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		Description

Rarity, a young filly, is trying to find her ailing mother the perfect Hearth's Warming gift.

Part of Serina's Hearth's Warming Eve Collection for 2023.
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Rarity's hooves clicked against the cobblestone streets of Ponyville as she trotted through the winter chill, her breath forming delicate clouds in the air. It was Hearth's Warming Eve, a time of joy and togetherness, but for Rarity, there was a somber undertone to the festive atmosphere. Her mother, a gentle mare named Cookie Crumbles, lay bedridden at home, battling a severe case of hay fever that seemed to have taken a turn for the worse.
As Rarity approached the town square, adorned with colorful lights and ornaments, she couldn't help but feel a weight on her heart. She wished she could make her mother's last Hearth's Warming special, something to remember her by. Rarity was just a filly her small hooves trotting determinedly making her way through the snowy town.
Her destination was a small boutique in the corner of the square, its windows filled with dazzling displays of festive accessories. The bell above the door jingled as Rarity stepped inside, greeted by the warm scent of cinnamon and the twinkle of fairy lights.
The shopkeeper, a plump earth pony with a bushy white beard, smiled warmly at Rarity. "Well, hello there, young one! What can I do for you on this splendid Hearth's Warming Eve?"
Rarity looked around at the sparkling assortment of accessories, her eyes settling on a pair of red shoes, bedazzled with gems that shone like stars. They were the most beautiful shoes she had ever seen, and she imagined her mother wearing them and smiling.
"How much for those red shoes, sir?" Rarity asked, her voice filled with determination.
The shopkeeper stroked his beard, contemplating. "Ah, those are special indeed. A bit pricey, my dear. Are you sure you can afford them?"
Rarity's eyes glistened with a mix of determination and desperation as she looked into her coin purse. It held only a meager amount of bits, far from the cost of the extravagant shoes she so desperately wanted for her mother. She bit her lower lip, trying to keep her composure, but a tear escaped and trickled down her cheek.
"Oh, sir, you see," Rarity began, her voice quivering, "it's for my mother. She's terribly ill, and this might be her last Hearth's Warming. I want it to be special for her, filled with joy and beauty. These shoes... they would mean the world to her."
The shopkeeper's eyes softened as he listened to Rarity's heartfelt plea. He understood the gravity of the situation, the depth of a daughter's love for her ailing mother. He sighed, contemplating the weight of the decision before him.
"I sympathize, young one," the shopkeeper said, his tone now gentle. "But even for such a noble cause, the price is steep. These are imported and meticulously crafted shoes. I can't simply give them away."
Rarity nodded, a mix of disappointment and determination in her eyes. "I understand, sir. Thank you for considering. I just... I just wish I could make this Hearth's Warming special for her."
As Rarity turned to leave the shop at that moment, a deep voice sounded from behind her. "I'll take care of it."
Rarity turned to see a stallion, a stranger to her, standing there with a kind smile. He was a sturdy earth pony with a red mane and a gentle expression.
"Are you sure?" Rarity asked, blinking in surprise.
The stallion nodded. "Consider it a Hearth's Warming gift. Everypony deserves a little joy on this special day."
Bright Mac with a warm smile, placing a bag of bits on the counter turned and started up a conversation with the shopkeeper. “Heading out tomorrow, Bronze Spark. Need to put any orders in?”
The elderly shopkeeper, his face lined with worry, picked up the bits and sighed. "On Hearth’s Warming, Bright Mac? And with a new filly at home? Are you sure you and your wife should make the journey?”
Bright Mac chuckled, “We’ve made it a thousand times before, nothing new.”
Bronze shook his head, “But there is something new, there have been reports of robberies and dragon sightings along the southern routes. It's become a treacherous journey, it has."
Bright Mac's waved his hoof. “Part of the job. We have goods to deliver. Besides, dragons never bother anypony they stick to the skies.”
The shopkeeper sighed narrowing his tired eyes. “If you say so Bright. If you’re not careful, it may be your last.” He finished counting the bits and handed the shoes to the little filly. 
Gratitude welled up in Rarity's eyes as she thanked the generous stallion. "Oh, thank you, thank you! You've made my Hearth's Warming Eve!"
The snow crunched beneath Rarity's hooves as she hurried through the quiet streets of Ponyville, her breath visible in the crisp winter air. The red shoes, nestled securely in her magical aura, seemed to glow with the promise of joy for her ailing mother. Each step carried a mixture of excitement and urgency as Rarity envisioned the delight in her mother's eyes upon receiving such a thoughtful gift.
However, the winter terrain was unforgiving, and as Rarity turned a corner, her eagerness betrayed her. A patch of ice lay hidden beneath a thin layer of snow, waiting to disrupt her journey. In an unfortunate twist of fate, Rarity's hoof slipped, and time seemed to slow as the precious shoes were sent spiraling through the air.
"Oh no, no, no!" Rarity gasped, her heart pounding as the red shoes scattered across the pavement like fallen stars. The gems embedded in them twinkled momentarily before settling into the snow, their luster dulled by the cold.
Tears welled up in Rarity's eyes, reflecting the soft glow of the holiday lights that adorned the nearby buildings. She dropped to her knees, cradling the once-perfect shoes in her hooves. The vibrant red had dulled, and the gems, once a dazzling display of radiance, now lay scattered like shattered dreams.
"I worked so hard for these," Rarity whispered, her voice choked with sadness. She carefully gathered the gems and inspected the shoes. They bore the scars of the fall – scuffed and worn, the magic that once adorned them now diminished.
