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		Part 1


			Author's Notes: 
“A life is like a garden. Perfect moments can be had, but not preserved, except in memory.” 
- Leonard Nimoy



	“Oh! Princess Luna! What a surprise!” Nurse Redheart greeted as the navy alicorn entered the Ponyville Hospital. Through the glass door she could see the Princess’ two guards settling into their post at each side of the entrance. Walking towards the princess, she took a bow, but was stopped when she felt a hoof on her shoulder.
Luna shook her head as she smiled. “Please, no need for such formalities here… I’m just here to visit a dear friend of mine,” she said as she looked around. “Pray tell, which room is Pinkie Pie in?” 
“She’s in room forty two, just over there…” Nurse Redheart pointed to a separate hallway leading to a number of rooms. “You just missed Twilight Sparkle and the others. They kept vigil while she was in the operating room.” 
I still don’t know what the operation was though… “Was it serious?” Luna asked Redheart, frowning a little, concerned for her friend’s well being.
“Oh, it was just an appendectomy. Nothing too serious. She’ll make a full recovery. Though, she’ll be pretty sore for a few days,” Redheart replied as she giggled, remembering Pinkie’s ashfallen expression when she received the instructions.
“Very well then,” Luna said before she walked to her destination, giving a brief wave to Nurse Redheart. In just a few steps she was at the desired room labeled number forty two. The alicorn used her magic to turn the handle, allowing her entry. Once she peaked her head inside, a soft smile formed on her face when she saw Pinkie turn to her with a beaming smile.
“Oh hi Luna!” Pinkie greeted as she waved, wincing a little as pain shot across her gut from the sudden movement of her hoof. 
“You should take it easy Pinkie,” Luna replied to the earth pony as she made her way to her, noticing a mixture of gifts and get-well cards on the side-table next to the bed. 
“I see your friends and family have sent their regards to you…” she trailed off when she noticed one of the cards was from Cheese Sandwich, with a picture of him and his signature fedora and pancho blowing a kiss to the camera. She also noticed the plushie doll of the said stallion right next to the her friend. “And more…”
The earth pony mare giggled as she blushed violently at the comment. “He said he was going to visit me soon,” Pinkie replied coyly, tittering to herself as she glanced away from Luna. I can’t wait for him to be here with me… 
“By the way, I got you something too,” Luna said. Her horn glowed with a parcel soon apparating in front of her. The gift floated towards Pinkie, and soon rested in her lap. Luna nodded when she saw Pinkie looking at her, to see if she could open it. 
Pinkie carefully opened the parcel and smiled at the present, that was a nightgown. As she lifted the dark blue nightgown, she noticed its resemblance to the night sky, with stars and other heavenly objects plastered on it. What made it even more mysterious was that it felt alive, shimmering and the stars were blinking in and out with the touch of the earth pony’s hooves. 
“Wow! It’s so beautiful! Thank you so much!” Pinkie kept staring at the strange material the gown was made of. It was clearly hoof-stitched, but still she has never seen anything like it. Not even in Rarity’s boutique. She couldn’t hold it in, had to ask: “Princess, what is this made of? I have never seen anything like it.”
“Oh, it’s just an enchantment I used on a gown I purchased from a Coco Pummel. She said she was a good friend of Rarity’s,” Luna replied as she dismissed her magic. “And I do think Cheese Sandwich will find it quite alluring,” she said, teasing Pinkie with a grin, and tittering when she saw the red cheeks of the earth pony. Her laughter stopped when she saw her friend look downwards, with a sudden faint somber look emitting from her. “Is something wrong?”
Pinkie shook her head, trying to force a smile. “Oh it’s…” she sighed as her ears drooped and her eyes became moist with her hair becoming eerily straight. “With the way I am at the moment, I can’t hold onto a certain promise I made to a colt.”
“Oh? What kind of promise?” Luna asked, cocking her brow as curiosity overcame her.
“Well, I like to help out with the foals at the hospital. Helping out with wishes,” Pinkie paused for a moment her smile beginning to waver. “You know… when they don’t have that much time to--” she was cut off by Luna raising her hoof. When the alicorn lowered it, the pink mare opened her mouth again. 
“Anyway, there’s this really nice colt that I wanted to grant a wish to… and today is his birthday, but now I can’t,” she looked down to her belly, where the hospital robe was covering her stitches. “That’s why, I was wondering if you could fill in for me, please?”
Me… fulfill a wish to a foal? “Well, I…” Luna gasped inwardly when Pinkie presented the saddest puppy eyes she had ever laid eyes on. 
How does she do that? Luna couldn’t pry her gaze away from the irises of the earth pony, that were still moist even without blinking. The alicorn sighed in defeat. “Very well…” she submitted to the request of her friend, who grinned in a blink of an eye. 
“Yay!” Pinkie wanted to grab hold of Luna to hug her, but winched when she felt pain on her side. She tenderly rubbed the wound, tearing up a little as the pain slowly dulled, only to stop when the alicorn reached to perform a hug of her own. Once the elder pony released the younger, the latter cleared her throat and rubbed her eyes clean. “Willow’s room is just opposite of mine, it’s a private room.” 
“Verily,” Luna replied as she made her way out the room, taking one last look at Pinkie. “I shall attend to the wish of Willow, and I will see you again very soon… my friend,” the alicorn bid the earth pony farewell, closing the door behind her. What she didn’t see was the somber smile on Pinkie’s face.
I just hope Luna can handle Willow’s wish…

