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		Description

Who am I? Awesome? No, I just tell myself that to hide the truth. I'm scum. Air Whip looks up to me like any pony does. Only difference is, Air Whip is my little sister. She's two years younger than me and doesn't have a cutie mark and was born with a deformed wing. My parents don't like talking about her, they used to tell me it was because they didn't want her to be bullied, now I see they were just ashamed. So, who am I? A big sister who wants to give her sister what she deserves, freedom.
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	The day I found out I was going to be a big sister, was the happiest day of my life. I was four, and knew how great the little colt or filly would be. Eleven months later, at Cloudsdale General Hospital, I walked into my mom's room with Dad to see her, not happy but sad. I remember the filly being a bright yellow and having a dark blue curly mane, I was so excited! I promised myself that I would be the bestest big sister ever! But, Mom was still sad, and Dad asked why. "Is the filly dead?" he asked, whispering so that I didn't hear, but I did anyway. 
"No, her left wing... it's..." my mom couldn't finish the sentence, and she didn't have to. The filly opened her eyes, and tried to move her wings, only successfully moving one. My dad and I gasped, thinking that she was born with only one wing! But the wing revealed itself to have little to no feathers and one size smaller than her right one.
My dad demanded the doctor tell them why his daughter was, in his words, "A featherless wingless chicken!" 
In which the doctor replied, "I'm sorry, Mr. Fast Dash, but your daughter's condition is permanent. And it's not as uncommon as you think. This happens to seven out of ten foals born each month." 
After a week in the hospital, we took my sister home. Again, I was very excited for the aspect of some pony to play with, but my parents told me not to worry about playing with her. "At least not yet," were my mom's words. Which made sense to me even if I was four. But even as Air Whip got older, my parents 	wouldn't let me play with her. Soon enough she could walk and talk at one, when I learned to talk at two! I was amazed at how smart my sister was, but my parents ignored it. On her second birthday, I asked my mom if she could take us to the park to which my mom responded, "No, she's still too young to go outside. At least in this cold weather." I found that weird because it was the middle of summer, and I had vague memories of being outside when I was really little. 
I did as I was told though, and played with Air Whip inside. She was a very imaginative pony when she was little, as I suppose all foals are when they're that age. Her favorite game was 'Air Ships' where we would be pirates in the sky and steal all sorts of clouds that hid treasure in them. Her favorite thing was when I explained that the cloud was making all the treasure fall because of the rain, and she had to catch all of it before it touched the ground below. I found that, even at six, I was noticing Air Whip trying to get Mom or Dad's attention and they ignored her unless they gave her food. I suppose if I saw that now, I would recognize it as abuse, and I guess it was. Air wasn't allowed outside, or snacks, or toys. Luckily, I wasn't that much of a brat, so I shared my toys and snuck snacks when ever my parents weren't looking. 
I felt bad for Air, she was so optimistic back then! She didn't see the difference between her and me, and why would she? I loved her, and still do, with the deformity or not. My parents, however, they didn't care for her other than giving her the food on their table. Soon after Air turned two, I started Flight Camp and wanted my mom, dad, and Air Whip to take me to the camp. My dad and mom refused to bring Air with us, which I felt suspicious about, but I said nothing. What could I do? I was six! I quickly forgot it though, as my first day lead me to getting my first nick name, Rainbow Crash. But those colts would not forget the loss they made by me winning that race a few weeks later. I was the first to get my cutie mark because of that race, and they backed off the name calling for a week after that. Air Whip and my parents were so happy for me when I got home with a cutie mark, and was shocked that the rainboom came from me! 
Then, school came around. And I couldn't shake the feeling that something had to be wrong. I was nine, and I was stating to realize stuff that my child brain didn't notice before. Like how every time relatives were over, Air had to stay in her room and either Mom or Dad locked her door. And I was never allowed friends over, my parents always made excuses as to why, but I was never satisfied with the answer. I knew at a young age not to talk about Air Whip, but up until I was nine, I never thought of why that was. But when school started up again after the summer, was really when things started to connected in my head. I had found it odd that Air Whip had been home schooled for all of her life, and I got to attend regular school for all of  my life, so I asked my dad one night if Air Whip could attend school with me. 
"No, Dash," he said firmly. 
"But why not, Dad? She's super smart! Way smarter than me at seven, that's for sure. She understands the homework I bring home and we-" I tried to explain, but my dad would have none of it. 
"Dash, you know why we can't do that," he said. 
"You keep on saying it's about her not being bullied by foals, but I don't think that's it at all anymore," I protested. 
"Do you care to explain what it is then, Rainbow Dash? Because I would be happy to hear the reason you came up with," My dad challenged. 
