
Prologue: Somepony Proud

Scootaloo looked at her hooves in a daze. Warm, sticky blood was splattered in front of her, some of it on her coat. She could vaguely hear the scream of her friend Sweetie Belle, the piercing screech barely registering in her mind. Her eyes darted around the room, eventually coming to a rest at the now-bloodied body in front of her. The viscous red liquid was all over the unmoving pony. She thought she heard somepony scream again. Scootaloo shook herself back to reality and remembered how she'd wound up in this situation. 
She had sneezed.
"Ewww!!" Apple Bloom broke out of her stunned silence and looked with disbelief at her stained yellow coat.
"Oh my gosh, are you okay?!" Sweetie Belle exclaimed as she rushed up to Scootaloo, who was now holding her hoof to her nose to prevent any more blood from getting on the floor.
"Calm down Sweetie Belle, it's just a bloody nose. I get 'em all the time," Scootaloo said, trying to pacify her friend a little. "It's no big deal, I just need to keep my head back for a while."
"That's a lot of blood, Scootaloo, don't you think you should see a doctor?" Sweetie Belle asked, her concerned tone barely audible over Apple Bloom's retching.
"Just let me get a tissue, I'll be fine." Scootaloo knew how serious it must have looked to her friends, but it was nothing she hadn't been through before. 
"Maybe you will, y'all ain't the ones covered in blood! Applejack's gonna be awful sore when she sees me like this!" Apple Bloom cut in, glaring daggers at her friend as she tried to rub the blood off one of her forelegs.
"Scootaloo, you stay here in the clubhouse until your nose gets better. I'll take Apple Bloom to my sister's so we can get her cleaned up before she goes home." Sweetie Belle's take-charge attitude began to sort out the situation. "Are you sure you'll be okay? I still think you should see a doctor, or at least tell your parents..."
"No!" Scootaloo quickly blurted out. "I- I mean, I don't want them to worry is all. No need to get them worked up over nothing, right...?"
Sweetie Belle eyed Scootaloo curiously, but before she could question her friend's sudden outburst, Apple Bloom interjected with more important matters.
"C'mon Sweetie Belle, y'all can argue later, but I need a bath! Right now!" 
"Go clean up Apple Bloom, I'll be fine," Scootaloo said as she did her best to herd her friends out the door with her nose still dripping. "I'll just go home when my nose stops bleeding."
"Okay..." Sweetie muttered. She still sounded unsure as she walked down the ramp with Apple Bloom, but didn't press the issue any further. 
Only when Scootaloo was sure her friends had vanished into the apple orchard did she allow herself the relief of sitting down and leaning against the wall.
She was feeling light-headed. Probably because I haven't eaten in a while, she told herself. She looked out the window at the endless rows of apple trees, the delicious fruits sparkling like gems in the fading afternoon sun. She thought about snatching a few once she stopped bleeding, but she wasn't that hungry. She hadn't been hungry lately, either. Probably because I haven't exercised in a while, she reasoned. Her scooter lay hidden and unused in some bushes behind the clubhouse, one of few testaments that it was her residence. She just didn't feel like using it; she didn't feel like doing anything, really. Probably because I'm so tired. She decided it must be because of the increasingly frantic pace at the end of the school year.
The reason the Crusaders had met that day was to make plans for the upcoming summer vacation. There had been little crusading over the past few months, much to Scootaloo's chagrin, but her friends just didn't have as much time as they used to. Without the unusual antics of her friends, she began to fall back into a routine. 
Scootaloo hated routines.
They were so boring! What's the point of getting up each morning if you know exactly what's going to happen?, she thought to herself. That wasn't the life Scootaloo wanted to imagine for herself. She wanted to dream big and live large. She wanted to be the next Rainbow Dash, the next Best Young Flyer in Equestria! She wanted to be a somepony!
But Scootaloo knew better than to dream.She told herself every day that she didn't have the time to imagine a better life, with a loving family like her friends had. She didn't have the time to be jealous of those more fortunate than her. She didn't have the time to respond to the insults of other fillies her age or to be bitter about how her parents had abandoned her. She didn't have the time to point hooves, to throw the blame around.
And yet, she had all the time in the world.
The truth was that Scootaloo didn't want to waste time on these things. Sure, she had hours of free time, hours she could spend sitting alone, brooding and complaining and wishing she were somepony else. But where would that leave her? 
Alone, in a treehouse, with an empty heart filled with empty wishes.
And wishes never came true.
Still, Scootaloo knew she shouldn't spend any more time dwelling on matters she preferred to leave repressed. After all, she didn't have it that poorly. She had a place to call home. She had a near-infinite supply of food. She had the two best friends a pony could ask for.
She'd come a long way from being the scared little filly who'd run away from the Trottingham Orphanage. Scootaloo had made this sanctuary her home and managed to struggle through a situation where most ponies would give up. And best of all? She had Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle to thank for it. She had friends who cared about her. She was a somepony to them, and that was good enough for her. And even though she kept her life a secret from them, she knew they would understand if they ever found out.
Which is very possible, given how you acted towards Sweetie Belle today. Way to go, featherbrain. 
It wasn't that she didn't trust her friends or that she was scared of what they would think of her. She knew they were compassionate ponies, and under any other circumstances she would have revealed her secret unconditionally. It was only because of their sisters. Scootaloo was scared of what they might do should they find out about her. She was terrifed of being sent back to the orphanage and never seeing her friends again. She was even more terrified of what Rainbow Dash would think of her. 
Rainbow was the pegasus she wanted to be one day, some sort of dream that was always in sight but always out of reach. Rainbow Dash was something of a guiding light for Scootaloo: a pony who had made something of herself, a pony who was proud. Rainbow Dash was the pony Scootaloo aspired to be.
But Rainbow Dash could be a little insensitive.
Oh well, Scootaloo thought to herself. No sense worrying about what hasn't even happened. 
Her meandering train of thought had kept her distracted for so long that the sun had set and she'd barely taken notice. Looking out the window with a bit more awareness, Scootaloo could see the stars starting to twinkle in Luna's night sky.
She suddenly realized just how tired she was. Her nose had stopped bleeding long ago, but the rest of her was a mess. She felt exhausted, her legs were aching something awful, and she had even begun to sweat a little.
Oh geez, I must be coming down with something. Scootaloo hated being sick, much more than the average pony. It happened a lot, and sometimes lasted for weeks. Lack of any proper medicine didn't help either, but she always managed to pull through. After all, if past experience had taught her anything, it was that the best way to deal with being sick was to simply ignore the problem. If it worked when I caught the flu from Apple Bloom a few months ago, I'm sure it'll work now.
The moon was now climbing above the horizon, and the stars were starting to reveal themselves, twinkling as they peeked through the darkness. With one last look at the beautiful night sky, Scootaloo yawned, letting out a little squeak, and curled up on the large pillow the Crusaders kept in the corner of the clubhouse. It was a bit dirty, but hey, she could be a lot worse off, as she often reminded herself. She stretched her tiny wings out as far as she could, and then wrapped them tightly around her small frame.
With a semi-contented sigh and a little shifting around, Scootaloo smiled and drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 1: Nothing Serious

