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There's a new colt in town who's fallen head over hooves for Sweetie Belle -- now, if only he could overcome his shyness and confess his true feelings to her! Sometimes, however, all it takes is a little help from the most unlikely pony imaginable. Somepony he thought he had lost forever...
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“Hay! What happened to you?”
Little Rainy Day peered up from the book he was reading, and poking her head over the garden fence was the prettiest unicorn he had ever seen. She had a white coat of fur, a pink and purple mane and startling green eyes. He blinked. He looked over his shoulder to make sure there was nopony else that she could be talking to, but all he saw were piles of boxes sitting in the sunlight, waiting to be carried into the house. 
“Were you in an accident or something?” she asked, trotting into the garden. “What's wrong with you?”
“Um, it’s n-nothing. I mean... three broken legs, a sprained wing, a cracked rib and a chipped tooth. Oh, and my skull’s a little fractured. Also, I’ve got to take eight pills a day ‘cos the doctors say one of my cuts was infected.”
“Ouch!” said the unicorn. “No wonder you’re in a wheelchair.”
Rainy Day smiled weakly. "I was trying to fly so I... might have jumped off a cliff...”
The unicorn grimaced, but then to his surprise, she giggled. “You jumped off a cliff even though you can’t fly? Ooo, you’ve just got to meet my friend, Scootaloo! She’s going to love you," she said, admiring his bandages. "How do you push yourself around with just one hoof?”
Rainy Day’s heart beat fiercely against his chest; he couldn’t remember any filly being so friendly to him. “I can’t push myself. My dad has to.” 
“So does that mean I'm not going to see you in school?”
He nodded. “I’m supposed to stay in b-bed 'til my legs get better. It’s only because my bed hasn’t been moved in yet that I’m in a wheelchair.” Gulping, and delicately avoiding her gaze, he lifted up his good hoof for her to shake. When she took it, a marvellous shiver ran up his spine. “My name's Rainy Day,” he said, almost sounding embarrassed by it.
“Nice name! I’m-”
“Sweetie Belle!” sounded a stern voice, making Rainy Day flinch in his chair. Sweetie huffed as an extremely fussy looking unicorn appeared by the fence.
“That’s my sister,” Sweetie whispered, before turning to the unicorn and saying: “Rarity! Guess what? He was fighting a bunch of dragons, and that’s how he got like this! Then he was hoof wrestling with an Ursa Major, and then he beat up a hydra single-hoofed!”
“I... I did?” said a confused Rainy Day.
Sweetie Belle winked at him. “Play along. It’ll be fun,” she said out of the corner of her mouth, her words making the fur on the back of his neck stand on end for reasons he couldn't quite grasp. There was just... something about her voice that made him want to listen to her all day long...
This had to be a dream; what pony wanted to talk to him? His coat was grey, his mane was white and boring, and his eyes were plain blue. There was no doubt about it: he was a thoroughly unremarkable pegasus. Yet here he was talking to Sweetie, and the way she smiled made something stir deep inside of him. Suddenly, he wanted to ask her to stay there for the rest of the afternoon...
Rarity was distinctly unimpressed with her sister’s lie. “Young lady, you should not believe everything you’re told. Now come along. Mother and father are going to be here any minute, and you still have packing to do.”
Rainy Day’s gaze caught Sweetie’s, and his cheeks turned so warm that he was confident you could skewer a marshmallow, hold it to his face and watch it roast. “See you later,” Sweetie said, winking at him. Without another word, she followed her sister to the big house across the road. 
Rainy Day’s book remained unopened on his lap. Somehow, he didn’t feel like reading anymore.

