Of the Elements
Finally Celestia said, “I know what must be done but I cannot do it all, which is why I ask you to hear me. There is one more thing that is needed. In order to sunder the world, and create our new sun, and protect ourselves from the outer reaches, we will need power. A great magic we must forge, of many components, but what shall this magic be of? What shall our new world be founded on?”
“Loyalty,” said Isadora.
“Honesty,” said Luna.
“Humility,” said Zephyr.
“Generosity,” said Prospecta
“Kindness,” said Ramus.
“Hope,” said Tidalos
“Laughter,” said Oeg. “And that make seven, which should be enough for any great magic.”
But Celestia shook her head. “No, we need a binding agent as well, to hold all the others together, and that would make eight.” And all turned their heads down, for eight was too many. And so they began to squabble, for magic is more than power, it is the nature of what is created, and all feared that their element would be lost.
Finally, Prospecta spoke up, “I have a compromise. I have with me many magnificent gems, and we could bind the elements into each and, in this way, the magic would not merely be usable by us but also any our children, should they poses the qualities. And in this way we would share our magics with the least of creations, and be ever humble.
And the others thought on this. And Zephyr who had first proposed humility, agreed as well. “I agree with this, for it will keep us humble. For we can be sure that in humility, they will not stumble.” And so all agreed on this, for surely creatures so weak, and slow, and clumsy as their children would never grown proud. And how did they laugh at the idea, of such weak, slow, and clumsy things ever getting to be prideful. For even Oeg could dance rings around them, and Ramus lift as much as a hundred of his children. Thus they were all certain that pride would never be a factor, for there was not possible way any would be so stupid and blind as to be prideful.
Of Friendship
Next they began to debate on what the binding element should be. And again the argument rose to a feverous pitch, until Celestia, who had until this time stayed silent, yelled, “QUIET! You are yelling so loud that all of Creation will surely hear of our plan.” And the others fell silent and looked at her. “I have a proposal.”
And Celestia did hesitate, for she felt her confidence melt away as she knew she was only a novice, having until recently only known of Masters and Servants, but slowly she began to talk. “I do not think the elements should be independent. Independence is grand, and it is good to be able to stand on your own four legs, but it is not enough. We need them to work together. So I do not think independence is the best choice.”
And she paused, and took a breath to gather her courage. “I do not think the elements should be based in rivalry. Rivalry can boost each participant to work to new heights, but they must ever face each other. In our world, I do not wish hope to come at the expense of honesty, nor kindness at the expense of loyalty. So I do not think rivalry is the best choice.”
And she paused, and took a breath to gather her courage. “I do not think the elements should be based on teachers and students. Learning is grand and I would wish all to have it, but it means that there must be a teacher and a student, above and below. Should kindness come from loyalty, or from laughter? I could not say, and which would be at the bottom? So I do not think teacher and students are the best choice.”
And she paused, and took a breath to gather her courage. “I do not think the elements should be based on family. Family is grand and loving, and is close to what I would wish. But family is limited; even we, who must forge them, are not all family. We do not set our co-operation by ties of blood. So I do not think family is the best choice.”
And she paused, and took a breath to gather her courage. “I do not think the elements should be on trade and fair exchange. Fair exchange is wonderful, and between peers it is the fairest of all. But on our world we shall have relationships that are between us, but also between us and our lesser children. And if we were to insure every exchange was fair, then it would make us master anew, for they are lesser in power and could not afford to give the same. So I do not think trade is the best choice.”
And she paused, and took a breath to gather her courage. “I do not think the elements should be based on Love. Love is powerful and deep, and is among the strongest bonds, but love is perhaps too strong. It sets up obligation for ties that are heavy, and can perhaps limit numbers, for only so many can be truly loved without spreading it thin. So I do not think love is the best choice.”
Finally she came to her end. “But I have learned of another method of binding. One that is surface, but also deep. One that can be almost as light as independence, or as heavy as love. One that has not limits or numbers, and can bridge many things. And this, my fellows, is why I propose that we bind the elements with friendship.”
And the other steeds nodded, swayed by her words.
Of the Forging
And so they prepared to forge the seven Elements of Harmony, but as they were about to do so, Luna spoke up. “Wait!” Said she, “Hear me, for I think we should exercise caution with hope. Make no mistake, hope is a wonderful element, and without it none of us would seek this journey. However… however, I above all know that our creators are jealous and vengeful. They cannot stand to see anything else above them. If they knew we were seeking the Answer, which they did not find, it would surely drive them to a rage. And with the double crime of tearing Creation asunder, it might arouse them to enough anger to leave Creation to seek us down. So let us keep our hope hidden, so that they do not know.”
