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Why do people assume that others are like them? That's the question that Happy Ray have been asking himself for so long. His life isn't exactly like everypony else's, there are a few things and a few goals that doesn't take the same priorities, but that's okay. At least it's okay to him, because it's evidently not always okay to everypony else.
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		Happy's Day At Work



The sun shone in through the windows of Happy Ray’s house, illuminating  his kitchen and breakfast table, with just a few specks of dust floating through the air, giving the whole room a perfectly relaxing, orange glow that coaxed Happy out of his sleepiness with extraordinarily gentleness.
Cupboards were opened, and condiments were placed on the table. Happy smiled to himself.
Perfectly sliced bread joined the condiments as Happy started humming to himself.
A glass, a jug of milk, and the rest of what was needed for a good breakfast followed. Happy’s humming was forming into a jaunty little tune.
He looked out the window, to see the pretty outline of the Fillydelphian suburb’s profile against the beautiful morning, with the tiny activities of sparrows hopping around and picking at the seeds that ponies in neighboring houses had left for them on their rooftops.
Happy sat back and enjoyed his breakfast. There was no coffee though. Happy didn’t need coffee.
After finishing his breakfast, Happy cleaned the table, the jovial humming coming back now that his mouth was no longer occupied.
He made sure that everything was in order before he left his apartment, the humming leaving with him, but the warmth and happiness that it exuded still permeated its walls and furniture, waiting to embrace Happy when he returned.
—

Happy trotted down the street towards the bookstore. It was a pretty large bookstore from what he was used to from being a colt, but it wasn’t very special by Fillydelphia standard.
He had moved here from the countryside. His mother had approved of this. While she said she’d miss him, she had said, not hinted, said, that maybe he’d have better luck in love in the city where there were more options available.
When she said that, Happy’s smile had remained the same around the mouth, but it fell a bit around his eyes, and he let out a sigh that he just managed to not seem too displeased.
He had hugged his parents, and left for Fillydelphia.
He hadn’t visited or talked as much with them lately, but that wasn’t entirely a bad thing, he thought.
Happy stopped humming as he neared his workplace, and slowed down to a walk, making sure he moved quietly. The streets hadn’t had much activity just yet, so he reasoned that his humming hadn’t bothered anyone. In the bookstore though, there would be ponies, who had other stuff to do than listen to him humming.
The door to the bookstore didn’t jingle as he entered, as the bell was still tied up. It was before opening time after all.
Papyrus stood behind the counter, looking down at some ledgers.
“Good morning,” Happy said. He took pride in his own voice. It was perfectly deep to not be either intrusive, or demand attention, just the way he preferred to conduct himself.
Still, that didn’t stop Papyrus from jumping slightly at his voice. Happy looked straight ahead though, and didn’t react to her being startled, making it seems like he hadn’t noticed her. He reasoned she’d prefer it that way.
“Oh, good morning,” she said.
Happy walked on, back into the employee-section of the store. There, Oaken Leaf was pulling on his shirt over his head, the type that all the employees wore.
He wasn’t usually here this early, but Happy didn’t read into it. He just grabbed his own shirt, and pulled it on him.
“Morning,” Oaken said.
“Morning,” Happy greeted happily.
“Wispy Page is late again, it seems,” Oaken noted.
He was referring to the petite pegasus mare, the only employee who wasn’t an earth pony, who despite her wings usually to come to work a few minutes late.
Happy shrugged. Wispy was indeed a little late most of the time, but Happy was usually here before Oaken. He didn’t make a note of either of those facts though. It didn’t bother him, as long as somepony opened the store, it didn’t matter, there wasn’t a lot of activity the first hour and a half anyway.
“Latest shipment unboxed yet?” Happy asked.
“No, I’m gonna do it now. You gonna man the floor?”
“Yep,” Happy said. He would’ve preferred to unpack the shipments, that was a pleasant job. Open boxes, look through orders, match with manifests, note down irregularities, place the books in an ordered manner, etc, all by himself, humming pleasantly and having pleasant thoughts about exciting stories in his head, or just philosophizing about life and the world and such, away from ponies.
