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		Description

Trapped in Apple Bloom's wardrobe in order to cover her, Scootaloo is forced to entertain herself as quietly as possible.
It goes about as well as you can expect.
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It’s kinda annoying to be mad at something when it’s your own fault. This was all my idea, to cover Apple Bloom while she made her delivery. I mean, it just made sense to do so at the time; we’re the Cutie Mark Crusaders after all. We have each other’s backs. But as I enter the wardrobe to hide from Applejack, I can’t help but think that maybe I didn’t think this through.
I’m just about to close the wardrobe door when I notice Sweetie Belle’s attempt to sleep like Apple Bloom does. She wasn’t even trying to cover herself! I lean forward to instruct her on what she should be doing.
“Sweetie no! You gotta sleep like Apple Bloom!” I whisper loudly. 
She rises and stares at me, looking a bit lost. “How does she sleep?” I’m surprised she really doesn’t know, given how many sleepovers we had. Apple Bloom has a very specific way about sleeping—it’s loud and makes you want to go outside.
“Like she does everything: with sass!” I explain, accidentally knocking the door open with my hoof. 
Applejack’s hoofsteps are really close now, so I instantly close the door as quietly as I can. I didn’t have time to see Sweetie get back into position, so the only thing I can do is sit here and wait. The tiny gap between the wardrobe doors doesn’t offer me a good view of her, so I may as well hold my breath and get comfy.
The door opens and I hear Applejack step through. She’s quiet for a moment, like she knows something’s up. I close my eyes because somehow I think it’ll make me harder to spot. I hope this works, I hope this works…
“Huh. I guess ya must have been so tuckered out ya sent yer friends home and went to bed,” Applejack says. She walks up to the bed. I can hear her now, the only thing separating us are just these two planks of wood in front of me.
“Then again, you are a delicate flower,” she says to Sweetie. Please don’t freak out, Sweetie… she won’t take long, I swear… I have to bite my lip, sweating as I desperately try to hold my breath. My throat feels tight now.
Applejack sighs happily. “Sleep tight, Apple Bloom.” She walks off, going back to the door. “I’ll check on ya in a bit.” Then she slams the door and I breath out, relieved. 
I poke my head out of the door to check on Sweetie Belle. If I had been in her position, I’d totally taken it like a champ—I’m not saying that she wouldn’t though! Just…
The light’s been switched off, but since it’s so early in the day we can still see each other clearly. She’s sitting up in bed and doesn’t look freaked, which is good. The room clear, we both share a sigh.
The door suddenly swings open and Applejack’s back in the room again. Thank goodness I have my super fast reflexes to close to the door before she noticed. At least I think she didn’t. I gotta hold my breath one more time until she leaves.
“Just checking in on ya again!” she says. The door creaks shut a few seconds later. I dunno about Sweetie, but I’m definitely not gonna open the wardrobe again. So… I just have to wait, I guess.
If I don’t figure out something to do quick, I’ll die of boredom. It’s a real thing, look it up. Um, soooo… I’m surrounded by all these bows, for some reason. Why does Apple Bloom have so many bows?! I thought she had just the one she always washed! One, two or even three more spare I can get, but this is just plain creepy. I think she needs an intervention. Next Crusader meeting, I’m totally bringing this up.
Eugh. Feel kinda weirded out just by touching them now. I shuffle about to try and get them away from me, but it’s not easy, especially considering Applejack’s just walked in for, like, the third time already. I’m not really paying attention to her, which is just as well, ‘cause she’s out the next second.
I cover my mouth with my hoof to cover a yawn. It’s not really cozy in here, so I don’t think I’ll fall asleep. But I’m just so bored already! I should’ve taken… I dunno, a coloring book or something. Anything. 
Sweetie Belle isn’t making any sounds, so she’s doing a good job. She’s got it lucky though. Apple Bloom’s bed may have been babyfied, but at least it was still comfy. My back’s already starting to ache from this…
Time to do some ‘deep thinking’, I guess. Life’s been pretty good recently. I’m kinda just waiting on carrying the flag for the Equestrian Games. Twilight says you shouldn’t wish your life away, but I really can’t wait for this! Just thinking about it makes me grin. I’m imagining it now: the three of us carrying that flag triumphantly towards the stadium, ponies from all over Equestria cheering us on. 
I don’t even care that Applejack’s in the room once more. Huh. I got used to that quick. Makes sense though. If we were being obvious, then Applejack would’ve spotted it already. As long as I didn’t do anything stupid, we were cool. And I’m totally not gonna mess this up. Scoots has got this.
The room’s quiet now. I wriggle around, ‘cause my back’s pressing against the hard wood of the wardrobe and it really hurts now. Ow… I should’ve hidden under the bed. Looked like there was enough room for me, maybe.
Wait a sec, I’m hearing something. Carefully putting my ear to the door, I try to figure out what it is. It’s snoring. Somepony’s snoring like a pig. I think it’s… no, it can’t be.
It is.
… Sweetie Beeeelle!
