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		Description

I hung a picture of Rainbow Dash and me on my wall today.
My mother cried.
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	The day Rainbow Dash promised to take me under her wing and be like my big sister was officially under the top ten best days of my life, number three to be exact. 
I've always wanted and older sister... It can really suck being an only child. I've got great friends and everything, but it's just not quite the same as having a sibling to rely and depend on, someone to ask advice of and to play games with.
Besides, Rainbow Dash is pretty awesome.
My mother placed my lunch, a zap-apple jam sandwich, my favorite, in front of me. I grinned at her before picking it up and taking a huge bite, savoring the sweet fruity flavor. With a swallow, I continued my story, "Anyways Mom, just as I was about to fall into the river, Rainbow Dash saved me!"
"Mhmm, that's nice dear," my mother muttered, her focus on the sandwich she was preparing for my dad. I stifled a giggle. She was so busy with what she was doing she hadn't even noticed what I was telling her involved the possibility of me drowning. I had learned over the years that the best way to get permission for something from my mother was to ask her while she was preparing food.
"But....The best part was after that she said she'd be my big sister!" I smiled at the memory of those wonderful words. The knife my mother had been using to spread the jam dropped from her hoof with a clang, and I glanced over at her in surprise. She simply stood there, eyes wide, mouth open.
"Not literally," I said, with a nervous chuckle. "Just, like, she'll help me with my flying and do big sister things with me like Appebloom does with Applejack and Sweetie Belle does with Rarity." 
My mother unfroze from her position, though when she picked up the knife she seemed to be trembling slightly. "Scootaloo," she said quietly. "You don't need this Rainbow Dash to be like your big sister."
"I know that,"  said, pouting slightly at the fact that she wasn't more excited for me, "But I really, really want her to! She's loads of fun, and really cool, and...and...she's gonna be the best big sister in the world!"
"No!" she shook with anger for a second before slumping against the cabinet, then sinking to the floor. "Scootie, baby, go to your room please." she whispered.
"But--"
"Just....please....go." her eyes were closed, her entire body stooped like a wilting plant. I paused and looked at her for a second, unsure whether to follow her command, before running up to my room. Throwing a pillow over my head, I tried to block out the sobs that rose from the kitchen.
My father found me later that afternoon, sound asleep, hooves and pillow still pressed over my ears. He woke me gently, and in my half asleep daze, helped me into my pajamas and onto bed. He tucked me in, and with a kiss on the forehead and a whispered good night, he turned off the light.
*	*	*

My mother took care never to mention that afternoon again, and for fear of making her hurt like she so clearly had, I did not ask her about it either. My father simply told me quietly that she was going through some difficult times, but that she was not angry of upset with me, and I shouldn't worry.
I didn't miss the pursed lips or sad eyes from my mother when I talked about Rainbow Dash though. After that day, I never launched a conversation concerning my adoptive big sister with my mother again, but when specific questions came up there was no avoiding the matter."
"Where are you going in such a hurry?"
"Flying lessons with Dash."
There it was again, the empty expression, the quiet voice that responded, "Oh... that's nice..." 
Even my father seemed to get a painful look on his face whenever I mentioned my times with Rainbow Dash. Eventually, I just stopped talking about her altogether, telling my parents that I was meeting my friends when I went to see Dash. It was easier than trying to ignore the way they reacted....I just didn't want to hurt them, even if I didn't fully understand what the hurt was about.
"Great job, squirt!" Rainbow cheered. I grinned as I plopped onto the ground next to her. "Thirty seconds in the air straight!' she said excitedly. "That's almost double your previous record! I really think you're improving!" 
I managed a smile in between my exhausted panting. "Thanks." 
"I'm hoping that we can start some proper jump flights soon," continued Dash. "You'd be surprised how much easier it is learning to fly from a drop. I mean, the first time I flew successfully was when I fell off a cloud!" she grinned at the memory.
"That sounds awesome!" I cried.
"However, " Rainbow scrunched up her face. "while you would be with me, and because of that be perfectly safe, I'd like to meet with your parents and check that sort of thing is okay with them." She smiled. "Besides, what kind of honorary big sister doesn't meet her sister's parents?"
I frowned. "I don't know, Rainbow Dash. My parents are a bit funny about this whole big sister thing."
"Funny?...What do you mean?"
I shrugged. "It just seems to make them...sad. I'll talk to them about the jump flights for you, but I'm not sure if meeting them is such a good idea."
"Scootalo," said Rainbow Dash softly. "I can't be doing this stuff with you if your parents aren't comfortable around me."
Shaking my head, I sighed. "It's not that. My parents know your a good pony who looks out for me. They just...don't seem to want me to want a big sister."
She frowned, "Alright...but I'm going to have to have a talk with them eventually."
I nodded. "I know."
"Anyways, now that we've finished our slight downer of a conversation, How about a present?" 
I jumped up with a surprised smile. "A present?!"
She grinned, "A certain unicorn heard from her sister that a certain little pegasus had a birthday on Sunday." 
I blushed and smiled. "You didn't have to get anything for me." 
With a shrug, she turned to her saddlebags lying on the grass and pulled out a little package wrapped in purple-pink paper. "Here ya go, kid." 
I tore through the paper to find a brightly-framed photograph of Dash and me. I felt tears prick my eyes as I recalled the day the shot had been taken. The last day of the fateful camping trip, with the two of us smiling in front on the falls. With a squeal, I threw my forelegs around my adoptive sister. "Thank you, Rainbow Dash," I whispered.
She chuckled. "Glad you like it."
	*	*	*

