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		First day of school



Four grey walls surrounded me as I sat with my back to the bars. There was no window for me to take a last look, but that’s fine with me. Why would I want to look at the world who created the pony I am today, then punished me for it? It didn’t make sense. If they didn’t want me to turn out this way then they should have been nicer, but that’s how the world works. They made a monster and punish it when their plans backfire.  Just like they had done to that monster in Frankenstein. 
My ears catch the sound of familiar voices behind the bars. One of them was the rough voice of my new guardian:  Bill the prison guard. Well I don’t know if Bill was his real name, since we never talked to each other, but it seemed right for a prison guard. Tough yet relaxed enough to remind you that he was nothing but a worthless pony.
The next familiar voice was something I’ve heard since my birth: My older siblings. The large red pony, Big Macintosh, with a blank stare in his eyes all the time. Of course the blank stare wasn’t there anymore. No, I could feel the burn of a strong emotion: betrayal? Hate? I didn’t know since I hadn’t look into his large eyes, and I doubt I ever would.
Of course, like usual, he said nothing as he stood in front of the bars that separated us physically. But he didn’t have to since my older sister, Applejack, did all of it. 
“Face us!” She commanded to me in her old accent.
I said nothing as I stared at the wall in front of me. I had nothing to say to her, or any pony.  Users and ignorers was what they were. 
Applejack slammed her hoof down on the bar to not only express her anger, but to gain my attention.  My ears twitched as the loud echo throughout my cell, but that’s the only reaction I allowed to show. I had no reason to give her the satisfaction of my last moments of attention. 
“Apple Bloom!” She screamed. “Why did you do this? How could you betray the family? Granny Smith would be ashamed of you!” 
My body twitched at the mention of a long gone relative who actually cared about me. Her death was one reason I cracked, but I didn’t blame her. It wasn’t her fault she died at the wrong time. It wasn’t any ponies expect the one in black.
“You should be ashamed! Doing that to ponies is unforgivable!” Her voice cracked on the last part.  I knew she lowered her hat after that, so no one would see her cry. That’s right, the honest pony in all of Equestria couldn’t even let anypony see her cry over her sister. That would only shame the Apple family even more. 
After a minute of silence she spoke again, but her tone had changed to a softer one. The same one she used on me when I was upset. “Sugar cube, please write to us why you done what you done. We can’t bare the feeling of our little sis’ being a mass killer like my old friend, Pinkie Pie.” 
“Eeyup.” My brother replies. The same thing he said ever since he learned to talk (Granny Smith told me so.).
I narrowed my eyes. Why couldn’t they see that they were part of the problem? Why couldn’t they understand that they created this monster? Oh that’s right, it would bring shame to the Apple family. As long as they weren’t the cause, they had nothing to fear.
I looked behind me when I heard something hard hit the floor. It was a whiteboard with a purple marker attached to it. Purple? Did they think that color would brighten my day and change my ways? 
I, for the first time in a long time, looked at them. Applejack looked at me with a small frown. She held her hat in her left hoof as she pleaded me silently to write. I look over to my brother to see what he had to say. I wasn’t surprised by his change in appearance: There were dark bags under his eyes to show the countless nights he had been up. The bright green of his eyes had dulled down into a pathetic excuse for green I had ever seen.  The wild blonde mane that he had had spots of grey in it. The strong body that every Apple family member looked up to had been worn down into a bigger body size. I doubt he’d even fit into his old yoke if he tried. 
That change was from putting work ahead of family. I bet Applejack would soon look like that. Disgusting workaholics. 
I looked back at the whiteboard. I walked over to it and placed my hoof on it. I looked up to see smiles on their faces. I removed my hoof from it and picked it up with my mouth. I slid it back in the small slot in the bars and pushed it so it fell in front of them with a hard impact. 
My brother sighed sadly. He went to pick it up, but my sister’s back hoof stopped it. She slammed down on the whiteboard. “Apple Bloom!” She screamed. “Ah’m tired of your tricks! Explain!” She slammed her front hoofs on the bars. She did it three times before my brother pulled her back. He dragged her away while she continued to scream at me.
