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		Description

Some mistakes have been made, and some friendships torn and it seems like nothing but sadness will come from them, or at least that's what sweetie belle thinks. She gets some reassurance from a friend in her time of need. Sometimes you need to take two steps back before you can gallop.
Currently in the works of finding a proofreader/editor but if anyone of you lovely people want to offer some help fell free to ask!
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     It was a typical afternoon in Equestria, the sun was shining, the birds chirping their melodies for all to hear, and the Cutie Mark Crusaders had just finished the latest escapade in trying to discover their special talents which, of course brought forth no such marks for the trio. But getting their marks wasn't what was on the minds of the three as they stood outside their now wrecked clubhouse that afternoon, which through a series of events caused by none other than Sweetie Belle, was in a state of disrepair, being little more than a pile of demolished wood and dead tree branches scattered about the group as they stood by the stump of tree that used to be their headquarters. The ruining of the clubhouse hadn't only brought with it sadness, for you see it also brought froth anger, more specifically Apple Bloom's anger towards the culprit Sweetie Belle, who was currently in a one-sided argument over the demolition of the structure. Scootaloo watched from the sidelines, not garnering towards either of her friends' sides. She observed silently as the two bickered, unsure of what to do.
"It was an accident." Sweetie said, staring at the ground, unable to meet her friends gaze.
"I understand it was an accident Sweets, but think about it. Who do you think is gonna hafta rebuild it now. You know how long it'll take ta fix it? We can't right do any crusadin' without a base of operations." Apple Bloom replied, glaring slightly at her friend.
"I could help you rebuild it... And I think Scoots would too." Sweetie said, lifting her head and staring at Scootaloo for reassurance.
"Yeah, I'd be more than happy to help." Scootaloo stated, staring back and forth between the two.
Apple Bloom stood there for a moment, silently thinking to herself, whilst looking back and forth from her two friends. "No, I don't want your help. You'd probably just destroy it again anyway. I’d like ta get the clubhouse back up in one piece, thank you very much."
A deep frown forms on Sweeties face and her eyes start watering up. "Oh... Ok then. I'm sorry for ruining the clubhouse I really am, but... I need to get away from here." Sweetie stares at Apple Bloom and Scootaloo for a moment before turning around and galloping away, the sound of sobbing could be heard as she ran.
Scootaloo, seeing her friend run away, developed a similar frown and turned toward Apple Bloom. "Did you have to be so hard on her Bloom? I know you’re angry and you have every right to be but we both know that it wasn't her fault. It was an accident, and I could tell she was truly sorry for what happened. She wanted to try and fix her mistake, but you drove her away."
Apple Bloom finally stopped and realized what she was doing in her anger. Her mouth soon contorted from an angry expression to one of a more saddened variety and she sighed. "Yer right. She didn't cause this and definitely didn't deserve that. What I did was uncalled for. I need ta fix this." She then began to trot after Sweetie, calling her name but was soon stopped by Scootaloo, who put a hoof on her shoulder.
"Bloom, wait. She’s gone. Just give her some time I'm sure that everything will be back to normal soon. I'll go over to her place tomorrow and sort this all out don't you worry. I want you to go and get some rest... we've got a busy day ahead of us if you want to get the clubhouse rebuilt anytime soon."
Apple Bloom turned back to Scootaloo and embraced her in a hug “Thank you Scoots... I just hope she can forgive me."
"I'm sure she will Bloom just give her time, but I promise you I'll make this right." Scootaloo replies, returning the hug, knowing in her mind that she would make everything better.
Apple Bloom pulled out of the hug about a minute later, then stared up at the sky seeing the stars coming out. "Well, I think its bout' time for me to head in... See you tomorrow Scoots?"
"Bright and early." Scootaloo says with a small smile as she watched her friend head towards her home. After a moment she grabbed her scooter and headed off, hoping Sweetie was ok.