I stood back and admired the picture of Dash and me on my wall, right next to my Wonderbolts poster I had, admittedly, been slightly hesitant about hanging it up given my parents attitudes to all this, but the picture was just too awesome not to. I smiled happily, we looked really did look like sisters, happy sisters.
My mother trotted into the room. "Scootie, dear, have you seen my--" She froze, staring at the photograph on the wall. 
"Mom..." I said hesitantly. She stood there trembling, and then turned and fled into her bedroom, slamming the door behind her. I ran over and put an ear against it, the sounds of crying spilling from the room. My father trotted up the stairs with a panicked look on his face. With a whimper, I pointed at the bedroom.
He pushed past me, shutting the door behind him again. Inside, I could hear my dad desperately try to comfort my mother. I knelt be the door, attempting to catch the conversation in between the sobbing.
"And...she...she...had a photo of the two of them on her wall!"
"Dear..."
"And she's...B-Blue! The exact same shade of cyan as...as..." she broke off sobbing again.
"If you just told her..."
"No!" she shrieked. "I...I...I hate this Rainbow Dash! I hate her!"
I jumped away from the wall with a whimper, tears pricking my eyes. 
"Dead..." moaned my mother. "She's dead..."
At last, I wrenched myself away from the wall, I'd heard more than enough. Tears leaking down my face, I ran down the stairs in a blind panic and out the front door. I had to get somewhere, somewhere far, far away where I hadn't made my mother so sad. As I turned the corner of my street, I smacked into something solid and sat down with a thump.
"Woah, squirt, watch where you're going." 
"R-Rainbow Dash," I sobbed, collapsing into her forelegs.
Rainbow held me tightly, looking at me with concern. "What's wrong?...Where's your house?"
I whimpered and pointed down the street at my pale-green home. Rainbow gently scooped me up and flew to it, knocking on the door. After a second, my father opened it. His tired eyes grew wide as he looked at me and Dash. 
"Umm...she was crying," whispered Rainbow Dash. "I found her out on the street."
My father frowned. "Come inside, Scootaloo." His gaze drifted to Dash, "You should go." 
"No!" I cried, clinging desperately to my sister. At that moment, my mother trotted down the stairs, a crying mess. When she spotted Rainbow Dash, however, she seemed to inflate with rage. 
"Get away from her!" My father stopped her from lunging at Rainbow Dash. I simply sobbed and wrapped my hooves tighter around her. Rainbow Dash had a panicked look on her face, as if unsure whether to fight or flee.
"Mommy..." I choked out. She froze and looked at me before wilting to the ground, sobs wracking her body. My father glanced desperately around, and then at me. "What happened, Scootaloo?"
"I heard you two talking..." I whispered, "About...how Mom hated Rainbow Dash...and how somepony was dead." My father grimaced and sighed, "I suppose I knew this would happen eventually."
"No...no...." whispered my mother, clinging to my father's hoof, "Don't tell her."
The tears began to streak down my cheeks again as Rainbow held me closer. "I just want to know why you hate my sister." 
My father shook his head desperately, "No, it's not that, not at all. It's just..." he glanced at my mother, "Everyone into the lounge, we need to talk about this as a family. I guess..." he studied Dash and I, "that includes you, Rainbow Dash."
Five minutes later, we were all perched on the sofas, staring at each other in awkward silence as my mother continued to cry into a box of tissues. I still had not let go of Dash. At last, my father spoke,
"You see..." he sighed, "I suppose we should had told you all this years ago. Maybe then all of this stuff with Rainbow Dash would be easier..." He stumbled over his words, then paused for a second. "Here, let me go get something."
He came back with a photograph in his grasp, it was old, yellowed slightly at the edges. He held it out to me, and I took it from him gently, studying the fillies in the photograph. There was a tiny baby pegasus filly, with an orange coat and a short, choppy purple mane. Beside her stood a grinning filly, about my age, with cyan fur almost and exact match for Rainbow's, and a frizzy pink mane with brown highlights. I glanced up in astonishment, taking in my mother's similar cyan mane, her pink coat, and my father's brown mane. 
"That's your sister." my father whispered sadly.
"But...I don't have a sister." I cried.
A tear traced my dad's cheek. "She died in a flying accident while you were still a little filly."
"She would have been twenty not a few weeks ago." my mother sobbed. "Oh...my little Star Stream."
My heart beat nervously as I clung to Rainbow Dash, "Why didn't you ever tell me?" 
He shrugged, "You were too young to remember. We always meant to tell you eventually...but it's hardly an easy thing to tell your child. And then...you adopted Rainbow Dash as your big sister...and we just didn't know quite what to do." He looked at my mother, "It's been...difficult. Especially with her birthday passing." 
Rainbow Dash, my friend, my sister, held me close as I gently traced the outline of the filly, my biological sister, my lost sister. "Star Stream." I whispered.
*	*	*