This must be it…
Luna stood in front of the closed door that lead to a separate and private ward. Just as she was about to touch the door, Nurse Redheart came around the corner and paused as she saw the princess. “Oh, Princess Luna… have you finished your visit with Pinkie already?” 
“Indeed,” Luna replied, removing her hoof from the door. “I was just about to visit another patient on her behalf.”
“Willow…” Nurse Redheart said, barely audible as she lowered her gaze from Luna. “Are you going to see to his wish?” she asked the princess when she raised her head, knowing full well Pinkie was the one to originally fulfill the colt’s wish. Receiving a nod from the alicorn, she sighed as she smiled. “That’s very kind of you… he hasn’t had many visitors aside from Pinkie and her friends.”
“What about his family?” Luna asked, intrigued that a colt would receive so few visitors.
Nurse Redheart shook her head as she thinned her lips. “He’s an orphan; admitted to the hospital a few months ago.” Nurse Redheart hung her head. “Nothing we could do for him, even though I wish we could,” she said, taking a few steps past the princess. “I have to go see to my other patients. I’ll leave Willow in your hooves.” 
Looking back up, Redheart met Luna’s eyes. “And stars bless you for it.” Saluting Luna with a nod, she turned and left Luna alone outside the door. 
‘And stars bless you for it,’ Luna echoed the ancient blessing in her mind. How long had it been since she heard that? Suddenly finding the need to steel herself, Luna took a breath before reaching for the door.
Here we go… Luna finally opened the door, expecting to see a young pony attached to life support machines and IV drips attached to his arm. What she saw however was a brown unicorn colt with a greyish mane reading a book in his bed. Though he had bags under his eyes and looked so thin that one could mistake him for a soul who hadn’t eaten in a year; he didn’t look particularly sick. Still, Luna’s stomach lurched. The absence of those machines spoke volumes more than their presence. They spoke of things like “quality of life” and “making them as comfortable as possible.”
Collecting herself, Luna inspected his body thoroughly. She notice a few faded scars on his arms that were most likely where the IV needles had been placed, and she noticed the white tips on his ears and a few freckles on his face. Even though Luna had just seen him for the first time, she couldn’t help but admit that he was adorable. Only when the princess closed the door behind her did the colt’s ears flicker and turned his attention to the visitor. 
“Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t hear you…” Willow greeted the princess, closing his book and placing it on a side table. “You’re Princess Luna, right?” 
“I am,” Luna responded as she took a seat next to him. “You must be Willow?” she asked him rhetorically, emitting a sincere smile at the colt. “What were you reading there, if I may ask?” she took a peek at the book’s cover, seeing the image of Daring Do on it. 
Willow presented the book to Luna, being as careful as he could to not let his bookmaker fall out of it. “Daring Do and the Star of the Phoenix,” the colt replied to her. “It’s about Daring Do looking for an artifact that can bring a pony back from--” The colt abruptly stopped his sentence as a series of coughs rattled him. 
Grabbing a glass of water for him with her magic, she placed it near his lips. As he drank greedily from it, she looked to the book’s cover. She had seen it mentioned several times in the papers; a highly anticipated release not due out till late next month.
Sighing with relief, the colt cast his eyes to the far side of the bed. “I’m sorry…”
“You have nothing to be sorry about,” Luna replied as she used her magic to remove the glass from his grasp. “Is that better?” she asked him, a little concerned when she saw him wheeze again with a hoof to his mouth.
“I’m okay,” he finally answered her after a few seconds of silent wheezing. “Is Pinkie okay?” he asked Luna curiously as he looked up to her. 
“She is fine, just recovering now…” 
Willow smiled weakly at the reply. “That’s good to hear. I guess she won’t be able to grant my wish for today then…” Trailing off,  he looked at the table at the end of the room where a small chocolate cake with a burned-out candle on top of it was sitting. “Her friends did leave me a nice cake though.” 
“That’s why I’m here,” Luna said as she reached out a hoof to place it under his small chin, raising his head to face her eyes. “I’m here to grant your birthday wish today.” 
“Really!?” Willow beamed as best he could, blinking numerously in disbelief. His smile soon diminished a little though after a few moments. “Well… my wish that I really want is, well it’s a really silly wish. I don’t think anypony would do it for me…”
Sitting at his bedside, Luna caressed his cheek as she looked at him with a demure smile. “Have you ever heard the saying ‘nothing is impossible’?” she asked him and cleared her throat, not waiting for a response from him. “A wish is never impossible to grant to anypony who deserves it, especially one such as you, my little pony.” 
After what seemed to be an eternity of gazing up in awe at her words, Willow fidgeted his hooves as he shifted his eyes from one side to the other. “Well, I really wish I had…” he mumbled to Luna, who’s ears did not pick up on his words.
Luna leaned her head closer to the colt’s, furrowing her brow as she spoke. “Pardon?”
“I wish I had a mother...”

Nurse Redheart hummed as she walked out of the foals’ quarters, having checked up on them and meeting their families who came to visit. Her eyes caught the glimpse of Luna walking out of Willow’s room, with the said colt on her back. The white earth pony paused for a moment, not sure as to what she was seeing. “Princess Luna?” was as articulate of a question as she could ask.
“Ah, just who I was looking for,” Luna answered. 
Luna’s horn lit, and Redheart’s ears rang with absolute silence. 
“It is a privacy spell, so that young Willow can not hear us,” Luna said, her voice the only sound in the world. “It is my understanding that he is in, end of life care; is that correct?”
“Yes.” Redheart jumped at the sound of her own voice as it seemed to come from all directions. “There’s nothing we can do now, but make him comfortable.”
Luna’s eyes went soft as she nodded her head. “Then I wish you to release him to me for home hospice. He wishes for a mother and a home, I will see that it happens.”
“I’ll... go get the release form.”
With a nod, the light on Luna’s horn extinguished and the little sounds of the world came flooding back. “We’ll wait for you by the front desk,” she said to Nurse Redheart, making her way past the earth pony to the front entrance of the hospital. 
“What was that about?” Willow asked, curiosity etched to his face when the sound of the princess’ voice came back to his ear. 
“Just boring adult stuff, paperwork and taxes.”
Willow scrunched his nose, the explanation being enough to not want to know more. “Okay, so what are we going to do now… Mom?” he asked Luna, having paused for a moment before uttering the last word in a playful, experimental way.
Mom… Luna smiled, blinking as the title stirred her heart. In all my years, he is the first to call me that… She gave Willow a soft nuzzle as she craned her neck to her back where he was straddled on. “In a moment, we shall depart this hospital for our home. Tell me Willow, have you ever flown before?”
“No...” 
“This should be a treat for you then,” Luna tittered as she lit her horn, with a thin transparent aura surrounding Willow until it completely enveloped him. “That's just for the wind that might blow in your face,” she informed the colt as he looked down his body as though he were about to sprout another pair of limbs. 
Luna snickered and moved towards the information desk of the hospital, where Nurse Redheart was already waiting for the pair of ponies. Once the alicorn princess stood in front of the earth pony mare, the latter presented a clipboard with the release papers for Willow. 
“Just sign here, please.” Nurse Redheart offered Luna a pen and pointed to a section where a signature was needed by a legal guardian. Once the princess finished scribbling on the paper, the clipboard was returned to the nurse. “Everything seems to be in order… well then, I hope you have a good day today, Princess…” she paused as she looked over the alicorn’s shoulder. “And you too Willow,” she spoke to the colt, her voice nearly breaking when she saw the happiness the colt was radiating.
Willow nodded as he beamed at the elder mare. “Thank you for everything, Nurse Redheart… I’ll miss you,” he replied to the kind nurse. Nestled between his adoptive mother’s wings he waved good bye to her as they left.
“I’ll miss you too.” Nurse Redheart bid Willow farewell, a stray tear escaping from her eye as she smiled fondly at the departing colt.
The two guards standing vigil outside the entrance of the hospital turned when they sensed their Princess’ pressense. One of the Lunar guards cocked his brow when he saw Willow on Luna’s back. “Princess,” he said with a customary bow.” We did not expect you were bringing company,” he said as he stared at the colt with his good eye - the other socket hidden by the eyepatch he had earned the name Deadeye from.
“T’is alright, Deadeye… he is a very special pony to me,” Luna replied as she looked back to Willow as he hid underneath her enchanted mane. “This is young Willow, I’m bringing him home from the hospital; he shall be my son, and live in the castle as such. As he wished for…” Luna eyes glistened as she uttered the words, something her guards had rarely seen form her.
Deadeye’s expression turned somber for a heartbeat; understanding exactly what kind of wish the Princess was talking about. Blinking with his one eye, he released a sigh. “Well then, Prince Willow… please allow us to escort you and your mother.”
“Th-Thank you,” Willow replied, a little flustered by the guard addressing him as royalty. 
“Willow,” Luna called out to her newly adopted son; craning her neck to face him. “Make sure you hold on tightly to my mane, understood?” she instructed the little colt, who slowly nodded in response. “Good.” The alicorn unfurled her wings, giving off a powerful flap and lifting herself up from the ground. 
Luna rose slowly into the air, with her guards following suit and flew in the direction of Canterlot. “What do you think of the view?” she asked Willow, her eyes focused on the shining city atop the mountain.
Behind her, Willow let out a weak squee of joy as they soared through the skies. “No wonder Miss Rainbow Dash loves flying so much!”

