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		Description

John Arrow is many things. A husband, a father, a friend, a veteran of World War II and Korea. He's a laborer and a mentor, a man of simple faith and plainspoken morals. The sort of Good Samaritan who makes the world a little brighter. 
Mr. Arrow knows Applejack. He doesn't know Sunset Shimmer, and he doesn't know the two have a history. But when a chance encounter in the wake of the Fall Formal brings them together, none of that matters. All that matters is that someone needs his help.
Sunset Shimmer doesn't think she's worth the effort. Mr. Arrow disagrees.

This story shares a canon with My Neighbor and Their Neighbors, and My Neighbor's War. None are required reading, but all give context, and it is highly recommended that you read My Neighbor first.
Cover art from Free-Images.com.
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		Saturday Morning



This story is set roughly a week after the first Equestria Girls movie, and falls after the majority of the original My Neighbor, though the final scenes in both stories happen concurrently. Prior reading is not required, though it would give some context to Mr. Arrow’s relationship with the Apple family. 

Mr. Arrow rose at six, as was his habit, and went about his morning routine. He kissed the picture of his late wife he kept on the pillow on her side of the bed. Then he read from the bible she’d given him sixty-seven years ago when they were first married. He did his morning exercises –  stretching, pedaling on the stationary bike, and weights to keep himself limber in his old age – and checked is day calendar – hardware store for lugnuts and grease; grocery store for milk, produce, and sausage; autoshop to tune the Chevy’s carburetor. After a quick shower, he donned pale slacks, a light blue collared shirt, tan shoes, and a woolen sweater against the autumn cool. Then he went downstairs for the paper and breakfast. 
As he fetched the morning paper, he felt a twinge in his right arm where he’d been shot by a German sniper in ’44. That told him it would rain today. The forecast hadn’t called for rain, just clouds, but he trusted his arm. It twinged whenever rain was coming. 
Bess had always found that funny, because he’d been shot at Foy, where the weather had been decidedly wintry and rain a distant memory. She said the wound must be scrambled in the attic if it twinged with the wrong weather. 
Mr. Arrow had stopped questioning it long before his wife had. He reasoned that if an old war wound felt like making itself useful for predicting the forecast, he’d accept its judgment with good grace. 
Entering the kitchen and setting the paper down on the table, he got out the skillet, stovetop coffee pot, cutting board, and knife, intending to make a breakfast hash of potatoes, eggs, peppers, and sausage, with black coffee on the side. 
When he went to get the coffee grounds, however, he discovered he was out. Grimacing, Mr. Arrow wrote ‘coffee’ on his shopping list. 
It was rare for him to forget a detail like that, but he’d been distracted the past few days. He knew the reason without needing to ponder much: the Apple family. More specifically, the older daughter, Applejack. 
The old man had lived next to the Apples for years, and had become close to them after the tragic accident that took their parents. Mr. Arrow was seldom the sort to seek out company or conversation, but he found himself making an exception for the Apples. They were good people, honest and hardworking, with a powerful sense of virtue and service. They rather reminded him of his own family. As the years passed, he found himself spending more and more time with them, especially the children. 
Lately, though, they’d been distracted and busy, especially Applejack. At first, it was been something to do with the Fall Formal. But the Formal had happened over a week ago, and Mr. Arrow hadn’t seen hide nor hair of Applejack since. When he’d caught Granny Smith out getting mail one day, the Apple matriarch replied with a smile that Applejack was reconnecting with some old friends. 
There seemed to be a great deal more to it than that, but Mr. Arrow wasn’t one to pry. Applejack’s business was her business, and that was that. 
Even so, he’d found himself harboring an uncharacteristic curiosity. Apparently, it had been enough to distract him from simple things like remembering the coffee.
Mr. Arrow debated simply going next door and asking the Apples for some. Being farmers, they were certainly awake at this hour, even on a Saturday, but he decided against it. To his thinking, it would be all too easy to give into the temptation of curiosity if he troubled them.
Besides, he reasoned, it had been a while since he’d eaten at Gertie’s. 
Gertie’s Diner, brainchild of the eponymous Ma Gertie, was a fixture of the community. Gertrude Rosenkranz was, like Mr. Arrow, a transplant to Canterlot. She’d arrived with the clothes on her back, an unusual name (at least by Canterlot’s own bizarre naming conventions), and the dream of a small-town diner. There were now five such diners scattered around the city. 
Ma Gertie had passed away three years prior, but Mr. Arrow still made a point of patronizing his old friend’s business and checking up on the family. 
