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		Description

Cylinder Block hates dealing with ponies, but in order to achieve certain things he has to. Being a simple scavenger and a craftpony, he enjoys working with machines more, because they never complain and are generally quiet. He is perfectionist, he likes to work on things to every detail, fixing even the smaller things.
Living futher away from the trader town in a small cellar which he alone rebuilt for himself only, he enjoys his privacy and the silence. 
The legend says that somewhere under the city is hidden a laboratory, thriving with technology, holding long lost secrets of machinery development. Of course our main hero is trying to find it and use it to build more complex and more useful machines for ponies to use.
The town is littered by urban legends and stories, unfortunately no one knows where is the border between a story and the real wasteland life.
His silent and calm life changes when a mare keeps following him, and eventually making a deal to trade off her information she gathered about this legend, for his company.
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		Chapter 1 - Scavenger



Walking into the house, I felt no fear, only curiosity about what treasure will be hidden inside. Even though all those stories about the residential building being occupied with the old world souls couldn’t stop me in my work. Besides, those were only urban legends to scare off little fillies from going into the city ruins, and staying with their parents at their settlements. I went inside, and as always I went straight for kitchen - most appliances being there, even though they were kitchen machines, you still could salvage so many parts and later used them somewhere else. For example, the fridge having a compressor which could be later used for air cleaning weapons or pump the air into pressure tanks, while the oven had not only heating unit for heating up water or being used in new oven, it had also lights and many switches for other machinery. As I came into the room I noticed the white pony which was almost invisible, standing above the stove and preparing something in actual frying pan. It looked at me with its black eyes, and the grin on her face instantly changed into anger. It stared right at me, which felt like it is trying to stare into my soul and trap me with them in this world. In matter of seconds, another white pony appeared, grabbed one of the kitchen knives which was right next to the stove and stabbed me right in my chest. As I was falling unconscious I could hear them whispering: “We don’t tolerate zebra spies in proper pony family”
-------------------------------------
I opened my eyes, just to stare on my dark blue ceiling, my heart beating fast, probably as fast as it was possible without exploding. I turned on the bed to face my humble home - a small wine cellar, long forgotten, now turned into a proper housing for one pony. I made this place as comfy as possible with the resources I had at my hoof. Repainting the walls and building some new ones with wooden planks just to keep my bed and kitchen with my small living room separated from the workshop.
I got up from the bed, and looked into the mirror right there. I haven’t brushed my dark blue mane, nor actually took shower in days, probably weeks now, but I could hardly tell how long it was since my coat was always gray and it was hard to tell if I am dirty or actually clean; I was glad for that feature, because I absolutely hated cleaning myself. To be honest, I never actually did deal with ponies, so no one really cared that much. Being an earth pony and a stallion I was rather skinny than the usual build of earth ponies I have seen around the settlements.
I walked over to the kitchen which was right behind the wooden wall, took a sip of water and looked up on the clock. I salvaged those from an old school, just replaced the spark battery and guessed the time by the sun. So it was approximately sometime around eight in the morning; pretty much the usual time for me to get up. 
I slowly moved towards the workshop which took most of the cellar. I had a big workbench with shelves all around it, and small containers labeled according to whatever was inside of them; from different sized screws and nuts to a small machine specific parts, as well as bigger parts with many uses, like the heating unit, or just unique parts like the spark battery convertors. There was so much parts around, that if I wanted to I could make a robot, although that would need a lot of time, as well as proper blueprints and also someone who knew how to program one. I could work with machines but as soon as it came to computers I had only one small terminal which I used for storing blueprints I found in the ruins. And that summed up all my computer knowledge. I bet there were bunch of other uses hidden in there, but for me it was enough.
