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             I’d like you to paint a picture with me, okay? Not in inks and brushes, but a canvas that is the quiet place in your mind.



    Consider sunset. The last rays of the day spill shadows throughout the palace. Each day, there comes a time sun surrenders to moon.That time of day has always been special to me. Why would it not? It is my namesake.



    But I digress. Picture me walking through my castle. My hoofsteps echo about the corridors, a steady, slow drumming, each step promising relief from another day spent too-long amidst meetings, petitions, and pageantry.



    When I was little, I wanted to be Princess Celestia, you know? I wanted her grace, her wisdom, her sense of purpose, how the entire world seemed to center upon her.



    Had I realized how dreary much of ruling would be, I suspect I’d never have left my library to ensure I would never grow wings.



    Still. 



    Still. I don’t think this story is going to come out the way I first intended. I could go on, and I’m sure if you tried hard enough you could hear me talk for ages. I’m prone to lecturing after all, and in a way this is just one long lecture! Blink and you’ll miss the flash cards!



    No, no, there are no flash cards. Turns out even the most bookish of princesses learns to improvise a speech or three given time. I can’t quite say I miss my more panicky days, but I do look back on them with a certain wistful charm. 



    We’ve gotten away from the picture, though. So see the darkened halls, empty but for me walking. I'm not the young mare I once was, believe it or not, no. I’ve grown in the intervening time. Picture Celestia, if you would. Go on. Now make her purple. Give her my mane, yet let it sparkle and flow and twinkle just as Luna’s did when you beheld her in days gone by. It’s funny to do it that way, isn’t it?



    Do you have it in your head? Almost? Not there yet? Okay. I’m not walking tall and proud. No, my neck is down. My eyes focus on nothing in particular save making sure one hoof leads the other. My wings droop. My tail? Well, I suppose that still has some energy to it, but these days like my mane it has a mind of its own. I hardly think that counts.



    Do you see me, now? Your princess, stooped with fatigue, walking away from her woes and worries towards the safety of the bedchamber ahead. Listen as my steps quicken, as the cadence of hooves goes from limping walk to slow trot.



    Then hear the gallop from behind, a panicked courtier rushing up. ‘Princess Sparkle! Princess Sparkle!’ he shall call, or some variation thereof.



    I grant him a half-minute of precious time. Long enough to listen. Then, quite firmly and pointedly ask the time. And then despite protests and pleas, inform that this too may wait till morning, that Equestria will not burn if the markets dip, or a noble has their feathers ruffled.



    My staff has been instructed that these hours are mine. They try again and again, yet I hold fast. Yes, if Tirek returned, or the Swarm boiled out of the badlands, or the Deepdwellers rose once more, yes, I would respond no matter the hour. But not for this.



    Close your eyes once more. See my horn glimmer, see it gently draw open the crystal doors. It is not my magic but my hooves that betray my entrance as I draw near a bed too small to be comfortable. Yet I would rather be in this bed than any other in the world.



    Sheets are already drawn down in anticipation of my arrival, and as I settle into place, I smile.



    I smile at you.



    I tuck you against my wing, my most precious treasure, and there I cradle you close to me and tell this story. And now we are done. You want more? Then, another it shall be.



    This is one of my favorites, after all. It is from long, long ago. Long enough ago when Spike was still just a baby, believe it or not! Yes. He was even tinier than you, once.



    Oh, yes, you can have a kiss, dear. All my kisses in the world are yours. Ready, now? Good.



    “Once upon a time, in the magical land of Equestria…”
      

      
   