
      That Which Remains


      

      
      
         Her helmet was the first to go. It clanged against oakwood, rolling from sideguard to sideguard before stopping. The silver material shone a richer, purplish hue in the bit of canopy-dappled moonlight that managed to hit the Everfree floor. Was that a sparkle she had seen emanating from within its blackened hollow?



Luna grimaced, and threw the crescent-crested breastplate in next. “Good riddance.” Her head turned though her gaze remained on the lengthy wooden box at her hooves. “Tia? The shoes, if thou wouldst.”



Golden light fell upon the clearing. Celestia stepped forward, her wings ruffling. “Luna, are you sure this is what you really want?”



“But of course. Why wouldst I not?”



Celestia's shoes padded about in the earth, attempting to find comfort in a wholly uncomfortable place. “It seems very much like denial, don't you think? Very much like harbored resentment.”



“And? What if it be true? I have reason to resent her… it… do I not?” Luna huffed, flicking her mane out of her eyes—Galaxies died in her heavenly locks. “Come, then. Bring forth its shoes.”



Celestia frowned. “This isn't at all what I agreed to.”



“Isn’t it?”



“No, it isn’t.” The white alicorn stomped her hoof. “I agreed to help you bury this armor only if you were first willing to reflect on what it meant to bury it.” 



Luna stared down at the haphazardly strewn metal in its elaborately carved coffin. “I have meditated on this matter. Now, fling them all in.”



“Luna…”



“Celestia, I haven’t the patience this evening. I have yet to take up post in the dreamscape, and I shan’t allow ponies’ slumber to suffer for thy sentimentality over that which no longer hast anything to do with me.”



“Luna, Nightmare Moon does have to do with you.”



The night princess reared up, her horn and eyes glowing white. Hooves crashed down into the earth with a thunderous roar. “No! Nightmare Moon is dead! Nothing of her is left, and now I wish to bury the remnants.” She snatched up Nightmare Moon’s shoes into her magic, chucked them into the coffin, and slammed the lid shut. The box’s wood splintered around the edges. Luna glared down at it, panting. 



Tentatively, Celestia parted her lips. “Five hundred years.”



“What?” shot the moon princess.



“I waited five hundred years before I collected your royal crown and crest, and buried you.” Luna turned to face her. “I was so certain, Luna, that you were lost to me forever; that even if your body returned, my sister wouldn’t.” Her front shoes clinked together. “It was so painful to hold out hope. So, I buried you. I never realized that it would continue to hurt me because I was burying a piece of myself, regardless of what you had become.”



Luna gawked. “Thou… Thou didst hold procession for me?”



Celestia chuckled to herself, shaking her head. “It was just me, alone, amongst the Everfree. Just as we are now. I took all of your royal accoutrements, and buried them just like this before realizing there was no burying you, Luna.” She bit her lip. “I think the reason you wish to bury Nightmare Moon is because you are also afraid. You’re afraid that she still lingers somewhere inside.”



“Tia, don't," Luna said, turning away.



“But has no good come from her presence at all?” the white alicorn pressed. “Wasn’t it Nightmare Moon who brought us closer than ever before? Wasn’t it she who started our dearest Twilight and her friends down their road toward self-discovery? I have known Nightmare Moon, Luna, and I do not wish to forget her. I wish to forever remember her pain so that I might never hurt you that way again, and so that she might never hurt anypony else.”



“Again…” Luna murmured, her eyes fixed upon polished wood. “Tia, that is what I fear. The temper, bouts of gloominess, mischief-making—I feel them all, even now. They live within me still, lurking.”



“And yet they are still all qualities that I love about you, Luna. Any different, and you wouldn’t be you.” Celestia advanced to her sister’s side. “It is our choices that we should fear. Not our feelings. Those are very much valid. Those are truly part of us.” She smiled, nudging her sister in the shoulder. “Please, let's choose to remember that... this together.”



The corners of Luna's lips curled upward ever so slightly. The edge of the splintered coffin cracked open, glowing softly in blue and gold.



“Alright. Let's.”
      

      
   