He’d man the floor instead, but today was a good day, and he didn’t let this small, lost opportunity bother him.
So he walked out into the store, humming to himself again, but this time low enough that only he could hear it himself.
While standing with a hoof full of book on his back, sorting the shelves, Happy heard the bell jingle, but didn’t look up, since he was fairly certain it wasn’t a customer.
A small gust of wind swept over him, but he had placed the books so that they wouldn’t fall off.
“Shoot shoot shoot shoot shoot!”
He was neck-deep into his work, but he knew who it was that touched down on the floor before he heard her voice.
“Am I late!?” Wispy asked, sounding a lot more panicked than Happy thought she should’ve.
She technically was late, and Happy thought it was strange that Wispy almost always was. It was by now a habit, and if she had a habit of coming in at this time, surely she could learn to get out of bed fifteen minutes earlier. It wasn’t Happy’s place to judge though, and it didn’t even bother him.
Besides, Oaken, the only pony who cared, was in shipping-and-receiving at the moment, and wouldn’t know how late she was. No customer had come in yet. This, coupled with how disproportionately upset she seemed whenever he acknowledged this ever-returning question, made Happy instead chose one of the countless calming questions he had come up with in his days.
“You haven’t missed anything,” he said, perfectly relaxed.
“Oh, good,” Wispy said, breathing a sigh of relief. “Good morning, by the way.”
“Good morning.”
—

“Excuse me? Hi,” a mare standing next to Happy said.
Happy turned his attention to the unicorn mare, giving her a professional smile and acknowledging nod. “Good morning,” he said. “How can I help you?”
She smiled a bit bashfully, which didn’t look at all unappealing with her pretty face, healthy looking mane, and sheening coat.
“Uh, yeah, I’m, uh… looking for some books on gardening,” she said.
Happy was an earth pony, and even in a city like Fillydelphia the stereotype about earth ponies and green hooves sometimes made itself known, but while he couldn’t truthfully say he didn’t know the first thing about gardening, he was less certain he knew the second thing.
Still, if nothing else he could help this customer with his familiarity of the store they were in.
“Certainly,” he said. “Those would be over here.”
They walked over to the isle in particular, and Happy faced the somewhat nervous mare, gesturing around him.
“I’m not an expert, but this is what we have on the subject,” he said.
“Oh, thank you,” the mare said. “Do you know any good ones to start with?”
Happy slowly shook his head. “I’m sorry, but no. I can ask my colleagues if they could help you find any that’s suitable for you,” he offered.
“Oh, no, that’s okay,” the mare said, one of the books catching her eye. “Oh, my friend talked about this one,” she said, floating it up to her.
Happy smiled at her. “Glad to hear it, ma’am. Feel free to ask if you need anything else.”
“Oh. Uh, yes… thank you,” she said, her ears drooping a little bit.
Happy almost looked at her questioningly, but managed to just stop himself from asking, and instead give her an acknowledging nod before walking back to continue the sorting.
He did notice Papyrus and Wispy standing behind the counter, leaning on each other for balance as they giggled at either him or the unicorn mare, he couldn’t tell which.
Happy looked at them inquisitively, before shrugging and going back to work.
—

Happy was enjoying a glass of orange juice in the employee lounge. It was lunch, and Happy had a liberal amount of time to enjoy his meal considering how long the breaks were.
He leaned back, focusing on enjoying the little things in life, like how tasty a granola bar can be, and how he was free from so many worries that his coworkers were not.
See, all of Happy’s coworkers, in fact most of the ponies he knew, either were in, or were looking to put themselves in, a sort of never-ending fight against a strange, formless, and ever-shifting monster.
“No!” Papyrus breathed in response to what Wispy had said. “What happened then?”
Indeed, Wispy was talking about her particular fight with the monster right now.
“He just said he forgot!” Wispy said. “Can you believe that? Forget our anniversary!”
The monster was romance.
Wispy pulled herself up indignantly, which Happy found kind of impressive, seeing as how she had already done so twice by his count without slumping her posture even once yet. “Then he says that he was sorry!”