You were never too far away from a cliff, in Canterlot, and there was one in particular that Rainy Day was very fond of. It was a little outside the city walls, and was surrounded by trees and thick bushes; it was the perfect place to gaze over Equestria and lose yourself in daydreams. A few days before moving to Ponyville, he had gone to wish the cliff goodbye, totally obvious that he was being followed.
“Whoever heard of a pegasus who couldn’t fly? Freak!”
He stood by the edge of the cliff, a November wind blowing ominously, and he was encircled by five of his classmates. They were all unicorns. Maybe it had something to do with him being the only pegasus in class, but these five had always made it their duty to transform his life into a living hell.
“I can fly j-just fine,” Rainy Day lied. “If I wanted to, I could fly all over Equestria.”
“Prove it,” the biggest unicorn spat, gesturing at the cliff. The pegasus gulped.
“Um, can’t I just-”
“What’s the matter?” the unicorn sneered. “Afraid you’ll end up like your mom?” 
Rainy Day stamped his hoof. “H-hay! Don’t you dare say anything about my mom!”
The unicorns burst out laughing. Rainy Day's body filled with adrenaline as he inched back towards the cliff, hot tears forming in his eyes, his heart racing and his mind cloudy.
Then again, he had wings, did he not? How hard could flying actually be? Rainy Day had never attempted it before- not seriously anyway, the idea was much too frightening- so how did he know that he couldn’t do it? He shut his eyes. If he pulled this off, what a perfect way it would be to say goodbye to Canterlot: showing up the very unicorns that had made his life so miserable! Picturing their stunned faces, he heard a fierce voice inside his head: do it for Mom, it told him. 
He stood tall, flapping his wings in preparation. He got ready to leap.
“Ten bits says he crashes,” said one of the unicorns loudly, catching Rainy Day off-guard. He stumbled. He flailed his legs as, horror-struck, he realised he was falling, that his wings seemed to had frozen, and that the wind was rushing past his face and the ground was getting closer and closer...
Tap. Tap. Tap.
Rainy Day woke up with a start; it was a full minute before he was willing to accept that he was safe in his new bed, in his new home. “Just a dream,” he whispered to himself. In the moonlight, he stared at the photograph of Mom on his bedside desk, reaching out his good hoof to stroke her mane.
Tap. Tap. Tap.
He gazed through the window beside his bed; it sounded like somepony was throwing stones at the glass.
“I’m tellin’ ya Scoots, ya got the wrong one. And why y’all throwing stones? This here house only has one floor. Can’t we just look through the window?”
The voice belonged to a filly with a thick country accent. It had come from outside.
“You’ve got to throw stones,” came a second voice which Rainy Day guessed was Scoots. “That’s the way you’re s’posed to do it; everypony knows that.”
The first filly sighed. “Ah still don’t see why this couldn’t wait ‘til morning.”
Rainy Day’s stomach squirmed unpleasantly. Were they thieves, bullies, vandals? However, before he had a chance to shout for Dad, a third voice pushed everything into place, making him queasier than ever: Sweetie Belle’s. “Let’s try another window,” she said. Upon hearing her speak, the little pegasus found it remarkably easy to imagine her sat on the end of his bed, peering at him with those green eyes of hers...
Despite being alone, Rainy Day blushed. 
Pressing his face against the glass, he spied the unicorn standing in the garden with two of her friends. One was a pegasus. The other was an earth pony with a bow in her mane and a bulging saddlebag on her back. Wondering what was in the bag, he opened the window for them.
“So you’re Rainy Day, huh?” said the pegasus. “Sweetie Belle’s been going on about you alllll evening. I think she’s got a crush on you!” 
“Hay, shut up,” Sweetie hissed. "Rainy, I told my friends that you were stuck in bed and stuff, so we’ve come to cheer you up.” 
“Y-you have?” he said. His heart skipped a beat, and for a moment, he was grabbed by his imagination. Imagine holding her hoof like grown-ups did on Hearts and Hooves Day! Imagine sitting with her by the cliff! 
“Are you alright?” Sweetie Belle asked, a puzzled look on her face. Rainy Day wiped the sweat off his forehead.
