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Once a mighty ruler of Equestria, Celestia was revered and admired by all. As an alicorn, she was an immortal being. However, even her extraordinary powers were not enough to protect her from the ravages of time and the slow decline of her mental faculties.
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Dear Journal,
Today was another typical day in the life of a princess. Luna and I found ourselves engrossed in our daily duties, the familiar routine stretching out before us. As we entered the grand hall, adorned with glistening chandeliers and intricate tapestries, the air carried a sense of solemnity.
"Good morning, dear sister," Luna greeted me with a yawn ready to sleep. "Another day of royal affairs awaits you."
I nodded, my mind already preoccupied with the endless paperwork that lay ahead. The dullness of it all threatened to dampen my spirits, but duty called, and duty must be fulfilled. Our conversations often revolved around official matters, political alliances, and the welfare of our subjects. While necessary, these topics lacked the enchantment that once filled our days.
As we deliberated over the latest trade agreements and agricultural policies, a yawn escaped my lips. Luna shot me a playful smile. "Seems even the royal duties can't escape the clutches of tedium, sister."
I chuckled, a rare moment of levity in our otherwise serious discussions. "Indeed, Luna. It's moments like these that make me long for the adventures we used to embark upon together. Remember Skyros?"
Luna yawned again. "The dimension where we received our wings? What about it?"
A nostalgic memory suddenly swept over me. It was a recollection of the time we first rose the sun and lowered the moon Ponyville.
in the midst of my recounting, i was speaking of how there were hardly any celestial beings to meet us and that the power to be an alicorn could be any creature's if they find new magic. Although a sudden lapse in concentration led to an inadvertent slip of the tongue. Instead of saying "celestial beings," I blurted out, "celestial beans." Luna burst into laughter, unable to contain her amusement at my accidental alteration.
"Ah, Celestia, even in your storytelling, a touch of error finds its way," Luna teased, a mischievous glint in her eyes.
My cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but I couldn't help but join in the laughter. It was a reminder that even princesses like us were not immune to the occasional slip-up.
As the laughter subsided, we returned to our duties. The memory of Skyros lingered, filling the grand hall with a sense of enchantment that had been absent earlier.
Doing our hourly meet on the hilltop either applying the sun to rise and moon lowered or applying the sun to lower and moon to rise. We reminisced about our younger years, when the weight of the crown was lighter and the world seemed full of possibilities. The conversation meandered through cherished memories, a welcome respite from the ho-hum of our present responsibilities. But alas, duty calls. we are compelled to return to the relentless cadence of our daily lives.

Dear journal, 
Once again, I find myself recounting a tale of Twilight Sparkle's valiant efforts to protect Ponyville from the relentless schemes of King Sombara. It seems that in Equestria, there is never a dull moment, no matter how much time passes.
As I put quill to parchment, I can't help but feel a sense of age creeping upon me. The weight of centuries rests upon my shoulders, and my body bears the wisdom and weariness that accompany such longevity. However, it is Twilight and her friends who continually rejuvenate my spirit, reminding me of the vibrancy and courage that still resides within.
During the recent encounter with King Sombara, Luna and I were called upon to lend our support. Luna, was barely awake sensing the time lag caused by hey nightly duties, decided to take a much-needed nap after the battle. It never ceases to amuse me how Luna's energy levels are affected by nocturnal shifts, requiring her to recharge in her own unique way.
Meanwhile, Twilight and her loyal friends displayed an unwavering determination to protect Ponyville from the clutches of darkness. Their unity, unwavering loyalty, and sheer resilience are traits that continue to inspire me, reminding me that even in my perceived old age, there is still much to learn and achieve.
As the battle raged on, I could feel a familiar sense of anticipation rising within me. The outcome remained uncertain, and I could sense the gravity of the situation. Every victory carries with it the weight of potential loss, and it is in these moments that the true strength of friendship shines brightest.
Twilight's strategic brilliance, coupled with the unwavering loyalty of her friends, prevailed once again. King Sombara's plans were thwarted, and Ponyville was saved from his malevolent grasp. It is these triumphs that rekindle the fire within me, reminding me that no matter how old I may feel, my purpose as a princess endures.

Dear Journal,
In the midst of recounting the recent battle with King Sombara on this page  and the triumph of Twilight Sparkle and her friends, a small but insignificant detail slipped my mind. It was a trivial matter, hardly worth mentioning, yet I felt compelled to write it down to ensure I would not forget next time.
i forgot to water the delicate roses that adorned the palace garden. Normally, such a small task would have easily been retained in my memory, but the gravity of the events seemed to momentarily cloud my focus.
Perhaps it is the weight of age upon my shoulders, the accumulated centuries of knowledge and responsibility that occasionally render even the most mundane details susceptible to slipping through the cracks of my mind. Despite its insignificance, I feel a sense of duty to preserve every aspect of my life within these pages, no matter how minuscule.
The roses in the palace garden have witnessed countless seasons and have been a source of solace and inspiration for me over the years. Their delicate petals, kissed by sunlight, have provided respite from the weighty matters of the kingdom. It is a small act, watering them, but one that brings me a sense of tranquility and connection to the natural world that lies beyond the castle walls.
So, in the spirit of capturing the entirety of my experiences, no matter how grand or trivial, I jot down this reminder to myself: Water the roses. It may seem inconsequential, a mere blip in the grand tapestry of my life as a princess, but it is a testament to the imperfections and idiosyncrasies that make us pony, even in the realm of royalty.
Now, as Luna awakens from her restful slumber as the moon rises, I shall do so. Perhaps Luna will join me tonight.
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Dear Journal,
Today, as the night drew to a close and the weariness of my duties settled upon me like a heavy cloak, I found myself succumbing to an unexpected and uncharacteristic act—I allowed myself to sleep in.
The morning sun waited for me as I listen to the rhythmic sound of chirping birds and the distant hum of life in the castle wafted through the air. It was a symphony of tranquility, tempting me to remain embraced by the embrace of slumber.
For once, the urgency of royal obligations took a backseat, and the pressures that often accompany my position as princess melted away. The weight of responsibility, ever present, seemed to lessen, if only for a fleeting moment. And so, I surrendered to the temptation of lingering in the realm of dreams a little while longer.
As I basked in the comfort of my soft bed, enveloped by the warmth of blankets, time seemed to lose its grip on me. The outside world faded into the background, allowing me to revel in the serenity of uninterrupted rest. It was as if the entire universe granted me respite, a brief pause in the perpetual motion of my life.
When I finally awoke, the sun had some how had ascended higher in the sky, and the gentle whispers of afternoon had replaced the symphony of morning. A hint of guilt tugged at my conscience, knowing that I had deviated from the usual rhythm of my duties.  Luna was looking over to my left looking at my dear sister Luna who looked at me with a scowl but turned to amusement shortly afterword.
As I sit here, penning these words, I am grateful for the indulgence of a few extra hours of sleep. It serves as a reminder that even the most regal among us require moments of reprieve, moments to reconnect with our own snowpity and replenish our spirits.