I had a delivery prepared - a big circular saw especially for cutting through thick metal plates. I got it commissioned by the only pony I traded with, who used to pay me enough for my work and always had something for me to do. Just need to check few things to make sure it is ready to be delivered. Opened the drawers in the workbench, there, a line from smallest to biggest I had arranged almost all the tools which existed, screwdrivers, wrenches, different cutters, pliers and whatever else you needed for working with machines. I took a wrench and made sure all the bolts were tight enough on the circular saw, especially the disc itself, so it doesn’t fly out and kill a working pony. Afterwards I made sure the vee belt was tightened enough, but not too much so it doesn’t destroy the bearings in just few days of use. Under the machine I made a small slot for spark batteries with easy plug and unplugging, so you don’t have to have ton of wires going around. I took two spark batteries from the shelf and plugged them inside, starting the saw. There was a simple switch with three positions which I salvaged from an old toaster; One off, second a low power option to start it up so it doesn’t eat the spark batteries in one go and the third one for full power. Everything was working as intended, switching it off, putting the spark batteries and the tool to their rightful place, I quickly glanced around the shelves and made a note what will be needed. For sure bunch of spark batteries wouldn’t hurt at all, wires, maybe some more battery slots which I used on the saw, oil can I could definitely use, as well as pistons for the cylinder I had here and could be turned into cylinder pump if I found the right size. Bunch of other parts were not as urgent, but I was always taking everything I could get my hooves onto. Not like it will get lost in here.
I made my way back to my bedroom and opened the locker in which I had stored my armour. It was a leather armour which I traded for one of my machines, in particular the water heating. I knew the heating had way higher price, but I just didn’t want to bargain for hours with the pony so I simply asked for a leather boarding. It used to be in bad shape, but I managed to reinforce it with more leather layers and give it this old timey feel. The sleeves for hooves were completely cut off as a separate parts than the boarding itself. It took a while to get into the boarding but I was proud of my creation. I slid into the boarding, strapping it in place with a leather belt of same colour across my side. The hooves were a bit trickier; sliding each hoof into the sleeve I secured it with two smaller belts, on both ends. It was a bit tight but I always got used to it after few hours out there. Right next to the locker was a hanger on which my saddlebags were resting. Long time ago - as one of my own creation - I attached a sheath for machete on the inside of the right saddlebag. The only weapon I ever had, and the only one I could kill something with. I never was good at shooting, no matter how fun it was, but having something that is making explosions right in my mouth or strapped to my side was horrifying thought. I picked up the saddlebags and secured them on my back.
Now it was time to get stocked up and deliver the machine. I gathered few bottles of water, some random boxes of pre-war food I had, and went for the door. The door was reinforced with metal plates and bunch of slidings locks all around which were powered by a spark battery hooked to a small simple engine and a talisman as a controller. I placed my talisman to the door and the locks slid away. I opened the door, lifting the tarp which covered them from outside, masking it from unwanted visitors and placed two rails on the few stairs which led down to the cellar. I hooked the machine which was placed on a small cart to my back and pulled it out of the cellar. Hiding the rails back inside, locking the door with the same talisman and masking the door again, I made my way towards the Traders district.
--------------------

The way to Traders usually took around two hours depending on the weather and the surprises which were waiting on my way. Barely ever I encountered anything, and if so, it was a roaming ghoul or just some critters trying to survive. I never managed to find a pony on my journey, nor anything bigger or dangerous I couldn’t handle. The way was pretty easy as well, just keep following the road between hills and later through long dead forest until I reached a crossroad on which I made my way towards the north. I enjoyed the quiet walk, being able to think to myself about what to build, the mechanism and functions of machinery, blueprints and what could be changed and combined to be more effective, what will wait for me today in the ruins, or what will Coin Punch have for me today.
As soon as I saw the Traders district, I turned to the East and kept my distance from the settlement, as I always prefered not having to talk to anyone and just enjoy my silence. It took another few minutes before sighting the scrapyard. The huge place was visible from far away, almost as big as the Traders district alone, although most of it just junk. It looked like a huge horseshoe of stuff which was brought by scavengers from all around the place and later just dumped around on a pile for the workers to go through, take apart whatever they could use and trade it away, with a small office in the middle where Coin Punch resided and took care of all the trades going around his place. He was very intimidating with trades, therefore everyone just kept to their ends and no one really tried to screw him over.
I made my way through the front gate, guarded with only two earth ponies in a watchtower. The place was really peaceful so there were rarely any attacks by ponies, usually just by ghouls or mutated animals. I noticed that the workers were disassembling a sky chariot, which was most likely brought for the big traveling agency stop I saw few times in the ruins. I regretted the choice of destroying instead of repairing it. It could be made flying again with bunch of repairs and investment, and later used for hauling more parts around. I started imagining it, working on it, replacing all the wires, finding new talisman, maybe attaching some new lights inside and outside then replacing all the bodywork with new metal plates and painting it on a blue colour, maybe attaching a radio with speakers inside, remove most of the seats and install racks, shelves and different lockers and crates, maybe even add a workbench with tools, and….
