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		Description

[I swear this will be continued... eventually]
Time Turner goes missing: the Tardis doesn't return one day. Or the next day. Or, the day after that. After a week passes, Derpy and Dinky lose all hope of ever seeing him again. Then, things go from bad worse. Nine hundred years ago, Princess Celestia passed a law about custody suits, which contained a fine-print technicality that had never applied until now. The technicality was that if a single parent had a debilitating disability, they lose custody of the child to the state. Unfortunately for Derpy, her clumsiness and lazy eye were officially filed as symptoms of a mental illness. So, the FPS, Foal Protective Services, is forced to wrest her daughter away, much to the chagrin of the entire town of Ponyville. But, they won't take this lying down.
Cheerilee, who minored in law while she got her teaching degree, headlines the defense in the custody case. Can the unity of a town keep a shattered family from breaking even further? Or will the bonds between a mother and daughter be severed permanently...?
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A/N
Motivation: sad and depressing Derpy and/or Dinky pictures, combined with bad brushes with the CPS (my parents divorced, bitter custody battle), combined with no knowledge of Doctor Who.
So, the Doctor disappears, leaving Derpy alone to take care of Dinky. A branch of government takes Dinky away because they think Derpy is mentally retarded, even though she isn’t. This is my first really angsty story, but not too angsty, because it’ll have a happy ending. No grimdark, no downers. Now, before I repeat the fiasco with my music-based story, here’s this one.
End A/N
/x/x/x/
From the Desk of Mrs. Cherrilee
/x/x/x/
‘My name is Apple Bloom, and I like to Crusade with my friends.’
‘My name is Diamond Tiara, and I like my daddy’s money.’
‘My name is Sweetie Belle, and I like to Crusade with my friends.’
‘My name is Twist, and I like making my peppermint.’
‘My name is Scootaloo, and I like the awesomest pony in Equestria, Rainbow Dash. Oh, and Crusading with my friends.’
Cherrilee sighed. Her class had completely missed the point of the essay. This was supposed to be about something important, something they could say to the class that would leave a lasting impression on them. Not just any old thing they liked to do. Oh, well.
The magenta mare steeled herself to start reading the essays, and tried not to judge too harshly. They were just foals and fillies, after all. After twenty painful minutes of reading twenty half-pages that clearly hadn’t been worked on for the full three days’ worth of time, she breathed a sigh of relief. She was down to the last paper. It belonged to a miss Dinky Doo.
The teacher groaned, regretting that she hadn’t organized at least by name. Zinnia Zoomer’s paper was probably the least bad in the whole pile. Now, Cherrilee knows that Dinky isn’t dumb, but, she is a bit slow sometimes… like her mother. So, the pink-and-white-maned mare readjusted the lamp and started to read.
Immediately, she noticed something peculiar. Not only was the entire first page filled out, but there was writing on the back as well! And it was in the five-paragraph form, too.
‘Finally!’ she said to herself. ‘Somepony actually put some work into this one!’ and so, after recovering from the fact that Dinky Doo wrote the longest paper, Cherrilee began to read the final pages of the day. There were many spelling, grammar, punctuation, and usage errors, but, Cherrilee managed to push on through.
/x/x/x/
Dinky Doo’s ‘I Like…’ Essay (for the reader's convenience, edited for spelling and grammar)
/x/x/x/
My name is Dinky Doo Hooves, and I like it when my Momma smiles.
Momma has funny-looking eyes, but not in a bad way. When one looks up, the other looks down, and when one goes down, the other goes up. When Momma plays with me, she makes funny faces with her eyes to make me laugh. They’re just a little different, that’s all. Momma told me that when she was a little filly, she had a bad accident, and now her eyes don’t look right. Momma said that she can still see right out her eyes, even though they don’t look right. But, a lot of ponies are still mean to her, and to me.
They make fun of Momma because of her funny eyes. I think that’s so mean. She can’t help it. It’s like making fun of somepony because they don’t have a Cutie Mark. Some ponies even make fun of me because my Momma looks different. But some ponies are nice to us. Daddy loves Momma and me. All the ponies that Momma gives their mail to are nice to her. My babysitter Amethyst Star doesn’t make fun of me or Momma, and one time, she yelled at some mean ponies who were talking bad about Momma to me. Pinkie Pie is friends with us. She even threw Momma a birthday party one day! A lot of ponies came to that party, so much that I couldn’t even count them all. And I can count to twenty-three!
