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		Description

Quiet Time is a unicorn mare. She's small, rather unassuming, and quite happy with her life. She has good friends, a supportive family, and a job that makes her excited to get up every morning. It may not be the most glamorous of jobs, but working for the princess is always a new experience.
There's really only one problem. Miss Quiet is mute. She was simply born that way and her condition is accompanied with any number of problems. Yet, that's never stopped her from being a hopeless romantic. Meeting ponies without her voice is hard enough, however will she meet her special somepony?
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		The Letter



	Celestia sighed, looking down at yet another job application. This had been the thirtieth one. Not this day, or even this week. No, it was the thirtieth one this hour. But that couldn’t put her off. She took the time every day to look over these for a reason.
She sipped her tea as she levitated the scroll up in front of herself. At least she had competent secretaries, and an amazing scribe to get all of this set-up for her. 
		Name: Quiet Time
Race: Unicorn
Description: Quiet Time is a small unicorn, twenty-two years of age. Her coat is a light gray, with darker purple splotches around her mouth and tips of her ears. Her mane is a light green, with more vibrant green stripes through it. Her cutie mark is of a simple maid’s headdress (despite their lack of use in anything but absurd costumes). 
Despite her relatively advanced age, the mare has no prior job history. Normally, a mare of her age would have at least a few years work, with the general populace starting employment at seventeen, except for those who go into higher education. Yet, Quiet Time didn’t even complete her secondary education, dropping out at the age of sixteen just two months shy of graduation. There are no notes as to why this is.
From a simple archive search, she hasn’t faced unemployment due to lack of trying. Miss Quiet has applied for no less than one hundred and fifty three jobs since her eighteenth year. Not a one has even taken her as far as an interview. At first, she applied for things that fit her skill set. Service jobs, and administrative tasks. But, as time went on, it appeared she became more and more desperate, even applying as a construction pony of all things.
The reason for her lack of success is quite clear once you speak to the mare. Or rather, once you don’t. Miss Quiet is mute, having no ability to speak. 

Celestia lowered the scroll a half-inch. Mute? Her face contorted into a frown, a sight that was quite rare for the solar goddess, especially since her sister had returned a year ago. Her ponies would not hire one of their own because she was mute? That had to be some kind of mistake, there had to be another reason. Celestia raised the scroll, and read on.
Instead, Miss Quiet carries around a small blackboard around her neck. She keeps handy several pieces of chalk, writing onto it quite swiftly when she needs something to be communicated. She’s quite adept at this, though she had quite the trouble getting Prim and Proper to actually acknowledge her. NOTE: They were reprimanded quite harshly for that.
Initially, she was flat-out rejected by Primp and Proper. During her skill’s inspection, the mare broke no less than three teacups, as well as a vase that was priced at seven hundred bits. Whether she is clumsy or unlucky is up to debate, but generally she seems to be quite mindful of herself. How a pony so small could wreak such devastation is beyond me.
Celestia would need to remind Jarvis to keep his personal observations out of objective reports for now on.
Yet, despite the misfortune, Miss Quiet seems to have and incredible work ethic, and a loyalty nearly unmatched to those who treat her well. One of the other maids acted as such, and became a fast friend with Miss Quiet. From what I understand, the two of them have already become good friends in as small amount of a time as one week. Such friendliness speaks well for Miss Quiet’s temperament.
In addition, Miss Quiet was almost kind to a fault with everypony she interacted with. Even Cold Heart. Well, Cold Heart couldn’t dissuade her from a few happy words, albeit ones that were scrawled across a chalkboard. She even managed to get him to smile. It was only for the briefest of moments, and he snapped so hard afterwards that Miss Quiet nearly cried, but it was there.
Regardless of her demeanor, due to her clumsiness and disability, I’m afraid I will have to not recommend Miss Quiet for employment at this time.
Celestia’s frown became something much, much worse. It was approaching grimace territory at this point, which was quite terrible to behold. Or at least, she’d been told. Not recommended? Usually, she could trust her scribe’s recommendations, but Celestia got quite the nagging feeling that this one was wrong. For years, she had tried to make everypony feel welcome. For years, she had tried to make even the unfortunate ponies feel accepted in her kingdom. 
To think, a mare as sweet and kind as this Quiet Time would be denied so thoroughly because of something she couldn’t control… Well, that wasn’t right. She stood from her chair, letting her teacup gently land back on the desk. Her frown melted away back to the serene expression she always worse.
Celestia had a meeting to arrange.