Scootaloo limped out of her makeshift home on the edge of Sweet Apple Acres. She wasn't feeling any better than she had the night before; her legs were aching something awful and she woke up drenched in sweat.
I hate being sick... She wasn't exactly sure what she had, but she assumed whatever it was, it'd be better in a few days.
She reached the bottom of the ramp and picked up an apple that had landed on the ground. It looked a little mushy, but still totally edible. Normally she'd climb up a tree and pick a ripe one, but she'd been too sore to do so recently. She started to munch on it while she picked up her saddlebags. She slowly trotted past the bush that hid her scooter and started along the path towards the schoolhouse.
Scootaloo looked up to see some of the clouds that had formed overnight. It was pretty early in the morning, and Ponyville's weather team had yet to clear them from the skies. With her head craned back, she could make out the wispy cirrus clouds, far up in the atmosphere. They were light and often moved with wind currents, so pegasi used them to predict the movement of cities like Cloudsdale. Far beneath them were the cumulus clouds. They were by far her favorite; they looked like cotton candy but could be used to build a house! Scootaloo had always been fascinated with clouds; it was just something incredible, how thunderheads the size of mountains could form overnight. Of course, she'd never actually walked on a cloud before, but still; it must be so exhilarating! She spent a lot of her free time learning about clouds. She could name all the types, their altitudes, what pegasi used them for, and a whole assortment of fun facts.
Scootaloo always imagined she'd be a weather pegasus one day, but of course, she'd need to be able to fly. She'd tried to fly on her own before, but she just couldn't manage; her wings were still too small. I can't believe they haven't grown in yet... All the pegasi in my class can already fly. 
But it wasn't just her wings. Scootaloo hadn't grown much at all over the past few months, whereas her classmates and even her fellow crusaders had gotten noticably larger. This had earned her the nickname "shortstop" among some of the class bullies, but she had gotten pretty good at ignoring them.
Oh well, I'm just a late bloomer I guess.  Scootaloo arrived at the schoolhouse just as the bell rang for class to start. Her slow pace had made her late once again. Great... Just what I need. Tardy on the last day of school. If I get detention and have to stay after... Ugh! I really hate being sick! 
She walked up to the schoolhouse door and pushed it open, throwing her half-eaten apple in some bushes by the door; she hadn't really been that hungry anyway.
Stepping inside, Scootaloo was immediately met with awkward stares and an upset teacher. "Scootaloo! This is the third time you've been late this week! I understand it's the last week of school, but that doesn't mean my class is any less important. I don't suppose you have a good reason for being late?"
Scootaloo was too tired to think of a believable excuse. "Sorry Miss Cheerilee, I got... held up at home."
"Regardless, I'm afraid I'm going to need you to stay after class," Cheerilee said. 
"Awww, c'mon!" Scootaloo groaned. "It's the last day of school, can't you just give me a warning?"
"I've already done that twice, Scootaloo. See me after class. Now, please sit down so we can continue with handing out yearbooks," Cheerilee said.
Scootaloo did her best to conceal her limping as she moved to her desk. Her legs still hurt a lot, and she was starting to get a headache. She was too tired to pay attention to what was going on in class, so she instead turned her head to the window next to her.
Watching the clouds drift lazily across the sky, Scootaloo's eyes began to lose focus. She suddenly felt very dizzy. Oh geez, this just isn't my day...  She put her hooves on her desk and tried to sit up straight, hoping to wake herself up. Instead, she only managed to topple out of her desk and fall flat on the floor of the classroom.
"Nice going, Scootaloser!" whispered one of the fillies next to her. She paid no heed to the insult and tried to quickly scramble back into her seat, only to succeed in falling over once again; this time painfully on her side.
Apple Bloom had made her way over to Scootaloo's chair and started to reach down to help her friend, who was still struggling to stand up. Scootaloo got a glance at her friend just before stumbling over again. The worry that had been Sweetie Belle's during yesterday's events was now shared by Apple Bloom. Her eyes were wide but determined as she trotted over to her struggling friend, reaching down with her hoof.
"I'm fine, I don't need any help!" Scootaloo snapped at her friend.
"Scootaloo, Ah really think ya should-"
"I'm fine, really! Just go back to handing out the stupid yearbooks!" Scootaloo interrupted, quickly becoming agitated with both her own clumsiness and her apparent helplessness.
Apple Bloom tried to calm her friend down. "Scoot, please, ya need to go to the nurse's office! Ah wasn't too concerned before, but yer lookin' pretty awful."
"I don't need to go to the nurse, I'm fine! I'm just a little sick is all! You're getting worked up over nothing!"
"Scootaloo?" Apple Bloom's expression suddenly became very serious. "Look at yer hip..."
"What are you talking about? There's nothing wrong with-" Scootaloo abruptly grew silent. Her hip had a growing bruise where she had landed on it not moments ago. Seeing the large purple spot suddenly alerted her to how much pain she was in. She cringed over, gritting her teeth and trying in vain to mask the aching feeling she felt with every heartbeat.
By now the fillies and colts were not-so-quietly whispering to each other about what was going on. Scootaloo thought she heard some of the ponies giggling. Scratch that, she knew she heard some of them giggling.
Before Scootaloo lost her temper, Cheerilee quickly grabbed the attention of the students. "Class, I've decided to let you all out early, as it's the last day of the year," she said. "If anypony hasn't picked up their yearbook yet, you can get them by the door on the way out. Have a great summer, everypony!"
The loud cheering of the class halfway through Cheerilee's announcement made Scootaloo's head hurt even more. Still, she'd heard it just as well as everypony else, and was just as excited. Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle gathered their saddlebags and stood by the door, waiting for their friend. But before Scootaloo could make her way to the door, she felt a hoof on her shoulder and turned to see her teacher holding her back.
"Just a minute, Scootaloo. I wanted to talk to you after class, remember?" Cheerilee said, her voice much softer than it had been before. Seeing the exasperated look on Scootaloo's face, she added, "Don't worry, you can go play with your friends in a few minutes. I just wanted to ask you some things." Cheerilee turned to Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle. "Would you two mind waiting outside for Scootaloo? She'll be out in a few minutes."
"Not at all, Miss Cheerilee!" Apple Bloom said. "We'll be waitin' for ya outside, Scootaloo."
"Yeah, and we have a few questions of our own..." Sweetie Belle said under her breath. Scootaloo heard her and gave her friend a scowl. "We'll see you outside, Scoot," Sweetie Belle said, pretending not to notice.
The door closed, leaving Scootaloo alone with her teacher, a great deal of concern now evident in the elder pony's eyes. "Scootaloo," she said, "your friends are right to be worried about you. You're always tired, you look like you haven't eaten in days, and you're even starting to get pale. Normally I'd pass this off as the flu or a stomach virus, but this has been going on for weeks now. Have you seen a doctor about any of this?"
"Yeah," Scootaloo lied. "He said it's nothing big and I just needed to rest up. I guess that's why I'm sleeping through your class," Scootaloo said bitterly. She had started to work up a temper; whether it was from the pain all over her body or from the frustrating mare before her, she didn't know.
"Scootaloo, I'm just worried about you," Cheerilee said. "If you say it's not worth worrying about, I believe you. Still, I know summer vacation just started, but please try to rest up until you're better. I don't want to see you get worse."
"Yeah, okay. Fine. I'll take it easy 'til I'm better," Scootaloo mumbled.
Cheerilee smiled softly at her. "Thank you, Scootaloo. I just want all my students to stay happy and healthy."
Scootaloo suppressed a groan of impatience. "Can I go now?"
"Yes, of course. Sorry for keeping you for so long. Enjoy your summer, okay?" Cheerilee said. "And feel better!"
Finally!  Scootaloo sighed in relief, glad she could finally put the awkward events of today's short class behind her. That was, until she opened the schoolhouse door and heard the voices of her two friends. Scootaloo repressed a groan.  I just can't get a break, can I? 
"Are you feeling better, Scootaloo?"
"Ya gave us both a scare, fallin' over like that!"
Scootaloo gave an exasperated sigh. "Yeah guys, I'm fine," she said. "I was just tired is all, I wasn't thinking and leaned too far out of my chair. Now can we get going?"
"We don't have anywhere to be, Scootaloo. Why are you in such a hurry?" Sweetie Belle asked.
"Uhh... W-well I was..." Scootaloo stammered, unsure of what to say next. Suddenly, she smirked as a stroke of genius passed through her mind. "Pinkie Pie!" 
"Beg yer pardon?"
"Pinkie Pie! I thought we could go ask her to set up a party for us, seeing how we just got out of school and all!" Scootaloo said excitedly. She was proud of her lie. She normally would feel bad about lying to her best friends, but she just couldn't deal with any more concerned faces and questions. So she was sick, big deal. If she could deal with pain and exhaustion for a few days, they could deal with her forcing them to go to a party.
Apple Bloom replied enthusiastically, "That don't sound like a bad idea at all! How 'bout it Sweetie Belle?"
Sweetie Belle still wore a worried frown, but at the prospect of a Pinkie Pie party, she too came around. "Yeah, okay! Sounds fun! Should we head over to Sugarcube Corner then?"
Pleased with herself, Scootaloo smiled as she said, "Yeah! This is gonna be so awesome!"
The three fillies began to make their way to Ponyville's premiere sweets shop, Scootaloo setting the slow pace, giggling and thinking of fun things to do at the party the entire way there.
---
Scootaloo sat in the filly's room at Sugarcube Corner, her hooves clamped over her ears and her face scrunched up in a painful expression. Maybe this party wasn't the best idea... she thought as she brought herself to peer out the bathroom door and into the atrium of the large building. Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle, Pinkie Pie, and all of Pinkie's best friends were all dancing to the incredibly loud music; at least, it was incredibly loud to Scootaloo's throbbing head.
She was angry with herself. Very angry. She was at a party, for crying out loud! She should be having the time of her life, not sitting in the bathroom, trying to drown out the noises of music and laughing. Rainbow Dash was here! What would she think if she saw Scootaloo right now?
Scootaloo didn't even give that thought a chance. With renewed and somewhat misguided vigor, she pushed open the door and ran over to the partying ponies.
It hurt to run.
After running out of the bathroom, Scootaloo saw her two friends, seemingly full of energy. Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle glanced at her, and returned to dancing with smiles, inviting their pegasus friend to join in.
It hurt to dance.
Scootaloo kept herself moving in hopes to ignore the aching spreading through her body like wildfire. As the pain became unbearable, she started to panic, feeling surprisingly alone amongst all the dancing ponies.
It hurt too much.
She couldn't think anymore. She couldn't move anymore. Dark fog started to cloud the edges of her vision. She began to sway to her left, only to be bumped by one of the ponies in the opposite direction. Fear was replaced by confusion, and confusion was replaced by an unwanted sense of clarity.
Rainbow Dash looked over to see Scootaloo struggling to remain standing, a look of desperation etched upon her face.
Her friends, her teacher, her nagging doubts... They were right. She wasn't just sick. She needed help. But she couldn't, she wouldn't ask for it. And now it was too late.
Rainbow began to walk towards Scootaloo, just as the latter began to fall.
Her senses were in disarray. The dancing ponies she saw seemed blurred, like she was viewing them through a filter. The noises of the party she heard were distant, like she was hearing them from underwater. She thought she saw a pony approaching her, just as she heard another calling her name.
Rainbow Dash quickened her pace, her suspicions that something was wrong more than confirmed.
Just before she hit the floor, Scootaloo's vision went completely black. She landed with a thud, and everything was gone.

