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		Description

Sometimes, we need somepony to help pick us up.  Somepony to show us that we matter.  Even an upbeat pony like Pinkie Pie occasionally needs some reassurance.  Luckily for her, a local DJ is there to help. 
As always, let me know what you thought once you've finished reading.  Hope you enjoy!
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“See you tomorrow, Pinkie Pie!” 
“See you then, guys!”  Pinkie smiled and waved goodbye to her friends, who were the last guests to leave the party she had thrown.  Why had she thrown a party?  Because, why not?  Some days you just need to do something all of a sudden, and you just do it.  This was one of those days.  Either way, that wasn’t really important to Pinkie, who closed the door and looked around the room.  It definitely wasn’t a small party, judging by how many times she’d blasted the party cannon, leaving an enormous mess of streamers and confetti all over the floor.  She looked down at it for a moment and then looked around the now nearly empty room. The only pony who remained in the room was Vinyl Scratch, the DJ for the party, and even she was only there because she had to pack her subwoofers, turntable, and of course, her bass cannon. Pinkie stared at Vinyl for a minute.  During that time, Vinyl felt eyes on the back of her neck and brought her attention to Pinkie.  They locked eyes with each other awkwardly for a brief moment before Pinkie shook her head and went to the broom closet.
“What was that all about?” thought Vinyl to herself as she wheeled out one of her subwoofers.  She pondered that for a moment before she smiled as she remembered the town motto about Pinkie: ‘It’s Pinkie Pie, don’t question it.’  Whatever that staring was about probably didn’t matter, it was probably nothing.  However, when she went back to get the second subwoofer, it didn’t quite seem like nothing.  Pinkie was busy sweeping up the confetti, which was odd, considering that Pinkie’s Party Cannon had a reverse function and could easily have sucked up all the mess with a flick and a push.  Weirder than that, however, was Pinkie’s expression.  Pinkie’s expression, while not flat out sad, was certainly not a happy one.  It seemed... empty.  Pinkie was usually bouncing around with a smile on her face, but this time, she seemed like she was unsure of something.  And if she looked like that after a party, then something was definitely up.  Vinyl watched Pinkie sweep for a moment, then decided that she needed to know what was going on.  
“Hey Pinkie Pie, a…” began Vinyl.
“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!” yelled Pinkie Pie, who suddenly rocketed twenty feet in the air upon hearing the voice, startling Vinyl enough to nearly launch her sunglasses off.  When Pinkie landed, she turned to Vinyl and asked, “Did you hear that???”
“Hear what?” asked Vinyl.  The second Pinkie heard those words, she gasped in utter shock and asked, “You can talk?”
“Yeah, I can.” Vinyl answered slowly, trying to make sense of what Pinkie was saying.  “Why wouldn’t I be able to?”
“Oh, okay.  It’s just that, well, I always thought you were a mute, since I’ve never heard you say anything before.  Ever.” Said Pinkie Pie.
‘Am I really that quiet?’ Vinyl thought to herself.  
“Anywho, I guess that explains the voice!” said Pinkie in a semi-cheerful tone, “Now, what were you saying, Vinyl?”  
Vinyl rubbed her head softly for a moment, then asked, “Are you okay, Pinkie Pie?”
“What do you mean?  I’m perfectly fine, as always!  I mean, I threw a party didn’t I?  If I were sick, why would I throw a party?”  Said Pinkie, who seemed to be getting a bit defensive for some reason.
Vinyl shook her head and said, “No Pinkie, I’m not asking if you’re sick.  I’m asking if there’s something on your mind.”
Pinkie’s eyes widened to the size of saucers.  After they went back to normal size, she asked, “How did you know that?”
“It’s not exactly a secret, Pinkie.  If there wasn’t something on your mind, then you’d probably be smiling while you cleaned, especially after a party like that one.” Vinyl replied.
Pinkie sighed and said, “Ok, yes, there is something on my mind.  Before I begin though, I’d like to ask if there’s a couch around here that I could lie down on.”
“You tell me.  You’re the one who set the place up.”
“Fair enough.” Said Pinkie, who went to the stage Vinyl was standing on and sat down on the edge.  Vinyl sat down next to her, and they began their conversation.
“Well, I’ve just been wondering about my existence.” Began Pinkie, “I mean, would the other ponies actually miss me if I… went missing, let’s say?”
“Of course they would, Pinkie.  Without you, I don’t think Ponyville would be a particularly happy place!” replied Vinyl.  
Pinkie let out a deep sigh and said, “I was kinda worried you’d say that, Vinyl.”  Vinyl tilted her head in confusion, unable to comprehend why Pinkie didn’t like her answer.  Pinkie noticed the confusion on the DJ’s face, even with the sunglasses masking her eyes, and explained.
“It’s just that, yeah, my parties are fun and all, and everypony would probably be less happy without me, but I don’t know if that’s all they’d miss.  I mean, when you think about it, after the party ends, everypony just goes back to square one eventually, feeling however they did before the party started.  If all I can do is create smiles by party/zaniness, then that seems like kind of an unfulfilling life, since it can’t last.  I just don’t know if there’s anything others see in me outside of my party attitude.  Would they miss me for me, or would they just miss me because they lost their ‘pick-me-up’?”
Vinyl thought about her response carefully.  She may not be good at psychiatry (like, at all), but she knew she had to be careful how she answered this question, otherwise the pony next to her might end up leaving town forever.   