While Scootaloo and Apple Bloom were talking, Sweetie ran as fast as she could to Carousel Boutique, where she was currently staying while her parents were on a vacation in Los Pegasus. Upon arriving , she promptly opened the door and silently made her way upstairs to the guest room, she was currently occupying and jumped on the bed. She buried her head in one of the pillows and silently cried herself to sleep, feeling terrible about herself.

Sweetie Belle tossed and turned in her slumber, a terrifying nightmare playing out, which every half-hour or so would become unbearable, and she would wake in a sweat. It was a nightmare of resentment and broken friendships, specifically of her and Apple Blooms friendship dissipating into nothingness. Sometimes it was different though. Sometimes Scootaloo would join Apple Bloom, and the crusaders would break up and sometimes they would pretend that she didn't exist. But, one thing always remained the same and that was the fact that she was the one who caused it and that she, at least in her Dreamscape, believed she deserved their resentment. After three or so more nightmares, the latest being particularly grueling for the filly, she decided to give up on sleep and just sat in her bed, waiting for morning. 
After some time, she got thirsty and got up out of her bed, quickly making her way to the kitchen of the Boutique. While she poured herself a glass of water, she couldn't help but look up at the clock that was placed above one of the cabinets. She sighed when her gaze met it, as it read only one AM, and she knew in her mind that she had a long night ahead of her. After drinking her water, she made her way back up to the guest room and silently closed the door, waiting for the sun to rise, thinking to herself all the while.

Scootaloo slowly wakes up and yawns before opening her eyes. The sun was lightly shining, just making it above the horizon and a rooster could be heard. She sat up and stretched her limbs and wings before yawning once more and gets up, quickly checking the time and seeing it was seven AM. She tidied up her mane and tail before eating herself some breakfast and checking her scooter for problems. Once her hunger and inspection were completed, she got up once again and headed out in the direction of Sweet Apple Acres.
As Scootaloo rode through Ponyville, the streets nearly empty, she could help but think to herself. She played the events of the day prior in her head and thought about the promises she had made, which she fully planned to keep. She formed a mental schedule for the day to come as she went by shops and pedestrians as they went the merry way, not bothering the filly as she rode. As she passed by the Boutique she couldn't help but stop and take a moment to recollect once again to the day before. She noticed that the room Sweetie Belle stayed in had the blinds close, a peculiar thing having known Sweetie like them open. She stayed a few more moments, contemplating whether she should check on Sweetie now or later but decided to give her a little more time. After taking one last glance at the building she rode off towards the outskirts of Ponyville and Sweet Apple Acres.

Sweetie Belle's ear perked up from the light sound of buzzing that she thought she heard from outside. She lifted her head from the pillow she had buried it in and listened closely, unsure she heard correctly. After some silence, she decided to go check the outside and silently trotted up to her window, pulling back the blinds just an unnoticeable smidgen and looking out. At first she saw nothing, but then noticed Scootaloo's scooter outside her window and the filly close by it. She gasped almost inaudibly and watched the filly, who appeared to be in deep thought. She wondered if Scootaloo was going to attempt to see her, but then she got back on her scooter and rode off, the sound of her wings buzzing lightly as she disappeared around a corner. Sweetie moved away from the window and returned to her bed, sighing a sigh of both relief and sadness.

Scootaloo rode into the Apple's farm half an hour later, having had to slow down upon entering. She casually glanced over the trees as she past, taking in the serenity of the place. The calming chirps of the birds and the gentle swaying of the trees calmed her as she rode up through the south field. She rode towards the Main Building, which housed the Apple family themselves, but she slowed once she heard the distinct sound of tree-bucking near her. She decided to investigate and hopped off her scooter, not wanting to startle whoever was working. She walked through a few trees before seeing Applejack. 
"Hey Applejack?" Is Apple Bloom home?" she asked as AJ turned towards her.
Applejack stares upwards for a moment before responding. "Yeah, I reckon she's still in, it bein' a weekend and all.  She seemed awfully distraught last night though. Yall wouldn't happen to know why that was would ya?"
Scootaloo rubs the back of her neck, smiling sadly. "Her and Sweets ...they kind of got into a fight. Sweets accidentally destroyed our clubhouse and Bloom... she didn't take that so well. Sadly, they didn't leave on good terms last night, but that's why I'm here to fix everything." She said, with a determined look.
