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Flash Sentry really needs to watch his words.  Particularly when talking to certain individuals.
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Lieutenant Flash Sentry was locked in the bathroom.
It was not the first time he had chosen that particular method of conflict avoidance, but it was the first time he had locked himself into Celestia’s private bathroom.  With Celestia standing outside.
The Princess of the Sun gave Shining Armor a brief nod as he galloped up to her, skidding the last few yards along the slick granite tiles of the castle until he stood at perfect attention.  His armor was slightly misaligned and the mane that stuck out from under his helm frazzled, indicating that the Prince and Princess of the Crystal Empire had been otherwise occupied in the guest quarters when ‘the event’ had happened.
And the trigger of the event was locked in Celestia’s bathroom.
“Captain,” said Celestia, quite firmly establishing the context of their meeting as Princess-to-Subordinate instead of Kindly Aunt-to-Beloved Nephew-In-Law.
“Your Highness,” said Shining Armor with only the slightest hesitation.  “You sent for me?”
“Lieutenant Sentry is within,” said Celestia, not looking at her bathroom door in the slightest.  “It is Our desire that your subordinate be without shortly, and this incident resolved.”
Silence stretched across the corridor.  The obvious incident that he had passed on his way here was not mentioned.  The fact that Shining Armor was married to Celestia’s niece was not even hinted at.  There was no indication of Celestia’s mood at all, which he had learned was an indicator of alicorn peeved-ness on its own.
He hazarded a brief nod.  It seemed to do the trick, because Celestia started speaking again in slow, measured words, much as if she were describing the motions of the heavenly body which she manipulated every day, and was currently considering an alternate use for.
“We shall return to the Day Court to reassure the various ponies who will be distraught by the appearance of a second mountain outside of our home.”
“Yes, Ma’am.”  Shining Armor saluted again and remained silent, but his unasked question got answered anyway.
“You shall deal with… him,” said Celestia, turning to proceed down the hallway at her regular sedate pace.  After several steps had taken her almost to a corner, she called back over her shoulder, “Princess Twilight Sparkle will undoubtedly be here soon.  She deserves an explanation.”
Shining Armor waited until the sounds of golden hoof-boots on granite tiles had died out completely, then gently tapped on the bathroom door.
“Occupied!  Busy!  Nopony here!” 
Shining Armor tried his best to control his temper.  This was not an Angry Problem.  If it were, Celestia’s bathroom door would be smoldering cinders, and Shining Armor would be looking for a new pegasus trainee for the Crystal Guard.  This was a Talky Problem, and worse, it was a Brother Problem, so he could not pass it on to Cadence, no matter how much he wanted.
“Flash.  Get out here.  Now.”
There was the sound of flushing, and the tap-tap-tap of Royal Guard shoes as Flash Sentry moved up to the door, then a long silence instead of the latch being moved.  “Sir,” asked Flash hesitantly, “Am I in trouble?”
Flash Sentry, High King of the Understatement.  Thank the stars he didn’t go into the Public Affairs office.
“Yes and no,” said Shining Armor.  “Not in so many words.  Now, come out of there.”
“Yes, sir.”  There was the faint scratching noise of a latch being moved, then another silence.  “Is she gone, sir?”
“Oh, she’s gone, all right.  Princess Celestia has gone back to Day Court.”
“Is she… angry?”  The door opened, and Flash Sentry stuck his nose out just a little for a peek.  His face was a study in frazzled concern, with his big blue eyes wide and a little tuft of mane sticking out from where he had jammed his helmet back on without looking.
“Princess Celestia does not get angry.  She gets concerned.  In the absolute worst case, she gets upset, and starts to use the Royal We.”
“Oh.”  Flash Sentry glanced over his shoulder into the bathroom.  “If she really had to go, she could have just said—”
“Not wee,” corrected Shining.  “You’re in far more trouble than just intruding into the Princess Celestia’s Private Peeing Spot.  Celestia can forgive about anything.  My sister, though…”  Shining Armor took a deep breath and used his magic to tuck that little outsticking-tuft of Flash’s mane up into his helmet so it would stop bothering him.  “Let’s take a walk.”