The guard closed the slot and followed them. He’d soon return though to keep watch over me, like he always did. I moved to the back of my cell to where my single bed was. I stuck my hoof under it and moved it around until I made contact with a solid object. I dragged it out and looked down at it.
It was a pink book with a gold lock on it. I flipped it over to reveal the small golden key taped to it.  I took the key and unlocked the book.
This book isn’t actually a book, but instead a diary I was given when I first learned to write. I always kept this under my bed at home and wrote in it whenever I experienced something interesting. Of course I couldn’t write in it now, since they wouldn’t give me anything to write with, but I don’t have to. 
I just read it like a book. Relived the memories but pretended it’s another character instead of me. At least I tried to pretend. 
I opened the book to the start of when it all happened. When the young filly named Apple Bloom world's would crumbled.
May 15
Ah looked myself over in the mirror in the bathroom. Mah bright red hair was neatly combed. Mah teeth sparkled white and mah breath smelt like mint. I giggled. “Ah’m ready to make friends!”  Ah told myself. Applejack always said that thinking positive made your day better. 
“Apple Bloom, hurry up. Your breakfast is getting cold!” Applejack said from the other side of the door. 
“Ah’m comin’!” Ah called. Ah jumped off of the stepping stool in front of the sink and opened the bathroom door. Ah saw the glimpse of mah sister’s tail as she went downstairs. Ah rushed downstairs to get to the kitchen so Ah could eat and hurry off to school. 
Once Ah reach the kitchen mah nose was met with the delightful smell of homemade applejacks: It was flapjacks with apple toppings and sweet syrup on top. That was one of Applejack’s special dishes that she made only on special days, but they had to be really special. Something like selling all our apples at the market didn’t count. The last special day she made those was when I could finally eat solid food. Ah still remembered that sweet taste that just melted in mah mouth-

“Apple Bloom! Stop drooling and take a seat.” Applejack commanded as she took her usual seat at the dining table. 
Ah tried to ask her what drool, but a small line of spit travelled down mah chin and stopped mah question. I grinned with embarrassment that flooded mah cheeks. Ah took mah seat beside mah big brother, Big Macintosh. He bit off a piece of his applejack and chewed it slowly, just like he did to everything. He was a simple quiet pony that worked at his own pace, but he would increase his speed when the work day was almost over. ‘Slow makes for good work.’ He had told me once on his rare talkative days. 
Ah took the napkin from beside mah plate and wiped the small drool from mah face. Ah placed the napkin down and picked up mah fork. Just looking at those applejacks made mah stomach growl with impatience, but before Ah  could bite into those soft jacks, my Grandma, Granny Smith, spoke to me. “Apple Bloom before ya’ll eat, I have a present for you.” 
“Um, thanks Granny, but can it wait? Ah'm awful hungry.” Ah responded. The small piece on mah fork begged to be eaten. Mah teeth ached with the need to chomp on it. 
“Now Apple Bloom,” chimed in mah sister. “you can eat later. Granny Smith has a present for you before ya’ll go to school.” She looked at the older mare. “Ain’t that right, Granny?” 
Granny turned her head toward Applejack. “What’s write?”
“Not write. Right. Ah was telling Apple Bloom about your present for her.”
“Present? What present?” 
Applejack sighed. “The present that you wrapped yesterday.”
Granny Smith placed her hoof against her forehead as she tried to remember. Ah had to admit that Granny Smith was funny that way. Ah don’t know why she kept that act up, but it was great! Ah used to laugh at her act, but my sister--or brother on rare occasions--scolded me for it, though they never explained why it was wrong to laugh at some pony’s jokes. 
Finally Granny removed the hoof from her forehead as her face lit up into a brilliant smile. “Of course! Apple Bloom Ah have a present for you.” She reach under the table to grab the present. She grumbled about her joints as she brought the package up. “Too old for that.” She muttered. She placed a red wrapped box in front of mah. “Here ya go!”
Ah sighed in defeat as Ah placed my fork down. Ah wouldn’t be tasting those applejacks anytime soon. Ah reach over mah plate to take the box. “Thanks Granny.” Ah said before Ah opened the gift. It was polite after all. 
Ah unwrapped the paper and gasped at what was inside. It was a large pink bow. Ah grinned widely as Ah took the bow. “Whoa! For me?” 