Even though we have friends and Daddy, sometimes I hear Momma crying in her bedroom. Whenever I hear that, I march right into Momma’s room and give her a big hug, because I know somepony must have been mean to her. Momma always stops crying when I hug her, and she hugs me back. I always say ‘I love you, Momma!’, and then she says ‘I Love You Too, Dinky’ and that makes me happy. When I’m happy, I smile, and when I smile, Momma smiles.
When Daddy comes back from work, I go tell him that I cheered Momma up. Then Daddy tells me to go play, and looks for Momma. When he finds her, he hugs her, and then they kiss. On the mouth. I think that’s gross, but Momma and Daddy tell me that that means they love each other. I guess that means that when they do gross things, like that special wrestling they did that one day, it means love. I don’t understand it, but Daddy says I will when I grow up into a mare.
Momma and Daddy have to work a lot. Momma is a mailpony, and Daddy fixes things with a screwdriver. He says it’s magic, but I think he’s lying. Doctors don’t use magic! Daddy is silly. I said that to Momma once, and she said that everypony is silly in their own way. She’s right. Daddy says silly things, Momma has silly eyes, and they say I’m silly just like them. Even if it’s just the three of us, I love my big silly family.
~Dinky Doo Hooves~
/x/x/x/
Cherrilee was speechless.
After reading the paper once through, she rewrote it onto a separate paper, fixing all the mistakes, and tucked it away in her saddlebag behind the desk.
‘I’m sending a copy to Ponyville Express first thing in the morning.’ She mused to herself.
After dabbing her eyes once more with a tissue, Cherrilee grabbed a pen. On Dinky’s paper, she wrote ‘A+’, then set down the pen. Never did she think she’d see the day when she saw Dinky’s name and an A on the same paper. It almost felt like a dream.
Speaking of dreams, Cherrilee’s bed at home was calling her name. So, she went home, and went straight to bed. Before she fell asleep, one thought passed through her mind.
‘I’m sorry, mother…’
/x/x/x/
A/N
Cherrilee's a moderately major character. You'll see why soon enough.
If anypony is a Dr. Who fan, please contact me through PM for FFnet users, or Comments through FIMfiction users. I may or may not have a request for you.
Anyways, the plot drama will really start next chapter. So until then, please leave a review/comment/whatever so I know people like it before I continue on. I also want to know how well I did in-a-child’s-eyes writing.
Also, if you’ve read this, and liked it, then please drop by my page and visit my story ‘The New Singer’. I made a bit of a major oopsie in the first chapter because my Author’s Note was over 500 words long… and 30% of the story. I’ll be editing that to be shorter very soon, but I got a lot of dislikes. Like, 400% more than my likes. So, if you could please balance the scales to give the story a chance to be read and critiqued, I would be most grateful to you.
End A/N



	
		Morning



/x/x/x/
Shifts change. You would think it an ordinary occurrence, no? One mare finishes her job for the daily time allotted, and punches in a card, waiting for the arrival of another to continue in her stead. It happens every day in menial working places. Flower stalls, weather factories, librarians. But there is one instance that is perhaps the most important of all.
Without the sun, there would be no sunlight. No sunlight means the plants can’t get the energy to nourish themselves. No nourishment means they grow weak, and die. Weak and dead plants don’t feed animals or ponies, and without feed, you die. On the other hoof, if you have too much sun, you could bleach out and kill the plants, ending with the same result.
Thus, the cycle of day and night was established, and is maintained by the Princesses of Canterlot. The elder princess, Celestia, has just awoken from her slumber. She removes her manecurlers, puts on her slippers, and while stifling a yawn, sleepily trots across her royal bedchambers to the waiting machine, dispensary of the bitter dark fluid of the glorious coffee bean.
After a sip or two, the contented alicorn smiles slightly, letting the heat warm her from the inside. With a hoof, she rubs the sleep out of her eyes, and heads out her balcony door. There, her younger sister stood, ever stoic, watchful eyes on the horizon for any threats that may pop up. Though there was no wind, the navy mane shimmered and waved, as if it were liquid starlight.
“I trust you slept well, sister?” she asked, without turning around.
“I did, Luna, like a foal.” Celestia sipped. “Now it’s your turn.”
Now, the princess of the night turned to her elder sister; her eyelids were drooping slightly. “In just a moment, sister. I always enjoy your sunrises.”
The white mare nodded. “All right, then.” she drained the mug, and set it on the balcony railing. “Shall we?” she asked, stepping to her sister’s immediate side.
As one, they bowed their heads. Celestia bowed slightly more, so her horn aimed below the line of the horizon. Their horns slowly began to glow, their respective colors corresponding to the celestial body under their control. When the luminescence reached the tips, they grimaced, for the grip had taken hold.