*Bump*
I walked straight into the office due to my daydreaming, and thanks to the big machine I pulled, it just pushed me right into the wall. Getting back to my hooves and cleaning my face, I looked up as I heard familiar voice to call out:
“Ohohoh! You gotta watch your face my little friend, or you gonna kill yourself one day!” Coin Punch said with his strong accent which made him even more intimidating. The big unicorn looked from the window in trading office at me. His yellow coat and almost as golden mane made him look like he is made out of gold. “I take it as you finished my order!” he added.
I just quietly nodded. I barely ever opened my mouth to talk unless it was absolutely necessary. I simply hated any and all conversation. That is why I was always hidden away from the town only with my machines. They never complained, never wanted to talk about how my day was or whined about how bad their day was.
“Thank you! Unhook it right here, my ponies will take it and start working immediately. Anyway, here is your payment,” he levitated a small pouch full of caps, “three hundred caps, just for you!”
I unhooked the machine and picked up the pouch. I trusted him, so I just put it in my saddlebags and looked at him, awaiting another order.
“I will need a water pump, something really simple this time I bet. The ponies in the Traders district need a new pump as they keep getting bigger and bigger, and the one you sold me last time is not enough anymore. Something bigger or more complex would surely do the task!”
Sure, as always he said it is easy, but it’s not just like that. I instantly started thinking about which kind of pump would do, piston pump would be too simple, so probably would need to make a gear or rotary pump. And getting parts for that would be hard alone, not talking about actually making it, synchronizing the gears and all the spaces, sealing it properly… Luna help me, that is gonna take a while.
“At least a week,” I simply answered. This would be a bigger project than some simple pump. Would probably be able to make it sooner, but I want things to be fully functional and reliable.
“Oh you take your time mechanic! If you make it under a week I will give you extra payment. Otherwise four hundred caps!”
I had no chance of finishing it just under a week, unless I put all my time into it. And I valued sleep and scavenging too much to give up on that. More like week and half if I was being realistic. If I was being too optimistic, I might be able to find some good parts of pre-war pumps, clean them and refurbish.
“I’ll do my best. Thanks.” I turned around and making my way out of the scrapyard. I wanted to go to the Ministry building today, look for more of the documents on the subject of pre-war experiments. I don’t know if it is another of the urban legends going around, or actually a thing, but under the city ruins is supposed to be a maze of laboratories, each with different research subjects, some of them even still fully functional. Instead I made my way towards the old repair shop in the ruins, hoping I would find some mechanical parts I could use for the pump. The ministry building can be visited later on or some other day.
--------------------------------
The ruins of the old city were incredibly silent, which was actually a usual thing, although pretty disturbing. From each side of the city were standing residential buildings, and the closer to the centre the buildings slowly became shops or offices. Right in the centre was a huge, still incredibly irradiated crater from the balefire bomb which fell in here and ended the war. I never been in the actual middle, but even in closer areas to there I quickly got irradiated, feeling like crap and puking my guts out. So I tried to stay away as much as possible.
I never went into a residential building either, both due to being afraid of that story and my stupid dreams, as well as not really being anything interesting in there. It was better to go into an office or old shop, which yield way more parts than just a stupid pony house.
As soon as I went past the residential buildings, the structures rapidly change, not just a small houses but rather tall buildings, usually collapsed in midway, the widows destroyed, doors usually not in sight and bunch of rubble all around the place. I remembered most of the ruins, as I was walking here on almost daily basis, as well as having a map and to my luck the streets were still marked by pre-war signs.
Suddenly I heard a crack somewhere far behind me. I instantly drawn the machete out, and hid behind a corner, only to see the yellow mare who has been following me for at least a week now. She never spoke to me and usually stayed hidden, but I always seen her at least once a day in the ruins. I didn’t really know what was she doing, why the fuck would she be following me constantly, and what she wanted. She possibly had no information about me, I never told anyone even my real name, nor my intentions. And Coin Punch was always good in keeping the secret that I made all the machines.
I hid the machete, as the mare again hid and disappeared from my sight and continued towards the mechanic shop, which was now only a few blocks away. I gave a thought to the pump, maybe a few pumps from a pre-war dishwashers or washing machines could do, connected parallely to a single pipe, even if small it would still be able to pump enough as each of it would give its maximum output and just adding more flow to it.
