
		The Lost Journal of Kindra Skywing

		Written by KalaAWild

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Twilight Sparkle

					Original Character

					Adventure

					Sad

		

		Description

Twilight does her annual Library Organization Day in her library and fnds a pecular leather-back book. There was no title on the cover but inscribed on the spine in golden letters was "The Journal of Kindra Skywing". Twilight opens the book and reads about the life of Kindra Skywing.
A/N: Even though this is completely off topic, this story is related to the  To Save Equestria: The Mysterious Virus but not directly. Still, I hope you enjoy!
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I always thought times never got better, that time only decays the longer we live. This “infection” of destruction seemed to worsen every day. Towns evolved into ghost images of its former self and life seemed to have ultimately turned grey. In my eyes, I thought it would be natural that the earth would reclaim its land. 
I am Kindra Skywing and this is my account of the evolution of Equestria. My ancestors before have been famous scholars, historians, and adventurers and I feel like it is my duty now to write about what I have done.
My story began in my small town of Motania which is as old as Equestria itself. My town had never had its bad times but it never had its victorious times either. I was born on the happiest day of the year. To be more precise, my birthday was the day Princess Celestia raised the sun for the summer solstice. When I was brought into the vibrant new world, my parents saw something special in me. They saw that I would be important for the world and it would need me one day. 
My name is derived from the word, “kindle”, which means to start a fire. I always asked why fire to my parents. They never explained to me their insane thinking but I love my name either way. It was a cute name. I went to Magic School and had my crushes on colts there. I wish I didn’t seclude myself in my own studies all those years ago. 
I hope that whoever reads this that their intention for reading is for knowledge and that they learn vicariously through me. This is the tale of the mysterious ailment that plagued Equestria with months and almost years of death and darkness.

