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		Description

Sunlight or moonlight, the train is always running, always going somewhere. I intend to not leave it behind. It seems to be the only way to get anywhere in this industrial town...  city... country.
Now, it may seem foggy, - no pun intended- but I believe I have something that will work... I just hope this train is reliable enough that I can escape those brothers. And the hope that maybe I could stay on my own hooves. Be the sole hero... all while also being the product of those I hate the most. 
What I was least expecting was lying in front of me, full-speed to the end of the tunnel.

Editing help: sevenofeleven.
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		I ~ Train of Thought



The train is click-clacking along the railway... which is a relief. After this long, I suspected something would've come up by now that would shut the whole train circuit down... most likely it being this smog that keeps getting in the way yet it still seems to plow through just as fine as any other day. Or some upgrade that removes the train from having to be used.

I paused from my typing and looked over at my brown leather-bound journal that I always kept by my side... one page being scattered with important to-remember dates, with recordings of the days.
Day 3062 since F&F Co. smothered this land in their fog of both greed and trickery... not to mention the literal fog we all breathe. Day 2485 of "riding the rails".
Progress:

I stopped typing again... how much progress have I made? Keeping secrets, hiding away in the shadows inside steel and wooden train cars? Sighing, I realized I haven't made much progress. Standing up, I let my legs stretch from being folded for so long and a yawn escaped from me. It was only nine in the morning... or was it near twelve? I peeked out at the sky and looked up, only to be met with the still-present blanket of dark brown and black clouds hanging overhead. Right... no sunlight. Even watches were hard to rely on as any prankster can change the clock.
The wind coming from the empty doorway of the box car that I liked riding in continued whip my mane in my face until I managed to fold it back behind my ears as I looked outside. If memory serves me right... we were on our way to the ex-Capital of Equestria. Not exactly the best place to be at this point in time, I figured.  I gazed up and strained my eyes to see past the fog up ahead, only a faint shadow of one of the crumbling towers showed through.
I glanced back at my "compactable" typewriter and what I written so far. A daily journal of my adventures... I wish I thought of it sooner. Although if it wasn't praising the overruling industry, it would be scrapped and the pony responsible... well... that is unmentionable. No-one really knows what happens to those who fight against F&F Co, or more properly named, "Flim and Flam Industries".
After a good few minutes of sk- fog-gazing, I returned to my seat in front of the typewriter... right as more thoughts continued through my head, everything else sort of faded away from my attention.
Progress: Regretfully None.
Even after this time, I am not sure if anyone may end up reading this. With the In-Times being exceptionally pro-industry, it may be centuries until things may be settled. The only job I have is to live... even with these barely livable circumstances.
For future study/remembrance: Dragons are no more, and there seems to be no way for "flying" to take place either... Haley may not be too pleased with that, but at least she flew at one point in her life... which reminds me, I wonder if she will be in Canterlot today, or if she will be back in Manehattan taking care of the textile machines there. Pegasi... now to fillies and foals as "ponies with unusable wings".
Speaking of... and yes I know I am saying this sort of out of order... but I have full sympathy for those who do live here and don't have any way to change it or run away from this place. A place of no sun or moon, or even air, is safe for anyone. I've heard reports of ponies and other species across Equestria suffering from the air. All the while, and just yesterday, Flim claimed that he will make the "Oxygenator" Some-Thousand, five bits/unit. A simple mask that covers your face, glass-holes for the eyes, and two net-like things near the mouth that are "enchanted" with a special unbreakable spell. That this "new revolution" will make pony-kind survive through this time.
In my opinion, they just want to make sure ponies are alive just so their money is given to them. Only logical reason those two will let others live... and probably the only reason we are still alive. No ponies equals no money... yet I do wonder where the Princess and some of the missing poni