"Oh... Well, I guess all I can say is the best of luck. I'm sure you three will be right as rain in no time. Well, I gotta get back to bucking feel free to go see Apple Bloom." she responded before continuing her laborious work.
"Thanks AJ" Scootaloo said before heading off for the Farmhouse. She slowly strode up to the house and parked her scooter outside before walking up and knocking on the doors. While she waited for a reply, she scraped some dirt of her hoofs. She heard some commotion coming up towards the door and prepared to greet the opener. The door unlocked and opened, revealing none other the Apple Bloom herself, wearing saddlebags full of all sorts of tools and blueprints.
"Morning Scoots, how’d ya sleep?" She greeted with a happy smile, glad to see her friend once more.
"I'm good, thanks for asking." She takes a peak at Apple Blooms saddlebags. "I see you’re prepared to start working... I am too." she says returning the smile.
"You bet I am." She responds with a grin. "Oh, where are my manners, come on in." Apple Bloom hastily finished, opening the door further to allow her friend access. Scootaloo said her thanks and quickly enter, noting the smell of apple pie coming from the kitchen nearby, but disregarding it. The two walk up on a set of stairs and entered the Apple Bloom's room. Scootaloo sat down on the bed while Apple Bloom took off and opened her saddlebags, grabbing a notepad and pencil and joining her on the bed.
"So, I was thinking." Apple Bloom began, sifting through the notebook as she talked. "Maybe this wasn't entirely a bad thing. The way I've been seeing it is that this is an opportunity, an opportunity to make what was great even better. Why keep everything the same when we can make it better you know?" She paused to hoof Scootaloo the notebook, which was turned to a page full of ways and ideas to make the new clubhouse even better. As Scootaloo looked through the book, taking note of the ideas with a small smile blooming, Apple Bloom dove back into her bags, producing a grand blueprint which she unfolded on the ground near the two. It showed a clubhouse, much like the one previous, but different all the same. “Just think... Remember how whenever it would rain the ceiling would leak? That won’t be a problem this time. We could make the main room, even bigger, so we'd have enough room to do things that we couldn't do before, try new things and get our marks. It'll be bigger and better than ever before, I just know that to be true... You see it too, right Scoots?" She finished looking at her friend for approval.
Scootaloo was in a state of awe as she listened to her friend’s passionate speech and looked over the idea in the notebook. She sat in silence for a few moments rereading the book before looking up to Apple bloom, beaming, before jumping up in her excitement. "You’re darn right I do! Bloom, where'd you come up with all this?" She says, motioning to the notebook. "That is amazing, I never would have thought of half the things in there and you're right, this wasn't a curse as it first seemed to be... This was a blessing! I don't know about you, but I can't wait to get started! You’re a genius!" Scootaloo embraces Apple Bloom in a deep hug, the receiver blushing at the praise, but returning the hug nonetheless.
After the two broke their embrace, they quickly began brainstorming plans for their new clubhouse, caught up in the excitement. Plans were made, and hours passed by like minutes and soon the sun was just past its midpoint, on its way back down the sky. Scootaloo noticed this and quickly said her goodbyes, the two promising to continue the next day, and got on her Scooter, heading out of the acres. She rode through Ponyville blazingly fast, but stopped as she passed by the Boutique, almost forgetting that she was going to meet up with Sweetie in her excitement. She hopped of her Scooter and went to the door and knocked.

After Scootaloo rode off Sweetie had returned to her bed. She sat there in her silence for a bit until her sister knocked on the door. "Sweetie, you up yet darling?" her sister asked from the door and the only reply she got was silence. She slowly opened the door and quickly noticed her sister's state and rushed over to her, enveloping her in a heartfelt hug. "What’s wrong, Sweetie?" More silence. "Whatever it is you can tell me.” More silence. "Sweetie, please tell me... If you want I can promise that nothing you say will leave this room just please tell me." Sweetie returned the hug and began sobbing.
