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		Description

Set one month after the end of Heaven't Not Too Far Away, this story is about Twilight and Flash's first major relationship problem.  Also, later on, two people get married.
I'm sorry this description is terrible, but I can't think of any better way to describe it without spoiling the story.[image: :twilightsheepish:]
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		Chapter 1:  Crisis of Faith


			Author's Notes: 
So, it turns out that when you start expressing one of your vulnerabilities as a Christian in story form, you start wanting to write about the rest of them.  [image: :twilightsheepish:]  Yeah.  In particular, this chapter was inspired by what I'd like to call my two biggest faith-weakeners, my fear of loneliness and my fear of looking foolish.  I'll leave it to you guys to figure out who represents what.
Also, I am very well aware that plenty of you are going to be up in arms with what I am about to do to this ship.  Just calm down and read the next chapter when you're done.
Also, I'm addressing this next part to Foxhelm specifically because he was the only one who commented on it back when I wrote "Good Enough."  So, I did my research on the Methodist church, and other than some differences in organization and traditions and a few theological nitpicks, I don't see why I shouldn't make Twilight and her family Methodists.  I mean, okay, the Methodist church is kind of divided over current social issues, but you can honestly say that about most Christian denominations nowadays.  It's not right, but it's how it is, and that's all I'm going to say about the matter in this particular medium.  [image: :ajbemused:]  Besides, the Methodist church has made significant contributions to American and Christian history, and I don't see anything wrong with wanting to honor that.