I came to the mechanical shop, first as always slowly moving in, weapon ready if something decided to camp inside but it was empty as usual. I quickly glanced over the machines which were around. It looked like it was shop mainly for construction machinery, as different tools were lying around, between them I’ve seen bigger machines such as mechanical cutters and even a big engine for producing electricity. I remember I seen that instead of using spark batteries, but it was too big and too loud. I gave it a thought though, it had a lot of gears inside as well as possible gearbox, which could be made into a gear pump with enough sealing. Probably could use rubber hoses or silicone if I found some. I went for the idea of it, better something than nothing for now. I started disassembling it into smaller parts, so it fits into my saddlebags. I remembered how useful my saddlebags were with all the small pockets I fitted with tools for these exact opportunities. Taking apart the cylinders, pistons and almost all the unnecessary parts which could be used for something else instead, probably building an engine. I would fit a spark battery or talisman powered motor inside and making it pump. 
As soon as I was finished with the engine and having it stored in my saddlebags I went around looking for spark batteries, but I found only one. On the other hoof I was able to find bunch of screws still in original boxes and marked. Right into my saddlebags it goes. I wanted to take one of those other tools, but I felt like it would be too much for my saddlebags at this point, and rather being safe than sorry and destroying them.
I turned around to leave the shop when suddenly this yellow ball of fur appeared in my vision. I yelled in surprise, before I was able to draw my machete and defend myself I fell on my haunches because of the heavy loaded saddlebags.
“Heya Cylinder Block! How are we doing this beautiful day?!” The yellow fur yelled. Only then I noticed it was the mare who kept following me around...

	
		Chapter 2 - Written History



“Remember, even when we all die, the stories will survive generations”

“How do you know my name?” Was all I could ask. I was surprised so bad, not by her jumping on me like that, not by the fact that she was the mare that has been following me around for weeks, but by the fact that she knew my name.
There were so many other questions I wanted to ask, like what does she want, or why has she been following me around for weeks, why jumping on me like that, and mainly, who the fuck is she? All these quickly beamed through my head, with all sorts of answers and before I woke up from the wave of questions she actually backed up and kept looking at me.
“That’s not important! I just know it,” she said with a huge smile on her face as her eyes watched me over and stopped at bottom of my body. Only then I realized I am actually on my back and she is looking right at my crotch.
Trapped under the weight of my saddlebags, it took a bit of a fight before I managed to scramble back on my hooves and get up. I was not as strong as other earth ponies, but I was still stronger than other races. The mare was quietly watching me with stupid grin on her face, which made me want to buck her right into her muzzle and run away. But considering she has been following me, she knows where to find me again and there was no point in making enemies. I backed up a bit and looked at her, expecting finally the answer.
“Firstly it is important and secondly what do you want?” Asking her, I readied to grab my machete and at least defend myself if she suddenly launched on me. It was kinda dumb to do now, considering that I was laying unarmed and vulnerable for past few minutes on the ground.
“Well… I have been living in this town for quite a while, and I know that all the new ponies who come around and stay here for more than a week are the treasure hunters. But they usually start in the town, asking around before going to the ruins. You didn’t so I was wondering what are you up to, later I started following you around. Apparently you are hiding pretty far away, and you haven’t told anyone your name”
Considering how she was evading the proper answer, she must have paid someone to find out, or just went to Coin Punch. That pony would sold even his mother as long as it would be profitable for him. Now I wondered what price my name had. Surely couldn’t be much, otherwise this mare would be insane for spending money only for a name, on the other hoof, it kinda insulted me that my name was worth not that much.
“Coin Punch told you,” I just quietly stated. She probably agreed to not tell me, but no one else could have told her. She immediately started denying that, but it was true. Now there was still one unanswered question.
“What do you want?”
“Huh? Well, you see, it is a bit boring around my place, so I often go into the ruins myself, looking for the old stories and later compiling them into a book. It is just a hobby I have, mostly helping around the Trader’s for caps. And I saw you, looking for papers and stuff too, so I was just following you and taking whatever you left behind. But I also wanted to help you with that since you’ve been helping me a lot!”
I was looking at her face, stunned. I didn’t like this one bit, she was too talkative, disrupting my silence and my thoughts. There was nothing profitable in her travelling with me, I enjoyed the silence and my own pace. She would be distracting, probably rushing through, annoying.
