
      The Weight


      

      
      
         Pinkie found her quiet place and laughed until she cried. 



Here she could see most of Canterlot, but nobody heard her shrieks and whoops or the sobs that followed. This was Pinkie time. No sisters to shush her or parents to scold her, no new teachers droning on with new rules. No walls of humanity closing in, getting their feelings all tangled with hers.



She giggled through her tears, then hollered, “Ha-HA! You can’t hear me! Nobody can hear me! I’m really good at this game!” Her voice went high and honking as she dissolved into laughter.



Pinkie tried to catch a breath and took one like a mallet to the chest. Not a little mallet either, she had time to think, but like in the cartoons--



Then her mind was overtaken by a singular coldness. She knelt in the leaves and held herself tightly, trying to breathe, then trying not to try. If this was panic, she couldn’t struggle. Her dread was joined by a grief that didn’t belong to her. It crushed like a stone, but she kept breathing.



Slowly, she sang to herself. Her sisters’ names, Maud’s favorite rocks, cake recipes. She sang louder as the weight retreated, hoping it wouldn’t come back.



“Sorry,” said someone behind her. Pinkie screamed.



“I scared you, I’m sorry,” the voice continued. 



Pinkie whirled and rose to face a gaunt, dark-haired girl. Her own shock retreated at the stranger’s expression. 



“It’s okay! Are... you okay?”



The girl gave her that same shadowed look, and it tightened around Pinkie’s heart. She tried again.



“What’s your name?”



“...Shea.”



“It’s okay, Shea. I’m Pinkie Pie! You look sad. Can I help? Do you want to talk about it? I’m a great listener!” Pinkie stuck out a hand.

 

“NO!” Shea shrank away. “Please don’t. You should get away. It’s not safe.”



Pinkie had never given much thought to the steep inclines along this wooded ridge, but the other girl’s fear lashed out at her. She moved.



“I know you’re scared,” Pinkie ventured. “But I want to help.”



“You won’t believe me.”



“I’ll believe a lot! I love believing things!”



There was a silence, then a sigh. “I do need help.”



“What is it?”



“I need you to tell someone I’m dead.”



Pinkie felt the cold return. ”Dead?”



“Dead.”



“But you’re--”



“Dead. I knew you wouldn’t believe me.”



“No, I just, I’ve never met a ghost before. I’m sorry. What...what happened?”



“I fell. All I remember is falling. All I do is fall, over and over. I feel like I’ve been here forever.”



“That’s awful.”



“Will you help me?”



“I’ll try.”



“Come with me.”



Pinkie followed her down the ridge to a jagged rockslide. From where they stood she could see nothing unusual, until she noticed a dusty black clutch spilled open above the rocks.



“Look in there and you’ll find out where those things belong. To...my parents, I guess. Take them and tell them what happened. Bring them back so they can find me.” Shea pointed down. 



Pinkie swallowed hard.





She returned what felt like a lifetime later, with two haunted looking parents and a grim-faced detail of Canterlot Police. Pinkie watched anxiously as a search team scaled down the rock faces, crawled under the boulders, combed over the scree. Another lifetime later, a muffled shout. Someone found a broken body hidden by the stones. Her hair was red.



“That isn’t Shea,” Shea’s mother said.



“Where is my daughter?” her father demanded. “She’s been missing for days. Is this your idea of a joke?”



They were closing in on Pinkie Pie, their pain and anger grasping at her throat.



“N-n-no! Shea! Where are you? Hehe--hehehe--” 



She was trying to say “help” when the sobbing laughter wracked through her again. Everything seemed to stop until it was joined by a keening wail.



Shea had reappeared, floating out of the trees as the pale red girl was brought up. “Amaranth!” she called.



“SHEA!” her parents cried.



“Amaranth,” she repeated. She collapsed over the body of the other girl. “You fell. You fell.”



“Come here, sweetheart,” Shea’s father pleaded. “It’s not safe.”



“It’s not safe,” she echoed, looking dazedly around, then back to Amaranth. “I’m so sorry.”



“Shea,” said Pinkie Pie. 



The girl looked back as if they’d never met, but finally she said: “I’m not a ghost.”



“You’re not a ghost.”



Shea shut her eyes. Her shoulders shook. And she laughed until she cried.
      

      
   