On instinct my hoof reached for my mouth as I felt myself go through another coughing fit. I raised my scarf to my mouth and wrapped it around my neck again, holding my breath as the train passed through a low-lying cloud of debris. The coughing lasted for seemingly too long then I wished, but after a few minutes I was able to breathe. Air. Dirty, filthy air that puts ponies in hospitals as fast as the factories produce the smog.
Blinking twice, my once reddened vision from the coughing cleared as the cloud passed behind the train.
The view outside was tempting… as I shakily stood up again, my body still recovering as I peeked outside and down below… and personally, I love this view, even with the smoke getting in the way of a full view. We were on the mountainside now, the castle much more clear-ish now than before. I felt the train slow as the rails were old and rotting, but it gave me one last fading glimpse of the world below, the working class section. The area where the poorest of the poor stayed in mass numbers, the “slum factories”. If you were stuck there, you can kiss air and living goodbye.
The reason I liked riding the train circuit. I don't care how many bits I have, or if I have a job or not... or if I would be able to snag an elusive "productive" job, making five to seven bits an hour rather than one or two. If ponies were machines... maybe this would be a somewhat better place.
"Next stop: Canterlot!" the intercom that hid in the ceiling corner spoke with the conductor's voice... Good ol' Lee Fume... an earth pony with a good enough heart to let me on this train in the first place. At least his voice managed to crack a smile.
Retreating away from the car's doorway, I pressed a red button on my typewriter. It whirred and buzzed until it became a hoof-held cube with the letters E.A on the top. On the back... F.F. The logo for Flim and Flam Industries. Turning around, I tucked the cube into my saddlebag, alongside a small pouch of no more than fifteen bits, paper, quills... and a picture that I am too nervous to reveal to anyone... not even myself. Strapping the bag onto my back, I waited-
SCREEEEEEECH! "Woah!" My body was flung to the back of the car and created a mini-cloud of dust. Looks like I made it yet again to Canterlot... and I wish this "computer system" actually worked when it comes to driverless trains. "Dangit..." I muttered to myself as I stood up and shook myself free of the dirt that still clung to me. "Brrrbrrrrbrrr.... never knew that would be chilly..."
I readjusted my saddlebag and quickly exited the car. Casting a faint, white glow upon my horn, it illuminated just enough that I could step out onto the nearly barren station. Not a pony was in sight besides a few travelers, but that was uncommon. "BUY BUY BUY" was all I heard from the radio that played overhead, with their voices and the occasional musical they'd play for whatever new scam they want ponies to buy. I wanted to punch every speaker in the station... but I would not be able to go very far inside a jail cell. The trains were my home... and by society's standards, I could care a million bits less if it ends up that other ponies will be soon commercializing experiments that made ponies into their product. The second they lay a deed or hoof on the circuit, I'll make it certain that they will regret it. I lost all care for the other ponies... I knew that everyone is struggling, but I'm only a mare in this discolored world... also being a victim of this mess. But when two unicorns are more powerful than a sun-controlling royal, it is hard to have faith that things will change.
I walked out of the station and into the toxic streets, knowing one house that I could go to where I was welcome. The industry does have the power, and I wanted to know how to stop it. The cries of the young, the wheezing of the old, although where they were nothing but faint shadows to me, the buildings and few still-standing statues, stained with acid rain. I muttered under my breath, keeping my gaze at the ground and the cruel, outside sounds tuned out.
"I, Evelien Atlas, vow to stop F&F Co. at any cost, even at my life, if it means that the sky will return and life will return to what is almost myth. I will not stop until I am stopped. And I will do this... alone."