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		The Meeting



Three Days Later
I shuffled my hooves, the chair not the most comfortable one I had ever sat on. Imagine my surprise when just a few days ago, I had received a letter from the castle itself. Expecting it to be just another dismissal, I had put off opening it. Thankfully, I had finally peaked inside of it, only to have my heart soar!
Imagine how awful it had been if I had simply checked the letter a day later. Then, my chance would’ve been gone, and it would’ve been back to the unemployment line with me. At least Mini had let me live with her, my stomach getting all warm and fuzzy from thinking about my best friend. Mini had always been there for me, always supported me since we first met back in high school, before things got so bad. 
But that wasn’t important right now! Things were finally turning around and I smiled brightly to myself, the best way to keep my spirits up! So it may have been thirty minutes after the letter had said the meeting was going to happen, but Celestia was a busy pony! She was the princess, of course she’d have a hard day. The room wasn’t bad either, just a few chairs right in front of her office. I was barely a few feet away from the princess herself, so waiting was almost a wonderful game of anticipation instead of worry. The simple fact that the ruler of Equestria was meeting me made that warm and fuzzy feeling come back. I wasn’t anything special, and she was setting aside time for me. Me! Could you believe it?
Naturally, I was dressed to impress as well. I had worn my nicest outfit, a lovely scarlet dress with a low collar and full skirts, a wide sash forming a bow around my mid back. The bow also served to house a series of little pouches, holding my spare chalk sticks. Unfortunately, the chalk board tethered around my neck kind of ruined the pretty illusion, but oh well. That wouldn’t kill my mood!
I still had a dopey grin on my face as my name was called. In fact, I was so caught up in it that I didn’t even hear it the first time. A light tap on my shoulder brought me back to reality, and the brown furred, grey maned stallion in front of me. I blinked as he cleared his throat.
“Miss Quiet, the princess will see you now.” He intoned, in that old, stuffy voice of his. I nodded happily and gave him a light hug before darting off, leaving the stallion quite flustered behind me. 
Perhaps a bit too brashly, I pushed through the door on the other side of the room. I supposed this was the right one, and thank my lucky stars I was right. I burst through into the room beyond.
And that was where my luck ran out. Apparently, Celestia had already been getting up to come fetch me. That meant, when I pushed the door open, she was right on the other side. I didn’t hit her with the door, thank.. Well, Celestia. But, I did hit her with myself instead, which was somehow even worse.
The Solar princess looked down upon me as I bounced of her legs, landing on my rump with a high pitched and very quiet squeak. Little vague noises like that were all I could ever produce now. My blackboard also tilted, the chain that kept it hanging jarring around my neck and leaving it pressed against the side of my neck instead of the front. And worst of all, half my chalk sticks fell out of their pouches and shattered on the floor. The other half nearly fell out, but they mercifully stay intact.
I looked up, tears starting to rise to my eyes. How had I managed to mess up such a meeting within seconds?
To my eternal surprise, her royal highness, champion of the sun, defender of Equestria, author of the Pax Equestria, diarch of all the land, duchess of Canterbury, the Solar Invictus, vanquisher of Nightmare Moon, and many, many other titles giggled. 
I looked up, a little dumb-founded. I didn’t even think to move until the princess had levitated me up, up into a chair seated at a desk. This one was a fair bit more comfortable, more akin to an armchair than to something she expected in a meeting room. That at least shook me enough to take a tiny peek around.
For a room that housed the diarch of the sun for a good part of the day, I kinda expected more. It was small, first of all, really small. The wall behind me only had the door, while the left and right were plain. The left had a book case, and the right a small fireplace, though the smoke didn’t seem to have an escape route. The desk in front of me was the ‘busiest’ part. Papers were piled high on one side, while the middle was mostly clear. A tea set took up that space, with two cups, one unfilled. On the right, a single picture from sat, though I couldn’t see of who it was.
I finished my little inspection just as Celestia took her seat across from me. I hastily levitated up one of my unbroken pieces of chalk and started to scrawl a message across the board. It came out hastily, almost like chicken scratch instead of my usual, neat writing.
Sorry! 
The princess chuckled again, and lifted up the tea set. “Would you like tea, my little pony? You seem quite nervous, and it always seems to help me relax.” The princess’s voice was like the essence of tranquility, washing across my entire being. My own ears twitched just the tiniest bit at the words and I nodded numbly. “Sugar?” The princess prodded. I bit my lip and shook my head as the princess started to pour my own cup of tea. Once down, she gently slid it across the table, giving me what I considered to be the most comforting smile in the world.