Granny nodded. “Been in the family for years.” 
Ah hopped off mah chair and ran up to Applejack. “Help me put it on!” 
She chuckled. “You’re more excited than a rattlesnake in the summer.” She spun me around so mah back was facing her. Ah closed my eyes in excitement as Ah awaited to feel the bow in mah hair. Finally Ah would stand out in the crowd. Ah usually blended in crowds whenever Ah want to the market with my sister or Granny. They’d lose me quicker than Winona loses her ball. They said it was because mah hair wasn’t bright enough to see, but Ah knew it was because Ah was shorter than the big ponies. 
No longer would it be a problem. Ah'd finally be seen as a big pony! 
“There ya are!” Applejack said. “All nice and pretty.” 
Ah jumped up and bolted for the bathroom, the only place where we had a mirror. Ah faintly heard mah sister yelled at me to stop running as Ah ran up the stairs. Ah slid to a halt in front of the bathroom door and jumped up to grab the handle with mah teeth. The handle went down with a soft click and opened. Ah let go and landed softly on mah hoofs. Ah climbed up on mah step stool and looked in the mirror with a bright smile. 
The pink bow stood up high which made me a few inches taller, so they’d be able to spot me in crowds. Not to mention that it made mah bland hair unique and cute. Mah insides burned with giddy happiness as Ah imagined all of the other foals invited me to play in their games, and invite me to parties. Finally Ah would be with others mah age.
Ah hopped down off mah step stool and went back downstairs to grab mah school bag and go to school. Ah found it placed near the door, just like Ah had planned. Ah placed the bag on mah back, said mah goodbyes, and headed to school. 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Ah arrived at the school and saw foals in the playground. They all laughed and giggled as they played various games together. Some played on the swings, others played in the sandbox, and other things. Ah ran over to the yard as fast as Ah could before it was time to go in. Ah stopped and looked at the different foals. Ah had seen many of them before at the shopping center with mah older sister or grandma. Or when they came with their parents to the farm to buy some Zap apples or cider, but never had a chance to talk because they’d get pulled away by their parents and head to their next destination. 
Ah placed mah bag down by the school and ran to a trio of young fillies. They were playing jump rope and the filly who jumped was a blue Earth pony. “Twelve. Thirteen.” She counted as she jumped. Ah watched in wonder and amazement. The highest Ah had gotten was five, but Applejack and Big Macintosh always quit at that time because something important came up about the farm. Ah wonder if she played with her parents, siblings, or the other two ponies a lot to get that high. 
“Um, are you ok?” 
Ah looked up and seen the blue Earth pony look at me with a raised eyebrow. Her two friends did the same. “You keep staring at us. Can we help you?’
Ah blushed once Ah realized Ah had drifted off into another world. “Oh, Ah was just wondering’ if Ah could join you.” Ah smiled.
All three of them looked at each other then at me. “Sure.” Said the blue Earth pony with a smile. “You can jump with me.” 
Ah grinned widely and ran over to join her. She stood beside me and the other two grabbed the handles of the rope and skipped it. Ah looked at the pony beside me and jumped when she did. I felt a giggle raise up inside of me, but Ah held it back. If Ah giggle then I’ll distract her and she’ll trip and she’ll get mad. Ah watched the rope to see when to jump next. We had reached the sixth jump when a yell caught mah attention. “Look, it’s a blank flank!” [/color
“Huh?” Ah looked over to the voice, but Ah didn’t see who yelled because the rope smacked against mah bottom hooves. Ah screamed in pain and fell backwards into a pile of sand. Ah groaned and sat up covered in sand. 
“Hey!” A filly called to me from behind. Ah looked behind me and saw two fillies glaring at me. One of them was purple with a bright green mane. The other was a yellow filly with a bright orange mane. “You ruined our sandcastle!” Yelled the purple pony. She pushed me hard and caused me to fall over the edge of the sandbox face first. Mah jaw smacked against the ground and shut mah teeth against mah tongue.
“Ow!” Ah yelled. Ah tried to raise mah head, but a hoof pressed against it and held me to the ground. The pony moved mah head against the grass and dirt. “Stop!” Ah yelled. 