Late one Friday afternoon, Flash Sentry’s doorbell rang.
“I’m coming,” Flash’s grandmother got up from the living room and opened the door.  She broke out into a wide smile when she saw who was at the other side.
“Twilight, Cadance,” Grandma Birdie greeted, pulling them each into a hug.  “Come in, come in.  It’s always great to see you.”
Flash was upstairs, having just gotten dressed after a shower, when he heard someone call his girlfriend’s name.  His heart leapt as he rushed out of the bathroom and down the stairs.  He found Twilight seated at the dining room table with her future sister-in-law while his grandmother brought out drinking glasses and a pitcher of iced tea from the kitchen.
“Hey, Flashy, look who’s here,” said Grandma.
“Yeah, I saw,” he replied, awkwardly rubbing the back of his neck.  “Umm, hi.”
“Hi,” Twilight said to him before looking away from him as a light blush bloomed on her face.
“Well, don’t be a stranger.  Get over here,” Cadance motioned to him.  “Have a seat.”
Flash chuckled nervously as he pulled out a chair and seated himself next to Twilight.  “So, what brings the two of you here?”
“What?  Do friends need a reason to visit their friends?”  Cadance’s remark got a laugh out of Grandma Birdie while Twilight just rolled her eyes.
“That being said,” Twilight added, giving Cadance a pointed look, “we actually do have a reason for coming here.”
Cadance shook her head in amusement as she pulled out a crisp, white envelope from her bag and presented it to Grandma Birdie.
“I’M HOME!” a young male voice called out as the front door slammed open.  A 13-year-old boy who looked a lot like a younger Flash came into the kitchen.
“Hi, Grandma.  Hey, Bro,” the boy said before taking notice of who else was in the room. “And other people who don’t normally live here.”
“Hun, do you have to come in so dramatically?” Grandma scolded her youngest grandson.
“How was I supposed to know we had guests over today?” First Base meekly replied as he pulled up a chair and took a seat.
Grandma just shook her head and continued, “Well, never mind that.  Cadance just handed me this envelope, and I was just about to open it.”
“Well, what are we waiting for?  Open it.”
With that, Grandma began to carefully tear open the envelope.  Once the top fold was cleanly torn through, she pulled out what looked like a pale pink card.
Grandma read it silently to herself before exclaiming, “Oh! It’s a wedding invitation for yours and Shining Armor’s wedding.”
Cadance nodded and smiled as Grandma Birdie passed the invitation to her grandsons.  “We had already sent out invites to friends and co-workers after we got engaged. With Twilight and Flash dating and the two of us hitting it off over Christmas, I thought we’d extend an invitation to you guys.”
“That’s very sweet of you, and we’d love to attend,” Grandma said.  “We just have to check if we’re all free on that day.  Thank you very much.”
“You guys go to the baby-drowning church?” Base remarked as he read where the wedding ceremony was to take place, causing his older brother to choke on his iced tea and everyone else at the table to glare at him with a mix of sternness and confusion.  “What?  Ms. Larkspur said it first.”
Twilight looked to Flash for an explanation.
“Gossipy old church lady,” her boyfriend said to her before turning to his brother with a deep frown, “who we aren’t supposed to be repeating stuff from.”
Cadance laughed in response.  “We have one of those at our church, too.  Her name’s Ms. Pickets.  She says all sorts of terrible things about the other churches in town too. By the way, Birdie, which church do you guys attend?”
“Canterlot Baptist,” Grandma replied, “but honestly, we don’t really force ourselves into any single denomination.  As far as we’re concerned, we’re just Christians plain and simple.”
“So, you don’t have any qualms about your grandson dating a Methodist?”
“Oh, none at all.  As long as my grandbabies end up with good, God-fearing Christian girls who treat them well, I’ll be happy.”
“Oh, that’s good.  Ms. Pickets might have some disagreements with you on that issue, but let’s not talk about her.”
With that, the two women let out a laugh and continued to enjoy the refreshments and each other’s company.  However, Twilight began to fidget uncomfortably in her seat and nervously bite her lip.
“Um, Grandma Birdie, i-it’s not going to be a problem if, hypothetically speaking, Flash or Base end up dating a girl who isn’t a Christian, is it?” Twilight asked, twiddling her fingers.
“Of course, it’s going to be,” First Base interrupted.  “She, Grandpa, and Mom have been pushing us to bring home good, God-fearing Christian girls ever since our parents split.”
Twilight cringed involuntarily.
“Now, hun, I can speak for myself.  Thank you very much,” Grandma once again scolded First Base before answering Twilight.  “Right now, I don’t think First Base is ready to be thinking about dating just yet.  As for Flash, well, he’s at an age where I can’t exactly make him do what I say anymore, but if he wants my advice and opinion on the matter, I’d say he shouldn’t settle for anything less than a God-fearing Christian girl.  If there’s anything my late husband and I have learned from our parents that we’ve tried to pass on to our kids and grandkids, it’s that God is the only thing that holds us together through the good and the bad and that your faith in Him is the one thing that you never compromise on.”
Twilight once again bit her lip as she felt her heart sinking inside her.
“Besides,” Grandma Birdie continued, oblivious to Twilight’s discomfort, “being with a good Christian girl would certainly make working out a relationship a lot easier on the boys, especially after what happened to their parents’ marriage.”
“I guess it’s a good thing that Flash got together with Twilight then,” said Cadance, making Twilight internally cringe even more.
“Umm, Flash, do you know where the bathroom is?” Twilight asked Flash.
“Sure,” Flash answered, getting up from his seat. “I’ll take you there.”
Twilight silently sighed in relief as she got up and followed Flash to the downstairs bathroom.  However, when they reached the bathroom, Twilight pushed Flash against the wall and put her hand over his mouth.
“I didn’t really need to go to the bathroom, okay?” she whispered sharply to him.  “Is there anywhere private where we can talk?”
Flash, his eyes wide with surprise, nodded slowly. Satisfied, Twilight released him and followed him to the garage.
“So, what did you want to talk about?” Flash asked as he shut the door to the garage behind them.
“Well,” Twilight looked away from him as she fidgeted where she stood, “this isn’t really easy for me to say, but I didn’t feel right not telling you about it, and look, you can’t tell anyone about this, alright?  Especially not Cadance or my family.”
Flash raised an eyebrow at her as the hairs on the back of his neck stood on end.  He didn’t know where this conversation was going to go, but he had a feeling that he wasn’t going to like it.  Twilight took a deep breath and turned back to face him.
“I’m not a Christian,” she blurted out with her eyes squeezed shut.
“WHA—?” Before Flash could finish that word, Twilight clamped her hand over his mouth and shushed him.
“Just calm down and hear me out, okay?”  Once Twilight felt Flash relax under her grip, she slowly released him.  “Thank you. Anyway, let me clarify.  I might have been a Christian once, but that was years ago.  Now, I’m just in a weird place where I’m not entirely sure what I believe, so I just write my faith or lack of faith or whatever as unimportant and irrelevant and try to ignore it.”
“I’m not sure I’m following you.”
Twilight covered her face with her hands as she groaned in frustration.  “Okay, let’s try it this way.  How old were you when you first became a Christian?”
Flash pressed his lips together in thought before answering, “Four or five, I guess.  What about you?”
“Eight, but that’s beside the point.  Anyway, in all the time, did anything ever happen to make you question your faith?”
“Yes.”  Twilight’s eyes widened at Flash’s answer.  She didn’t know what she expected Flash to say, but she definitely wasn’t expecting that answer.  Flash continued, “It happened when Grandpa got the Alzheimer’s.  My brother and I begged, prayed, and bargained with God that Grandpa would get better, but he just kept getting worse.  One day, I just got so mad that I said, ‘God, if you don’t make my Grandpa better right now, You and I are done, and I’m not going to believe in You anymore.  That’s it.’”
Flash snickered, “I learned two things that day. One, it’s very hard, if not impossible, to the deny the existence of the person you were just talking to.  Two, it’s impossible to win an argument against God.  He doesn’t even have to give an answer, and He’s already won.”
“Wow,” Twilight blinked a few times as she listened to Flash’s story.  “Just wow.”
“So, what about you?”
“Me?  Well,” Twilight once again looked away from him.  She didn’t want to tell him how she lost her faith.  Her story seemed completely laughable compared to what he just told her.
“Go on,” Flash said to her.  Dang!  Why did his voice have to be so soothing?
“Shining Armor failed a class,” she blurted out. “It was eight years ago, and it was his and Cadance’s senior year at Crystal Prep.  It was also Cinch’s first year as principal, and she had brought in this big-shot professor to teach a dual-credit physics class.  Apparently, she had brought in the best of the best or at least the best of all the ones who had time to teach a bunch of high school seniors.  What she didn’t tell anyone was that the professor was a jerk atheist who required his students to renounce any and all beliefs contrary to his in writing or else he would fail them.”
“Aren’t there laws against teachers using threats to force their beliefs on students?”
“Yeah, well, from what I heard from Shining Armor and Cadance, as far as Cinch was concerned, a laundry list of publications and prestigious awards covered a multitude of legal breaches.  Anyway, everyone else in that physics class was okay with going along with the professor’s one requirement, even Cadance didn’t want to risk failing the class.”
“But not your brother?”
“No, according to what I heard from Cadance, Shining apparently slammed his pen onto his desk, stood up, and said, ‘Sir, with all due respect, I’m a Christian, and I will not sign this.’  Shining Armor doesn’t quite remember it that way, but he doesn’t deny doing it either.  Anyway, the professor gave him an ultimatum.  If he wanted to pass the class without signing the paper, he had to make a presentation to the entire class using all the available evidence and arguments to convince them that God existed, and if he got the entire class on to believe him, then he passes.  Okay, back then, debating and public speaking were not part of Shining Armor’s skill set, and they still aren’t.  Despite that, he gave everything he had into researching and presenting his arguments. Cadance and his friends even helped him with the presentation because they felt guilty about signing the paper. Shining Armor gave his presentation and,” Twilight paused dramatically, “only a little over half the class was convinced.  Shining had to drop the class, and it went on his academic record as a zero.  Cadance and his friends tried to stand up for him, but the professor wouldn’t listen.  Cinch wasn’t any help whatsoever, and my mom would have staged a protest if my dad hadn’t gotten her to calm down and think things through before she did anything crazy.”
Twilight studied Flash’s face for any change in his expression, but his expression remained blank, prompting her to continue. “Back when I first believed, I only believed because everyone else in my family did, and I never had a reason to question what we believed until that day.  That day, I also realized that even if what we believed about God was true, I didn’t have any way of proving it or getting other people to believe it, and because of that, other people can and probably will treat me like an idiot for believing in something that I can’t prove, so maybe I was better off not believing.”
Flash blinked at what she had just said.  He opened his mouth to answer, but nothing came out.  He tried a second time and still no words.  Just what was he supposed to say to that?  What did Twilight need him to say to that?
After what felt like a rather long five seconds, he finally asked, “But you didn’t completely stop believing, did you?”
“Kind of hard to when your parents take your family to church every Sunday and you don’t have the heart to tell them that you want to throw your faith out the window,” Twilight replied with a bitter edge in her voice.  “That’s kind of where I’m at right now faith-wise.  If I can even still call myself a Christian, then I’m only one on Sundays and on random occasions when I feel like being one.”
For a while, neither of them said a word. Flash could tell that Twilight was scared, probably scared of what he thought of her.  Twilight probably couldn’t tell, but he was scared too, scared that she was going to ask him the question that he hoped against all reasonable hope that she wouldn’t ask.
“Flash,” Twilight finally said, “I know your grandmother isn’t going to make you break up with me if you don’t want to, but would you actually break up with me over this?”
“DANG IT!” Flash internally screamed as he looked away from her.  Why does this always happen to him?  Why can’t a relationship just once, just once go right for him?  However, despite the turmoil going on in his head, Flash’s heart already knew what his answer was going to be.
He turned to face her again and took her hands into his.  As usual, her hands were cold.  Man, was he going to miss the way they warmed up the longer he held them!
“Twilight,” he began, trying to keep his voice from breaking.  “You know that hurting you is the last thing that I ever want to do, but faith isn’t an issue that’s up for compromise.”
Twilight abruptly pulled her hands out of his.  “This isn’t just because your grandmother is against it, is it?”
Flash grabbed onto her hands again.  “No!  No, this isn’t just about me complying with my Grandma’s wishes.  Well, granted, the last time that I went against her wishes about a girl, the relationship turned out badly, but no, this isn’t just because of Grandma’s advice.”
Flash let go of her and rubbed the back of his neck with his hand.  “Twilight, I know my grandmother is only human, but she is right about one thing. God has been the only thing that has held me and my family together through our best and worst times, and that’s something that I can’t just turn my back on, even for you.”
Twilight looked away from him and nodded.  “I understand.”
“For what it’s worth, I’m not going to break up with you just yet.  I know you’re in a pretty weird place faith-wise, so I’m going to give you a week to work through it.  Just call and let me know what your decision is going to be.”
Twilight once again nodded, her expression unreadable. “Thanks for listening, Flash.”
With that she turned away from him and began briskly walking back to the dining room.  Flash slowly followed her.
“Cadance, we need to go,” Twilight said.
“Go?” Cadance repeated.  “Go where?  What happened?”
“I’ll tell you in the car.  Let’s just head back home.”
Cadance and Grandma Birdie shared a look.  Then, Grandma nodded, “Well, it was nice having you two over.  Feel free to stop by again.”
“Oh, it was our pleasure.  I hope to see you all at the wedding,” Cadance got up and hugged Grandma goodbye before leaving the house with Twilight.
Flash watched them leave from the hallway with a pained expression on his face.  As soon as they had left, he stormed up the stairs, ran into his room, and slammed the door behind him.
“AM I GOING TO BE ALONE FOREVER?!”  Grandma Birdie and First Base heard him scream from upstairs.  Grandma let out a long sigh as she put a hand over her face.
Base rolled his eyes and said, “If this is what falling in love does to a guy, then I’m never falling in love.”
“Base, your aunt will be home in a few minutes. You mind helping her with dinner while I check on your brother?” Grandma asked as she began walking towards the stairs.
“Sure.”

