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		The Cello



All that matters is me and my cello.
A studious grey pony sat down in a soft chair. Deliberately, Octavia reached down to a large case on the stage in front of her and opened it, revealing a large stringed musical instrument made out of a dark wood, and its respective elegant bow.
Octavia reveled in the beauty of her instrument for a moment, then continued to prepare.
She tilted the neck of the cello up, and dramatically lifted the femininely-shaped body out of the case. Octavia tilted it back and forth cautiously on its single peg, and finally rests the neck on her shoulder. She plucked up the bow from its former resting place in the case, and splayed it over the strings.
Octavia shuts her eyes, and focuses on the music she knew by heart. She feels the fluid notes coursing through her blood, and loses herself amongst the music and the sound. She knew of the reverberating applause that the rest of the stadium produced, but payed little attention to it.
Inside her focused mind, all that existed was her, and the cello. 
The notes flew across the stage, dancing about in her mind. Her deepest emotions poured out through the sound. A soul of seriousness and tamed emotion came unleashed in the form of a light yet solemn wail. Her hooves began to hurt, but then the soul of the music urged her to continue. Eventually, she got into a routine of drawing the bow across the Cello, and twitching the hoof ever so slightly to produce the notes in such a manner so as to ignore the pain.
After several minutes of this, the grey, dark-maned pony reached the end of the piece, and found she had but one more note within her. True peace flowed out as she played the last note, and slowly opened her eyes once more. The crowd had broken into thunderous applause, but she didn’t care too much. 
Because inside, all that really mattered was her, and the cello she played.

	
		Mail Call!



	"La la la la la la la... Mail Call!"
Ditzy Doo was blissfully trotting along Main Street in Ponyville, a leather mail-bag bouncing slightly on her haunches. She was in her own little world, delivering letters and care packages from all over Equestria. With her mind so high up in the clouds, it's no wonder that she wasn't paying attention to where she was going.
WHAM!
Ditzy's eyes spun around, and took a second to re-derp. She saw Big Macintosh's abnormally massive frame in a comically twisted heap, his hooves flailing at the air.
She giggled, heavily amused. "Teehee! Sorry, Big Mac! I guess I really should watch where I'm goin'!"
The big red stallion shook his head, amazed that such a tiny mare could knock him over with such ease... But of course, this was Ditzy, after all.
He rolled over and stood up, his legs straightening out underneath him. He quickly resumed his usual strong-pony posture.
"S'alright, Ditz. Ai was jus' enjoyin' the sunshine, ya know?"
"Funny, I thought you'd be on the farm today!"
"Ee-nope. 'S Ma day off."
"Okay dokey, Big Mac! Oh, since you're here, I've got a package fer Apple Bloom. Must be something fer the ongoin' Cutie Mark search!"
Ditzy plunged her snout into her satchel and pulled out a small brown box by the twine it was tied with. She offered it to Big Mac, who took it with his mouth.
"Thmmf ya khhngly, Dhhtz." He said almost incomprehensibly.
"No problem, Big Mac!" Ditzy replied excitedly, and without missing a beat.
Ditzy reared up her hind end and flapped her wings, launching into the air.
CRUNCH!
"Ummhh... Dhhtz?" Big Mac said through the box in his mouth.
Ditzy looked up and realized she flew right into a tree.
"Heh... Little help?"
Big Mac just stood there dumbfounded.

	images/cover.jpg