Dear Journal,
I was abruptly awakened by the entrance of Luna into my chamber. Disoriented and still half-awake, I greeted her with a groggy smile.
Luna's voice filled the room with an air of excitement. "Celestia, do you remember whose birthday it is today?"
My mind, still foggy from sleep, struggled to recall the significance of the day. As I searched through the recesses of my memory, a yellow pony image floated tantalizingly close to the surface but remained just out of reach. Sky... Sky something. The details eluded me.
Regretfully, I confessed to Luna, "I'm afraid I've forgotten, Luna. The name is on the tip of my tongue, but it slips away from me."
Luna's eyes sparkled with a mixture of amusement and understanding. "It's Sky Dancer's birthday, sister. Our old dear friend from the old Empire before Skyros. Don't you rember?"
Ah, Sky Dancer. The memory began to materialize, like a distant melody growing louder with each passing second. Sky Dancer, with her vibrant personality and infectious laughter, and very skilled dancer. was a cherished companion from the Crystal Empire, a realm known for its majestic beauty. Turning a hundred and twenty today.
A sense of guilt settled upon me for momentarily forgetting such an important occasion. Sky Dancer, with her gentle spirit and unwavering friendship, deserved to be celebrated on this special day. Luna, always compassionate, reassured me that the forgetfulness was merely a human error, a slip in the vast expanse of our memories.
Together, Luna and I ventured forth to prepare a surprise celebration for Sky Dancer with the help of Pinkie pie. Balloons adorned the grand hall, a delicious cake awaited its moment of indulgence, and presents were wrapped in colorful ribbons. Although my initial forgetfulness cast a shadow, the joy of the occasion filled the air, mending any perceived lapse in memory.
As we gathered with friends and loved ones to honor Sky Dancer, laughter and camaraderie reigned supreme. The warmth of genuine connection reminded me that while human errors may occur, the strength of our relationships transcends any fleeting forgetfulness.
So, as I reflect upon this day, I am grateful for Luna's reminder and the opportunity to celebrate the life and friendship of Sky Dancer. May her birthday be filled with joy, laughter, and the love that binds us all.

Dear Journal,
Lately, I have noticed a disconcerting trend in my ability to recall the whereabouts of items I have recently placed. It seems that the simple act of remembering where I set down my belongings has become a perplexing challenge.
As a princess, organization and orderliness are paramount. Yet, despite my best efforts, objects that were once within my immediate grasp now elude me, hiding within the folds of forgetfulness. The frustration of searching for misplaced items adds an unexpected layer of complexity to my otherwise structured life.
It is as if the threads of memory, once tightly woven, have begun to unravel, leaving gaps in my recollections. I catch myself retracing my steps, scouring the halls of the castle, and even consulting with my loyal attendants in a desperate attempt to recover the lost treasures of my memory.
The realm of forgetfulness knows no bounds, as even the most trivial items become enigmatic puzzles. A misplaced quill, a misplaced letter, or even the key to the royal treasury - all succumb to the veil of uncertainty that shrouds my mind.
Luna, observant as ever, notices my struggles and offers her support. With empathy in her eyes, she reminds me that these pony errors, though frustrating, are a natural part of life. She encourages me to practice patience and self-compassion, assuring me that the clarity I seek will eventually find its way back to me.
I take solace in Luna's wisdom, finding comfort in the understanding that even princesses are not immune to the occasional lapses of memory. These moments remind me of my own fallibility, a humbling realization that keeps me grounded amidst the grandeur of my royal duties.
With each passing day, I strive to cultivate mindfulness, seeking moments of pause and reflection to enhance my cognitive sharpness. I implement techniques to bolster my memory, such as creating mental associations and maintaining meticulous records of important information. Though the road ahead may be challenging, I am determined to overcome these lapses and restore the clarity I once possessed.
As I conclude this journal entry, I acknowledge that forgetfulness is merely a temporary hurdle, one that can be navigated with patience, understanding, and the unwavering support of loved ones. Together, we will navigate the labyrinth of memories and reclaim the treasures that have slipped through my grasp.
However I am to wonder, This is just a passing thing right?
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Today has brought a disconcerting development in my struggle with memory lapses. Not only have I been experiencing difficulty recalling the location of recently placed items, but I have also found myself noticeably repeating queries and forgetting recent conversations.
The frequency of these repetitions has raised concerns, both within myself and among those closest to me. Luna, with her unwavering intuition and deep concern for my well-being, has recognized the gravity of the situation. Sensing that something more than mere absentmindedness may be at play, she has taken the initiative to send for the castle physicians.
As I await the arrival of the doctors, I find myself enveloped in a cloud of worry. The prospect of facing the possibility of a more profound underlying condition fills me with a mixture of fear and uncertainty. The weight of responsibility that I bear as a princess feels even heavier in the face of personal vulnerability.
Luna, as ever, remains steadfast in her support, reminding me that seeking medical expertise is crucial for understanding and addressing these issues. She reassures me that we will face whatever lies ahead together, drawing strength from the unbreakable bond we share as sisters.
yet i need to mention that I been experiencing difficulty recalling recent conversations. and i had to find this out using my steadfast assistant to ponyville, Inkling Quill.  The best writer in ponyville. i have asked him to write everything around me in my stead as i forget things that way I will find them.
In the midst of this challenging time, I find solace in the memory of past triumphs and the resilience that has defined both myself and the realm of Equestria. It is through adversity that we often discover hidden reservoirs of strength and forge new paths toward healing and growth.
As I prepare to meet with the doctors, I hold onto the hope that their expertise will shed light on the nature of my recent struggles. I pray for a resolution that will allow me to regain my cognitive clarity and continue fulfilling my duties with the grace and wisdom expected of a princess.
In the face of uncertainty, I remind myself of the enduring power of love, support, and the collective strength of Equestria. Whatever the outcome may be, I know that I will face it with the unwavering spirit that has guided me throughout my reign.