Happy silently thought that was a reasonable response to such an oversight.
Papyrus let out a strange noise; that odd mix between the start of a laugh and a little stutter that made it clear that she sympathized with Wispy’s indignance.
“Well, that’s just not gonna cut it!” Wispy said. “Just saying you’re sorry doesn’t prove anything.”
Happy’s eyes narrowed slightly in confusion, his gaze shifted about as he questioned the logic of this.
“You know how clueless stallions can be,” Papyrus said, comfortingly, leaning in a bit conspiratorily and patting Wispy on her hoof. “Just keep at it, he’ll learn eventually. He’s lucky to have a mare like you.”
Internally, Happy chuckled and put on a wry smile, taking another bite out of his granola bar.
“How about you, Happy?” Wispy asked, clearly smiling from the sound of her voice. A part of Happy’s brain froze, and leaned back to witness the slow chain reaction as the rest of his brain slowly reacted, followed by his jaw.
Happy’s eyes widened a bit, and glanced toward Wispy with a mix between curiosity and nervousness.
“I bet you’ve never forgotten an anniversary,” Wispy said, leaning slightly over the table, and resting her head on top of her hooves with half-lidded eyes.
Happy had not forgotten any anniversaries. Not the kind that Wispy was referring to at least. The risk of follow-up questions that Happy wasn’t looking forward to was in this situation impendingly high, and answering truthfully would just guarantee that.
Happy camouflaged his certainty of the answer by quickly going through all the possible anniversaries in his life, not just the ones Wispy was talking about, and seeing if he could remember missing any of them.
After a moment, Happy shook his head in short motions.
“Happy would never forget anything like that,” Papyrus said, kindly, and Happy couldn’t help but feel a little flattered from that remark, and not just because it seemed to move him further out of the woods. “Would you, Happy?”
Happy just smiled in an easy manner and shrugged at her.
“I just realized,” Wispy started. “I don’t even know if you’re single or not, Happy. You never talk about your special somepony. Do you even have anypony to have an anniversary with?”
Happy would’ve had trouble fighting down the desire to curse, if that wasn’t largely offset by that sinking feeling he got every time this talk loomed over him.
Putting on his bravest, most casual face, Happy shook his head. At least it wasn’t difficult to project that it wasn’t a big deal for him.
“Oh my. All the stallions we know are doing poorly on this front aren’t they?” Papyrus asked the table at large.
“Yeah, Oaken’s broken up with his fillyfriend,” Wispy said in a breathtaking display of sympathy.
Oaken, for his part, merely grunted behind his newspaper.
“Why don’t you have a fillyfriend though, Happy?” Wispy asked, suddenly with a healthy dose of concern in her voice.
Happy let out another internal sigh, this one bleeding out a bit into his actual posture. At least he could take this opportunity to study the flow of the upcoming conversation for the next time it occurred… like he always did.
Happy shrugged casually.
“Are you into stallions?” Papyrus asked, evenly.
Happy shook his head.
“So what gives?” Wispy said. “Haven’t found anypony who catches your fancy?”
That was, in a sense, the reason for it all. Happy nodded, a bit non-committally.
“But you like mares?” Papyrus asked.
Happy let out a long, uncertain sigh, as he looked at the table, contemplating on how best to answer this.
“Do you think I’m pretty?” Wispy asked, leaning in over the table again.
Happy nodded fairly. Saying no would be both false, and probably lead to all manners of complications.
“Pretty enough to ask me out on a date?” Wispy pushed.
The answer here would be negatory. Happy shook his head in a slightly apologetic manner at Wispy.
“Why not?” she asked, leaning back with a surprised look on her face. There was no hurt there yet, and Happy knew how to make sure there wouldn’t be any.
“You have a coltfriend,” he pointed out, surprising himself with the depth of his voice, not realizing that he hadn’t used it since morning.
“Oh my. He speaks,” Papyrus said, feigning shock, as Happy good-naturedly rolled his eyes at her.
“Oh, right,” Wispy said, a bit sheepishly. “But if I didn’t have a coltfriend, would you ask me out on a date then?”