The hoof released mah head. Ah raised my head up and saw a pink Earth pony with a pink and purple mane. A diamond tiara sat upon her head. She smirked down at me. “Hey, blank flank. Enjoying the dirt?”
Ah glared at her and raised up. “No, and that wasn’t nice. You should apologize.” 
The filly gasped. “Me? Why should I apologize for treating you like you should be: a worthless blank flank farm pony.” She laughed a long with a grey pony with glasses. Slowly the other foals around us laughed. 
Ah looked in horror as the three fillies Ah had played with were laughing. “Blank flank!” The blue pony chanted, and soon others followed her. Mah eyes darted back and forth so Ah could see the other foals. 
Ah had heard blank flank in town before, but it was never directly called to me. Ah knew it was some pony without a cutie mark, but there had to be other ponies at this school without a cutie mark, right?
Ah was proven wrong when Ah saw that every foal had their cutie marks. How had Ah not noticed before? The chant grew louder and louder until the bell finally rung. “Alright my little ponies, time to for class!” A mare called, though Ah couldn’t see her. 
All the foals slowly broke apart and headed inside the school house. The pony with the diamond tiara on her head, and her grey friend, shot me a smirking look. “Hope you enjoy your class for the rest of the year.” The tiara one said. They laughed and walked inside the school. 
Ah bit my lip as Ah looked at the school. Ah couldn’t decide if Ah should walk in or run off and stay at home forever. If Ah ran off then Ah'd be seen as a baby and Applejack would force me to go back and tell me to face mah fears. 
Ah gulped when Ah saw a purple mare with a pink mane look at me. “Well, come on. Class can’t begin without all my little ponies!” She smiled brightly.
Ah felt the stiffness in mah small legs melt away at her smile. Ah knew she would protect me from…everypony. Ah gulped again at the thought of everypony in school ganged up against me. Ah looked back at her smile and felt mah fear melt away once again. Ah took a deep breath. “Just let me get mah bag.” Ah called to her and ran over to where Ah had placed the bag, but it was gone. Mah eyes widen. “Oh no!” Ah called out. 
The teacher ran over to me with raised eyebrows. “What’s wrong?” She asked in a stressed voice. 
Ah pointed to the spot where mah bag should have been. “Mah bag is gone! Gone! All mah things were in it too. Now Ah can’t write down stuff for class!”
She placed a hoof on mah shoulders. “Don’t worry. It’s the first day, so you won’t have to write anything down.” She smiled. “And I’m sure we’ll find your things before the end of the day, and everything will be there.” 
Ah looked up at her and smiled. Ah felt safe around her. She was like mah big sis Applejack. Ah always felt safe around Applejack, so why shouldn’t Ah feel safe around her? “Thanks, Miss…” 
“Cheerilee. Call me Ms. Cheerilee.” She noticed mah pink bow. “I love your bow! It suits you well.”
Ah smiled. “Alright!” Ah followed her inside the school and walked into mah new--and first--classroom. 
Ah wish Ah had ran off during the only chance that Ah would get…
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“Good morning, my little ponies.” Cheerilee said once all of us were seated. Ah was seated in the middle row between a liaht blue earth filly with some kind of purple mane, and a orange unicorn filly with a red mane--a liahter color than mahn.  All of us responded with a good morning back to Cheerilee. “My name is Miss Cheerilee. I know all of us will have a great year together!” Her smile reach her eyes as she said those words. 
Ah couldn’t help but feel warm and fuzzy inside at her smile. It made me want to smile back. “Now,” she continued “why don’t we go around the room and introduce ourselves? Say you’re name and what you like to do. We’ll start with you.” She nodded to a brown colt in the front row.  
It seemed everyponies likes had something to do with their cutie marks. Ah guess that’s the definition of a cutie mark, but where did that leave me? Sure Ah like helping Big Mac and Applejack on the farm, and coloring, and playing, but Ah don’t have a cutie mark in any of those! Is everypony gonna make fun of me again if Ah say any of those with no cutie mark to show for it? 
“Applebloom?” Ah was shaken from my thoughts when Cheerilee called my name. Blinking I looked up at her. 
“Y-yeah?” 
“It’s your turn. Tell the class your name and what you like to do.” 