“N-never better,” he said. “Do you wanna come in? I can’t get out of bed so you’ll have to come through the window. Oh, plus Dad’s asleep, so you’ll have to be super quiet as well.”
Soon, the three fillies were in his room, and they were bathed in the soft glow of his bedside lantern. “The name’s Scootaloo,” said the pegasus, shaking his hoof.
“And I’m Apple Bloom,” said the earth pony. Rubbing her hooves together as though in anticipation, she reached into her saddlebag. “So which here balloon d’you most like the look of? We got pink, we got red, we got-
Rainy Day waved her quiet. "B-balloon?” 
Sure enough, she had pulled out a selection of four balloons for him to choose from: one pink, one red, one orange, one yellow. 
“It was Sweetie’s idea,” Scootaloo explained hurriedly, but Sweetie Belle cut her off.
“It was all our idea. We thought that since you can’t walk, then you could write a letter, tie it to a balloon, and that way it’s like there’s a part of you flying over Equestria. The three of us are going to do it too. It’ll be like a race to see who can get the furthest!”
Scootaloo pretended to retch at the mushiness of this plan, but Rainy Day beamed; no matter how firmly Sweetie insisted they were all responsible for it, something in the way she spoke made it clear that the idea had been hers and hers alone. “I like red,” he said at last. “Mind you, I don’t have any paper or anything.”
“Way ahead of ya,” said Apple Bloom, retrieving a couple of pens from her bag, along with writing paper, envelopes, and four postcards with the stamps already stuck on them. “With these here stamps, there ain’t no excuse for a pony to go ignoring us.”
“Yeah, but it wouldn’t matter if they did,” said Scootaloo as she started to write (If you’re reading this, you’ve discovered the most awesome letter in Equestria). "It's obvious I'm gonna win either way."
Apple Bloom narrowed her eyes at Scootaloo (I come from the best apple farm for miles around). "Mine’s gonna go the furthest, y'all wait and see. Ah bet it makes it all the way to the Mild West.”
“Well mine’s going to get to the Art-hoof Circle,” Sweetie Belle chimed in (Do polar bears have cutie marks?).
Apple Bloom shook her head. “Yeah, right. How far d'you reckon your one’s gonna make it, Rainy?”
Rainy Day looked up at the mention of his name, and was startled to find Apple Bloom standing right beside him. She was sneaking a look at his letter.
My name is Rainy Day. I am 8 years old. I feel like the luckiest pegasus in Equestria and it’s thanks to my new friend Sweetie Belle. She’s the loveliest unicorn that I’ve ever ever ever ever-
“What’s he wrote?” Sweetie asked. The colour drained from Rainy Day’s face as it dawned on him how the letter must have sounded. His mind went into overdrive as he thought of how she was going to react, of how awkward this was going to be...
But even as his mouth quivered from fright, Apple Bloom winked at him. “Y’all ain’t gonna believe this: he’s gone and written that whoever gets it should say they’re from Shanghay jus’ so it looks like his balloon’s gone the furthest!”
Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo looked up from their letters. “That’s cheating,” Scootaloo snapped. 
Apple Bloom laughed. “Ah shucks Scoots, ah was only joking. He’s just wrote that he’s from Ponyville, is all.” 
“Why did you do that?” Rainy Day whispered in Apple Bloom’s ear once the others had resumed writing. Apple Bloom raised an eyebrow.
“What d’you mean, ‘why’d ah do that?’ What was you thinking ah was gonna do?”
There was a pause. “... Th-thank you," he whispered, and he meant it. "I don’t know many ponies as nice as you.”
A smile broke out over her face. “You’re a weird one, ya know that, right? No wonder Sweetie was so concerned. She said she knew ya needed friends the second she laid eyes on ya.”
So Scootaloo hadn’t been lying: Sweetie Belle had really been going on about him all evening. The knowledge of this made Rainy Day happy in a way he had never experienced; casts or no casts, he felt ready to dash from here to Canterlot, and then come back and do it all over again!
Once the balloons were tied and the letters attached, the four ponies sat on the bed, watching their messages climb up into Luna's sky to join the stars. Or rather, the fillies watched. Rainy Day didn’t pay any notice, because Sweetie Belle’s leg was brushing against his, and it was making his heart pound...
The realisation came from nowhere. It was so alarming that it made him gasp.
He had a crush on Sweetie Belle!