This was getting complicated, and Happy spent at least two medium-long moments thinking of an answer. Already, it was gonna have to be a good one, sprinkled with an appropriate dose of around-the-watercooler-humor to explain the long pause.
Finally, he found a play that didn’t feel abysmal. He shrugged at Wispy, while smiling casually. “Probably figure you’d turn me down,” he said.
“Aaw,” Wispy and Papyrus cooed sadly in unison, and Happy smiled a bit, feeling that the conversation would soon be steered another direction.
“You’ve gotten turned down a lot?” Wispy asked, dashing Happy’s hopes. Even the disbelief in Wispy’s voice didn’t help.
Happy struggled to keep his lips from forming a thin line as he shook his head.
“So you’ve had a lot of fillyfriends then?” Wispy asked with a hint of approval, and Happy was again not happy about the direction this was going in.
Happy shook his head again, bracing himself.
“So, wait…” Wispy started, before slowing down and going double-checking the previous parts of the ongoing conversation. “You’ve never had a fillyfriend?” she asked in disbelief.
The room was quiet. Papyrus and Wispy were looking at Happy with slightly stunned expressions, and even Oaken had lowered the newspaper enough to look on with his eyebrows raised.
Happy let out a sigh, an external one this time, and shook his head.
“Why not?” Wispy immediately asked.
Happy bobbed his head and sighed in a frustrated way as he struggled for an answer that both had some truth in it, and didn’t complicate matters even more.
“I don’t know,” he said, trying to sound dismissive, shrugging a few times as he struggled to expand his answer in a good way. “Just… never had one. Don’t… want one.”
The other ponies around the table seemed frozen in place, their expressions not having changed since Wispy’s question.
“It’s not a big deal,” Happy said, shrugging.
That did it.
“Not a big deal!?” Wispy shouted, making Happy angle his ears away in discomfort. “I, if, what, wha… HUH!?”
Wispy seemed to stop and just stare at Happy. Papyrus glanced a bit worriedly at her, before turning to Happy.
“Why don’t you want a fillyfriend, Happy?” she asked.
Happy let out another sigh, before shrugging again. “Why would I want one? What’s in it for me? Or her for that matter?”
Papyrus looked at Happy with a sad expression. “Happy,” she started.
Happy rose up, and adjusted his shirt before heading out of the room to get back to work.
The three remaining ponies watched him go, before Oaken and Papyrus looked up at the clock on the wall.
There were still fifteen minutes left of the lunch break.
—

Happy walked home with a neutral expression on his face. The sun was still out, and that helped a bit, but the effects from the lunch break still lingered, the joy from his usual leisure time activities just felt a bit… muted.
He knew it would pass however. He finished dinner, cleaned himself off, and by the time he was lying in his bed, he was almost perfectly back to normal.
Although, the romantic subplot of the adventure book he had been enjoying the last few nights did stand out a bit more to him than it had previously.
Happy paused reading, and looked up at his room at large as he contemplated romance.
The books in his shelf, works of fiction, were fantasies. In fantasies, what happens is what you want to happen. The heroes and heroines struggles against adversity, and then they overcome, making the victory all the more satisfying.
It was the same with romantic fiction. The ponies encountered obstacle after obstacle to their romance, and in the end, love conquers all.
Happy nodded to himself, closed the book, turned off the light beside the table, and snuggled into his pillow.
Romantic love was the stuff of fairy tales. If it actually happened to actual ponies, why would they bother fantasizing about it working out?
With that, Happy fell asleep. Alone, and content.
—

It was a good day. Happy had been unboxing shipments the whole morning, quietly, away in his little corner, being productive without bothering anypony.
Now he was having lunch. A wonderfully tasty set of lemon muffins, not bothering anypony here either.
“Hey, Happy,” Wispy suddenly said.
Happy took a deep, internal breath. This didn’t have to mean that he was bothering anypony, it might just be a casual question about… where to find a good hardware store nearby or something. He looked questioningly at Wispy.
“So I have this marefriend, Wafer Roll, who doesn’t have a coltfriend.”
Happy’s head slumped.