As it had been some time since he’d visited, and he was out of coffee anyway, the decision was simple. Grabbing a jacket and flat cap against the expected rain, he climbed into his pickup and headed into town. 
Mr. Arrow’s arm proved to be as accurate as ever; the rain came two minutes into his drive and only intensified the farther he went.
When he finally drew close to Gertie’s, he saw that the street was under construction, preventing him from parking as close as he would have liked. Sighing with mild annoyance, he left his car by a nearby park and started walking, his collar turned up against the elements.
It was then that he saw the girl.
She was sitting on a park bench, wearing an orange skirt with some kind of purple and yellow accents, though it was so drenched that it was difficult to tell the exact color. Her high boots, of the style that seemed oddly in fashion amongst young ladies these days, were equally ill-suited to keeping water out. A dark sweatshirt gave her slightly more protection with its long sleeves, but it was plainly soaked through. She had the hood pulled up, which concealed her hair save for a couple sodden red and golden strands, but the hood did nothing to hide the thousand-yard stare in her blue-green eyes. Nor did it hide the tears that stained her face even in the rain. 
Mr. Arrow was not one to pry. 
He was also not one to walk past a broken soul. 
Without hesitation, he crossed over to the girl. She didn’t seem to notice, which he took to be a Bad Sign. When he’d stood for nearly half a minute and still provoked no response, he cleared his throat and said, “Young lady, why are you sitting in the rain?”
Her eyes jerked up to him in surprise. Unbidden, memories of shell-shocked green troopers in France and Korea sprang to mind.
“What?” she asked dumbly.
“You’re getting soaked.”
For a brief instant, her eyes flashed scornful, and her body language lifted from broken to superior. When she opened her mouth, he assumed the words to come would be to the tune of ‘Ya think?’ or perhaps ‘No! Really?!’ 
Recalling how his own daughters had been at that age, Mr. Arrow would have bet the latter. 
But no verbal barb was forthcoming. Instead, she glanced sharply away, biting her lip as her body tensed like she was expecting to be hit. 
No, the old man realized realized, she was tensing like she wanted to be hit. Where before her eyes had been scathing, now they were full of shame.
“I-it’s fine,” she stammered.
Mr. Arrow raised an eyebrow. “It’s not. You’ll catch your death of cold.”
Again, he expected, even hoped for, the stereotypical rebellious teenage response. Instead, the girl sunk lower in her seat and mumbled, “Maybe that’s what I deserve.”
A chill settled in John Arrow’s bones that had nothing to do with the weather. 
For a moment, he pondered what to do. He couldn’t force her out of the rain. On the other hand, he couldn’t very well leave her here. It was one thing for a healthy young woman to sit out in the rain out of stubbornness. It was quite something else for her to sit out in the rain because she believed she didn’t deserve to live. But if she wouldn’t move on her own account, what would move her?
Someone besides herself, came the inspiration.
Wordlessly, he stripped off his jacket and held it out to her. She looked up at him in confusion. “What are you doing?” she asked.
Smirking slightly, he replied, “I’m giving you my jacket.” 
Defiance flared in her gaze. Which was good, the old man knew. If she was fighting, then there was some part of her spirit that hadn’t been crushed “I’m not taking your jacket, old man.”
“Then I’ll hold it,” Mr. Arrow replied calmly.
Her lip curled. “But now you’ll catch your death of cold.”
“I suppose we will,” he said. He continued to hold out the jacket. Already, his woolen sweater was growing sodden.
The girl glared at him. 
Mr. Arrow returned the gaze with stoic unconcern. 
Her glare intensified. 
Mr. Arrow smiled politely.
With an angry growl, the girl snatched the jacket from his grip and put it on. “Happy?” she snarled. Mr. Arrow nodded. The girl shook her head, her gaze scornful at first before it gave way to the same shame as before. “Stubborn old man,” she muttered. 
Mr. Arrow was honest enough to admit that was true. 
For a moment, the pair sat silently in the rain. Then, with one eyebrow raised warily, she asked, “Well, what now?”
He held out a hand to her. After a moment’s hesitation, she took it. Mr. Arrow pulled her to her feet and gestured down the street towards Gertie’s Diner. “Now, we get breakfast.”

	
		Breakfast at the Diner



Gertie’s Diner had been established in the 1950s. It had a ’50s layout, a ’50s décor, and a ’50s menu. While other restaurants and chains often tried to change with the times or bring in modern motifs, Gertie’s remained defiantly anachronistic. That had been how Ma Gertie had done it, and by gum that was how her children, grandchildren, and anybody else they invited into the family were going to do it.