	
		II - Burning Sky



Once a large city, now nothing but a manufacturing wasteland… yet it is labeled as one of the cleanest places to be. Compared to everywhere else, it definitely seems that way; you could actually see the ground and look up and see the tops of some tall buildings.
My father knew someone who was able to let me rest in their home if I ever needed it… and right now, I may as well. At least from down-below, Canterlot is concealed above the thick grey clouds that rested just above the bottom of these mountains. I don’t quite remember his name, but all I knew was that this mystery friend that I never met used to work for F&F, but has recently been in hiding.
Keeping my eyes ahead, I could hear around me conversations interrupted with coughing. Mucous coughs, pained, dry coughs, not a minute passed by without one interrupting someone’s talking. Cries of young foals and fillies, who's coughs tugged heartstrings of those who could hear it… especially mine. It wouldn’t be long until the population dwindled down, as the apocalypse of Equestria seemed to have already started. Passing by eroding shop upon green, rotting acid-stained store and café, most of them either turned into livable shops to sell the bit-hoarding twin’s goods.
Ponies darted past me with no care as to where they were going, as I arrived near the center of the city, barely on the outskirts of the colossal factory “skyscrapers” that seemed to reach to the mountaintop. Once all grey metal, now covered in soot and slowly rotting away from nature’s curse. 
I lowered my scarf down a little. The smoke was not as bad the closer you got to a main factory unit… and that’s probably the only positive fact about this place. Looking up, the tower was all black, with small silhouettes of the ponies outside of the building, working to keep the factory from falling apart.
Sirens blasted through the air, ponies started rushing past me as a loud bang in the distance in the factory. My hooves told me to run, but my guts forced me to stay still, that if I ran, I would miss my chance.
A shadow appeared through the fog and quickly became bigger as it was only a blur as it passed me. Shouting being heard in the distance. The figure fell to the ground after tripping not that far away from where I was. They looked behind them with wide eyes at incoming, hurried hoofsteps of the guards. If I knew any better, that would be my cue to get the heck out of Dodge. 
But I’m not at Dodge Junction, and this was my time to send a little message to the brothers.
As three or four more armor-clad shadows of guards came out of the fog and pursued after the pony, my horn glowed bright as I closed as my eyes. I firmly grabbed the ground, a loud whoosh was accompanied by the guard’s grunts as the attack stunned them in their place. I skidded a few feet backwards before I opened my eyes, only taking one look at the paralyzed ponies on the ground before looking back at the once-fleeing figure. They got back on all fours and looked right at me, surprised that I attacked the guards. It was a stallion, although their colors blended in with the brown fog and the only thing I can distinguish was their blue eyes and that they were carrying a knapsack in their mouth.
And of course, the first feature they saw on me was my tails… always the tails…
“You’re…”
“-that one pony who got her tail and lungs ruined, yes.” I huffed and glanced back at the guards, who were starting to shift their legs to stand up again, “RUN!”
I heard his hoofsteps catching up behind me as we ran far down the street, my heart pounding at the rush of the shouting. The sirens still blaring overhead from the factory, along with the near dodging of the approaching guard’s flashlights. I wanted to speak to them as many questions went through my mind, but now was not the time.
“Any place you know you can hide?” I asked, the guards shouted behind us as they attempted to follow through the dense fog.
The stallion nodded and took the lead as we took a sharp turn to another street, then again leading me to an alleyway with a door at the end. Both of us panted from the sudden run, my eyes scanned the area while my ears swiveled around for incoming danger. The lights still flashed from the guard’s harsh flashlights, talking on their walkie-talkies of an “escapee”.
“Thanks… by the way…” I heard him say, breath finally coming back to him as he put down the bag.
I smiled, “Not a problem…” Wait… his cutie mark… “Time Turner?”
He looked up at me at the name, “Wait… you know my name?”
I’m not the only one who can’t remember names and appearances off the top of their head…. feels good not to be alone. “Does the name Atlas sound familiar?”
He looked down in thought and had that lightbulb moment. “You’re his daughter?”
I nodded and sort of rolled my eyes, “…Yet another one who sees me as a celebrity, and yes…” I looked back at my furless, snake-like tails. One of them being as long as me and purple, the other one being shorter and a toxic green. “I know I’m not the same as many might remember a famous explorer’s daughter looking like.”
Time Turner looked at me with sympathy, “I’m sorry-”
I had to cut him off, “No need to apologize, it wasn’t anyone’s fault exactly… well… besides the brother’s that is.” I looked towards the door, “We should probably continue this inside…”
