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		Description

A young teenage mare falls in love with her rivals neighbor, Bright Mac. But, will their relationship be ruined by their families?
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Pear Butter’s Love Story
By Brittany Rivers. From My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic! Based on the episode from Season 7 episode 13 ‘The Perfect Pear’. (This story is very similar to William Shakepear’s “Romeo and Juliet”.)


Chapter 1: Introduction
I hope this can help my children in the future. My name is Pear Butter, I’m 28 years old and I live in Ponyville. Yes, I am a country girl. My father’s name is Grand Pear, and my mother, Cinnamon Pear, died when I was 5 months old. 
When I was a filly, at the age of 3, things were different. I only had one friend, who’s name was Chiffon Swirl. There was a feud between the Apples and the Pears. We were arguing about whose is the best farmer and who took better care of their trees. 
All of the Apples and Pears were rivals to the core, and The Apple families, and the Pear families hated each other. The only Apple and Pear that ever got along was myself and a little colt named Bright Macintosh. 
Chapter 2: Meeting Bright Mac
When I was 3 years old looking for buttercup flowers around the garden, I heard a little voice one day that went like “Psst.” I looked around the spot that I was in to see where the voice came from.
Then, I looked up to see a young colt about my age with red hair and black eyes. “I’m not supposed to talk to you.”, said the colt. “I’m not supposed to talk to you either.”, I said. “My mom said if you hold a buttercup under your chin, it’ll make your chin glow. But, it doesn’t work on me. See?” He put his chin under the buttercup. 
I put my chin under a buttercup and said, “Does it work on me?” And I heard his heartbeat, and he said, “It sure does, buttercup.” I smiled and said, “Buttercup. I like that name.” 
Then I said, “I’m Pear Butter, What’s your name?” “I’m Bright Macintosh,” he said, “but you can call me Bright Mac.” We shook our hooves, and this is how I met Bright Macintosh.
Chapter 3: A broken water silo and Bright Mac’s Honesty 


Years later after I met Bright Mac when I was about 10, Bright Mac and his good friend, Burnt Oak, were racing to see who could plow a field the fastest and Bright Mac would leave him in the dust, and he would’ve won too if he wasn’t so distracted.
I was picking berries and all of a sudden I heard a loud crash behind me, then a water silo broke, and I was soaked with water in my mane. I looked at the water silo, then my father came up to me and said, “Pear Butter, what did you do?” I- I’m not sure.” I said. 
My father blamed me for what happened to the water silo. But then, I heard a voice behind me. It was Bright Mac! “She didn’t do it, sir.” said Bright Mac. “Excuse me?” my father asked. “The water silo. It was my fault.” Bright Mac said.  I giggled softly, but then my father looked at me for a moment then, he turned to Bright Mac. “You owe me a new silo, boy!” said my father, “And you, come with me!’ my father said. “No daughter of mine is going to make goo goo eyes at an Apple!” my father said to me as we walked away from Bright Mac. 
I looked at Bright Mac and gave him a smile. He looked at me and I could tell he had a crush on me. My father never would’ve known it was Bright Mac’s fault, and he would never let me take the blame for something he did. He worked on the apple farm all day, and he went to my house on his breaks to fix the water silo, his good friend, Burnt Oak, didn't see him for weeks, not that he minded, it gave him a chance to get to know me. I knew at that moment that Bright Mac was honest.
Chapter 4: A Secret Picnic and A Love Song for Bright Mac