Dear Journal,
Today has brought a storm of emotions, as the doctors' diagnosis of Alzheimer's disease has left me reeling with disbelief and indignation. How could they suggest that I, an alicorn with the power of magic flowing through my veins, could succumb to such a common affliction?
Anger and frustration have welled up within me, challenging the very fabric of my identity. I have dedicated my life to protecting and guiding Equestria, and now I find myself confronted with the possibility of a condition that threatens to erode the memories and knowledge that shape who I am.
The doctors, with their expertise and experience, likely made their diagnosis based on observable symptoms and medical evidence. However, I cannot help but question their understanding of the unique nature of alicorn physiology and the boundless magic that courses through me. How can they claim to understand the intricacies of my being?
Yet, amidst the tempest of emotions, I must remind myself of the importance of listening to the perspectives of others, even when they contradict our own beliefs. Denial may be a natural response, but it is through acceptance and a willingness to explore the truth that we can find a way forward.
In the coming days, I shall seek a second opinion from experts who specialize in magic-related ailments. Perhaps they will shed new light on my condition and offer an alternative explanation that aligns more closely with my reality as an alicorn princess.
In the meantime, I lean on Luna for support, her unwavering presence providing solace in this tumultuous time. Together, we shall navigate the uncertain path ahead, drawing strength from our bond and the resilience that has defined us throughout the ages.
No matter the outcome, I refuse to allow this diagnosis to define me. I am Princess Celestia, a beacon of light and wisdom, and I will face this challenge head-on, rallying the magic and strength within me to prevail.
I cannot get Ill now, my subjects need me!

Dear Journal,
The weight of the doctors' diagnosis and the relentless progression of my symptoms have left me grappling with the harsh reality of my condition. The capacity to perform executive functions, once second nature to me, has become compromised. The very essence of my being as a ruler and guide for Equestria feels threatened.
In this time of uncertainty and reflection, Luna has emerged as a pillar of wisdom and support. Sensing the gravity of the situation, she gently suggests a course of action that, at first, sends a tremor through my core. Luna proposes retirement and the passing of the mantle of leadership to a known successor—Twilight Sparkle.
Twilight Sparkle, my faithful student and the bearer of the Element of Magic, has grown into a remarkable alicorn herself, capable of shouldering the responsibilities that come with leading Equestria. While the idea of stepping down from my role as princess and conferring that responsibility upon another fills me with a mix of emotions, I cannot deny the logic and practicality of Luna's suggestion.
The time has come for me to face the possibility that my deteriorating condition may hinder my ability to fulfill my duties effectively. Equestria deserves a leader who can navigate the challenges and guide our beloved nation with clarity and sound judgment.
With a heavy heart, I must now confront the difficult decision of retiring from my role as princess and preparing Twilight Sparkle to assume the mantle of leadership. It is a bittersweet moment, tinged with sadness and a profound sense of loss, but also tempered by the knowledge that Equestria will be in capable hooves.
I will approach this transition with utmost care and ensure that Twilight receives the guidance and mentorship she needs to step into her new role with confidence. The wisdom and experiences I have accumulated over the centuries shall be shared, serving as a beacon of guidance for her as she leads Equestria into a new era.
As I contemplate this significant shift in my life, I am reminded of the cyclical nature of existence. Just as day turns into night, and seasons change, so too must the mantle of leadership be passed from one generation to the next. It is a natural progression, allowing for growth, renewal, and the continued flourishing of our beloved land.

