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		Description

Have you ever talked to the sea?
Did you know it was listening?
Slight disclaimer - this story goes into themes of suicide and depression. However, it does have a happy ending. Do not let the sad tag dissuade you.
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        I see more than ponies think. I believe that's how I got my name. I have been around for such a long time; I have no sense of how time passes, however. The sun rises and the moon rises and the sun rises and the moon rises again. That is all I understand, when it comes to time. I rise with the moon, after all. I know not how long I have had my name, then. All I know is what I am and what I do. 
I am the sea. As I was saying, I see much. Ponies call them reflections, what I see. Reflections of themselves in my eyes. It’s always nice to see new creatures. To reflect them. Ponies are my favorites, though; they are always so nice. They have such nice reflections. 
I have kept track of all of my encounters with creatures. Then, one day, the pony writing this asked me to talk to her. I was happy to comply. This isn't her story, however. I will tell you of other creatures - those that gave me the personality I have today.
One pony that comes to mind now was a fairly happy stallion. I think his name was Cubed. He came to me when I was still young (in my eyes, at least) and he still visits me to this day. He came to me with a towel and an umbrella and sat next to me. He unknowingly told me stories: he told me about the games he played when he had time and how the sky looked and how the sand burned his hooves. He jumped on me a few times and beat me down, but everybody does that sometimes. We all make mistakes.
As time went on, Cubed brought new ponies and friends with him - a diamond hunter named Patches; an elusive Griffon named Auspicious. My favorite was a pony he called his Girlfriend and Love. I don't know what those words mean. Girlfriend seemed nice, though; she only came up to me a few times, but she looked really pretty. 
I saw him and Girlfriend a lot. They taught me a lot about happiness together. They taught me laughing and smiles. I had lots of fun with what they taught me. I wave at everypony I meet now, just in case any of them are as happy as Girlfriend and Cubed. Most ponies don't respond, but that's okay. I'm kinda a loner anyways.
He still visits, although Girlfriend can’t make it often. They live really far apart apparently. Sometimes I hear them arguing when they come nearby, but it’s not often. Every sky has it’s storm, right? They still laugh and smile at each other. That taught me it’s okay to get angry sometimes too (though I try not to get mad often). It’s really nice after storms pass too; there are really pretty rainbows.
But there were other times I learned to get angry. I learned a lot of new emotions from different ponies. It wasn’t long after I met that first stallion that I met another one. He looked like a fire sometimes. His hooves were red and his eyes were red and his body looked like smoke. I think his name was Ash. 
Ash had a Girlfriend too, but he usually called her Sweet Heart. They seemed really happy too. But Ash got really sad sometimes. They argued a lot more than Girlfriend and the other stallion, and Sweet Heart seemed to win every argument. Somehow, that seemed a little unfair to me. 
The more I saw them, the sadder Ash seemed to be. I tried to be extra nice to them to cheer them both up, but it didn't work. They both kept arguing. I felt bad for Ash. Sweet treated him unfairly a lot, it seemed. I didn't know how to help, though. What do I know about Sweet Hearts and Girlfriends?
At some point, Ash started meeting me alone. He wouldn't play with me or step on me. He just talked. Sometimes, he didn't even talk at all. Sometimes, he just made some weird sounds; he always said sorry for crying after that. I'm not sure what that is, but I sensed that it wasn't very happy. It made me… sad. Really sad sometimes. 
Eventually, it was only him. He told me that Sweet had left. I wondered where she had gone. Not that it was from fondness; I just wondered why she left. Ash seemed really nice; he tried hard at everything he did. Why would anypony just up and leave ponies who were so nice? Especially one who had worked so hard to be their friend?
Ash wanted it to be calm for awhile after that. At least, that's what it felt like. I stopped waving to him as much. I just laid next to him as calmly as I could, trying not to be too confused by his emotions. I never really get emotions. I’m not good with those sometimes.
He stopped talking for awhile. He started stopping by less and less. I started to miss him when he wasn’t there, and I really wanted to hear him talk more. I think I liked him more than most. One time, he visited me again and told me he was something called Depressed. That sounds really bad. That was a really bad day.
But then, one day, Ash came to the water. Ash was smiling. So was the mare he had with him, with pretty shiny eyes, and a little colt that jumped on me a lot. He liked jumping!
I made lots of waves that day! He called the mare Sweet Heart too, but she was a lot nicer than the other Sweet Heart. He called the colt Son. I don't know what that means, but Ash seemed to like it and so did Son. 
They were happy, even though he had been sad. That seemed incredible to me. He had been terribly sad; now he was laughing. How... Nice. I like when people are happy.
My time is nearly done here now; the writer must leave soon. She is a very important pony. She says she raises the moon. That's a pretty important job. 
Since she needs to leave, I will tell you only one last story. It sounds sad, but it has a happy ending too. 
There was a little filly who visited me. I never learned her real name. She seemed very happy. But she started visiting me and grew each time she did. She got really tall. 
As she visited me, she started acting a lot like Ash. She didn't cry, but she was very quiet. Something about her... Scared me. She... Worried me, I think the word is. I didn't like her being sad like that. I wanted her to stop feeling like that. 
One day, she looked a bit different. Her hooves were really pale in places. It looked like someone drew crosses on her hooves. She said more that time, and told me the names she used now. I didn't like it at all. 
Worthless. That's what her name was. Pathetic too. Those sound sad. Really sad. I didn't know what to do. She just sounded... Broken. Like the bottles ponies sometimes threw at me. 
She started to step on me; she went really far sometimes. She went so far, I couldn't see her head anymore. 
A few days, she washed up on shore. She would lie there, coughing and crying. I didn't even wonder what she was doing. I just wanted her to stop it.
The writer told me that that girl was depressed. She seemed like she was sad about the filly's tale. That's not the end of her story though. The point of these stories isn't to make you sad; it's to give you the last emotion I was taught. 
Hope.
The filly came back one day. She was standing with Cubed. Both of them were smiling. Later, Ash came up to them too! All of them were apparently friends!
They played together all day. They laughed so hard, they cried. It was a different type of crying though: happy crying! They had a good day.
The criss crosses faded. The smiles lasted longer. Sometimes, the frowns came back; but so did the laughter, in the end.
I might not understand emotions very well, but I understood what that was. That was hope. Life will always get better, even when people are sad! That's something to smile about.
I am the sea. I see more than anypony thinks I do. It's time for this story to end, now. But these stories aren't over; those ponies are real, and they live on past these stories. They still smile; they still cry.
But they always have their hope.
Goodbye, readers. I hope these stories find you in your times of need. And, goodbye Princess. Goodbye and goodnight.