A week later, Apple Bloom became the first to get a response. 



“Tacky?” Apple Bloom said, pacing around Rainy Day’s bedroom. “Tacky? Who cares what the balloon looks like? Ain’t these ponies got a heart or nothin’?”
“You should’ve gone for the orange one when you had the chance,” Scootaloo jeered, resisting the urge to laugh.  
Apple Bloom threw herself on the bed and groaned into a pillow. Rainy Day, for his part, wished he knew the right words to tell her, that special line that would make her happy again.
Happy like the way that Sweetie Belle made him feel. 
He had tried so hard this past week to shove the feelings out of his head, but it was hopeless; his crush persisted, and Sweetie was on his mind morning, noon and night. Was this normal? It would’ve been easy to tell himself otherwise, except the previous night, whilst sorting out the last moving box, he had found one of Mom’s old romance novels. Curiosity had gotten the better of him. Although the book had been filled with the sappiest nonsense imaginable, he had nevertheless stayed up half the night devouring it, unable to tare his eyes away... 
“I’m eight,” he had told himself. “Colts don’t get crushes, and that’s that.”
He had then shoved the book under his mattress, spending the rest of the night tossing and turning in bed, reminding himself that colts didn’t get crushes, they didn’t get crushes.

A week after that, Scootaloo became the second to get her postcard. Once she managed to decipher the appalling hoofwriting, she became so excited that it was a wonder she ever calmed down enough to share it with anypony.



“How come ah get Snooty Crust and Jet Boredom an’ you get four of the Wonderbolts? That ain’t fair!” 
Scootaloo smirked at Apple Bloom. “It’s plenty fair; my letter must have been awesomer than yours. Wait ‘til Rainbow Dash sees this. I can’t wait. I can’t wait!”
“The rain looks like it’s clearing up,” said Sweetie Bell as she peered out of Rainy Day’s bedroom window. “Maybe we could go and look for her? Oh, but, Rainy...”
The three fillies looked at the colt stuck on his bed. “I’ll be fine,” he sighed. Then, with a promise that they’d be back, they hurried off to go and find Rainbow Dash, leaving Rainy Day to glower at his casts.
Somepony knocked on his door. “Sweetie Belle?” he asked hopefully.
“Not quite,” said Dad, walking into the bedroom. “Hay. You seem down. Is your wing acting up again?”
The little pegasus shook his head. Dad sat on the bed, his gaze drifting over all the signatures on Rainy's casts; they were all from the three fillies, and at least four of them belonged to Sweetie Belle.
“... It’s not girl troubles, is it?” he asked.
“If it was,” Rainy whispered, “you wouldn’t think that was weird or anything, w-would you?”
“Rainy Day, you can tell me anything you want and I'll listen to you. Although, you should know that your mom was the one who was good with this stuff. Just... bear that in mind."
They both glanced at the photograph on the desk. “Right,” said Rainy Day. “Mom. Yeah."
Three years. 
That's how long it had taken for life to regain a sense of normality. Yet, when Rainy Day least expected them, little moments like this one would sneak up on him, and they always stung so, so much. He knew it was silly, but he wished bitterly that he had somepony to talk to about his feelings for Sweetie Belle; or to be exact, somepony who understood. Two weeks was a long time to go without telling anypony about a secret crush.
Dad put a wing around his shoulders. “Look here, we made just fine after Mom. Once you’re free of that cast, your problems won't seem so bad. You’ll see.”

A fortnight later, and on the type of day best enjoyed curled up in front of the fireplace, Sweetie Belle’s postcard arrived in the mail. 



Sweetie and Rainy Day were alone in his bedroom. “W-why did you give him your sister’s address?” he asked. Sweetie Belle’s cheeks turned a pale shade of red. 
“Um, well, just in case I was staying over at the boutique.” A light snowfall tapped against the window, and Sweetie Belle sighed. “Also... I thought that it meant that when I got it, I could run over and you could be the first pony I’d tell!"
Just like that, Rainy Day felt the most wonderful warmth in his hooves, like they had been dipped in a hot bath. The sensation travelled up his body, and when it reached his head, it made him feel as light as the feathers on his back. Did her words mean what he thought they did? Between her being in school, his constant doctor’s appointments, and Scootaloo and Apple Bloom always coming to visit, this was the first time since meeting that they had been on their own together. After a month to think about it, Rainy Day had no doubts about his feelings for her.
Sweetie Belle was looking at him expectedly, her face a portrait of hope.
“Sweetie, I...” But she was staring him in the eyes, and his heart was thumping, and his stomach felt like it was trying to jump into his mouth. “W-when do you reckon my postcard’s going to get here?” he said at last, his voice faltering. 
"Oh. Soon, I guess."
Her smile fell.
Outside, the snowfall was growing heavier and heavier, and soon afterwards, Sweetie Belle went back to Rarity's. Rainy Day lay on his bed, wishing that he could bite off his casts and give himself a good, hard kick.
“Why do I always mess it up?!” he hissed to himself, anger flowing through his veins. But he didn’t have an answer to this.