Four of the five diners in the chain were run by direct descendants of the Rosenkranz family. The fifth was operated by Cynthia Sweets, a matronly woman with dark skin, half-lensed glasses, and a ready smile whom the patrons invariably called ‘Bun.’ 
It was to this Gertie’s that Mr. Arrow took his mystery guest. He held the door open and ushered the reluctant teen inside. Bun looked up from behind the counter with her trademark smile as the doorbell jingled, but her expression quickly turned to horror at the sight of the sodden pair. “Good heavens, John! You look half-drowned!” exclaimed the woman, coming around the counter to greet them. “And who’s this? Oh, honey, you must be absolutely freezing! Here, let me get that jacket for you and put you over by the heater! John!” she said sharply. “What in heaven’s name were you thinking, letting this poor girl get herself drowned out there!”
Mr. Arrow’s mystery guest shifted uncomfortably, attempting to protest. “Actually, he wasn’t—”
“Not another word, honey! Let me get this jacket off you and you go take any of those tables by the heater,” she ordered as she unceremoniously removed the jacket, revealing the drenched sweatshirt beneath. “Oh, heavens, it’s worse than I thought. I’ll grab you both towels and get some hot cocoas for you while I hang this up!”
With that, she bustled off, loudly lamenting to herself that the ‘fool old man’ and ‘poor little dear’ were going to catch death of cold. The teen just stared after the retreating woman with a shell-shocked expression that brought a smile to Mr. Arrow’s face. “That’s Bun,” he said quietly as he directed his young companion towards the booths by the heater. “Her family came up from Hawaii. I don’t think she’s ever accepted the fact that Canterlot gets cold now and then.” 
“She seems… intense,” said the teen, still sounding shaken.
“She’s a kind and generous soul,” replied Mr. Arrow. “She’ll probably come back with a sweatshirt borrowed from one of her daughters. I advise you not to argue. Bun’s more insistent than I am.” 
The girl snorted and muttered something that sounded like “Two in one day. Figures.”
It appeared to be a slow morning in the diner, and the pair had their pick of the booths by the heater. Mr. Arrow selected the one farthest from the other patrons – a corner booth relatively soundproofed from the rest of the diner by its proximity to a thick load-bearing strut and a nearby radio playing a mix of light rock, rhythm and blues, doo-wop, swing, and jazz, with the occasional country song thrown in for good measure. 
The mystery girl took off her sodden sweatshirt before sitting, revealing a relatively dry magenta shirt with some sort of red-and-gold sun symbol on the front that matched her hair. She seemed taken aback when Mr. Arrow politely took her sweatshirt to hang on the hooks mounted on the booth seat. He did the same with his own sweater. As they sat, the girl looked quizzical. “If there were hooks here, why did Bun take your jacket to hang somewhere else?” she asked.
Mr. Arrow raised an eyebrow as he sat. “You think I could have gotten a word in?”
He was pleased to see a ghost of a smile on her lips. “No, I guess not.” Her somber tone returned shortly after, along with a hearty dose of suspicion as she regarded him across the table. “What do I call you?”
The old man held out a hand for the shaking. “John Arrow. And you?”
She looked at his hand with an expression somewhere between leery and fearful. “I’m nobody,” said the girl quietly, not meeting his gaze.
Mr. Arrow raised an eyebrow, keeping his hand out. “‘Nobody’ you say? Funny. You don’t look like an ‘Odessa.’” 
She looked up, blinking in confusion. “Um—”
At that moment, Bun rematerialized, bearing several towels and a pair of sweatshirts. “Now get yourselves dried off, and this sweater’s for you, honey. My daughter’s about your size, so it oughta fit alright, and, John, my old man went ahead and offered this old thing of his for your sorry self, so go on and get warmed up and I’ll be back with your hot cocoas.” She then bustled off before the mystery girl could get a word in edgeways. Chuckling at the stunned look on her face, Mr. Arrow obediently put the sweatshirt on.
After a moment’s hesitation, the girl did the same with hers. “Like Pinkie’s distant cousin,” she muttered. “Is she always like this?”
“Always,” replied Mr. Arrow, once more sticking his hand out. “Now, do you feel like telling you your real name, or will ‘Odessa’ do?”
“Maybe if you tell me why the hay you picked ‘Odessa’,” she countered.
“You said your name was ‘Nobody’,” Mr. Arrow explained. “Odysseus told the cyclops his name was ‘Nobody.’” She stared, and he wondered if they still taught the Classics in schools; he’d be disappointed to learn they didn’t. “‘Odessa’ is the feminine form of the name.” 
“You just… know that off the top of your head?”