Gold and marble passed beneath Luna as the rooftops of Canterlot zipped by. She normally didn’t fly this low, but Willow was giggling at every tower that rushed by, so she had no problem in humoring him with a little barnstorming. 
Pulling up in a gentle arc, Luna came to a hover just above the castle. The day was yet young, and it seemed a shame to go home so quickly. 
“Deadeye,” Luna called, looking over to her guard. “I’m not yet ready to retire. Could you suggest a way for us to pass some time?”
“Hmm...” The stallion scratched his chin as he looked every direction. “May I recommend the royal hot spring,” he suggested. 
Both Luna and Willow laughed at the guard's silliness. “A wonderful recommendation,” Luna answered. Sliding through the air, she began to glide towards the ancient cave. 
Long before Canterlot was a capital, it had been famous for its hot springs. It had been a destination for the wealthy and the sick, a place of relaxation, meditation, and healing. Luna knew well the balm of the hot spring wouldn’t cure Willow’s disease, but it could bring calm to his mind.
Landing outside the cave, Luna dismissed the spell shielding Willow. “My sister and I have visited this very hot spring since before Canterlot existed,” she said to the foal on her back. Stepping into the cave’s shadow, she passed into its darkness till, a dozen steps later in the serene silence of shadows, she again emerged into light. 
“Wow...” Willow breathed in the hot, moist air as they entered the cave. “Where’s the light coming from?” he asked. She could feel him looking around as they descended into the mountain.
“A spell my sister cast a very long time ago. There is forever dawn’s light in the cave.”
Willow wiggled on her back, looking every direction as the narrow cave gave way to the underground cavern. The steaming pool wasn't visible from this chamber, but the distant trickling of water gave the space a surreal nature. 
“Oh, Deadeye, Moon Strike,” Luna called back to the two guards who were still present. “You two are dismissed for the afternoon and night. Just see to it that Willow will have a room ready for him. The one across from my own should do.” she informed both her personal guards, who smirked at their Princess’ words. 
“Thank you very much, Princess…” Deadeye replied, taking his departure with Moon Strike by his side. 
Once they were gone, Luna smiled as she cantered towards the warm pool ahead. It’d been a few weeks since her last visit, and the warm water was very inviting. 
Rounding the last bend, she paused for a moment when familiar voices echoed through the cavern. The princess tilted her head as she walked forward, finding another alicorn with company present. 
A grin stretched across Luna’s muzzle as she stepped into the massive central cavern. Before her a steaming pool occupied most of the space, and within that pool Twilight Sparkle and Spike were frolecking like foals. 
Both Twilight and Spike were splashing water against each other, in what appeared to be a water war of sorts. The lavender mare’s ears perked when she heard hoofsteps, causing her to stop her assault on the baby dragon and look to where Luna and Willow were. 
“Oh!” Twilight waved at the navy alicorn. “Hi, Luna!” she called out to the other princess, only to frown when a wave of water crashed into her face. She sharply turned to Spike, who smiled sheepishly. 
“I did not know you knew about these hot springs, Twilight…” Luna said as she walked closer to the pool, stopping at the edge just before her hooves met the water.
Before Twilight could speak, Spike’s jumped in to answer. “Princess Celestia told me about these hot springs years ago. And I thought I’d do something special for Mo-Twilight,” the little dragon corrected himself quickly, a faint blush left on his cheek from his words. He was soon brought into a hug by the lavender alicorn, who nuzzled him afterwards too. 
As she felt Willow climb a little higher on her neck to better see, Luna strode forward into the spring and submerged herself in the warm water. “Well I hope you two don’t mind us being here for today…”
“‘Us?’” Twilight tilted her head until she saw the colt who was barely visible thanks to Luna’s mane. “Oh hi Willow, nice to see you--” the lavender alicorn paused abruptly as her eyes widened. “Willow!?” she blurted out as she stared at the colt. “What are you doing here?!”
“He’s been released from hospital and I thought I’d take him to a special place, as I want to spend some quality time with my son.” Luna answered, the last word being pronounced with a playful smile as she rolled her eyes to try and see the colt that was practically sitting between her ears now.
Willow began to say something, but before he could form the words, Luna used her magic to lift Willow from her neck. An “Eep,” escaped the colt, but any other protest was cut short when she placed him in the steaming pool. It was a carefully chosen spot, deep enough for him to properly soak, but shallow enough for the colt to touch bottom with his hooves.
“Ooo... this feels nice...” Willow cooed, feeling goosebumps form under his coat as he relaxed within the water’s warmth.He looked up to his mother and he watched as she settled into the shallows, where she could lay down but keep her head above the water. 
Half walking, half swimming, Willow moved to a shallower spot where he could imitate her pose.
Spike looked at Willow and then to Luna, confusion wrinkling his brow. “You adopted a foal, Princess?” the young drake asked the navy alicorn, who nodded in return with a bright smile on her muzzle. “That’s so awesome!” he said swimming closer to the colt. 
Willow seemed unnerved by Spike’s serpentine agility in the water, but whatever hesitance Willow had melted as soon as Spike stood to greet him with an eager hoofshake. 
Not long after names were exchanged, the conversation turned to comic books, then to swimming. While Spike and Willow played, Twilight sat next to Luna. Both guardians settled into the steaming water as they overlooked their little ones splashing around in the water. “He looks so happy…” Twilight trailed off as she stared at Willow and Spike playing in the spring, remembering how void of life the colt recently seemed when she and her friends came by to visit him in the hospital. 
Amidst a game of splash-tag, Spike dove beneath the water and swam to the deeper part of the pool. Few ponies would ever guess Spike was a powerful swimmer, but in the warm water, he was as agile as a dolphin. More correctly, a crocodile, but Twilight preferred the analogy of a dolphin. She’d expected Willow to stand in the shallows and merely watch Spike swim away, but the colt paddled after him laughing the whole way.
“Willow is a strong swimmer,” Luna said aloud, a hint of surprise in her voice. “I wonder if he could have gotten his mark in it.”
“Difficult to say, but perhaps...” Twilight answered. A frown creased her muzzle as the implications of the statement sank in. “Did they tell you, how long?”
Still smiling, Luna watched Spike teaching Willow how to swim beneath the water. “I did not ask, but I assume we count the hours: not the days.” 
Turning to face Twilight, her expression faded to somber. “I will need a friend after those hours, but till then.” A devilish grin flashed across the navy alicorn’s muzzle as her magic flashed, sending a wave towards the other alicorn. “We are all alive.”