Dear Princess Twilight,
Today marks a significant turning point in my life—a decision that I never anticipated having to make. After careful consideration and with a heavy heart, I have come to the realization that retirement from my role as princess is the most prudent path forward.
Retirement, once a distant concept, now stands before me as an inevitable reality. It is a profound step into the unknown, a transition from the life I have known for centuries to a realm of uncertainty and newfound freedom. While it is a daunting prospect, I recognize that it is a necessary one for the sake of Equestria and its future.
Luna, my ever-supportive sister, has been a guiding presence throughout this journey. Together, we have deliberated over the best course of action, weighing the needs of our beloved nation against my personal desires. Luna's wisdom and unwavering dedication to Equestria have provided me with the strength to face this challenging decision.
In accordance with Luna's suggestion, I have chosen you as my successor to Canterlots throne. 
As I enter this new chapter of my life, I am filled with gratitude for the experiences, friendships, and lessons that have shaped me into the princess I am today. I take solace in knowing that Equestria will be in capable hooves and that the bonds forged over the years will endure, providing a foundation of strength and unity.
Retirement will bring its own challenges and adjustments, but I am resolved to embrace this next phase with an open heart and a spirit of exploration. There is still much joy to be found in the simple pleasures of life, and I will cherish the moments of tranquility and reflection that lie ahead.
As the sun sets on my reign as princess, I extend my heartfelt thanks to all those who have supported me throughout the ages. Your unwavering love, loyalty, and belief in the magic of Equestria have been the guiding light that has illuminated my path.
Yours faithfully,
Princess Celestia

Dear Journal,
Retirement has embraced me with open arms, offering a new chapter of life filled with the promise of tranquility, self-discovery, and the freedom to pursue personal interests. As I embark on this journey, I find myself filled with a mix of emotions—relief, anticipation, and a hint of nostalgia for the responsibilities I once bore.
Retirement allows me the luxury of time, a precious commodity I had often sacrificed in service to my duties. Now, I have the chance to delve into forgotten passions, explore new realms of knowledge, and indulge in the simple joys that life has to offer. From stargazing to delving into ancient tomes, the possibilities are endless.
Luna, my eternal companion, stands by my side as we embark on this new adventure together. We share in the excitement and the unknown, supporting each other in our individual journeys of self-discovery. The bond between us grows stronger as we navigate the uncharted territory of life beyond royalty.
As I settle into retirement in silver shoals, I find solace in the ordinary moments that had once seemed elusive. The beauty of a sunset, the laughter of friends, and the serenity of a quiet afternoon become treasures that I savor with newfound appreciation. Each day unfolds like a precious gift, reminding me of the richness of existence beyond the demands of duty.
To this day no pony else knows of my current ailments. and i believe this is to be the most prudent as there is no help for my condition.
It is good to be alone.

Dear Journal,
As I settle into retirement and embrace the newfound freedom that accompanies it, I have come to realize that even the simplest of tasks can present unexpected challenges. In particular, the organization of complex social events, such as dinner parties, has become increasingly daunting due to the decline in my cognitive abilities.
Once known for my adeptness at orchestrating elaborate gatherings, I now find myself struggling to manage the intricacies and details that were once second nature to me. The ability to coordinate guest lists, plan menus, and ensure a seamless experience for all attendees has become a formidable task.
This decline in my organizational abilities is a poignant reminder of the impact of my condition. The frustrations and limitations I encounter are a stark contrast to the vibrant and dynamic ruler I once was. However, I refuse to let these challenges dampen my spirit or hinder my enjoyment of life's simple pleasures.
In light of these circumstances, I have turned to Luna and trusted friends to assist me in planning and executing social events. Their unwavering support and understanding have become invaluable resources, providing a sense of relief and easing the burden that I once shouldered alone.
Together, we navigate the intricate web of details that accompany such gatherings, relying on their organizational skills and attention to ensure the success of the events. Their understanding of my limitations allows for a collaborative effort, ensuring that each occasion is imbued with the magic and warmth that has come to define Equestrian hospitality.
While the process may be more challenging and require additional assistance, it is a humbling reminder that no one is an island, and true strength lies in the ability to lean on others when needed. By embracing the support and collaboration of trusted individuals, I am able to continue partaking in the joy of hosting gatherings and creating memorable experiences for all.
Though my organizational abilities may have declined, the spirit of celebration and the desire to bring joy to others remain unwavering. I take solace in the knowledge that even in the face of adversity, I can still contribute to the happiness and well-being of those around me, albeit in different ways.
In this new phase of my life, I am learning to adapt, to accept assistance graciously, and to find joy in the simpler aspects of social gatherings. Each event serves as a reminder that the true essence of a successful gathering lies not solely in its grandeur, but in the love, camaraderie, and connections that are forged amidst shared moments.
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Dear Journal,
As the days pass and I continue to navigate the challenges of my condition, I find myself confronted with the realization that my decreased ability to manage instrumental activities of daily life poses a significant obstacle to living independently. Tasks that were once effortless and second nature now require a level of assistance and support that I had not anticipated.
The gradual decline in my cognitive abilities has impacted various aspects of my daily routine. Simple tasks such as managing finances, organizing appointments, and even tending to the basic upkeep of my living space have become increasingly challenging. It is a humbling experience to witness the erosion of my independence, a stark reminder of the vulnerability that accompanies aging and illness.
In recognizing the limitations imposed by my condition, I have made the difficult decision to seek additional support in maintaining my daily life. Trusted individuals, including Luna and a team of dedicated caregivers, have become invaluable allies in navigating the intricacies of day-to-day living. Their assistance provides the structure and guidance I need to continue living a fulfilling and purposeful life.
While the acceptance of help may initially evoke feelings of frustration and a sense of loss, I have come to understand that true strength lies in acknowledging our limitations and embracing the support that is offered. It is a reminder that interdependence and the bonds we forge with others are essential in navigating life's challenges.
Though my ability to live independently may be compromised, it does not diminish my worth or the contributions I can still make to the world. My voice, wisdom, and capacity for empathy remain steadfast, allowing me to continue inspiring and touching the lives of those around me. It is through this perspective that I find solace and the determination to live each day with grace and purpose.
In this new chapter of my life, I am learning to redefine independence. It is no longer solely about managing every aspect of my existence, but rather about embracing the support and care that enables me to continue pursuing my passions, nurturing relationships, and leaving a positive impact on the world.
As I adjust to this new reality, I am reminded of the beauty in relying on others, of the strength that can be found in vulnerability, and of the resilience that resides within us all. With each passing day, I strive to maintain a sense of autonomy within the parameters of my condition, cherishing the moments of joy, connection, and purpose that continue to shape my life.