Grandma Birdie knocked on the door of Flash’s room and let herself in.  The first thing that she noticed was that Flash had flopped himself onto his bed with his back towards the door.  The second thing she noticed was that Flash’s plush lion wasn’t in its usual place on the shelf.  That bad, huh?
“Hey, hun, you mind telling me what happened with you and Twilight?”
“I don’t know if I should,” Flash muttered in reply.
“Because Twilight told you not to tell anyone that she wasn’t a Christian?”
“How did you know?” Flash jerked upright and turned to face his grandmother.  As she had deduced, the plush lion was tightly clutched in Flash’s arms.
“I had a feeling that something was off when you didn’t get back as quickly as you should have.  I went to check on you two and overheard the first part of your conversation.  That being said, I’d still like to know the whole story.”
Flash took a deep breath and put a hand over his face.  Then, he told his grandmother about his and Twilight’s entire conversation from the beginning.
“So, I’m giving her a week to figure things out before I actually break it off,” Flash concluded.
“I see,” Grandma nodded.  “So, how are you feeling?”
“Fine,” Flash spat, flopping himself back onto his bed with his back towards his grandmother.
“You sure about that?”
“Yes.”
“Hun, it’s alright to admit that you’re hurting.”
“Even if I’m hurting because I did the right thing?” Flash replied.
“Yes, even then.”
Flash, still lying down, turned to face his grandmother.  “Grandma, I know I did the right thing regardless of how I feel at the moment or what other people might have to say about it, but why did the right thing have to cost me the best girl I’ve ever been in a relationship with?”
“Okay, firstly, you haven’t lost Twilight yet; the week hasn’t even begun.  Secondly, you’ve only been in a relationship with one other girl.  Why are you in such a rush to have a relationship work out anyway? You haven’t even turned 18 yet.  You’ve still got plenty of time to find your forever girl.”
With a groan, Flash once again changed positions. This time he was flat on his back, staring up at the ceiling.  “Well, for starters, a part of me is afraid that when I’m older, I’m going to end up alone and raising someone else’s kids.”
“You mean, like your aunt?”
Flash paused, a thoughtful look crossing his face, “Well, when you put it that way, I guess being a single adoptive parent isn’t a bad way to end up spending my life, but that definitely wouldn’t be my plan A for the future.”  Flash let out a sigh as he ran his hands through his hair, “More importantly, I guess I thought that if I could somehow make a relationship last, I can finally prove to myself that I am a better man than my dad.”
“Oh, hun.”  With a sad face, Grandma Birdie sat herself at the foot of Flash’s bed and sighed.  “You don’t have to prove to anyone, not even yourself, that you’re a better man than your dad.  You already are one.”
“How do you know?”
“Because I’m your grandmother, that’s how,” Grandma Birdie declared with so much authority that not even the obvious gap in logic could dissuade Flash from believing her words as true.  Despite his current mood, Flash found himself smiling at his grandmother’s words.  He wasn’t completely over himself yet, but he was over himself enough to get up into sitting position.
The first thing that caught Flash’s eye as he sat up was his acoustic guitar.  His grandfather had given it to him when he decided that Flash was ready for a big boy’s guitar.  Flash hadn’t completely grown into it yet at the time, but he had been too happy to care. The sight of that old guitar drew out a memory from the recesses of his mind.
“Grandma, you remember that song Grandpa always used to sing to you on your wedding anniversary?” Flash asked.
“Oh, how can I forget?” Grandma replied with a big, nostalgic smile.  “Why do you ask?”
“I just thought of a line from that song.  ‘If we try to leave/May God send angels/To guard the door,’” Flash answered, once again frowning.  “Where were the angels that were supposed to be guarding my parents’ marriage?”
Grandma Birdie’s face fell as she looked to the ground and sighed.  “That’s exactly what your mom asked me when her marriage fell apart.  Poor dear!  That split almost destroyed her.  She nearly threw her faith out the window over it.”
“Really?” Flash’s eyes widened.  “How come I don’t remember this?”
“Because you were seven and your mom was good at hiding it, that’s why.”
“So, how did she get her faith back?”
“A whole lot of time, patience, love, and prayer on mine and your grandfather’s part,” Grandma answered.  “You can go ahead and do the same for Twilight, but I can’t make you any promises about your relationship with her working out.”
Flash recoiled, sputtering, “B-b-but I wasn’t going to—”
“Right, sure, you weren’t,” Grandma quipped sarcastically.  “Now, get up and stop moping around before I worry myself to death over you.”

Meanwhile, Twilight was in the front passenger seat of Cadance’s car, recapping her conversation with Flash.
“So, now, I’ve got a week to decide if I’m a Christian or not.  If I decide that I’m not, Flash will break up with me.  Oh, but I can’t become a Christian just for Flash.  That would be disingenuous, and Flash deserves better than that.  Also, assuming that everything we’ve been taught about God is true, God deserves better than that too,” Twilight ranted, ending with a growl.  “I don’t know what to do or believe, and oh gosh!  I just don’t know.”  How she hated those four words!
Throughout Twilight’s entire tirade, Cadance was just wordlessly driving and listening, her eyes wide and mouth agape.
“That,” Cadance finally uttered, “is a lot to process.”
“I’m sorry, Cadance.  I know I’ve been lying to you and my family and our church for the last eight years, but I didn’t know what else to do, and now, I’m just stuck.”
“And this all began because Shining Armor failed Dual-Credit Physics?”
“Mmm-hmm.”
“And you’re blaming God for Shining Armor failing?”
“My brother risked looking like a fool for Him!” Twilight raged.  “Why didn’t He show up and validate Shining’s faith?  Just why?”
Cadance sighed.  “You know, I asked myself the same thing when that professor failed your brother.  The only answer that I got to that question was that God will do whatever He thinks is best and that He doesn’t answer to me.”
“That’s not an answer,” Twilight muttered bitterly before sighing, “but it’s the best answer I’m going to get, isn’t it?”
“You know, Twilight, I’m curious.  How would you have felt about Flash if he had chosen you over God?”
Twilight just sat there with her mouth hanging open like one struck dumb.  How would she have felt if Flash had made that compromise?
“I,” Twilight began before biting her lip. The only words that wanted to come out of her mouth were her three most hated words in the English language.  “I don’t know.  I don’t know.  A part of me wishes that Flash had chosen me, but at the same time, I think, I think I would have lost a lot of respect for him if he had done that, and the relationship would have been in trouble anyway.”
“You did want a guy with principles this time around.”
“And now, I can end up losing him because of those principles.  Great,” Twilight groaned sarcastically.
“Twi, if I’m remembering what you just said to me correctly, you told Flash that you thought that you’d be better off not believing, correct?” Cadance asked.
“Yes.”
“Do you still think that?”
Once again, silence fell on the two young ladies as Twilight nervously played with her hair, searching her mind for an 
answer.
“No,” she finally answered.  “No, I don’t think that anymore.”
“What made you change your mind?”
Twilight smiled as she answered, “Flash’s family, especially after we hung out with them last Christmas.  They had gone through such a horrible loss, and they were hurting, but they still kept their hearts open to love.  They had a hope and a joy that I just couldn’t understand but still wanted.  If all that was only possible because of God, then maybe I should believe in Him.”
“Well, someone did write once that the best argument for Christianity was Christians.”
Twilight turned and frowned skeptically at Cadance. “You know that same writer also wrote that the best argument AGAINST Christianity was also Christians, right? Within the same paragraph too.”
“Since you’re obviously familiar with that book, then you already know how he ended that paragraph.”
Twilight sighed before quoting, “‘Indeed, there are impressive indications that the positive quality of joy is in Christianity—and possibly nowhere else. If that were certain, it would be proof of a very high order.’”
Cadance chuckled to herself, impressed by Twilight’s ability to memorize texts.  “You know, Twilight, if you’re still feeling salty about what happened to your brother, why don’t you talk to him about it?  I know he probably didn’t show it, but he was probably just as shaken as you were.  You might not get the answers that you wanted to find, but maybe you’ll find the ones that you need.”
“I guess it wouldn’t hurt to look into a bit more,” Twilight shrugged.  The two of them spent the rest of that car ride without saying another word until Cadance pulled up in front of Twilight’s house.