I slowly pushed my way into my parents' bedroom, where my mother had remained since the conversation in the lounge yesterday. She was sitting quietly, flipping through a photo album filled to the brim with pictures of a smiling blue filly. I fluttered onto the bed beside her and stared at the pictures for a second.
"Mom..." I said, "I-I'm sorry..." 
She smiled sadly, "There's nothing to be sorry about. I...know I've been going through a rough time, and blaming your Rainbow Dash for things that aren't her fault." She turned another page, studying the bright face of the filly on the page, "Sometimes...I just miss her so much, and it's hard to see you transfer the love that might have gone to your sister to another mare. But..." she closed the book and turned to me, "I want you to know that I will always love you, and I'm happy that you've found a pony to look up to and love." She tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, "And I'm sure Star Stream would be to."
I smiled. "Mom...could I...have that picture of me...and my sister?"
	*	*	*

I stood back from the wall and gave a happy sigh. It looked...right.
A knock on my window drew my attention to the mare hovering outside it, and with a small grin I ran over to let her in. "Hey squirt." she said as she attempted to squeeze through the narrow frame. 
She looked at me in a caring, sisterly kind of way. "How are you doing?"
"Ok..." I said quietly.
"Look, Scoots..." she winced. "I know this thing with your sister it probably a lot to deal with right now, so if you'd rather not see me around for a while...that would be...fine, I guess."
I smiled and took her hoof, "Come on, I want to show you something." I led her over to the wall and pointed to the two pictures that hung side by side. One of a grinning rainbow-maned mare with an orange filly on her shoulders, the other of the little cyan filly next to the orange baby.
"Two photographs..." I whispered, leaning against her side, "For two amazing sisters."
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