Mr. Arrow shrugged modestly. “My wife’s influence. She was an intellectual.” 
She regarded him oddly for a moment, but said nothing. Mr. Arrow grimaced mentally. He wasn’t accustomed to needing to carry the conversation. Even with the Apples’ influence, he still preferred to listen rather than to speak. Yet now he had to speak; the girl’s eyes had fallen to the table at his silence, and Mr. Arrow felt that, though she wasn’t moving, she was slipping away.
The sensation was disturbingly familiar to him. In Bastogne during the war, there’d been a young trooper named Billy Wilder who’d been driven to silence by shell shock. It had taken time and patience for Sergeant Arrow to bring Wilder out of his trauma and into the present. Wilder had eventually recovered, returned to the States, and raised a family. But in Bastogne, Sergeant Arrow had been afraid the boy would keep looking into the abyss until he slipped and fell in. 
Just as Mr. Arrow felt that familiar fear, however, the memory of Billy Wilder and his family gave him the insight he needed. 
“Rebecca,” he said. 
The girl looked up in consternation. “Do you often just blurt random names out?”
“Only when people won’t give theirs,” he replied dryly.
It brightened his mood when she almost smiled. “Fair enough. Why ‘Rebecca’?” 
“You remind me of a man I knew in Belgium,” he replied, carefully leaving out the reason why. “He had a daughter he named ‘Rebecca.’”
The young woman mulled the name over for a moment. “It has a nice ring to it,” she admitted. “Not exactly a Canterlot name, but,” she raised an eyebrow, “I’m guessing you’re not local.” 
Mr. Arrow nodded. 
“Rebecca… Rebecca… I do like the sound of it.” She bit her lip, then nodded. “‘Rebecca’ it is.”
He held out his hand for shaking. “A pleasure to meet you.” 
With bemused snort, ‘Rebecca’ shook his hand. “Now that we’ve been properly introduced, so to speak,” the girl said, her eyes narrowing in inquisition, “maybe you’ll tell me why—”
Again, Bun’s return interrupted her. “Here are your hot cocoas,” announced the woman. “Plenty of cream for yours honey. And none for you, John, I know you ain’t got much of a sweet tooth.” She whipped out a pad and pencil. “Now,” she said looking to Rebecca, “what can I get ya?”
The girl looked to Mr. Arrow, mutely begging him to go first. In response, he gestured a mute “ladies first.”
“Um,” Rebecca said finally, “I’m not hungry—” a rumble from her stomach betrayed her. “R-really, it’s no—"
“What would you recommend, Bun?” interrupted Mr. Arrow, not inclined to let a growing teen skip a hot meal. 
He and Bun shared a meaningful glance. “Well, we just made some fresh gravy for our famous biscuits and gravy,” supplied the restaurateur helpfully. “Old Ma Gertie’s recipe you know, with nice hot hashbrowns on the side. That sound good, hon?”
Rebecca looked back and forth between the politely firm generosity of the two adults, searching for a hole in their defenses and finding none. She sighed tiredly. “Sure.” 
“The usual, Bun,” ordered Mr. Arrow, not needing a menu. 
“Sure thing, hon,” said Bun with a wink as she jotted down the orders. “I’ll get right on that and—say!” her face brightened. “How about some nice hot apple cider! Perfect thing for such a cold day! Fresh from Sweet Apple Acres!”
At the mention of the Acreage, Rebecca blanched. Mr. Arrow raised an eyebrow. “N-no thanks,” the teen stammered. “Apples… don’t really sit well with me.”
Bun shot Mr. Arrow a puzzled look, then nodded. “Okay, hon. You just let me know what else I can get ya.” With that she bustled off to fill the order. 
Once she’d gone, Mr. Arrow took a sip of his cocoa and motioned for Rebecca to pick up where she left off.
He needn’t have bothered. “Why are you doing all this?” she demanded the instant Bun was out of ready earshot. “Why help some random girl on the street?”
Mr. Arrow took an extra long sip of the cocoa. He’d never admit it, but he had more of a sweet tooth than most people thought, a fact he suspected that Bun secretly knew. The cocoa warmed him as he replied, “Charity is a cause in itself.” 
Rebecca’s face contorted in a sneer. Then she flushed and shook her head, a pained expression replacing the sneer. “That can’t be it though. You’ve got to have some other reason!”
“Why?” he asked. 
“Why?” she repeated, incredulous. “B- because it’s not that simple! Because people aren’t just nice like that! Because the world doesn’t work that way!”
“Doesn’t isn’t the same as shouldn’t,” Mr. Arrow replied.