Ah gulped when Ah noticed the other foals were staring at me, waitin’ for mah answer. “Ah…like helping out on the farm.” 
“Typical farm pony.” Ah heard the pink bully from before say before her and her friend snickered. 
Ah narrowed mah eyes. Why was it bad being a farm pony? It was just how we lived. Without us Ponyville wouldn’t have any apples to eat! Ah know that for a fact because Applejack said so, and she’s always honest. 
“What do you do on the farm, Applebloom?” Cheerilee asked, once again breaking me from my thoughts. 
“Well, Applejack and Big Mac won’t let me buck apples with them, but they let me pick up the fallen apples and place them in a basket. Sometimes Ah help mah granny bake the apples into a pie, or Ah go to town with them to watch them sell the apples-”
“LAME!” A colt shouted from behind me, making the rest of the class laugh. Why was everypony always laughin’ at me?
“It’s not lame!” Ah said, turning around to face him. “It’s how we live!” 
“Why don’t you go back to cleaning pigs? Farm ponies don’t need school!” Another one shouted. 
“They’re too stupid to learn.” A filly said. 
Ah felt mah cheeks burn and mah eyes water as they continued. Why was everypony pickin’ on me? Ah didn’ do anything to them. Ah closed mah eyes as tears slid down my cheeks.
“ENOUGH!” Miss Cheerilee shouted and stomped her hoof. Everypony fell silent. Ah opened mah eyes and saw all of them had their eyes opened wide in fear. “All of you should be ashamed.” She continued. “Picking on Applebloom like that. You should never pick on somepony just because they’re different from you. Everypony is different, and that’s what makes us special.” She walked over to me, her eyes softening. “Come on, Applebloom.” She turned walked out of the classroom. Ah took one last look at everypony before following after her.
Ah wiped mah nose with a paper towel from the bathroom before lookin’ at the mirror. Mah eyes were slightly red from cryin’, but I felt better. Miss Cheerilee took me to the bathroom after we left class and told me it was ok to cry. At first Ah didn’t want to, because they’d make me look like a little pony, but tears were already fallin’ down my cheeks, and Ah could still hear the words of mah classmates from earlier. Ah sniffed a few times before cryin’. Miss Cheerilee pulled me into a hug and held me gently yet firmly. 
It seemed like an hour before Ah stopped cryin’ and Miss Cheerilee released me from her warmth. She grabbed a few paper towels from behind her and handed them to me, so Ah could wipe mah tears away. “Are you alright now, Applebloom?” She had asked me, still givin’ me a soft smile. Ah nodded and threw the towels away. “Good.” She had said. “Would you like to come back to class with me, or do you need a few more minutes?” 
“A-Ah’d like a few more minutes.” My voice was a bit shaky. Ah felt tears in mah eyes again as Ah thought about going back to class. Would the other foals make fun of me again, or would they treat me nicely? What about that pink pony and her friend? They started all of this. If they hadn’t called me a blank flank, Ah bet none of the other foals would have made fun of me. 
“Alright. Just come back when you feel ready.” She turned and left me alone in the bathroom. Ah wasn’t sure how long Ah stayed there after that, but it felt longer than necces...necess…needed. Ah knew Ah couldn’t hide from them forever, even though Ah really wanted to. Ah couldn’t go back home either. Ah am an Apple, and Apples never give up without a fight! 
Ah left the bathroom and headed to class. When Ah opened the door  Miss Cheerilee was givin’ a lesson about Pegasi and the weather. She didn’t stop when Ah walked in and went over to mah seat, and if somepony looked at me, she told them to pay attention and look back at her. Even though Ah came in late it wasn’t lon’ before Ah caught up. Just as Miss Cheerilee finished talkin’ this really loud bell went off. “Lunch time, my little ponies!” She said. “Now, since you’re all new, I’ll explain before I let you go eat.” She picked up a piece of chalk and began to write as she spoke. “You get thirty-minutes to each lunch everyday, unless something special happens. You can either stay in the classroom and eat, or you can go outside and eat. After you’re done eating, and you’ve cleaned up, you can play until lunch is over. I’ll call you when it’s time to come back inside, and we’ll resume class.” She placed the chalk down and turned to us smiling. “Does everypony understand?”