Hope of the Sea
I, Sea,
I call to thee:
Bring me all pain
And misery;
Bring me each tear,
And every regret.
Allow me to wash them away.
I, Sea,
I wave to thee
In the hopes that your smile
Would grace me,
And if you must cry,
Then comfort I'll give,
For all sadness washes away.
I, Sea, 
I'll pray for thee.
I'll pray that one day...
One day, you might see,
That all the sadness and pain in this life...
It all will wash away.
Just as the moon rises
And as the moon sets,
All life it exists
For a purpose and this
Is a truth that all must one day know,
To see the hope of the world
As I, the Sea, show
In every reflection,
And each breaking wave,
And as my tide recedes,
I hope all that read
Will smile,
As I wash away.
- Princess Luna

			Author's Notes: 
I am the sea. Each creature I see is my friend. Each emotion and experience they have is my own. They help me be who I am today. But I rarely see myself as what I am. I see myself as unimportant in the grand scheme of things. That is where religion comes into play.
Luna is like God to me in this story. Luna is sitting, writing and observing each and every experience this sea has, just as it sees all others (yet never sees itself), and just as God sees me. Despite how insignificant I am, I am still important to that almighty figure.
That is why I wrote this. Each word is a reflection of me. As I read these words now, I can see the slightest glimmer of that importance my Lord sees in me. I am the sea, as Luna reads it it's story. It is important; we all are.
Never lose sight of that, whether you are religious or not. You. Are. Important. :) Turn to your friends as I did if you need, and never lose sight of your hope.
All characters loosely based on my own friends in life. Posted for a contest (if I made the deadline).
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