Later that night after Twilight and her family had dinner together, she knocked on the door of her brother’s room.  “Hey, BBBFF.  Can I come in?”
“Sure, Twily.  Come on in,” her brother replied.
Twilight entered the room to find her brother busily putting many of his belongings into boxes.
“Getting ready to move out for after the wedding?” Twilight asked with a small smile.
“Yeah,” Shining replied.  “I’ll be honest with you.  As excited as I am about starting a new life with Cadance, I’m also nervous. I mean, so much is going to end up changing.”
Twilight nodded before her smile slowly faded. Her brother seemed so happy looking forward to the future.  Did she really want to ruin that by bringing up the past?  How was she even supposed to ask what she wanted to ask?
“So, Twily, what’s eating ya?” Shining Armor asked her.
“Oh, yeah,” Twilight muttered as she hugged herself, “umm, it’s just that, well, uh…”  Oh, come on!  Just get it out!  “Look, it’s really hard for me to talk about this, but…”  Twilight turned away from her brother as she covered her face with her hands.
Seeing his sister’s distress, Shining Armor stopped what he was doing and sat down on his bed.  “Come over here,” he motioned for Twilight to sit next to him. Twilight did what she was told, and Shining Armor turned her to face him.  “Just tell me what you need to tell me.”
Twilight took a deep breath and asked, “Shining, do you remember that class you failed in high school?”
“Dual-Credit Physics, yeah.  Why?”
“Well,” Twilight began, “was not signing that paper worth risking looking like an idiot and then failing anyway?”
Shining Armor was taken aback by his sister’s question. What exactly was going on here? “Yeah, I would say it was worth it. That being said, I was still pretty mad about failing.”
“Mad at who?”
Okay, something was definitely going on.  “A lot of people.  I was mad at the professor for being a pushy jerk.  I was mad at Cinch for being totally unhelpful. I was even mad at myself for not making a better argument.”
“Were you also mad at God?”
Shining Armor raised an eyebrow at that question before realization slowly set in.  So, that’s what was going on.  “I’ve never told anyone besides Cadance and the pastor, but yeah.  Yeah, I was mad at God, mad that I risked everything for Him and He didn’t show up like I wanted.”
“Are you still mad at Him?”
Shining Armor pressed his lips together sternly. “Twily, before I answer that, I want to know.  What is all this really about?”
Twilight turned away from her brother.  “Please don’t tell Mom and Dad.”
“No promises.”

One recap of two separate conversations later, Shining Armor was staring at Twilight with the same dumbfounded expression that Cadance had earlier.  “That is a lot to process.  Why didn’t you tell anyone sooner, like eight years sooner?”
“I, I, I, I don’t know,” Twilight admitted. “I guess I was worried that you and our parents would get mad if I told you guys about it.”
“Twily, remember back when you were six and the Sunday school teacher got upset with you because you kept asking her questions that she didn’t have answers to?”
“How can I forget?” Twilight scoffed.  “She told me if I didn’t stop asking questions God was going to send me to Hell.”
“And Mom got so mad that if Dad hadn’t gotten the pastor involved, she would have given that lady a beatdown,” Shining Armor added.  “Afterwards, she and Dad sat down and worked through your questions with you.”
“I still remember what they said whenever I asked a question that we didn’t have answers to,” Twilight smiled.  “‘Twily, some questions don’t really have answers, and when that happens, we need to be okay with not knowing things.’  I remember that I had a lot of trouble accepting that last part, and I still do, but I really appreciated that they took the time to help me understand.”
“And knowing them, they’ll want to help you understand what you’re going through now.”
“Well, I answered your questions,” Twilight said plainly.  “Now, you answer mine.  Are you still mad at God?”
“No,” Shining answered.  “That’s the short answer.  I’m guessing you want the long one.”
Twilight shot her brother a look that said, “Brother, have you not met me?”
“When I failed that class, I bowed out as graciously as I could, but as soon as I was alone, I drove myself to Stardust Point and screamed, ‘What gives?!  I needed You to show up in that presentation!  Where the heck were You?!’”
“That,” Twilight hesitantly uttered, “doesn’t sound like you.”  What exactly was it about Stardust Point that made it the perfect place to scream in anger from?
“That’s because I’ve never let you see me get that mad.”
“So, did you get an answer, or did you just scream all your anger out?”
“Oh, I got an answer alright.  I heard it as clear as day,” Shining chuckled.  “‘I’m still here, aren’t I?’”
Twilight’s mouth dropped open, and her eyes widened. “Okay, what is it with you and Cadance getting your prayers answered with non-answers?”
“Do you have a better answer?”
Twilight quickly shut her mouth and shrugged. “Good point.”
“Twily, listen to me,” Shining wrapped an arm across his sister’s shoulders.  “As painful as that experience was, I don’t regret refusing to sign that paper.  I know that I did the right thing regardless of how I felt afterwards or what other people had to say about it.  The right thing might have cost me a perfect academic record, but it was worth it.”
Twilight didn’t say anything but instead merely wrapped her arms around her brother and pressed her face against his chest.  “Shiny, I still don’t know what to do.  I want to believe again, but I’m scared.”
“Of?”
“What if, what if I have to make the same risk that you did?  What if I end up looking stupid in the eyes of the world?”
Shining Armor bit his lower lip.  His sister was not going to like his answer to those questions.  “So, what if you do?”
“Shining!” Twilight cried, pulling away.
“Twily, I know you hate looking like an idiot almost as much as you hate not knowing things.  I know, I know.  But,” Shining Armor sighed, “do you really mean to tell me that your intellectual pride is worth turning your back on the God who suffered, died, and conquered Death for you?”
Now, it was Twilight’s turn to start biting her lip. “Well, when you put it that way, no.”
“Then, what’s stopping you?”
For a while, neither of them said anything. Then, Twilight threw her arms around her brother and gave him a peck on the cheek.  “Thanks for listening, BBBFF.”