Chapter 2: Unwanted Clarity

Rainbow Dash paced nervously across the waxed tile floors of Ponyville Urgent Care. The heavy stench of disinfectants drifted through the hallway leading from the emergency room to the waiting room. Most of ponies who had brought Scootaloo to the hospital had gone home, but Fluttershy had stayed, and was sleeping on one of the chairs lining the walls. Rainbow Dash was tired too, but she wasn't about to lose attentiveness. She waited impatiently for any sort of news on Scootaloo's condition, all the while trying to figure it out for herself.
Did somepony do this to her? Or did she just get sick?  
Rainbow Dash had always been fond of the spunky little pegasus. Scootaloo reminded Dash of herself as a filly; she was confident, daring, and ambitious. But underneath that layer of egotism was a very important relationship. Scootaloo was the first pony to ever show such wild support for Rainbow's hopes and dreams, and the filly's upbeat demeanor spread that enthusiasm to all of Ponyville. Hay, Scootaloo even organized a Rainbow Dash Fan Club! The thought that she even had fans made Rainbow love her stunt flying even more, and it was all thanks to the exuberant little pegasus.
The one who was now in the emergency room.
Seeing Scootaloo, who was almost always spirited and happy, in such a state was a feeling Rainbow Dash hadn't felt in a long time. When she saw the filly at the party, Dash definitely noticed something was off. She had been worried from the start, but decided to let the filly enjoy herself for the night and ask her about it tomorrow.
You were too slow.  
No, that wasn't it. Dash shook her head, trying to quiet the irritation that was her own doubts. At least Scootaloo was here, at the hospital, getting the help she needed. Rainbow Dash had done all she could.
She let out a soft groan of frustration. This wasn't her. Rainbow Dash was an action pony, not a thinking pony. What good would worrying do for her? Why was she even worried? Scootaloo was safe, so why was Rainbow Dash still so concerned for her little friend?
You've seen this before.  
That face. That face of desperation, hopelessness, fear. The face Scootaloo had as she fell to the floor of Sugarcube Corner. The same face...
"Rainbow Dash? I'm surprised to see you're still awake." Rainbow's thoughts were interrupted and she turned to see one of the resident nurses, Redheart, entering the room. She looked exhausted, the surgical mask hanging limply around her neck bouncing with each uneven step she took. Her eyes were half-lidded and a yawn escaped her mouth just before Rainbow Dash spoke.
"Nurse Redheart! Is Scootaloo okay? What did the doctors say? Is she-"
"Rainbow Dash, please lower your voice. Some ponies are still trying to sleep," the nurse whispered, pointing to Fluttershy with a hoof. "I would like to ask: do you know if Scootaloo's parents are on their way here?"
"I think so. Maybe. I mean, I didn't hear anything. I just assumed you guys would've sent for them when we brought her in," Rainbow said.
"Unfortunately, no," Nurse Redheart said with a sigh. "That's normally the policy, but the hospital doesn't have the address on record and it's much too late to send somepony to Town Hall to find out."
"Huh." Come to think of it, where does the squirt live? Can't say I've ever been there. "Sorry. Is there anything you can tell me in the meantime?" Rainbow asked.
"Honestly, there's not much to tell. She just passed out, and the doctors are going to run tests to figure out why tomorrow morning. Until then, we have no idea," Nurse Redheart said.
Rainbow Dash was about to bombard her with another series of questions when she heard a yawn from behind her. She turned around to see Fluttershy standing up, stretching out her wings as she blinked a few times. She smiled as she saw Rainbow Dash turning her head to face her. She yawned once more and trotted over to the other mares.
“Good evening Nurse,” Fluttershy said, “Is Scootaloo doing any better?”
She sure seems calm about all this.  Rainbow Dash wasn't that surprised at Fluttershy’s attitude given the situation. Fluttershy dealt with sick and injured animals all the time, and a pony in a similar condition was no different for her. Any other pony would have pegged Fluttershy for the panicking pony in a scenario like this, but she was wearing a soft smile as the nurse replied. 
“She’s in better condition than when she was brought in, but she’s still unconscious and her breathing is shallow. She left the emergency room about an hour ago and is being moved to the East Wing for long-term care.”
“Oh, at least that's some improvement." Fluttershy paused and looked down, before facing the nurse again. "Is there anything we can do to help?” Fluttershy asked.
“Well,” Nurse Redheart said, “we still don’t know much about what happened. Any information you have on how she’s behaved over the past few days would be a great help towards reaching a diagnosis.”
“Oh, well, I may know a little bit. Before they went home for the night, Scootaloo’s friends were telling me about how odd she’s been acting over the past few days,” Fluttershy said.
“Oh, wonderful! Let me just get a quill to write with.” The nurse turned to a table beside one of the chairs and took a quill from the cup. She sat down and took out a notepad from a drawer under the table, and listened intently to what Fluttershy told her. All the while, Rainbow Dash stood by with open ears, trying to pick out anything she could use to help her number one fan.
“Well, they said that she seemed to be in a great deal of pain. She wasn’t eating very much, she would get dizzy and exhausted easily, Apple Bloom said something about a terrible nosebleed...”
Rainbow Dash stopped listening, her mind suddenly fixated on one thing. There was only one thing she knew of that caused symptoms like those, one thing she knew all too well.
“Run the blood test as soon as possible! Right now, if you can!” she blurted out. Nurse Redheart and Fluttershy stopped their conversation and looked at Rainbow Dash, both of them seemingly puzzled at her sudden outburst. The nurse looked to Fluttershy, and then back to Rainbow Dash.
“Um, that is one of the tests scheduled, but we weren’t planning on running those until tomorrow morning. If I may ask, why the sense of urgency?” she asked.
“Look, I think I know what’s wrong with her. Please, just do the test now, wouldn’t it be better to get it over with anyway?” Rainbow was almost pleading, something she almost never allowed herself to do.
Nurse Redheart looked back to Fluttershy, who simply nodded. 
She sighed and turned back to Rainbow Dash. “Alright, I’ll talk to the doctors about running the blood test tonight," the nurse said as she picked up her notepad. She put the quill back on the table, and trotted off through the double doors leading to the East Wing. Fluttershy looked at Dash with concern. 
“Um, if you don’t mind me asking, why do you want them to test Scootaloo’s blood so badly?” she asked.
Dash just looked down solemnly, and muttered a single word. “Spectrum...”
Fluttershy gasped slightly, and quickly pulled her friend into a hug. “Don’t worry Rainbow Dash. Even if you’re right, Scootaloo is a strong filly. I’m sure she’ll be okay. I promise she will."
---
The sun was barely over the horizon when Nurse Redheart returned to the waiting room. Fluttershy had to leave in order to care for her animals the next morning, leaving Rainbow Dash alone for a few hours. However, Applejack had come to the hospital soon after. Scootaloo was one of her sister's closest friends; she was almost like family. 
The two mares were sitting in silence when the nurse opened the double doors, walking into the waiting room with a clipboard in hoof and a despondent expression on her face. Rainbow immediately stood up and started asking questions. 
"Well, did you run the blood tests? What'd they say? Or did the doctors decide to wait? Did they? When'll the tests be-"
"Miss Dash, I think you should sit down. It's obvious how much you care about Scootaloo..." Nurse Redheart said solemnly, her tone very concerning to both of the other mares.
"What do ya mean?" Applejack asked. "What's goin' on? If mah sister's best friend is hurtin', I need to know what to tell Apple Bloom!"
"Miss Applejack, you have to understand. This is incredibly serious, Scootaloo is very sick. She's going to need a lot of support when she wakes up, and yelling won't help anypony," Nurse Redheart replied. This was the hardest part of any nurse's job, but it was also the most important. "We did run the blood tests on Scootaloo, and what we found..." Nurse Redheart hesitated a bit before continuing, obviously upset with the information she was reading. "Her blood cells are completely out of proportion, with almost a thirty percent blast ratio. Her red blood cells, hemoglobin, and platelets are all far too low."
Rainbow Dash's expression went blank; she sat down and simply stared at the door to the East Wing in disbelief. She was right.
Applejack, however, was more than confused at the medical talk she was hearing. "So her blood's all messed up? Ah don't get it, what'd cause something like that?"
"Miss Applejack, this is hard for me to say, but the evidence is clear. Scootaloo has cancer."