Still trying to shake water from her ear, Luna stepped back into the summer sun. What was left of it anyway. From high atop the mountain, she could see her sister’s sun caressing the horizon; casting long shadows across the world. Soon her moon would be aching to rise. 
Settling down on a soft patch of grass near the cave's entrance, she looked to the little colt beside her. “Willow.”
“Yes, Mom?” he answered sleepily.
“Would you like to help me raise the moon?”
Drowsiness was replaced with elation in the small colt, "Sure!" he chirped, his white tipped ears eagerly focusing on his mother.
Lighting her horn, Luna touched Willow with her magic. “Can you feel it?” she asked, allowing Willow to share her perception.
Willow squirmed. “She wants to see.”
“Very good,” Luna said with a nod. Summoning her magic, she nudged Moon to the horizon’s edge, letting her sister know it was time for day to become night. “Now tell her it’s time to come out.”
“Moon, it’s time for night now, you can come out!” Willow said in the loudest voice he could muster.
Smiling wide, Luna shared the sensation with Willow as her magic loosed the moon onto its nightly path.
Willow giggled, then coughed, as the moon lurched into view. “She’s pretty.”
“Indeed.” Letting her magic fade from Willow, she moved further away from the cave’s mouth. “The air will chill soon. I think we should be getting home.”
Willow nodded, then settled into his place between Luna’s wings.. “Home sounds nice.”

Willow sniffed at the air when Luna opened the door to the royal suite. 
“That smells yummy,” he said, leaning so far forward that she feared he’d fall off her back.
“We’re home!” Luna announced before looking back at Willow with an eager grin. “It seems Celestia has decided to cook her famous soup.”
“Good timing,” Celestia answered back. “It’s just coming off the stove.”
Walking into the kitchen, Luna found a rather domestic-looking Celestia tending to a large pot over the suite’s stove. She noticed the dining room table was already set for three: salad and rolls waiting, and a booster seat placed between Luna and Celestia’s usual seats. 
“I get to eat with you and Princess Celestia both?” He asked breathless.
Smiling, Luna lifted Willow with her magic. “Of course you’ll eat with your mother and aunt,” she said, sitting him gently in the booster seat. 
Celestia hummed sweetly as she delivered three bowls of hot soup to the table. “It’s important that family eat together,” she said, taking a moment to scuff his mane before sitting down. “Now dig in.”
Smiling ear to ear, WIllow picked up his spoon. Luna watched Willow from the corner of her eye as she dished herself out some salad. 
“Mmm!” Willow hummed. Lowering his spoon her greedily took up another spoonful.
“Mother used to make this for us,” Celestia said, smiling at the hum of approval. 
“When we were sick,” were the words she left out. The broth soup was a recipe older than Equestria. A small cup packed more calories than a plate of food, and there was something about the spices that opened the sinuses and settled the stomach. Their mother had taught them both how to make it, but there was some fay touch to it that only Celestia had mastered. 
Willow found appetite for most of his soup and even a bit of the buttered roll as the day's stories were shared between the three. Soon though, the busy day and warm belly began to weigh heavy on his eyes. Luna and Celestia shared a smile when he almost nodded off in his soup bowl.
“I’m sleepy...” He confessed reluctantly. 

Tucking Willow into bed, Luna looked around the room. She was going to have to give a special thanks to whoever had converted the guest room into a picture-perfect colt’s room.
“Comfortable?” Luna asked as Willow snuggled into the blankets.
“MmmHmm...” He answered as a long yawn escaped him.
Smiling down at him, she moved a lock of mane from his face. “Sleep well,” she said before turning to leave.
“Mom?”
Luna stopped by the room’s door and looked back at the sleepy colt. “Yes?”
“Would you read me a bedtime story?”
A crooked grin stretched across Luna’s muzzle, “I’d be happy to. I’m sure there’s something interesting in Celestia's study; I’ll be right back.”
Stepping into the hall, Luna walked the short distance to the study. It struck her that the suite seemed too quiet. Where were the voices, the gostling of hooves, the laughter? A home shouldn’t be so quiet. 
Luna cleared the dower musings from her head as her hoofsteps were muffled by the study’s Arabian rug. Studying the library shelves for a moment, she stepped closer to browse a small selection of foal’s books. After a moment, she picked out one that seemed appropriate for a young colt—an adventurous tale that would lead to present dreams of exploring magical meadows. 
Book in tow, Luna returned to Willow’s room. She entered with quiet steps, not sure if he’d fallen asleep already. Rather she found him far from asleep, propped up against his pillows he stared out the bedside window with unnerving focus. 
He hadn't noticed her enter the room, unlike when they first met, and she was grateful for the time it gave her to simply stand in her son's doorway. Time memorize each and feature of his face. As she stood watching though, she noticed the look on his face. He had a look of contemplation that spoke of an understanding of things a foal should never have to understand
Striding through the room, Luna rested her weight against the bed before speaking. “What has you pondering so deeply, Willow?”
“They say the dead hear what people think about them,” Willow’s eyes never moved as he spoke, his voice almost seeming disembodied as he focused on some point beyond even the stars, “But what if nopony ever thinks about you?”
Opening her mouth, Luna tried to speak, but no sound came. Closing it, she gathered her words before trying again. “That... is not something you need to fear. You have touched more lives than many twice your age.”
Turning from the window, Willow’s eyes met hers. They were not the eyes of the foal she had spent the day with. She’d met these eyes before, but on stallions scarred by war. “Will you remember me?” he asked.
Luna nodded. “I will.”
A smile turned up the corners of Willow’s muzzle. The answer seemed to give him a profound piece; his eyes softening back to the sleepy eyes of her little foal. Wiggling back under the covers, he looked up at her expectantly. 
Now remembering the book, Luna opened its pages as she made herself comfortable by the bed. She cleared her throat and read the words with a lullaby tone, “The year that Buttercup was born, the most beautiful mare in the world was a Prench scullery maid named Bissonnette...”