“No,” was the simple answer. I didn’t want to explain myself because she would probably just try to explain that she would not do the stuff I hate.
“Oh come on! I promise I won’t get into your way! Besides I can help you too!” She immediately spat out. She wasn’t giving up easy, that is for sure.
“Yeah and how?”
“Well for starters…” She looked at my saddlebags, “I can help you carry stuff around too, therefore you could haul more things you take at once and wouldn’t have to make multiple trips. And since I am looking for stories myself, I could help you look for the papers you are looking for. Actually I think I might found some already”
She dug through her stuff and fished out a big folder full of various papers and gave it to me. I put it on the ground and opened it, revealing multiple documents, looking from very old to actually pretty recently written notes, drawn maps with scribbling on it and bunch more papers with what appeared to be profiles of ponies with all theirs information. Quickly scanning through all of it, it looked like it was all linked to the underground location I was looking for, and not only to that particular one, but to more actually. I was a bit skeptical about the genuineness of the documents, but a lead was a lead.
“What do you want for these?” ‘Please say caps’ I repeated in my mind while waiting for her answer.
“I already told you! I want to come with you!”
That was the answer I was hoping to not get. I just sighed loudly, hoping that she will get that I did not like this at all.
“Oh don’t worry, I will stay out of your way! I will just follow you and help you carry stuff!” She immediately shout out.
This was how losing a battle felt like. I ran through the documents once more and then slowly zoomed away. How great it would be if I had great photo memory, just scanning through all those papers and remembering them. How great it would be if she said caps and I just paid her and we would part our ways again. How my silence and peace would now be disturbed, and how I will not be able to think to myself about all the stuff, because of all the talking she will do.
*boop*
I felt something touch my nose, which woke me up from my thoughts. Her hoof was touching my muzzle and she, with a confused look on her face, was looking at me.
“You okay?” She asked.
“Yeah yeah… let's go.” I grabbed and put away the documents for future study, but most of them pointed into the Mayor’s office, where I wanted to go to at some point anyway. I knew the way, it was a huge building in the most destroyed place of the city, but I always figured thanks to the mayor’s office not being as tall as the other buildings, it was shielded from the blast, and later buried by all the rubble. It was quite a walk, especially with my now full saddlebags, and the stupid mare following me. I now realized she didn’t tell me her name, but I didn’t really wanted to know anyway.
We get on our way and that was exactly the time when I regretted not turning her away.
---------------------------------------------------
It took us about an hour to get to the mayor’s building. I did learn her name, Free Talk it was, she was living with her family in the Trader’s district. Her family actually had a big store with not only weapons and armour but with the everyday items you need, brushes, cleaning stuff, books even. She told me about her life, family and whatever else, but I spaced it away as soon as she finished the sentence. But it was the longest hour in my life. She wouldn’t shut up for a second, which made me both annoyed, and nervous at the same time, mainly because you never know what could be hiding in the ruins.
I was the most nervous when we passed the destroyed church at the exact mid-day. It is said that before the war, an old mare, dressed in old clothes which covered her completely, was going around and kidnapping badly behaving kids from their parents. Nowadays, the story goes that if you disturb her from her daily routine, she will kidnap you, drag you into her old church where she would slowly eat you alive, kid or not. Apparently few ponies already saw her, just roaming through the ruins at the exact mid-day, looking for not well-behaving ponies, even some say that they seen her dragging away a life-less body. I certainly did not want to disturb her at all story or not, but this mare seemed to not care about it at all, even though she looked at the church entrance few times as well.
I heard stories about many ponies running away from the ruins, scared for life. They never wanted to talk about what they have seen, what scared them so much. They just ran from the ruins, all the way to where they came from. Probably one of the reasons I was still here was that I actually believed in these urban legends and old world stories, and was very cautious where to go, when to go, and what to do there. The problem around here was, that you never knew what is only a story to scare off kids from going into the ruins, and what was actually the truth, so I simply took everything as a fact. And considering the mare was looking for the stories she, hopefully, had the same point of view.
It was just a bit after mid-day when we arrived to the mayor’s building. It still stood, not as majestic as I’ve seen on the photos, with the gardens and trees, colours booming everywhere, neatly cut grass, colourful pathways and fountain in the middle of the yard, the building with all the decorations, flags and written slogans everywhere. Now it looked like a big pile of bricks and construction material which was just as that thrown on top of everything to bury all the colours. The way was almost clear, except few pieces of rubble here and there, but we managed to easily get to the entrance of the building. The double door were off their hinges, one of them still stood up, but the other one was completely destroyed on the ground. 
