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		Description

"Everyone's got to face down the demons,/Maybe today, you could put the past away." -Third Eye Blind, 'Jumper'
High above the streets of Manehattan, a pony is contemplating to end his life by simply jumping of the ledge of a building. However, he stopped by a bizarre pink mare who insists he doesn't follow through.
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It’s really high up here. Twenty stories up above the street surface. It’s now that my acrophobia begins to set in, and who can blame me? I’m standing on my hind hooves on the small ledge of a building. Sure, my back is up against the building right now, but my intent is to trot right off the edge, ending it all.
That was the plan anyway. My hesitation allowed for some concerned ponies on the street to take notice and alert the Manehatten Police Department. Now below me, there is a mob of individuals, some wishing to see me safely on the ground and others wanting to see what might happen. I’m sure there are even a few egging me on to jump, to see if this earth pony can fly.
I hear a voice from the megaphone. The crosswind makes it hard to hear, but I can hear it, “Please stay where you are and do not jump.”
“If only it were that simple,” I mumbled a reply to myself as my eyes looked at the police officers move about the street below. From here, everypony looks like ants upon a checkered picnic blanket.
I raised my eyes up and looked at the building across from me. It’s shorter than the building I’m on, but from my position, I can see a few ponies staring at me from their windows and balconies. It’s an uncomfortable feeling, being watched. I wanted this to end on my terms. I guess I don’t get that one wish.
Avoiding eye contact, I look over the roof of the building across from me. I see a few clouds in the sky and see a few pegasus ponies fly by. I think that direction is southwest, but what do I know?
The megaphone voice came back, “Please do not jump, there is so much to live for.” His voice wasn’t exactly soothing or reassuring, but hey, not like I could do a better job at talking myself down.
With a deep breath, I prep myself to end it. I look down one last time, envisioning where my body would land. With the path in my mind, I prep myself by closing my eyes. “Heh,” I give a half-hearted chuckle at myself, “I never thought I’d die alone.”
“Alone? Silly pony, you’re not alone all the way up here!” a very bright and bubbly voice spoke to me.
The shock alone caused me to open up my eyes and lean back to the safety of the building’s wall. I turned quickly to the source of the voice to see a pink-coated pony with a frazzled pink mane on the same fire escape I used to get to where I was. On the mare’s face was the biggest, brightest smile I had ever seen in my entire life.
Panting heavily, I stared at her, “Wh-What are you doing here? Are you a cop? Get away from me!”
“Nope! Not a cop!” her voice hadn’t lost its cheerfulness, “I’m a baker! Well, I’m an assistant baker slash party planner slash cashier slash fun seeker! And I’m sure there’s more things that I am if I think about it more!”
Her statement was confusing as her mane and tail were puffy. “Well, whatever you are, don’t try and anything. I’m going to do it….I’m going to kill myself,” even though I said it, I had trouble believing it myself.
Despite what I just said, her smile persisted, “Okey dokey lokey!” With that line, she started to climb into the window via the fire escape.
“Wh-What….wait! Come back!”
Her head popped through the window, “Hello!”
Still leaning up against the wall, my breathing was starting to return to normal, “Just what are you doing up here?”
She trotted up to the edge of the fire escape and looked down at the crowd below us, “Well, I was trotting along the streets of Manehatten and I saw this huge crowd,” she pointed down with her hoof, “that one right there! I was wondering what was going on, so I asked around and the police ponies told me that there was somepony up here, about to jump. Then I came right up here to ask you what you were doing. You see, I like to get both sides of a story about stuff!”
Her statement seemed completely idiotic. Was she treating this like it was some sort of game?
“Well, they’re right down there, I’m gonna jump! Just end it all!”
The smile on her face finally disappeared, “Now, why would you do that?”
Gritting my teeth, I replied, “Because….I’m too depressed to go on. My life is a mess and….this just seems the best option for me.”
It was at this moment when she stared at me that I noticed her eyes were a light shade of blue, almost like the sky. They showed concern. “But that can’t be the best answer. There are many other answers you can choose from.”
“Yeah….well, you don’t know me,” I looked elsewhere, away from the pink pony.
I heard some movement. When I turned, I saw that the mare had left the safety of the fire escape and moved out onto the same ledge where I was. She took a seat on the edge and offered me a seat, “Well, why don’t we talk and you tell me about yourself?” A small, warm smile was on her face.
Even though it was very inviting, I refused to move.
Her expression didn’t change. Instead, she turned to look outward at the sky in front of her, “I see why you chose this place. It’s beautiful up here.” She took a deep breath through her nostrils and exhaled loudly.
I looked in the same direction as her. It was a beautiful view. The few buildings rising up in the distance, the Henson River, and Jockey just on the other side of the river. It was quite a sight to behold.