Chapter 3: Falling Apart

Beep. Beep. Beep. 
The first thing she noticed was how warm she was. She was lying face-up on something very soft, her head propped up just enough to be comfortable.
Beep. Beep. Beep. 
Immediately, her senses kicked into action. At least, they tried to. She couldn't see, and her other senses were just about as useful.
Beep. Beep. Beep. 
Slowly but surely, she became vaguely aware of herself and her surroundings. Her mouth was open slightly, and she could feel each breath moving in and out through her dry throat. She felt her lungs inflating, deflating, inflating again; her chest rising and falling in a slow, steady rhythm.
Beep. Beep. Beep. 
It was dark. Her vision was blocked out by either closed eyelids or some unknown bandage; she was too tired to tell.
Beep. Beep. Beep. 
She could hear her heartbeat in her ears, feel each pulse as blood coursed through her body. With every pump of her little heart, she felt a dull, throbbing pain at the base of her skull. That stupid beeping wasn't helping either.
Beep. Beep. Beep.
There was a click, and suddenly she knew her eyes were just shut, nothing more. She could see a faint glow beyond her closed eyelids. She could make out hoofsteps, loud hoofsteps on a hard surface. For a moment, there was nothing. She tried to open her eyes, but her body wouldn’t respond.
At least, until she felt a sharp pain in her foreleg.
"Ugghh...." Scootaloo let out an indecipherable groan as her eyes forced themselves open in response. She could see a long, thin needle being pulled out of her foreleg. She tried to protest, but all that came out was a fit of coughing. Her neck craned upwards slowly, and she saw a flustered white mare standing next to her bed.
"Oh my goodness! Scootaloo, I had no idea you were awake! I'm so sorr- Wait, I need to get the doctor!"
The nurse ran off through the wooden door on the other end of the room. Even though she was still half-asleep, Scootaloo took the opportunity to take in her surroundings. It was always good to be as aware as possible in the life she led; most ponies couldn’t be trusted, after all.
She was in a room slightly larger than the Crusader's clubhouse in height, and at least double its size in floor space. A huge window was all that decorated the wall next to her bed, and it provided a wonderful view of the sky. She was on a plain, white mattress in the corner of the room; the blanket she'd just thrown off, a thick, blue comforter with clouds dotting the edges, was hanging off the edge of the bed. A small table was next to the bed, covered in flowers and half-deflated balloons.
On the other side, a large collection of medical equipment beeped and whirred. Wires were gathered in bundles behind the machinery, trailing down to the floor and somewhere behind the bed. A bag of clear liquid was dripping slowly through a plastic tube. Scootaloo's eyes followed the tube down, past the beeping machine, past all the wires, until her eyes came to a rest on a piece of tape securing it to her foreleg. Underneath the tape, she could see what looked like a needle just under her skin.
Scootaloo was so busy wondering why somepony had stabbed her with the needle that she gasped in mild panic when the door opened. Her sharp intake of breath led to yet another fit of coughing. She heard quick hoofsteps and found a glass of water in front of her muzzle. As she gratefully accepted the cool liquid being poured down her dry throat, her gaze rose to see the nurse from earlier standing above her. 
Somepony else had entered the room too; the nurse was accompanied by a brown unicorn stallion with glasses resting on his head. He was wearing a white coat that concealed his cutie mark and had a stethoscope dangling loosely under his neck. He gave her a soft and friendly smile as he walked over to her bedside.
"Hey there, kiddo, it's good to see you're finally awake. My name is Dr. Heart, and I'm a doctor here at the hospital. I'd like to ask you a few questions. Is that alright with you?"
Scootaloo could only wearily nod. As much as she hated to answer questions asked by a complete stranger, she knew she had no other choice. The events of the previous night, if only just the pain she'd been in, were starting to come back to her, making her a little more accepting of medical assistance.
Dr. Heart cleared his throat and pulled up a clipboard with his magic, a chalky white aura levitating a quill up to the paper.
"First things first. When you were brought in, we were told you'd been in a great deal of pain. We gave you something to take the edge off. Are you feeling any better now?"
While she still felt pain in her joints and had a dull, throbbing headache, Scootaloo was feeling much better than she had at Sugarcube Corner last night. Rather, she was feeling much less. Her foreleg was almost numb where the tube and needle poked under her skin, and she could barely feel her hooves. Still, better than the alternative.
Scootaloo quickly summed up her thoughts with a weak nod towards the doctor.
"Good, good," Dr. Heart replied to Scootaloo's silent response. "If you're ever in a lot of pain, I want you to press that red button over by your left hoof. That'll tell Nurse Redheart here to come by and make it better, okay?"
Scootaloo saw the nurse behind Dr. Heart smile at her. Nodding her head once again, she prompted the doctor to continue.
"Okay, let's see... Do you remember what happened to you that made your friends bring you here?"
Scootaloo's expression looked puzzled for a moment as she tried to piece together the fragments of memory she had from the night before. Previously, all she'd remembered was that she'd been in a lot of pain. She struggled with her own mind for a few moments before finally giving up, only having succeeded in making her headache worse. She looked at the doctor and shook her head, somewhat embarrassed that she couldn't remember anything.
The nurse pony stepped forward. "Sweetheart, you collapsed in the middle of Sugarcube Corner," she said. "Your friends tried to wake you up, and when they couldn't, they brought you here."
With wide eyes, Scootaloo simply stared into space. The events from before were starting to come back to her: the bathroom, the dancing, the falling... For the first time since waking up, she spoke in a weak, almost raspy voice. "Do... do you know why?"
Dr. Heart and the nurse pony were silent for a moment as they exchanged a solemn glance at each other. The doctor turned back to Scootaloo and broke the silence. "We think we... Well, yes. Yes, we do know why."
"Scootaloo, Dr. Heart is an oncologist here at the hospital. Do you know what an oncologist is?" the nurse asked.
Scootaloo shook her head no. In fact, she thought it sounded made up. 
"It means that I'm a doctor who helps... I help treat ponies with..." The doctor fumbled over his words, unsure of how to say the next part in the safest way. The nurse put her hoof on the Scootaloo's shoulder. She looked up to see the nurse was blinking back tears as she finished Dr. Heart's words for him.
"Dr. Heart helps ponies with cancer, Scootaloo. And that's why he's here to help you."
Scootaloo looked back at the nurse with wide eyes. She knew what cancer was; she wasn't stupid. She knew ponies died from it. One of the caretakers back at the Trottingham Orphanage died from it.
It didn't take long for panic to set in.
"You're lying," Scootaloo said so softly that it was almost a whisper. "Fillies don't get that, only older ponies get that."
"I'm afraid that's not the case, Scootaloo," the doctor said as the now sniffling nurse pulled the filly into a hug. "Fillies can get cancer too; in fact, the type you have is very common in foals." His voice wavered as he spoke; this was the hardest part of his job.
"You're lying! No! Get off me!" Scootaloo screamed, frantically kicking her hooves to shake off the nurse pony who was still holding her. Realizing this was futile, she tried to roll out from under the nurse and off of the bed. It hurt to move, but Scootaloo didn't care. Her mind was in a frenzy as she screamed, shouted, kicked and fought.
The next few moments passed in a blur. The nurse pony was struggling to hold Scootaloo down in the least menacing way possible, trying to pass off her restraining as a hug. The doctor was speaking a long strand of what he hoped were soothing words, but the filly didn't hear any of them. She only heard her own screams as she kicked and wriggled in the grasp of the nurse, who was now crying openly as she whispered something.
Everything stopped when the three heard a panicked voice in the doorway. "What's going on?! I heard screaming and I started running over here and it got louder and- Scootaloo! Oh, thank Celestia, you're awake!"
There was a whoosh, and Scootaloo found herself caught up in a warm hug as the nurse pony backed away to where the doctor stood by the window. The filly almost couldn't breathe, but she didn't protest. She felt safe.
Rainbow Dash pulled back from the hug. Scootaloo could see that the mare's face was stained with tears, wet trails travelling down from puffy red eyes. Even so, she was smiling. "So, you wanna tell me what all the screaming was about?" she asked.
The doctor answered before Scootaloo could even open her mouth. "We told her..." he said, looking at the floor.
"Oh..." 
The pained look in Rainbow Dash's eyes was very understanding one, and this worried Scootaloo greatly. She was very quiet, almost unsure of how to ask the simple question. "Y-you mean - " her voice cracked. "You mean he wasn't lying?"
"Oh Scoots, I'm so sorry..." Rainbow Dash pulled the filly into another hug. Scootaloo didn't resist; she didn't even notice. Her fragile, terrified mind could only think of one thing.
"Rainbow Dash?" she asked, her eyes brimming with tears. "Am... am I g-going to die?"
"No!" Rainbow Dash immediately shouted. The doctor had warned her against making promises to the filly that she couldn't keep, but she didn't care. "Don't think like that Scoots, you're gonna be okay! Understand? You're gonna be just fine!" Scootaloo wasn't sure who Rainbow Dash was trying to comfort; all she could do was nod as the shaking mare tried to regain her composure.
Dr. Heart stepped forward. "Miss Dash, there is still the matter that Nurse Redheart discussed with you earlier. I believe it'd be best to take care of that now," he said.
"Oh yeah..." Rainbow Dash wiped her eyes and looked down at Scootaloo. "Do you know where we can get a hold of your parents?"
Oh no... Of all the questions, of all the things that could happen at that moment, this was the worst possible thing.
"N-no," Scootaloo said. She started to shift nervously in the bed. Beads of sweat were forming on her forehead as her breathing quickened. She knew she couldn't lie to these ponies, not when her life was in their hooves. But she couldn't tell them the truth either.
Rainbow Dash looked confused at the filly's answer, but accepted it regardless. "Oh, um... okay," she said, "How about you just gimme your address and I'll go see if somepony's home?"
Scootaloo tried to break eye contact with Rainbow Dash by burying her face in the blanket. "I can't," she mumbled into the fabric.
"Huh? Scoots, what's the matter?"
"I can't tell you..."
Dr. Heart was at her side, his hoof under her chin to keep her face out of the sheets. "What? Why not?" he asked. "C'mon kiddo, I know this is scary, but-"
"I can't! Just leave me alone!"
In one swift, painful motion, Scootaloo swatted the doctor's hoof away. In a delirious rush, she tried to stand, only to find herself held down by a strong pair of cyan hooves. Her only response was to scream as she tried and failed to fight against the pony holding her down. She saw Rainbow Dash struggling to keep composure, salty tears streaming down her face, as she was forced to hold down the terrified filly. Unable to look at the misery-stained visage of her idol, Scootaloo flipped over and buried herself in the pillow. She began sobbing uncontrollably, her heaving lungs only driving spikes of pain deep into her chest. Her headache was no longer subtle, but now raging and violent. She curled herself into a tight ball and shivered as she rocked back and forth. She just wanted everything to stop.
She could hear a hysterical Rainbow Dash behind her, yelling something to the nurse, who in turn was shouting something that sounded like "induction" to the doctor. Rainbow Dash's protesting was loud enough to make Scootaloo try to raise her head and look back, but as soon as she pushed her tear-stained face away from the damp pillow, a wave of dizziness struck her. She fell as her forelegs that had been holding her up buckled and gave way, and she landed on her side, bouncing slightly as she hit the springy mattress. As her senses began to fade, she could hear her idol berating the doctor and the nurse, screaming at them for sedating the filly. Rainbow Dash's words from earlier echoed through Scootaloo's mind. You're gonna be okay! It certainly didn't seem that way to her.
With those frantic words being the last thought that passed through her mind, Scootaloo fell back into the bed, not bothering to fight against the void of unconsciousness that consumed her.

Chapter 4: Where You Belong

Beep. Beep. Beep. 
I really hate that thing. 
Scootaloo was lying face-up in the hospital bed. The slow, rhythmic beeping of the heart monitor was ringing in her ears, making sleep impossible. The sky was black, sparkling stars peeking through the darkness. The fluorescent lights on the ceiling were off, making the room dark except for the light from the hallway and a few flickering LEDs on the machines.
She had woken up from her sedation about an hour ago, with quite a bit of pain in her hip, right where she'd bruised it from falling out of her desk. She had groggily slapped the red button by her hoof, and a few seconds later, Nurse Redheart had entered the room with a large syringe filled with a clear liquid. The nurse looked like she hadn't slept in far too long; her mane was frazzled and her eyes were half-lidded as she walked over to the bed, not saying a word. She took the rubber tube leading to Scootaloo's foreleg and inserted the end of the syringe into a plastic hole near the bottom. Scootaloo's pain had begun to subside soon after.
By now, her thoughts had started to recollect themselves, forming into one terrible truth. She was scared. Her mind was replaying the events that led to her being sedated, the screaming and fighting that she'd caused. What if the doctor was mad at her? What if he didn't want to help her anymore? Rainbow Dash must be furious! She probably would never speak to Scootaloo again...
Her mind continued to barrage Scootaloo with awful possibilities until a creak and a light interrupted it. She snapped out of her pessimistic daze and looked across the room at the silhouette coming silently through the door. The shadow of a pony had its back turned as it slowly closed the door, wincing slightly as it creaked again.
The pony turned and saw that Scootaloo was staring at her.
"Hey, Scoot."
She recognized the voice; it scared her even more. She retreated into the security of the blanket, pulling it up past her nose, only her eyes and ears remaining uncovered.
The outline of Rainbow Dash grew in clarity as the mare walked across the room. Scootaloo could see she had a pillow held under one of her wings.
Rainbow Dash looked out the window at the starry sky. "It's pretty late, isn't it? You need your rest, y'know."
"I'm sorry," Scootaloo said quickly. It was the only thing she could think to say. The two words were squeaked out into the thick, fluffy comforter, but somehow Rainbow Dash managed to hear.
"Why? I mean, if you can't sleep, then you can't sleep." Rainbow Dash must know what she meant. She had to know why.
"You know what I mean," Scootaloo said, raising her head out of the comforter just enough for her to be heard.
"Oh, you mean about before? Scootaloo, I need you to know something. Look at me." Rainbow Dash pulled the blanket away from the filly's face and sat down on the bed. Scootaloo was trying not to quiver in fear; it wasn't working. She felt a hoof under her chin, lightly forcing her to look up. This was exactly what the doctor had done, but she didn't start screaming this time. She didn't fight. She laid there, unmoving, as she looked into those rose-colored eyes which were so full of honesty and passion and empathy.
"No matter what happens, no matter how scary or hopeless things may seem, I won't let you go through this alone. I'll be here for you, even if nopony else will."
Scootaloo simply stared at her idol. There was no hoof holding her up anymore, but she still remained attentive. She tried to blink back tears, but they slowly fell from her eyes and landed with a soft pat on the bed. She secretly hoped it was too dark for Rainbow Dash to see, but she knew it wasn't.
"Can I ask you something, kid?"
"Y-yeah, okay..."
"Why'd you get so nervous when I asked where you lived?" Rainbow Dash asked. Her expression was full of concern as she leaned forward slightly.
"You wouldn't understand..."
"Maybe not. But you look like you need to talk about it," Rainbow Dash said as she moved a bit and sat down next to Scootaloo. She felt a comforting hoof wrap around her shoulder, and she sniffled a little as she leaned into Rainbow Dash's side.
"I- I don't..." Scootaloo stuttered. She just couldn't get the words out. She bit her lip, trying not to cry any more than she already was.
"It's alright, kiddo. Take all the time you need; I'm listening."
Something in her subconscious clicked. Without even thinking, without any trace of fear plaguing her voice, she said quietly, "I don't have a home." 
She heard a long, drawn out sigh; whether it was a sigh of relief or disdain, she didn't know. She looked up to see Rainbow Dash with a sad smile on her face. 
"Wanna tell me why?"
Scootaloo looked down nervously. She'd always wanted somepony to talk to, somepony to tell everything to. Now the opportunity was sitting next to her, holding her gently, whispering words of encouragement in her time of need, and yet she didn't know what to do.
Rainbow Dash must have sensed her hesitation. She looked like she was about to speak up when Scootaloo said, "It's a long story. Can I start from the beginning?"
The mare smiled gently at her. "I'm all ears, kiddo."
---
A slightly younger Scootaloo was staring out the window of a two-story brick building. The sign over the door read "Trottingham Home for Orphaned Fillies." She was watching the clouds being cleared by some of the city's weather pegasi to try and pass the time. 
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Chapter 5: Never Alone

