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		Description

A final sunset.
A lonely hill.
An ancient mare, and a last breath.
Celestia is there at the end of every day, bidding each pony goodbye. Luna is there to bring in the night, greeting every soul as they make their last journey. This is the story of one such passing, as one spirit finally bids goodbye to her world and moves on.
Cover art by me!
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	A normal pony would have passed her by that afternoon. It wasn't all that strange to see a lone figure sitting on a hill, thinking, as Celestia's sun neared the horizon. For most ponies, this would be the perfect time to go for a walk, or settle down to a board game with friends as the last of the light faded, but there was often at least one pony who wanted to watch the sunset from a hilltop. Tonight, it was Silver Spirit, and she knew that this might be her last sunset ever.
She was sitting on a grassy knoll, facing the openness of the Equestrian countryside. Her hometown was about a mile behind her, as she'd wanted to be near it, but still alone this evening. She wasn't going to look back at it, because she wanted to leave her past life completely behind when she went. To her right was a forest, not close enough to be nearby or obstruct the Western horizon, but not far away enough to be in the distance, either. The sun was nearing the horizon, but it hadn't touched it yet. A few clouds drifted at the edges of the sky, just as Silver Spirit drifted at the edge of life.
She was old, very old. Her once-silvery coat had lost its luster, she was wrinkled and weak, and her mane and tail, once blue-grey, had long since faded to white. Her cutie mark, a dark grey two-armed spiral, had faded and become wrinkled, and her magic hardly worked at all anymore. Most of the time it looked as if it all belonged, as though she had never been young. The signs of her age had made her respected, given her the appearance of great wisdom and strength. She'd thought, hoped, that she possessed those things, but now she wasn't so sure. Not when she was so afraid to leave.
Silver had been holding on for a long time. She had always felt like there was reason to live longer, for friends, or family, or even the ponies in her hometown that relied on her for advice. But her family was gone, the few distant relatives she had lived elsewhere and didn't really know her. Her friends had all passed on before her, and she was getting lonely. Even then, she had stayed for the other townsfolk, but times were changing and ponies no longer looked to her for help and wisdom. They still cared, of course, but they didn't need her like they used to. That was okay. It was sad, but part of life. There comes a time for everyone when they are no longer needed. And when that time comes, it usually means it's time to go. 
She could have been immortal, she was sure. She'd held on for so long that she felt she could stay as long as she wanted to, though not without struggling to stay alive every day. But her retirement funds were running out, and she was no longer needed. There was nothing left for her here. She knew that living would be pointless now, just a struggle for sentience and coherence while her body persisted. It was time to leave, and she knew it.
Silver had known when she'd woken up that morning. She'd felt it coming for days, a gradual weakening, a sense of finality. She'd been subconsciously dropping hints of goodbyes whenever she talked with anypony, and had spent as much time as she could with others. She'd talked to everypony she knew cared about her, just spending time with them. Silver hadn't told anyone that she thought she'd leave soon, just made sure that her last moments with them were something wonderful to be remembered. She knew that it was the worst thing in the world to have someone die on bad terms with you. She still felt somewhat responsible for Bright Shine's death, when the yellow- and- green pegasus had passed just after a disagreement with her, so she'd made sure that nopony was on bad terms with her. But she hadn't realized what she was doing until that morning.
She had woken up feeling weak, unstable. She usually held a sort of strength in her bones, her bright spirit shining through her fragile body. Today, that had been gone. It was the first time she'd ever felt bone-weary, both spiritually and bodily. She knew then that every day she held on would be a struggle, that her time had come. She could stay if she wanted to, but there was nothing left for her. So she'd spent the day setting her affairs in order, then having the best time she could before walking out to the hill to be alone in her final moments.
Of course, now that she was here, Silver was having some doubts. Her final choice weighed heavily on her shoulders, and the prospect of "never again" was hard to bear. She was lonely, more so than ever before in her life. She was scared of what might be ahead, and terrified of the change she would experience in leaving everything behind. She'd spent a lifetime here, built a life for herself and changed the lives of many others. Now it was at an end, and everything she thought she knew might be about to change. As the sun crept closer to the horizon, she let out a whispered cry.
"Oh, Celestia, help me!" The first words since she'd set out for the hill escaped her lips. Her gravelly, ancient voice cracked as she let out her plea. "Help me let go. Please, please..." Her words trailed off. She would have been crying by now, but tears had never come easily to her eyes. It was both a gift and a curse, that she could rarely cry when she wanted to. Instead, she contented herself with begging the cooling summer air for help from the Sun Goddess. I can't do it on my own. I came here to be alone, yet I find myself begging for company, for just one pony to help me. The one pony that has been constant in my life, Celestia.
Suddenly, and yet not startlingly, there was a rush of wind behind her, the kind caused by the flapping of great wings. "I am here, my little pony. I am here for each pony like you, at their end, completely alone." The Sun Princess landed next to Silver, before laying down next to her. "Mind if I join you? I heard there's going to be a beautiful sunset tonight." Silver Spirit nodded silently, looking to the West. The sun had drawn even closer to the horizon, and the sky was turning orange around it. Celestia draped a wing over her back, saying nothing. She knew that she must let Silver speak first, if anything would be said. 
"Thank you." Silver spoke after a long silence. Her words were small, childlike, and yet held the wisdom and experience of ages past. "I can't let go on my own, I can't bring myself to do it. Please help me, Princess." The words were simple, but carried the weight of a terrible struggle. 
"Just Celestia is fine now, Silver Spirit. I come to you now as a friend, to send you off on your final journey. But that is all I can do, be here for you and with you in your last moments. I can see you off, no more. Neither can I promise anything about the other side, for I rule the day and know nothing of the night." Celestia spoke gently, but her voice revealed sadness and finality. Silver had to let go of life on her own, but she did not have to be alone at her last.
"One last sunset." The reply came quietly, sad but decisive. "I want to see my last sunset, and then I will stop trying to live. It is almost over." She sounded more relaxed now, more courageous. "I am tired. Soon, I can have my rest." She sighed quietly and leaned into Celestia's side. The warm alicorn hugged her tighter with her wing, stretching her neck around Silver's briefly as well. There was little she could do for those in their last hours, but she would always help them as much as she could.
They sat there together in silence for a while, waiting. Finally, the time came for the day to end. Celestia took a deep breath. "It's time," she said softly. "Are you ready?"
"Yes." Silver Spirit shifted a little, to see the horizon as best she could. She, too, took a deep breath before nodding to her companion. "Thank you again, Celestia. I am ready." The solar princess lit her horn, looking to her celestial object. The sun slowly began to sink, touching the horizon at long last. They watched together, sides pressing into one another and sharing warmth, the silence radiating though them and speaking the things they had no words for. The fear was still there, but it was quieted and comforted by their companionship. Though Silver had never met Celestia face-to-face before, they felt like close friends, their souls intertwining in Silver's hour of need. Very, very slowly, the sun lowered behind the edge of the world, as the colors of the sky changed to brilliant oranges and yellows, then some pink, purple, and finally a touch of green as it disappeared. 
Finally, the last of the light faded from the sky. "Thank you, for all you've done," Silver murmured. "I have had a good life."
"Thank you, for making such a difference to other ponies' lives," Celestia replied. "Equestria would not be the same without you." Silver nodded, her eyes finally filling with tears- of gratitude, joy, relief, sorrow, and a hundred other bittersweet emotions. 
"Then, goodbye." She took a deep breath, and... let go. Her eyes became unfocused as she stopped trying to live, and her heart slowed. Her breathing began to falter, and she leaned even more into Celestia's side as she stopped trying to support her own weight. Celestia did her best to comfort her, humming and singing lullabies. Finally, at about 2:00 in the morning, the breathing stopped. There was no heartbeat, and the body went cold. Silver was gone.
"Goodbye, my friend." Celestia whispered to the wind. She looked up to the stars, and whispered a prayer for her spirit. She used her magic to dig a grave in the top of the hill, and laid the body in it. She would carry the news of Silver's death to the townsfolk in the morning. Celestia covered up the hole, and laid a stone at the head of the grave. Lastly, she gently carved the image of Silver's cutie mark into the smooth stone, the two-armed spiral. She quietly sang a few verses of a song she'd once heard to send off Silver's spirit that she thought was fitting:
"This looks familiar, vaguely familiar,
Almost unreal yet, it's too soon to feel yet
Close to my soul and yet so far away
I'm going to go back there someday.
Sun rises, night falls, sometimes the sky calls.
Is that a song there, and do I belong there?
I've never been there, but I know the way
I'm going to go back there someday.
Come and go with me, it's more fun to share
We'll both be completely at home in midair
We're flying, not walking, on featherless wings
We can hold on to love, like invisible strings.
There's not a word yet, for old friends who've just met.
Part heaven, part space, or have I found my place?
You can just visit, but I plan to stay
I'm going to go back there someday.
I'm going to go back there someday."
Celestia sighed and settled down on the hill again, next to the grave. She would sit a vigil for the rest of the night, an old tradition of hers and Luna's. The next day, she might organize a formal funeral, but she had a feeling that this was the kind of burial that Silver would have liked. She might plant a tree at the head of the grave, next to the stone. But now, tonight, she would watch and pray.

