davey?”
“Yep.”
“That would make sense. She’s the one who organized the whole thing, if what Davey told me is the truth.”
For a moment, Scootaloo was confused. “Wait, what do you mean she organized the whole thing? You said it was only one stand!”
Divan stepped out from behind the counter and started idly inspecting the merchandise. “Oh, you don’t know yet?” she replied.
“Don’t know what?” Scootaloo answered with a question.
“Oh, you’re going to be in for a big surprise, then. I can’t really tell you what happened after that day, since I was gone after that. Davenport did tell me what happened; the whole thing was very important to him, and I’m sure it still is. Without that market, I don’t think he ever would’ve been able to succeed in this little village here … but don’t you go telling him I said that.”
“No problem,” said Scootaloo uneasily. “But let me get this straight, since I know you can’t tell me the whole thing: that one little stand is going to turn into the Ponyville Market.”
“You’ll just have to see,” said the old mare vaguely. “But until then, you’re welcome to stick around, maybe buy something if you feel so compelled?”
Scootaloo could tell the mare was hanging on her answer, so she made it brief. “I’ll just chill here.”
“I’ll just assume that means you’re not buying; this modern day slang really throws me for a loop. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have to go over my nephew’s records and see if I can get him a bigger profit.”
Scootaloo watched the mare go, first behind the counter then into the room behind it. Looking around, she thought about the mare’s last words. “It’s not like there’s anything worth stealing in here anyway,” she said to herself, giggling. “It’s either too heavy or something I already steal from school.” Leaning up against the wall, her laughter quickly faded into boredom.
“I hope this doesn’t take too long.”
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