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		Description

During a visit , an old earth pony named Blank Slate recalls to his grandson on how his  life was forever changed when he received a parting gift from his late uncle, and how this gift helps him meet a mare that shows him a new way to look at the world around him. A story on how some of the saddest parts of your life, can be gateways to some of the happiest.
*List of characters may change as the story goes on.
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		Prolouge: A visit from family



	It was a beautiful summer's day in Ponyville, it was bright and sunny, and there wasn't a cloud in the sky. An old stallion walked up a dirt path up to a moderately sized house by the edge of town. He looked at the front of the house, a simple white coat with green shudders, and a black roof, a bit different from the houses found in town, but hey, home is home. The stallion turned his head to see five young fillies in the yard, three of whom were playing double dutch, while two were watching. One of the bystanders looked behind her to see the old stallion behind them. The filly's eyes instantly lit up when she saw him.
"GRANDPA!!" shouted the young filly as she made a galloping jump up to the old stallion ensnaring his leg with a hug and nearly knocking his fedora off of his head.
The old stallion instantly made a sour face, and in his best cranky old pony voice said "What are you rotten fillies doing on my lawn!?" Which was met with a choir of giggles from the fillies.
"We're playing double dutch grandpa." said one of the older fillies.
"No, what you're doing is playing double dutch wrong!" said the old stallion. He suddenly walked up to the three with the rope. "Let a double dutch master show you fillies how it's done!" exclaimed the stallion as he stepped in the middle of the two fillies with the rope as he handed his fedora to one of the bystanders. The two started to swing the ropes, and started singing as the old stallion was doing a very good job keeping up, alternating hooves as he jumped while singing along with the fillies. Suddenly, the old stallion's upper hoof immediately shot down to his thigh as he gave a painful cry and dropped to the ground.
All of the fillies gasped in horror as they ran up to their fallen grandpa. "Grandpa are you ok !?" asked one of the fillies with a great deal of worry to her voice.
"Girls, there's something very important i need t say." said the old stallion in a hoarse voice."Come closer please." he requested as all five fillies were now close enough to feel his breath. "I.....I...." stuttered the old stallion as he  looked p at them with puppy dog eyes. "Can't believe you fell for that!" just then the old stallion immediately pulled all of the fillies into a large hug, as he brought them all to the ground. 
The six of them all laughed and rolled around on the grass for a while, until a voice caught their attention. "Well you look like you're having fun." said the voice in an incredibly snarky tone. The fillies and the old stallion looked up to see a pink stallion with a black mane and glasses standing over them.
"Oh, hiya big bro!" said one of the fillies who was still laughing."We were just playing double dutch with grandpa!"
The pink stallion chuckled "Wow, the rules of double dutch must have really changed since I was a kid, anyway mom said it's time for you five to come home, it's almost time for dinner."
This sentence was met with a disapproving choir of moans by the fillies and the old stallion. "Awww, C'mon Vivi, just a little longer" asked the youngest filly.
"Yeah, we want to play with grandpa some more." said a different filly.
"Sorry girls, you know how mom gets when you're not home by dinner." said Vivi. "She'll have my head on a silver platter if you"re not there."
All of the fillies started to get up and walk to town, but not before each gave their grandpa a goodbye hug and the youngest one gave his fedora back.. The old stallion watched as the five fillies started to walk away, he looked up at the sky and saw that it was of many different colors, beautifully marking the end of day, and the coming of night. He didn't realise how long he and the fillies were playing before Vivi came. He then looked at Vivi who was watching the fillies walking towards their house. "So, are you going to dinner too?" asked the old stallion.
"Phfft, no, I can eat whenever I want, whenever I want, I'm a grown stallion." said Vivi. "Besides, mom made spinach casserole, yuck!" said Vivi as he made a gag face, to which the old stallion grinned.
"Well, if you want, I was about to have some pizza before I played with the girls, would you like to come in for a slice?" asked the old stallion.
Vivi's ears perked up, "You had me at pizza." he exclaimed happily as the two walked into the old stallion's house. 
The house was big, it had a large living room, a decent kitchen, a dining room, two bathrooms, and three bedrooms including the master bedroom. The two walked into the kitchen and started to work on making a pizza. After it was done, the two walked into the dining room. The dining room was filled with beautiful paintings of sunny landscapes, beautiful cities, the ocean, and a few of Ponyville itself. They sat at opposite ends of a large oak table as they began to eat.
"Mmh, you've outdone yourself again Grandpa Slate." said Vivi between bites of his slices of pizza.
"Thank you Vivi." said Slate. "I did have a wonderful teacher." 
The two continued to eat in silence until they were finished, and then they took their conversation into the living room.
"So how have you been Vivi?" inquired Slate as he sat in his favorite red recliner.
"Good grandpa, everything is going great!" said Vivi as he sat on the large couch opposite of his grandpa. 
"What was that surprise you wanted to talk to me about? I've been waiting forever to hear about it, but everypony's leaving me in the dark!" said Slate
"Well, I wanted to wait to tell you." said Vivi in a very sly tone as he reached for a bag by his side, from which he pulled a letter. "That I got into the Hoofington Institute for the Fine Arts!"
