
      Blue, Green, Purple, Pink


      

      
      
         Blue.  Green.  Purple.  Pink.  Every second of every hour of every day of every year of every millennium.  Eternally shifting, never changing, always in my vision.  And they wonder why I play pranks.



It was solidly pink once, my mane.  Those were good days.  Not so many ponies, my sister around, no jealousy tearing us apart.  The skies were clear, the world fresh and full of promise.  There was no façade to be cracked by weakness.



Blue.



Immortality and the trappings of godhood come with prices.  Power affects us unpredictably.  The Elements.  Friendship.  Love.  Jealousy.  Sadness.



Any emotions, really.  Friendship is magical, after all.  I banished her to the moon and the power overwhelmed me.  It was a necessary restoration, to raise both sun and moon.  The Elements made sure the balance was kept.  I should have known, should have seen the signs that were there when we defeated Disord.  It was a power that she had always desired.

 

Green.



Loneliness is hard on a young ruler.  I was very young, and so ignorant.  Of ponies, their needs, their lives.  Generations passed in the blink of an eye that was too filled with colors to see them.  I didn't want friends, only my sister.



They created so many things with their tiny, short lives.  Sometimes they did it to please me.  I missed it all.  I sat on the balcony, willing the sun and moon to change position, and contemplated the few seconds of intervening twilight.



Purple.



I learned too late to appreciate ponies and what they have to offer.  The burden of immortality places my heart in a tenuous position, yearning for companionship only to have love snatched away in the blink of an eye.  Love is comfort, constancy.  That constant cycle: birth, life, love death.  It's enough to drive a pony crazy, as if my own cycles weren't already doing that.



My sister's return did not restore me, even though she raises the moon once more.  The defeat of Nightmare Moon has only made things worse.  Though I would not change having Luna back, only myself.  Her return was like a glorious sunrise after a long night.



Pink.



I'm itchy in my skin.  I cannot move but for twitching.  I'm sure it's this hair.  It's always there, always moving, and I can't help myself.  Why reach out to a new friend when you can make them squirm?  They try so hard, so very hard to please, in ways meaningless when compared to infinity.  They're going to die anyway; why not have a little fun with them while they're here?



No, no, you mustn't say that, mustn't think it.  You mustn't, you mustn't…



But I know it's not going to stop.  No end until my end.  It may even get worse.  I'm trapped in my body, in my world, in my time.  It's driving me crazy.



Help.
      

      
   