“Oh come on! Just hear me out.” Wispy insisted.
Happy lifted his head and looked at her patiently.
“So you’re interested?”
Happy shrugged, then simply shook his head.
Wispy looked at Happy with a highly skeptical look. “You do have a fillyfriend don’t you? You just don’t want to say.”
Happy shook his head, focusing on his muffins again.
“I can’t believe this,” Wispy said after a while, then turned to the other ponies around the table. “What do you guys think?”
“Everypony needs somepony to love, Happy,” Papyrus said, earning a skeptical look from Happy. “Come on. You don’t know if you like it if you don’t try it.”
Happy wasn’t convinced of that. When he was a colt, there were plenty of foodstuff he had decided he didn’t like before he tasted it, and he had been right almost every time.
“What do you think, Oaken?” Wispy said.
“It’s not everyday you get this kind of offer,” he noted.
“Right?” Wispy said, triumphantly. “It’d be really rude to just dismiss her outright. Besides, she’s really pretty. Not as pretty as me, but still.”
That sounded sketchy to Happy. If you couldn’t outright dismiss other ponies’ offers of romance, you could find yourself in a lot of unwelcome situations… like this one. Wispy, and apparently her friend, being pretty ponies, should sympathise with that.
“Come on! You wanna go through your whole life not being with anypony?” Wispy insisted.
Happy simply shrugged and nodded.
Papyrus put on her most kindly smile. “Do you really not want anypony to know what it’s like to be in a relationship with such a wonderful stallion such as yourself?”
Happy snorted skeptically at that, but still smiled at her in response.
“I’m serious. Just try it,” Papyrus insisted.
Happy simply shook his head.
“Just one date,” Wispy insisted.
Happy shook his head again.
“Alright, tell you what. You go on one date with Wafer Roll, and I won’t bring this up again,” Wispy said.
Happy leaned back into his seat. The notion that it’s best to rip of bandages all at once was always kinda dumb to him. Happy was smart enough to let bandages soak in warm water before carefully removing them.
Then again, he figured that he might not be smart enough to come up with the warm water-equivalent to his situation.
After a long pause, Happy slumped his head in defeat.
Wispy let out a happy squeak, smiling widely and clapping her hooves together.
“Yes! Come on, let us at least hear you say it. Will you go out on a date with Wafer Roll?”
“... Sure,” Happy said.

	
		Singing & Dancing



The next day, Happy arrived to an empty store.
This happened every now and then. Papyrus was often early just like Happy, but she wasn’t here this morning. Regardless, Happy pulled his shirt on, and calmly went through the store, and the back-rooms, reminding himself of what work needed to be done.
Five minutes before opening time, Happy brought the ledgers he was planning on going through with him to the front desk. Somepony needed to open the store, and nopony else had shown up to do it yet.
This was unusual, but not unique. Happy shrugged, and simply assumed that the others would be here soon. Running the store with three ponies was no biggie. Two was a kinda tiring, and if you were alone you just put all work besides manning the floor to the side.
At least while there were customers present, and there were hardly ever any customers at this hour. Happy set down his tea behind the counter beside the ledgers, walked over to the door to flip the sign to ‘open’, and returned to look at the paperwork, while slowly sipping his still-somewhat-too-hot tea.
Then the bell over the door chimed, and in stepped none of this coworkers, but a mare. A beautiful earth pony mare, with purple mane and a reddish pink coat.
Conversations around the break room table in the last few days almost made Happy scowl in suspicion, but quickly stopped himself, and nodded with a gentle smile towards the customer.
“Good morning,” he said.
“Good morning,” the mare replied, smiling at him.
“Would you like some help or would you like to browse?” Happy asked.
The mare’s gaze swept over the store, before it came to rest on Happy, as she smiled with half-lidded eyes at him. “Oh, I know what I’m looking for.”
Happy looked at her blankly for a moment, before he returned the smile, albeit in a more professionally service-minded manner. “That’s... nice. Don’t hesitate to ask if you want help with anything,” he said, and went back to looking through the papers.