	
		Part 2



	The rosy light of Celestia’s dawn sun shined through the window of Willow’s room. Its light searched across the room till it rested upon his eyes, stirring him from the most pleasant dream. Willow hesitantly opened his eyes to feel something warm and furry curled up right next to him begin to shift away from the morning sun’s tendrils of light that tried to wake it. The colt raised himself from the comfortable bed, yawning momentarily before he was greeted by an opossum sleeping next to him.
The door to his room creaked open. Habit made him expect the kind Nurse Redheart he had met so many mornings before, but instead Princess Luna, his mother, walked into the room. As she entered, he found a growing smile had taken the place of the regalia she had worn the day before, her smile brought one to his own muzzle. "Good morning, Willow," she greeted as she stepped closer to the bed. “I see Tiberius decided to keep you company.”
Upon hearing his name Tiberius stirred from his sleep. After uncoiling and stretching from his slumber, the small opossum took a second to sniff at Willow’s muzzle. That is before licking the young colt’s face and eliciting a giggle from the foal. 
“Stop! That tickles!” Willow laughed as Tiberius continued playful assault on the colt.
Luna cleared her throat, drawing the young possum’s attention away from Willow. At the command the opossum leapt off the warmth of the colt's bed to the cool floor of the room. Once there, the creature's speed amazed Willow as Tiberius smoothly climbed up and across the alicorn's forearms, back, and neck in a hooffull of seconds before calmly resting on her head. 
“I believe that’s enough grooming for the morning, Tiberius…” Lifting her pet with a gentle wash of magic, she sat him on the floor. “I sat your morning food out.”
Tiberius chirped and scurried off to wherever his food bowl was kept.
“Speaking of morning meal,” Luna said, brushing Willow’s mane from his face with a breeze of magic, “Would you like to join the rest of the family at the breakfast table?”
Willow beamed as he nodded, but the eagerness turned to embarrassment as Luna kissed his forehead before lifting him onto her back. 
Once Willow wiggled into a comfortable position, Luna stepped out into the hallway. Meandering through the private quarters, they soon came to her grand stairs that marked the line between the private residence and the royal palace. She probably should have let him walk a bit, but she’d seen grown stallions take a fowl step on these slick steps and she didn’t want to take a chance.
Past the steps, Luna approached the grand door leading to the dining hall. Two stallions with the mark of the solar guard emblazoned on their armour kindly opened the door for her and Willow, all the while they kept their stoic appearance unchanging. “Thank you, sirs,” Luna said before leaving their presence, a faint smile appearing on their muzzles as she left. 
“Good morrow sister, good morrow Blue…” she greeted as the door closed behind her.
Celestia met her greeting with her own smiling nod. “Oh, good morning Luna,”she said, gesturing to a seat between her and Blueblood, “Do come join us, we’re having pancakes for breakfast today.” 
My sister’s sweet tooth… Luna exasperatedly thought to herself as she made her way to the table. Lighting her horn, she lifted Willow from her back and placed him on a boosted chair that was already waiting for him. “So good to have you join us for breakfast today, Blue,” the navy alicorn said as she took her seat opposite of her nephew Blueblood. “Though, aren’t you suppose to be in a meeting?”
“Fancy is filling in for me,” Blueblood replied as he grinned, taking a quick glance at his butler and personal assistant, Wise Words. “Besides, I wanted to meet my cousin,” he said as he turned to Willow, emitting a smile as he noticed the young colt looking down at his empty plate. 
He’s so shy… “Willow, this is Blueblood, one of my beloved nephews,” Luna introduced the colt to the white stallion, nudging the colt to look up at to the stallion. “Say ‘hi’, Willow,” she instructed her son. 
“Hello,” Willow said, seeming pained to meet Blueblood’s eyes.
Blueblood smiled, his magic taking a couple pancakes for the center of the table, and delivering them to Willow’s empty plate. “Hello to you too.” A can of whip cream followed the pancakes and drew a crude smiley face on the stack. “Did you sleep well?” he asked, his magic dropping a few sliced strawberries and some syrup on top of the silly breakfast.
An honest smile crossed Willow’s muzzle and Blueblood’s magic faded from the place. “I had really nice dreams. You?”
Blueblood nodded. “I did too. Your mother is good about seeing to that.” 
“Luna,” Celestia called to her little sister. “Will you be able to go to Cloudsdale today?” she asked, “Today’s the day of Rainbow Dash’s admittance into the Wonderbolts.” 
Luna nearly choked on a bit of pancake. 
With a hoof over her mouth she cleared her throat. Fortunately enough for her, Blueblood and Willow were in mid conversation and missed her loss of composure entirely, yet that did not calm her panicked mind. I completely forgot about that! 
“I-I should be, perhaps…” Luna stumbled over the words in her fluster. I can’t just cancel my meeting today with Rainbow Dash, nor can I do the same for my son…
As her mind wondered, her eyes wandered to the colt. It was then an idea manifested in her mind. 
“Willow?” Luna drew the young colt’s attention to her. “Have you ever been to Cloudsdale before?” she asked him, though she had a strong feeling she knew the answer before she asked. When the colt shook his head, Luna beamed as she clapped her hooves together. “Then it’s decided, we will both depart for Cloudsdale once we have finished our breakfasts.”
Cloudsdale?! Willow nearly screamed out in excitement at the thought, instead he settled to emitting a broad, beaming smile. “Really?!” he asked Luna, though he knew it was closer to a shout, who nodded instantly in response. Wasting no time, Willow began to devour his breakfast all the while a tittering Luna telling him to slow down.