“Oh! Yes, right, of course.” He knocked at the door, “Dinky, I’m home~”
Tiny, excited hoofsteps could be heard on the other side. The door opened, and a filly appeared on the other side who used her magic to grab the doorknob. She smiled up at Time Turner, then turned her golden gaze towards me, taking a step back in fright at the sight of me. Or, more so at my tails. “It’s alright, she helped me get out.” He reassured her, grabbing the bag again before we made our way inside.
The door quietly closed behind us, and the filly named Dinky looked up at me, unsure what to make of me. “You h-helped Daddy?” Her innocent voice asked, still staying a cautious distance away from me before a high-pitched sneeze escaped from her lungs.
“Yes, some guards started chasing after him…” I looked towards Time Turner, who put the bag to the side and put something on a desk. Some sort of gas mask. “What’s that?” Now I was just as curious as the filly was about me.
Dinky’s eyes seemed to glow with joy as she ran up and tried to reach for the mask, but it was a bit too far into the desk. A bit too far for Dinky’s hooves to get a firm grip. She sat down on the floor in defeat as Time Turner made his way to my side and kept his voice low, “Watch.”
Dinky looked at him for a moment with a ‘Can I?’ expression, and he nodded back. Turning back to the mask, the filly shut her eyes tight, her horn glowing in sync with the mask. It budged a little before…
“Ah… achoo! Ouf…”  She fell forward, sniffling and standing up only to give out a few more high-pitched sneezes, the glow of the levitation spell now disappeared. Dinky looked up at the item again, now with a look of determination. Her horn glowed yellow again and focused on the mask, it now slowly making its way towards the filly before falling off the desk, it being caught just an inch off the ground. The magic made it float towards her and placed it on top of her head sideways before she turned to us with a wide smile, “Ta-da!”
Time Turner chuckled, and I couldn’t help but raise a hoof to hide a smile. She’s adorable, and may be that one filly in her class that makes her teacher smile as well in these dark times. He walked over to the lavender filly and adjusted the mask, with her fidgeting from being able to do something that I guess was very difficult for her to do.
“And… there!” Time Turner backed away a step. 
The mask was exactly like I sort-of predicted, except with a hole at the top for the horn that looked like it was cut out and not part of the original mask. The mask was leather and looked a bit uncomfortable on her, but it didn’t seem to bother the filly as I could hear a faint whirring sound coming from the mouthpiece. She squealed and bounced around both me and Time Turner in a figure-eight fashion, “I can breathe I can breathe I can breathe~!” Her voice was muffled a little by the mask, but her excitement refused to be distorted.
I couldn’t help but giggle at her actions, and once she came around back to me I put my hoof on top of her head, stopping her hopping around, “You may want to be careful before you may end up damaging that.” I warned, and she looked up at me and nodded before making her way to a heavily patched-up sofa to the left  of us and hopping down on it, a few more built-up giggles still escaping her.
“Is she yours?” I asked, turning to Time Turner as he stood beside me again.
He shook his head, “Not exactly, I’m more of her caretaker. A… close friend of mine is her mother, but she left a while back to work in Ponyville as a mail carrier… and I agreed to look after Dinky while she was away.”
“How long has it been?”
Time Turner looked down and sighed, “A year has passed, still no word from her.”
“Same here for my parents… usually we send letters to each other, but as of late I never really got to see them that much.”
“Your father… I can’t believe after all this time, he still has the energy to stand up through all this mess,” he managed to laugh at that, “For as long as I’ve known him, he never really lost a chance of doing something just for the sake of doing something.”
I rolled my eyes, and it did not help the fact that I still had more questions… more of them being what the heck happened. The house… or what looked like more of  an apartment but on the ground floor… was still dusty with little furnishing to it. There was a small, wired old TV across from where Dinky is, and the rest of the room we were in was mostly just boxes that seemed to be hastily thrown there.
“Who are you?” Dinky’s muffled voice snapped me out of my thoughts. I turned to her, the filly’s front hoofs on the back of the sofa as she stood on her hind legs. “... n-not many ponies have that…” she pointed at my mutated tails. The tails I wished to hide, as they often were the first thing that grabs others attention.
“I’m Evelien.” I said, seeing that Dinky wasn’t as nervous around me anymore… and as I said that, she climbed down and walked over to me, getting a closer look at my tails. If it was anyone else, I would’ve backed off… but she was only curious, and what could a little filly really do?
“...what happened?” Dinky looked up at me, her curiosity mixed with just a bit of sympathy. It did look like it hurt. 
The question seemed to grab Time Turner’s attention as well as he stepped back into the room, probably just about to get Dinky away from asking any more questions. "It's alright, I’m used to it.” I reassured him, smiling slightly as he nodded back, but stayed where he was. 