It was still dark when he woke up, and a glance at his clock showed it to be almost three in the morning.
... Something was different. 
He wasn't sure how he knew, but the world had changed and everything felt peaceful. A green glow was lighting up his room. His eyes widened as he looked through his window and saw vast ribbons of light dancing in the night sky; they were the same colour as Sweetie Belle’s eyes. When he glanced at his legs, he gasped loudly, because his casts and his bandages had vanished. He was healed!
“Oh wow,” he whispered, finding that he could stretch his wings once again. They didn’t even hurt. They didn't even sting!
Leaping out of bed, he stood trembling on his rug, tears trickling down his face; he was crying from happiness. He took a step forward, then another, and then he was trotting, running, galloping through the house. How fantastic it was to run! After weeks of being confined to his bed, this was the greatest feeling he had ever experienced. 
Sweetie Belle!
What was to stop him from rushing over to the boutique that very instant? Maybe she’d invite him inside, or perhaps they could gaze up at the ribbons of light and hold their hooves in silence; there were so many possibilities. But first: “Dad! Dad, I’m better! I’m all better!” 
Beaming, he kicked open the door of his father’s bedroom.
The bed was empty. Dad wasn’t there.
Aware of how each and every breath he took misted in front of his face, Rainy Day crept over to his father’s bed and prodded the sheets. Outside, Ponyville had vanished; when he looked through the window, he could only see stars, and the house was surrounded by those magnificent streams of lights. 
Then a voice made him jump. “Don't you know that Dad doesn’t like being woken up at daft o’clock in the morning?” 
Rainy Day knew who that voice belonged to, although that didn't mean he believed he was hearing it.
“... Mom?”
She was sat on the bed. Her white fur was exactly the way he remembered, and her mane was bushy and blue, and her eyes were full of love. Rainy Day lowered his head. “T-this is a dream, isn’t it?” he asked.
Mom smiled. “Well duh! But so what? Pretty awesome dream if you ask me; the northern lights were a cool touch." 
“The... what?”
Mom rolled her eyes. “You’re dreaming about them. How can you not know what they’re called? How come you’re just standing there? Come and give me a hug.” 
Rainy Day gaped at her. It was like the past three years hadn’t happened, and she was still with them, smiling that mischievous grin of hers. No longer caring if this was a dream or not, he threw his hooves around her, burying his face into her mane and relishing the feel of it. 
“So what’s all this I hear about a girl?” she asked, her voice packed with excitement. Rainy Day gave her a frail smile.
“I’m eight. That’s grown-up st-stuff.”
This answer, however, didn’t satisfy her. “You little ladies’ stallion, you! Rainy Day, I’m being serious. I know this is bothering you, and if it makes you upset, it makes me upset. What’s wrong? You never used to be this shy.”
He flapped his wings slowly from nerves, because Mom was right. He had always been solitary; nonetheless, it was difficult to believe that the old Rainy Day would ever have had trouble confessing his crush to Sweetie Belle. On the other hoof, the old Rainy Day could also never have imagined Mom would be taken away from him, drifting out of his life like a balloon on the wind...
“I’m scared it’ll freak her out,” he whispered at last. “It's been ages and ages since I had friends. I don't want to lose them."
“Rainy Day,” said Mom, sounding more serious than he had ever known her to be. “You are my son, and as such you will never have any trouble making friends; but only so long as you keep telling yourself that. And man, chill out! You’re gonna be all better soon, so be happy. She's obviously a very caring ‘lil filly. If you tell her you have a crush and she doesn’t feel the same way, then whatever; she’s not gonna stop being your friend. But if you tell her and she does feel the same way, then... well...”
Rainy Day looked up at Mom’s cheerful face. “Don’t be shy, Rainy. Don’t ever be shy.” Glancing around, she lowered her voice to a whisper. “Besides, there’s no way Sweetie would turn you down. Know why?”
Rainy Day shook his head. Mom looked around once more as if to check they were properly alone. “Lean closer,” she said. “Closer. Really, really close. Listening? I’m only gonna say this once.”
His ear was right against her mouth, and he was giddy with anticipation. Whatever Mom was about to say, he was certain that it was going to stay with him for the rest of his life...
“Chicks dig scars,” she whispered.
Rainy Day burst out laughing, because what in Equestria had he been expecting? That death would somehow make Mom take life seriously? Fresh tears rolled down his face as Mom grinned and winked at him.
And then he woke up.