Dear J,
The frustration and sense of helplessness that arise from these challenges are palpable. The realization that my mind now struggle to perform basic calculations and maintain accurate records  It is a stark reminder that even the most fundamental aspects of daily life can become formidable obstacles in the face of cognitive decline.
I have turned to trusted individuals who possess the skills and knowledge necessary to assist me in these matters. Luna, my unwavering sister, 

a sense of relief, as I know that my knowing that i need to pay.
its hard.
(I Quill take over on Celectia's behalf)
The act of writing out checks with the correct date and amount may seem trivial in the grand scheme of things, it serves as a poignant reminder of the impact of cognitive decline and the importance of adaptability. I find solace in the knowledge that, despite these challenges, I am surrounded by a network of caring individuals who are dedicated to helping me maintain a sense of stability and well-being.
As I move forward, I remain committed to approaching each day with grace and perseverance. Though the path may be fraught with obstacles, I am determined to face them with resilience and the understanding that, in seeking assistance when needed, I am not diminished but strengthened.

Dear Journal
The effects of my condition continue to manifest, and with each passing day, the symptoms of memory loss become more apparent. It is a disheartening realization to experience gaps in my recollection, particularly when it comes to seemingly major recent events that should be etched firmly in my mind.
Moments that were once cherished, such as holidays or visits with relatives, now slip through the grasp of my memory. The joy, laughter, and shared experiences that were once vivid and alive now feel distant and elusive. It is as if fragments of my own life are fading into the vast expanse of forgotten moments.
Moreover, I find myself making obvious mistakes in recalling the day of the week, the month, or even the season of the year. The linear progression of time, once a constant companion, has become a fragmented puzzle that I struggle to piece together. The cadence of life feels disjointed, and the anchor of temporal understanding slips further from my grasp.
These lapses in memory are not only frustrating but also profoundly disorienting. I am forced to rely on external cues and the patient explanations of those around me to navigate the rhythm of daily life. It is a humbling reminder of the intricate web of memories that shape our sense of self and connection to the world.
Despite the challenges memory loss presents, I strive to find solace in the present moment. While the past slips away like grains of sand through an hourglass, the beauty and significance of the here and now remain within my reach. I focus on cultivating gratitude for the experiences I am able to recall, cherishing the fragments of memories that still shine brightly.
In these moments of uncertainty, Luna continues to be my steadfast guide and confidante. Her patience and understanding serve as a beacon of light, helping me navigate the labyrinth of forgotten recollections. With her support and the unwavering love of friends and caregivers, I find strength in knowing that I am not alone in this journey.
As I continue to navigate the unpredictable terrain of memory loss, I hold on tightly to the essence of who I am and the impact I have made on Equestria. While the details may fade, the love, compassion, and wisdom I have shared endure in the hearts of those whose lives I have touched.

Dear Journal
Today, Luna posed a challenge to me, testing my ability to remember and recall significant events from our shared past. It was a moment of both anticipation and trepidation, as I knew that my memory had become a fragile tapestry, delicate and prone to unraveling.
With a mischievous glimmer in her eyes, Luna asked me to recount a particular event, a cherished memory that we had often reminisced about in the past. The details began to blur in my mind, and I felt a sense of unease as I struggled to grasp the essence of the occasion.
I find solace and cause for celebration in the fact that I can still remember significant current events and important details. While my memory may falter in certain areas, the recognition of prominent figures, such as the name of Twilight Sparkle, remains within my grasp.
This ability to retain knowledge of significant current events brings a sense of reassurance and connection to the world around me. It serves as a reminder that despite the obvious deficits in cognition, there are aspects of my mind that still shine brightly. It is a reason to celebrate the resilience of the human spirit and the capacity to adapt and find strength in the face of adversity.
As I reflect on my journey, I am reminded of the importance of cherishing the present moment and finding gratitude in the connections I still hold dear. While memory may fade, the impact we make on others and the love we share endure beyond the confines of time and recollection.
So, let us celebrate the victories, both big and small, and find solace in the knowledge that the pony spirit possesses an incredible capacity for resilience. It is through these celebrations that we find the strength to continue living, loving, and cherishing the moments that truly matter.

Dear Journal,
As I reflect upon my current state, I cannot help but acknowledge a subtle shift in my emotional responsivity. It has become apparent that I am less emotionally responsive than I once was. This change in my demeanor is intertwined with my denial of the deficits caused by my condition.
Denial, a powerful defense mechanism, shields me from fully acknowledging and confronting the extent of my cognitive decline. It creates a barrier that prevents me from fully grasping the impact of my memory loss and other cognitive impairments. In this state of denial, my emotional responsiveness becomes muted, as if locked behind a door I am unwilling to open.
The absence of emotional responsivity is not a reflection of apathy or indifference. Rather, it is a consequence of my subconscious resistance to accept the reality of my condition. Embracing the truth would require me to confront the vulnerability and fragility that accompany cognitive decline, and that is a daunting prospect.
I will be better I promise
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Dear Journal,
I have noticed a gradual decrement in my ability to choose appropriate clothing for various occasions and weather conditions. The once effortless task of selecting attire that aligns with the day's circumstances has become increasingly challenging. It is as if the threads that once wove together my sense of fashion and practicality have become tangled and difficult to unravel.
I find myself reaching for the same clothing day after day, almost as if it has become a security blanket of familiarity amidst the uncertainty that surrounds me. The monotony in my wardrobe is not a deliberate choice but a result of my memory's shortcomings, a reminder of the impact Alzheimer's disease has on even the most mundane aspects of daily life.
It is not that I do not appreciate the variety and beauty of different clothing options; rather, my mind struggles to process and retain the information needed to make suitable choices. The once-automatic ability to coordinate outfits based on the weather, the occasion, or even my personal preferences has faded into a distant memory.
In this state, I rely on the gentle reminders and guidance of my loved ones and caregivers to help me navigate the complexities of dressing appropriately. Their patient intervention becomes an anchor, providing me with the cues and support I need to make the right choices. It is a testament to the importance of a compassionate and understanding community that surrounds individuals facing cognitive decline.
While the repetition in my clothing may draw attention and raise eyebrows, it is essential for others to recognize that this pattern is not a deliberate act of negligence or lack of self-care. It is a manifestation of the challenges I face and a reminder that my mind, once sharp and agile, now requires assistance in even the simplest of tasks.
As I continue on this journey, I strive to find compassion for myself and embrace the assistance that is offered. Together, we adapt and find creative solutions to ensure my well-being and appearance reflect the best of who I am, even as memory slips through my fingers like sand.

