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After The Cutiemark Crusaders died mysteriously after getting their cutiemarks, Twilight finds a book that might explain it all.
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	As all ponies know, cutiemarks are a symbol that represents you. They can mean multiple things, personality traits, life goals, destinies, talents, but how does one get a cutiemark? Normally, a cutiemark is earned by doing something great. Doing something that defines as you. 
Such as an artist doing their first painting. Or a writer publishing their first story.
Cutiemarks are usually earned during the ages 6 to 14. Rare cases even being even 18 or older.
Cutie marks can be predicted more accurately depending on race. Such as earth ponies working on farms, pegasi working in the weather industries, or unicorns having a magical talent. 
We know they are a symbol that is unique to a pony, but we still are unsure of what a cutiemark is. There are multiple theories of how a cutiemark takes form. Some say it is just magic, but still there is science behind magic. 
Magic comes directly from the cerebral cortex part of the brain. Where thought is made and sent to the unicorn horn directly above. The bone in the horn is triggered and activated. Sending surges of power throughout the body and often a change in emotional state. Magic can be caused by emotional state and if left untreated or strengthened may become dangerous. (Anger can cause a variety of problematic situations.)
But unicorn magic has no true connection to cutiemarks. As stated by facts, no amount of magical power, not even alicorn, can forcefully cause a cutiemark to appear on ones flank.
After many years of study on cutiemarks I have come to an idea. Many ponies seem unable to enjoy, or are capable of doing a proper task because they are not destined to. 
I once spoke with a book store keeper who was unable to do simple tasks like cooking. Another time I met with a mare who was destined to foalsit, who had trouble speaking or communicating properly with ponies her age. But one important character I met was a pegasus, who had a storm cloud for a cutiemark, who was to work on the weather team his whole life. He told me that before he discovered his cutiemark, he had loved and gotten quite good at dancing. He did many concerts and impressed many, but the day he got his mark, he immediately lost his skill in dancing, and now had a talent in something he only did once. 
I was curious about this, and asked many other ponies about their childhoods before discovering their destiny. At first, I thought it was a from a lack of courage or hope, but it turned up with many others. Saying they too loved something when they were young that they had immediately lost interest in. 
I have heard of multiple ponies disliking their talents. Some cases ponies have suicided because of the symbol on their flank. I feel that a cutiemark takes control of us. It whispers in our minds what we should do, what we have to do. We are like slaves to the marks. They wrap around a prey and destroy it like a snake. 
To further my study, I talked with young fillies who had not yet discovered their cutiemarks. They explained that they had talents and interests, but wondered why they still had not earned their mark. 
Yes, it is true that in many cases, ponies do get a cutiemark in something they love and have always loved. They become good at something and earn that symbol. To do it for the rest of their life. 
Even if we do enjoy our destinies, it still clings to us. Eventually we tire out and may lose interest. 
That mark never changes, never disappears. What we are destined to do, forced to do, is what we must do forever. 
A cutiemark is caused by magic, and where that magic comes from is still a mystery to this day. Many still ponder how a cutiemark will match up with a name. What I have come to thought, is that the pony is not born with that talent, that gift. The cutiemark will discover this pony with this name and match it to it's rightful owner. Causing the pony to immediately have knowledge about that subject. 
We do not find or discover the cutiemarks. They discover us, and when they do discover us. They take hold of our mind and body, whispering to us and controlling our every move, our every thought. Shifting and molding us into something we never thought we would be. Something we should not be. We should be able to be free, to do what we wish and have as many talents and likings as we please. But the cutiemarks restrain us, keep us from our loved ones and keep us from enjoying life as it is. They are chains around our throats and hoofs.
We should not be praising them, we should be figuring out how to rid our world of them. Because the cutiemarks do not belong, they do not love us as we love them. They almost have minds of their own. 
We are unable to make our own decisions, we only repeat what it has told us, we only think what it demands us to think. We only move the way they want us to move.
They have the control. We do not.

Twilight set down the book on the oak desk. The pink glow of her horn enwrapping the book faded and died, while the bright glow from her candle continued to illuminate the book and Twilight's concerned expression.
Is that what really killed them? Applebloom, Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo, had died mysteriously after earning their cutiemarks, and had been acting very strangely. Twilight had read every book in the castle library on cutiemarks, even visited the ruins in the Everfree Forest, to give her some clue on what had truly happened. 
This was the only book that fit.
This was the only one that gave off something dark and disturbing, and made shivers go down her spine.
Was this true? She had never thought she felt forced to do one thing, but her mark meant a variety of destinies and magical talent. She could do almost any spell because she was destined to. She had never felt that feeling of coercion. But she had met ponies who had.
She suddenly realized she had met many ponies who were saddened in not being able to do something properly. But later had seemed fine and overly happy about the few things they could do. Which until now, hadn't seemed all that strange.
Twilight looked at the ceiling of the castle in thought. 
She now feared her own destiny more than anything, as she heard a unfamiliar, yet familiar cold voice.
The author is full of lies. You love what you are.
But the voice, was not hers.
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