Driving their hooves into the ground, and straining slightly, the princesses slowly moved their heads. Luna down, and Celestia up. As the moon lowered on the horizon line, the sky brightened. When the moon finally dipped below the horizon, the navy alicorn ceased to move: her job was finished.
Celestia continued though her younger sister had stopped. The sun’s journey wasn’t quite finished yet. The horizon brightened from a dark violet to a lighter shade, then to blue, and continued to shift shades. As the sun finally peeked over, as if to say ‘Hello, Equestria!’, the sky broadly painted itself red, then quickly orange, until finally settling on yellow. This persisted for a moment, until the sun was fully over, and into the sky proper.
Day had broken.
Celestia relaxed, for her muscles and become tense during this ritual. She rolled her sockets, and shook her mane. As her hair bathed in the solar energy, it became revitalized, and shone once again. Luna’s did the opposite; in the sunlight, it looked to be a flat ocean blue, and ceased to flow.
The younger of the two yawned. “Beautiful as always, Celly.” she started towards a set of doors on the side of the balcony on the opposite of the wall from where Celestia entered. “I must bid you a good morning before I retire.”
“Good morning to you as well, little sister.”
Luna opened the doors with a hoof, magic glowing and gathering the essentials. Sleep mask, robe, unlocking the secret drawer under the writing desk hiding a stuffed bear. Before slipping the sleeping mask on, she fed the raven in its cage above the writing desk. After her task was complete, she slipped the mask over her eyes, and slid underneath the covers. Within two minutes, she was snoring.
Celestia gripped the mug with her magic, but was sadly surprised to find it empty. She glanced down at her hooves: she was still wearing her slippers. She sighed, and turned to head back inside. She heard liquid slosh in the mug, and she checked it again. Sure enough, there was more coffee in it. She smiled.
“Thanks.” she said to the air.
“Anytime, princess.”
Her guest left. As she removed her slippers, she began to drink... then immediately spit it out. It was liquid black licorice, her least favorite flavor of anything ever. Celestia’s eye twitched as she heard soft chuckling.
“You crafty draconequus.”
/x/x/x/
The sunlight crept through the window, and onto a patchwork quilt. It was a simple butterfly pattern, alternating red and white colors on each rhombus. The light shone directly onto a sleeping rabbit’s face. That rabbit stopped sleeping.
Angel opened his eyes, then closed them again, regretting that decision immediately. He stood on his hindlegs, put his arms in front of him, and began walking. He planned to get out of the direct light so he could open his eyes and adjust. Unfortunately, that was not to happen. He didn’t run into anything... except the floor, when he walked right off the bed.
His ear twitched.
After removing his face from the floor, the rabbit shook himself off. So, it would be one of /those/ mornings, eh? He looked back up on the bed. His master and caretaker lay there peacefully, undisturbed by his trip to floortown. This time, his eye twitched. But, he took a deep breath, and grabbed onto a nearby pole.
He climbed up the bedside table, which was quite a feat considering he had no opposable thumbs. He glanced about the room: no other creature was awake except for him. Angel decided not to let this deter him from attempting to have a good day.
He approached the yellow-coated pony under the cover. Hopping down onto the bed, he stepped next to her hooves, and shook them slightly. Nothing. He ruffled the coat above the fetlocks, but still, nothing. He rubbed his paws together and prepared to do it one final time.
Before he did, however, the hoof came towards him- alarmingly fast- pushing him off of the bed, again. After it did this, it went into the air, stretching the foreleg behind it. From his low vantage point, Angel could tell the other hoof was copying the gesture. She was also yawning. He had woken her, but at a terrible price. His mood was soured for the whole day.
His nose twitched. 
Fluttershy, however, was feeling great. Quite a restful sleep, if she would say so herself. She removed the covers from her body, and slipped out of bed. She noticed Angel on the floor.
“You know, the bed is much comfier than the floor, you silly bunny.”
He sighed, stood up, and hopped his way out of the room. The pink-maned mare watched the door frame after he had left, wondering whether it was something she said. She shrugged it off, and attributed it to Angel being Angel, like always.
She unfurled her wings, and fluttered up to the birdhouses. She started to hum a song [http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Ya5ICVKUERg&mode=related&search=] to gently awaken the birds. Slowly, they peeked out the holes at the one who ended their slumber. One climbed out onto the peg, and rubbed its eyes with its wings.
Fluttershy counted the ones on this side of the room, and satisfied that they’d all awakened, she fluttered over to the other side of the room, and repeated the process with the birdhouses that were over there. After awakening all the birds, she exited her room.