I gulped and continued, "I think it's because you're embarrassed of her! you keep her cooped up in here all the time, never mention her in conversation, and lock her in her room when some pony visits! You're abusing her!" I explained, shouting a little to emphasize my point at the end. "You say that you're keeping her safe from ponies that might tease her out there, but mean while you're denying her toys, cloths, friends, everything that a normal filly needs!" I explained further. 
"Now listen here, young filly, we will not speak any more on this tonight, now go to bed" my dad warned. 
I wanted to disobey him, I wanted to fight for my sister, but I knew that Dad and Mom would out smart me in any argument we'd have about the topic. So, I did what I was told, and went to my room. The next morning, I was silent, my dad was silent, my mom was silent, and Air didn't know it was because of her. After breakfast: I packed my books, packed my lunch, hugged Air Whip, and walked out the door. At school, I was distracted and all my friends noticed. They asked about it, I ignored them, and they eventually stopped asking and started talking about a filly we all assumed was missing. Fluttershy. I recognized the name, but I couldn't remember the filly I was defending the day I got my cutie mark. Rumor was  that she fell in the town Ponyville, the one south west of Cloudsdale, and had set up a house there by herself and had been living there ever since her fall. Foals were also saying that she said that he said that she said that she said that he said that Fluttershy was coming to Cloudsdale for a visit. But I didn't believe that. 
Turns out they were right, and that is when Fluttershy and I became the best of friends we are now. Every so often, I'd visit her in Ponyville, and she'd visit me in Cloudsdale, never at my house though. But most often, we'd write because Flutters was a really weak flyer compared to now. Air would help me with curtain spelling of words when I got stuck. And she was very optimistic to be helpful towards her older sister. "I love to help you, Dash, I love to be your sister!" She'd often say after I thanked her with helping me when I wrote letters. She lived through me a lot. I'd tell her, in as much detail as I could, about the day I had, and the ponies I talked to, and my homework I had that day. "Come ask me if you're stuck on a question," she'd often say when I mentioned homework. Air Whip never did get her cutie mark, and I felt pity for her because Mom and Dad would comment cruel things about her being a blank flank. She never let it get to her though, she was a really brave seven, she should have been though. 
Air Whip's left wing never let her feel bad about herself either, though Mom and Dad never talked about it, I think she knew it was the cause of their cruelty. At eleven I finally told her what she already knew, "Air," I said. She was coloring a picture of Cloudsdale, everything I told her about it. In it, there was her, me, and Fluttershy, I talked about Fluttershy all the time.
"Yes?" the nine year old asked. 
I sighed. Mom and Dad were both at work, so I knew they wouldn't hear what I was about to reveal to my sister, nor did I think that they would actually care. "Mom and Dad don't love you," I said, looking at her wing, than her herself. 
"I know, Rainbow, I've known since I was four," She explained. 
"You knew!? Wow, Air, you really are too smart. Why didn't you say anything?" I said. 
She shrugged. "I know that you love me," she said simply. 
I blushed, and a content silence filled the space in her room. That's how close we were growing up. She knew she didn't need her parents, because her big sister Rainbow Dash was there for her. I stuck to my promise of being the bestest sister ever! Now, I must tell my biggest regret, leaving home. The night before my nineteenth birthday, I was having a fight with my parents about Air Whip while she was in the living room listening to the radio. "She's fifteen! She can't be cooped up in the house like this anymore!" I shouted. We were in the kitchen, Air Whip was probably watching the entire thing, there wasn't even a door to block some of the volume. 
"You have no right to shout at me, Rainbow Dash! I am your mother!" My mom screamed. 
"She is our daughter, and we will treat her anyway we think is necessary!" My dad added. 
"Abusing some pony her entire life is not the way a parent should not be treating their foal!" I protested, shouting back. 
"Well do you even see her Rainbow Dash!? One of her wings don't have feathers, and is one size smaller than the other one! Plus, she's fifteen and a blank flank! Air Whip is monstrous!" My mom shouted back at me. 
I blacked out for a second, and the next thing I remember is my mom laying on the ground disoriented with a bruise forming on her left cheek, and my dad yelling at me to leave! So I left, without even thinking, I left. Leaving Air Whip alone with those two animals, it doesn't even feel right calling them ponies. 
The day of my birthday, I bought a house in Ponyville with the saved up money from my weather team job. I blocked everything I could that night out of my head. I did that by boasting how great I was, and found comfort in the Wonderbolts! The Ponies in Ponyville were quite forgiving about my behavior, and very supportive of my dreams. Pinkie even threw me a "Welcome to Ponyville Party", even though I didn't like her, or knew her back then. That's when Fluttershy asked me why my personality switched and why I came to Ponyville in such a rush. I told her I had a fight with my parents, but out of habit I didn't mention my sister. 