Rebecca’s mouth flapped open and shut several times as she tried to come up with a response. Eventually she gave up and took a pull of her cocoa, muttering, “Just like the flipping princess,” under her breath.
Mr. Arrow wasn’t sure what to make of that remark. He decided not to worry about it.
Setting down her half-drained cup, Rebecca leaned forward, a thirst for answers plain in her features. “So, what, you think any random person off the street deserves kindness?”
“Yes,” he said, his tone adding, an unspoken ‘of course.’
Her eyes narrowed. “You really think life is that simple? That easy?” The way she asked it gave Mr. Arrow the impression that she thought the answer was ‘no,’ but that she wanted it to be ‘yes.’
“Simple? Yes,” he told her. “Easy? No.”
She sat back, folding her arms. “What’s the difference?”
Mr. Arrow let his eyes fall to the table as he pondered how to answer. He wished Bess was here to say what he wanted to say; she’d always been good at saying the things he struggled to voice aloud. Still, the girl needed him, so he’d do his best. 
After a moment’s thought, Mr. Arrow looked up at Rebecca and said, “Life is sacred. That’s simple. Sometimes people threaten innocent lives, and we have to do something about it. That’s hard. It’s not always obvious how to reconcile the need to protect the innocent with the violence that might take. We should all be guided by the simple principle that life is sacred, but living that principle is difficult.” His hand clenched unconsciously. “Especially when the only way to protect life is to fight.” 
“Simple, not easy,” Rebecca said. She glanced down at his hand and raised an eyebrow. “You’re speaking from experience.” It was an observation, not a question. He nodded. “Where?”
“With the 101st Airborne in World War II and the 187th in Korea.”
She blinked and sat back, visibly impressed. “That’s… quite a résumé,” she said at last. “You’ve got some serious guts.” Mr. Arrow shifted uncomfortably. He didn’t think his past was noteworthy. Not next to the millions of others who’d not only served, but also made the ultimate sacrifice. “So,” continued Rebecca, “you must have had to make those hard decisions a lot.” 
Mr. Arrow took a sip of his drink and nodded wordlessly.
“Didn’t you ever… I don’t know… didn’t it ever seem like it wasn’t worth it? I mean… like it wasn’t worth it to be that… careful?”
The old man understood the implied question – why bother caring for the lives of evil people? Images of the horrors he’d seen at Dachau flashed across his vision as he set his mug down. “Yes,” he answered quietly.
“So… why?” she asked. “Why did you bother caring when it would have been easier not to?”
Mr. Arrow felt sorry for her that she didn’t know the answer. “Because it’s the right thing to do.”
“And that’s it?” Rebecca demanded. Mr. Arrow raised an eyebrow. She snorted and glanced out the window. “Right. Stupid question.” 
The two sat in silence for a moment, watching the rain and sipping their cocoa. Mr. Arrow waited patiently, knowing that her thirst for answers would eventually get the better of her. Bun arrived during their quiet contemplation and delivered their meals and his coffee. After hovering over them for a minute and paying special attention to Rebecca, the motherly woman let them be, casting a worried glance back at Rebecca as she left.
They ate without speaking. Mr. Arrow kept his eyes mostly on his own food, but he watched his companion on his peripheral. Rebecca’s hunger initially got the better of her, and she tucked into the food with gusto. Then, after a few bites that brought a genuine smile to her face, she winced, flushed, and started picking at her food as she cast guilty looks in his direction. This lasted for a few minutes until the enticing flavor of the meal drew her back in and she began to eat more normally and enjoy herself. A few minutes later, she winced again and went back to picking and guilt. 
This pattern repeated several times before she spoke again. “Mr. Arrow, what do you think…?” Rebecca paused, biting her lip. “What do you think about…?” She trailed off, then shut her mouth tightly.
“Yes?” he prompted, hoping to draw her out.
Rebecca prodded her hashbrowns with a fork and refused to meet his eyes. “I- it’s nothing,” she stammered.
Mr. Arrow raised an eyebrow. “No, it isn’t,” he said simply. There was no judgment or condemnation in his tone, but Rebecca flinched all the same. “Young lady?” he said gently, leaning forward in an attempt to catch her eyes. She glanced up at him briefly and her face reddened with shame. “Please, ask me.”
For a moment, she said nothing. Then, just when he became afraid that she’d refuse to speak at all, she asked him, “Do you believe in forgiveness?”
Mr. Arrow let out a breath he didn’t realize he’d been holding. “Yes, I do.” 
“For everyone?” she pressed. “Even for people who don’t deserve it?” Her tone was desperate, pleading.
