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	It was a nice autumn morning, the leaves were deep shades of red and orange, and most still hung on the trees. Scootaloo walked along a familiar path she had traveled many times throughout her lifetime. This path lead to a hill that she visits every third weekend. Rainbow Dash waited for her as she lay in the grass patiently for Scootaloo to arrive, like she always has for the past several years.
Scootaloo trotted along the path through the woods. She came to a turn along the path that lead to large and impressive iron gates. The gates always sat open to allow the ground bound visitors entry to the large hill covered in flowers and stones the gates and fencing protect when the public are turned away for ceremonies that are commonly held at the small house at the picturesque hill top. 
She smiled warmly at all the fall weather flowers that were in bloom. She soon came to a stop and looking down to where Rainbow Dash always waited for her. Scootaloo quietly laid down on the cold stone with her.
“It sure is a nice day today. I made it like this just the way you taught me,” she grinned to the whispers of approval carried along in the wind. “And I’m doing great with the Weather Patrol,” Scootaloo continued, “They say I’m the best captain they’ve ever had, but we both know that that’s not anywhere near the truth.” She chuckled, “Besides, I’ve never done a sonic rainboom...” she trailed off.
“But we both know that’s really not important,” said Scootaloo with delighted a sigh, “Oh... it looks like you’ve been taking care of the alfalfa I planted,” she noted leaning over and biting the purple flowery head of the plant’s stock and chewed slowly. Scootaloo let out another quiet sigh as she watched the clouds she placed in the sky slowly drift with the calm breeze of the fall evening. 
“It is such a nice day,” said the orange pegasus mare. “I know today is actually a Wednesday, but today is special,” she giggled to nopony in particular, “Yeah, you thought I forgot, didn’t you?” she suppressed a tear before it could leave the corner of her eye. 
There was a slight change in the wind for a moment making Scootaloo’s mane toss about. “You know I’ll never forget that day. It is still the happiest day of my life—the day I was finally allowed to move in with you.” Said Scootaloo, “Today is the forty-eighth anniversary of when you adopted me,” She paused as she looked over the rows of flowers that dotted the hillside. “Boy, that was an awful long time ago.” 
There was a gleam in her eye as she remembered something, “I almost forgot to mention something—that new recruit I’ve been telling you about, Firefly, she’s definitely going to take my place as captain when I retire.” She chuckled. “Who’da guessed it? Fluttershy’s granddaughter of all ponies, taking my place as the next captain of the Wonderbolts.” She let out another happy sigh watching the clouds as they slowly change from milky white to a soft orange to match the leaves on all the trees.
“Hmm... Such a nice day... Good thing I took today off to visit you.” She watched as the clouds slowly shifted from cotton candy pink to the ice blue of the night sky as the sun finally finished setting in the distance. “Well... You know the deal... the sun has set, and the stars are out. That means it's time for me to head home.” 
Scootaloo carefully rolled onto her side to get her hooves under her body as she stood up. She took a calm deep breath as she looked around at all the other grave stones of anonymous ponies, then looked down on the large elegantly carved stone marker, that rests atop the final resting place of her hero, mentor, adoptive mother and sister, and not the least of which one of her best friends in the whole wide world, Rainbow Dash. “Don’t worry about me, I’ll be fine.” She smiled at the stone one last time before trotting along the path that brought her here back to town. 
When she made it out of the woods onto the main road and looked up in the sky, her eyes gleamed and her jaw dropped. For she saw a comet like no other. A comet she only saw once before, on the night of Rainbow’s funeral, for this comet had a great luminous tail that shone like no other, it let out a beautiful rainbow for miles in its wake as it moved across the sky. Scootaloo took to the sky on her powerful wings as she watched in awe as the rainbow comet slowly faded from sight past the horizon. 
She slowly ascended to her cloud house as she flew over Ponyville. After the short flight in the cool refreshing air, she came to a stop, landing in her cloud house’s landing. She took a moment to look down and across the town she is very proud to call her home before she turned to the large golden door, gripping the handle in her teeth and opening it. She stepped inside, closed the door, took three whole steps before she was bowled over by a flying tortoise held aloft by the gyrocopter strapped to his shell. 
“Hi Tank. Its good to see you to,” said Scootaloo as she gave Tank a big hug before rolling back onto her hooves, trotting to the kitchen and taking a bowl of crisp lettuce and carrots out of the fridge, taking it with her to bed where that faithful tortoise sat, expectantly on that blanket with Rainbow’s oversized cutie mark in it respectful place. 
Scootaloo hopped up onto her bed next to Tank. “Here ya go. Now don’t give me that, I know it’s your favorite so just eat up.” Said Scootaloo as she grabbed a lettuce leaf and munched on it. Tank followed suit and stuck his head in the bowl and began to eat.
When the bowl was empty, Scootaloo got up, trotted over and sat in on the kitchen counter to be washed in the morning. She quickly trotted back to the bed, grabbing the blanket with a hoof and sliding it aside to give her room to lay down before pulling the blanket over her body. “Good night, Tank.” She called to the tortoise as he settled into his bed. “Good Night, Rainbow Dash.” She said to her plush replica of her idol she still sleeps with to this day. She gave her hind legs a kick in the air, tucking the blanket under them as she dozed off to sleep.
The End.
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