
		
			[image: Cover image]
		

	
		The Daughter of Time: The story of Clockwork

		Written by FallingSpark

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Original Character

					Dark

					Random

					Tragedy

		

		Description

A mare, 1500 years old and covered in armor visits her only friend on her deathbed. A friend who has held the last link to her missing past. Clockwork is an automaton, has been for as long as she can remember, but before that she was an earth pony working as an apprentice to a blacksmith in the kingdom of Desteria. After an accident left her mortally wounded a spell was cast and armor created for her to survive. she was left to live without pain, or emotion. 
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		Prologue



	‘What are you doing here?’ the voice in my head pesters, ‘you really think she wants to see You? After 80 years? She probably doesn’t even remember you.’
“Shut up!” I snarl, silencing the voice, “Besides even if she has forgotten me, I still have to do this.” 
I continue to walk up the old stairs, the half rotten wood creaking and threatening to shatter under my hooves weight. The old hospital is quiet, only the occasional cough or sounds of trotting can be heard as my gears whirl slowly, another sound of wood cracking makes me shift my weight once more. I make my way to the third floor and look over the railing at the main lobby below. Several ponies stand around, most wearing hospital worker robes, others stand by the doors trying to avoid the cold December rain storms. 
‘347, 345, 344, Ah! 342.’ I think silently and put my hoof on the old door. 
I gently push it open, scared that it will crumble before my eyes like the rest of the building. It holds strong as it swings open, the hinges squeal as it does. I shift on my hooves and walk in. A blue unicorn is levitating a bowl and feeding an elder mare who is lying on the bed.  
“He-hello?” I say quietly as if any noise would scare the nurse. 
The unicorn looks at me for a moment before moving the bowl to the counter and walks past without a word, the door closes silently behind her. I bite my coat and slide in onto a chair, my wings extending and retracting a couple times before I approach the mare. Each step that I take causes me to tremble, both out of fear and regret. I stop a few strides from her, taking a deep breath I force myself to stand next to the mare. I look down, my eyes don’t see the elder mare with a short white mane, no, I see what I did so many moons ago, that gray earth pony filly with an ocean mane, those red tipped ends always settling in her face, I see those deep rose eyes and bright smile that could turn a hurricane into a day in paradise. I see the pony I swore to protect and time I failed and ran scared, even when she needed me the most. 
“Clock?” the old mare says, her voice raspy, “Clockwork the Automaton? Is that you?”
Her lips struggle to make a smile as her old hoof reaches up to touch my faceplate. 
“I-I’m so sorry.” I say, tears starting to form, I turn away in shame as the tears fall down my copper face. “I’m so sorry, I never should have left you.” 
I hug her gently as she coughs, blood drips from her mouth. 
“No Clock, do not be sorry for events of the *coughs* past,” she says as I wipe the blood away. “I was a different filly, who *coughs, more blood sputtering out of her mouth* who thought she could control anypony, I hurt those closest to me. I hurt you, Clockwork, and if anypony is to be sorry, it is me.”
Another coughing fit begins more blood pouring out of her mouth and staining her coat with the crimson red. I know that this is her last night, age is a part of everypony’s life and I cry once more knowing that I could’ve spent her life with her, protected her when she was sick. I wipe the tears on my metal wings the gears whirling again as the reach up and slide the curtains open, the storm has lessened and the soft tapping of rain on the glass clams me, as I know it did her. 
“I’ll talk to the doctors, they’ll do something, they- they’ll make you better again, I promise.” I say through tears. 
I turn back to her, her chest rising and falling slowly as she shakes her head. 
“Not even the queen could heal old age Clockwork, I’ve lived a full life, I’m glad I knew a mare like you, my life might be over but think to the brighter days, you’ve got another thousand years if not more.” She says, most of her muzzle encased in blood. 
I tremble again. 
“I should’ve come sooner, I was a coward! I was scared of you hating me as much as you did that day.” I say not able to make eye contact. “I, I didn’t think I could handle it.”
“I never hated you, to me you were my closest friend, and nothing could have changed that, but events unfolded that nopony could control, but through those events good things did come.” She says, her voice softer. “I came into the queen’s study, taken under her wings, she gave me a gift. She told me to keep it safe for you.” 
She lifts her shaky hoof towards a small cardboard box, two names scribbled across the sides, my name and one I did not know. 
“How is it for me? What about this, ‘Silver Belle’? Who is she?” I say looking back at my friend. 
“I never did know but it was passed on to her from a stallion in the past, one you might know.” She pauses searching for the name, “Brass, I think, Briss Brass.” 
I place the package down and hug the mare, her breath shallow as I feel the life leave her. Her final breath leaves as I place her down onto the bed placing her hooves on her chest. I pluck one of my metal feathers and place it between her hooves. More tears fall as I throw my coat on again, I grab the box and examine it, and the thoughts of my creator leaving me a gift surprised even me, a creature of time and reason. He was a monster, had always been, and like him I became. I shake my head and put the box into my saddle bags and trot towards the door. I take one last look at the mare, at my oldest friend. I had never thought saying goodbye would be this hard, but now I knew she was happy, the way her smile shown. I sniffle and dry my face. 
“Goodnight my dearest friend, sleep well and may the moon watch over you.” I say as the rain picks up. “Goodbye Spark.”
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		Chapter One