Stepping onto the balcony, Luna breathed in the morning air. The day promised to be bright and warm, but not overly hot. The slow clack of Willow’s hooves drew her attention back towards the balcony door. She smiled as Willow propped himself up on the rail to look out over the city.
“It’s pretty from up here.”
Luna grinned, “Wait till we get to Cloudsdale.” Kneeling, she motioned for him to climb up.  
With a little help, Willow nestled into his place. Weaving the wind-shield spell, she perched on the balcony edge, teetering there for a moment before launching into the wind. 
The summer sky made for a pleasant flight. Warm air didn’t give the same power to her wings that cold night air did, but the air was clear, and the morning sun gave all of Equestria a rosey glow. Soon the white speck on the horizon became a massive cloud city, Willow cooed and awed as they neared, shifting from one side to the other as he tried to see all that he could.
Even before they landed, Luna could feel the carnival atmosphere running through the pegasus city. Pennants hung from every window, and the area around the coliseum was alive with games and shows. 
“It looks like a fair!” Willow said from behind her.
Luna laughed. “It is! I’m told they’ve held it every year for almost a thousand years now. A celebration of the martial history of the Wonderbolts.”
Landing near the coliseum, Luna cast a cloudwalking spell upon Willow before dismissing the shield. “I’ve put a spell on you so that you can walk on the clouds just as well as any pegasus, if you wish that is.”
Giggling, Willow slid off her back without a second thought; he landed on the cloud with a puff.
“We have some time before the ceremony, would you like to tour the fair?”
Willow nodded eagerly. 
He wore a smile that over the past day became common to Luna, and in turn she smiled herself. She lead him amongst the many booths, ponies bowed occasionally, but the majority accepted her as just another pony there to have fun. A comedy act with two acrobats held their attention for a while. They both laughed at their antics, and when the hat was passed around at the end, Luna gave Willow bits to put into it. 
The sound of foals laughing drew Willow’s attention after the show ended. “What’s that?” he asked Luna.
Luna looked above the crowd of ponies, but she couldn’t find the source of the merriment. “I do not know, but we shall go see.”
Meandering through the crowd, Luna and Willow followed the ruckus till they found themselves staring an odd sight. A great bowl had been dished out of the clouds, the nature of the clouds seemed altered in some way as to make them act spring-like. A dozen or so foals were in the hollow, leaping about in great bounds as if weightless. There were even a few unicorn and earth pony foals among the young pegasi.  
By her legs, Willow stared bright eyed into the chaos of joy. With ears pointed forward and one leg lifted, he was enthralled with what he saw. Looking around, Luna could see no line to enter, foals were coming and going at all points of the arena. So with a pat on the flank she pushed him forward, “Go play, I shall watch you from here.”
With her permission, Willow galloped towards the other foals into the jumping cloud. For the longest of time he’d been scolded any time he tried to run, and for good reason he knew, but still... It felt wonderful to run again. Once he was nearby, he buckled his hind legs to spring himself into the air, colliding with the cloud soon afterwards, which bounced him right back into the air before gravity brought him back down.
I wish I could go higher! Willow thought to himself, just then an idea popped into his head. Using the momentum from his fall, the colt dove down to the centre of the cloud, nearly penetrating it as he pushed himself downwards. Once he couldn’t push any further, the cloud sent him ricocheting at a speed that left his vision blurred.
“Yes!” Willow cheered as he jumped higher than then the rest of the foals. A faint gurgling noise sounded below him but it was a meaningless sound to him: until he landed.
He was first aware of a whimpering foal as he fell back to the cloud. Once he landed on the surface again his hooves squished into chunky wetness and he smelled something putrid, the combination of which ceased his fun. He looked down and nearly yelled as he attempted to put distance between him and a vomit-stained filly beside him, all the while shaking his hoof in an attempt to fling off whatever food the foal had eaten before. 
Luna jumped into action and trotted towards Willow, using her magic to encase him in her aura. “Let’s get you cleaned up,” she said as she focused her magic and removed the vomit from his fur. “Looks like the jumping cloud will have to be closed for a while…” she remarked as the other foals and their respectable guardians left the area. 
Thankfully a few pegasi were already bringing over rain clouds for impromptu showers.
As they left the bouncing cloud behind them, Willow had the glow of life around him. A little lathered but breathing strong, he seemed ready to tackle any challenge. 
Leading him through the crowd, Luna headed towards a crush of ponies to see what they were looking at, but paused when a polychromic mane caught her attention. Standing by one of the game booths, Rainbow Dash was cheering on the current player.
“Rainbow Dash!” Luna called.
Upon hearing her name called, Rainbow squinted her eyes as she looked around until she spotted a familiar alicorn coming towards her. “Oh! Hi Luna!” she called out as she waved to the princess, not bothering with formalities as others would. “What brings you here to Cloudsdale?”
Luna smirked, “Have you forgotten your own initiation ceremony?” she asked her rhetorically.
Rainbow rubbed the back of her head as she chuckled, “I guess being almost famous can make a mare forgetful…” 

