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		Description

"Your mother is a tramp," Ice hisses. "You're gonna wish you never said that! Here, take this!" Smoky launches Ice a punch right in the middle of his face, so he screams loudly. The teacher runs back towards them. "What's going on here? Is it you again, Smoky?" 
Smoky and his little sister Piña Colada are living alone with their mother. They're forced to be independent, because their mother is an alcoholic. Smoky is the elder sibling, and takes - as with almost every other case of families with abuse - too much responsibility. 
The family's situation evolves dramatically, and violent things happen. Smoky has to go through a whole lot, but there are some good things about it.
---

Rated teen for a bit of foul language. That, and the mother is an alcoholic.
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		1 - Dear Granny



A candle is shining on a pruney old bed, with a young filly laying asleep in it. Her older brother, Smoky, sits besides her and wakes her up. The small sienna colored room reassures Smoky that he's not crazy.
“Piña, it’s time for school.” His groggy voice cuts through her sleep, which strips her of her slumber. He can see the sleeplessness in her eyes, and he feels it too. 
“But I’m so tired, Smoky!” She embraces him in a big, warm hug as she yawns. 
"There, there. I'll give you another minute," he mutters as she feels the hugging warmth of the blanket, "I'll make us some breakfast." He heads towards the door, being wary of where he steps - as the wooden floor tends to creak. 
As he steps into the main room, the effects of their mother’s night out are eminent. A couple of books are scattered on the floor, while several cups of half eaten instant noodles rest on the kitchen table. A stench of alcohol enters Smoky's nostrils, and he is forced to cover them.
Looks like she was hungry when she got home, huh?
Smoky clears the table from the bottles and does the dishes, as any responsible kid should do. He grabs the one-day-too-old cereal box from the drawer and scrunches at the smell of its contents. 
“No bread? No milk? No nothing?” 
Telling Piña that they would have to buy breakfast at the school again had become a routine, albeit easier to do than when it started. He pops out a plastic bag from the drawer and promptly cleans up the small and cheap kitchen. In with the rubber thingies, in with the tissues, and in goes the horribly smelling bottle of what Smoky reads as "Vodka". 
A dried pool of cider resides on the table, and not even his hardest scrubbing with a brush and a handkerchief would get it off. 
"Sorry mom, but I'll have to give that job to you," he mumbles to himself quietly, "you know those kinds of tricks."
---

The walk to school is luckily not too far. They’re used to walking, so it’s no problem. The only problem Smoky has with walking to school is the stares. The looks they get when they step out of their apartment - the apartment where Berry Punch lives.
Some ponies look at them in dismay, and others in disgust. A once great member of society getting addicted to cider and raising a kid or two is not everypony's cup-o-tea.
The large concrete school comes into view, and if it weren't for the yards in the front and the sports court in the back, the building would blend into the city surroundings.
“Remember, Piña, if those bullies come talking to you, just call for me and I’ll come to your rescue!” Smoky mutters heroically while emphasizing with his forehooves. He jumps through the air, showing off his ninja moves - 
“You just have to do the WAPOW!” He punches into the air like a mad pony, and Piña Colada breaks into a hysterical laughter, almost falling onto her hind.
“You’re crazy,” she keeps on going. Ponies seem to be staring even more now, but the two foals don't seem to have a care in the world. They have each other. 
As the elder colt and the younger filly enter the school grounds, they head to the cafeteria to eat all they can for the 3 bits their mother left in her pocket, and then split up to go to their classes. Smoky does his best job at not being clumsy in his trek to class, while also trying to avoid Ice Picker and his gang of bullies. Luckily, no bullies seem to be lurking behind him like they usually do.
He finds his classroom, and wonders why there is nopony inside, not even a teacher! A schedule on the wall suggests that they are supposed to be having physical education. Dammit! He was not prepared for this, and this means just one thing...
“Smoky, did you forget your training shorts again?” An angry voice speaks up as he enters the sports court. Before him stands his grumpy old PE teacher. Smoky’s ears droop, and before he can even mutter an excuse, he is interrupted.
“I regret to tell you you’re gonna have to go home and get your shorts, because today we’re playing hoofball,” he says with a stern look on his face. That kind of stern look that nopony can overrule, even if they try.
Smoky just turns around and walks across the not-so-empty sports field to head home, not even resisting. Everypony is chatting or warming up to the sound of music from a radio. The newly-cut-grass smelled wonderful, and everypony seems to be in a good mood. He keeps looking down, not even looking at his classmates. That is, until he hears some commotion. 
By the corner of the field is a suspicious group of colts - a group which Smoky knows all too well. Oh well, he’ll have to walk around them it seems. He sighs and turns around, ready to walk home, until he hears something. Something he recognises, but he is not sure what it is. That is, until he hears a distant “wapow!”.
“Piña!” he yells, galloping towards them. He passes several playing ponies, but doesn’t care. Destination finally reached!
“Your mom forgot to give you lunch money again? Hah! Lucky I have a mom who cares, am I not?” Ice Picker grins, and the rest of the gang chuckles with him. In a circle, Ice Picker, Woody Forest, Smell and Gadget are surrounding Piña. With no means of escape, she does only what her brother told her to do. WAPOW!
One punch on Woody’s right shoulder did it for them. I’m gonna show her who’s in charge, and Ice raises his right hoof.
“You should not have done that!” But right as he is about to swing, he is abruptly stopped by Smoky. This gesture is not taken lightly. 
“Why don’t you go pick on somepony your own size?” He yells, and jumps between Piña and Ice. Ice is a colt like many others. He has a clique, a group of friends, a family, is charming... but for some reason Smoky does not understand, he always picks on him and Piña. 
“Well, I could start with you,” Ice hisses. “Your mother is a tramp!” 
“You’re gonna wish you never said that! Here, take this!” Smoky launches Ice a punch right in the middle of his ugly white face, so he screams loudly. The teacher hears this and runs towards them. 
“What’s going on here? Is it you again, Smoky?” The teacher gives him the stare. A stare that Smoky knows the meaning of all too well.
And with that, he is sent home with Piña. What a great start to the day! At least he can bring her, because it is not liable for the teacher to send her home alone.
---

Being back home meant a couple of things.
For one, it meant explaining why to their mother when she wakes up, and when she wakes up after a cider-night, she’s inthat mood. Second, it means cleaning the mess she created the night before, which is not always easy with sticky cider on the table and weird rubber rings on the floor.
They do not even speak together, that’s how well they know this routine. Picking up the litter, getting rid of the trash bag, and finally cleaning the floor. At least the mother did not ever dare to touch their room, which is a positive. Smoky can’t say the same about the stallions she keeps bringing home, though.
After cleaning up and scavenging the house for any food items, Smoky has an idea. He gives Piña some of her toys to play with, and brings forth his pen and paper. 
”Dear Granny,
“I am writing to you about my mother,
Whom I am not to keen about at this time.
She has been off her medications for a few weeks now,
And it seems we are beginning to have more frequent problems with her. 
“I would love to ask, can Piña and I st-”

He is interrupted by the groggy voice of his mother. 
“What are you two doing home at this time?”
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