“Yes, Miss Cheerilee.” 
“Good! Now go eat.” 
Everypony got up from their seats and headed outside to eat. All of them were laughin’ and talkin’ as they left, leaving me alone with Miss Cheerilee. Ah guess it’s better that way. At least nopony can laugh at me now, or Ah can’t hear them if they do. Ah sighed as mah stomach growled, but Ah couldn’t eat. Mah lunch was in mah missing bag. Ah didn’t even get to eat breakfast this morning. Ah never felt so hungry as Ah do now in mah whole life. 
”Apple Bloom.” Ah looked up from my desk to Miss Cheerilee and gasped. She was holdin’ my bag! “I found this outside the door when I returned from the bathroom. I guess whoever took it realized it wasn’t theirs and left it outside.” 
“Oh thank you, thank you!” Ah ran up to her. 
She smiled and handed me mah bag. “Just be careful from now on. We might not be able to find it next time.”
“Ah will.” Ah promised. If Ah lost it, there’s no doubt granny would “tan mah hide red” as she puts it. 
“Now go along and eat lunch with the others. It won’t be long until lunch is over.”
“Oh, um, actually…” Ah rubbed my right fore hoof as Ah looked down. “Ah was thinking Ah’d eat lunch in here.” 
“Oh. Well, that’ll give us time to get to know each other, if you want to talk.” 
“Yeah!” Ah smiled. 
She got one of the plastic chairs from the back and sat it in front of her desk for me. Ah sat down and pulled out a paper bag from mah bag. Applejack told me last night that she’d pack a peanut butter sandwich, apple slices, apple juice, and a brown betty for mah lunch. Ah couldn’t wait! Ah opened the paper bag and looked down inside. Instead of all the food Ah was promised, there were just crumbs and a note. Ah picked the note up and read it. 
“Farm Ponies Eat Dirt.” It said in big, sloppy writing. Ah shoved the note back in the bag and placed it in my school bag before Miss Cheerilee could see it. 
“Aren’t you going to eat, Applebloom?” She asked, frowning at me. 
“Uh…yeah.” Ah chocked back the lump in mah throat. “Ah just need to use the restroom first.” Ah got up from the seat and walked to the door.
“Alright, but don’t be too long. You’re lunch will get cold.” 
“Uh, yeah.” Ah chuckled. “Ah’d hate to have mah lunch cold.” Ah pushed the door open and ran across to the bathroom. Ah looked around, checked the stalls, until Ah was sure Ah was alone. Once Ah was sure, Ah sat down on the cold floor and cried. Ah cried harder than Ah did earlier. Ah had my mah mouth covered so Miss Cheerilee couldn’t hear me. Ah just wanted to go home. Go home and never come back.
Ever.


The rest of the day wasn’t any better. Miss Cheerilee just talked about more rules, what the rest of the year would be like, the bathrooms were called restrooms, and field trips we’d take. Whenever she turned around, somepony would throw a spit wad at the back of mah head. Ah tried to get them to stop, but Ah gave up when one of them hit mah eye. Sometimes Ah could hear them whispering about mah family. Saying we’re just a bunch of inbreds. Ah‘ll have to ask Applejack what that means later. A few times they’d pass notes to me, insultin’ me for being a farm pony, until Miss Cheerilee caught them. She scolded them--and me--for passin’ notes, until she read them. Then she made them say sorry to me. 
When the last bell rung for us to go home, mah mane was covered in spit balls, mah eye was a bit sore, mah feelings were hurt, and Ah was ready to go home. Ah grabbed my school bag as quick as Ah could, and ran to the door, but Miss Cheerilee called mah name before Ah could turn the knob. “Can I speak to you for a moment?” 
Mah hoof lowered to the floor, along with mah head. “Yes, ma’am.” The other foals made a “ooo” noise as Ah walked over to her. Like they knew Ah was in trouble. Once everypony was gone she looked down at me. “Applebloom, I know it’s been a hard day for you, but I hope this won’t discourage you from learning. I know it may seem rough now, but soon they’ll let up and leave you alone.” She swapped her hoof through mah mane, knocking out most of the spit wads. “I’ll make them stop if they get too rough.” 
“Thanks.” Ah said. “Can Ah go now? Ah got chores to do.” 