8 years passed after the incident with the water silo, I turned 18 years old. I did mention that in the beginning that I had a good friend named Chiffon Swirl. One day when I had some free time, I brought her some candied pears, eggs, flour, sugar, and vanilla, and I told Chiffon to just be creative. Next thing she knew, she was whipping up Pear Upside-down cake, and she got her cutie mark. She said it was like I knew what she was supposed to do long before she did. I was with her through it all. I’d be her taste-tester, help with the decorating, and prep up new ingredients. Over the years, she perfected her recipes, and I did so much for me. 
One day, Chiffon wanted to surprise me with a cake, but she saw 
me with Bright Mac at the edge of Sweet Apple Acres, having a picnic. Chiffon hid in the bushes. Bright Mac made me a bouquet of buttercups, then he smelled them, and he sneezed the buttercups in front of me and the buttercups were in my mane.
I laughed, then we almost kissed, but we heard a stick crack, I gasped, then Bright Mac made an angry face, then Chiffon waved her hoof at me and Bright Mac’s angry face went from a small smile. “Oh, it’s just you.” I said. “Sorry,” Chiffon said, “I brought you a little something to say thank you, but I see you're busy.” Me and Bright Mac blushed and laughed a bit. “Promise you won't say anything?” I asked Chiffon. She sealed her lips but then the three of us heard Bright Mac’s mother, Granny Smith, saw me and Bright Mac and she made an angry face at Bright Mac. “What in tarnation are you doing, Bright Mac?!” Granny Smith yelled, “We do not fraternize with Pears!” She pulled Bright Mac’s ears and he looked at me and winked, then I smiled and waved at him back. Chiffon turned to me. “You and Bright Mac?”, she said, “I wouldn’t believe it, if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes. Your families hate each other!” “I can’t help it,” I said “We just sort of.. Happened. I was bubbly with hearts and Chiffon was trying to get my attention. 
A week after that, I told Chiffon the sweetest love story she had ever heard. I told her that me and Bright Mac were having another picnic, because it was a surprise he planned for me. 
“Happy One hundred-thirty-one-thousand-four hundred-fifty-six-hour-Anniversary, Darlin’.” Bright Mac said to me. He put a buttercup flower in my mane. “What? That's way longer than we’ve been together.” I said. “I know,” Bright Mac said, “but it’s the Anniversary of the first time I called you ‘buttercup’.” 
I smiled and blushed at him. “It’s ok if you didn’t get me anything.” I rolled my eyes at him and said, “Actually, I did.” I holded a guitar up.  “A guitar? For me?” Bright Mac said, as he grabbed the guitar out of my hooves. “But, I don't know how to play.”  I smiled and said, “Quiet, you.” I sang a song that I wrote for him,
We’re far apart in every way 
But you’re the best part of my day
And sure as I breathe the air,
I know we are the perfect pear
On a prickly path that goes on for miles,
But it’s worth just to see you smile.
And I cannot be pulled apart
From the hold you’ve in my heart
And even if the world tells us it's wrong
You’re My Head Like A Catchy Song
“Wow, it’s just, Wow.
“Do you like it? Be honest, now.”
“It’s the best gift you could’ve given me!”
The seasons change and leaves my fall 
But I’ll be with you through them all
And rain or shine you’ll always be mine
On a prickly path that goes on for miles
You’re the only one who makes it all worthwhile
And you should not blame me too
If I can’t falling in love with you
I blushed and covered my mouth a bit. Then, Bright Mac said, “Hey! No fair! I was gonna tell you the same thing!” “You’re just mad that I beat you to it.” I said. Bright Mac put his hat on my head. “I’m telling you, I was going to pulled you cover your eyes, lead you to over here, and say ‘Surprise!’’ I looked and smiled as I saw a rock that was carved with a heart, pear, and butter on it, and the drawing meant to say “Pear Butter”.  “Then you say, ‘Oh Bright Mac! I love it!’” Bright Mac said, trying to make a good impression of me. “And I’d say ‘I love you.’ Too bad it didn’t work, though. “Yup. Too bad.” I said, as I hugged him. That day was the greatest day ever. 