The mare turned back to me and spoke again, “Sit down, it’s just a talk.”
I accepted the offer this time. In silence, I shuffled around carefully as to not push my acrophobia further and sat down on the ledge next to her. Keeping hold of the sturdy platform, I looked at my bright green hind hooves dangling off the edge.
“So, tell me about yourself,” she insisted as her head turned toward me.
“Well, I’m a screw up for one,” I started, “Can’t do a single job right. I’ve been in this city barely two and a half years and I’ve managed to mess up every single job I had. A medical assistant, a grocer, a chauffer, a janitor, a fast food worker, all of them ending in failure.”
“I’m sure you’ll find something that you’ll be great at, I know it,” she spoke with a reassuring smile.
“Then what is it? I’ve had this feather cutie mark since I can remember, but I have no idea what I could mean.” I showed the black feather cutie mark, “And right now, jumping off this building might be the only thing it could be good for; see if this earth pony can fly.”
“Nonsense!” she placed a hoof on my head and ruffled up my neat black mane, “You’ll find what you’re meant to do! It took me a long time for me to find out that I’m really really good at throwing parties! Just give it some time!”
Her bubbly demeanor didn’t reflect off on me, “What’s the point? Right now, I’m at the bottom. Lowest of the low.”
“That’s great!”
I wasn’t expecting to hear such words and energy of my self-loathing. I turned to look at her, “What? How is that good?”
The pink pony exclaimed, “You say that you’re feeling like you’re on the bottom right?”
I answered cautiously, “Well….yeah, but-“
I was promptly interrupted, “Then that means this is the best day for you ever!”
“I still don’t follow.”
“Today is great because you are feeling at your lowest, you can only look up!”
The puzzle that this mare was giving me was hard to piece together, “So you’re saying I should be happy that I’m at my lowest?”
She nodded at a quick speed, causing her mane to bounce, “Yup! Because it’s when somepony is at their lowest they realize how much they really have and how much they have to look forward to!”
“It’s great….because it can’t get any worse?”
“Now you’re getting it!”
It sounded ridiculous, that today was the greatest day in my life because my life couldn’t get worse. But the more I thought about it, this crazy pink pony was right. I wouldn’t admit it though. “You know how stupid and silly that sounds?”
“Nothing wrong being a little stupid and a lotta silly!” she happily mused.
I scoffed, “If you really knew me and about my life, you’d see you can’t just be silly.”
With optimistic eyes, she spoke, “Then why don’t you tell me?”
I gave in and started to talk, “My life has been full of….a lot of mistakes. I’ve lied and cheated to try and get further, only to end up worse than before. I’ve hurt ponies that were closest to me, and I just hate myself for that. Why did I do all of that? I couldn’t give you an answer that would satisfy me. Celestia knows just exactly how messed up I’ve been.” Taking a pause, I turned to see that the weird pink pony was paying close attention to my words. With a sigh, I resumed, “I’ve seen fire and rain and everything in between. I’ve had days where I felt I wouldn’t make it to see the next. I’m only pretty sure that I can’t take anymore of this. I just want it all to end and get it over with.”
The mare turned her head back to the sky, “But that can’t be the best option for you. There has to be a better way that will work for the best.”
“Let me guess, because you know best, huh?”
“No, I don’t,” she admitted. Whipping her head back to me, her mouth had a small smile, “But the hope of a brighter tomorrow keeps me going through my dark and cloudy days.”
With her mentioning clouds, I looked up at the sky. A few white clouds dotted the sky above Manehatten. They looked like fluffy cotton candy being pushed by the gentlest breeze.
Her voice brought me back to the conversation we were having, “We all have bad days.”
It took me a moment to reply, “Some more than others.”
A deafening silence fell between us after I spoke that line. She looked elsewhere, so I did the same. My sight went straight down to the crowd below. It had grown, encompassing the entire street and causing traffic to be diverted around the area below. The ponies below seemed to stare right back up at me. While I couldn’t gaze into their eyes, their piercing glare was making me unsteady.
I began to shuffle slightly from my position, “I think I’ll go on ahead and fall. If I survive, then maybe I’ll see you tomorrow.”
“Don’t say that,” she meekly pleaded as she turned.
“You know, from here, the ground looks soft,” I commented, as I was about to shove off the edge.
“Stop. I wish that you would take a step back from the ledge.” She placed a hoof on me, “I might not know everything that you’ve experienced; bad, good, and all in between. But you can cut those ties to the bad and focus on the good. I know it’s not easy, we all have our own demons, but you can start by putting the past away.”
Those words hit me, hard. What was I supposed to say in response to something like that? Tell this strange pink pony that I didn’t have anything good to look back on? I tried to speak, but my mouth wouldn’t let me for an unknown reason.