One year later, I was finally ready, financially and otherwise, to face my parents again and demand that Air Whip live with me. Fluttershy asked if she was needed to be a crutch for me to help with the talk, but I politely refused. I knocked on the ponies's door four times before it opened. Two shocked and afraid ponies are who answered. I glared at them, and I could feel the shame they felt. I demanded they let me in, and they did. The house was exactly what I remembered. On the left was the living room: couches, radio, coffee table, and carpeting. On the right was the kitchen: dinning table, fridge, oven, cabinets, tile floor. Across from me was the washroom, my old room, me parents' room, and Air Whip's room.  "We tried getting a hold of you," the stallion said, seeing me walk past them and to the couch. "Air Whip tried to as-" 
"Where is she?" I asked, sitting down. 
"We don't know," the mare said. 
"What do you mean you 'don't know'?" I asked, flying off the couch and landing right in front of them, threateningly. 
"We haven't seen her! She left one night and when we woke up, she was gone!" The mare explained further. 
I smirked and asked, "How does it feel to have both your foals abandon you?" 
They they lowered their heads to the ground, and I got my answer. "How long ago was it?" I asked. 
"A month," the stallion said, his eyes never leaving the floor. 
I left without another word and slamming the door behind me. I scheduled a month 'vacation' from work to go look for Air Whip with Fluttershy, after explaining the situation. She left her animals to be taken care of by Applejack, I didn't know her back then, nor did I care to, my sister was missing. A month later and no success. I had no clue where she was! I became depressed. I blamed myself for leaving her alone, for not caring about her enough to take her with me. Fluttershy tried to care for me, she even moved in with me in my cloud house above Ponyville. She fed me, bathed me, took away anything that might have harmed me, listened to me when I cried, she was my rock. It took about five months before my depression ceased enough to let Fluttershy trust me by myself. I still came to her when I had a really bad day though.  
But that was around the time the Summer Sun Celebration was and I had Nightmare Moon to worry about. My friends helped me with my depression, and none of them knew that but Fluttershy. I still felt awful for not knowing where my sister was, but I wasn't as depressed as I was. My fears about Air Whip were shattered the day after the whole mess with Hoity Toity. I was walking through the town square with Rarity and Fluttershy laughing about the night before, when I casually looked to the right of me. I don't know why, but I'm glad I did! A Pegasus mare with a bright yellow pelt and a dark blue curly mane and my magenta eyes to match. "Oh, Celestia," I muttered. Fluttershy, sensing my body language turned to see what I was staring at. 
"Is that her?" she whispered in my ear. I ignored her. 
"Air Whip!" I shouted. And the mare turned to my direction. 
She ran towards me, at first excited and happy, but then she turned angry and heart broken. She spit in my face. "A year, Rainbow Dash. You left me alone with those ponies for a year!" 
"Air, I-" 
"It's Air Whip to you, Rainbow Dash! You lost the right to call me that after leaving without me." 
"Air Whip, please, give me a chance to talk about things with you!" 
"No, Rainbow Dash. I don't need to know what you're going to say because I know that you'll just tell me what I want to hear, not the truth." 
"But it is the truth! You have to trust me. 
"I did trust you. I'm here to visit my friend Derpy. But if you want to talk, ask around for me in Dodge Junction when I get back." 
She walked past me, and I started to cry. I know she heard me, and I know she didn't care. As I was crying, a wing wrapped around me, and in my state of hysteria I thought it was Air Whip. It was Fluttershy instead. Rarity, who had been silent during the entire exchange and the one outsider asked, "What just happened?" as timidly as she could. But Fluttershy must have glared at her into silence because no more was said on the matter. Fluttershy was the one that helped me home as well, and laid me in my bed like all those times when she lived with me. 
~~~
Today is my first attempt at contacting my sister since we 'talked' in the town. I took a train because I didn't know how to get here by flight. I asked around the town, and was told here is the house my sister lives in. I knock three times before the pony on the inside opens the door, shame and regret on her face. "Rainbow, you know I-" she tries to say, but I cut her off with a hug. She hugs back. It's a good forty five minutes before either of us begins to let go. "It's good to see you, Rainbow Dash," She says. She lets me in. 
"So, how did you do it?" I ask, genuinely curious.
She blinks, "Do what?" she asks, shutting the door behind me. 
"Leave," I state. 
"Oh! It was easy, I don't know why I didn't think of it when we were foals, I just snuck out the door!" 