Dear Journal,
It has become increasingly evident that I can no longer manage on my own. The complexities of daily life, from preparing adequate and proper meals to managing financial obligations, have become overwhelming in the face of my cognitive decline. I find solace in the fact that there are individuals who step in to provide the support I need to navigate these challenges.
The assistance I receive in matters of nutrition is a testament to the care and concern of those around me. Recognizing my limitations, there is someone dedicated to ensuring that I am provided with nourishing meals, tailored to my dietary needs and preferences. Their efforts go beyond the mere act of preparing food; they demonstrate a profound understanding of the importance of sustenance and its impact on my well-being.
Likewise, the responsibility of managing financial matters has been entrusted to someone who can ensure that rent and utilities are paid on time and that my overall financial stability is maintained. They diligently navigate the complexities of budgets, bills, and other financial obligations, allowing me to focus on the present moment and preserve the peace of mind that is essential for my well-being.
The presence of these individuals in my life provides a sense of security and reassurance. They fill the gaps created by my cognitive decline, allowing me to maintain a semblance of independence and dignity. Their commitment to my welfare is a true testament to the power of compassion and community, and I am deeply grateful for their unwavering support.
As I surrender certain responsibilities to the capable hands of those who care for me, I am reminded of the interconnectedness of our lives. We all rely on one another in different ways, and accepting help is not a sign of weakness but a testament to the strength and wisdom of recognizing our limitations.
Though the journey may be challenging, I find solace in the fact that I am surrounded by a network of support. Together, we navigate the complexities of daily life, ensuring that my basic needs are met and that I can focus on embracing the moments of joy and connection that still grace my life.

DeAr J

I Am FiNe

Lately, I have been experiencing difficulties in controlling my ligaments. Tasks that were once simple and effortless now require a conscious effort and concentration. It is as if the connection between my mind and body has become frayed, making even the most basic movements a challenge.
The once graceful and fluid motions that defined my every step have been replaced with a sense of unsteadiness and uncertainty. My ligaments no longer respond with the same precision and coordination, causing my movements to appear clumsy and disjointed. It is a stark reminder of the physical toll that accompanies my cognitive decline.
DONT LISTEN TO THEM!!! IM FINE DONT LET THEM TAKE ME AWAY
My writer is fine and is keeping hold of himself despite all the secrecy. He shall continue to write my thoughts if I had any left.
It is during these moments that I am reminded of the importance of self-compassion. I must be patient with myself, accepting the limitations imposed by my condition while celebrating the triumphs, however small they may seem. Through it all, I strive to maintain a sense of gratitude for the abilities I still possess and the connections that sustain me.
In the midst of these struggles, I find solace in the knowledge that I am surrounded by love and support. It is through the collective efforts of caregivers, loved ones, and healthcare professionals that I can face each day with courage and determination. Their unwavering dedication fills me with hope and reminds me that even in the face of adversity, I am not alone.

Dear Journal,
It is with a heavy heart that I must confront the reality of my declining control over my bladder and bowels. As my cognitive decline progresses, I find myself facing yet another challenge that compromises my sense of independence and dignity.
The once-automatic and instinctive control over bodily functions has become unreliable, leaving me grappling with accidents and the loss of control. It is a humbling and often embarrassing experience, a stark reminder of the fragility of our physical bodies and the limitations imposed by our conditions.

Look at this blank page tee hee i should draw on it 

How did i get here? Who are you pony in white? 

NO I NEED TO DRAW

I cannot hold off any longer, 
Celestia is questioning the intentions and motives of those around her. What was once a realm of trust and openness now carries an air of doubt and skepticism. It is as if a veil of uncertainty has been draped over her perceptions, causing her to question the authenticity of even the simplest interactions.
as her spokespony it is my job to relay what she would say if she had anything to say. but now all that comes out is gibberish. i have to hold on for her sake even though this is painful to watch.