Mr. Arrow was a father; to hear such a young woman ask that question with such fear tore him up inside. “Them most of all,” he answered.
Tears welled up in her eyes. Tears of mingled confusion and hope and despair and regret. “But… why? Why forgive someone if she doesn’t deserve it?”
Now, finally, Mr. Arrow knew why he’d found Rebecca in the rain. He nodded in acknowledgment to her question and tapped his fork against his plate, collecting his thoughts. It didn’t take as long as before; he’d heard this question many times as a father, grandfather, and friend.
“When I was young, there was another boy who lived nearby named Derrick. Derrick was bigger than me, he had a temper, and he was a bully. He made fun of me, knocked me down, stole my marbles, kicked me in the shins, did whatever he pleased. I hated Derrick. I hated him almost as much as I feared him. But fear, and embarrassment, kept me from telling anybody. He tormented me without punishment for a year.” 
As Mr. Arrow spoke, he noticed that Rebecca looked guiltier and guiltier. But now he was committed to the story, so he continued, “Eventually, I screwed up the courage to tell my mother. She told Derrick’s mother, and he was punished for it.”
He could have sworn that he heard Rebecca mutter, “Good,” but he wasn’t sure.
“When my mother told me Derrick would be punished, I was giddy. After all, I hated Derrick, and I wanted him to suffer. But my mother told me I shouldn’t hate Derrick.” Rebecca straightened up at that. “When I asked why, she said, ‘When seeking revenge, you’d better dig two. One grave for your enemy, one grave for you.’” He smiled dryly. “Of course, I was a child, so she had to explain what that meant. Mother said that every moment I spent hating Derrick was a moment I could have spent doing something better with my life. By hating him, I was letting him keep hurting me even after he was done bullying me. I was hurting myself. Derrick had gotten punished; justice had been done. In order to be happy, I needed to forgive him and move on.”
Rebecca recoiled at that. “So she just wanted you to forgive and forget?”
“Not forget,” Mr. Arrow corrected. “Evils, especially great evils, should not be forgotten. If they are forgotten, then the lessons we might have learned or the strength we might have gained is lost, wasted. We don’t forget, and we don’t stop seeking justice. But… we must forgive, if only to move on. Forgive so that we add no more evil of our own.”
Rebecca sat back, massaging her temples as though she had a headache. “So, what, you just forgave him?”
Mr. Arrow chuckled. “No,” came the honest reply. “No, I did not. I tried, because my mother told me, and because I think I knew she was right, but I didn’t forgive him for a long time. Not until the day I saw Derrick crying.” 
“Crying?” asked Rebecca.
“Crying,” confirmed Mr. Arrow. “He was hiding behind the school house crying. I saw him before he saw me, and, well, I wanted to make fun of him,” admitted Mr. Arrow. “I wanted to make fun of him like he used to make fun of me.” The old man shook his head. “In that moment, I realized my mother was right. He’d done evil to me, I hadn’t forgiven him, and here I was wanting to do evil to him. I didn’t want to be like that. So, instead, I worked up the courage to walk over and ask him what was wrong.” 
Mr. Arrow grimaced. “That day I learned that Derrick’s father was a drunk who used to beat him.” Rebecca spat a curse. “Language,” corrected Mr. Arrow automatically. “I felt so bad for Derrick that I gave him my apple.” He smiled faintly at the recollection. “From that day forward, he followed me around like a little brother.”
Rebecca blinked. “The guy who used to bully you followed you around like a little brother?”
“Yes,” laughed Mr. Arrow, “that surprised everyone at the time too. It got even stranger when he started beating on the other bullies for being bullies. Stranger again when he started teaching the smaller kids how to defend themselves for when he wasn’t around.”
The young woman gaped at him. “Seriously?”
“He didn’t want to be like his father,” replied Mr. Arrow, leaving out the fact that he’d been the one to push Derrick to that revelation. 
“That’s… that’s good,” said Rebecca, swallowing. “Did his miserable drunk of a father ever get what he deserved?”
Once again, Mr. Arrow grimaced. “Yes, but not for that. I never was able to convince Derrick to report his father.” Though not for lack of trying on the part of young John Arrow, John Arrow Sr., Mrs. Arrow, and eventually the entire Arrow family. “One day, Derrick’s father got sent up the river for a barfight that turned deadly. Derrick never spoke to him again.”
Rebecca frowned. “Wait, doesn’t that contradict… I mean… I’m glad that dirtbag got what he deserved and that Derrick never spoke to him again, but didn’t you say we should always forgive?”