Later that night, Twilight stood next to her bed, staring at it apprehensively.  All she had to do was kneel down next to it and pray.  Simple.  Her parents and brother had shown her how to do it plenty of times as a child, and she’s done it plenty of times on her own since then.  The fact that she hasn’t done it in eight years shouldn’t be stopping her from doing it, so why was it?
Twilight could remember the child-like innocence that she once offered her prayers with.  Her prayers were simple back then, mostly consisting of “Please give me an A on my math test” or “Thank you that I got to play with Cadance today” or “Please let kids like Mommy’s new book” or “Thank you that we didn’t have quesadillas for dinner tonight.”  Sometimes whenever she finished praying, she’d get this strange feeling that someone was in the room with her.  Looking back on those moments, she couldn’t decide if those sensations were God making His presence known or merely the product of the overactive imagination of a naïve child. Well, only one way to find out.
Twilight took a deep breath and willed herself to her knees.  She folded her hands and took another deep breath.
“Um, hi, God.  It’s me,” Twilight hesitantly began.  “I know it’s been a while, but I’m here now.”
“Don’t know if You are though,” she muttered under her breath.  This is stupid; you’re making a fool out of yourself; get up.  However, before she could even begin to stand up, a memory from earlier came to the forefront of her mind.
“It’s very hard, if not impossible, to the deny the existence of the person you were just talking to,” Flash had said to her that afternoon.  Okay, where did that memory even come from?  She wasn’t even thinking about Flash right at this very moment.  Maybe she should at least finish praying before she jumped to conclusions.
“Anyway,” Twilight continued, “You probably already know why I’m here.  I think, I think I want to believe in You again, but I’m afraid to.  I wish I wasn’t.  I wish I can go back to before I started caring about what other ‘smart’ people thought about You and getting their approval.  I know I can’t go back to being that trusting little girl, but I want to believe the way she used to.”
Twilight started when she felt something wet fall on top of her hand.  She reached up and felt a trail of wetness going down her face.  She hadn’t even realized she was crying.
Twilight inhaled and exhaled again, refolding her hands and continuing, “Also, I know You probably already know this, but there’s a boy involved, so my motives for coming here probably aren’t completely pure. Just thought You need to hear it come out of me.”  Twilight smiled.  “His name is Flash Sentry, and he’s the best guy I’ve ever been in a relationship with. He kind of reminds me of my brother but with better hair, and as far as I know, my brother has never had life as hard as he has.”
Twilight’s face became serious.  “God, I don’t know if I’m allowed to ask for this, but if what I’ve got with Flash doesn’t end up working out, please send him someone better than me.  He deserves it.”
As soon as she finished that last sentence, Twilight felt a few more tears spill out of her eyes.  “Thanks for listening.  Amen.”
As she got up from her knees, Twilight’s eyes widened as she became aware of a feeling growing from somewhere inside of her. It was faint but present.  Her mind, for all its knowledge and learning, couldn’t find any words to adequately describe that feeling.  It felt completely unnatural yet comforting and familiar at the same time.  Okay, there was no way that she could have imagined something like this.

Later that night, Twilight awoke.  She wasn’t startled awake or anything like that.  Her heartbeat and breathing were normal, and as far as she can tell, she didn’t have a nightmare.  She just woke up.
Twilight blinked a few times as she slowly sat up in bed.  She carefully surveyed her surroundings.  Other than the significant reduction in light, her room looked the way it did when she fell asleep.  Spike was curled up in his puppy bed, and none of her belongings had been disturbed. The only disconcerting detail that she was able to perceive was the “2:00” in highlighter yellow numbers on her alarm clock.
She was about to flop back onto her pillows when a thought entered her mind.  “Maybe I should call Flash.”  Why in the world would she want to do that?  When the thought refused to go away, she picked up her phone and unlocked it.
“I better have a good reason for wanting to do this,” Twilight thought to herself as she scrolled through her contacts. When she found Flash’s number, her thumb hovered a bit over the call button before coming down on it.

Meanwhile, Flash was sleeping soundly in his room. Talking with his grandmother had given him a little more peace about his conversation with Twilight, but he was still mildly distressed about it.  You can tell because his plush lion Simba was on the nightstand next to the bed instead of his usual place on the shelf.
Right now, Flash was in the middle a dream where he was parkouring through the rooftops of Paris dressed in a domino mask and a catsuit.  It wasn’t his favorite dream—no, that title would have to go to the one where he was Spiderman—but he quite enjoyed it, nonetheless.  In his dream, Flash was about to leap onto the next rooftop when the sound of his ringtone jolted him out of his dream mid-leap.
He got up with a groan and turned to his alarm clock.  Who could be calling him at 2 in the morning?
Flash rubbed his eyes and answered his phone without checking the caller ID.  “Hello?”
“Um, hi, Flash.”
“Twilight?”  Well, that woke him up.
“Yeah, sorry for waking you.  I just felt like I needed to talk to you about something for some reason.”
“Oh, don’t worry about it.  Uh, what’s up?”
“Flash, I,” Twilight began before pausing, “I’ve decided to believe again.  I mean, coming to that decision wasn’t easy, but that’s the decision that I’m going with.”
Flash’s jaw hit the floor as his heart hit the ceiling. “Wait, what?”
“I’ve decided that I want to be a Christian, and I want to stay that way.”
“Whoa, Twilight.  That’s great.  Umm, so, how are you feeling?”
“Like a just jumped out of a plane.  Don’t laugh, but that’s got to be the most terrifying thing I’ve ever done.  If I’m going to be honest, a part of me is still feeling a little scared.”
“Well, at least you landed where you need to be if you catch my drift.”
Twilight giggled in response before going silent.
“Umm, Twi, you still there?”
“Yeah, I’m still here.” More silence.  “Umm, Flash, even though I’m a believer now, I still have a lot of issues from the last eight years that I still need to sort through, and,” Twilight trailed off before letting out a sigh, “and I think I need to sort them out without you.”
“What do you mean?”
“Flash, I,” another sigh, “I think we need to put our relationship on hold.”
Flash’s eyes widened as he realized, “Are you breaking up with me?”
A long and pregnant pause followed. “Flash, I don’t want to hurt you. Believe me, but I really need to sort out my baggage without getting distracted if you understand what I mean.”
Flash sighed, “Yeah, I understand.  So, are we done with each other, or is this just temporary?”
“Just give me a week.  That’s all I ask.  If we still want to keep the relationship going by then, I’ll call you, okay?”
“I,” Flash began.  “I am oddly okay with this.  I mean, it’s not the direction I thought our relationship was going to go, but I’m okay with this.”
“Okay, I’ll see you in a week then,” Twilight paused. “Hey Flash?”
“Yeah.”
“Thanks.  Thanks for being honest and patient with me, especially for being patient with me.”
“Oh, no problem.  See you in a week.”
“Bye.”  With that the two of them hung up.
Flash lay back and sighed, waiting for sleep to return to him.  Sleep seemed to be taking its sweet time.
After spending a good five minutes staring at the painted stars on his ceiling, Flash turned to the plush lion on his nightstand and asked, “We’ll be back together again by next week, right, Simba?”
Simba just sat there, staring at nothing with his plastic plush toy eyes.
“Yeah, that’s what I thought you’d say.”