She continued, “Just because life is hard doesn’t mean it’s not worth living.”
I was still silent. Not by choice, but by the fact I knew her words were true.
“Just please step down from here. That’s all I ask. And if you do not want to see me again, I would understand.” With that, her pleading ended. She carefully stood up on the small ledge and turned to head toward the fire escape.
“Wait….” I struggled to speak that one word.
She turned to face me, that’s what I believe anyway since I was still staring straight down at the street below. Patiently, she waited.
Gathering the strength and pushing myself to speak in a calm manner, I spoke, “Please….don’t leave me up here….”
She sat right back down on the ledge next to me. I felt a hoof on my back, lightly rubbing as if reassuring me that she’ll be there as long as she is needed.
Still struggling to speak with a normal demeanor, I asked a question that continued to puzzle me, “Why are you even here, helping me?”
“Because I refuse to let anypony hurt themselves. I refuse to leave anypony high and dry,” the words were spoken with strength and conviction, “I might not know how to help you, but I will do everything I can.”
“But you don’t even know my name!” My voice slightly cracked as I spoke. Swallowing in hopes to regain my normal tone, I continued, “Even those who I hold near and dear to me seem to not care or listen to me. I hardly believe that anypony can hear my cries for help.”
“Then I pray to Celestia that she hears you.”
At her words, I broke down. The tears I was struggling to fight back began to roll down. I did everything I could to push them back, but to no avail. Tears started to stream down my face. I tried quickly to wipe them away, but I only managed spread the tears across my cheek. “Sorry, guess it just hurts.”
I heard the warm smile that she made in her voice, “We all hurt, and it’s okay to cry. Crying makes us strong.” 
For a few moments, I couldn’t help but weep. It would normally anger me that I’d be so candid with my emotions in front of anypony, let alone a pony that I had just met right before my planned suicide attempt. Yet for some reason, I had no problem crying, letting all of my emotions out in front of her. She didn’t seem to mind in the least. I felt her wrap her hooves around me to give a comforting hug.
After crying for what seemed at least ten minutes, I broke the hug she had on me and asked her something, “How do you do it? How do you get through the hardest times?”
“Even when it’s the darkest night you’ve ever seen, you gotta smile, and smile like you mean it.” Her words were confident, sounding as if she had proven it time and time again.
I wiped away the tears off of my face before I replied, “Smile, huh? Something just that simple?” I couldn’t help but give a small chuckle.
There was a bit of momentarily silence between us before the mare spoke again, “I have a librarian friend who once told me that our lives are like stories. I took that to mean that we should take our lives and make them the best stories ever. So what if the past held better days? Doesn’t mean we can’t feel alive and make the rest of our days even more spectacular. I can’t exactly promise you that tomorrow holds a brighter day, but I can promise that you can make it so. I know it’s hard, but believe me.”
I found myself with a smile on my face as I gave another light chuckled, “That doesn’t sound like it’s all that easy.”
“It’s not. But it’s easier when you’re not alone,” with a smile on the pink mare’s face, she got up off the ledge and started to move toward the fire escape. “Coming?”
I nodded, “Yeah, I’m coming down.”
-------------------------------------------
The rest of my day and a good portion of my evening was spent at the police station. That’s what I get for causing a problem for the officers. They weren’t happy with the amount of paperwork they had to do because of me. Can’t say I blame them, but other than that, they were happy to see the incident ending without me jumping.
“Now, you stay out of trouble, alright? We don’t want anypony to harm themselves,” the police chief was scolding me as he escorted me toward the exit of the station.
“I plan to stay out of trouble, sir, believe me,” I replied. “Thank you for your time.”
With that, I exited out of the police station to the Manehatten night. The street and sidewalks lit up the area to counter the darkness, and the light of the city skyline gave the city a glow. To my surprise, the very same pink pony that talked me down from the ledge was waiting underneath the light of the station stoop. 
I was really surprised, “It’s you. What are you doing here?”
Her voice was as bouncy as her mane, “What do you think, silly? I’ve been waiting for you!”
“But….why?”
“I wanted to make sure you were okay! And now that I see you are, we can go do stuff! Let’s go get something to eat!”
I was still puzzled, “Wait, what? You waited hours for me to be released by the police just to make sure if I was okay?”
She had that smile that I’ve gotten used to by now, “You really are silly! I would have stayed up on that ledge with you all night if I had to. I would never abandon a friend.”
“Friend,” the word almost seemed alien to me. “I like the sound of that.” I really did.
“Please, call me Pinkie Pie!” she insisted as we started to trot down the sidewalk, lit up by the streetlamps, “We’ll let the lights guide us.”
END

	