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		Description

I just wanted to earn a few bits for my parents, they're always so busy. They didn't want me to earn any money for them, and I might be in trouble now because of that. 

This story is for the New Blood Contest. It technically qualifies for bonuses 1-4, however, the main two bonuses chosen are 1 "From the beginning, you know the end.." and 4 "The main character’s name and identity is never mentioned."
	
		Table of Contents

		
					Grapes and Bits

		

	
		Grapes and Bits



There was the evidence of what I had done for a few bits, there was no way I wasn’t in trouble now. Hopefully I could still be friends… 
It was a lovely day, boring, but every day was boring, and every day was lovely. Mom and dad were always busy trying to make enough money to support the family, but they wouldn’t let me help them. They said that I “shouldn’t spend my time working when I was still so young,” but I was determined to make a few bits. I could see the apple orchard in the distance, and soon I reached Sweet Apple Acres; I knocked on the door, a slight uneasiness in my stomach. 
“Hi there!” The door swung open as a bright orange filly with a blond mane greeted me cheerfully. “I’m Applejack, what are ya here for?” 
“I was, um, told that I could help with the fruit stomping for a few bits,” I quickly claimed, unsure of my sudden plan to accept the Apple family’s work offer. I might get in trouble for going behind my parents backs. 
“Oh! You’re here for the grape crushing. Granny told me she asked a couple of ponies around town, but she couldn’t find anypony on such short notice,” Applejack said. 
“I wasn’t able to come earlier, but I am able to be here now,” I said, it wasn’t technically a lie. Granny didn’t ask me to help, she was asking my parents, but they were busy of course. She didn’t ask me to help, but it wouldn’t hurt anypony if she did, right? 
“Great, follow me!” Applejack replied enthusiastically, leading me to a meadow. Butterflies fluttered around us as we approached a massive tub. “The ground right here is too rocky to grow much, so we use it for our juice making,” Applejack mentioned. 
“Uh-huh,” I muttered, not entirely listening. I was busy looking inside the tub, it was full of grapes, almost to the point where it was overflowing. I wasn’t sure if I could even smash all the grapes. 
“All ya gotta do is smash them, and I’ll get them in the jars. You go wash real quick,” Applejack advised, she pointed her hoof towards a water pump before grabbing a crate full of glass bottles. I did as she said, getting unbelievably wet. I finished washing and then jumped straight into the tub. 
I stomped my hooves, the purplish liquid slowly appearing. It seeped through my fur, which could draw some unwanted attention. Hopefully I could wash off the stains after I earned my bits. I continued squishing the grapes, now enjoying the job I was doing. I listened to the satisfying squelch of the last few grapes as I placed my hoof overtop of them. I imagined the berries trembling as I punched them with my hooves. 
I put my hooves on the side of the tub to look over at Applejack. She carefully and quickly switched a full jar back to an empty one and sealed it. “I finished!” I cheerfully stated, eagerly awaiting my award. 
Applejack looked up at me in surprise. “Really? Most ponies stop after a few minutes, even some of the full grown ponies!” Applejack exclaimed as I jumped out of the tub. She sealed the last bottle, “You go wash up, and I’ll go get the bits.” She trotted back to the barn, cartload of grape juice in tow. 
I walked back over to the water pump and started washing all the grape juice off when another thought hit me. How would it taste? I always saw grown-up ponies drink the grape juice, so it had to be good, right? I tentatively raised my hoof up to my mouth, and licked. 
It tasted like normal grape juice, which was really confusing. Why would adults pay even more for this grape juice when there was much cheaper grape juice sold everywhere. 
I finished washing my coat, finally free of the sticky stains I glanced back at the barn, waiting. Soon Applejack appeared, running down the hill with two items in her muzzle. One looked like a small brown sack, while the other looked like a half full bottle of grape juice. 
“Here’s your bits, and if you wanna come with me, I got something to show ya,” Applejack offered, giving me the bits. I followed her, unsure of why I did. It felt like I should, but it also felt like I should head back to my house, after all the sun was starting to set. My parents would realize soon that I wasn’t at Ponyville’s playground. 
She led the way through the orchard of apple trees, seemingly confident in where she was going. All the trees looked similar, I was sure that we were completely lost. I ran right into Applejack, tripping and causing us both to stagger. 
“Whoa,” she exclaimed. 
“Sorry,” I stammered, looking away from her gaze. 
“It’s fine, we’re already here!” Applejack proudly proclaimed. She waved her hoof at a treehouse. “Come on!” She shouted, swiftly climbing the stairs. I followed, feeling as if I was meant to be here. Applejack placed the bottle of grape juice on a small table, pulled two stools over to the table, and poured the juice into two cups. “Granny let me bring just a small bit of this because it’s a special occasion.” 
“What occasion?” I immediately asked her. 
“Well, you see, you’re the first pony that I showed my clubhouse to, and I was hoping that we could be friends,” Applejack asked. 
“I don’t think I’ve really had a friend yet, all my classmates are always hanging out with Rainbow Dash, so none of them have talked to me,” I replied. 
“Ah know, they all think she’s so cool,” Applejack huffed. “Oh, and we aren’t allowed to drink much of this, or we’ll walk all funny like,” Applejack warned, finally passing the small cup to me. “So, can you come over tomorrow?” 
“You mean, come over and just hang out?” I asked. 
“Yeah, if you wanna come over and be friends!” Applejack replied. 
“I guess I’ll have to ask my parents,” I said. 
“Well then let’s go ask them now!” She shouted. 
“They’re probably busy,” I muttered, “I’ll ask them later, can we hang out right now?” 
“Sure! So what do you think of that?” Applejack asked, pointing a hoof towards my untouched grape juice. I picked it up and took a sip. 
I thought my tongue had exploded, the flavors were much more different than any grape juice I’d ever had before. It was no wonder that the adult ponies loved it, it had such a weird, almost bland, aftertaste, just like their coffee. 
“That was so weird, I think that my tongue might’ve been punched!” I exclaimed as Applejack giggled. 
“I know! We do it with a few types of fruits and berries and the adult ponies love it! The adults always love the strange drinks,” Applejack laughed. A sudden bright flash caused her to stop immediately. It was coming from my flank. 
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