"Hey... C'mon Scoot, it's time to get up."
"Hmm...?" Scootaloo groggily awoke, not even bothering to stretch her tired limbs. She blinked a few times to clear her vision and saw Rainbow Dash standing at her bedside with a tired smile. Out the window, she could see the sun had already risen high into the cloudless sky. It was almost noon; it was time to get up. 
Scootaloo pulled the comforter over her head and rolled onto her side, closing her eyes. "Don't wanna," she mumbled almost incoherently. She smirked a little when she heard a frustrated sigh from behind her.
"C'mon kid, you've got some ponies who've come to visit you," Rainbow Dash said. "You wouldn't want to be rude to your friends, would you?"
"Wha- huh?!" Scootaloo's head popped out from under the covers and she looked around the room to see who Rainbow Dash was talking about. As her eyes swept past the door, she saw her two best friends in all of Equestria entering the room. Rainbow Dash nodded at the two fillies as she stepped out of the room to give them some privacy. 
Scootaloo saw Apple Bloom was wearing a smile rivaling that of Pinkie Pie at a birthday party stretched across her face; Sweetie Belle, however, seemed nervous and uncomfortable, keeping her head low and shuffling her hooves as she walked over to the bed.
“Hey Apple Bloom! Hey Sweetie Belle!” Scootaloo exclaimed as enthusiastically as her weak voice would allow.
“Hey, Scoot! Yer certainly lookin’ a lot better!” Apple Bloom exclaimed happily.
“She sure doesn’t sound better,” Sweetie Belle mumbled, receiving a quick Shh! and a nudge from Apple Bloom. “Uhh, w-what I meant was,” she stammered, “you just sound, um... tired. Yeah. Tired.”
“It’s alright, girls,” Scootaloo said, looking herself over. “I bet I look pretty awful right now.” It wasn’t an understatement; Scootaloo’s mane was a mess, her feathers were ruffled and misaligned, and despite her best efforts to mask it, her bloodshot eyes were a window into her conflicting emotions. “So I guess you know what’s going on...”
“Yeah, Applejack told me last night, and Sweetie Belle heard it from me on the way over,” Apple Bloom said. Her voice showed no signs of worry. In fact, she seemed perfectly content. “Don’t you worry ‘bout it, Scoot. Yer gonna be fine, I know ya will!”
“Um... Scootaloo?” Sweetie Belle whispered timidly, being uncharacteristically quiet. “You’re sure you're gonna be okay, right? I mean, I don’t know that much about... Y’know...”
“Cancer?” Scootaloo finished for her, still wearing a brave face for her friend.
“Y-yeah... I guess I’m just worried is all...” Sweetie Belle muttered, looking down at her hooves as she scuffed them across the floor. 
“Yeah, of course I’m gonna be okay!” Scootaloo flared her tiny wings and puffed out her chest, trying to fake as much confidence as possible. “Rainbow Dash even said so!”
Without warning, Sweetie Belle jumped up to the bed and pulled Scootaloo into a hug. Tears were streaming down her face as she spoke between sobs. “Y-you promise? You h-have to p-promise you’ll be okay! You have to!”
Apple Bloom put a hoof on Sweetie Belle’s shoulder as Scootaloo held her friend and spoke calmly, despite her own doubts. “I’ll be fine, Sweetie Belle. Don’t worry about-”
“Excuse me?” a stallion’s voice called from the doorway. The three fillies looked to see a chalky white aura enveloping the door as it swung open slowly, revealing Dr. Heart standing in the hallway. “Miss Dash informed me that you’ve just woken up, Scootaloo. I apologize that this may not be the best time, but we have some important things to talk about.” The doctor’s voice was calm and clear, not at all what Scootaloo was expecting.
“Oh, um, okay. That’s fine, I guess,” Scootaloo said sheepishly. She could only think of how she’d acted earlier, her mind replaying the events of the day she’d first woken up. The screaming, the fighting... This was not a conversation she was looking forward to. 
Dr. Heart then turned to Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle, the latter still having tears in her eyes as she lightly held Scootaloo. "In the meantime, if you two could send Miss Dash in and wait outside, I'd be very appreciative.
Upon seeing the despondent looks on the fillies' faces, he smiled softly and reassured, "Don't worry, you'll be able to see your friend soon enough. This will only take a few minutes, I promise."
"Well, alright then. C'mon Sweetie Belle, let's go 'n' get Rainbow Dash," Apple Bloom said. Sweetie Belle sniffled and silently nodded, and the two of them began walking out of the room. "See ya in a bit, Scootaloo!" Apple Bloom called back.
The door clicked shut, leaving Scootaloo alone with Dr. Heart. She rubbed the back of her neck and tried to appear as innocent as possible, unsure of what to say. 
Scootaloo breathed a sigh of mild relief as Rainbow Dash stepped into the room and trotted over to Scootaloo's bedside. "So, what's up, Doc?"
"Well," Dr. Heart said as he looked down at his clipboard, "my foremost concern is the same, Scootaloo." He looked down at her, an apologetic look on his face. "I know this isscary, and you may be afraid what they'll think, but we still need to inform your parents. I'm sorry if-"
"I think Scootaloo has something she should tell you, Doc," Rainbow Dash said. She put a foreleg around Scootaloo, who was looking down and shifting uncomfortably. Scootaloo knew she couldn't avoid telling the truth anymore, especially now that Rainbow Dash knew. But she didn't regret that. She felt something she'd never felt before when thinking about her life as an orphan; she felt safe, safe in the grip of the mare that had promised to support her. She faced Dr. Heart, looking him straight in the eyes. She had to be strong, for Rainbow Dash, for her friends, for herself.
"I never knew my parents," she whispered, trying to control the evident shaking in her voice. "I've been living alone."
Dr. Heart was silent for a few moments, perhaps in disbelief. He looked to Rainbow Dash, who gave only a solemn nod.
"Ah... I see," he said quietly, turning back to Scootaloo. He pushed his glasses up on his muzzle and cleared his throat, trying to find the right words. The silence wasn't doing anypony any favors; Scootaloo was getting worried, her previous sense of security quickly fading away, despite Rainbow Dash's comforting hoof around her shoulder.
"I- I'm sorry..." Scootaloo said softly, turning away to hide in Rainbow Dash's mane.
"Scootaloo, what do you have to be sorry about?" Dr. Heart asked, taking a step towards her. "I'm the one who should be apologizing. I've been so caught up in hospital protocol that I've been neglecting how awful you must be feeling." He sat down by the bed, bringing himself to Scootaloo's eye level. "I'm sorry I've been so insensitive. I just want to help you, and I've haven't been doing a very good job."
Scootaloo couldn't believe what she was hearing. She had attacked him, and he was apologizing? She sniffled, suddenly realizing she was crying. She didn't even know why, but she was crying. It wasn't heaving sobs, but rather, streams of quiet tears dripping down her face.
"Scootaloo? Hey Scoot, you alright?" Rainbow Dash was looking at her with familiar concern.
"Y- yeah, I guess. Yeah, I'm okay," Scootaloo said, still trying to hide her face from Dr. Heart.
"It's alright, Scootaloo. I understand if you're mad at me," the doctor spoke from behind her. "I can come back later, if you'd like."
"N- no, it's okay, I'm sorry," she replied, wiping the tears from her eyes.
She heard a soft sigh and turned to see Dr. Heart smiling at her. "Well then, let's get started on getting you better," he said.
"Okay..." 
Dr. Heart stood up and magicked over a clipboard with some notes on it. "The first step is deciding on a treatment plan and getting it approved by a parent or guardian. I can't administer any treatment without consent, and from my understanding, nopony is available to do so," Dr. Heart said. He flipped through some pages he had brought with him. "The way I see it, there are two options. The first is placing you in temporary custody of the hospital, but that would take a while do to all the paperwork and could delay us for a few more days."
Rainbow Dash was quick to express her thoughts on that plan. "We can't wait a few more days!" she said, pulling away from Scootaloo and standing up to face Dr. Heart. "I'm not gonna sit on my flank and do nothing; what's the other option?"
"The only other choice would be to have somepony adopt her, then give the consent we-"
"I'll do it," Rainbow Dash said without a second thought. Scootaloo's eyes went wide as she stared at Rainbow Dash in disbelief.
"Y- you want to- You're g- gonna adopt me...?" Scootaloo asked, unable to believe what she was hearing.
"I told you last night, Scoot. I won't let you be alone anymore," Rainbow Dash said as she smiled down at Scootaloo, who was still gaping in disbelief.
"Miss Dash," Dr. Heart said, "I know you're just trying to look out for Scootaloo, but adoption is not a simple process, nor is it meant for just anypony."
"You think I don't know that?" Rainbow Dash said, taking an assertive stance. "I know this isn't something to be taken lightly, and I'm not taking it lightly." She looked at the doctor, and then back to Scootaloo, who had the beginnings of a joyous smile stretching between her cheeks. "I gave this a lot of thought last night, kiddo. I know it won't be easy." She turned to face Dr. Heart, who looked like he was starting to ease up to the situation.
"I know it won't be easy, Doc," Rainbow Dash said firmly. "But the right thing never is."
Scootaloo could only try to keep her composure. Rainbow Dash? She wants to adopt me?! A smile broke out on her face just as her tears of joy began to flow. She didn't try to hold them back. Instead, she did the only thing she could think of.
Scootaloo lunged forward and wrapped Rainbow Dash in as large of an embrace as her tiny filly forelegs would allow. The force with which she impacted Rainbow Dash was almost enough to knock the two ponies onto the floor. "Thank you," Scootaloo whispered, "Thank you, thank you..." She looked up into Rainbow Dash's rosy eyes. Neither of them spoke; the mutual joy between them was understood.
From behind them, Dr. Heart said, "I'll have somepony get the paperwork from Town Hall." The two pegasi turned their gazes to see that he was starting to tear up a little as well. He smiled at Scootaloo, who couldn't help but smile back. With that, he turned and left the room, calling for Nurse Redheart to assist him with something.
Rainbow Dash pulled back from the embrace. "Whadya say I go get your friends?" she asked with a slight smirk. 
---
Beep. Beep. Beep.
Luna's moon illuminated the hospital room as it passed over the night sky. Rainbow Dash watched Scootaloo's chest rise and fall as she listened to the now satisfying sound of the heartbeat monitor. She heard the door open and lifted her head from the pillow to see who was there.
Nurse Redheart peeked her head into the room to see if anypony was awake. Upon seeing Rainbow Dash sitting up, the nurse beckoned her over to the hallway. The two of them stepped out of the room and the nurse shut the door quietly.
"What's goin' on, Redheart?" Rainbow Dash asked with a yawn. "It's pretty late, isn't it?"
"Miss Dash, while Scootaloo was unconscious after her... episode," Nurse Redheart said while attempting to sound nonchalant, "we ran some blood and marrow tests to see how far her cancer has progressed. Neither the lab work or the X-rays show that it's metastasized to other organs, but..." She hesitated, seemingly unsure of what to say next.
"But what? C'mon Nurse, what's going on? How are you gonna treat her?" Rainbow Dash asked impatiently.
"Dr. Heart and I can give you our professional opinion, but the treatment we administer will ultimately be your choice. There are a number of magical treatments that can keep the cancer from growing, but it's done quite a lot of that already. Chemotherapy would be almost useless at this stage, so our next best option would be certain experimental treatments, but it doesn't seem very promising..."
"W- what?!" Rainbow Dash almost shouted before remembering the sleeping filly in the room behind her. "Is there anything you can do?"
Nurse Redheart sighed and looked at the floor. "There's always the option of a bone marrow transplant, but they require a suitable match, only work half the time, and can often have severe and sometimes fatal side effects... "
Rainbow Dash's expression fell. It couldn't be hopeless. It just couldn't be! What would she tell Scootaloo? What should she tell Scootaloo? What-
"There is one thing," Nurse Redheart said, interrupting Rainbow Dash's despairing thoughts. "It's not so much a physical cure, but it could do wonders for Scootaloo's morale, and that is often just as important when battling cancer."
Rainbow Dash shook her head and listened intently, forgetting her pessimism as best she could. This wasn't about her, this was about Scootaloo. "Well, what is it?"
Nurse Redheart lifted her gaze from the floor and looked Rainbow Dash in the eyes. "Have you ever heard of the Make a Wish initiative?"
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Chapter 6: Collapse (Part 1)

