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Celestia sits at a bar and drinks, stuck in a new routine, dreading the morning sun.
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	It was late at night and everybody had left the bar. The moon sat heavy and waning in the sky. It was bloated, fat, and fit to spill its silver bounty on the world. The stars gobbled this gift up, so very little of this gift ever reached the surface. The moon was slothful, the stars gluttonous, and both of them very greedy for attention. 
Celestia fixated her eyes on the night's dainty dance. Onto a nebula coaxing the horizon in smooth sailings, then over to a star cluster spinning and tittering on the brink of collapse before it could find its footing again, then of course the winking face of the moon that was more puppy dog eyes than lewd glances. 
The bartender refilled her glass of whiskey. It wasn't of any notable brand and its taste was even less notable. Even the bar itself was as memorable as a newspaper fluttering in the breeze. It served a purpose, it was relatively clean, the lights were on, and the window was clear. 
For Celestia, this was enough. 
The two sat together and stared out the window at the empty courtyard where the tables were empty, the chairs were tucked in, the umbrellas closed up, and a gust of wind blew errant leaves across the street. It was utterly desolate, other than the flickering shadows from the light of the bar inside. The shadows still managed to dance and laugh as much as their earthly counterparts, albeit more fluid and less colorful. 
"You want more?" the bartender asked. 
"Not right now."
"More ice?"
Celestia shook her head. "My drink is cold enough, thank you."
The bartender grunted and continued to clean the glasses. All of them were already spotless, of course, but it was such a force of habit that he committed it to his deepest subconscious and could practically do it in his sleep. He often had. Even in death he could already picture himself a skeletal figure cleaning a nonexistent glass in a coffin. The thought was somehow comforting. 
Celestia sipped her whiskey, forgetting the taste the moment it went down her throat. The warm sensation cooled almost instantly. Even in her stomach the liquor sat heavy, lukewarm, a lead ball in her gut that prevented her from flying.
"You've had a lot tonight," the bartender said in simple observation. 
"It's been one of those nights." Celestia pursed her lips. "Or days, rather. The day led into the night."
"And the night led into the day."
"As the saying goes."
"Mmm."
The bartender set his glass down and glanced up at the moon. What he saw was just a white circle with dots of grey in a vast, open sky of so many different colors of purple one could spend an entire lifetime finding each one. He couldn't see the behemoth above that craved attention from the mortals below, but rarely ever received it. To his eyes it was just the moon. To Celestia, it was an eye staring right at her.
"You often wonder why I come here."
The bartender shrugged. "Yeah. Obviously."
"And yet you never bothered to ask?"
"You never bothered to bring it up," the bartender said. 
Celestia sipped from her glass, empty droplets tasteless on her tongue. "You don't pry often, then?"
"I work at a bar that stays open for most of the night. Whenever someone comes in, prying is the last thing they want on their mind." He shrugged again. "Plus, I'm just trying to get by with a decent tip."
"Money is that important to you?"
"Typically yes. Typically no. I'm just going through life bit by bit," he said to Celestia. "I mean, the last place I expected to end up in life was behind a bar. Didn't exactly turn out peachy keen to me. But hey, living's a living, so might as well as make the most of it."
"By not talking to customers unless prompted for a refill?"
"In a way."
Celestia stared blankly at her half empty glass. The ice cubes made not a sound as the whiskey's presence sucked the life from them, ripping each particle of its existence until it was contorted to liquid again. The whiskey absorbed this as well. Soon there would be nothing of the ice, the water, the coldness, everything absorbed by the whiskey eventually. No one cared for the ice's death. It was to be expected. 
"What did you imagine in life?" Celestia finally asked, breaking the pregnant silence. "Where do you imagine your life will take you?"
The bartender didn't answer immediately. Whether that was because he was mulling over the question or the meaning of his eventual response, Celestia didn't know.
After a few seconds he spoke up: "I guess still working at this bar."
"That can't just be the only thing you aspire for."
"Well, not really," the bartender said, nodding his head. "But I serve drinks, listening to interesting ponies tell their tales. Heck, tonight I'm serving a princess." Celestia noticed as he regarded the glass in his hoof. It was just like the dozens of other, with nary an imperfection or stain visible. "You don't get to do something like that every day."
Celestia returned her eyes back to the window. "I suppose not." 
The buildings were giving her odd looks. The Canterlot architecture always seemed nefarious to her. So pristine, so elegant, with the gold trimmings and marble floors. They whispered and connived with one another; waited until their owners were asleep before they opened their doors and spilled their secrets across the cobblestone streets that shuddered at the foreboding arrival of hooves to trample them. The buildings were as pretentious as they were devious. 
"I think it's going to be morning soon," the bartender said, breaking her out of her spell. 
"Another ten minutes until the crack of dawn."
The bartender glanced at the clock over his head and whistled. "Nice guess. Right on the clock."
"You get pretty good at it after a few centuries," Celestia said, swirling the amber liquid in her glass, just another foreshadowing of her duty to be performed. "I raise the sun every single day. Every night, I set it. Always on the dot. I could never be late. Ever. My duty was essential to the entire kingdom, and thus it has to be performed without fail for the rest of my life."
The bartender sighed. He had nowhere to be in the morning. Just an empty house. He wasn't sad with it, of course. It was just a place to sleep, after all, even if sleep almost never came. Then he'd be back at the bar at first telltale sign of night. He'd clean it from top to bottom, turn the lights on, and then serve drinks to whoever walked through. Then repeat it again the next day.
The sun was calling for her over the horizon. Celestia could hear its shrill screams. A crying child, wanting attention once again and throwing up a fuss until it got what it wanted. Oh, how it ever so loved to bask in the attention of its subjects down below. It gloated before them with its fiery ego ablaze with no sign of disdain, all the while soaking their love until it practically gorged itself on it.
The bartender refilled her glass of whiskey. She drank some to deafen the sun's tone, even if it was for a few more precious minutes. Once it was in the sky, there'd be no end to its incoherent chatter and proclamations of greatness. Even when the sun had set, Celestia could still detect the telltale echoes of its cries for attention. Those cries had reverberated in her mind for centuries now. Centuries to come, too. 
She sipped her drink again. 
The ice cubes were nearly melted away. She noticed it when the bartender's lax gaze suddenly focused on her glass. The ice cubes knew not of their purpose in this world. Their only duty was to provide chill to her drink, and they did this job with nary a whisper of protest nor desperate plea for attention. Soon their existence would come to an end, and they will never realize their impact in the world. Born so quickly, their lives melt away in mere minutes, and no one was the wiser. 
Except, of course, for Celestia. 
"You want more?" the bartender asked. 
"Not right now."
"More ice?"
Celestia stared at her glass.
The sun was kicking up a fit. It wanted to rise.
Celestia stared at the bartender. He was oblivious to the heavenly shrieks.
Sunrise was just seconds away. It couldn't wait. Wouldn't. She'd have to give in and release it upon the world.
"More ice?" the bartender repeated. 
"Yes," Celestia said, just as the first rays of light spilled and pierced the skies in a tsunami of gold waves across its surface.
"I would love some."
Once the day had passed, once the sun had quieted down to only whispers, once the moon reclaimed the sky and shyly winked for her attention, once all that was over, she'd be back here. It'll all become yet another routine she'd develop over the centuries. And like any other routine, it'll become stale, tasteless, and no longer worth cherishing. Just another routine to alienate her from the world. 
But currently, she liked it, so she held onto that for a few seconds longer, before the sun engulfed her yet again.

			Author's Notes: 
Eh, a bit too prosy for my tastes, but I think it went well, eh?
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