“Yes, sir.”  Lieutenant Sentry fell into step alongside Prince Armor with the measured tread of training, which was not exactly what Shining had in mind.  It was only made worse when the young goofball added, “Am I fired, sir?”
“Not a chance.  You’re not getting out that easy, Flash.”  Shining forced himself to breathe normally while they walked, but he eventually had to ask, “So, what exactly happened?”
“Oh, it was just a misunderstanding, sir,” gushed Flash as the floodgates vanished from behind his mouth.  “I’m sure it will all be cleared up shortly and we’ll all laugh about it.  Really, nobody will even know it happened in a few months.  Ha, ha?”
Shining Armor did not have to say a word.  He just kept walking down the corridor.
“Well, sir,” started Flash with enough facial contortions that it looked vaguely as if he had a bad case of Face Fleas.  “I was talking with Discord—”
“Stop.”  
Shining Armor closed his eyes and counted through the first twenty primes.  He had started using Twilight’s calming process when faced with the Eager Young Cadet that Flash had been, added a few more prime numbers when he had graduated into Eager Young Royal Guard status, then reached the full twenty when Flash had volunteered for the Crystal Guard.  If it had not been for those big blue eyes being so similar to the face that looked back at him from the mirror every morning, Shining could have been a lot more stern with the youngster.  As it was, every time he admonished Flash, it still felt like he was kicking a puppy.
He turned and headed down a different corridor, going up and down the castle stairs until they emerged onto a wide balcony.  The Royal Chariot Landing Pad (Sunrise Side) provided a good view of Canterlot’s newest and hopefully temporary landmark, which Flash could not bring himself to look at.  They walked forward to the reception area, then Shining Armor sat down while Flash crouched with his wings ready for takeoff.
They shared a moment of silence before Flash asked in a hopeful tone of voice that sounded just almost like begging, “Are you wanting me to fly back to the Crystal Empire while you talk with your sister, sir?”
“No sirs, please.  Let’s just be informal for a while until my sister shows up.”  Shining Armor took off his helmet and sat it to one side.  “Sit down and take a load off, Flash.”
“Are you sure you don’t want me to fly back to the Crystal Empire?” asked Flash with one quick glance at the top of the new mountain.
“Positive.”  Shining patted the ground.  “Sit.”
Flash sat.
"Look dude."  Shining Armor put a hoof on Flash Sentry's back.  "You gotta learn to be more specific.  Watch your words.  Not just with ponies.  Particularly when dealing with Discord.  He's smarter than you are."  
The unspoken thought about how that was a low bar echoed around the parapets of the castle, making Flash only tense up more, and his words came out in short bursts.  “I like Twilight.  You know I do.  You haven't sent me to count penguins.  Or broken me in half.  Yet.”
“And I won't.”  Shining Armor took a deep breath and looked up at the mountain.  “She's a big mare.  A princess.  If anypony is going to break you in half, she will.  And after this…”
“I had the best of intentions,” admitted Flash.  “Doesn’t that count?”
“Eeeeeyyyeeeaahh,” admitted Shining, ever so reluctantly for fear of encouraging the easily encouraged idiot.  “That’s why I think she’s not going to break you in half, or banish you to the moon, or break you in half and banish you to the moon.”
“Do you think flowers would help?  I can get flowers,” suggested Flash, only to cringe back at Shining’s skeptical glance.  “Not the ones she’s allergic to.  Again.”
“See, you’re thinking ahead,” said Shining Armor.  “That’s a good sign.  It shows there’s a brain cell or two in that thick skull of yours.  The immediate problem I see is once my sister gets done gliding down from the mountain, the last thing she’s going to want to see is you hiding behind a bouquet of red roses.”
“Yellow roses,” corrected Flash.  “They’re her favorite.  Except the thorns get stuck in her teeth.”
“Yeah.”  The two stallions sat next to each other for a while, contemplating the mountain.  Or more correctly, contemplating the new mountain, and the tiny purple speck far above which was descending in their direction.  “So have you thought about what you’re going to say, Flash?  Just let me hear it for practice’s sake.”