Really?! She’s fallen asleep already?! Grr! It’s taking all my will to stop myself from slamming this stupid wardrobe. The bows on the other hoof? Not so lucky. I take one in my hooves and start scrunching it up viciously. It unfolds and I can see all the terrible creases I’m creating. Yeah! That’ll teach you to… er…
Seriously, what am I doing? I drop the bow—time to cool off, Scoots. Deep breaths… I inhale, then exhale. Then repeat, until Applejack bursts in. She’s asking ‘Apple Bloom’ if she wants a glass of water. My throat feels rough and dry. Biting my lip, I try to suppress my desire to say ‘yes!’
Phew, she’s gone. Maybe if she left the water behind, I can go and sneakily grab it. I nudge the door open ajar and scout the room. Yes! It’s on the floor! Right next to the bed Sleepy Belle’s in. I’m not letting her get away with that by the way—
Yikes! Applejack’s returned! I don’t have time to close the wardrobe fully, so I clench my teeth and hope for the best. My body tenses up and I can hear my heartbeat, getting faster and louder every second Applejack’s in the room. 
AJ leaves a couple of moments later, not sure how long it was. It definitely confirms one thing though: I’m not getting to that water. I’m fast, but I still need a lot more training before I’m Rainbow Dash levels of speed. So that’s it then.
I’m going to die here.
I think the boredom will get me first. My legs are already twitching, and that’s the first sign of death by boredom. I’m thirsty now, but Twilight says it takes ponies a day or two without water before they pass away. I don’t think I’ll last that long.
My only regret was this dumb idea. Now I’m not saying that I wouldn’t help Apple Bloom, but we could’ve thought this through more. I had no idea how long she was going to take. Bloom’s a hard worker on the farm, but she definitely isn’t Big Mac. She could take days to make her delivery! Good thing it’s a weekend, I suppose. Not that it helps me, of course.
Going to the toilet is the biggest issue with this plan. Not for me, though. I can hold my bladder for ages. But Sweetie Belle? She’s… not so good at it. And she does kick up a fuss when she needs it, trust me. Although maybe we could’ve covered each other while we took turns doing our business on the haystacks outside? That could work actually, if Applejack gave us enough time.
Look at me, I’m thinking about how we’re gonna pee on a haystack. This is the second stage of death by boredom: you just think about stupid stuff ‘cause there’s nothing else to do.
My stomach rumbles and I know that’s it for me. A triple combo supreme of badness, served just for me. This is how hungry I am: I just thought ‘served’. When else would I ever think that?
Granted, if me and Sweetie can… y’know… on the haystacks, maybe we could sneak off for food as well. But that still doesn’t answer the question of what to do if Apple Bloom doesn’t come back by the end of the day. I’m not staying in this crummy old wardrobe all night while Sweetie sleeps it all off. And come morning, we’ll be busted.
Maybe I’m just overreacting. Getting paranoid from the threat of boredom, yeah. I gotta have faith in Apple Bloom. Truth be told, I’ve always thought she was the strongest crusader. She’s never said she’s our leader, but that’s how I think of her sometimes. Only sometimes, since she can be kinda annoying on occasion, but that’s kinda rare these days.
I think we’ve gotten closer over time. I really didn’t like her calling me a chicken, ‘cause… I’m not, okay? When I explained to her that I wanted it to stop, she was really sorry about it. Kept apologizing and everything. She promised never to tease me again unless I was okay with it, and I am. When I can tease her back, that is.
I should’ve gone with her. To the delivery, I mean. Ditching Sweetie Belle isn’t totally cool either, but at least she’s safe here. And asleep. But Apple Bloom probably needs the company and a little extra help never hurt either. I hope she’s alright.
No, she is. I know she is. Just gotta have faith. We’re the Cutie Mark Crusaders and even when we’re not together, we can do anything.
Sweetie’s snoring is getting louder now. Folding my forelegs across my chest, I just sigh and endure it. I’m frowning, ‘cause this is just silly. I’ll keep on the alert and the moment she wakes up, I’m switching places. See how she likes the wardrobe. 
Boredom’s starting to get worse now. I’m pretty tired with this. I just have to move or—do something! Pegasi aren’t meant to be trapped in tight places, it freaks us out. We belong in the sky. Including me. But instead here I am, doing nothing. Eugh!
The door’s opening, so I know what that means. It’s at least something though, so I lean closer to the doors and try to pay attention this time. 
Applejack lets out a big yawn and from where I can hear it, she’s probably in the doorway still. “Just checkin’ in on ya again,” she says sleepily. A few hoofsteps, so she’s likely at the bed. She lets out a happy sigh, the kind you do when you just feel really content with stuff. “Look at ya, dozin’ all peaceful like. Here I am, checkin’ up on ya every five seconds, and you’re totally fine.” Huh. From the way she said it, it’s like she just realized something. I gotta listen to this.
“Maybe you don’t need me frettin’ over ya all the time.”
Oh my gosh. She’s figured it out. We did it! Oh yes, the plan worked! It actually worked! I had my doubts there for a while, but—
“Wow! Apple Bloom will be so glad to hear that!”
… oops.
“Huh?!” Applejack switches the light on and races over to the wardrobe. The doors fling open and I jump, staring at her with wide eyes. “Scootaloo?!”
Quick Scoots! Come up with a decent excuse! I can do it, I know I can. If I don’t, then I just ruined my whole plan and waited in this stupid wardrobe all for nothing!
“Er—um, no?” I stutter.
That probably could’ve gone better.
Well at least I’m not gonna die now. I guess that’s a plus, right?
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