"I... I screwed up." Sweetie said between sobs into her sister's shoulder.
"How'd you screw up Sweetie?" Rarity asks, strengthening the hug.
"I destroyed the clubhouse on accident and then me and Bloom got into a fight." She continues sobbing.
"What happened?" Rarity asks with genuine concern.
"I... I... I don't want to talk about it if that's ok." She cries for a little longer in the embrace of her sister before pushing away from the hug. “Can I go for a walk outside?" 
"Of course, darling just be safe." Rarity says, unsure of whether or not that's a good idea, but deciding to let her sister go hoping that she’ll be ok.
Sweetie sniffles. "Thanks sis, I'll be back soon." Sweetie gets up from her bed and heads out of her room, making a direct path to the door and leaving soon after.
Rarity sighed before tidying up Sweeties room, hoping her sister would be alright.
Sweetie walked through the streets of midday Ponyville, keeping her gaze straight ahead and ignoring everypony she passed. She occasionally glanced back as if expecting something, but always returned her stare forward at the end. She walked for what seemed like hours until she came back up to the boutique. She thought about returning back to her room, but decide that she wanted to think things through a little longer, so she walked to Ponyville park and sat on an empty bench. She barely noticed Scootaloo zoom off towards the Boutique and sighed to herself.

As Scootaloo knocked on the door, she could hear the sound of a sewing machine running and the shutting off at her knock. She heard hoof steps approaching the door.
“Just a moment." Rarity called out from inside before making herself more presentable. She walked to the door and after a quick look over opened it. "Oh, why hello Scootaloo." she said with a small smile.
"Hi Rarity, is Sweetie home?" Scootaloo replied, peering into the shop a little.
Rarity frowns a little. "No, sweetheart she isn't... She went for a walk a few hours ago and hasn't been back. I'm terribly worried, if you see her let me know will you?"
"Oh... Do you know which way she went?" Scootaloo asks with a hint of disappointment.
"Sadly, I don't dealing... I'm sorry I can’t be of more help." She then proceeded to give Scootaloo a light hug. "I'm sure you'll find her." She then broke the hug and returned inside. Scootaloo stood there for a moment before deciding to search for Sweetie Belle and got on her scooter, riding off from the Boutique in a slow pace not wanting to risk missing Sweetie if she passed her.
She rode for a while, checking everywhere she could think of, even going so far as to check the acres but it was to no avail. Every minute she spent looking her heart sank, and she was soon about to give up until she passed through Ponyville park and heard the sound of light sobbing, she went toward the sound and soon found Sweetie sitting on a bench by herself, crying softly. She quietly got off her scooter and walked over to the bench sitting beside her friend.
Sweetie sits in a trance, not noticing Scootaloo for some time, the sun having begun setting when she lifted her head and turned toward Scootaloo before returning her stare to nowhere at all. Scootaloo notices this and waits a little while longer before simply stating. "Hey." The two sit in silence for a little while longer before Sweetie finally replies.
"Hey Scootaloo." Sweetie says almost inaudibly, unable to look at her friend. She stared at the ground, her ears planted firmly on the side of her head. “I’m sorry."
Scootaloo shook her head sadly. "You shouldn't be... It was an accident. You had no control over what happened yesterday ."
"Still doesn't change the fact that Bloom hates me now." Sweetie said, tears brimming from her eyes once again, but not falling just yet.
"She doesn't hate you Sweets... Yesterday she... Well, she overreacted."
"Y-yes, she does. She hates me now, she hates me, and I deserve it." Sweetie interrupted, the tears streaming down her face and cheeks slowly.
"Sweets, listen, she doesn't hate you... If anything, it’s the opposite. After you left, she immediately regretted what she said and tried to run after you, but you were already gone." Scootaloo said, a gentle smile forming on her face.
"You’re just saying that to make me feel better... She hates me, I could see it in her eyes yesterday. I'm a bad pony Scootaloo; I don't deserve to have you as my friends. I'll probably be kicked out of the Crusaders anyway, so what hope do I have?" Sweetie said, the tears flowing quite hard, she stared at the ground, unable to look up and risk seeing her friends look.