“Forgiveness doesn’t mean we let people get away with doing bad things,” explained Mr. Arrow. “It also doesn’t mean leaving the door open to further evil. Forgiveness doesn’t remove the need for just punishments, even severe ones. Sometimes, forgiveness requires cutting ties with a man serving a life sentence. After all, the principle of forgiveness is simple…” 
He was pleased when she finished, “… but the application is hard. Yeah, I can see that. So, part of Derrick forgiving his father was closing the door on him so he couldn’t hurt him anymore?”
“Yes,” answered Mr. Arrow. “It was hard for him – blood runs deep, after all – but in time he was able to move past the sins of his father.” He paused, then, with false casualness, said, “Derrick had a much harder time moving past his own sins.”  
Rebecca swallowed. “Why was that so hard?” she asked, her voice small.
“Because Derrick hated himself,” explained Mr. Arrow. “The more time he spent trying to change who he’d been, the more he saw how cruel he used to be. It haunted him for years. He’d hurt so many people, he wondered how he could ever be forgiven. He was afraid to make friends, even afraid to be friends with me, all because he felt he didn’t deserve friends.” The old noticed Rebecca’s hands were shaking. “At his worst, Derrick thought he deserved the same fate as his father.” He took a sip of his coffee. “One day I decided enough was enough and sat him down for a talk.”
The girl seemed to shrink in her seat. “What… what did you say?”
Mr. Arrow smirked. “I told him to quit being selfish.”
Rebecca blinked. “You told him— buh— huh?”
“I told him to quit being selfish,” repeated Mr. Arrow. “Derrick had it in him to be a good kid. In fact, by that point he already was. But, by focusing only on the bad kid he used to be, he was hobbling himself. He was keeping his past alive alive by letting its shadows block the light. I told him if he wanted to make up for his past, the kindest thing he could do would be to forgive himself and move on so he could focus on being good.”
There was a pause as his words sank in. “Did he?” Rebecca asked, her voice husky.
Mr. Arrow smiled. “He did. My friend became one of the best men I ever knew. It wasn’t easy for him to forgive himself, but…”
“… it was simple,” she finished.
His smile broadened. “Right.” 
Rebecca lapsed into silence, staring at her food. Sensing a lull in the conversation, Mr. Arrow finished up the last of his meal and sipped his coffee, allowing her time to think. He deliberately kept his eyes everywhere but on her, affording her what privacy he could.
The first sob drew his gaze back to her. At first, it was only a few tears, but soon the young woman was weeping, releasing her pent-up recrimination, fear, and pain. 
Quietly, Mr. Arrow rose from his seat and eased around the table, sitting down next to her and putting a gentle arm around her. She buried her head wordlessly in his chest and cried it all out.

Bun refused to let Mr. Arrow pay for the meal that day. He didn’t bother pressing the point. Long experience had taught him better than to argue with her. Instead, he discretely slipped forty dollars into the tip jar while the restaurateur retrieved his jacket. Rebecca saw him do it and managed a genuine laugh when he put his finger shushingly to his lips. 
The rain had stopped some time during their breakfast, but it was still cold. Even dry, Rebecca’s sweatshirt offered little protection against the elements. When Mr. Arrow offered her a ride to wherever she was going, she accepted the offer with amused resignation and a fair amount of gratitude. When he asked if she had anything warmer at home, she replied that she had a leather jacket that was currently being repaired after damage resulting from an event that she didn’t elaborate on. All she said was that it was “a mistake” and that the jacket was, thankfully, being restored by “a friend.” 
Mr. Arrow noticed that she hesitated a little on the word “friend,” but that she still brightened up once she’d said it.
To his surprise, she wanted to be delivered to Canterlot High. He didn’t feel it was his place to ask why she’d be there on a Saturday, but she noticed his confusion and explained that she was “serving out her just punishment.” A part of him wondered if it had something to do with her “mistake” and if Applejack knew anything about it, but he immediately stomped on his curiosity. It was none of his business.
When they arrived at CHS, Mr. Arrow was surprised, and not a little appalled, to see heavy damage had been done to the school. He’d heard rumors about a gas explosion, but hadn’t realized the damage was this extensive. Workmen were chipping away at the damage, and Mr. Arrow couldn’t help but notice that a hardhat and gloves that looked rather too small for any of the bulky workmen was sitting on the back of one of the trucks. 
Again he wondered about Rebecca’s connection to the damage and repairs, and again he shoved the thought down. He had no need to know. 
Rebecca greeted the sight of the school with a sigh somewhere between a groan and acceptance. “Well, this is my stop,” she said as he pulled up to the curb. She unbuckled herself and reached for the latch. Just as her hand touched the handle, she paused, turned to the old man, and hugged him. “Thank you,” she said huskily.