Silver Spirit found herself in an undefined space. It was dark yet light, there but not there. It was real, that much she knew. Soon, her non-surroundings resolved themselves into a starry space. She stood on nothing, but there was a pathway ahead of her, seemingly made out of more stars. She took a few steps forward before the realization hit her. I'm young again! She had no wrinkles or creaky joints, her mane and tail had been restored to their original color and luster, her coat once again shone, and her cutie mark was distinct on her flank.
She sighed deeply in relief. It was over, she had passed out of life. That bittersweet sadness hit her again, knowing that she could never go back now. Everything she had known was gone.
"Not everything." The voice surprised her, and she jumped. She hadn't noticed anypony else there, and had assumed she was alone. "Remember, a wise one once said, 'All you can take with you is that which you've given away.' You have given much in your life, and so will keep many things from your life with you as you make this final journey." Silver looked at the path, where a bright light was gathering. The light flashed brightly once, and when it faded, Princess Luna was standing in its place. "Come, Silver Spirit. It's time to go home."
The two ponies walked off along the path towards whatever lay beyond; one as old as the stars, and the other in the prime of her life. Both were good friends, walking a familiar path to where one would leave the other behind. But it would not be long before they saw each other again, for time passes differently in that strange, starry space. 
Just as Celestia is there at the end of every day, Luna is there to begin every night. All you have to do is let go.

			Author's Notes: 
Here's the song I used (you may have to turn your volume up because it's kind of quiet): 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ryEjm3k6uY0
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