
		
			[image: Cover image]
		

	
		Just Reply

		Written by Flutterpriest

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Original Character

					Dark

					Slice of Life

		

		Description

I'm another face in the crowd. Please. Somepony. Say something. Tell me I'm good. Tell me I'm not stuck in the background. Tell me I matter.
My name is Melody Breeze and I just want somepony to tell me it's be going to be alright.
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		Say Something Please


			Author's Notes: 
Greetings New Participant!
Thank you again for enrolling in the Equestrian Connection Project. Be sure to reply soon! You wouldn't like to keep your new penpal, 
Melody Breeze
 waiting! Her return address is included on the envelope that was sent to you. If for any reason you would like to find a new penpal, send a message to our Manehattan office and we can find Melody a new penpal. 
The Equestrian Connection Project



Hi there! It's a pleasure to meet you, Penpal!
I'm going to be honest with you, penpal. This is my ninth time trying to write this letter. I should just be myself, shouldn't I? No lies? You wouldn't really judge me, would you?
My name is Melody Breeze. I've never really done a match penpal service before. It’s really weird calling somepony that. A penpal that is. Should I call you Penny? It sure would be a lot easier if they told me your name. I really hope my letter isn't very awkward. I tend to be really awkward and think of the right thing to say two hours after a conversation ended. I just don't get into a lot of conversations with ponies. I suppose I should start by introducing myself.
I'm a mare that lives in Canterlot. I think I look ug pretty normal. I live with my friend alone in my little apartment. I'm a painter, so I get to work at home. It's a pretty cool arrangement! Every day I get to paint to my heart's content. Then, I leave the paintings in a locked box outside my front door. My agent picks them up and leaves the bits my last ones sold. I have groceries and new supplies delivered to me. It's pretty cool because I never really have to leave my home! In fact
Which works great for me! Canterlot is a scary busy place. You don’t want to be in the wrong place at the wrong time, like any other city. There's shady ponies who walk the streets at night, looking to rob ponies of bits or take
Anyway! I signed up for a penpal service because I don't really get to go out much. Well, I also don't really want to go out much, I suppose is more honest. It gets really quiet here at the apartment. Really Quiet.
I suppose I should be completely open, huh? I think I need help. And... The point of a penpal is to be completely open with each other, right? To make close friends based on who you are, not what you look like, right?
I'm terrified of going outside. 
There's so many things going on outside. It's so big. You never know who or what is around the corner. I know there's a lot of really nice ponies, but a lot of really nice ponies get hurt too. All it takes is one poor soul who is just a bit too optimistic.
I am
I was
I used to be one of those souls.
I... can't bring myself to go back out there. And worse? I don't think I can let anypony else in.
Even trying to get the mail, I run at a full gallop from my front door to my deposit box and back. Then I'll lock myself in my art room for hours at a time. It's not a very large room, but it has a window for some air circulation. In fact, it's where I am right now. Right now my room is a nice bright pink. Last week all four walls were blue and I painted stars all over the ceiling, since I wanted to get the night sky right on a new commission. I've got my bed in the corner of the room. Nothing special, but I can curl up in its many blankets if I really start to panic. It’s so comfy
Well, I'm panicking penpal. My agent is threatening to drop me.
Apparently my art has gotten too... dark. I've been drawing pegasi who lost their ability to fly. I painted a crying diamond dog, walking through a deep blizzard with no coat. I noticed the paychecks were getting smaller. Then...
Well, remember that night painting I talked about?
I've been painting the tree that's just outside my window. As the fall encroaches upon us, the leaves have been turning such brilliant autumn colors... but there are millions of autumn tree paintings. But the one I'm drawing is special. It's a night, under the moon and the stars.
Well, there's a pony under that tree. And it's me. Hanging from the tree.
Don’t you think there's a deep beauty to that idea? I mean, envision the scene. It's dark, but bright. It's loud, screaming with meaning and purpose, but subtle, nuanced. It's peaceful, but unnerving. Can you imagine the sort of discussions a painting like that could create? Like what was the mare's final thoughts? What was the purpose? How long had she been hanging there?
I didn't think... Well. There wasn't supposed to be a reason why it was me.
But I realized I've had a rope on my kitchen table for a week now, and the cider doesn't stop me from thinking anymore.
I talk to myself a lot. I think there's something about the way that my voice bounces off the walls of my house that makes me feel not so alone. Sometimes I'll narrate my life. I'm a terrible storyteller. I'm terrible at a lot of things, penpal.
I can look out my window and see other ponies. Usually they don't see me. See what they look like, but I'm beginning to forget what ponies sound like. It's been such a long time.
I feel so alone.
But hey, now I have a new friend! Who knows. If I have a really good experience with this penpal stuff, maybe I can get a few more. You wouldn't mind being my best friend, right?
That's probably a lot of pressure to put on your shoulders, isn't it? It's not really fair to you. I shouldn't be reliant on getting some sort of validation or response in order to motivate me to keep going, huh. I want to keep going.
I'm scared. I'm scared I'm going to be stuck in this room for forever. That I'll die and nopony is going to notice. I’m scared of myself. I’m scared that all that will be left of me is some unsigned painting in a dentist's office. I realize that’s really dark, but they said be yourself on the instructions and-
Anyway. Yeah! So I joined up because I’m going through a really stressful time and I’m nervous of losing my job! Sorry about all of that! I’m terrible at tangents and making things all about me! None of that matters! I wanna hear about you! 
What do you like to do? What’s your name? All I really have is the address to send this letter, so I’m still really blind to who you are. What do you do for a job? What’s your favorite food? I love taking a piece of toast and putting tomatoes, garlic, and just a little olive oil on top. It’s called bruschetta! You should try it! 
Listen. I’m sorry, I know I unloaded a lot here. I promise I’ll try to be lighter in the future. But I really look forward to your reply. It doesn’t matter how long or short it is! I know we all have very busy lives. It could be a long, thought out response or even just a comment on something I said. I think I just really need somepony to talk to. To feel like somepony listened.
To know that somepony cares.
Please Looking forward to your reply,
Melody
P.S. Sorry about all the scratched out parts. If you thought this letter looked bad, you should see the other ones I did! Haha!