I close the door and walk down the hall, the old house is on the edge of the city and with the outer district being abandoned I don’t get many ponies visiting. I use my wing to throw my coat onto the chair and pull my saddle bags off, the bag catches one of my release switches and sends my heavy wings to the ground with a loud metallic clang.
“Great.” I mutter to myself and lift up one of the dusty photos. 
I smile and wipe the years of dirt off it. It was two years before I left, the sun was out and she had shinned my armor like new. Spark’s wide smile was still visible as she propped her front hooves on my head, my gear shaped eyes are looking up at her and a goofy smile is on my face. The park and houses looked so new in the background. Both now lie unused and decaying. I was almost sad in a way. I returned the photo and pulled out the box. Removing my horn I torn at the tape and dumped the contents out onto the floor. 
“What the hay Briss” I say trying to remove the stallion from my mind. 
I shift through the old letters, film strips, and photos. It all looks like old junk that anypony would own. Why was it so important that the queen of all ponies would want me to have this? I’m about to trash everything when my hoof lands on a smaller box. I take it in my hooves and open it, the small object that falls out makes my gears stop. 
“How the buck?” I stammer and hold the object to the single light in the room. 
I wasn’t dreaming, in my hoof was one of the only and possibly last memory chips for a model C-10-ckw series 0-rk clockpony I was the only one of that model, deemed defective and taken out of service, at least that’s what Briss had told me. I open the letter surrounding the chip and read the notes that Briss Brass had written, ‘The clockponies where all automatons, they normally worked where most ponies couldn’t, gathering resources or removing hazardous materials. But model C-10-ckw is different, most others don’t show any sign of a conscience, ask questions, or act like a normal pony. But this one does and the council has ordered us to cancel the C-10’s they see her an immortal pony who could plan, who could somehow disconnected herself from the central control and who could turn rouge. They tell us that she is a threat to the kingdom, termination for the project and the automaton is scheduled for tomorrow at noon.’ The rest of the page is scribbled with tech notes and statistics. I drop the paper as the realization hits me hard. 
“Terminated?” I whisper, “Me? Is that why I went crazy? Why everypony feared me before?” 
The questions flood my mind in a frenzy as the room starts to spin. I sit down and shake my head, clearing it. 
“Well l may as well see the chip.” I mutter hitting the small latch on my belly. There is a small hiss of coolant as the compartment slides out. I search the slots and find an empty memory one, though I had an upgrade a while ago I still have some of the original circuitry so the chip should still fit. 
I take a deep breath and plug the chip in and slide the compartment back into place. I feel dizzy as my circuits reboot. The world starts to shift left as I fall to the ground my gears slowing to a stop as I land my head next to the picture of Spark and myself. Then the world goes black.  
*1500 years ago, Northern Desterian Forest* 
	Twigs snap under my hooves as my mane gets blown into my face again. 
“Solaris?” I call nervously into the shadows. “Solaris! This isn’t funny anymore, it’s getting almost too dark to see the paths!” 
‘Oh Silver what have you gotten yourself into.’ I think silently. 
Another branch snaps behind me as I jump around. A light is cast over me as a mare giggles. 
“Oh Silver you scared filly” Solaris says her horn dimming as she pokes my foreleg. “Thought I up and walked out on you heh?” 
I snort and turn back into the direction of Luna’s rising moon, my tail deliberately smacking her in the muzzle. She sighs and trots to keep up with my quick pace. The last thing I want to do is be out here when the moon is fully risen, you never know what could be hiding behind a tree.  
“Oh come on! Don’t tell me that you had a little bit of fun trying to find me!” Solaris says playfully her red and golden mane flipping over her neck as she tilts her head. 
“No I didn’t. I came out to find some materials and instead had to find you.” I say annoyed. “Now Briss will think I’m not taking my internship seriously.” 
Another sigh. 
“Fine I’ll help you find this stupid flower.” She says walking further into the forest. “What did he say it was called again?”