As soon as we entered the building, we were greeted not only by the incredible view of the lobby, the dual staircases leading upwards to the second floor, old - but now destroyed pictures decorating the walls, the enormous light hanging from the ceiling, with diamonds and glass shards decorating it. There was something else which set me incredibly off. The temperature dropped heavily, outside it was warm enough for me to not sweat, but not too cold to feel like having to wear more than my armour, but in here it was freezing cold. I could even see my breath making a mist. I instantly turned around and pushed my hoof in Free Talk’s muzzle.
“Please, at least in here. Be. Quiet. And just follow me.” I quietly said.
She looked confused but nodded. I thought she get why this time.
“Just stay behind me all the time, don’t talk to anyone you see, don’t approach anyone you see, and just stay hidden” I commanded and she again nodded.
She actually looked scared, even more than I was. She knew what could be in here and she was well aware that this could end very badly for both of us if we’d manage to run into it.
The whole building was poorly illuminated, only light was coming from the destroyed door and some of the not entirely buried windows, but since the sky was always under a cloud cover, it wasn’t that much. I noticed an old oil lamp with almost no oil in it, but still enough for an hour or so. I lit it up and carried it around in my mouth. We made our way through the building, first the ground floor, peeking into the rooms, but most of them had nothing of value inside, mostly just furniture, various books or even ballot boxes. There was also a huge conference room, leisure room, a small kitchen where I found few boxes of old pre-war cereals which I took, and one canned apples which I instantly munched. Finding pretty much nothing in the ground floor, we returned into the lobby and took the stairs up to the first floor.
The first floor looked more decorated than the ground floor, I figured that it was more visited by the common ponies which needed to discuss their matter with the mayor or for the ponies working here, while the ground floor was off limits except for the employees. First room, straight with the view of the lobby was the mayor’s room, we went inside only to be greeted by hundreds of paperwork lying all around the place. The papers were covering all of the room, and made almost a foil for the dust, covering and isolating all the furniture beneath. There was a big table with a destroyed terminal on it, a vase and a huge lamp on it, the walls were hidden by various cabinets and shelves with books, boxes and more papers, and in one corner there was a big corner shaped sofa with a coffee table and few more armchairs around it. We instantly began looking around the paperworks, books and cabinets for something useful.
Opening the cabinets I found a bottle of wine and whiskey with about a dozen fancy glasses. Without a proper box there was no way of me carrying it without it shattering to pieces in my saddlebags, so I left that to the next time, taking only the bottle of whiskey, and wrapping it in some of the papers before putting it in my saddlebags. I had no idea how some ponies were able to just throw stuff into their saddlebags without it destroying, how are you supposed to carry bunch of bottles and other random stuff as well? Next to it were more books on law subject, documents with neighboring towns and their administration which told me nothing I wanted to know, but what caught my eye was a folder with building allowance around the town. That could tell me where and which buildings were being built and could give me more of a lead. I also managed to find a box of drawers full of ponies accused of various criminal offences, from tax evading to sharing fake news, spying and apparently even a folder named government opposition. I took that one as well for more reading material for late, but I felt like my saddlebags are getting too heavy at this point, especially with the machinery stuffed inside of them. I turned around to Free Talk, but her saddlebags were now full too, mainly books and a lot of papers.
The biggest challenge was a locked cabinet. Something being locked was always something which was hiding valuables inside. I motioned for Free Talk to come over and see if she manage to get it somehow open. She sat down, and dug through her saddlebags until she fished out a screwdriver and a bobby pin. I thought she is going to lockpick the lock, until she threw both of those away and took a huge crowbar and stuffed it into the drawer. With a loud crack, she opened the drawer and what was lying inside completely took my breath. There was a three-layer map, showing us the whole city with buildings and like, underground ‘safety’ tunnels and entrances to them, and last layer was indicating enormous rooms, with number descriptions and nothing more. I instantly took that, for more studying, but the first look at it gave me the idea that this is exactly what I have been looking for. Only that our luck just started running out.
I heard hooves clopping on the wooden floor right in front of the room which indicated nothing good to happen. I killed the oil lamp which was burning only slightly at this point anyway, and dove behind the mayor’s desk, grabbing Free Talk by her mane and taking her to my hiding spot too. Peeking through all the papers and mess around I looked at the doorway, expecting what will come into the view.
