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		Description

Spike has finally reached his limit. After finally coming to grips with the realization that shakes him to his core, he decides to isolate himself from the town he called home. A chance encounter with the town's unwitting ladies stallion might just change his mind.
	
		Table of Contents

		
					Return of the Mac

		

	
		Return of the Mac



The river babbled peacefully, and the songbirds sang sweetly in the trees. The smell of the approaching autumn tinged the air with a pleasant pine scent carried on the lovely breeze courtesy of the Ponyville weather management team. 
Mac took in every facet of his favorite spot every time he visited. This ritual was vital to maintaining his sanity after a long day of farm work. Sure, there were spots on the farm he enjoyed. In fact, he loved the farm. 
However, sometimes he needed a break from his family. He loved them more than anything, but even the strongest ponies need time to themselves. It was during this most sacred of times that an unfamiliar sound floated through his ears on the afternoon breeze. Mac opened his eyes, carefully tuning his ears as he rested on his haunches on the grassy riverbank. It only took him a moment to recognize the disturbance in his garden of eden. 
Somepony's cryin'
Mac rose from his haunches. Such a disturbance simply would not do! Not here! 
But, along with restoring the balance to his sanctuary, he found himself motivated by more charitable notions. If there was ever a poor soul in need, Mac was known to lend a hoof. 
He searched for the direction of the tears, and began a walk upriver. The clarity grew with every step, and soon he was able to recognize the sobs. As he crested the hill, none other than Ponyville's resident reptilian sat beneath the shade of a weeping willow, his knees clutched to his chest. Mac smiled at the coincidence. 
As quick as it had come, the smile was gone. It was clear Spike was hurting, but the reason remained to be discovered. 
Mac stepped forward until he cast a shadow over him. Spike looked at the ground in front of him before quickly turning his head. 
"Oh! Big Mac, hey. I-I wasn't crying or anything, I was just cooking dinner for Twilight, and some onion juice squirted right in my eye. Can you believe that?" 
Spike had only glanced at him momentarily, but a second was all he needed to notice the puffiness of Spike's eyes. Couple that with the widely circulated knowledge that Princess Twilight is not a fan of onions, and the truth was obvious. 
"Onions, huh," Mac replied in a tone suggesting he believed him. "Yeah, they can tear ya up pretty well. Mind if Ah join ya?" 
"Nah, go ahead," Spike replied, sliding over in the shade as Mac planted his haunches on the ground, his back against the tree. 
"So, cuttin' onions, were ya?" Mac asked after a moment or two of stoic silence. He was certain this was the most he'd ever said to Spike in one sitting. 
The young dragon's eyes had mostly dried up, but the pain was difficult to mask from a keen observer like Macintosh Apple. All the time he spent not talking, he spent listening, and watching, taking in all that was around him. 
"Y-yeah."
Mac knew it was nonsense, but he didn't want to call him on it. He was here to help, not mock. "So what brings ya out here? Seems ta me like we're a might far away from your kitchen."
Spike sighed. "Yeah..." Mac caught the dragon glance at him, and turn back to the water. "Big Mac, you ever just have a realization one day that makes you question everything you've done up until that point?"
That was a bit more direct than Mac was expecting, but at least he dropped the onion bit. "Well... Ah can't say that Ah have..." He had an inkling to where Spike was headed, but decided to stick close to his friend, silence. It had served him well for twenty-six years, surely it wouldn't betray him now. 
"I just... I wasted so much time that I'll never get back acting like an idiot," Spike answered. 
Mac owed silence a beer. 
"How d'ya mean?"
Spike stretched his legs from his chest, putting his claws flat on the ground beside him. "I don't want to mention any names..." As though he had to. "But I kept hanging on to this stupid idea that something I wanted more than anything would happen just because I didn't want to imagine a scenario where that thing I wanted didn't happen."
A touch cloudy, but Mac didn't need a clear sky to see the sun. "Ah see." Mac contemplated his reply. He'd been in this delicate situation before with Applejack. She was around Spike's age, and had a crush on her schoolteacher Mr. Parchment. Unrequited love could be quite painful. "Ah suppose this has to do with some feelin's that ain't been returned?"
Nailed it. 
"...Yeah," Spike hesitated. 
"Well, I can tell ya, bein' in a hurry ta find somepony ain't how you find somepony."
Spike soured. If there was one thing adolescents hated, it was advice contrary to their worldview. Mac could tell this wasn't exactly what he wanted to hear. 
"Look, Ah know it don't make a lot of sense, but you're young. Ya got hundreds of years ta find somepony. Or, some-dragon."
"Easy for you to say," Spike mumbled.
Mac knew what he was referring to. It was no secret that most, if not all the mares in town ogled him at every opportunity. In fact, he knew even Rarity had looked him over on more than one occasion. Mac decided to cut to the chase. 
"So, did this realization have anything to do with a mare who likes ta design dresses?" 
Spike remained silent for a moment. 
