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		Description

It's been forty years since Rainbow Dash took Scootaloo under her wing.  In that time, the small filly has grown up and started her own life.  This did not stop Scootaloo from remembering the most important pony in her life.
Don't forget to rate.
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	"Come on Dash!  Check out this new trick I made up!"
"Alright, Scoots, let's see what ya got."

Those memories... I carry them with me every day.  I've always looked up to Rainbow Dash because I've never really had anyone in my life to look up to.  I would play with my friends, Sweetie Belle and Apple Bloom every day, trying to earn our cutie marks.  Whenever our crusading got out of hand, Sweetie Belle would be scolded by her sister Rarity and Apple Bloom would get scolded by her sister Applejack.  I however, wasn't scolded by anypony in particular, because there wasn't anyone to do it.
It wasn't until forty years ago, when I came up with a brilliant plan for me and Dash to spend some more time together.  I went camping with the other crusaders and their sisters, Rainbow Dash came along too.  I don't remember much about the trip itself, it was so long ago, but I do remember Rainbow Dash telling me that she'd take me in.  It was the best day of my life and from that point on, we were always together.  She was like my big sister and I couldn't have been happier to call the best flyer in Equestria my family.  Forty years have passed since then.  Things have really changed since that day.  Today, I'm at Ponyville hospital for my weekly visits.
As I entered the front door, I was immediately blasted by the smell of disinfectant.  However, it didn't phase me.  I've been here enough times that I've gotten used to the smell.  The pony at the front desk noticed me and said,
"Hello, Scootaloo, here to visit Rainbow Dash again?"
"Yea.  Is she in her room?"
"Yes she is.  I'm so sorry about last week.  I was afraid that we might lose her."
"It gave everypony a scare, you weren't the only one.  Anyway, thank you."
"Tell her I said hello."
"I will."
Last week, I got news that Rainbow Dash had taken a bad fall.  Apparently, she tried to get out of her bed, but fell onto the floor.  Her body is brittle and can't take the same punishment it used to be able to.  Luckily, she's okay now, but this put a scary realization into my head.  She doesn't have a lot of time left.
I continued down the hall.  It was dead quiet, the only things I could hear was my heartbeat and my hooves clicking against the hard floor.  I knew where I was going, I've been coming here every week for the past five years, yet for some reason, I found myself looking at each of the doors as I passed them.  I guess it's a nervous habit that I picked up on.
Two hundred and eight, two hundred and nine... here we are, two-ten.  I opened the door to see the same plain room.  The only things that decorated the otherwise, dull, atomosphere were a few photographs and a necklace with a red thunder bolt jewel on it.  Rainbow Dash was wrapped in a blanket on the bed in the center.  She was facing the window so I could only see her mane from the door.  It had lost its brilliance and faded over the years, but it didn't lose its color.  I approached the bed trying not to cry.
"Rainbow Dash?  It's me, Scootaloo.  I've come for my weekly visit." I had to make sure I spoke loudly, her body has gotten very weak and she can't hear very well anymore.
"Oh, hello dear.  What are you doing here?" She asked softly.
"I'm here for my weekly visit." I repeated myself a little louder this time.  She obviously didn't hear me.
"Oh, that makes me so happy." Rainbow Dash perked up a little, "How are you?"
"I'm good, the kids have been such a handful.  Do you remember Sunbeam and Spectrum?"
"Of course I remember them, those two little bundles of joy.  What have they been up to?"
"Oh you know, the usual.  Constantly asking about cutie marks and how to get them.  They just want to get theirs right away and I tell them from personal experience that it takes time."
"I remember when you were always running around Ponyville with your friends.  You always got into trouble, you did."
"Come on, I didn't always get into trouble.  But I'm glad that you remember." I was more than glad, I was thrilled that she was able to remember something from so long ago.  However, it wasn't enough to rid me of my fears.
"Is something wrong, Scootaloo?" Rainbow Dash asked.
"N-nothing.  It's just that I'm remembering all those good memories."
"I don't believe you.  What's making you sad?"
I didn't want to answer that.  I just didn't have it in me to tell her that she's going to die soon.  She probably already knows, but I don't want to hear myself say it.  I couldn't hold back anymore and tears began welling in my eyes.
"Scootaloo... don't be sad for me.  I know I don't have a lot of time left in this world.  I've had a wonderful life and made lots of friends.  Most importantly, I met you.  I want to see you smile and be happy in my last moments."
"Okay... I'll make sure to bring some smiles with me the next time I visit." I said, wiping tears away from my eyes.
"Good... good... I-I'm getting tired..." Rainbow Dash yawned.
"I understand, it's about time I got back to the kids anyway."
"Tell them that I said hello."
"I will." I said as I walked to the door.
"Oh, and Scootaloo?"
I turned around, "Yes?"
"Happy hearths warming eve."
"Happy hearths warming eve to you too, mom."
Our conversation ended after fifteen minutes.  A couple years ago, these visits used to be a lot longer, some lasting up to an hour and a half, but now in her weakened state, her body constantly needs rest.  I closed the door behind me and walked to the main entrance.

			Author's Notes: 
I wrote this from the heart after visiting my grandmother.  She's not doing well.  If you read this, please keep in mind that all negative feedback and overly harsh criticism will be ignored/deleted.  I'll work on fixing this when I feel up to it.
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