With a quick ruffling of his wings, Flash Sentry stood up, swallowed, and spoke in a low, comforting voice.  “Princess Twilight Sparkle, I just wanted you to know that this is not my fault—”
“No.”  Shining Armor put a hoof against his forehead.  “Oh, stars no.  They’ll have to scrape you up with a stick and a spoon.  Don’t you have any sense of self-preservation at all?”
“Yes?”  Flash gave him a long look, then sat back down.  “I thought I did.”
“Repeat after me.”  Shining Armor took a deep breath.  “I’m sorry.”
“I’m sorry,” echoed Flash.
“It’s all my fault and I promise never to ask Discord for anything ever again.”
“It’s all my fault and…”  Flash thought for a moment, or at least looked as if he were thinking. “What about—”
“No,” said Shining Armor.
“No?  But—”
“No,” said Shining Armor again, only more forceful.  “I know Discord’s reputation.  I know my sister.  Do you want the spoon?  I can assure you, they’re getting the spoon ready right now, and a teeny-tiny jar to put your mortal remains into.”
Flash Sentry shook his head vigorously, making what little of his mane stuck back out from under his helmet fly around.  “It’s all my fault and I promise never to ask Discord for anything ever again.”  More traces of unwelcome thought made themselves evident in Flash’s thoughtful frown.  “What if she asks—?”
“Repeat that first phrase,” said Shining Armor.  “I’m sorry.  Over and over and over, even after you think you don’t need to.  Then tomorrow, after she’s simmered down a little and we get Discord to—” Shining waved a hoof at the mountain and bit his bottom lip “—un-Discord that, you can try flowers.  I’ll give you the name of a good florist who can de-thorn about a wagon full of ‘em.  And I’ll send Cadie over to soothe her ruffled feathers.  Oh, and chocolate will help.”
Flash nodded.  “How much chocolate should I bring to Twilight?”
“Bring?”  Shining Armor gave him a very dry look.  “Send.  You will be helping me foalsit Flurry Heart.  You will be very attentive, you will remember every spoon of mashed peas she smooshes into your mane and every scorch mark she leaves on your armor.  You will sing to her so she goes to sleep and you will stand watch over her crib as Keeper of the Royal Binkie for as many hours as Cadence needs to save your life over at Twilight’s castle.  And when the foalsitting is over, if you survive, you will write your experience down and memorize it so when Twilight asks, you will be able to recite her niece's every cute little nose-wrinkle and magical blast that knocked you across the room.”
“Oh.”  Flash brightened up.  “Twilight really likes foals.  Someday—”
“Finish that sentence,” said Shining Armor in a low, gravelly growl, “and I’ll go get that spoon.”
Flash Sentry swallowed, then looked up at the much closer purple figure gliding in their direction.  “Apologize.  Take the blame.  Shut up.  Got it.”
“Lesson taught.”  Shining Armor finally smiled and put his helmet back on.  “I was starting to worry, Lieutenant Sentry.  I absolutely hate going to military funerals.”
“There’s just one thing I have to know,” said Flash in an inquisitive tone of voice that wiped away Shining Armor’s smile.  “All I asked for was all the time in the world with Twilight.  How could I have known that Discord would have done… that?”  He gestured at the huge mountain of thyme stacked up next to the city of Canterlot.
“Flash.”  Shining Armor gave him one last pat on the shoulder, then stood up to leave.  “Good luck.  You’re going to need it.”
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My favorites from the comments in the writeoff: 
“too baka to live, too kawaii to die,” - Icenrose
Genre: Flash Sentry Scores A Lot of Weed - CoffeeMinion
There were a few suggestions that the second mountain should get a scent.  The only problem I have with that is the story stinks enough already.  (ducks for cover)
Generally, I could probably spend quite some time doing a gradual reveal of the mountain, the scent, and the contents, but I was thinking the *smack* at the very end works better that way.


	images/cover.jpg