Slate helt a long gasp, after which he jumped out of his chair and started jumping around. " Dear Celestia! my grandson got into one of the best art schools in all of Equestria!" he yelled excitedly as he pulled Vivi in for a back breaking hug.
"I knew you'd be happy." said Vivi, chocking out the words as his grandfather let him go. "Vivid Virtue is now a student of HIFA!"
Slate snickered as he took another good look at Vivi, his oldest grandchild by far. It feels like only yesterday, he was a little colt, learning how to hoof paint for the first time, now he's going to the finest art school in Equestria thought Slate. He snickered as he took another look at Vivi "Dear Luna, you make me feel old boy." he said as he cracked a smile.
"Don't blame me, you're the one who said I should chase my dreams." said Vivi. "I wouldn't have gone into art if you didn't inspire me." he said as he looked at the paintings in his grandfather's living room, all so vibrant ,colorful, and filled with life. 
"You know, they weren't always like this." said Slate as he turned to face the gallery of paintings on the wall. "My art used to be a lot sadder than before I came to Ponyville."
"I've always wanted to hear that story grandpa" said Vivi. "You never told me why you came to Ponyville, or why you changed your art style so drastically in the first place."
"Oh I don't know, It's a very long story, I'm not sure you'd want to hear it." said Slate.
"I have time." said Vivi as he sat back on the couch behind him.
Slate gave a small smile "Very well, I'll tell you what I remember."he said as he sat back in his recliner and looked out the window. "It all started a long time ago, back in Manehattan."
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	Well where to start? Well, I believe the best place would be my apartment in Manehattan. My apartment was the size of a shoebox compared to the size oh my house was, it was two room, with a bathroom and a small kitchen in one of the rooms. It was always a mess, it had dozens of paintings, paints, brushes and newspapers and the like scattered all around it. I had just gotten out of college myself, and this shoebox was all that I could afford at the time of graduation. I was in my bathroom, staring at my features. I was a young stallion, maybe one or two years older than you are now Vivi. I still had the grey mane I have now, and I had a jet black coat. I was preparing to meet with some lawyer later that day, so I thought I had to look somewhat presentable to the public. I quickly combed my mane, and then  I went out of the door to my apartment after putting on my only hat, a brown fedora, and walked into the hallway. I made my way out of my building to the 'Swift Justice and Co. Law offices' building , a small brick building  with the title of the office on a plaque in gold lettering. I walked into the office, where I saw an aqua blue unicorn with an amber colored vest was reading some sort of document before looking at me as I was coming through the door.
"Ah, hello! Mr.Blank Slate I presume?" asked the unicorn.
"Yes, that's me." I replied.
"Nice to meet you, I'm  Blue Blitz." said the Unicorn as he shook my hoof.
"Pleasure's all mine." I said as I took my hoof away.
"Well, I'm a bit busy today, shall we get right to it?" asked Blitz
"Sure." 
We walked into his office, a small room filled with shelves of books, a window in the back, and a small oak desk with two chairs in front of it. I quickly sat in one of the chairs as Blitz sat behind his desk, and brought a folder up from one of the drawers of his desk.
"I'm sorry about your uncle." said Blitz in a sympathetic voice. "He seemed like a good stallion."
" He was a really nice guy, always willing to lend an ear to whoever needed it, I just can't believe he's gone." I replied,
"Death is always hard to believe, especially if it happens to someone close to you, or someone you may have just seen a day prior." said Blitz.
"Can we move on to the legal stuff now please, I really don't want to talk about this." I quickly said.
"Of course, I apologize." said Blue Blitz as he opened the folder in front of him. "From what I can tell, your uncle didn't have a lot in terms of personal possessions." said Blue Blitz.
"He was a stallion of simple needs, never took more that what was necessary." I replied.
"But, he did have something that he wanted you to have." said Blitz
"What is it?"
"Your uncle owned a house, and a few acres of land close to a town called Ponyville, and its says right here on this document signed by him, that he wanted you to have it." said Blitz who then looked up at me.
My half closed eyes shot open with disbelief, "His house!?" I replied, shocked to my core.
"Yessir, says that he thought that owning and living in a house in Ponyville would be good for you."
That was so like my uncle, always worrying about other ponies more than himself. I wondered briefly about how my uncle said that owning a house in Ponyville would be good for me, but then it hit me, In my letters I sent to him, I always wrote on how I was sick multiple times while in Manehattan.
"So what do I do now?" I asked Blitz.
"I recommend that you go to the house, and see how you like it. The mortgage on it is paid in full, and Ponyville is a beautiful town from what I hear." replied Blitz.
"You think so?" 
"Why yes, If you like the house, than stay, but If you wanna stay in Manehattan, that house can turn into a nice bundle of bits in a snap!"
"Alright, I guess I'll have a look." I sheepishly replied. I signed a few official legal documents, shake hooves with Blue Blitz one last time, and head back to my apartment. I looked around the small entry room of my apartment, there are paintings and art supplies everywhere. I look at the picture of the house I got from Blue Blitz, I took a good long look at the picture for what seemed like hours.
"I...used to spend every summer in that house." I spoke to nopony in particular.
I decided that I wanted...no, needed to go to that house. My uncle always sent me letters, saying how he wanted me to come over and visit him, how it was so beautiful there all year-round. He kept asking and asking for me to visit, and I was never able to, and now I never would. I felt a deep combination of regret and sadness swell in my gut. So, I decided that I'd be on the next train to Ponyville.

	