The mare looked taken aback for a moment, before her half-lidded expression came back. “Perhaps you’d like to help me find it,” she said, and took a few inviting steps towards the aisles of books.
“Certainly,” Happy nodded, and started walking out from behind the counter, to fall in line behind the mare.
As he did, she swung her tail back and forth, a bit provocatively, and managed to catch him softly underneath his nose. It smelled strongly of rose shampoo.
She looked back in mock surprise, and teetered at Happy.
Happy smiled easily at her, to let her know that there was no offence.
The mare led Happy towards the romance-novels, and swept her gaze across the books on display.
“This is what you have for romance?” she asked.
“Indeed it is,” Happy said. “I can help look if you want, or check the inventory ledgers.”
At this, the bell jingled, revealing Papyrus walking in with a somewhat stiff gait.
Before Happy could greet her good morning, the unnamed mare beside him leaned up slightly towards him, and purred, “I might be looking for something more than litterature.”
Happy’s eyes shifted a bit as he tried figuring out if there was a hidden message behind that.
“We… might have some themed office supplies,” he ventured, uncertain, as Papyrus took position behind the counter.
“Mmmm…” Papyrus groaned slightly, looking like she had bitten into a lemon. “... Mmmiss! Somepony outside wants to speak with you.”
The mare beside Happy let out a surprised, “Oh?” and put her hoof to her mouth, before smiling at Happy. “I might come back.”
Happy felt like the short conversation had already managed to leave him behind. After a moment, he smiled back at her. “You’d be welcome to,” he said.
The mare walked out of the store, and Happy joined Papyrus behind the counter.
“Good morning,” Happy said to Papyrus, glad to finally have a coworker with him today.
Papyrus’ head fell onto the counter. “Sweet Celestia!” she groaned, and took a deep breath. “... Good morning.”
“Something wrong?” Happy asked, looking concerned over his distraught colleague.
Papyrus took another breath, and raised her head, smiling at Happy with a look of amusement, frustration, exhaustion, or possibly sadness, or perhaps all of the above.
“Happy,” Papyrus said. “I have never met anypony as adorable and cringe-inducing as you.”
Happy opened his mouth to respond, but paused when he tried thinking of what to say. “Thank you?” he ventured.
“You’re also gonna give me an ulcer, and I’m just spectating,” she complained.
“... Pardon?” Happy asked.
“She was flirting with you,” Papyrus said.
As Celestia made the sun slowly dawn on Equestria, Papyrus had made realisation slowly dawn on Happy.
“Oooh,” he said, before looking at Papyrus skeptically. “Really?”
“Yes,” Papyrus said in a kind voice. “That was a friend of Oaken. He told me not to say this, but that was such a stupid idea that I don’t care.”
“Wwwhat?” Happy asked.
“Oaken thought you were into stallions,” Papyrus explained. “So he got her to come in here and flirt with you. That’s why everypony’s late. He wanted you two to be alone. Celestia knows how he managed to get her to go along with it.”
Happy was puzzled to say the least. Too many things, in fact pretty much everything, made absolutely no sense about that in his mind. “But I already said…” he started.
“I know, honey,” Papyrus said, in an assuring voice. “Everypony except Oaken does. You’re not mad, are you?”
Happy let out a slightly frustrated sigh. It tended to annoy him when ponies left him in the dust when it came to social matters, and it seemed there was to be a lot of that in the future, with what he had agreed on.
Happy had thought that getting a job in a place like this would let him avoid being thrust into spotlight of social games, yet here he was.
“It’s fine,” Happy sighed, and went back to looking through the paperwork.
“Hang in there,” Papyrus said, kindly, patting Happy on his withers.
—
The day had been mostly normal normal after that. Happy had managed to bury his slightly peeved mood by the time Oaken and Wispy had arrived, and gave them the normal polite morning greetings and nods
Oaken didn’t bring up the whole incident, and had been a bit non-confrontational towards Happy in general. Happy’s normal behavior didn’t seem very convincing, though Happy frankly wasn’t willing to put in more effort into making Oaken more comfortable than he normally did.