	
		Day 1 Month 1



Day 1, Month 1
I was happy as a bell that day. The sun didn't beat down on the ponies of Montania with bad heat and the gentle breeze air kept us cool anyways. I carry my books I got from the Canterlot library in my saddle with the little strength I possess. No matter what, even in the happiest times, I was always aware of my surrounds. I trot down the dirt street until I see a crowd of ponies in the corner of my eye. I stop myself from moving and I turned myself to look at the massive group. On another street behind some houses, a crowd of ponies surrounded a site not worth saying with a happy face. I maneuvered through the little cracks in-between houses and blended in with the ponies.
I politely pushed away ponies to see what all the commotion was about. Dead center in the mass of ponies was a single pony. The pony never moved and I feared for the worse. But could the worse really happen at times like this? I stared at the unmoving pony for several seconds and then I stopped to ask the most obvious question.
I asked a couple ponies around me if the mare was dead or not. Some didn't answer back to me because they were too scared to even reply. Berry Tulip whispered in my ear that it was the sickness again. The mare had been sick for weeks with the ailment and she never told a single soul. She died bearing the secret of her dangerous and potentially contagious secret. 
I looked down at the ground before I wanted to continue to look at further. Two paramedics separated the crowd and took the body of the mare away from preying eyes. I counted how many incidents have occurred since the infection came weeks ago. The sickness's first victim died a month ago and the death rate only increased from there. Soon two ponies were sick with the same pony-flu symptoms only a couple days later after the first. Two turned into five and five into twenty. Montania had over five hundred ponies living there but only two hundred remained to live.
I pulled myself from the crowd of scared ponies and continued on home. It was scary to see that there were five other deaths I witnessed that day and another joined the mass burial. I just wanted to go back home and not worry about it. My family was healthy and I intended it to keep like that. The past haunted me like timberwolf prowling for its next prey and it followed me home.
My home was nothing special from the rest of the houses in Montania. The house was built from the strongest oak trees around and built by my own grandfather's hooves. It has stood for over a generation and it has never been worse for wear. The wood may have chipped a couple times and my father had to replace a couple logs and walls here and there. Besides that, it was a magnificent piece of engineered creativity if I say so myself.
I stick the key in my house and step inside. My hooves were dirty because I traveled all the way from Canterlot for a few books. My dipped my hooves in a pail of water that I kept near my door just for cleaning and put my books on the kitchen table. The kitchen table wasn't set up for dinner which was strange. Mother always had the table set up for dinner before I came back home. 
I go upstairs and check up on my brother. My brother and I live together in the same house but my mom stayed there as well. She had her own place to live but she always missed her own children. I was glad she still loved us. She still kept her sanity even though our father died to the sickness a couple weeks ago. 
I took careful hoof steps on the stairs and tried to be as quiet as possible. The staircase was old and noisy. My brother or my mom could have slept upstairs without my knowledge. I reached the top of the staircase with the lightest hooves ever. 
The upstairs was dark and still like the dark night. A crack of light was laid out across the floor and it signaled me to me to investigate on the source.
The crack of light belonged to an opening in my brother's bedroom door. A single lantern made the light and I peeped my eye through the crack. I could see my beautiful mother and my handsome stallion brother in the room. 
My mother was a nice mare and she was one to appreciate everything. Whenever my father was working in the farms for money, my mom would do the extra work and raise the family on her own. It wasn't like I hated my father or anything but I always wanted him to stay at home a couple nights longer every week.
I walked to the bedroom door and I push it slightly. The door creeked as it slowly opened. I could see my brother lying in bed and talking to my mother about his day at school. Both my mother and I knew it was going to be the last time he went to school. 
My mother turned her head to me and gave me a weak smile. She was sad about something but I did not know what she told me later. Her eyes had a small tinge of red in it and it was water filled. She was bound to cry anytime soon. 
I stepped through the door and approached my mom. I was ambivalent to say anything to her but it felt awkward to be silent at all. I asked her that night what was wrong with my brother.
She said he got sick. It was the same sickness that the mare in town died too. I wanted to cry with my mother but I couldn't cry yet. 
I laid a gentle hoof on my brother's light brown mane and it reminded me of hay in the farms my dad worked in. It was a cool color of yellow and his coat matched too. I checked his temperature and I became astonished. His temperature was well over one hundred degrees. I gave my brother his favorite kind of juice, apple juice, and then asked him about his day.
He had a fun day at school, he said to me. He won at his favorite card game which I still did not find any use for to this day. When he had the cough, he knew something was wrong and he was wise to go to the nurse. I smiled at him and I ran downstairs to get him something. I found a toy in Canterlot that he might be found of. The toy was a famous toy in the Dragon’s Empire and I saw little kids play with them all the time. 
My brother took the top and spun it on the night stand next to him. He stared at the top while it spun in one spot for a very long time. I tapped my mother’s side and asked her to talk to her outside. I made up my mind of what I was going to do.
Outside of my brother’s room, I told her I was going to search all of Equestria for the panacea cure for this sickness. She did not believe me and as a loving mother she denied what I wanted. She thought I would get infected and she would not find me or my body. I did what I did best and used magic to make my mom go to sleep against her own will. I carried her to her bed and pulled the covers over her so she would not freeze. I wrote a note of apology to her and went back downstairs.
Before I ducked my head down the staircase, I looked back at my brother who was getting ready to go to sleep. I said to him goodbye, be good to mom, and to go to sleep. He did as an obedient little brother should and went to bed upon request. I migrated from upstairs to downstairs and packed things for my trip. I packed fruits, cheese, bread, and water in a large travel saddle with a book on horticulture flowers to know which flowers I can eat. 
I loved eating flowers. Flowers reminded me of mother nature's beautiful and renewable source of life. This is how I felt towards ponies too. Those who have good hearts are remembered because they are special in their own way. Smart or dumb, ugly or beautiful, and selfish or generous, ponies need to have a good heart to thrive in the world.
I took my father's cloak from his coat rack and leave my friends and family in Montania to find the cure to the Mysterious Virus that plagued Equestria.
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Day 7, Month 1
I haven't found any leverage in my search for the cure. These countryside ponies have not fared as well as my ponies in Montana. In fact, it seemed that the town of Kulafa near the Timber Forest had worst symptoms that I have ever seen. Blisters that puss out a mysterious green gloop disgust all healthy ponies and fled the town before getting sick. After the sick have been slain by the virus, the town turned into a ghost town with tumbleweeds only occupying what space the ponies of Kulafa left behind/
My rations that I had once before decrease ever so slowly with each passing day and I fear that if I don't find a populated town that I might meet death a lot sooner than desired.
Day 9, Month 1
I was lucky to find the small town of Ponyville as I ventured down a couple dirt roads. The roads I stepped across had the bile of the sick and the carcasses of the dead littering the streets. Everypony I passed by I prayed for their safe journey to a better place.
Some of these ponies were young, some were old, some stallions while some mares, the rich and the poor shared hoof and hoof on these roads and it only left me puzzled about the sickness. Why didn't it have a target?
These ponies had no common traits and as far as my research went with ascertaining their histories and interactions with each other, it was just random. 
When I came to Ponyville, I was nearly deprived of all sustenance and was left with one bit and half a slice of cheese. As I felt the edge of exhaustion hitting against my body, a pony saw me on the streets and invited me to her home to recover.
She was a peculiar pony, the mare was. She had a light blue mane that was so long that it reached passed the shoulders of her foreleg and and it delicately touched the floor. Her coat was white which matched the sky blue eyes she had. Her cutie mark rested on her flank just like mine; the mark had three raindrops on it which were bright blue compared to the coat. Her name was Ame but she pronounced it differently by making the "e" sound like an "eh" and the "a" sound to "ah". I still called her by how I first pronounced it; something similar to Amy than Ame.
Anyways, Ame invited me, a complete stranger to her home. She housed me, fed me, and even gave me a facility to wash all the dirt and blood off of me. 
After I washed up, she made dinner for me and I humbly accepted the feast of stuffing and gravy mix. Next to flowers, stuffing during Hearth's Warming Eve tasted really good and it was my favorite. As I ate my dinner, I politely asked her why she helped me.
In response, she said it was out of pure generosity and said that she would gain nothing from it. She noticed me as I walked through town with dirt covering my mane and face and sought out to help a troubled mare. In return, she asked why I was traveling by myself. I gave her a response that I planned to tell to other ponies who would ask the same question. I told her I was investigating the virus that plagued Equestria for the past few months.
She was curious and intrigued about my quest for a cure and kindly asked if she could join me. My quest was perilous but it would be survivable if I had a companion or two. What really convinced me was her special talent. Her special talent was the ability to control the weather. She not only had a unicorn horn but it was fascinating to learn she could do something similar to what a Pegasus can do with the weather. 
There was also something else I gained from today. As Ame gave me a tour of Ponyville, I realized that Ponyville was near a ghost town like Kulafa with only about twenty residents living there including Ame. The virus struck the town of its ponies like a flood. I interviewed each of the surviving residentials of the town and asked them about their past and the affiliations with the other ponies who were unfortunate to die to the virus. Just like Kulafa, the ponies were either not connected to the dead or had nothing in common amongst the living.
We almost gave up and Ame almost left with me to migrate to the next town over but one lone survivor helped me with a link. A Pegasus by the name of Starlight came to us on the outskirts of town. Her story about her father falling to the plague helped me connect the virus to the victims. The dead were only family members but it still wasn't enough. I needed more because if the virus was genetic then I would be affected by it and so would Starlight. I need more time...

	