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		Description

“I'm falling even more in love with you,/Letting go of all I've held on to./I'm standing here until you make me move,/I'm hanging by a moment here with you.” –Lifehouse, ‘Hanging By A Moment’
With Twilight Sparkle now a princess, Big Mac feels uncertain that he's good enough to be in a relationship with her. Can he write up a letter to fully express how he feels, and how will Princess Twilight respond?
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Chapter 1: Starlight
Applejack was trotting down the hallway, her hooves echoing through the darkened and empty house. Her eyes were drawn to the light coming out of one of the rooms, her older brother’s room. Taking a step forward, she looked in to see a candle flickering at his desk. The red stallion was sitting in front of the open window, looking up at the night sky.
“Big Mac?” Applejack spoke softly, not wanting to startle her brother.
The stallion turned his head to see his orange-coated sister, “Howdy, Applejack.” He turned his attention back to the night sky.
“Everythin’ alright? Ya seem down an’ out, sugarcube,” the mare expressed her concern as she trotted over to Big Mac.
“Ah’m….fine,” his reply was delayed and uncertain.
“Don’t sound like ya are. What’s on yer mind? The upcomin’ apple season?”
Big Mac shook his head.
“Does it havta do with Applebloom digging holes in the field? Ah told’ that filly that there’s no such thin’ as a ‘dog cutie mark’.”
He shook his head again.
“Is it ‘bout our cider supply? ‘Cause ah think we’re fine with how many barrels we got in reserve.”
“Ain’t that neither.”
The orange pony sighed, “Then what is it? Ah ain’t got a clue.”
“It’s….” Big Mac began to speak, looking down and his cheeks beginning to burn, “’bout Miss Twilight.”
“Twi? What ‘bout her?” Applejack tilted her head.
The stallion took a deep breath and looked to his sister, “Well….she’s a princess now.”
“So?” Applejack replied, “she might be royalty and all, but Twilight is still the same ol’ pony we know an’ love. And in your case, more than most.” The orange mare teased her brother, lightly jabbing him with her hoof.
Big Mac wasn’t convinced. He continued, his face a little more flushed, “But, Miss Twilight is royalty, a princess. An’ me, ah ain’t nothin’ more than jus’ a farm pony. Ah really don’t see what she would see in me now.”
An annoyed groan came from Applejack, “Ah don’t know what ah gotta do ta convince ya that Twilight is still Twilight. She’s just got a pair of wings now. Her title might have changed, but she herself has not.”
“Ah’m just not really sure, Applejack. Miss Twilight is a princess….and ah’m nothin’ special,” Big Mac spoke in his low voice.
“Ah give up. There’s just no way to get ya to see it any other way. If you’re so worried about her, why don’t ya write her a letter or somethin’ instead of just mopin’ ‘bout it?” Applejack left her brother with those words as she trotted out of his room.
With his ears perking up at his sister’s last statement, he turned around to see that she had gone. Without speaking a word, the stallion moved to his desk. Pulling out a quill and a blank sheet of parchment, he started to write. However, after only scribbling down a couple words, he crumbled up the parchment and pulled out another one. The same result happened; only a few words in and he balled the paper up.
He took another piece out, but this time did not pick up the quill. Instead, Big Mac trotted back to the open window. A cool breeze was blowing, filling his lungs with a fresh and calming aroma of the night air. Looking up at the sky, he saw a large number of stars shining down at him. In his mind, he started to trace the outlines of the constellations, just as Twilight had shown him on that night not too long ago. A smile appeared on Big Mac’s face as he remembered their first night stargazing. 
Turning around, he returned to the desk. Taking the quill in his hoof, he began to write:
Dear Miss Twilight Sparkle,
Howdy. It’s Big Macintosh. I know it seems quite odd for me to write a letter to you since I can easily see you at the library, but I feel that I might be able to find the right words this way. Even if it took me two tries to even get this far, I still believe this might be better.