“Sure. Have a good evening Applebloom.”  
“Yeah. You too.” Ah said, a bit sad. 
When Ah got outside Ah saw a few of my classmates in the playground, but they didn’t seem to pay me any attention. It wasn’t until Ah was a good distance away from the school before somepony spoke to me. “Hey, blank-flank.” It was that filly from this morning--who I know knew as Diamond Tiara. Beside her was her friend, Silver Spoon. “Did you enjoy lunch?” 
“Ah didn’t get to eat lunch.” Ah narrowed mah eyes at them. Applejack always told me to never jump to conclusions, but Ah knew they were the ones who took mah bag. Ah knew it in my gut.
“Oh no, that’s awful!” She said, faking a gasp and pout. “We’d hate if you went home hungry.” 
“Yeah. It’d be a real shame.” Silver Spoon said.
“Well, unless ya’ll got food, there’s no way to fix it.” Ah said, trying to step past them.
“Oh, but there is.” Ah didn’t get to question Diamond Tiara what she meant, because she smacked mah head against the ground. She placed her hoof against mah head and rubbed it in the dirt. “Eat up, farm pony!” She giggled with her friend. Ah tried to stand up, but Silver Spoon pushed against mah body when Ah tried. “You’re nothing but a blank-flank, hillbilly who works in the mud, like a pig.” She scrubbed mah face harder against the ground.  Ah was dizzy and hurting. It felt like the ground was cutting mah face. “Why aren’t you eating? Don’t you like dirt?”
“Ah don’t eat dirt!” Ah said, but it sounded muffled to mah ears. 
“What was that?” Silver Spoon asked.
“Ah don’t eat dirt!” Ah repeated, louder this time.
“I think she said she wants us to help her, DT.” Before Ah could protest--or run--they flipped me on mah back, so Ah could see their stupid smirks. Ah opened mah mouth to ask them to let me go, or scream for Cheerilee, but one of them quickly shoved a pile of dirt in my mouth. Ah turned mah head and quickly spat it out. It barely missed Silver Spoon’s legs. 
“Ewww!” She yelled, jumping back.
“Ew. Don’t you have any manners?!” Diamond Tiara shouted at me, shoving another pile of dirt down mah throat. I tried to spit it up, but she placed her hoof--the one not holding me down--over my mouth. Ah felt another hoof on mah nose. It was no doubt Silver Spoon’s, but Ah couldn’t see her. It wasn’t long until Ah couldn’t breathe. Ah swatted at their hooves, but they wouldn’t let up. Ah tried to get up, but with Diamond Tiara pressing against my head and Silver Spoon pressing against my stomach, it wasn’t possible. “We’ll let you go when you swallow it, blank flank.”
Ah shook mah head. Ah would not eat dirt. Ah wouldn’t give in to their demand. But no matter how much Ah told mah self not to, Ah had to breathe. Mah lungs were burning, and mah vision was starting to blur. Quickly Ah swallowed it, and took deep breathes between coughing when they released mah nose and mouth. It was painful, but it also felt good. Before Ah could completely get mah breath back, they shoved another one in mah mouth and repeated the process. 
They kept doing this until Ah ate about ten hoof-full’s. When they released me for good and backed off, Ah turned onto mah side and coughed. Ah could feel the dirt layin’ in mah stomach. The awful taste was still on mah tongue. Mah lungs were still burnin’ from the lack of air, and no amount of cool air would calm it down. Ah felt like puking, but if Ah did they’d just force feed me more dirt. Ah had to push the feelin’ away.
“Looks like the blank flank is full.” Ah heard Diamond Tiara say above all mah coughing. “Let’s go home and make the cooks make us cookies.” Ah heard her walking over to me, but Ah was too busying trying to breathe to run. “Let this be a lesson, blank flank,” she whispered in mah ear “farm ponies don’t belong in school.” Ah heard her and her friend walk away, giggling at what they done. As if it was innocent fun.
Ah waited until Ah couldn’t hear their hoof steps anymore before getting’ up. Mah stomach was still upset, but Ah didn’t feel like puking anymore, so that was good. 
Ah turned and ran home, scared that they might come back. Thank Celestia they went the other way. 
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