I returned my attention to the filly, her eyes looking impatiently into mine. I didn’t want to destroy her innocence, as memories of what happened so long ago flashed through my mind. Suffering for weeks inside a hospital room, not being able to move without agonizing pain, a million needles stabbing around the base of my tail…
“Evelien?” 
“Huh?” I looked down at Dinky, who’s voice once again brought me out of my thoughts.
“You were spacing off again~” she giggled, her tail swaying side to side excitedly, “Story~?” She asked again as she expected me to be an elderly pony sharing “when I was your age” stories to a group of ponies her age.
Ironically, I did feel like that as I was her age when that happened.
“... there isn’t that much to tell, actually…” I wanted to keep it to where I would satisfy her curiosity… but not traumatize the poor filly over something that happened to some stranger before she was born. “Near my old home, there was a small, hidden cove near a river, and me and my friends like playing in that cove… we were all about your age. One time, I was racing a couple of my friends to the cove, and I got there first. Once I sat down though near the edge of the water, my tail got soaked and it started hurting badly.”
“Did you have to go to the doctor?” Dinky’s eyes widened in concern as her head tilted to the side slightly. I nodded.
“Yes. My friends saw me and one ran to get help while the other stayed behind to pull me away from the water. I had to stay in bed for a very long time afterwards before I was able to move again… even with the doctor’s help, all they could do was keep the infection from spreading to the rest of my body. Turns out the cove was contaminated with acid, really nasty stuff if it gets inside you.”
“Yuck!” Dinky made a face of disgust, and I couldn’t see much behind the mask besides her eyes squeezed shut. Golden eyes looked back up at me for a moment, more curiosity peeking through her voice. “Does… does it hurt now? Can you move your tails?”
“It doesn’t hurt anymore, luckily the pain went away a long time ago.” I moved the longer, purple tail and swayed it slightly side to side, the green tail stayed in place as I grabbed a nearby box. The tail curled around it, barely wrapping around it once as I picked it up before it slipped and fell back to the floor. “... I’m still practicing how to use it, as I can’t feel anything. I just know there’s a muscle there and that I can feel the pressure, but not much else.”
Dinky’s gaze looked over what I was doing with my tail, “You.... can’t feel anything?” She walked over and gently placed a hoof on my tail, luckily not that close to the base. The mutation twitched a little in reaction.. She pulled away and stepped back, startled. “S-sorry I didn’t mean-”
“It’s fine… it twitches sometimes. It doesn't hurt.” I said, not wanting to frighten her. 
The voices of news ponies caught me off-guard, and when my gaze shifted over to the TV, the camera changed to who the anchors claimed to be the P.R of F&F Co. She had a yellow-white coat, her maroon mane in a tight bun fastened to the back of her head, a poised posture and wearing that red vest every supervisor wears. 
"The incident at the Canterlot factory will not be forgotten, as it is the first time this has happened for the past three years. The brothers do not see it as something to be concerned about. This 'Time Turner' will be brought to justice for what he cost that factory. I know his position, I know he was a great asset to the assembly of the gifts that the Flim Flam brothers have all given us - the best goods bits can buy in this world - but a rogue is a rogue. An outcast... or in this case, a thief."
My heart dropped. Dinky was also staring at the TV, her eyes wide in disbelief as she ran to a shivering and speechless Time Turner, sitting beside him on the couch and hugging him tightly. The TV spoke again as the pony on the screen continued. This time, her tone grew more stern, as she faced the camera and gazed down the lens... as if she knew she was speaking to said pony directly.
"If he dares to return, he will not be greeted with open hooves for betraying not only the factory, but the brothers and Equestria as well. He is no immediate threat. For now, his only label is a backstabbing, selfish robber, his targets only being buildings that belong directly to Flim and Flam Industries. Any further action from him will be seen and recorded, for the greater good of the company and those who live their lives helping others get the best care and products they can get. That is all."

			Author's Notes: 
Ideas are always welcome and feedback/constructive criticism is highly appreciated, as always. [image: :twilightsmile:]
I'm thinking of having an upload schedule of every other Sunday, as with real life giving me a rough time, I'll mostly have the weekend only to write. Also, just as a notice just in case, I soon may be unable to be online due to real life being in the way where I have to stay offline for long periods of time to get everything caught up. So if I don't post in another two weeks, just know that reality is holding me hostage and I am perfectly fine.
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