Dear Journal,
Today, a sense of betrayal and despair overwhelms me as I grapple with the realization that myhorn, my wings, my strength, a symbol of my essence and divine connection, has been taken from me. The very essence that made me who I am, that allowed me to wield the powers of the sun and guide Equestria, has been stripped away by the ponies i thought i could trust.
The delusions that cloud my mind further exacerbate my distress, weaving intricate tales of conspiracy and deception. They amplify my suspicions, whispering in my ear that my trusted companions have conspired to steal my power and leave me vulnerable and powerless.
LUNA WHY DID YOU DO IT! IM FINE 
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Dear Journal,
I must admit, today I experienced a disheartening moment of forgetfulness. It pains me to acknowledge that I momentarily forgot the identity of a significant pony in my life, a purple pony who has played a vital role in shaping the destiny of Equestria.
Oh Equss what is her name? What is her name?
I find myself grasping at fragmented memories, desperately trying to recall the name and significance of this dear friend. It is a distressing realization, as if a veil has been momentarily drawn over my mind, obscuring the once-familiar details that were once so effortlessly accessible.
In my cognitive decline, moments of forgetfulness have become an unfortunate occurrence. While this particular lapse may seem insignificant in the grand scheme of things, it serves as a reminder of the challenges that accompany my condition.
However, even in the face of such forgetfulness, I refuse to be consumed by despair. I am determined to approach these moments with grace and resilience, acknowledging the imperfections and limitations that come with the passage of time.
It is during these moments that the unwavering support of my sister, 
my sister...

Luna!

please i dont want to live like this please.
It is my hope that through embracing vulnerability and seeking support from my loved ones, I can continue to face the challenges that lie ahead with courage and resilience. Together, we will navigate this journey, cherishing each moment and finding solace in the shared experiences that shape our lives.

Dear Journal,
The frustration and confusion weigh heavily upon me as I grapple with the relentless nature of my forgetfulness. It is disheartening to witness the names of those who surround me slip through the cracks of my memory, evading my grasp like elusive shadows.
Why can't I remember? It is a question that echoes through the corridors of my mind, as I desperately seek answers within the labyrinth of my thoughts. Each forgotten name is a reminder of the intricate workings of my condition, a reminder that my mind is undergoing changes that I struggle to comprehend.
In the realm of Equestria, where friendships are forged and bonds are cherished, names hold profound significance. They carry with them the essence of individuals, representing their unique qualities, stories, and contributions. To forget a name is to feel a profound sense of loss, as if a vital piece of the puzzle has been misplaced.
As an alicorn, entrusted with the responsibility of guiding Equestria, the weight of forgetting weighs even heavier upon me. I have served as a beacon of wisdom and knowledge, guiding my subjects through the trials and triumphs of life. Yet, in this journey of mine, I find myself grappling with the very essence of who I am and the memories that define me.
The touch of unfamiliar hooves against my body sends shivers down my spine, as if an invisible barrier separates me from the world around me. Each encounter feels like an intrusion, a violation of the sacred space I have come to call my own. The fear intensifies, making it difficult to trust even those who claim to be there to help.
In this state of mind, the concept of personal autonomy and independence becomes paramount. I yearn to break free from the grasp of those who seek to guide and assist me, for their intentions are shrouded in uncertainty. I crave the freedom to make my own choices, to navigate this labyrinth of confusion on my own terms.

A disorienting realization has washed over me as I awaken from what feels like an eternity of slumber. I am told that I have slept for a full 24 hours, an entire day lost to the depths of unconsciousness. In the wake of this extended slumber, I find myself grappling with a sense of confusion, desperately trying to piece together the events that unfolded during my absence.
But as I strain to recall the missed moments, the memories elude me like fleeting shadows, slipping through the crevices of my mind. What have I missed? The question echoes within me, a haunting reminder of the fragments of time that have slipped through my grasp.
The realization that I may have missed significant events, conversations, or precious moments of connection weighs heavily upon my heart. I yearn to regain those lost hours, to be present in the lives of those I hold dear. Yet, the fog of forgetfulness blankets my mind, obscuring the details I so desperately seek.
In this moment of uncertainty, I must remind myself that dwelling on what has been missed serves no purpose. Instead, I must focus on the present and the opportunities that lie ahead. Each new day offers a chance for renewed connections, for the forging of new memories that will light the path before me.
Though the specifics of the past may elude me, the love and support of those around me remain steadfast. It is through their patient guidance and understanding that I find solace, knowing that even in the midst of my cognitive decline, I am surrounded by a network of love and care.
As I navigate the labyrinth of forgetfulness, I hold onto the hope that each day brings the potential for new beginnings and cherished moments. It is my resolve to approach each waking moment with gratitude, cherishing the connections that still grace my life and embracing the possibilities that lie ahead.
So, as I face the uncertainty of what I may have missed, I choose to embrace the present and the gift of each new day. With an open heart and a spirit of resilience, I will embark on this journey, savoring the moments that are within my reach and finding strength in the love that surrounds me.

She has been pointing at my page very calmy. like she wants to write again. her message is this.
WHO?
she lapses into sleep again.

