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		Description

We weren't always bullies. There was once a time when we were innocent, polite and even meek. Follow us from the beginning to our downfall.
For Oneshotober.
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                    When one is a filly, the only thing that seems to matter is your cutie mark. I do not blame them. I mean, it is your clarity. Your future. Most ponies' cutie mark is something they love and enjoy so of course they love it.
Most.
We don't like our cutie marks. Heck, we hate them to the bone. It represents being bratty, mean and acting like queens. Getting whatever we want without a challenge. Well, can't remember how we got our cutie marks but we know we got them. It just followed us around. The other foals seem to think we enjoy them, though. We act mean towards ponies who do not have them yet. 
We were not always like this. Once, we were innocent and polite. Even meek. This is how we became the ponies you know now... 
Being the rich filly, my parents did not allow me hang around the other fillies. They called them a bad influence because they are lower class. They feared that they will teach me bad habits. The lower class foals seem just fine to me! Some of them even offered to play with me. I declined politely, telling them that my parents didn't allow me to. They looked at me sadly. I must have looked lonely.
The rich fillies, on the other hoof, were older than me so we did not get along. They were interested in make-up and all that kind of stuff. I thought that I was going to be lonely forever when a miracle happened. 
"Hi, my name is Silver Spoon. Nice to meet you,"a filly greeted, smiling awkwardly as she extended her hoof. I looked up to see a grey mare with thick glasses and her mane in a braid. I smiled meekly and shook her hoof.
"My name is Diamond Tiara. It is very nice to meet you, too,"I replied shyly. Silver Spoon gave me a wide smile that was from ear to ear.
"Wanna hang out?"she asked.
I was excited. I could finally be with another pony! I would not have to be lonely anymore! I nodded my head instantly. 
"Catch! You're it!"she shouted.
Smirking, I got up from my seat and began chasing her. She hid in trees, tall grass, everywhere. I once accidentally hit her so hard when I tagged her that her glasses flung off! She scowled at me. My cheeks felt like they were burning from the inside! Was my first friend going to be my last? She tried to get her glasses. I tried my hardest, believe me, Celestia, I tried my hardest not to laugh but I laughed so hard that my sides hurt. I could barely breathe. I tried to stop my laughter, in fear of suffocating but it was impossible. 
In a fit of rage, she tackled me into the mud. We threw punches and kicks at each other. Somehow, all the anger dissipated and was replaced by happiness.
"What are you two doing?!"a familiar voice called out. I froze. I slowly turned around. It was my father. His eyes were burning with rage. I gulped. I braced myself for an hour long scolding. I spotted a mare, whom I did not recognise but assumed that it was Silver Spoon's mother,with her mouth agape. Had it not been such a tense situation, I would have joked that a fly was going to enter into her mouth.
My father, as expected, gave me an earful about proper behaviour and all that fancy pants stuff. After he had finished his 'totally not boring' rant, he told us that he did not want us to stop our friendship but we had to behave. I smiled at my new-found friend and nodded. My family also had to buy Silver Spoon's new pair of glasses.
One of things we did together was try to find our cutie marks. They often ended in disaster.
Once, we thought that we could earn our cutie marks by cooking. We accidentally set the curtains on fire as we set the fire too high. We panicked. There was no pail nearby so even though we had water, we could not put out the fire.
We ran around like headless chickens, not knowing what to do. We met a dead end. We turned around. Our eyes widened. Red, orange and yellow flames were dancing towards us, as if beckoning us to join in and meet our Creator. We held each other, preparing for the worst when the sound of water splashing entered into our ears. We were saved! Lady Luck finally decided to be nice to us! The fire was put out within minutes. During that period of time, we were evacuated out of the building.
Our parents were there. We hugged them. I am not sure for Silver Spoon but I clutched onto them the longest and the hardest I had ever done before. I said that it was alright that they would give a rant. I shed a tear when they said that they told me that it was fine and all that mattered was that I was safe.
Only to do it later.
We went to each others' birthday parties, too. On Silver Spoon's sixth birthday, less than a year after I had met her, I gave her a wind-up toy that I had made myself. I was worried that she would not like it. It didn't even look good compared to the many expensive and beautiful gifts the others had bought for her. Hesitantly, I gave her the present. Her eyes widened. I looked down, embarrassed, only to be given a surprise by Silver Spoon. She gave me a hug. She told me that she loved it, even though it was cheap. She told me that it should be from the heart. I smiled.
One fateful day, however, we earned our cutie marks. We were so excited. We wanted to see what we could do. We learned that we could do absolutely nothing. We were angry and frustrated. We were nothing?! It was then that we noticed three blank flanks. Out of jealousy, we insulted them until they began to cry. It was then that we realised that it meant that we were brats. Despondently, we walked home.
The blank flanks got their cutie marks. Sweetie Belle is a singer, Scootaloo is a daredevil on her scooter and Apple Bloom became a famous chemist on growing plants. All their feat are amazing. It made them look dashing, charming and smart. However, we were stuck in a rut. Our cutie marks had nothing to do with the community. We were just fillies whose mouths were open and hoping that ponies would feed us. The moment they stop, we die off. The community will not be badly affected. I will bet that some would raise their nuzzles high and say,"Good riddance". All ponies have depth to their character, meaning that many words would describe them except us. Only one word could describe us and we both agreed that it is...
Worthless...  

			Author's Notes: 
Constructive criticism are appreciated.
I decided to do these two since they barely have character development so I decided to write about my headcanon. I also wanted to say that Scootaloo is a choreographer.


	