"An' it turns out that Pinkie baked an extra batch o' cupcakes this mornin', so she's been givin' 'em out to ponies at the bakery!" Apple Bloom said cheerfully, finishing her recollection of the events that took place around Ponyville that morning for Scootaloo.
Sweetie Belle picked up where her friend left off. "So we got one of them, and brought it here for you! Nothing like a cupcake from Sugarcube Corner, right?" she asked, holding out a pink-frosted cupcake over the edge of Scootaloo's hospital bed.
"Thanks girls, but I'm not supposed to-" she let out a tiny yawn that ended with a squeak, "-eat anything today. Tomorrow's my, umm..." She looked over to Rainbow Dash, who was staring out the window at the orange-tinted sky. "What's it supposed to be called again?"
"Bone marrow transplant," Rainbow Dash answered, turning away from the window. "Sorry girls, but Scoot can't eat anything 24 hours before it. Some of the medicine they'll give her might make her throw up if she does."
"Oh, eww..." Apple Bloom wretched a little. "So yer gonna have that thing tomorrow?"
"That's great!" Sweetie Belle exclaimed before Scootaloo could respond. "That's the thing that'll make you all better, right?" she asked, a hopeful smile on her face.
"Yup, tomorrow's the big day," Scootaloo said, turning her gaze to the ceiling. Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle were suddenly silent, not quite sure of what else to say. The only sound heard was the monotonous beeping of the heart moniter.
Beep. Beep. Beep.
Scootaloo took the rare moment of semi-silence to relax. She closed her eyes and slid her head down on the pillow as she thought about the past week and how it had gone by so quickly. Upon reflection, she understood why; not much ever happened in the little hospital room. She only left on a single occasion, when the nurse took her to be weighed the day before yesterday, as to know the proper dosages of anethstesia for the operation.
Her days had fallen into a routine, and Scootaloo hated routines. Every day was the same thing: she would wake up around ten when Nurse Redheart administered painkillers. Rainbow Dash would go to the hospital cafeteria for breakfast, bringing Scootaloo back a tray of whatever dry, pastey meal they were serving. They would eat together, Rainbow Dash would tell her stories of her adventures and exploits, and then take the trays of often half-eaten food back to the cafeteria.
Beep. Beep. Beep.
Dr. Heart made it very clear that Scootaloo wasn't to leave her bed. She would have adamantly objected to this terrible injustice, but she wasn't sure she could leave the bed even if she wanted to. Despite the powerful medicine she received every morning, Scootaloo constantly found herself in great pain every time she moved her legs, with the exception of her foreleg with the needle in it, which she couldn't feel at all. Nurse Redheart had called it an IV when she was talking to Rainbow Dash. Instant vacuum? Injected vein? Four? Scootaloo had no idea what it meant.
Lunch passed similar to breakfast, though Scootaloo usually skipped it. She was very rarely hungry. Because of this, Rainbow Dash would sometimes go and get fast food for herself, but she always brought her meal back to the hospital so Scootaloo wouldn't be alone. Rainbow Dash would eat, talk, and generally dominate the conversation. Scootaloo was fine with this; she was usually too sleepy to talk.
Beep. Beep. Beep.
After lunch, she'd eventually fall asleep, rest for a few hours, then Rainbow Dash would wake her up for dinner. Today was different though. For the first time in a week, Scootaloo was woken up by her two friends while Rainbow Dash stood off on the other side of the room. They talked a little, Apple Bloom informed Scootaloo that she hadn't missed anything important, and Sweetie Belle pledged that she and Apple Bloom would refrain from any crusading until Scootaloo could come with them.
Now the sun was sinking beneath the horizon, and Scootaloo wanted nothing more than to fall asleep so tomorrow would come faster. She was pretty tired, but didn't want to be rude to her friends by asking them to go. She wouldn't see them for quite a while after her operation, or so Nurse Redheart had told her. Scootaloo would be in a recovery room for a few days, and eventually come back here until the doctor said she could leave. She regarded the operation with uneasy anticipation, terrified of having it and hopeful at the prospect of getting better.
That was in the future though. Scootaloo never was a pony to spend her time worrying about things that hadn't even happened yet. She was all about now, and right now she had a lousy headache and a dull pain in her chest and just wanted to get some sleep.
Beep. Beep. Beep.
The long silence was broken when Sweetie Belle asked with a whisper, "Hey Scoot, are you asleep?"
"Now how in th' heck can she answer ya if she's asleep?" Apple Bloom said.
"I dunno, I was just asking!" Sweetie Belle's voice started to rise.
"She can't tell ya if she's sleepin' if she's asleep, ya knucklehead!"
Beep. Beep. Beep.
Scootaloo cringed as the shouting match escalated. The loud voices and the ceaseless beeping didn't help her headache at all.
"Take it back!" Sweetie Belle yelled, followed by an indignant snort from Apple Bloom.
"Make me."
"Fine!"
Sweetie Belle was just about to lunge when Rainbow Dash intervened and separated the two fillies. "Alright you two, keep it down. She sure isn't asleep now," she said, pointing a hoof at Scootaloo, who was watching the two with a tired glare.
"Oh... Sorry, Scootaloo," Apple Bloom apologized, looking down at her hooves.
"Yeah, sorry..." Sweetie Belle said.
"It's fine girls, don't worry about it," Scootaloo said in a weak voice. "I'd like to get some sleep though. I'm not feelin' too good."
Beep. Beep. Beep.
"Alright then," Apple Bloom said, "We'll visit ya as soon as we can, ya hear?"
Scootaloo only gave a tired nod. The pain in her chest was gradually getting worse, but she didn't care. She'd be asleep soon enough. Pain wasn't a problem if she was asleep.
"Scootaloo, are you okay?" she heard Sweetie Belle ask. She tried to answer, but was surprised when only a cough came out.
Scootaloo felt her senses starting to fade. "What... ...kid?... ...Scootaloo?" She could make out Rainbow Dash saying her name, but nothing else.
Suddenly, Scootaloo felt like she'd been hit in the chest with a train. An immense pressure built up behind her eyes, forcing her to clamp them shut. She felt a tap on her shoulder, followed by somepony shaking her.
Beeeeeeeeeeep
A monotone ringing echoed in her ears. She opened her mouth to scream, but was gone before any sound came out.
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Chapter 6: Collapse (Part 2)