As she headed down the stairs, she scanned the rooms for Angel. No sign of him. He’d been acting strangely, ever since the day she reformed Discord. Stepping onto the last stair, the floor, she headed to the hole in the wall where a mouse family was living. She started singing again, and they came out of the hole.
She was alone, with nopony around to hear. So, she allowed herself to increase her dynamics. Heading into the center of the room, her soft piano soon became a fortissimo, which was loud enough to surely wake any animal up, without being obnoxiously deafening.
She soon gathered a crowd: the birds nestled in the rafters, and the various rodents gathered on the rug near her. Fluttershy became lost in the music, and the animals didn’t complain about their food being postponed slightly. It was rare that the pegasus treated them with the honeyed tones of her voice at such a volume.
Angel finished checking on the mass of orange, and hopped back into the main room to hear his master’s singing. For a few minutes, he forgot about his morning mishaps. He leaned against the wall, and closed his eyes.
As Fluttershy took in a breath to start a new phrase, she was interrupted by a knock at the door. She jumped a little. After recovering from the slight shock, she trotted over to the door, opening it slightly. She let out a sigh of relief, it was the mailmare, and a friend of hers.
“Good morning, Derpy.”
“Heya, Fluttershy! I got some mail for you, here...” She turned her head and dug out one of the last two envelopes in her mailbag. “Er cern’t terl herr irt’s frerm, thrr.” Fluttershy took the envelope from her mouth. She read the address on the envelope, and noticed something peculiar.
“Umm, Derpy?” she looked up at the gray pegasus, and attempted eye contact. She settled with the left eye, as it was more aimed at her than the right eye was. “I’m not Cheerilee.” She held out the envelope for Derpy to read: it was addressed to the magenta mare, not Fluttershy.
“Heh, sorry ‘Shy. I don’t know what went wrong there.” she turned back to her mail bag and brought out the other envelope. “Thrss wern’s fer yerr, nrrt thrrt wern.”
Fluttershy exchanged envelopes, chuckling slightly. “The night shift isn’t working out for you very well, is it?”
The yellow-maned mare put the envelope back into her mailbag. “Not really, no. I keep having little mix-ups like this, but it’s not much more than the usual. Plus, since Time Turner leaves on nights, we can have a little bit of, you know, intimacy in the mornings when the little muffin’s at school.”
Fluttershy blushed slightly. “Well, I wouldn’t want to keep you away from, you know... that stuff.”
Derpy’s face scrunched awkwardly. “Umm... I liked that song that was going on inside.”
“Oh...” she replied. “You heard that.”
“Yeah I heard it. You’re a really good sing...”
Fluttershy looked down at the ground, letting her mane obscure her face. She wrapped a hoof around her foreleg.
Derpy hesitated before finishing her sentence. “...ing teacher. Great singing teacher! The, uh, bird choir is really going places!” The yellow-coated mare looked back up while Derpy was speaking. “And now, I’m going from one great teacher to another, because I... have... that letter for Cheerilee.”
Fluttershy smiled slightly. “...thanks...” she whispered.
“No problem.” Derpy replied. She inwardly sighed in relief. “Anyways, I guess I’ll be seeing you later. Any time you’ve got a letter, I, um, well... see ya.” she took off, leaving the cottage behind.
Fluttershy closed the door. Turning around, she saw the animals crowding around each other and looking out the door. At her gaze, they all composed themselves and started whistling. Acting natural. She smiled at their foal-like behavior; then realized she’d forgotten something.
“Okay, who’s hungry?”
/x/x/x/
Derpy landed on the hoofpath to Cheerilee’s house. Right as she did, the front door opened, to reveal a pink-and-white-striped mane. She was clearly not expecting the visitor.
“Oh, hello!”
“Mornin’, Ms Cheerilee!”
“Good morning, Mrs Hooves. I see you’re in uniform: any mail today?”
Derpy nodded, and reached into her mailbag for the final letter. She trotted to the mailbox and slipped it in. “You know, I almost gave Fluttershy your mail today.” she said, laughing slightly. “Silly me, right?”
‘sometimes I hear Momma crying in her bedroom’
“Yeah, silly...” Cheerilee trotted over to the mailbox and opened the other side. She scanned the return address, then rolled her eyes, and looked off into the distance.
“Welp,” Derpy said as she stretched her limbs. “Hard night’s work, my bed is calling me-”
“You know...” Cheerilee interjected, cutting off the goodbye (accdentally, of course). “Your daughter wrote a nice essay for me this week.”
Derpy stopped stretching. “Did she, now?” Cheerilee was distracted, and didn’t hear her, so she chose not to be offended at the interruption.