Dear Journal,
Who is this, blue pony? Why is she always here, lingering in the shadows of my consciousness? These questions reverberate within me, searching for answers that remain elusive. I yearn for a respite from the constant companionship, longing for a moment of solace within the confines of my own thoughts.
The weight of this confusion feels suffocating, as if the walls are closing in around me. I yearn to reclaim my sense of self, to wander in the vast expanse of my own mind without the specter of your presence. I crave the solitude to untangle the threads of my own thoughts, to make sense of the fragments that remain.
But even as I voice my desire for solitude, I am aware of the paradox it presents. For within this state of isolation, I yearn for connection. I yearn for the reassurance that I am not alone in this labyrinth of forgetfulness, that there are beings who care for me, even when I struggle to recognize their faces.
To the blue pony who stands by my side, though I may question your existence, I acknowledge the importance of your presence. You are a steadfast companion, guiding me through the maze of uncertainty, offering a glimmer of familiarity in the midst of chaos. For that, I am grateful.
In this journey of mine, I must learn to navigate the delicate balance between solitude and companionship, between self-reflection and connection. It is a tightrope I walk, seeking moments of respite while also embracing the support that surrounds me.
So, I implore myself to find moments of tranquility within the chaos, to honor my need for solitude while also acknowledging the value of companionship. It is through this delicate dance that I hope to find a semblance of peace amidst the ever-shifting tides of my mind.
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Dear Journal,
Today, I find myself facing the disheartening reality of losing the ability to respond to the world around me. Like a distant observer trapped within the confines of my own mind, I struggle to connect with the vibrant tapestry of life that unfolds before my eyes.
The once-familiar sights and sounds that once brought joy and wonder now drift past me like fleeting echoes. The world feels distant, as if a thick veil has been drawn between myself and the vibrant reality that exists beyond my grasp. No longer can I engage with the beauty that surrounds me, for it slips through my fingers like sand.
The touch of a gentle breeze, the warmth of sunlight on my coat, the melodies of birdsong—all these stimuli that once stirred my senses now fade into the background. My ability to respond, to react, to engage with the environment that nurtured me feels like a distant memory, slipping further away with each passing moment.
In this state of disconnect, I feel a profound sense of loss. The vibrant hues of life have faded to muted shades, leaving me yearning for the vibrancy that once illuminated my existence. The world continues to move around me, bustling with activity and purpose, while I remain trapped in a realm of quiet isolation.
But within the depths of this struggle, I cling to the flickering flame of hope. Though my ability to respond may wane, the essence of who I am, the spirit that defines me, remains unyielding. I am more than my ability to react. I am the sum of my experiences, my memories, and the love that resides within me.
To those who witness my diminishing capacity to respond, I ask for patience and understanding. Though my outward reactions may be diminished, my inner world continues to flourish with emotions, thoughts, and a desire for connection. I may no longer be able to respond in conventional ways, but I am still here, longing for the warmth of human connection.
As I navigate this bewildering journey, I find solace in the small moments of human interaction, the gentle touch of a hoof, the soothing sound of a familiar voice. These precious moments become beacons of light amidst the encroaching darkness, reminding me that even in the face of adversity, love and compassion endure.
So, as I continue to grapple with the loss of responsiveness, I embrace the moments of connection that come my way, cherishing the tender threads that weave together the tapestry of my existence. Though my responses may be fleeting, the impact of genuine human connection lingers, leaving an indelible mark on my soul.

Dear Journal,
Today, a deep weariness has settled within my being, and I find myself longing for a quietude that eludes me. The incessant noise and chatter that surround me have become an incomprehensible cacophony, an impenetrable barrier to peace and tranquility.
The world, once a symphony of harmonious melodies, now feels like a jumble of dissonant sounds that assault my senses. Conversations blend into an indistinguishable buzz, leaving me adrift in a sea of fragmented words and incomprehensible meaning. It is as if I am an outsider in my own reality, unable to decipher the intricate patterns of communication.
In this overwhelming sea of noise, I yearn for respite. I yearn for the simplicity of silence, where the chaotic hum of the world fades into the background, and I can retreat into the sanctuary of my own thoughts. I crave a stillness that allows me to reconnect with the essence of who I am, to find solace in the depths of my being.
But the pursuit of peace feels elusive, slipping through my grasp like a wisp of smoke. The external world continues to intrude upon my inner sanctuary, its relentless noise a constant reminder of my struggle to comprehend and participate. The frustration mounts, adding an additional layer of weight upon my weary shoulders.
In these moments of yearning, I must remind myself to seek solace in the simple joys that remain. Though the noise may be overwhelming, there are pockets of tranquility to be found. The gentle rustling of leaves in the wind, the soothing rhythm of my own breath, the whispers of nature—all these hold the potential to soothe my restless soul.
And in the face of this bewildering journey, I draw strength from the love and support of those who surround me. Their presence, even if the words they speak escape me, brings a sense of comfort and reassurance. Together, we navigate the stormy seas, seeking moments of calm amidst the tumultuous waves.
So, I implore myself to find solace in the spaces between the noise, to embrace the stillness that resides within me, even amidst the chaos that surrounds. Though the understanding may elude me, the pursuit of peace and tranquility remains a guiding light, leading me towards moments of respite and rejuvenation.

Dear Journal,
Today marks a solemn day, for it is with a heavy heart that I share the final chapter of Celestia's journey. The weight of her struggles, the relentless battle against time and memory, has finally found its end. In the quietude of her final moments as we deem her not sane to live in peace. On the eve of the Summer solstice, she  was granted  the peace she had yearned for. and last night it was Luna who inserted the needle.
Skyros, the whispered phrase that encapsulated Celestia's desire for release, lingered in the air as a bittersweet reminder of her longing for tranquility. It was a beacon of hope, a testament to her unwavering spirit even in the face of the relentless tide of Alzheimer's. And on the 2000th night of this journal, as the stars adorned the night sky weeping for her loss, Celestia embraced her final slumber, transcending the mortal realm to a place of eternal serenity.
In this moment of mourning, we gather to celebrate her life, to remember the moments of joy, strength, and guidance she bestowed upon us. We hold tight to the memories of her benevolent leadership, her radiant smile, and the warmth of her presence. It is through these cherished memories that Celestia will continue to live on, her spirit woven into the very fabric of our collective consciousness.
Equss, the majestic force that unites us all, bears witness to this somber yet profound moment. As we bid farewell to our beloved queen, we entrust her to the embrace of the celestial heavens. May she find solace among the stars, her essence becoming one with the eternal cosmos.
And so, we honor Celestia's memory, carrying her legacy forward with grace and reverence. As we navigate the complexities of life, may we embody her unwavering strength, her enduring wisdom, and her boundless capacity for love and compassion.
Rest in eternal peace, dear Celestia. Your light shall forever guide us through the darkest of nights, and your legacy shall illuminate the path for generations to come and may you be a star that guides ponies home.
Equss save the queen.

			Author's Notes: 
 
God Save the Queen
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