Rainbow Dash watched in stunned horror as the filly in front of her went limp. A high-pitched ringing filled the room, a single green line drawn across the screen of the heart monitor.
"Scootaloo? Scootaloo, wake up! Rainbow Dash, what's wrong with her?! Why won't she wake up?!" Sweetie Belle screamed, starting to panic.
Apple Bloom was still shaking her friend, a similar stream of questions pouring into Rainbow Dash's ears. "Scootaloo, this ain't funny!" Apple Bloom shouted, "Rainbow Dash, what's that noise?! What's goin' on?!"
Several things happened at once. Rainbow Dash dove over the bed and slammed the call button next to Scootaloo's motionless hoof. Nurse Redheart and Dr. Heart burst into the room a few seconds later, the doctor holding some weird box with wires.
A single glance at the heart monitor told him all he needed to know. Rainbow Dash tried to suppress a sense of dread as the doctor began assessing the situation. "She's gone into cardiac arrest. Nurse Redheart, start CPR until I get the defibrillator ready. Miss Dash, get the fillies out of here and wait outside."
"What?! No, I'm not leaving her without-"
"That was not a request, Rainbow Dash!" Dr. Heart shouted at her, using her full name for the first time since she'd met him. "Get the fillies outside, now!" He gestured to the two ponies behind her. Apple Bloom was shaking as tears rolled down her face and Sweetie Belle was bawling hysterically.
Seeing Nurse Redheart applying CPR and realizing that arguing was pointless, Rainbow Dash turned and began ushering the fillies away from Scootaloo's bed. Apple Bloom complied with Rainbow Dash's command and walked out of the room in silence, but Sweetie Belle fought her with every step.
"No!" she screamed, "S-stop it, lemme go! She's my b-best friend and I'm n-not leaving her!" Rainbow Dash struggled to hold the filly back, finally succeeding in pushing her out the door.
Rainbow Dash was fighting to keep her composure, to stay calm as not to upset the fillies any further. Apple Bloom was teary-eyed and silent, and Sweetie Belle was wailing and shivering next to her.
What the hay happened? The doctor said those magical treatments would keep her from getting worse! A few nasty thoughts concerning Dr. Heart flashed through her mind, but were quickly replaced with more urgent matters. Is Scootaloo gonna be okay? I never asked her about her wish... Oh Celestia, I was gonna wait 'til after the operation to tell her about it, what if this is my fault?
Her thoughts were interrupted when more ponies from the hospital rushed past her and through the door, two of them pushing a stretcher. Rainbow Dash tuned out the crying filly behind her and listened intently to what was going on in the hospital room.
Beeeeeeeeeeep
"Clear!" she heard Dr. Heart yell, followed by a sound similar to a loud thud.
Beeeeeeeeeeep
She heard Nurse Redheart speaking softly to Scootaloo, "C'mon sweetheart, stay with me now, you can do it..."
"Clear!"
Thud.
Beeeeeeeeeeep
"C'mon Scootaloo, stay with me!"
Rainbow Dash felt tears forming in her eyes.
"Clear!"
Thud.
Beeeeeeeeeeep
"Scootaloo, you stay with me! Stay with me, damn it!"
She choked back a sob as she began to sink onto her haunches.
"Clear!"
Thud.
Beeeeeeeeeeep
"D-Don't do this, Scootaloo!"
She could hear the nurse beginning to break down as well, dissipating whatever hope she had left.
"Clear!"
Thud.
Beeeeeeeeeeep
"Scootaloo, wake up!"
Rainbow Dash was shaking, tears streaming from her eyes as she listened to Scootaloo dying, knowing there was nothing she could do about it.
"Clear!"
Thud.
Her ears perked up when she heard a small gasp.
Beep... Beep... Beep...
Rainbow Dash quickly stood and rushed over to the door before jumping back to avoid being struck in the face as it swung open. She saw the ponies from the hospital staff run out of the room, two of them pushing a stretcher with Scootaloo on it. Nurse Redheart was behind them, pushing a wheeled rack with an assortment of medical equipment hanging from it, all of it trailing down to Scootaloo. She was barely breathing, her were eyes tightly shut, and she was groaning in pain as she was pushed down the hallway towards the Emergency Room.
"I want you two to go back to the lobby and have them call your sisters to pick you up," Rainbow Dash said to the fillies, trying her best to ignore the irritating tear stains on her own face. "You found your way up here, so I'm sure you can find your way back."
"R-Rainbow Dash? Is s-she gonna be okay?" Sweetie Belle asked, looking up and Rainbow Dash with a desperate look on her face.
"O-of course she is!" Rainbow Dash said immediately. Of course she is... She has to be... Sweetie Belle, not hinting as to whether or not she was satisfied with this answer, turned and left down the hallway. Apple Bloom remained silent and followed her friend back to the lobby.
Rainbow Dash rubbed a hoof on the back of her neck, watching the two fillies walk away. She knew she was terrible at comforting ponies, but this was different. Because she knew Scootaloo would be okay. Rainbow Dash didn't even think about the alternative.
Shaking the unwanted thoughts from her head, she slowly walked through the open door and into the hospital room. She looked around and saw Dr. Heart leaning his head against the wall. He heard her walk in and turned around. The look in his eyes was one of both relief and despair. He gave a sideways glance at the empty bed and sighed heavily. Disconnected wires were draped over most of the empty mattress, and heart monitor's blank screen was sitting above the machine the wires connected to.
"I thought you said the magical treatments would keep her from getting worse," Rainbow Dash said, doing little to conceal the accusatory tone in her voice.
"I told you it would keep the cancer from advancing, but Scootaloo had been sick for several weeks before she was brought here. Leukemia can grow very quickly, and I'm afraid hers was much more out of control than I'd initially thought," Dr. Heart said, never taking his gaze away from the bed. "There's just no way to predict things like this. I still want to follow through with her transplant, but things don't look promising..."
"How can you even say that?!" Rainbow Dash shouted. "She's g-gonna be okay! She's gotta be!" She began to break down, giving in to her suppressed emotions. "H-how can y-you think that s-she'll... d-die...?"
"Rainbow Dash..." Dr. Heart walked over to her and put a hoof on her shoulder. "I'm going to do everything I can to help Scootaloo get better," he said. "But I don't want you to forget it's a possibility. If that happens, she'll be counting on you to make her last few days her happiest ones. She needs you, Rainbow Dash. You need to be strong for her."
He left the room and headed down the hallway towards the Emergency Room. Rainbow Dash sat down, her eyes glazed over as she looked out the window. The sun had almost sunk under the horizon, the clouds in the distance glowing with a soft pink hue.
Clouds...
Rainbow Dash thought back to Scootaloo's story, how she'd always watched the weather ponies in Trottingham and how she'd been awe-struck by a simple storm. She thought about how Scootaloo was a pegasus who had spent her entire life on the ground. She thought back to all the times she saw Scootaloo watching her with wondrous eyes as Rainbow Dash cleared the skies or set up clouds for a rainy day. Her eyes widened as she glimpsed Cloudsdale and it's weather factory on the horizon.
I'm gonna help you shape the sky, kiddo.
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Chapter 7: Coming True (Part 1)

It was quiet. Not like the dull, uneventful quiet Scootaloo had grown used to over the past week, but rather a peaceful expanse of nothingness, reserved just for her.
Wait... Am I dead?
Suddenly, the void she found herself in didn’t seem quite so inviting. In a desperate attempt to disprove her own theory, Scootaloo frantically tried to find some reason or excuse for the blank space that surrounded her. She couldn’t see anything, she couldn’t hear anything, she couldn’t even move... but she could feel something. Something was pushing her in the chest, rhythmically and forcefully.
Well I don’t feel dead... But how would I know?
Before she could continue that thought, the forceful pushing was replaced by something akin to being bucked in the chest.
Ow, hey! she silently scolded whoever was responsible. That’s pretty rude, I don’t think it’s very respectful to kick dead ponies!
Somewhere in the vast plain of nonexistence, she could hear somepony’s voice echoing, “C’mon... ...with me...” But it sounded far off, broken up, and she couldn’t focus on what was being said as she once again felt a jolt of sharp pain spread across her chest.
“Scootaloo... ...stay...”
She could make out the mysterious pony saying her name, which filled her with hope. So I’m not dead? But, then where am I now...? Hope was quickly replaced by fear as Scootaloo began to understand what was going on. If she wasn’t dead, but she couldn’t move or see...
I can’t be a vegetable! I haven’t even flown yet, or found my special talent! Rainbow Dash will never take me in if I can’t even move!
The terrible force struck her again, this time accompanied by a more panicked voice.
“D-Don’t do this...!”
Don’t do what? I can’t do anything! I’m doing nothing the best I can!
“...Wake up!”
Scootaloo didn’t even have time to mentally argue with the mysterious voice before the pain hit her again.
*Gasp!*
With a sharp intake of breath, Scootaloo’s eyes shot open to reveal an impossibly bright light and several intimidating silhouettes standing over her. Her gasp catching in her throat, she lurched forward with a painful fit of dry coughing. She could taste the metallic tinge of blood on her lips as her lungs convulsed within her chest. A raging headache was nestled at the base of her skull, and her head was throbbing with each frantic, irregular beat of her heart, which was accompanied by a shrill beeping.
“She’s coming around! Redheart and Tenderheart, get her to the ER immediately! Get her set on Cordarone and prep an ICD for implant!”
She could hear a familiar stallion’s voice sternly issuing orders to the other ponies, but she didn’t understand any of them; she didn’t understand anything that was happening. Quickly building up her nerves, Scootaloo opened her eyes just as she felt herself beginning to move. The pink mane of a pony was vaguely visible to her before a passing light overhead forced her eyes shut once more.
“You’re g-going to be alright, sweetie,” she heard from a mare’s trembling voice above her. “Y-You’re gonna be j-just fine, okay?”
She heard a door slam open and all the noises became amplified. Shouting ponies, a screaming foal, that Celestia-damned beeping, all of it echoed throughout wherever she was and in between her ears, driving spikes of pain through her head and all the way down her spine. She tried to protest, but all she could manage was a half-stifled groan.
“Redheart, start the induction while I get washed up!” came the voice of another mare. Scootaloo could only whimper in pain as a sharp pain extended through her foreleg. She tried to voice her displeasure, but only wound up coughing again, once again feeling a warm, viscous liquid traveling down from the corner of her mouth. Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes, trailing down her face and dampening her cheeks.
“Tenderheart, get the ECMO set up as soon as she’s under!” the first mare shouted.
Weakly opening her eyes, Scootaloo was grateful to find the lights dimmed in the room she was in. A white mare- Nurse Redheart, she remembered- leaned over her. The nurse wiped a few tears from her eyes and spoke angelically to Scootaloo to try and soothe her.
“Sweetie, I’m going to put you to sleep now, okay?” she said. “When you wake up, you’ll be okay. I promise.”
Scootaloo’s vision began to swirl as Nurse Redheart kissed her lightly on the forehead. Gradually, her various pains began to subside as her senses faded. The sounds of clanging metal, slamming doors, and beeping machines lost their volume as she closed her eyes, surrendered to the drugs, and waited for whatever would come next.
Whatever it was, it was better than here.
---
She was back on the plains again.  She had spent only a few days here, but something about this place left it vividly remembered. The skies around her were clear, the fields were green, and far, far away, the great Eastern Mountains loomed over her spacious domain. From behind their snowcapped peaks, Scootaloo could see the sun burning brightly as it ascended over the land, the icy tops of the mountains glittering under its majesty.
Scootaloo's gaze turned down the dirt path hind her, towards the simple fork in the road she'd come to all that time ago. As she approached it, she began to wonder just how she'd wound up here. Her scooter was nowhere to be found, and certainly she'd remember the hours of walking needed to be this far from her home.
Deciding it wasn't worth a second thought, she walked clear past the sign in front of her, through the grassy slopes of the Equestrian countryside. She felt somewhat serene, something that was more than unusual for her, but something she didn't mind all the same. Everything was so peaceful, so quiet, so simple.
So boring...
As much as Scootaloo had endured quiet reflection throughout her life, it had never really grown on her. The change of scenery from a cold, cramped clubhouse to a free expanse of natural beauty was refreshing at first, but it was just that. A change of scenery.
Inexplicably frustrated with herself, she kicked at a patch of dust she happened to be passing by. The dust cloud rose and swirled, climbing higher and higher into the empty skies. To Scootaloo's great surprise, however, it didn't thin out and waste away. On the contrary, the tiny puff of sand began to expand and rise, stretching into a wispy, curly cloud that was carried higher by the currents of the sky. She watched in confused awe as the cloud reached new heights and continued to grow, eventually forming a white, dotted blanket that spread across the blue expanse above her. It rose and condensed, forming a mountanous, cascading thunderhead that rumbled across the sky. 
Scootaloo gaped at the monstrous cloud above her, and back at the small patch of dirt. Then back to the awesome, powerful cumulonimbus. Then back at the dirt.
A few minutes of kicking up dust, and soon the whole sky was botted out by the growing sea of clouds. Darkness covered the plains, the only light being the occasional distant flash of lightning, which was accompanied by the soft rumbling of thunder.
Scootaloo returned her eyes skyward. The immense power, the sheer size of the clouds above her was staggering to comprehend. Using a trick she'd learned from a book at the orphanage on weather, she drew her gaze up from the mountains and along the height of the clouds. By this method, she could easilly estimate that the storm was miles high, stretching far past the sun and blotting it out.
The ominous clouds began to crackle with louder bolts of thunder and lightning. A smile spread across her face as she came to an incredible realization.
She made this. Little Scootaloo, the lonely orphaned filly with nopony's help but her own, made this. She had no idea how, or what for, but she wanted to keep on making this for as long as she lived.
She was just about to kick up more dust when the clouds above her began to fade. The Sun radiated through the opening sky, burning brighter and brighter. The light was so intense that Scootaloo held a hoof over her eyes to blot it out; even so, her vision went white behind her closed eyelids. A sudden lightheaded feeling overtook her, and she wobbled forward to remain standing. A slow, monotonous tone echoed between her ears, each beep bringing with it a dull, pulsating pain at the base of her skull. The air became very dry, and a slight sweetness permeated her taste buds.
The ground beneath her disappeared. With a strange calmness about her, Scootaloo felt herself falling into the bright, beeping abyss.