Just a few second in our hiding spot, we’ve seen exactly what I have expected that would be in here. What was worse, I was hoping that of all the things we could run into, this was only a story. A pony covered in an old grey cowl floated into our view and stopped right in the doorway. The most disturbing thing about it was the fact that there was no pony, only a dark, almost like a fluid inside, without eyes, hooves, anything, just shaping a pony. It turned to face the room which gave us clear view of the nothingness inside the cape, and it gave me the chills. Suddenly everything started being so cold, even colder than before, and I felt like being nowhere. Just in a black nothing, hovering, unable to talk or move, unable to open my mouth and scream, or blink, not even able to think about anything. It felt like my body was just taken away and my brain dropped in a jar, still alive without actually being alive. What woke me from my trance was a pony bumping into my head which sent me tumbling on the floor. I shook my head and gathered my thoughts, only to see Free Talk getting up and walking towards the figure. I was not able to do anything, I was still paralyzed, but I could clearly see her just walking out of the door behind the figure. Completely stunned I saw another two ponies walking behind it, aimlessly following it around. The hoofsteps soon got out of the reach, and I finally fully woke up.
Gathering myself from the ground, again it took me longer than normally due to my heavy saddlebags, I started thinking what to do next. The creature was from one of those stories - an evil spirit, who hypnotizes you and leads you away. They say that often the spirit used to be a teacher or a military officer, leading the kids or soldiers around, and the old souls still trapped in this world are just continuing their work of pre-war times. Sometimes the victims are led by the spirit till the end of their lives, which actually comes very quickly due to starvation and dehydration, sometimes they are being led to death by a fall - usually where there used to be a bridge or a floor, but now there isn’t. 
I was finally fully awake and I carefully looked outside of the door to check if the spirit is still there. Nothing being around, I darted out of the room towards the staircase and down to the exit from the god-forsaken building. As soon as I was out, I looked behind me to the pile of rubble which the building was covered with and sighed. I couldn’t just leave them in there. It was nice to have my silence and peace back, being able to go through at my own pace and not having to look behind for anyone made me happy, but on other hoof it would be a very bad move to just leave her behind, as well as the other two ponies, even though it was their fault getting trapped there. To be honest, if Free Talk didn’t bump into me, I would most likely be roaming around aimlessly with them too, so I at least owed her that. Besides I could probably tell her to not follow me around anymore for saving her life.
Looking to the path out of here, and then back to the entrance I started thinking of a plan. If I was able to take the ponies away from the spirit, it wouldn’t be able to lure them anymore and they might come back to senses. But I would have to get them away as fast as possible so it cannot trap them again. I believe that the spirits cannot go through the walls, they can float, but cannot pass through the walls, so closing it or the ponies somewhere should be easy enough. The problem is to not get trapped myself.
I looked once more at the way leading from this evil place, but turned back to the building and went back inside.
---------------------------------
After a long while of looking around in a complete darkness without a light, and running away whenever I felt like it is getting colder, I managed to pinpoint its way. It roamed through a huge conference room on the top floor, around its table and then back to the hallway. I only had to get as close as possible and had to close the door behind it. Easier said than done, it would have to be done as soon as the spirit enters so it would leave the ponies in the hallway, but not too soon for it to notice me.
I found a rope which I tied to the door, and put few cans on the ground as an alarm. The spirit would enter the room, and as soon as the cans are kicked, I’d pull the rope, slamming the door, and rushing towards the ponies and attempting to wake them up. And of course a lot of hope this all would work. I hid in a small room behind a wall, not far from the actual door, rope ready in my mouth and just waiting for the right time.
I waited for what seemed like eternity. I kept thinking if this is gonna work or not, and if I should even do it, risking my own life for another pony life. This was one of the reasons I enjoyed scavenging alone, never had to look out for another, and I was always careful enough not to get caught in these situations. I almost zoomed away in my thought when I heard echo of the tin cans being knocked over. I pulled the rope which resulted in a loud bang and I waited for a result before peeking out. Suddenly I heard a quiet “what is happening?” and I peeked out from my hideout to see the three ponies looking at each other, as if they just woke up from a nightmare. Which was not that far from truth.
I ran up to them, which made them confused even more and quietly but quickly started talking; “We have to get out of here as soon as we can. Just follow me and be quiet!”
