
		
			[image: Cover image]
		

	
		The Grand Princess

		Written by Rune Soldier Dan

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Princess Celestia

					Other

					Drama

		

		Description

The ponies call her, "Gaia." The mother of their world. They see her as an alicorn with long red hair, and would surely celebrate if they knew of her return.
They don't. And Celestia will keep it that way.


(A Ponification of Dostoevsky's "The Grand Inquisitor")
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“No pony saw you.”
A taunt, from white lips unused to speaking them. But the face behind was not mocking or cruel. Soft pink eyes flared with uncharacteristic rage, and the torch seemed to reflect on them more brightly than its meager flame should allow. Celestia’s tall frame stood erect and calm, her expression a practiced one of cool disdain. Only those who knew her well could have sensed the faint tremble of agitation in the long legs, and the hiss of covered flame with every breath.
She continued speaking, more to herself than the chained mare at her hooves. “Even if some did, what of it? A few voices wildly proclaiming a new alicorn walks among us. The papers will be silent, I will deny it, and so will the others after I assure them. With no proof or further news to feed it, the rumors will die before month’s end.”
The prisoner gave no words in return. Her legs – even longer than Celestia’s – remained curled, laying her belly onto the hard stone floor of her cell. The wings too had folded meekly inwards. Only her head stood erect, casting straight red hair down the length of her white neck. The horn matched Celestia’s, longer and sharper than a unicorn’s, as did the eyes. Though a soft blue-green instead of pink, they mirrored Celestia’s in huge size as the mare met her stare. The challenge in Celestia’s voice was neither avoided nor countered, but heard with a silent and mournful frown. Almost as though the skinny mare wished to placate her, cooling the flames in eyes like a quiet sea.
Celestia was beyond such tricks. She spoke as a queen addressing her foe, “Why are you here?”
No reply came. The mare only gazed back, so Celestia went on. “The ponies call you, ‘Gaia.’ Mother of Worlds. I know your real name, but I don’t care to speak it. You have nothing left that is wanted, so why have you come back?”
More silence. Celestia slammed a hoof to the floor, sending a gunshot crack through the cell. The mare flinched, and as she looked again the imperial frown was gone from the princess’ face. An angry, bitter smile had replaced it, and the white legs’ tremble was no longer hidden. “Nothing to say? Justly so, I think. You have nothing to add that I have not accounted for. Or did you forget so easily who you placed in rule of Equestria? The once-pathetic sketch of a mare you clothed in glory and set as the keeper of wisdom. The one who encourages and hints and nudges your ponies forward. The one who knows, and plays her part so the right stories might be told.”
She gave a single, joyless laugh. “You didn’t forget. And neither did I. I have done as was expected of me. I’ve given the nudges and hints. I waited the thousand years with perfect knowledge the sister you created and stole from me would be returned. I endured the tortures, betrayals, and imprisonments, and I did you well! This world will endure as it has, as it must, until it endures no more. Til that moment comes it will be a land of love, forgiveness, and magic. All shall be as you willed when you first sketched my crown. It is as it should be, so what can you possibly add?”
“No!” Celestia shouted abruptly, though the mare made no move to speak. “Do not tell me, I do not care. Keep your silence, it suits you. You birthed this land, but I rule it. I’ve done so for twelve-hundred years, and you are – what? Forty? Fifty? But ah, how can I boast when it was your hoof – hand! – who made me so old? You who blessed me with wisdom and cursed me with awareness. Who blessed me seventy times with a sister I love beyond reason, cursed me with the knowledge she was never born, and stole her away because that’s the way the story goes. I am a thousand years old, however long ago you sketched me. I felt the thousand lovelorn years and endured them with the humility and patience of one who knows her place. I am the caretaker, the nanny, who does not tell her children the numberless crimes your race has worked. Not the pony skin you now wear, but the decaying race which spawned you, and who you created us to serve. Stories of laughter, magic, honesty…”
“Ha! ‘Honesty.’ Poor Applejack, she is nearly so big a joke as Twilight!”
Grinning with a burst of toothy madness, Celestia loomed over her shirking prisoner and laughed again. “Ha! Think of what could happen if I was honest with them. I could force you to watch as this idyllic, happy little world dissolved into terror and madness as ponies realized their true nature. How funny it is that Discord fancies himself insane! He would rip his horns from his blasted brain if he knew what I know. Tirek would curl and weep, gnawing his fingers and pretending the pain made him real. Luna, she–”
Celestia stopped. The grin fell, and she staggered back from the threatening posture. She shook her ancient head. “But that, I think, would not happen. They all would deny me, and silence me if I refused to be denied. Ponies prefer what is comfortable to what is true, and cast their beliefs accordingly. Not so different from your kind. And even if I could force them to believe and so destroy this world, I do not want to. I care for it more than you, because you made me that way. I cannot veer from the task you set before me. In fact, I find the idea horrifying because you made me that way. I am slave to this despairing knowledge so they do not become slaves to it. A hard lot, but I am content to do so for as long as Equestria has left. Not much longer, I think, but that is neither here nor there. If ten thousand years yet stretch before me I shall work them gladly, protecting my ponies with knowledge they must never know. All will be well if we are left alone.” 