As his mother talked to Rainbow Dash, Willow turned to look around at the surrounding booths and activities. Mom... he still giggled to himself every time he thought the word. 
Not far off, some kind of show drew his attention. Foals not any older than him were dressed in armor and running at each other with lances. Looking over his shoulder, he could see the two adults talking about something boring. As much as he wanted to stay by his mom’s side, the show was far more interesting.  
Crossing the street, Willow looked back again to Luna as he joined the other foal watching the event; he didn’t want to get out of her sight. 
The clash of two foals and their resulting laughter snapped Willow’s attention in front of him. He watched the foals march off the field at the direction of two adults who took off their armor off and gave them to two new foals. Willow followed every move of the adults as they carefully clad the foals in shiny steel. As the lances were mounted to their sides, he saw them to be tipped with something like rubber or foam. More that rigid enough to knock a pony over he was sure, but not enough to do more harm than a bruise. 
The two foals moved up to the tilt. Sizing each other up, they stamped at the dirt till a whistle’s cry told them to charge. Smirks crossed their face as they galloped and with a solid smack, one foal’s lance knocked the other’s to his side.
The line of fillies and colts cheered. Both colt’s received adulations for their show, and the winner won a little scroll proclaiming him the champion of the match. As the armor was removed from the combatants and placed on two new foals, the crowd around Willow shuffled and shifted: forcing him to take several steps to the left. 
Again the new foals collided and again the crowd shifted. It was wonderfully fun to watch, and the cheering did Willow’s heart good. 
The row of onlookers shifted again, but this time a touch on his withers surprised Willow. One of the adults running the show was nudging him past the guardrail, and into the little arena. Reflex sent him following the gentle command, and it was only as he looked back that he realized that shifting row had been a line. 
Willow opened his mouth to apologize and leave, he shouldn’t play rough games, but the sight of the stallion fetching shiny steel barding, in just his size, closed his mouth. It was so cool. Looking down the field, he could see a colt about his age already half clad in his armor.
Grinning, Willow trotted forward to where the stallion was waiting for him. The pegasus gave him short but polite commands on where and how to stand. With obvious practice the pieces were cinched and buckled together.
“Fit okay?” The stallion asked as he clicked the padded lance into its socket.
Willow shifted his weight, feeling the armor around him. It smelled like old gym equipment, and rubbed in a few places, be he liked the feel of it around him. It felt empowering. “Yea,” he answered.
“Good. Stand at the line, charge when you hear the whistle, Aim your lance at their chest.” 
The armor rattled as Willow nodded, the sound forcing a grin across his muzzle. Taking his place on the line, he fixed his gaze on the chest of his opponent at the far end of the tilt. A sudden lurch of butterflies unnerved him for a moment, almost driving him to back out of the match. He shouldn’t be doing this. What most foals could laugh off as a tumble could very well kill him. Padded lances or not, this would be a death charge for him.
As the referee raised the whistle, Willow lifted his foreleg to step out. 
No. He slammed his hoof against the dirt. Death already had his name. He had only days or maybe hours before his illness overcame him. 
The whistle screamed, and Willow charged with all his might. Each hoof beat rattled his armor and shook his bones. A sound left his throat as he stormed his opponent; a scream of rage and joy. Heart pounding and lungs burning, he closed the distance. Adrenalin reminded him what losing meant, aiding him in keeping the lance on target.

Luna spun away from her conversation with Rainbow Dash. A warcry that belonged to an earlier time pierced the carnival atmosphere, and it was her son’s voice. Her eyes found the foal on the youth’s jousting field. A creature possessed, the clouds flashed dark and sparked lightning where his hooves struck. She summoned her magic to stop him, knowing what a common accident would spell for him, but before her magic had formed Willow’s lance met the other foal’s breastplate. 
The padded lance shivered, breaking as it was meant to, but still the other foal was pitched nose over tail. A roar like the storm tide echoed from all those that watched, cheering as Willow stumbled from the impact, but regained his balance. Shaking off his helmet, he struggled to catch his breath, but even as he panted, a smile stretched ear to ear across his face.
Looking back to Rainbow Dash, Luna gave her a quick nod. “I need to tend to my son, but I look forward to seeing you again shortly.” Rainbow didn’t reply with words, but rather with a salute. Once her hoof was down, she spread her wings and flew off. 
Luna passed through the crowd that parted way for their princess, the alicorn finally coming to a stop just a few paces away from the arena. The colt was panting and grinning as the attendant unbuckled his armor, but she met his gaze with a calm, regal smile. 
“Well met,” she congratulated him once he was free. “No go see that your opponent is well. Thank him for the bout.”
Willow jumped at the reminder of his opponent, a cloud of worry washed over him as he trotted over to where the other colt was emerging from his armor. Luna smiled as a few words and laughter passed between them. 
As Willow parted the other foal to return to her, the colt interrupted him just long enough for a pat on the shoulder and one last word of parting. A smile came to Luna as she watched Willow walk back to her. Those two would be friends, should they meet again.
Meet again... The smile wanted to fade, but Luna forced it to stay, for Willow.

As Luna flew above the clouds towards the city of Canterlot, the last beams of the sun descended upon Equestria below, creating a golden light that was joined by a tint of red to cover the land in a final glow before the ascension of the mystic night. She turned her eyes to the sun, squinting as she flew by instinct. 
Willow wiggled against her withers, resting his head on her mane. She could hear his breathing becoming slow and even. Craining her neck, she saw Willow with a weak smile on his face as he rested his eyes. He was tired, deeply so, she could sense it and the effort he put into fighting off the fatigue only furthered his drowsiness. Giving him an unseen smile, she returned her full attention to flying. Eyeing the palace, she began to glide towards the bustling city. 
Opening his weary eyes, Willow stirred awake as his mother began to descend towards Canterlot’s main plaza, where most of the shops were closing for the coming night. “Where are we going next, Mom?”
“We’re going to stop for some doughnuts,” Luna replied as she quickly wiped the tears off her face, careful to not let Willow see them. “Just don’t tell your Auntie Tia about it…” she winked at the giggling colt before touching down on the paved road, next to a quaint bakery with the name “Doughnut Joe”.
Walking towards the front door, Luna pushed it open. A bell rang above her and Willow’s heads and, when she was inside of the establishment, the princess saw a light amber unicorn stallion with a moderate orange mane and a sprinkled doughnut cutie mark busy decorating a tray of freshly baked treats.
Joe’s ears perked to the sound of the bell and he turned his attention to the entrance. “Welcome to Doughnut Joe’s, how may I help--” he paused when he saw Luna, sighing as he grinned at her. “Well, how can I help you today Princess?” he asked the navy alicorn, looking behind her as though expecting another pony. “Don’t see your sister with you…”
“Oh, it’s just me and my darling son today,” Luna replied as she gestured to a blushing Willow on her back. “We decided to stop by for some of your delicious treats.”
“By all means,” Joe chuckled as he motioned Luna to come forward. “Though you’ll have to excuse my curiosity in asking, but when did you decide to have a foal of your own?” he asked the princess, looking at Willow curiously as the colt was lowered down to a stool next to his mother.
Luna forced herself not to grin as she helped Willow settle. “Destiny brought me to him. He wanted a mother, and I answered his wish…” Sitting up straight, she leveled a playful smile at Joe. “So, what new doughnuts have you baked today?”
“Well…” Joe trailed off as he tried to form words in his mouth, turning his eyes to Willow. “Well I made some chocolate coated doughnuts today with candy sprinkles, if your boy wants some?”
“Yes please,” Willow replied to Doughnut Joe who had turned his back on the guests before pulling out two large doughnuts marinated in liquid chocolate. Once the treat was placed before Willow he took a small bite of it. His eyes went wide as he beamed and took larger bites of the doughnut. Luna smiled contently as Willow continued to devour his doughnut, using her magic to lift hers to her mouth. 
Before Luna had gotten halfway through her pastry, Willow was finished his. Leaning back with a broad smile, the colt took in a deep, contented breath. Luna felt the contagious smile of the young foal infect her. She began to say something, but as Willow exhaled, a sigh became a violent cough that doubled him over. Frowning, she moved to sit next to him, rubbing on his back as Willow forced the irritation from his lungs.
“Are you okay?” Luna asked, once the fit had passed.
Gathering himself, Willow removed the foreleg covering his mouth. “I think so,” he answered, but then paused to blink at his hoof. With a quick motion, he nabbed several napkins and turned his back to her as he to scrub clean his hoof and mouth. “I just ate too fast.”
In spite of his best efforts to hide it, Luna had seen his blood spattered lips. She thought to tell him it was nothing to hide, but stopped. Instead, she turned to hale Joe. “Could we get two hot chocolates too?”