They exchanged some confused looks but trotted behind me, or at least I did hope so they did, I woke them up and that was all I was planning to do with them. Now just escape this scary place and get back home. I didn’t stop as I rushed through the double door and found myself on the destroyed garden outside of the building, only then I looked behind me to the ponies which I got a good look at. One of them was a female unicorn with light blue coat and dark blue made, and a lamp as a cutie mark, most likely one of those not that experienced scavengers, while the other was a male pegasus with yellow coat and light green mane and instead of his cutie mark, there was a burnt cloud and lightning now - one of the dashites which were hiding nearby. It was said that this was a great spot for them - no one really dared to go into the ruins to look for ponies, as it was a huge place and searching someone in here was a dead end. They both looked at me in confusion while Free Talk was dumping a whole bottle of water on her face and shaking off the experience.
“W-what happened?” the pegasus spoke. He had a different accent, more soft as someone coming from a high place. He actually looked like he hadn’t eaten in a while, even his wings looked a bit ruffled up. “And who’re you?”
I sighed because this wouldn’t be as easy as I thought. I was hoping that we would just part our ways as soon as we got away from the building.
“You ran into Blud. It is an evil spirit which causes disorientation and then leads its victims around until they starve or get killed.” I simply answered.
“W-what? S-something like that exist?” The mare asked. She was shaking at this point, visibly scared.
“Have you not heard?”
They both looked at each other and just shaked their heads.
“Look. If you came here to look for fortune or other stuff, then don’t. This is a very bad place and only a hoof full of ponies survive this place. Or if you really want to go and search this city around, ask around what to expect.”
“How come you didn’t get trapped?” Free Talk asked. Her face and mane were completely wet and dripping water. She must have poured more than one bottle on herself.
“I got lucky,” all I answered, “but we gotta go. It is gonna get dark very soon, and we have to get out before the nightfall.” I turned away and started heading back to the traders.
“Hey wait!” The stallion spat out, “Thanks… but we don’t really remember our way out. And I am starving to death… Do you think you could help us?”
“Please? My name is Lamplight and this is Rainlight,” the mare pointed at the pegasus stallion, “I have no idea how long we were in there… but we decided to head in and look for some supplies after we running low on caps. Someone told us that Mayor’s building would be a good bet. They didn’t tell us about that thing inside though.”
What a surprise. You probably wouldn’t go inside if you knew. I turned around to face them again, and Free Talk was already sharing her supplies with them. That made it easier for me. Even though my saddlebags were heavy, I didn’t like the idea of making them lighter by sharing my stuff with complete strangers.
“We will help you out, no worries. But seriously look into what you are getting into when going around this place. Or be very careful. If you encounter anyone in here, don’t talk to them, just hide or run,” Free Talk answered. I had exactly the opposite plan, but refusing to help them was like leaving them inside with the monster.
They quickly munched and drank whatever they got from Free Talk and we headed off. I was in front, leading them through the fastest way possible. We would still not make it before the dark, but the priority was to get out of the ruins before the nightfall. I somehow remembered the way back to my place even in dark, so I should’ve been okay.
They had a conversation with Free Talk the whole time we walked in the back, I was walking few meters in front of them and just completely ignoring them, making sure we are going the right way and thinking for myself again. Most of the streets were actually empty, without any rubble or obstacles which made it easier and faster to navigate. We soon were passing the old church, keeping the distance I gave it a good look. The windows were destroyed, the glass shards were all around the building. The back of it was gone, only the bell tower was standing with a clear view through where the bell used to hang - which was now gone. I remembered seeing the bell once at the Coin Punch’s scrapyard - I figured it would be worth a lot, being so heavy and made out of whatever metal, probably bronze. The small roof on the church was almost like it was being repaired monthly, no dust or anything on it, and even the walls looked cleaner than the rest. It must have been majestic building back in the pre-war era, ponies always going in and praying to Celestia and Luna, hoping for their lives to get better and thanking for the good they have gone through. Now it was a place where ponies would be afraid to go, the graveyard of old times.
*DONG*
I looked up to the belltower, startled, and having stopped in my tracks.
*DONG*
I started shaking and looked back to the others, who now stopped too.
*DONG*
“Oh, they are announcing the end of the day on the bell.” Free Talk stated.
*DONG*
“T-there is no bell,” I quietly said, my voice shaking, “we gotta run!”
*DONG*

	