“It really opened my eyes about her home life...” she focused on her surroundings, then looked Derpy in the eye. “It was really good, for a filly, and I was just on my way to run it in the Ponyville Gazette. It completely slipped my mind that I should have gotten parent’s permission first.” she looked down at the envelope. “Silly me...”
“Well... if the essay’s good enough for the paper, then I’d like to read it. That okay?”
“Well, you didn’t help her write it, and that’s the only thing parents aren’t allowed to do at this point in their school lives. I suppose I could show you the drafts.”
“Alright. I’ll probably have to give Ammy a few bits extra, but it’s worth it to see how the little muffin’s doing in school.”
Cheerilee nodded, then reached into her saddlebags. She pulled out the original copy, and hoofed it over. Derpy grabbed it, and sat on her haunches. She looked at the paper, then looked at it again. She looked up at the teacher.
“Her writing’s messier than mine.”
Cheerilee facehoofed. “Sorry about that.” she reached in and took out the copy she’d made. “Well, I read foal’s hoofwriting all the time, so I made a copy that’s more, well, legible.”
Derpy swapped papers, and started reading the copy. Cheerilee’s scrawl was more professional than most earth pony script, and was quite easy to read. It was nowhere near the caliber of hornwriting, but it was quaint.
At first, she smiled. Almost immediately, she unsmiled. She wasn’t frowning, but her face became neutral. She started nodding a little bit, then abruptly stopped nodding. She mouthed ‘and to me...?’
She moved the paper up. She pursed her lips, then unpursed them. She stared nodding lightly, then stopped as her eyes widened. To herself, she murmured “They did what...?” Then she looked to be in thought. “I remember that...” she looked back at the paper, then chuckled once.
She moved the paper up again. She put a hoof up to her mouth, then put it back down. She smiled a little, then she smiled a lot. The corners of her eyes sparkled a little. She put her hoof back up to her mouth, and turned the paper over.
She started reading the other side. She nodded a bit, and her smile faded slightly, before going back up again. Then her eyebrows raised, and the smile was gone, replaced instead by embarrassment. She blushed furiously. At this, so did Cheerilee.
“About the, uh, wrestling-”
“I know. Just... keep going.”
Derpy facehoofed for a few seconds, then composed herself and started reading again. She smiled a bit, and started nodding again, and when she finished, she closed her eyes. She gave back the paper with one hoof, and wiped her eyes with the other.
“That was...”
“I know.” Cheerilee put the papers back into her saddlebag as Derpy rose from her haunches. “So, you’re okay with the, uh, wrestle-”
“Dinky’s just a foal, it’ll be fine. It’s not like anypony doesn’t know what married couples do. And, it’ll be good for her to see that something she did was put in the paper.”
“It’ll be good to see something in the paper by my class that isn’t Gabby Gums.”
“Oh, I’d almost forgotten about that... Oh, I’ll make sure Time Turner reads the news tomorrow.” Derpy unfurled her wings.
Cheerilee nodded. “Have a nice day, Mrs Hooves.”
Derpy started flapping. “You too, Ms Cheerilee.” she said, as she flew towards home. However, she detoured herself. She went into Sugarcube Corner, and a brief argument about the superiority of Cupcakes to Muffins later, she exited with a box of muffins in tow before heading the rest of the way home.
When she finally arrived, she crept in the front door quietly. She looked to the right, the kitchen, and set down the muffins and mail bag on the counter. She turned around into the living room to see Amethyst Star reading a book. Derpy coughed quietly, and Amethyst looked up. Having been holding it up with magic, she put her bookmark in and closed it as she stepped off the couch.
“Sorry I’m late, Ammy.”
She shrugged. “No biggie. My weekends have nothing scheduled but Dinky and Tootsie Flute.”
“Here’s your pay, and here’s for the extra hour.”
She looked at her employer quizzically. “You’re only twenty minutes late. Why an hour?”
Derpy smiled. “Just read the Gazette tomorrow.” she started to trotto her bedroom, but before she got there, she turned around. “I bought muffins, feel free to take one. Have a good morning!” and with that, she opened the door slightly, then closed it quietly behind her.
Amethyst blinked. “Well...” she said to herself. “Free muffin.”
/x/x/x/

			Author's Notes: 
First of all, I WANT TO HEAR FLUTTERSHY SING EDVARD GRIEG'S "MORNING", AND I WANT TO HEAR IT NAO.
Second of all, I apologize so much for the six-months waiting period. I promise the next update won't take that long, I swear on my grave.
The Princesses part and the Angel part were exercises in Slice-of-Life. Nothing THAT important to the story, but without them, I'd have no way to start the Derpy bit. I did this in order from beginning to end chronologically over the course of the past month.
~ACubed
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