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Pipe Down has had his cutie mark for many years. Now in his twilight years he is furious when someone demands that he change it.
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          "And another thing," Pipe Down sneered, "Get the hell off my lawn."
"I just wanted to give you your mail," Derpy stifled a sob.
"The mailbox is right there." Pipe Down pointed with the stem of his pipe.
"Yeah, but you were on your porch," Derpy sighed, "You looked lonely, I thought you could use someone to talk to."
"Nope, no miss." Pipe Down shook his wrinkly head, "Just me and my pipe."
"You sure like your tobacco, Mr. Down," Derpy commented.
"Yes, yes miss I do," Pipe Down exhaled blue smoke and frowned, "Didn't I tell you to get off my lawn?"
"I don't think you did," Derpy answered, "Did you want me to?"
"Yes, yes please," Pipe Down rocked in his chair, "You come back though. I'm always happy to see you."
"Thank you." Derpy smiled.
"Get the hell off my lawn," Pipe Down yelled at her and leaned back into his rocking chair, "Such a nice young mare."
He looked down at the letter in his hoof and began scanning his eyes across the page.
"Who the hell wrote this chicken scratch?" He asked himself and leaned in closer to it.
"Oh," He muttered and put on his reading glasses, "There we go."
Dear Mr. Down,
It has come to our attention that you bear a cutie mark of questionable taste. While we recognize the right of all citizens to freely participate in their pastimes, we can not help but feel reluctant in allowing such a blatantly disgusting cutie mark to be shown to our children. We are certain that you have noticed the growing number of children in your neighborhood, and we think it would be most inappropriate for them to follow such a crude example. We trust that you will do the right thing and have your cutie mark edited by conventional needles and ink.
Sincerely,
The Equestrian Decency Association
"Well, it is a reasonable-" Pipe Down looked down at his cutie mark, "No."
He knocked the dottle out of his pipe and walked across the cherry floors of his house. He sat down at his mahogany writing desk, and pulled out an old fountain pen.
Dear Equestrian Decency Association,
This is the first time in which anypony has brought into question the acceptability of my talent. I will consider editing my cutie mark if in return you send me the head of the pony who wrote such a deplorable letter. I want it delivered by express mail and at your expense. If these terms are unacceptable to you then I freely invite you to shove my letter up your plot. I've had my cutie mark for ninety years, and I'm too old to put up with this.
Sincerely,
Pipe Down
P.S. Since you have taken it upon yourselves to be upholders of decency, would you kindly do something about the children on my lawn?
Pipe Down sat in his rocking chair and smiled. The blue plumes of smoke surrounded him, and he inhaled the deep sweetness of the blended cavendish. He grinned and looked across his property. An endless field of tobacco grew over the hills, and the pinkish hue of the sunrise rose to greet him.
"Hi, Mr. Down," Derpy landed beside him.
Pipe Down pointed to his mail box.
"Here." She placed a letter in his lap. "I thought this would be easier since you were already out here."
"Thank you," Pipe Down grumbled.
"You're welcome," Derpy smiled, "Bye now!"
She flew off, knocking a few tree branches down. Pipe Down shook his head and opened his letter.
Dear Mr. Down,
In light of the knowledge of your current age, we have decided not to press charges for your remarks in your last letter. That being said, your cutie mark is still an issue. We demand that you have it edited as early as possible, and we will not take no for an answer.
Sincerely,
The Equestrian Decency Association
P.S. We have taken the liberty of sending letters to all parents across town, asking them to keep their children off of lawns. The mayor is also complying with this request. Thank you for bringing this to our attention.
Pipe Down laughed at his letter. He looked down at it again, and smiled. He carried it inside and pulled out another sheet of paper.
"So." He patted his writing desk. "Idiots."
Dear Equestrian Decency Association,
In light of your decision to keep children off of my lawn, I have decided to entertain your banality. Pray tell, what would you recommend that I have my cutie mark edited to?
Sincerely,
Pipe Down
P.S My neighbor's rooster woke me up before dawn. This is not decent conduct for a rooster. Perhaps you could send a letter to him as well?