"Where you okay on the cloud?" 
"A little wobbly at first, because of the unbalance of my wing, but I figured it out quickly." 
"I always knew you were smart." 
"Yeah, well, one of us has to!" 
"Hey!" 
Well, I am the main reason you graduated, am I not?" 
"Mom and Dad helped a little." 
"But I'm the one that helped you study for those big exams." 
"Did they actually teach you anything while cooped up in that house?" 
"No, I always just kind of knew stuff. They were too busy to pay any attention to me." 
Air Whip walks to the kitchen and opens her fridge. "Want anything?" she asks. 
"Water would be nice," I respond. 
"You know what the most interesting part about being in the world is?" she asks. 
"What?" I muse. 
"Every pony looking at me like I'm crazy when I say I'm the sister to the Element of Loyalty's sister," she says opening a water bottle and walking across the room to give it to me. 
"Well, you're the one who taught me how to be loyal," I explain. 
"That's what I say, and then they look at my wing and shake their heads in disbelief," she says. I look angry, and I'm about to ask about the punks who dared to discriminate against my sister, when she says, "Chill, Rainbow, I'm excited about their reactions! It might sound strange to you, but it's refreshing to have ponies scoff at me who aren't my parents!" 
"I guess that can be true," I say, sipping my water. "Any way, let's walk around the town! I haven't seen it yet, and I'm sure you are tired of being inside a house all day," I explain, getting up and putting down my water.  Air smiles and nods, I know her so well. 
I walk to the door and open the door, letting my little sister walk out before me. I close the door, and walk down the five steps to the ground. We walk around town, and Air Whip points out everything that she likes to do. Like run form the post office to the end of town, and sit in the park, away from the trees and fall asleep in the open. She loves being free, something that I could never give her and wish I had. She has made many friends too like Brooke Creek, Glow Belle, Eye Candy, and Golden Chariot. All Earth Ponies, all super smart. I never mention my depression to her, I never mention my break down in town, I never mention visiting our parents, and we never speak of her foal-hood. Why would I bring anything like that up? She's truly happy. Back then she was optimistic, sure, but she was never truly happy. Now, she is both. 
Her friends are even helping Air find her cutie mark! "When I saw her blank flank, I was just heart broken, so I decided to bring all our friends together to do something about it!" Golden Chariot says, and I nearly burst into happy tears. 
"I really like it here, Rainbow. I am finally free!" 
"I can see that, Air Whip! Please, if you need anything, just write to me and I will be here." 
"I will, please visit me as soon as you can!" 
"I will. You too, okay, Air?" 
"As long as you're not too busy saving the world or something," she chuckles. 
"I'm never too busy for you, Air Whip!" I say. 
She wraps her left wing around me as we wait for the train. "Take care of yourself, Air Whip," I say. 
"You too, Rainbow," She says, tearing a little bit. 
I look to her friends Eye Candy, Golden Chariot, and Brooke Creek. "Take care of her, and make sure she's happy." They nod at the weight of the statement. I don't think Air Whip ever told them about her past, but they all know how important living here means to her. They now know that her sister would not hesitate coming back here and yell at them for making her sister cry, at least yelling would be the least harmful thing I'd do. The train pulls up to the station and I step on, but not before I hug my sister goodbye. 
Our visit has been refreshing and nice. On the way home, I think of her life, from the first day I met her on that summer's afternoon, to just now. "She made it," is all I can think. "She made it," I repeat. "She. Made. It." Tears of joy fall down my face. At first, one at a time, but soon multiple at once. Air Whip made it. Her life growing up was rough, and not nice, but I did my best and she did her best, and she has turned into an amazing young mare. She made it. The thought of it just excites me! 
But still, I am sad that I couldn't do this for her sooner. In Equestria it is legal for a pony of seventeen to move out of their parents' house because they have their cutie marks by then, so I should have just turned seventeen and just left with Air. I walk off the train and all of my friends greet me home. I still ponder on this thought even long after I walk into my house. Guilt settles into my stomach as I fall asleep and dream of worlds of 'what if?' The next morning, I don't go into work and instead I look at the picture of Cloudsdale Air Whip drew the day I told her about the parents. I stare at it for hours. Every crease, wrinkle, crayon marking, but especially, I take special notice of the little yellow and blue filly in between the yellow and pink one and the blue and Rainbow one. 'What if' swims in my head over and over again like a pony taking laps in a lake. 'What if' this, or 'what if' that, even though I already know that it could never happen because I was too much a coward to do anything, but still those two words are in my head and they won't go away. 
'What if', 'what if', 'what if, ''what if', 'what if', 'what if',' what if', 'what if'... "What if..."
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