"It's just not fair!" he finally admitted. "I'm always there for her, I always try to cheer her up when she gets into one of her moods, I'm always helping her when she needs it, and what happens? She fawns over the next guy to roll into town from Manehattan and I'm forgotten about until he leaves."
Mac nodded. Beneath his yoke, he kept many things. Among them, an implement of a decidedly rural habit. He produced a wet leaf of tobacco and tore it in half, placing one half in his mouth. The idea was to ball it up and hold it in ones mouth for a spell, till the flavor was gone. It also had the mild benefit of producing a bit of a head rush to the inexperienced. Macintosh, however, used it for its calming properties. Whenever a problem on the farm presented itself, Mac and his leaf were not far off. 
"So you're movin' on, Ah take it?" Mac asked, a bulge in between his cheek and gums. 
"I guess..." Spike sighed. "I just... don't know where to go from here. I knew Rarity almost as well as I know Twilight. If I wanted to get to know somepony else on the same level, I'd have to start all over!"
"That's about th' size of it," Mac replied. 
"But, it took me years! You mean I'd have to do that every time?"
Mac couldn't help but smile. Spike was mature in some aspects, but certainly naive in others. "Ya do. That's called buildin' a relationship. Takes time. Takes work."
Spike groaned, rubbing his eyes with his claws. "How can you just... drop somepony you spent years chasing?"
"Spike, let me spin ya a yarn. When I was just a young colt, I got a girlfriend. I was about a few years older than you. I went off one summer to stay with my cousin Braeburn and his family ta help them replant some of the trees they'd lost durin' them dust storms a few years back. Anyway, my girlfriend and I had been together for about a year. I loved her, she said she loved me. We'd write letters back and forth to each other, each one talkin' about what we would do together when I came back home, where we'd eat, where we'd swim, all those kinda fun things." Mac paused to take the now flavorless leaf out of his mouth, dropping it in the river, watching sadly as it floated carelessly downstream. "Well, the day came, and I was back in town. I went to see her, and we had our reunion. I thought everything was fine, but as it turns out, she didn't feel the same way. One night after we'd just eaten dinner, I walk her home and I notice she's quietly cryin'. I ask her what was the matter, and she laid it on me." Mac stopped his story to look Spike in the eye. "She told me she just didn't feel the way she used to about me. She didn't love me anymore. The time apart had made her realize that."
"What? After a year, she just decided to... not love you?"
Mac smiled as he looked back to the river. "Well, Ah wouldn't say she decided to stop lovin' me. Sometimes it's just somethin' you realize." 
Spike paused to consider his story before asking him to continue. "So what'd you do?"
"Well, that night, I wasn't really sad. Ah was so blindsided by it, that it was almost like it hadn't sunk in yet. What really set me off was the letters she wrote to me while I was away. Readin' through them again, talkin' about all the winters, springs, summers and falls we were gonna spend together, all just seemed like lies. Maybe she meant them when she wrote them, but now they were just a reminder of what I'd lost. For a week or so, I just wasn't myself. Everypony noticed. I take it you have some experience with feelin' this way?"
Spike nodded. "So how'd you get over it?"
"Well, I took my mind off it by doin' what Ah love. Wrappin' myself in my work kept my mind off more tender subjects. Other than that, it just takes time."
"That's it, just work and time?" Spike scoffed. 
"That, and, well, takin' an interest in another special somepony. You know the old sayin' the best way to get over someone is to get under someone else?"
"Uh... no..." 
"Well it means get out there and find yourself another Rarity. One that ain't almost ten years older than you, and one who'll actually give ya an honest chance."
Spike stood up. "Big Mac, I think you're right! I'm a great dragon with a lot to offer any female!"
"Now you're talkin'," Mac replied with a smile. 
"Got any tips for attracting the ladies? You seem to do pretty well in that department," Spike asked. 
"Ah'll tell ya my secret to gettin' any girl. All ya gotta do, is ignore them. Pay 'em no attention, no never mind, and they'll throw themselves at ya. I got damn near every mare in town eyeballin' me when I'm sellin' apples with my sister, and I ain't never said more than a 'hello' to any of 'em. Just play it cool, act uninterested, and they'll line up."
"Thanks Big Mac! This is probably the most I've ever heard you talk," Spike said. 
"Well, Ah've been known ta lend advice when it's needed," Mac replied. "Just remember, there's millions of females out there, Rarity ain't the only one on th' planet." 
Spike grinned. "You're right Big Mac, I've been all mopey and depressed for no reason. Thanks for hearing me out!"
"No problem, Spike." Mac grinned as he found himself alone by the river bank, the sun beginning to cast orange rays across the ground as it set. His sanctuary restored, another thought crossed his mind. He stood, went to the riverbank and picked a few water lilies. He checked himself in the reflection of the river and straightened his mane a bit, but not too much. 
With flowers in-mouth, he strode back into town, a single thought on his mind. 
Ah wonder what Ms. Rarity is up to tonight
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