	
		Chapter 2:  Worth Fighting For



Next Saturday, Flash pulled up to the event center where the reception for Shining Armor and Cadance’s wedding was to take place with his family in tow.  Grandma Birdie had wanted to pass on a special song to the happy couple as a family wedding gift.  She wished that she could have passed it on to one of her daughters, but by the time the idea occurred to her, Lighty had already gotten married, and at this point in her life, Grandma had already grudgingly accepted the possibility that Flare may never marry.
Birdie had called Cadance earlier this week to ask about gifting her and her fiancé the song.  Not only was Cadance flattered with the idea, but she also wanted to meet up with Birdie to see if the song could be played at the reception.
“Why are Aunt Flare and I coming along again, Grandma?” asked First Base from the back seat.  “I mean, it’s yours and Grandpa’s song, and Big Bro is going to be playing it, so I can see why you two have to be here, but did Aunt Flare and I really have to come with you guys?”
“Yes, you do.  It’s a family gift, and you and your aunt are part of the family,” Grandma answered matter-of-factly.
After Flash parked the car and the rest of the family got out, he went to get his acoustic out from the trunk.  As he bent down, he suddenly felt a weight on his back and somebody covering his eyes.
“Guess who, stud muffin?” a familiar female voiced called out.
Flash sighed in slight annoyance.  “Nice try, Pinkie Pie.”
“Aww,” Pinkie whined as she slid herself off Flash’s back.  “How did you know it was me?”
Flash got his guitar case out of his trunk and turned around.  “One, Twilight would never just randomly piggyback me.  Two, Twilight would never call me stud muffin.  Great job on the impression though.  It sounded just like her.”
“Oh really?” Twilight retorted with her a slight frown as she and the other Rainbooms walked over to them.
Flash smiled at her.  “Hey, Twi.”  He put an arm around his girlfriend and kissed her on the temple.
Twilight giggled as she felt his lips brush against her skin and put her arms around him.  Her and Flash’s dating break had just ended, and she couldn’t be happier to be back in his arms.
When the two of them parted, Flash asked Twilight, “So, how’s wedding planning going, Ms. Maid of Honor?”
“Great.  We still have a few loose ends to tie up, but everything should be ready in time for the wedding next month.  By the way, Cadance tells me that your family wants you to play you guys’ wedding present for her and Shining at the reception.”
“Eh, something like that,” Flash agreed as his family and the Rainbooms made their way to the event center entrance.
Cadance and Shining Armor were waiting for them when they entered the main hall, and Cadance beamed at the sight of them.
“Hey!” the young woman greeted everyone with open arms.  “Looks like everyone is here.”
“Uh-huh, and that means that we can finally get to work on the music arrangement,” Twilight agreed as she took out a clipboard and a stack of folders out of her bag, dropping it on the table with a loud THUD. “Now, why don’t we get started? Who’s going first?”
“I will,” volunteered Rarity, giving Twilight and the soon-to-be-married couple a sheet of paper.  “As you can see, I’ve compiled a positively delightful list of songs for us to cover for the wedding.  I have absolutely no doubt whatsoever that you’ll be wanting one of them for the first dance.”
“‘A Thousand Years,’ ‘Can’t Help Falling in Love,’ ‘Can You Feel the Love Tonight?,’” Twilight read off the list. Suddenly, she stopped, eyes widening. “You put ‘Love is an Open Door’ on your list?”
“Well, I agree that it is questionable, but it could work with the right context,” said Rarity.
“No offense, but I’d rather not have my first or last dance with my wife set to a song about a villainous prince seducing a naïve princess into marrying him,” Shining Armor deadpanned, causing Rarity to scowl.
“The rest of these selections are lovely, but,” Cadance began, “I think a few of these are a little overdone.”
Rarity gasped dramatically, “Overdone?!”
“I mean, they aren’t bad choices, and we wouldn’t mind having one or two of them on the lineup, but Shining and I were looking for something that resonates better with our love story.”
“I’ve got it!” shrieked Pinkie Pie as she somehow pulled a boombox with an mp3 player mounted on it out of her hair.
Pinkie hit the play button and the following song began to play, “Oh don't you dare look back/Just keep your eyes on me/I said you're holding back/She said shut up and dance with me/This woman is my destiny/She said ooh ooh ooh/Shut up and dance with me”
Pinkie hit the pause button and shined a triumphant smile, “Well, what do you think?  Great song, huh?”
She seemed totally oblivious to the utterly confused stares that everyone else was giving her.  Well, almost everyone.  To everyone else’s surprise, Cadance began laughing hard.
“That song actually pretty much sums up what happened at the homecoming dance,” Cadance managed to say between laughs.
“Oh, honey, please don’t start,” Shining Armor pleaded with his fiancée.  However, his pleas fell on deaf ears.
“Okay, so back when we were in high school, Shining Armor and I had developed mutual crushes on each other but didn’t know it at the time.  I had wanted to ask him to the homecoming dance, and he wanted to ask me to the homecoming dance.  Well, I overheard some girls saying that there was a girl that he really wanted to ask to the dance without realizing that it was me, so I ended up agreeing to go to the dance with another guy,” Cadance recounted to a captive audience. “When I arrived at the dance with my date, Shining Armor was there, and you’ll never guess who his date was.”
“Ooh, ooh!” Pinkie squealed.  “Songbird Serenade.  Sapphire Shores.  His mom? Am I getting warmer?”
Cadance giggled a bit before answering, “His date was his friend Poindexter IN A DRESS.”
“WHAT?!” Twilight shrieked as Rainbow Dash, Pinkie Pie, and Cadance burst out laughing.
“What was your friend doing in a dress?” First Base asked Shining Armor in confusion.
“My pals were helping me find a way to get Cadance to notice me, and my friend Gaffer thought that it would be good opportunity to get back at Poindexter for not giving back his replica bat’leth,” Shining Armor explained, which only got Base even more confused.  “Long story.”
“Anyway,” Cadance continued.  “While the rest of his pals were busy distracting my date, I made my way over to Shining Armor and said hi to him.  This was what he said to me.”  Cadance made a series of noises that sounded like a cross between a zombie and a dying animal.  When she finished, all the women in the room were giggling.
“I did not sound like that!” Shining Armor protested.  He probably sounded much worse.
“Anyway, my date and I ended up getting crowned homecoming queen and king, which my date proceeded to rub in Shining Armor’s face in front of the whole school,” Cadance continued.  “Shining Armor had the guts to call him out on what a huge jerk he was being, and his friends and the rest of the school agreed with him, and I told my date in no uncertain terms that I felt the exact same way and spent the rest of the dance with Shining Armor.”
“Oh!  How romantic!” Rarity swooned before her eyes widened in realization.  “Wait.  Does this mean that Pinkie Pie made a more appropriate song selection than me?”
“Pretty much,” Applejack deadpanned, causing Rarity to dramatically sprawl herself on a nearby chair.
“That being said,” Shining Armor objected, “I don’t think I want to be reliving my awkward high school years during our first dance as a married couple.”
“How about our second dance?” Cadance asked, wrapping her arms around her fiancé and pressing herself against him with a flirtatious smile.
Shining Armor glared at Cadance in stern refusal, but little by little, the sparkling amethysts that she had for eyes wore down his defenses.  “Third dance. We’ll have in on the lineup as our third dance, okay?”
Cadance let out another laugh before planting a playful kiss on Shining Armor’s cheek.
“Yuck!” First Base gagged.  His brother elbowed him while shooting him a scolding look.
“Okay,” Twilight said as she finished writing some notes on her clipboard.  “Looks like the song lineup is coming along to a good start.  Now, all I have to do is get the image of my boss in a dress out of my head before I have to go to work next week.”
“By the way, Twily,” Shining Armor said to his sister, “do not tell your coworkers that story.  Poindexter will kill me if he finds out that you know about it.”
“Hey, before we get to work on the rest of the lineup, why don’t we have Flash play us Ms. Birdie’s wedding present?” Cadance suggested before turning to Flash and Base’s grandmother.  “You made it sound really special over the phone, and I’ve been wanting to know what it sounds like.  Your late husband wrote it for one of your anniversaries, correct?”
Grandma Birdie nodded before pushing her oldest grandson forward, “Flashy, you’re up.”
After Flash overcame the shock of suddenly having everybody’s attention, Flash took out his guitar and quickly tuned it. After the guitar had been tuned to his liking, he began to play the opening notes.
“Love is not a place/To come and go as we please,” Flash sang.  “It’s a house we enter in/And then commit/To never leave//So lock the door behind you/Throw away the key/We’ll work it out together/Let it bring us to our knees”
As Flash got closer to the chorus, a memory began to surface.  He tried to push it out of his mind.  He did not want to be thinking of that memory right now, but the memory pushed back even harder.