“You’re welcome,” he replied. 
The young woman hopped out and trotted over to join the workmen. Mr. Arrow decided that, if she did not look enthusiastic, she at least looked optimistic. 
Shifting back into drive, he pulled out of the parking lot and headed home, noticing with pleasure that the sun was starting to peek through the clouds. 
As he drove, the old man felt a chuckle well up in his chest upon realizing something: 
He’d never gotten Rebecca’s real name.
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		Epilogue



One year later…
That winter, Mr. Arrow slipped on ice and twisted his ankle walking up his driveway. Fortunately, the Apple siblings had been out shoveling at the time, and they’d driven him to the emergency room. Mr. Arrow had always been a hardy man, and the damage mercifully hadn’t been too severe, but he would need to use a cane while he went through physical therapy. It just so happened to have been his left ankle, which meant that he could still drive himself around, and the winter had taken a turn for the dry after the last storm, so he didn’t need to worry about shoveling the drive. 
Until, one day, a snowstorm blew in. Mr. Arrow sat in his front room, watching the snow fall and mulling over whether or not he’d be able to move enough the next day to shovel out at least one path for his car. While he watched, he saw several cars pull into the Apples’ drive. Six girls in their teens and a small dog emerged. The happy young women waited, shivering, on the front porch until Applejack opened the door to admit them. 
Mr. Arrow smiled. He’d seen these young women around many times and, while he questioned some of their more colorful hair styles (kids these days), they’d struck him as being well-brought up and kind, if a little high-spirited. It pleased him to see that the Apple children had found friends with integrity. It would help them mature and thrive. The thought made him happy as he went to bed, letting worries about shoveling the drive be a matter for tomorrow.
He woke to the sound of scraping shovels and muted voices early the next morning. Somewhat befuddled, he dressed and limped downstairs. Opening the door, he was shocked to find the Apple siblings and their friends clearing his front walk. They chattered quietly to each other as they worked, obviously trying (and sometimes failing) to keep their voices down in case he was still asleep. There was evidence that an impromptu snowball fight had broken out at least once, but for all their merrymaking his drive was more than half cleared. 
Mr. Arrow was deeply touched by the generosity of the children. He thought it spoke volumes to the quality of the Apples’ friends that they would help a stranger, and to the quality of the Apples that they would choose such friends. The old man accepted their kindness with good grace and told them he would cook breakfast for them. Some of them tried to refuse, but they were persuaded to accept the offer by a young woman wearing red. There was something familiar about her voice, but he couldn’t put his finger on it and, bundled up as she was, he was unable to identify her by her appearance. Still, he was grateful for her assistance. 
The old man had just finished whipping up a hearty breakfast for them when they came in from shoveling (and a full-blown snowball fight, judging by their thoroughly snow-caked garb). Soon his mud room was full of sodden jackets and boots as one young man, eight young women, and a small dog cast off their winter apparel. One by one, each of the friends came up to introduce themselves.
Last to approach was the woman who’d been wearing red, a woman he now recognized. Gone was the self-loathing and despair of that rainy Fall day, replaced with self-confidence, warmth, and a ready smile. “Hello, Mr. Arrow,” she said, happiness dancing in her eyes.
Mr. Arrow’s face lit up with joyful surprise. “Rebecca?” he exclaimed.
“’Rebecca?!’” echoed the others in confusion. 
The young woman laughed. “It’s a long story. Let’s just say you Apples have got quite a guy for a neighbor.” 
“We knew that,” said Applejack, folding her arms. “What’s the deal with this ‘Rebecca’ thing?”
‘Rebecca’ ignored her and held out a hand to Mr. Arrow. The old man thought he saw tears in her eyes as she said, “Sunset Shimmer. It’s a pleasure to meet you.” 
Mr. Arrow clasped her hand in both of his own. “The pleasure is mine, Sunset. The pleasure is mine.”
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I hope you all enjoyed this story. I am a firm believer in the idea that we all need to forgive others, to forgive ourselves, and to accept forgiveness. Whether it is deserved is beside the point. I don't say this because it's easy - it's often the hardest of things. But it is worth the effort. Forgiveness unlocks the shackles forged by hate.
There are many people I have to forgive each and every day, often more than once. Facing that has enabled me to face wounds I need to heal. It has also shown me the bitter roots of my own vices. 
Through the process, I become a better person, more able to face each day and do good, unshackled by past sins - mine and others'. It is my wish that all of us may be better able to do that day by day, and together make this world of ours a better place to live.
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