And the other steeds agreed, and it was decided that their hope would be hidden, and thus did everyone know of the six Elements of Harmony.
Of the Final Preparations
And so the steeds prepared: Celestia stayed with the sun, so there would be no suspicion; and Zephyr wore down the borders; and Luna prepared the new sun. Soon it was that the time of the sundering was almost upon them. But before the left, Isadora approached the others.
“We should take the Behemoth. He is like us.” And the other steeds shook their heads and objected, for the Behemoth was destruction incarnate.  But Isadora stomped her hoof. “He will help us. He is strong and can destroy the story locus.”
“But he will also destroy our new world. I do not wish to see my work so easily torn asunder,” said Prospecta.
And Isadora snorted. “He is like me. I am in his image, should I not come?”
And Ramus shook his head. “You have not trampled my children, but show them courtesy. You can see beings less than you, and respect them. You may be in his image, but you are not him.” The other steeds nodded.
And Isadora snorted once more. “So be it,” said she, and she did not fight them anymore, for she was ever loyal.
Of the Sundering
Finally the forging of the second sun by the King was nearly complete, and all of Creation looked upon the work. And so the steeds prepared to leave, for they knew now was a time when they could. For now all would not see their plan, and if they waited they might be cast down. And so Zephyr ceased taunting the River, and Prospecta finished weaving the chain through the lands, and Tidalos had the gathered water, and all were ready. Luna returned the cloak Celestia, who kept it away, and she returned the cloak to Zephyr, who hid it in a secret place, for he did not trust Darkness but could not deny its use.
And so Oeg and Isadora began to pull upon the chain threaded through the lands, to sunder the world. And Celestia and Luna and Zephyr and Ramus lent their magic to the pull. And Tidalos and Prospecta used the elements, for their magic was not as great. And the land groaned and cracked under their power, but the lands of Creation were vast and deep, and the Others had made sure they were held together tightly, and the rocks and roots of the world strained to hold on.
But the steeds were stronger and, little by little, the rocks were split, and the roots cracked, and the world began to sunder, and the noise was such that all manner of beings ran from it. But the Others did not come. And we do not know why, for all the steeds where struggling with the chain, and the children of the steeds had been warned to stay on the lands which would be taken, and so none saw the Others. And some say they were distracted and did not see, and some say that they saw, but believed it to be from the power of the new sun.
But one Other was different. For the Behemoth had not interest in creating, and ran eternally. He was not a being that could be constrained or watched, and so he ran round Creation and did see what happened. And the Behemoth gave a mighty roar and charged the steeds. And Zephyr first saw him, and warned the others to pull harder, but they did not yet tear the land, and the Behemoth continued to charge.
Finally, Isadora dropped the chain and ran to the Behemoth. And the others shouted for her to come back, that they needed her strength, but she did not listen and continued to charge. And so the steeds attempted to pull harder, before the Behemoth could catch them. And Oeg pulled so hard that he began to bleed, and his blood seeped down from the chain and landed upon the lands, where it became the bison and steers, cows and yaks.
But they could not pull hard enough, and the Behemoth came. And Isadora did meet his charge, as she had done before, but this time she did not bend and did not break, but both locked horns. And the Behemoth could not throw her to the ground. And their titanic clash ripped through Creation, and the power sundered the world. And with the world sundered, the chain was pulled, and the lands began to separate.
And as the lands were separating, a great abyss began to open up between Creation and Equestria (for it was now separate, and not part of Creation). And the Behemoth and Isadora stood on that abyss. But they would not move, even as it opened. For the Behemoth would not surrender or give up, for it was not his nature, and Isadora would not let him into Equestria, for she was loyal. And finally the Behemoth could stand it no more and was forced to show his true form.
For though the Behemoth cloaked himself in a flesh like the steeds, he was not a steed, but an Other. And he was not like them, but instead a mass and a world unto himself. And he was so heavy that his world had collapsed unto itself, for nothing could escape the Behemoth, not even light itself, and all things were drawn into it, and consumed and destroyed and spat out. And all saw this, and knew that the Behemoth was no true steed, and was not like them, and should never have been in Equestria.
And Isadora stood ever strong, but even she, bound by Oath and facing his titanic power, could not match the full might of the Behemoth, and she began to tire, but before she was destroyed, the land split beneath them and both fell.  
And so the lands of Equestria were pulled away from creation.