Chapter 5: Sad News for Me
About a few weeks after my surprise, I was reading my book in my bedroom and my father came in and said to me, “The Pears are moving to Van Hoover.” After I heard these words from my father, I gasped. “We’re moving?! To Van Hoover?! But, that’s so far!” I said. “It’s what's best,” my father said, “There’s acres of untouched land, and a warehouse to make our jams. We’ll have to expand our business, and get away from those Gosh darn Apples!” 
I was devastated when I heard this. By seeing no way out of it, I did what I had to do. I went to Bright Mac crying about the news. He felt sorry for me. “So, that’s it?” asked Bright Mac. “What do you want me to do, Bright Mac?” I asked him, “We’re moving. I love you, but I have to stay with my family.” I walked away crying. 
Then  Bright Mac had an idea. He went to my best friend Chiffon Swirl and went to Mayor Mare and Burnt Oak and told them that he needed a bunch of treats and Mayor Mare to be at the edge of Sweet Apple Acres. He had a big surprise that day.
Chapter 6: A Secret Wedding
After a day when I packed all of my stuff for the move to Van Hoover, I was outside on the rocking chair looking at the sunset, I  put my head on a pillow that was on the rocking chair then I heard a voice. It was Bright Mac! “Buttercup, come with me. I have a surprise for you.” he said. “Ok.” I said.  I followed him to the edge of Sweet Apple Acres.
I gasped when I saw a beautiful spread and a bunch of treats and I saw Mayor Mare, Chiffon Swirl and Burnt Oak. “I don’t want to be apart from you ever. I’m not sure what we’ll do, but I’m sure of us, sure if I marry you today.” Bright Mac said to me. I cried a little with joy. “I would too!” I said happily. “I think that’s my cue.” Mayor Mare said. Mayor Mare had the honor of officiating Me and Bright Mac’s secret wedding, and it was perfect.
Bright Mac knew I wouldn’t want a big splash. So, we both had a special way to seal our vows. “I now pronounce you-” Mayor Mare said half way until Bright Mac and I heard Granny Smith said, “What is going on?! What is with these here candles?“ Then I heard my father’s voice, “Pear Butter! Where are you? You’re supposed to be packing!” Then he looked at Me and Bright Mac together. “What are you two doing?” My father asked both of us. Then, Bright Mac looked at my father and Granny Smith bravely. “Ma, Grand Pear,” Bright Mac said while he hugged me, “Buttercup and I are in love!” “WHAT?!” My father and Granny Smith said in shock. “And we’ll be married as soon as Mayor Mare says,” I said, looking at Mayor Mare. “Oh! I now pronounce you husband and wife.” said Mayor Mare quickly. I looked at Bright Mac and smiled, “Doesn’t that feel nice?” and I kissed him then he kissed me back then we rubbed our cheeks together.  “What are you talking about? Married? You two can’t be married!” Granny Smith said to Bright Mac. “Finally! Something that we can agree on!” said my father to Granny Smith. Then, my father looked at me and said, “Pear Butter, enough of this nonsense. We’re moving! And you’ve got to stick with your family!” He started to walk away and then I said, “But the Apples are my family now too.” 
My father looked at me in shock. “You can’t be serious!” he said, “Are you choosing to be an Apple? Over being a Pear?” I looked at Bright Mac then I teared up when I looked at him. “Are you making me choose?” I asked my father when my voice was breaking. “Yes. I am.” my father said to me. I started crying then I said. “Then yeah. I guess I am.” Bright Mac put his hoof around my neck. “Fine!” My father said. 
He ran away after I said that. I was crying until Granny Smith wiped my tears and smiled at me, and I smiled back. My relationship with Granny Smith got better in a whole week. She invited me to the Apple Family Reunion. I was happy to be in the Apple Family. But most of all, I was happy with my husband, Bright Mac. 
Chapter 7: Epilogue
Pear Butter was happy to be in the Apple family. After a few years, Pear Butter had 3 children, Big Macintosh, Applejack, and Apple Bloom. Sadly in 2008, Pear Butter and Bright Mac died.Their fate is still unknown after 12 ½ years, but their legacies are passed down to their 3 children, Big Macintosh has Bright Mac’s humility, Applejack, has Bright Mac’s honesty, and Apple Bloom has Pear Butter’s abilities to find other ponies talents even if that pony can’t see it in themselves.
Granny Smith was the only relative to take care of Pear Butter and Bright Mac’s children. Pear Butter promised her two older children, Big Macintosh and Applejack to look after Apple Bloom. When Bright Mac was on his deathbed, he gave Applejack his hat that he had. He told his daughter that the hat chooses the pony when he gave her it.
In 2017, Grand Pear returned to Ponyville to get to know his grandchildren that he abandoned years ago. Grand Pear was 72 during this time, and he was kind and gentle. At this time, Applejack, Big Macintosh, and Apple Bloom heard their parents' love story. Granny Smith was surprised that Grand Pear was back, but they reconciled and Apple Bloom, Applejack, and Big Macintosh showed their Granny Smith and Grand Pear something. Pear Butter and Bright Mac left their children something to remember them by. It was an Apple tree and a Pear tree that was planted on the day of their wedding on the edge of Sweet Apple Acres.
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