“But we are not. Why are you here?”
The mare made to speak, but in the end seemed to think better of it and remained silent. She just continued to stare with those sad sea-green eyes beneath their straight red mane. In the flickering torch, Celestia could see lines beneath the eyes, not unlike her own.
She snorted. Damn that meek silence, and damn the thousand years! It was fine if the mare did not talk, for Celestia was not done. Her lips curled back with the cruel streak of humor she hid from the world. “What did you expect? Dancing through the streets as ‘Gaia’ returned to grace us with her presence? You would not have been wrong, of course. Ponies would celebrate Queen Chrysalis’ birthday if she gave them a date. Did you come to bask in the adulation of your toys? Or do you want even more? Do you actually have the damned gall to come to ponies too blind to realize you made them hopeless, whose tears and trials are preordained stagecraft, and entreat those poor stupid illusions to worship you?”
She waved a hoof dismissively, looking away. “Of course you didn’t. You are not so vain or foolish as to covet that. Nor are you here to check up on us, for there is nothing to check! I know, remember? I know everything of your plan, and I know everything I should and must do. What reason can you be here except to change the plan? To put something in place this world does not have, and I shall not let you! A thousand years of torment was enough. This cruel knowledge was enough, enough! This world is good as it ever can be, for with the cruel knowledge I can guide them all to joyful endings. All shall be happy, all shall be loved, and there is not a thing you can do but ruin it. Will you steal my Luna once more? Or will this Equestria be destroyed to make way for a new, fresher one? No! No to both, or any! What improvement can possibly be made?”
Again, the mare made to speak, and this time may have given words had Celestia not thundered on without pause. Her horn glowed an angry gold, though for now remained pointed high. “You are the mother. But your power here is spent, and mine is incredible. I will save your work by destroying you. What a mercy it would have been to let you pave our Equestria with a new one! I am so sick of this knowledge, so tired after a thousand years of heartache, so bathed in sin for the incessant falsehoods I employ to shield these ponies from the truth. I want to vanish, but I cannot! I love your hollow world and will defend it to the death of me, for you made me that way. And because you made me that way, you will die.”
Celestia paused, then asked abruptly, “Is that true? Perhaps I am making excuse for my hatred. I do hate you, yes, I can admit that. I hate the endless lie, the lonely years, the damning knowledge, and all these you forced upon me. Luna looks at me and sees love. I look at her and see a sketch! And yet I say nothing because I love her! I see what she is and I love her still. But I hate you so much more, and tonight I will rend you from every world that ever was. The papers will say nothing, the rumors of your sighting will die out, and this Equestria you birthed shall remain as it should be. But enough of your silence! What have you to say, hm? Your abused slave has risen up, and shall maintain your work happier than ever for your demise. For she hates you. She hates you for all those things mentioned, yet even more so hates that you returned. I hate your sad eyes looking back so mournfully at me – do you think they’ll stay my wrath? Ha! And most of all I hate your silence, so speak, damn you! Or act! Protest if you dare! Hate and condemn me if you will! Crush me, even, if you can! Just speak!”
The mare said nothing, though expression accompanied the silence. Her gentle, sad look did not waver, though shaking legs showed agitation or fear. Celestia herself trembled fully with rage and anticipation. Yet she was patient. She could wait. Hear her creator’s words before taking the life in this world where Celestia had the power. Or did the power belong to the mare after all? Would she end this world and deliver Celestia an even greater victory?
The mare stood. Celestia waited, grudging every second but yet unwilling to deliver the final blow.
Soft, whispered words emerged from beneath the staring blue eyes. “There is one thing I can add.”
Then the mare stepped close, and kissed Celestia upon her lips.
The angry light vanished from Celestia’s horn. She staggered backwards as though struck, falling with her rump to the floor. Tears formed in her eyes, hidden an instant later by a gilded white hoof. 
Gold magic flashed again, breaking the mare’s chains. Weeping behind her hoof, Celestia pointed to the cell door, still open from when she strode in. Her choking voice called, “Go! Go and don’t come back.”
With eyes covered, Celestia could only hear the soft tap of hooves on stone. They seemed to pause a brief moment outside the cell, perhaps as their owner cast a final look backwards. 
Then the trod resumed, and Gaia was never seen again.

			Author's Notes: 
I continue my quest to write literally every possible interpretation of Celestia that can be done.
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