I’m not really sure how to say this without coming off as impolite or just plain rude, but to me it feels as if you’ve changed. Aside from the obvious with you becoming a princess and all with your wings, but it seems as if you’re an entirely new pony. This might just be me and my imagination, but it with you now being royalty, I don’t see why you would need a farm pony like me as your coltfriend. 
I want to say for certain that I still deeply care for you, and I still like you very much, Miss Twilight. Each and every time we are together, I still feel that strange but welcoming magic that I first felt with you. But with you being a princess, I understand if you don’t want some common pony like me to be your other half.
Maybe this is something that needed to be addressed, or maybe I’m worrying over nothing. Either way, I feel better about writing this letter out.
Love,
Big Macintosh
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Chapter 2: Hanging By A Moment
A few days had past since Big Mac wrote and sent Twilight the letter. While he tried his best to keep the thought out of his mind, he couldn’t help but feel anxious about how the purple pony would react to his letter. However, the more time that passed on by, the more his desire to know grew. That evening, he found himself at the front door of the Ponyville library.
Taking a deep and calm breath, he tapped his hoof on the wooden door.
“One moment please!” a familiar voice called out from inside.
Immediately, Big Mac was regretting his decision.
The door opened to reveal a cheerful purple alicorn. “Oh, hello Big Mac! Come on in! What brings you on by?”
The stallion entered, cautious with each step he took. “Ah thought ah’d stop by ta see how ya were doin’, Miss Twilight.”
“I’m doing quite well, thank you. Had fun today with the new shipment of books that came in. Got to read through them and file them away correctly on the shelves,” Twilight brightly smiled, “I know it might sound kind of dull, but it is how I like to spend my days; curled up with a good book.”
Big Mac smiled, “It sounds pretty pleasant to me.”
Twilight continued, “Oh it certainly was. There was even a book about learning about one’s own wings. While it was intended for young filly and colt pegasi, I couldn’t help but see if there were a few tips and tricks I could learn from it,” Twilight opened her wings up slowly and lightly flapped them a few times, “I’m still getting used to these things. Thankfully Rainbow Dash and Fluttershy have both been a big help.”
Looking at Twilight’s brand new wings made the red stallion remember why he stopped by to see Twilight Sparkle. “Uh, Miss Twilight? This might sound a bit odd, but did ya get a letter from me a while back?”
The alicorn thought for a moment before she answered, “Oh, yes I did! It’s over on my nightstand if you want me to go get it.”
Big Mac shook his head, “No, no need to get it. Ah was….jus’ curious if ya did.”
The mare nodded as her face gave a blank expression, “Well, I did and I thought about what you wrote in.”
This caused the stallion to freeze up, “A-And?”
“Do you really want to know what I think, Big Mac?”
Nervously, he nodded.
Twilight raised her hoof upwards to Big Mac’s head and lightly bopped him on his mane.
This action puzzled the red pony, “Huh? What was that for?”
A smile returned to Twilight’s face, “For doubting yourself.”
“Ah….still don’t understand,” Big Mac echoed his confusion.
“Just because I’m an alicorn now doesn’t mean I’m not the same Twilight that fell in love with you,” Twilight’s face grew slightly pink as she spoke.
“But yer a princess now.”
Twilight chuckled as she trotted forward to wrap her front limbs around Big Mac, “So? Does that mean I can’t still have you as my coltfriend?”
The red pony wasn’t sure how to respond, “Well….uh….”
“Big Mac, I love you just the way you are. I don’t care if you’re a farm pony. I wouldn’t even care if you were a pack mule or a handypony. You don’t have to be anypony else, just yourself,” Twilight’s face had a bright smile as it flushed a deep red.
Still a bit flustered, Big Mac wrapped his limbs around the Twilight. A comforted smile appeared on his face as he spoke, “I love ya too, Princess Twilight.”
The alicorn giggled at his words, “Big Mac, you don’t have to call me that.”
END

	