Scootaloo placed a hoof over Sweeties mouth, not wanting to hear anymore of that. "What hope do you have... Sweets, there's always hope, trust me on that."
"How is there any hope?" Sweetie asked with a sad confused look.
"There's always hope Sweetie... Even when you're giving up, there's still hope." Scootaloo stops talking, contemplating something for a moment. “Look, Sweetie... I'll let you in on a very personal secret of mine, but you have to promise not to tell anyone, ok?" Scootaloo asked with a slightly worried expression, but knowing in her heart that she could trust Sweetie.
Sweetie musters up the courage to look up and sees Scootaloo sitting next to her with a small frown. "I won’t tell anyone Scoots, I promise."
Scootaloo lets out a deep sigh of relief, trusting her friend. "I knew I could trust you... Now, where to begin." Scootaloo thinks for a moment. “You ever wonder why you and bloom have never been to my house? Or why sometimes I'd ask for some of your lunch because I didn't have any that day. Or if either of you two asked about my parents I'd dodge the question or give a quick response? Well, you see, there's a very simple yet complicated answer to all those questions, and I'm only telling you because I feel I can trust you... So here goes nothing... I'm homeless."
Sweetie sat there, a deep look of shock forming as what Scootaloo had said started to sink in. She stared at Scootaloo for what seemed like hours. “You’re-You're homeless?!?!" She asked, her voice reaching a new high in squeakiness.
"Yes... Yes, I am Sweetie, have been for quite some time now. Do you know how many nights I've had to sleep without the warmth of a blanket. The days I've gone without food because I was unable to find anything even remotely consumable. The restless nights I've spent wondering if it was worth all the hassle trying to get by. I have lost count."
"Scootaloo... I'm so sorry. If I would have known." Sweetie said, pulling Scootaloo into a hug, a hug that they both needed.
Scootaloo pushes Sweetie away slightly. “No, don't be, no one could have known that unless I told them, and no one could have known that they... That they would leave. I there's one thing I've learned Sweetie its that something in life are unavoidable and out of any one's control, but one thing always remains the same... That there is hope in even the most dire of situations and as long as we don't give up that hope we can make it through anything that is thrown at us."
"Do you really think Apple Bloom will forgive me?"
"I don't think so Sweetie... I know so. I can promise you everything will be ok. Now stop all that frowning... It makes me sad."
"Ok... Why does it make you sad?"
"It makes me sad because I hate seeing such a kind, smart... Beautiful pony so sad... I care about you Sweetie, more so than I do about most pony's and it hurts me inside when I see you sad." Scootaloo said truthfully, but, upon realizing what she had said a light blush formed on her face, and she quickly decided to try and change the subject. She looked up and noticed that the stars were out, and the moon was slowly rising. "Well, I think it’s about time for you to head home. Rarity was worried sick about you." Scootaloo then got up from the bench and quickly grabbed her scooter before riding back over to Sweetie. “I’ll see you tomorrow right Sweetie?" Scootaloo asked, worried for her friend still.
"Right... Will you walk with me until I get back to the Boutique?" Sweetie asked getting up as well.
"Sure Sweetie." Scootaloo said with a kind smile. Sweetie walked over next to Scootaloo and the two walked, talking about little things and about the days to come. Soon they were outside of Rarity’s shop, and they said the goodbyes. “You have a good night Sweetie." Scootaloo said before turning around and preparing to ride off but was stopped.
"Wait!! ... Would you like to stay the night?" Sweetie said quickly rushing over to Scootaloo before she could ride away.
"Sure Sweetie... I’d love to." She then rode off behind the boutique and hide her scooter safely before returning to the front of the shop and was immediately hugged deeply by Sweetie.
"Thank you... For everything “Sweetie said strengthening the hug before leaning closer to Scootaloo, and planting a kiss on her friend's cheek, causing the cheeks of the two to redden. She then positioned her muzzle next to Scootaloo’s ear and whispered...
"I care about you too."
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