	
		The Final Reply


			Author's Notes: 
To all whom it may concern,
Privacy protection is very important to us, as there are many things that friends tell each other, that would rather stay in private. As such, our project takes great pride in not reviewing or editing letters as they're passed from participant to participant.
However, due to a large influx of unusual letters, we've paused our normal process of passing letters from penpal to penpal. We have recieved almost more letters that we could handle in the case of a certain penpal, Melody Breeze. The Equestrian Connection Project does not make an effort to butt into the lives of other ponies, but given the nature of the letters and sheer quantity of them, upon review, we had notified the authorities to Melody Breeze's place of residence for a wellness call. If there is a silver lining to be noted from this experience, the actions of our wonderful participants have saved this mare's life.
At this point in time, The Equestrian Connection Project will be suspending our practices until we can perform a deeper review of the guidelines and practices that we have to protect the anonymity, location, and mental health of our participants.
All currently held letters will be forwarded to their intended recipients, upon that time, we will cease receiving or forwarding letters until our new standards are established.
Thank you to everypony who has joined our cause to unify Equestria and we apologize for any stress or damages caused.
The Equestrian Connection Project



Hi there, penpal. penpals? you? penpal.
Thank y
I really want to
I wish you would have
I don't really know what to say or write, penpal. Here I am,  sitting in a hospital room, writing a letter to somepony I've never met, but saved my life. There's still police ponies outside my door, and someone from the ECP, waiting for me to finish this letter. They said they had a way to send it to everypony who sent a letter?
I don't know who you told to send me so many letters. I can't believe you told so many-
I read all the letters.  Each of them hit me in different ways and in some way I couldn't believe they were for me. But I can't help but feel uncomfortable and overwhelmed by all of this. I think I need to stop responding to the letters. I'm not mad at you, penpal. None of this is your fault. I guess I'm more mad at myself. I think it's because I don't like myself. It's all my fault.
I'm a big mess of emotions right now. I'm so happy. I'm so sad. I'm so angry at you. I'm so scared. I feel like I'm going crazy.
But I'm alive. great. That's what is important, right?
They're having me a shrink psychologist therapist to talk through the problems I've been facing. They don't want to release me until they think I'm not a harm to myself.
They've told me that one day I'm going to thank you for saving me. Right now I don't know how to really feel. But I know if you didn't persist in trying to reply to me, I wouldn't be here right now.
I'm sure that hundreds of ponies could have read my letter, and done nothing. But you didn't. You didn't give up.
You didn't give up on me.
Thank you,
Melody Breeze
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