Before even thinking of taking a sip, I wrote something else across my little board. This time, I managed to keep my magic grip from shaking quite so much.
Thank you. With that, I took my first sip. The tea was something fairly light. Chamomile, perhaps? And there was definitely the taste of honey. It seemed like the princess was trying to make me feel better… But, how had she known I’d be so nervous? 
“You may be wondering why I called you in rather than mailed you a letter of acceptance or denial.” The princess started, her tone quite light and conversational. My eyes followed her mane as she spoke, never having quite seen it up so close. Distantly, I nodded. I didn’t quite believe that every potential candidate got a personal interview after all!
“Partially, I think I have a gift for you. I intend to have a conversation with you, and I don’t think the black board will quite cut it.” I almost felt a little indignant at that. My cheeks started to puff out in a little pout. My board had served me well for years, what did she mean it wasn’t good enough? It wasn’t like I could talk!
The princess seemed to catch my anger and cut me off with a raised hoof. “I mean no offense, just that I may have something better if you’ll let me show you.” I let out that angry breath, albeit hesitantly, and nodded. I could trust the princess, she wouldn’t lead me astray. With my acceptance, the Princess’s horn began to glow that soft, yellow light. It encapsulated my own, though I could really only tell that by a feeling. Within seconds, the light disappeared, leaving me quite perplexed.
I cocked my head at her, and silently asked what she had done. “I want you to trust me for a second, little one.” Celestia started. “The spell I cast is a little telepathy spell. You may not believe me at first.” I did, despite what she said. “But, think of a number. Any number.”
Alright, easy enough. I concentrated hard, and thought of a number. “Seventeen.” The princess said, near instantly. My eyes widened in wonder, in awe of what she had done.
Y-you can hear me? I thought, staring intently at the white alicorn. Surely something like this was impossible, surely somepony would’ve shown this to me!
Celestia nodded softly. “Indeed I can, just direct your thoughts towards me and I’ll be able to hear you loud and clear.” A single tear came to my eye. Where had this been all my life? I didn’t need the stupid black board anymore? I could just.. Use this spell with everypony!? 
H-how do I do it? I finally managed to get my thoughts in order enough to ask that.
“I’m afraid I can’t teach you. Something like this requires decades of work, and I’ll only be able to cast it for you. It’s a drain as well, a normal unicorn would run out of energy within minutes. I’m sorry, but conversations with me are the best I can give you.” Celestia did look quite regretful. Yet, even the dour response cutting off my hope didn’t bring my happiness to bear. If anything, it made the gift more meaningful, more personal. Another tear joined the first, and I stared at the alicorn in adoration.
Thank you, more than anything, thank you. For the first time in my life, I had a voice. I could even hear it inside my head. It was quiet, just like me, and soft. It may not be the prettiest voice in the world, but it was mine. And that was all that mattered. I swallowed a lump that had seemingly developed in my throat, even that movement painful.
Celestia smiled, that wonderful smile coming back after expecting to hear only of my disappointment. She’d never have to fear that for the rest of my days. “It’s the least I could do, Miss Quiet. If you don’t mind sharing, why exactly do you want to work for me?” She asked, her eyes gleaming.
I looked up, meeting those kind, warm eyes again. You’re the best in all of Equestria. The pay may not be as good as other places, but is there anything better in the whole wide world than serving the princesses themselves? I asked, though it was clearly rhetorical. I’ve tried everywhere else, your highness. Nopony will accept somepony like me. I thought.. I thought maybe you would though, with all the stories I’ve heard.
It was rather true the princess tended to take pity on those born with.. Disabilities. Her personal pianist was blind, her cook deaf. It wasn’t like her ranks were formed only of the misfortunate, but it was a very strong trend. 
That isn’t to say that I think working for you is bad! She quickly corrected. I, um, just let my pride get in the way, your highness. I wanted to prove that I was more than my muteness, more than just a failure. I shuffled a little uncomfortably in the chair. I wasn’t doing a good job of proving that. I hoped you’d at least give me a chance. I can be a good maid, honest.
Celestia let me finish, though she did nod along with my explanation. “Miss Quiet, I am afraid that you have been horribly mistreated. I can see what kind of mare you are, and I think you’re a mare that deserves not one chance, but a second, and a third, and as many as you need. As long as you’re willing, I would be thrilled to have you as part of my staff.”
Celestia told me later that my mental scream gave her a headache for hours. But, she was kind enough to not mention it at the time
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