However, his patience was slightly thinner during lunch break, and Papyrus, the pony Happy got best along with in the store, might’ve sensed that, and after Wispy had managed to coax a conformation that Happy was going to see Wafer, Papyrus had distracted her with talk of… something. Happy didn’t really listen, and instead focused on a book and his lunch.
“I can close up today,” Oaken offered near the end of his shift.
It was Happy’s turn to stay late during the slow hour and make sure everything was in order before the store closed. He stopped and visualized the work table.
“That’ll mean that you have to stay longer next Friday, and you hate doing that,” Happy pointed out.
“I… can do it today if you wanna go home,” Oaken said. “I’ll stay longer on Friday as well.”
Happy considered him for a while.
“Is this a favor?” he asked.
“Uh, no,” Oaken said. “Listen, I’m sorry about this morning.”
“It’s okay,” Happy said, and he meant it.
He would be even more okay if people would just drop it.
“Yeah but, seriously, I’ll close up today,” Oaken insisted.
Happy gave in, and just nodded, waving to Oaken. “Alright, see you later.”
“Yeah. You too.”
Happy walked out of the store, into the afternoon sun of Fillydelphia. He couldn’t complain about the weather at least, but that was not enough to totally sweep away the feelings that the whole thing with the flirting and the date had reinforced.
“Why?” he asked himself loudly for some reason. “Why do they do this? Why can they not see?”
Happy looked up into the sky, and held out his hoof dramatically as he closed his eyes. “Why do they have to make me feel like there’s something wrong with me?”
A chorus of voices all from all over the street answered him.
“They want joy and happiness in everything!” it sang. “And all of the bliss that love and romance will bring!”
Happy opened his eyes on shock when he realized what was going on, and saw a street full of ponies all looking at him.
“Look, I’m happy with the way that things are,” he sang to the crowd, hoping to nip this in the bud. “I don’t need drama or an emotional scar.”
“Oh you just cannot see your appeal!” The crowd sang, as Happy turned around and tried slinking into an alley, only to find it blocked by a wall of ponies also singing at him. “Somepony please help this stallion heal!”
“Really, it’s not big deal!” Happy shouted as he tried another alley.
That alley was similarly filled with ponies, and Happy instead decided to walk, sulking, down the road. The crowd followed him in a choreographed dance, but at least didn’t block him.
“Do you plan on living your whole life alone? Do you want nopony and a heart of stone?”
Happy turned around angrily. Being the center of attention had never been something he enjoyed, and this was the most center of attention he had ever been.
“Look, not wanting romance doesn’t make me a bad pony!” he sang, staring annoyed at the crowd. “Pretending to want something for acceptance will just make me a phony!
“What’s so bad about me not chasing tails!? I’m not causing heartaches, no cries and no wails!”
“Your face and your posture is cold and is stony! You need to experience love to be a real pony!
“What you have in your life does not make you full!”
“I’ll be the judge of that, and you’re all singing bull,” Happy muttered.
“Go and try romance, let them get through that shell! Give love to ponies and receive it as well!”
Happy had had enough, and jumped up to grab a lamppost, and leaned out from it and addressed the singing crowd.
“Look, I’m not cold-hearted and I’m not some love-hating shrew! Don’t force your values on me, I’m not forcing mine on you!
“I am simply not into just sharing my life— with somepony whether a husband or wife!”
The music stopped, and the crowd was silent for a moment before letting out a collective sigh.
“Whether bringing you down or up into she sky— You won’t know what love does before you give it a try.
“Dismiss love if you will and put it on a shelf— You won’t know if you did right before trying it yourself.”
Happy and the crowd stared at each other in silence, before Happy, reluctantly, agreed to not try and end this love-thing before it even began.
“Fine,” he grumbled. “Are we done?”
“Yeah, song’s over, buddy,” a voice said, before the crowd unceremoniously went back to what they had done before.
Happy let out a deep sigh, and walked home.
They had been right though, he couldn’t know for sure that he wouldn’t enjoy going on a date before he tried it, and now that he was going to do it, he might as well do it right.
At least Happy didn’t have any trouble falling asleep that night.
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