Pipe Down rocked back and forth in his rocking chair, grinning madly as he did so.
"Hiya, Mr. Down." Derpy placed a letter in his lap. "What has you so happy today?"
"Oh, I was just expecting a letter from an idiot today," Pipe Down explained and rubbed his hooves together.
Derpy looked at him, and began crying.
"Not you dear, I meant a different idiot," Pipe Down rushed his words, "Not that you're an idiot. I mean I don't think your an idiot."
Derpy flew away.
"Dang it," Pipe Down spat, "I would feel bad about that if I had any chance of remembering it."
He sighed, tapped out the dottle, and read his letter.
Dear Mr. Down,
We are quite pleased that you have chosen to entertain our polite suggestion. Please find enclosed one drawing.This edit will cause minimal pain and make a cutie mark that children can admire.
Sincerely,
The Equestrian Decency Association
P.S. Your neighbor's rooster has been taken care of.
"Let's see now," Pipe Down muttered and clenched his pipe in his teeth, "Who else should they piss off?"
]Dear Equestrian Decency Association,
Your recommendation for a bubble pipe is quite the hit in my house. I am the only pony in my household with any hangups about it. I took a walk by the editing parlor today to see what it was like. The place was filthy, I tell you. Grime was everywhere, and the owner had piercings all over his face. Please tell him to clean up his act so that I will be able to schedule an edit without the worry of infection.
Sincerely,
Pipe Down
Pipe Down waited for Derpy to arrive. She landed on the dirt path in front of his house, looked up at him, opened the mailbox, placed the letter in, and shut it.
"Ah, hell," Pipe Down tried to talk to her as she flew away, "C'mon young'n. I didn't mean anything-"
Pipe Down sighed and took the letter from his mailbox.
Dear Mr. Down,
We have filled a complaint with the mayor's office and the editing parlor in question will be closed until it can pass inspection. Rest assured, you will be able to show your face in town when this is over. Until then, please find enclosed one decency covering. It may not be fancy, but you can walk without shame for a while.
Sincerely,
The Equestrian Decency Association
"Ok, ok." Pipe Down smiled and dipped his fountain pen into the ink well. "Who will ruin your day now?"
Dear Equestrian Decency Association,
Thank you for the decency covering. I in no way find a square of cloth to be a ridiculous means of ensuring decency. I await my edit patiently. In the meantime, could you do something about that lavender unicorn in the library? She reads much too loud. I can hear her all the way out here some nights.
Sincerely,
Pipe Down
Derpy landed on the dirt road in front of Pipe Down's property. She pulled a letter from her brown bag and began to place it into the mail box. The mail box was gone, and Pipe Down sat in his rocking chair smiling. Derpy frowned and walked over to him.
"I seem to have misplaced my mail box," He commented.
"I can see it," Derpy said flatly, "It's under your porch."
"Well, how did it get there?" Pipe Down kicked a hammer behind him.
"No idea," She muttered, "Here's your stupid letter."
"Letter?" Pipe Down asked, "The last letter should have been the last letter."
"No, everypony is getting a copy of this letter," Derpy replied.
Pipe Down read over the letter and roared in laughter.
"What's funny?" She asked.
"Come inside," He told her, "I've got a few letters you might like."
He placed the last letter beside the others.
Dear Ponyville Citizen,
It has recently come to my attention that an unauthorized group known as the Equestrian Decency Association has been mailing letters to various ponies demanding certain changes on their part. To this date I have discovered resulting from this, one inebriated lost rooster, a town edict demanding all children keep off all grass, a cleanliness law that forbids face piercings, and a ban against reading out loud. Not only are these regulations in direct contradiction to Equestrian law, but they seemed to be created for the express purpose of irritating ponies. Please ignore all letters received from the EDA, and rest knowing that the mayor will not be making this mistake again.
Sincerely,
Princess Twilight Sparkle
P.S. In the event that you decide to prank ponies, don't use your clubhouse as your address. You know who you are, but more importantly your guardians know. 
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