I search through my saddle bag and find the book Briss gave to me that morning. After several minutes of flipping pages with my muzzle I find the bookmarked section. 
“Poison Joke and Lunar Lotus. It says not to allow either come in contact with our bodies, and seeing as you’re a unicorn that shouldn’t be a problem.” I say happily stuffing the book back into my bag. “In short look for the blue magic looking flower.” 
Solaris rolls her eyes and mutters how this is not a task for a unicorn and how much she hated working. Ignore her rant and allow my coat to catch the warmth of the sun peeking through the leaves above me.  I hmm a sweat little tune from my time at the orphanage and keep my eyes open. We walk for several hours before reaching a patch of the Lunar Lotus flowers, their blue petals wrapped up tight in a white pod, awaiting the glow of the moon to reveal their beautiful star pattern pedals.
“Silver why do you even want to be his apprentice anyway? I mean he’s a bit odd messing with those clock things.” She says using her magic to pick several of the flowers, placing them into glass containers and into her own bags. 
“Solaris they are called Automatons, and I find it fascinating that he’s trying to give them life.” I say imagining how the new potions and spells would work to finally give Desteria the protection it needed. “Briss plans on creating them to serve as protectors not just for fix clocks or other machinery.” 
A golden glow hits the trees in front of me as I turn back. The sun was descending towards the Equestrian Mountain Range and it would soon shroud the forest and most of the city in darkness until the moon was risen. We had gathered enough flowers as it was and hopefully Briss and I would start with the first batch of potions and building the copper armor for his creations. 
“You know everypony hates the idea of the clockponies right?” whispers Solaris as we reach the edge of the forest. “They think its going to be Frankenhoof all over again. But I know you’re as stubborn as earth ponies come so I’ll just say this, when he powers on those- those things  remember what you really are,” she pokes my chest with her hoof, “YOU are a real pony and I hope you don’t forget they aren’t.” 
She hugs me and trots off to the other side of the city, leaving me with a small cart of jars and flowers. I grab the harness with my teeth and start moving towards the shop, I hope to have everything set up by the time Briss arrives at dawn. Just needed to make it through the night without touching those flowers. I pass several guards as I approach the shop all of them giving me a strange look as I kept my head down, my reputation around town wasn’t the best but they till tried to look after me, not because they wanted to but because my father had been one of them, when the timber wolf packs had started preying on citizens he was one of the first to enlist to stop them. He gave his life and in remembrance they agreed to watch over his newly orphaned filly. And several cases of theft and petty crime didn’t help my image or his. By midnight I had made it into the shop and started smelting and shaping the copper that would be used to create the automaton’s ‘coat’. Sweat dripped off my face as I worked over the fires using my teeth to hold the cooling pads while my hooves held the large hammer. At dawn I was pulling out a chest piece as Briss trotted inside, he had coffee in his hooves, almost like he couldn’t function without the dreaded stuff. He took a look at the flowers and at me with a smile. 
“I think ye might be overpassin’ my expertise Silver.” His voice made gravel seem like clouds. “I take it ye found these flowers pretty easy?” 
I nod, my teeth biting a hot grip pad as I removed a batch of copper faceplates. My hoof catches a lever as water flows down and cools them with a hissing of steam. I pick up one of them and put in over my muzzle.
“Error, error I am not an automaton.” I say with a grin. 
The old unicorn almost falls over laughing at the stupid comment. Though I had never known my father, I always imagined him to have been like Briss Brass. The two had known each other in years past but never got along, except with their dumb sense of humor. In fact most of the city shunned the poor stallion, it’s no surprise he lives on the outskirts amongst the abandoned cottages and underfunded subdivision developments that never reached completion. I continue my work and throw another set of hardened copper chunks into the fires and wipe my face. 
"When I started I underestimated how hard this job would be Briss." I say with a smile. "But its better than being at the orphanage."

	images/cover.jpg





