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Pinkie's secret admirer has decided that he needs to tell Pinkie how he feels, so he does.
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 Dearest Pinkie Pie
By: Scooter

He placed the note at her feet and departed. Pinky looked at the envelope quizzically. As he turned away, he hoped she would read it and accept his love and reciprocate it as he always dreamt. She opened it up and began to read it, she smiled.

Earlier... 

He watched her from across the room as she worked, simultaneously taking a pie out of the oven and placing an unbaked pie on the middle oven rack. Oh, how graceful she is, he thought as she tasted one of the pies resting on the counter, swallowing it whole. He continued to watch her as she worked, hypnotized by the beautiful mare.
It kept him awake at night, knowing that she had no idea of his feelings. He thought that he should go and find her and tell her about his feelings. Perhaps she was awake, too. Maybe she was in love with him and sat in bed, wondering if he loved her and if he would ever say that he did. 
He thought about simply approaching her and being straightforward with his feelings, but he knew that he simply couldn't, no matter how eloquent he sounded in his mind, it always came out wrong. This was true even in matters that weren't love. He had tried many times to express his opinions, many of which were actually quite well informed, but the words just never came out as he wished. His mind was like a book of some lost language, the ideas were all there, but he could not translate them from thought to word.
He spent hours at a time debating the pros and cons of different courses of action. The one he considered most often was writing Pinkie a letter. He could try to express his true feelings, he would have as much time as he needed to work on it. He could leave it for her to find and then... love? Rejection? Pinkie would not be bothered if he loved her, would she? Of course not (probably). What if she is angry? Why would she be angry? Would she hold it against him? Pinkie was incapable of animosity.
He knew that if worst comes to worst, she will reject his love and they continue as they always had. That would be the worst case scenario, but the mind has the tendency to blow things out of proportion, such as matters of love or spiders.
Hearts and Hooves day was approaching fast. It happened once a year, as most holidays do, and ponies tended to pronounce their love on this day to those who were unaware of it. He decided that on this day, he would do it...probably...maybe. What he knew was that he would write her a letter and give it to her, face to face. He would not slide it under a door, no, he was no mouse. He would give the letter directly to her. And so he sat down to write this letter. He decided to use a typewriter, as his handwriting did leave a lot to be desired. 
He stared at the typewriter for a minute, as if the note would write it's self. He sighed and began to type his true feelings:
'Dearest Pinkie Pie,
I wish to impart with you that I hold a great amount of love for you, which is platonic in the least. I can no longer keep up this façade, you must know how I feel. For a long while, I did not have such feelings for you, but suddenly I realized how I felt and since then, my love for you has been incalescent. I would try to explain how exactly I feel about you, but, alas, it is Ineffable. You have brought joy into my insipid life and I suppose you have done it without even realizing it. I understand that this must be confusing, I am sure that you were not suspecting this letter. I am sorry if you are made uncomfortable by this and if you wish, this whole imbroglio may be forgotten. I'm trying to be laconic, so I shall leave it at this
Love, always'
He smiled to himself. It was done, perhaps a bit rough, but it served it's purpose. He pulled it out of the typewriter with his mouth. He sealed the note in an envelope with great care, the same care that would be reserved for an ancient document that was brittle from age. He carefully wrote Pinkie's name on the front of the envelope. He ambled  down the stairs to where Pinkie was decorating cupcakes for Hearts and Hooves Day. He looked at up at her with the precious note in his mouth. Pinkie sensed he was there and looked down to him.
“Hi, Gummy!” She chirped.
“Oh, What's that? It's for me?”
She took the envelope and looked at what was written on the front of it. 
'πˆ˜˚¥'
She decided that it was probably for her and opened it up. She began to read it and smiled.
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Pinkie looked down at Gummy and pat him on the head. “Thanks Gummy, this is really neat!”
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