The weight of disappointment settled heavily on Rarity's shoulders. She envisioned her mother's weakened smile, and guilt gnawed at her. She bit her lower lip, fighting back the tears that threatened to spill over. In the quiet of the snow-covered street, Rarity felt a profound sense of loss. 
Rarity's breath formed tiny clouds in the chilly air as she pushed open the door to her home, the warmth of the living room contrasting sharply with the cold winter night. The soft glow of the Hearth's Warming tree illuminated the room, casting a comforting ambiance that momentarily eased the weight on Rarity's shoulders.
Her mother lay in the hospital bed, her husband by her side holding his wife’s hoof with one hoof and rocking a tiny cradle with the other as Rarity entered. The flickering lights from the tree danced in low lit living room.
Rarity retreated to her room, carefully closing the door behind her, careful not to wake her mother. The room was filled with the soft glow of her magic, and as she placed the broken shoes on her worktable, she let out a heavy sigh.
"I won't let this ruin Hearth's Warming for Mom," Rarity whispered once more, her voice determined. She took a deep breath, exhaling slowly as she wiped away the remaining tears. Her eyes fell on the damaged shoes. 
Rarity retrieved a small box from a drawer, filled with an assortment of materials – delicate threads, gemstones, and magical embellishments. She placed the shoes before her, the task at hoof more challenging than she initially realized.
With meticulous precision, Rarity began her work. Her unicorn magic enveloped each gem, securing them in place with an intricate dance of sparkles and light. She then focused on the fabric, mending the scuffs and restoring the once-worn surface to a pristine sheen. The room filled with a soft hum as Rarity worked, the magic weaving through the air like an unseen tapestry.
As the minutes passed, Rarity lost herself in the craftsmanship, pouring her love and determination into every stitch and magical flourish. The shoes began to radiate with a brilliance that surpassed their original state. The repaired gems sparkled with an ethereal glow, reminiscent of a starlit sky.
Rarity's room became a haven of creativity and magic. The air was thick with the scent of carefully chosen materials, and the soft hum of her unicorn magic resonated with the flickering lights from the Hearth's Warming tree just beyond her door.
With a final, satisfied touch, Rarity admired her work. As Rarity carefully levitated the repaired shoes, she felt a surge of pride. The once-broken gems now shone brighter than ever, and the shoes, despite their earlier misfortune, held a renewed sense of beauty. With the shoes cradled in her hooves, Rarity took a moment to compose herself before reentering the living room, eager to share the surprise that awaited her ailing mother.
The delicate scent of freshly baked cookies wafted through the air, a comforting aroma that enveloped her senses. She knew she had to be strong for her mother, Cookie Crumbles, who was ailing and needed a bit of cheer.
Gently pushing the door open, Rarity stepped into the somber living room. The soft glow of the fireplace cast a flickering light on the walls. Hondo Flanks, her father, sat in an armchair near the hearth, cradling a tiny bundle in his arms—Sweetie Belle, only a moon old, swaddled in a soft blanket.
"Rarity, darling," Cookie Crumbles smiled weakly from her bed, her eyes lighting up as she saw her daughter enter. "Come here, sweetheart."
Rarity's heart swelled with a mix of excitement and trepidation. She hurried over to her mother's side, her small hooves clicking softly against the polished floor. Hondo Flanks looked up, his eyes reflecting both weariness and affection as he held Sweetie Belle close.
"Momma," Rarity chirped in her youthful voice, "I got you something extra special. Close your eyes!"
Cookie Crumbles, a faint smile playing on her lips, obediently closed her eyes, her frail hooves resting on her lap. Rarity carefully knelt beside her mother, the gem-studded shoes held out like a precious treasure.
"Alright, open 'em!" Rarity exclaimed.
Cookie Crumbles blinked her eyes open, and a gasp of delight escaped her as she beheld the exquisite red shoes. The gems caught the light, casting a brilliant kaleidoscope of colors around the room. The shoes sparkled as if they held a piece of the night sky within them.
"Oh, Rarity, they're absolutely stunning," Cookie Crumbles whispered, her eyes shimmering with gratitude.
Rarity grinned proudly, her heart swelling with happiness at her mother's reaction. "I thought they'd make you feel better, Momma. Like magic shoes!"
As Rarity helped Cookie Crumbles gingerly slip her hooves into the enchanting shoes, Rarity continued, "And look what I made for Sweetie Belle!" She produced a small, gem-studded headband, crafted with meticulous care.
Cookie Crumbles' eyes welled up with tears of joy as she admired the thoughtful gifts. Hondo Flanks nodded in approval, tears staining his muzzle.
Rarity leaned in, placing a gentle kiss on her mother's cheek. "I love you, Momma.”
As the hours passed, the snow fell outside, casting a serene blanket over the world. Rarity lay beside her ailing mother as the soft glow of the bedside lamp created a cocoon of warmth. Hondo Flanks had gently tucked Sweetie Belle into a peaceful slumber and now stood vigil at his wife's side, tenderly holding her hoof as she drew her last, weak breaths.
The red shoes still adorned Cookie’s hooves, bathed in the dim light. The flickering firelight danced on the walls, casting shadows that seemed to echo the unspoken truth in the room.
As the snow whispered its lullaby outside, Rarity nestled close to her mother fast asleep. The room was filled with a poignant silence, broken only by the muffled sniffles of Hondo who knew that time was slipping away.
As Cookie Crumbles took her last breath, the room held a somber stillness. Hondo with tear-filled eyes, pressed a final kiss to his wife's forehead, “I love you. Always.” he whispered, his grasp on her hoof lingering before gently letting go. The snow outside continued to fall, covering the world in a silent shroud.
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