“Well, I don’t know how everypony would act, but I can safely say that I would miss you for more than just your parties and innate ability to make others smile, as would your friends.  I’ve liked you since I first met you, but it wasn’t because of your parties or your insistence on making others smile.  That was just the icing on the cake” Vinyl said after a while.
“Really?  What was the cake then?” asked Pinkie.  
“Well, how can I say this?  You are basically creativity made flesh in my eyes.  Whenever I see you, I see a pony who not only thinks outside the box, but breaks down all four walls of said box.  I mean, you have a Party Cannon, for Celestia’s sake!  A piece of heavy artillery designed to blast out streamers, balloons, and various other party items!  There’s no way you just bought something like that at a store… is there?”
Pinkie looked over and said, “Okay, I’ll give you that.  I did make the Party Cannon myself.”
Vinyl nodded and said, “See what I’m getting at here?  Your desire to make others smile was strong enough to create something so out of nowhere, so random, all because it would make that task easier.”
“What exactly are you getting at, Vinyl?  Yes, I made a Cannon strictly for celebrations.  Yes, I think differently in how I do what I do.  What does that prove?  It’s still for making others smile, you know?  If I were to disappear, wouldn’t that creativity just fall into the ‘pick-me-up’ category?” asked Pinkie.
Vinyl put a hoof to her chin.  Who would’ve thought making Ms. ‘Smile, Smile, Smile’ smile would be this difficult?  She thought for a moment, then said, “Well, that depends. Has your creativity inspired anypony?  If it did, then it wouldn’t just be a pick me up.”
“Alrighty then, Vinyl Scratch, you clearly you have an example, so let’s hear it.  Can you name anypony who’s been inspired by me?” asked Pinkie in a somewhat skeptical voice.  
“Cheese Sandwich”
“Oh…” said Pinkie as she remembered.  Vinyl had a point.  Cheese had sung a song about how he never would’ve become a party pony if it weren’t for Pinkie Pie, and the point really hit home.  
“Even so, that’s just one pony who doesn’t even live around here” Said Pinkie after a bit of contemplation, “Do you know any others, preferably ones who live here in Ponyville?”
Vinyl let off a grin, and said, “Yeah, me.”
“You?  But, you were a DJ even before I got to Ponyville!  How did I inspire you?”
“While it’s true that I was a DJ before I met you, that wasn’t what I was referring to.  Can you guess what I am referring to?”
Pinkie stared at Vinyl for a moment.  She then took off Vinyl’s shades, looked through them, looked at the now shades free DJ, and then gave the sunglasses back to her.  After that detour, Pinkie said, “I don’t know.  What are you referring to?”
“I’m referring to my actual career as a musician.” Vinyl answered.  
“Huh?” Pinkie asked, her head tilting to the side.  Vinyl nodded.
“I may have been a DJ before you got here, but I didn’t actually start writing music until that time at the Canterlot wedding.  You remember that day, right?  I was just watching along with the rest of the crowd, when you just pulled me out of the crowd all of a sudden, gave me one record and a bunch of various switches and buttons for alterations, and just said to wing it, which I did, despite my heart nearly pounding out of my chest.  After the wedding was done though, I felt something inside me change.  I suddenly felt that I had to try writing some more songs in this freestyle way.  When I got back home, I immediately started ‘winging’ some songs.  As you already know, they went viral, and made me into the musical star that I am today.  I never would’ve been able to do that if it weren’t for your out of nowhere choice for that wedding’s music” Said Vinyl, taking off her sunglasses as she said that.  Pinkie stared at Vinyl, taking in everything the DJ had just told her.
“So to answer your first question Pinkie, yes, all of Ponyville would miss you if you were to disappear.  However, why they’d miss you would depend on the pony.  While there will no doubt be those who just miss the smiles you bring, others would miss you because you are the creative spark that brings out the best in others.  I know that’s the case with me, and I’m positive the same is true for your friends, although examples for that would have to come from them personally.” Said Vinyl.
Pinkie continued to stare at Vinyl for a moment, then looked down at her cutie mark for another moment.  After a bit of this, she looked up at Vinyl and asked, “Do you truly mean that, Vinyl Scratch?”
“I meant every single word I said, Pinkie Pie.  I can Pinkie Promise you on that!” Replied Vinyl with a small grin as she used her right hoof to follow the motions.  
Pinkie stared at her for another moment, before saying, “Vinyl?”
“Yeah?” the white unicorn asked.
“Thanks for the talk.” Pinkie said in a gracious yet still relatively calm voice.  “I really haven’t felt sure about anything lately, which is probably why I decided to throw this party.  Thanks for helping straighten everything in my mind out.”  
Vinyl chuckled softly. “Don’t mention it, Pinkie.  I just did what I felt I had to, nothing more.”  she said as she put her sunshades back on.
Pinkie smiled and hopped off of the stage.  She walked to her party cannon, flipped the switch, and sucked all the mess back into her Party Cannon.  She then started rolling the cannon back to Sugarcube Corner.  Before she left though, she looked over her shoulder and said, “See you later, Vinyl!”
“Later, Pinkie!” Vinyl replied as she watched Pinkie leave.  After Pinkie had left, Vinyl went back to loading up her stuff.  As she worked, only one thought ran through her head.  Eventually, once she finished, she finally spoke once more.
"Wow, who would've thought?" Vinyl said to herself.
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