Test Book


Chapter 7: Coming True (Part 2)

White faded to black, but if anything she felt less alone. Scootaloo, slowly regaining her senses, heard two voices, one somber and the other desperate.
"...And he said that even after the transplant yesterday, she still won't make it...?"
"T-that's not what he said!"
"Rainbow, if it's metastasized to her wings..."
"That's not what he said, okay?!"
"Then what-"
"Maybe, Twilight! He said maybe, and t-that's good enough for me! I'm n-not gonna l-lose another pony like this, and y-you and Dr. Heart can j-just shut up!"
"It's... it's not that easy, Rainbow... You did all you could, but that doesn't mean she isn't still dy-"
"Shut up! Just shut up!"
It was that shout from Rainbow Dash that fully pulled Scootaloo from the void of unconsciousness. Her eyes slowly flickered open and she was greeted with a blinding light that forced them shut again.
"Rainbow Dash-"
"Just get out, leave us alone!"
"Rainbow-"
"Get out!"
"Rainbow Dash! Scootaloo's waking up!"
"Wha-" Rainbow Dash turned around and leaned forward. "Scootaloo? H-hey! Scootaloo, can you hear me?"
Scootaloo squinted slightly as she reopened her eyes, just managing to tolerate the brightness around her. Once again, she found herself in unfamiliar surroundings: everything was white, the air was cold and tasted slightly sweet, and there wasn't a single window in the tiny room. Although her vision was glazed over, she could make out Rainbow Dash leaning over her.
"Nnngh..." All Scootaloo could manage was a half-stifled groan before she realized her mouth was covered by some sort of plastic bubble.
"Hey, you trying to say something? Here, lemme get that thing off your face..." Rainbow Dash said.
"Rainbow Dash, what are you doing?! She needs that respirator to breathe!"
Scootaloo's eyes flicked across the tiny white room to find Twilight Sparkle in the door. She was wearing a purple saddlebag with a tattered book sticking out, the bag bearing a design that matched her cutie mark, and she looked like she hadn't slept in days. Though she had just shouted at Rainbow Dash, her expression bore nothing but exhaustion. Pink and purple hairs out of alignment and blending together, Twilight's mane was more of a mess than Scootaloo's.
"What do you care?" Rainbow Dash snarled at Twilight even as she gently placed the respirator back Scootaloo's face. "What part of 'get out' don't you understand?"
As Twilight responded and the two mares continued to argue, Scootaloo's mind wandered to what she had overheard from Twilight as she woke up.
"You did all you could, but that doesn't mean she isn't still dy-"
Even though Twilight never finished, Scootaloo knew what she meant. There was no mistaking what she had been about to say.
Dying... I'm dying...
So that was it, then. There would be no more crusading. There would be no more Rainbow Dash. Just as life had handed her the greatest gift she had ever recieved, death would be there to take it away.
What if... well, it couldn't hurt to ask...
"And you just gave up on her! Why should I think you'll be different now?!" Rainbow Dash screamed, snapping Scootaloo out of her thoughts. The enraged pegasus was glaring menacingly at Twilight, whose head was hung low, a look of grim despondence on her face. The unicorn took one last look at Rainbow Dash and the pony behind her before sighing and slowly leaving the room.
"R-rain-" Scootaloo tried to speak and get Rainbow Dash's attention, but quickly found herself short of breath. As she strained to fill her lungs through the respirator, Rainbow Dash's gaze immediately softened as she spun around to speak to the pale, sickly pony beneath her. 
"Y-yeah, kid? Take your time, no need to wear yourself out talking, heh..." she chuckled half-heartedly.
"W-what's... what's it like-" Again, Scootaloo failed to finish her thoughts, leaving Rainbow Dash guessing as to what she meant.
"What's what like? Wait, you..." A look of realization came across Rainbow Dash's face. "No no no Scoots, don't think like that, okay? You're gonna be just-" She stopped as Scootaloo weakly raised a hoof.
"What's it l-like-" she paused to catch her breath, "t-to be a weather p-pony...?"
"Oh..."
Scootaloo's hoof fell back to the bed, and Rainbow Dash was silent for a moment. She looked as if she was trying to remember something she'd just forgotten. Eventually, she shook her head to clear her thoughts and did her best to answer.
"Well, it's... it's unlike anything else in the world. There's a lot more to it than kicking clouds all day, lemme tell ya..." Rainbow Dash said. "Imagine, I dunno, a mountain or something. They take thousands of years to get there, and everypony sees 'em. There's nothing special about a mountain, it's just a big rock."
As Scootaloo listened quietly, her gaze turned to the ceiling. She blankly stared at the overhead lights and closed her eyes, an occasional cough being the only sign she was still conscious.
"But clouds... a thunderhead five times the size of Canterlot Mountain can be made overnight. It's something unique, something more spectacular than anything on Equestrian soil, and it's all for us pegasi. To make something like that, something so awesome and grand, is just indescribable."
Rainbow Dash stared into space, seemingly lost in her own words. Scootaloo lay quietly, eyes closed, picturing in her mind's eye the image Rainbow Dash had described.
"D-do ya think... m-maybe y-you-" Scootaloo struggled to say, "You c-could show m-me... when I-I'm all better?"
Both ponies were silent. Scootaloo mentally berated herself for saying such a thing, reminding herself that there was no room for wishing. She never had spent time wishing before, but between recent events and what she had heard Twilight say, her naïvety got the best of her, and she made a stupid little wish. But of course, wishes never came true.
Scootaloo watched silently as a sad smile spread across Rainbow Dash's face. As she turned to Scootaloo, something changed in her eyes. No longer did they carry the same zeal; instead, her eyes belonged to a pony who had lost the will to fight.
"Y'know what, Scoot?" Rainbow Dash said with tears brimming in her eyes. "Why wait?"
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Chapter 8: Always Plan for the Best

With Scootaloo having fallen asleep, Rainbow Dash took the time to search the hospital for somepony, anypony to help with her and Scootaloo’s request. Slowly and silently closing the door to the filly’s room behind her, she began her way towards the front desk, and perhaps towards finding Dr. Heart.
Radiating a dreary demeanor, Rainbow trotted down the halls with her head hung low and her ears drooping. Despite focusing on her search for hospital staff as a means of distraction, Rainbow Dash’s mind couldn’t help but find its way back to Scootaloo, and what she had said not moments ago. That brave, if not naive, whisper echoed in Rainbow’s ears, filling her with, and simultaneously draining her of, hope.
"D-do ya think... m-maybe you c-could show m-me... when I-I'm all better?"
Scootaloo’s request haunted Dash like the ghost of a child. Scootaloo believed she would recover, even after suffering from a cardiac arrest and cheating death. But she didn’t know... 
Maybe it’s better that she doesn’t know... Rainbow Dash thought as she sighed heavily. She won’t be scared, maybe she won’t even notice...
Rainbow paused, trembling, and finally collapsed against the wall. She fought back a rising flood of tears as she remembered the somber conversation she’d had with Dr. Heart not but a few hours ago.
”We’ve implanted her with a device that should keep her heart rate steady, so long as there aren’t any blood clots,” Dr. Heart said.
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Chapter 9: Maybe It's Heaven

With Scootaloo all strapped into the harness between Rainbow Dash’s wings, the two pegasi and Nurse Redheart made their way to the hospital’s side entrance. As the three ponies passed by a series of windows on their left, Scootaloo got a glance at the sun rising over the clouds dotting the horizon. The towering cumuli were tinged a soft hue of orange, similar to that of her coat. They drifted lazily over the mountains in the distance, reminding Scootaloo of a distant dream she’d once had. The smallest of smiles graced her lips as Rainbow Dash descended the last flight of stairs and exited the hospital through a back door.
“Alright Rainbow Dash, remember what we agreed upon. 9:30 at the emergency entrance, no earlier and no later,” Nurse Redheart said.
“Gotcha,” Rainbow replied as she arched her neck around to look back at Scootaloo. “Ready for the best day of your life, squirt?”
“Mhmm,” Scootaloo mumbled with a yawn. As excited as she was, the combination of being woken up before dawn and her disease sapping her of energy kept her exhausted.
Regardless, Rainbow Dash was unsatisfied. “Oh c’mon, kid!” she scolded playfully, “I know you’re louder than that, where’s the Scootaloo whose shouts could shake me out of a tree?”
“R-right here!” Scootaloo flared her tiny wings with bravado. The thrill of what was to come was great enough that she almost didn’t feel sick anymore. “I-I can be loud, I just don’t wanna is all!”
Although Scootaloo’s retort was more of a squeak than a shout, Rainbow Dash tussled the filly’s mane and said, “Woah there Scoot, no need to wake up half of Ponyville.”
Both pegasi were grinning broadly, as if they had completely forgotten why they were outside a hospital in the first place. Nurse Redheart was watching Scootaloo and Dash from the doorway, smiling softly as Rainbow Dash spread her wings at Scootaloo’s request.
“Ya ready, kid?” Rainbow Dash winked at the filly between her wings as Scootaloo nodded vigorously. Rainbow turned back to face Nurse Redheart, who gave her a smile and a wave of her hoof, prompting Rainbow Dash to go ahead. “Alright then... and away we go!”
With a powerful surge of her wings, Rainbow Dash blasted off into the sky. She quickly gained altitude, flying as she always did: fast and furious. Scootaloo’s eyes were watering in the corners, definitely because of the air speeding past her as she poked her muzzle out from the back of Rainbow’s neck. “R-Rainbow Dash!” Scootaloo shouted over the wind rushing past her, “th-this is so awes-” 
She stopped as a sudden fit of coughing wreaked havoc on her lungs. Rainbow Dash quickly came to a stop, gripped by an intense fear and extreme guilt at forgetting how much her passenger could handle.
“Oh crap, Scootaloo, are you okay? I’m so sorry, I-”
“Awesome!” The filly exclaimed through a series of dry hacks. “This is so awes