Two years ago…
Flash was in his living room, playing that same song on that same guitar.  His grandmother was sitting on the couch next to an elderly man with orange-tan skin and silver hair.  His gray eyes stared from behind a pair of wire-rimmed glasses in blank confusion. Grandma Birdie was holding the man’s hand with a loving yet pleading look on her face.  First Base was in the dining room eating a sandwich, and his mother Lantern Heart and Aunt Flare sat with him, sharing a hot beverage together.
“Love is a shelter,” Flash began to sing the chorus, “In a raging storm/Love is peace/In the middle of a war/If we try to leave/May God send angels/To guard the door/No, love is not a fight/But it’s something worth fighting—”
“Flash, stop,” the older man said to him.
“Lionheart, you’re back,” exclaimed Grandma as her face lit up.
“Birdie, where are First Base and the girls?  Get them over here,” Lionheart said to his wife urgently, “There’s something I got to say, and I don’t know how much time I have to say it.”
“Daddy?” Lantern Heart cried as she, her youngest son, and her sister ran into the living room.
“I’m here, Lighty.  Come on.  Get closer. Get closer.”
Lionheart’s entire family gathered around him and waited in anticipation for him to speak.
“First of all, I’m sorry that I haven’t been remembering you like I should, but I want you to know that even though my head can’t remember who you are, my heart still knows that I love you.  Don’t forget that, alright?”
“We won’t, Daddy,” Lighty replied, reaching for and holding onto her father’s hand.  “And we love you, too.”
Then, almost as quickly as it came, the clarity in Lionheart’s eyes vanished as he began looking around in confusion. “What’s going on?  Who are you people?”
Everyone except Grandma Birdie took a few steps back as Grandma began to reassure him, “It’s alright.  Everyone here is on your side.  Nothing to worry about.”

“Bro?  Bro?” First Base called as Flash’s mind slowly began to return from the past. “BRO!”
“Huh?” Flash yelped as his brother struck his shoulder.
“You just spaced out at the end of the chorus. Are you okay?”
“Uh.  Yeah, yeah,” Flash replied as he unstrapped and set down his guitar.  “I, uh, I need a moment.”
Flash took off from the event hall as he felt a familiar pressure building up at the back of his eyes.  No, no, no, no, no.  Not here, not now.  Twilight was about to run after him when Grandma Birdie stopped her.
“Shining Armor, you go talk to him,” Grandma said to Shining Armor.
“Me?  Why me?” the young man protested.
“Because my grandson needs a man-to-man talk, and you’re the only man in this room.  Now, go!”
Shining Armor turned to his fiancée for backup, but she just pushed him towards the door and nodded.  Shining sighed and resigned himself to his fate, grudgingly going after Flash.
“Man, what happened back there?” Rainbow Dash exclaimed.  “I mean, it’s not like the guy to space out in the middle of a performance.”
That’s what his younger brother would like to know. First Base’s face twisted in thought as he tried to fathom what could have upset his brother about the song. Then, his eyes widened.
“Grandma, Aunt Flare, when was the last time that any of us sang that song?” he asked.
“Well, about two years ago when—Oh!” Aunt Flare realized before her forehead wrinkled in worry.  “Oh boy.”

Shining Armor continued in the general direction that he saw Flash running until he was outside of the event center.  He looked to the left and then to the right, but he couldn’t find any sign of Flash anywhere.  Then, his ears caught what sounded like a cross between a cough and a sniffle coming from behind the Rainbooms’ bus.  It was, after all, the biggest vehicle in the parking lot and the easiest one to hide behind.  Shining followed the sound and found Flash hunched over his knees, wiping away his tears furiously with the sleeve of his jacket.
“Hey, kid, you alright?” Shining called out to Flash. Flash looked up with wide eyes before looking away in embarrassment.
“Oh, yeah, I’m fine,” Flash replied, wiping off the last of his tears.  “I just, uh, remembered something.”
“Was it important?”
Flash sighed, “It is to me.”
Shining Armor put a hand on Flash’s shoulder, turning the younger boy towards him.  He gave Flash a nod, urging Flash to continue talking.
Flash let out another sigh and continued, “It was the last time that I ever sang that song.  It was for my grandparents’ anniversary, and it was the last lucid moment that my grandfather had before he died.”
“Oh,” Shining Armor said, blinking in surprise. “I, uh, I didn’t know that.”
“I’d be freaked out if you did,” Flash deadpanned. He felt Shining Armor giving his shoulder a squeeze, prompting him to continue.  “My grandfather could have used that last moment for anything he wanted, and he used it to tell our family that he loved us.”
Flash coughed, trying to hold back the fresh wave of tears that was threatening to come out of him.  Shining Armor awkwardly put his arm around the teen, clapping his hand on Flash’s far shoulder.  Flash looked up at Shining Armor in confusion.  Clearly, Shining’s attempt to comfort Flash wasn’t going very well.
“Go ahead and let it out, kid.  I won’t judge you,” Shining Armor reassured Flash. “Besides, a memory like that is worth spilling a little liquid emotion over.”
Flash nodded as he let a few tears slip out of his eyes.
“Hey, Shining, is it alright if I say something to you?” Flash asked the older man.
“Uh, sure, I guess.”
“Don’t take Cadance for granted.”  Shining Armor looked at Flash in confusion, completely taken aback by what the teenager had said.  “Look, my grandfather wrote a piece of his heart into that song, and Grandma wouldn’t be giving it to you and Cadance if she didn’t think you guys would be able to appreciate that song’s message, which is why I’m begging you. Don’t take your wife for granted, okay?”
Flash’s face had turned serious as he spoke those words.  When he finished, he wiped away the tears that had flowed out of his eyes while he was talking.
Shining Armor could only stare back.  How did this kid who hasn’t even turned 18 yet already know so much about love?  Just how?
“I won’t,” Shining Armor answered, his eyes matching the serious look that Flash was giving him.  However, a small smile slowly began to appear on Shining’s face. Flash would probably never know it, but he had just given Shining Armor a gift, one as precious as his grandparents’ song.  “So, are you feeling okay enough to go back inside, or do you need more time?”
“I’m good,” Flash replied, drying off his face one last time.  “I’m good.”