The sun was shining and the world was silent. Rainy Day stared at the ceiling. It had all felt so real, as though he’d really had his face pressed into Mom’s mane...
With a sigh, he turned around to go back to sleep, but then perked up when he spotted two items propped against the photograph of Mom. One was a note from Dad saying he was next door. The other was his postcard.



Was it the fact that it had been written in crayon that made Rainy Day raise his eyebrows? Perhaps it was because it hadn’t been stamped at the post office... Whatever the reason, he found his gaze being drawn away from the postcard and towards the boutique visible through his window.
Be happy, Mom had told him. Something else as well, what had it been? 
Don’t be shy. Don’t ever be shy.
In years to come, Rainy Day would often wonder if Mom had genuinely cared about him confessing his crush to Sweetie Belle, or if, rather, she had only been using it as an excuse to help him break free of his shyness. 
Mom was dead. 
Yet why should that mean she wasn't still there, helping out in every moment of his life? 
With Celestia as his witness, he was going to show Sweetie Belle his postcard, and he was going to do it this very instant! Whispering a small “thank you” to the photograph, he held the postcard between his teeth and glared at his casts; before he could tell himself that this was a bad idea, he lowered himself out of bed and stood on the floor.
“Arrrg!”
Blinding pain shot through his hooves, but the thought of Sweetie Belle gave him the strength to keep going. He dragged himself to the front door and then he walked into the snow. You're almost there, he thought to himself. Another few steps...
His vision swam. His legs felt as though they were on fire, but the second he reached the doorstep, he rang the bell. He was greeted by a horrified Sweetie. 
“Rainy! What are you doing out of bed?!”
“I got my p-postcard,” he said. He was almost breathless from exhaustion, and he let the postcard drop to the floor. “I wanted you to be the first to see it.”
She shook her head. “Rainy, you look like you’re going to collapse! I was going to come over. You should’ve waited.”
A second of silence followed, a thousand unspoken feelings floating in the air between them... then Rainy Day did something which he could never explain even to himself: he leant forward and kissed her on the cheek! It was only a small kiss, lasting for the most fleeting of seconds, but it was enough to make his body flood with ice, make his fur stand up and make his eyes widen from shock. Aghast with himself, he drew back. 
“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry! I don’t know what came over me! I didn’t mean to do that, I-”
Sweetie Belle put a hoof on his mouth, and before Rainy Day knew what was happening, she leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek as well. All of a sudden, the little pegasus couldn’t feel the agony in his legs. 
Sweetie liked him.
Sweetie liked him!
The memory of standing by the cliff appeared in his mind. “If I wanted to, I could fly all over Equestria,” he had told to the bullies, and who knew? Maybe soaring through the air was one of the most amazing sensations imaginable... Regardless, Rainy Day was sure there was no possible way that flying could ever compare to this. 
“You look like you need to sit down,” Sweetie said, and her tone was soft. “Do you want to come in? Rarity was about to make some tea.”
He nodded. Feeling like the luckiest pegasus in existence, Rainy Day limped into the boutique and Sweetie Belle shut the door behind him. The postcard lay forgotten in the snow.

At the same moment, over a thousand miles away, the red balloon floated above the frozen wastes of the Art-hoof Circle, caught in a breeze and drifting further and further north. It was much deflated, having been in the air for an entire month. 
And the letter was still attached to it.
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