When Shining Armor and Flash returned to the main hall, everybody had a solemn look on their faces.  No doubt Flash’s family had told Cadance and the Rainbooms what had happened the last time Flash sang that song.  Twilight was the first person to see the two men enter the room.
“Hey, you two,” she greeted them before addressing Flash specifically.  “Are you okay?”
“Yeah,” Flash replied with a smile.  “I’m fine now.”
Twilight couldn’t help but smile back.
“Hun, I think you and Shining Armor need to sit down along with everybody else,” Grandma Birdie said.  “I think it’s time I told you how that song came to be written.”
Flash and his younger brother shared a confused look with each other before turning to Aunt Flare.  By the look she was giving them, she didn’t seem to know the story behind the song either.
“Oh, umm, are we going to have time for a story?” Twilight asked, shuffling through her papers.  “We still have a lot to get done today.”
“I think we have time,” Cadance replied. “Besides, this seems important. If we don’t have time, then we’ll make time.”
Twilight shrugged and neatly set down her papers before turning towards Grandma Birdie.  Flash and Shining Armor sat down and gave Grandma their undivided attention as well.
Grandma let out a breath before beginning her tale. “Lionheart and I fell in love during high school.  Afterwards, he joined the army straight out of high school and got sent to Vietnam, and I waited for him to come back.”  Grandma paused.  “When he did, we were so happy to be together again that we got married as soon as we could. What we hadn’t realized was that being out in the war changed him.”
Grandma Birdie sighed again.  “That first year was the worst.  Lionheart would wake up in the middle of the night screaming.  He would refuse to sleep without a gun under his pillow, and we would get into fights over it.  The smallest thing would send him into a panic, and the worst part was that we just started growing apart without either of us even realizing it.  I tried to put up with it as best as I could, but one day, it all came to a head. I was in the kitchen doing the dishes, and I asked him to run the washer for me.  He loaded it, but he wouldn’t run it, so I got mad at him, and the two of us started shouting at each other.  Finally, he said to me, ‘Maybe you should just leave like your mother did!’”
“What?!” her daughter and grandchildren cried.
“That doesn’t sound like ANYTHING Grandpa would say,” Flash added.
“It sure doesn’t,” agreed Aunt Flare.
“You’d be surprise how nasty people can get in a heat of anger,” Grandma explained.
“Boy, do I know it,” Flash thought to himself with a frown.  Sure, that episode from the Battle of the Bands was only magic-induced anger, but it was still anger, and it still made him do things that he wishes he hadn’t.
“Anyway,” Grandma continued, “as soon as he said it, I burst into tears and shut myself in our room crying my eyes out.  When I finally stopped, he comes in with this kicked-puppy look all over his face and asks me, ‘Birdie, you won’t really leave me, will you?’  I said, ‘I thought you wanted me to leave.’  He shakes his head and says, ‘I don’t, but maybe you’d be better off without me.’  I looked him straight in the eye and said, ‘Love, I’m not going anywhere.  I’m not giving up on us, but I can’t save this marriage by myself.  I need you with me.’”
“What happened next?” Flash prompted.
“Well, it took a while, but your grandfather finally realized that he wasn’t going to be able to get better by himself.  As much as he hated asking other people for help, he hated letting down the people he loved more, so he started going to a psychiatrist.  He didn’t get better right away, but he got better.  He actually started learning how to play the guitar to help with the panic attacks.  That song was the first one that he ever wrote.  It took him years to get it right too.”
“Grandma, why are you telling us this now?” Flash asked.
“Because I’m getting older, and I have to teach you this while I still can, and since our friends are here, I might as well teach them too,” Grandma replied to Flash before addressing everyone else.  “When you get married, you’re not only going to be joined with someone who will bring out the best in you.  You’re also going to be joined with someone who will bring out the worst.  Unless you want those worst moments to tear you and your wife or husband apart, the two of you will need to fight for each other.  You understand?”
“I understand, Grandma.”
“So, do I,” agreed Twilight.
“That was a great story, Grandma,” First Base added, “but I still don’t want to get married.”
“What?” Aunt Flare scoffed.  “You want to end up single and raising someone else’s kids?”
“Why not?  That’s what you’re doing, and you’re awesome at it.”
Aunt Flare smirked at her youngest nephew. “Keep that in mind next time I cook something you don’t like or forget to buy snacks for the baseball team or accidentally wash our jeans in bleach.”  First Base let out a hearty laugh in response.
“Wait,” Rarity interrupted.  “Is that why Flash came to school wearing discolored jeans for a week?”
“Wouldn’t you like to know,” Flash deadpanned.  The rest of his family laughed at that.
Cadance pulled Shining Armor away from the rest of the group, and the two began to talk with each other in inaudible whispers. When they finished, they returned to the group.
“Ms. Birdie,” said Shining Armor, “Cadance and I have talked it over, and we don’t think your song will be right for the reception.
“Oh,” replied Grandma Birdie with a raised eyebrow.
“We want that song performed in the ceremony,” Cadance added.
Flash’s jaw dropped.  “The ceremony?  Are you serious?”
“Completely.”
Flash gave his grandmother a questioning look. She simply nodded with a smile.
“I think, I think Grandma should play it,” said Flash.  “It’d mean a lot more coming from her.”
“You know what, hun?  Let’s play it together.”  Grandma placed her hand on top of her oldest grandson’s and gave it a squeeze.

One month later…
Flash and his family sat in the second row of the church where Shining Armor and Cadance’s wedding was taking place.  Cadance had just walked down the aisle, and now, the pastor was calling him and his grandmother up to the front to perform the song.  Flash got up and escorted his grandmother to a place near the altar where a piano and his acoustic guitar had been set up.
On the way there, he and Twilight met eyes. Twilight looked absolutely stunning in her magenta dress with the star-shaped brooch in the middle.  Like the other bridesmaids, she wore a bead circlet with mint green and pink flowers.  Twilight gave her boyfriend a reassuring smile before breaking eye contact.  Flash smiled back.
When Flash and his grandmother reached where they were supposed to go, Grandma Birdie seated herself at the piano while Flash picked up and strapped on his guitar.
After Flash played the opening bars of the song, Grandma played the piano as she sang the first verse.  “Love is not a place/To come and go as we please/It’s a house we enter in/And then commit
To never leave/So lock the door behind you/Throw away the key/We’ll work it out together/Let it bring us to our knees”
“Love is a shelter/In a raging storm” To everyone’s astonishment, Grandma Birdie powerfully belted out the chorus.  “Love is peace/In the middle of a war/If we try to leave/May God send angels/To guard the door/No, love is not a fight/But it’s something worth fighting for”
“To some love is a word,” Flash started the second verse, “That they can fall into/But when they’re falling out/Keeping their word is hard to do”
Flash and his grandmother sang the chorus together, and once again, Flash could feel a familiar pressure building up behind his eyes.  Considering how hard Shining Armor was crying earlier as Cadance come down the aisle, Flash wasn’t feeling as self-conscious about his liquid emotion this time around.
The tears began pouring down as he and Grandma sang the last lines of the chorus.  “No, love is not a fight/But it’s something worth fighting for”
“Love will come to save us/If we’ll only call,” Grandma Birdie sang the bridge.  “He will ask nothing from us/But demand we give our all”
“Love is a shelter/In a raging storm,” Flash sang his whole heart as he began the last chorus.  He was so immersed in the song that he didn’t even care that he was still crying.  Flash couldn’t see it from where he was standing, but Twilight, Cadance, and Shining Armor were crying as well.
“Love is peace/In the middle of a war”
“If we try to leave,” Flash and Grandma continued together.  “May God send angels/To guard the door/No, love is not a fight/But it’s something worth fighting for”
“I will fight for you,” Grandma closed the song. “Would you fight for me?/It’s worth fighting for”
When the two of them had finished the song, Grandma Birdie got up from the piano and allowed Flash to escort them back to their seats.  After the two of them sat down, Flash pulled out a handkerchief from his pocket and dried off the last of his tears.  Looks like Grandma made the right call in having him bring one.
While Cadance and Shining Armor were exchanging their vows, Flash kept his eyes on Twilight.  However, Twilight was too busy paying attention to the rest of the ceremony to notice Flash staring at the back of her head.
“Twilight,” Flash thought to himself.  “I know you have no way of knowing what I’m thinking right now, and I’m probably getting way ahead of myself.  Okay, I’m definitely getting way ahead of myself, but if the two of us end up anywhere near as lucky as your brother and Cadance are right now, I want to be the kind of man that fights for you.”
“Shining Armor,” said the pastor, jolting Flash out of his mind and back into the ceremony, “do you take Mi Amore Cadenza to be your lawfully wedded wife?”  So, that’s what her full name was.
“I do,” Shining Armor replied.
“Cadance, do you take Shining Armor to be your lawfully wedded husband?”
“I do,” said Cadance.
“May I have the rings?”
On cue, Twilight bent down to pick up her puppy Spike who was carrying the rings on a pillow strapped to the top of his head. She might have used her magic so that she wouldn’t have to bend down so low, but no one really cared.  Once Spike was safely deposited in her arms, she held him out so that her brother and almost-sister-in-law could take the rings.
“I now pronounce you husband and wife,” the pastor closed as Shining and Cadance exchanged rings.  “You may kiss—”
Before the pastor could finish that sentence, Shining Armor and Cadance pulled each other into a loving embrace and kissed. All the wedding guests responded with cheers and thunderous applause, well, cheers, thunderous applause, and a sudden blast of confetti courtesy of a certain pink someone.  How she managed to sneak a party cannon into a church the world will never know.
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