The gates of the castle loomed overhead as Willow chewed the last bits of his doughnut ring. Guards opened the gate with practiced efficiency, allowing the two to stroll through them uninterrupted. 
Looking down to Willow at her side, she watched him trot beside her. His eyes were bright, but his steps were sloppy. The long day had tired the body faster than the mind. Sleep and fair dreams would do the colt good, but first she needed to calm his mind.
“Have you ever toured the royal garden?” she asked.
“No,” he said, with a slight shake of his head.
“It should be beautiful right now, in the evening light. Would you like to see it?”
Willow nodded and gave her one of his broad smiles as an answer.
Returning the smile, Luna lead them through the grand courtyard and past the infamous hedge maze. A series of ornate arches marked the garden’s entrances, each heavy with a different flowering vine. Whimsey took on a life of it’s own as grass gave way to bright moss and carefully pruned trees. Willow’s head twisted and turned as he followed her along the winding garden path. Bright flowers and ornate arrangements, groomed trees and resting animals, flowing fountains and stonework statues, it was all too much for him to take in all at once.
As they continued, the trail wound deceptively and with every bend the flora grown larger and larger till finally one felt quite small and alone. In the right mood, Luna could imagine herself a foal again here. 
Beside her, Willow paused to coo at something, then trotted back to her side. Spreading her wing to search out to Willow, she let it rest against him with a comforting touch, “If you like this, wait till we get to the tea garden.”
Ahead of them a hedge blocked their path as if it were some ancient fay fortress. Luna smiled at the confusion on Willow’s face and nudged him to follow her. As they came closer, a living tunnel made itself apparent in the wall of shrubs: cut in such a way that it could not be seen from afar. Excited to see what lay hidden behind the hedge, Willow trotted a few paces ahead.
“It’s so pretty,” he cooed as the tunnel opened up to a quaint lawn ringed by flowering camellia. To one side a thin stream babbled as it fed a pond of colorful koi.
As Willow took in the serine little space, Luna sat to watch the koi. “Occasionally, my sister and I take tea here.”
“Really?” With slow, careful steps he walked over to Luna and sat down to join her in watching the fish. 
After a moment, Willow let out a long yawn. “Can we rest here a little longer?”
“We can sit her as long as you like.”
As they watched the fish churn the water, Celestia’s sun crept just below the treeline and casting them into an early twilight. The evening coolness was welcomed by them both at first, but after a moment Willow took a shiver. Wordlessly, she scooted over to his side and laid a wing across him.
A happy hum escaped Willow as he snuggled into the wing. “Thank yo- Oh Look!” 
Luna looked to the colt in confusion, but a smile creased her muzzle as she followed the direction of his pointing hoof. On the opposite bank, three fireflies were dancing in the air. She blinked, and the three became six. Soon after the six became an uncountable multitude. 
“I have never seen so many,” Luna cooed, a grin stretched across her muzzle, her wing reflexively hugging Willow against her.
Ice rolled down Luna’s spine when the colt lulled like ragdoll tucked beneath her wing. Jerking her wing away, she watched in horror as he rolled limp onto the lawn. The jostle roused him with a grone, though only one eye seemed willing to open.
“Mommy, I don’t feel so good.”

Lifting the sheets of Willow’s bed, Luna gently laid him down across it with her magic. His eyes had lost their focus, they stared off into an abyss of space, and every movement seemed to agonize him. She sat down beside him, resting her hoof against his as her indigo aura of magic cooled and dried his forehead.
Behind her she heard hoofsteps that announced her sister’s presence. “I’m here if you need me, do not hesitate to ask me for anything,” Celestia said with a whisper.
Luna’s ears swirled when she heard Willow’s whimper. The sight of her son in this state... it caused her to tear up. “Shh… Shh… it’s okay, my baby. It’s okay…” she tried to reassure her son, lighting her horn with a complex spell she let the magic enclose his body in an aura cocoon. 
Once the magic took effect, Willow let out a sigh of relief, free of the agony that had been racking his body just seconds ago. “M-mom…” he called out to Luna, reaching out a trembling hoof to her. “I--” he sniffed as his eyes watered, his pupils were barely able to focus. He stared at his mother, violently shivering, “Why’s it so cold?”
“It’s the draft,” Luna replied, using her magic again to warm her son. The effort of sustaining delicate spells quickly taxed her mind to the point of migraine. 
Willow’s eyelids felt heavy, his eyes shimmered and his will alone kept them from fully closing. Luna wanted to scream, she wanted to cry, but she held her best smile for her son to see. The clock ticked on, each second an agonizing hour, and eventually Willow’s eyes slid shut.
“Willow?” Luna spoke, her hoof caressing his cheek. She could hear and feel him breathe, feel his shallow breaths brush against her coat, but he didn’t open his eyes. She lowered her muzzle, softly nuzzling his frail body as she began to silently cry. Her tears falling quicker with each weakening beat of her son’s heart.
“Mom.” Willow said with a rasp in his voice. 
Luna jolted with surprise at his voice, Willow forced his eyes open and lifted his head up to face her. “Thank you for everything…” he trailed off as his lids closed and his head rested back on the pillow, a gentle smile caressing his muzzle. With one last breath, his heart’s labored beat failed to echo again, and his chest ceased to move.
Clenching wet eyes, Luna bit her lower lip as she resisted the urge to weep. She felt a wing draping over her, looking over she saw an equally distraught Celestia. 
“I’ll prepare the arrangements,” Celestia said.
“No… there will be none of that,” Luna replied, knowing full well what Celestia was speaking about. “There is another way.” 
Celestia shook her head as she cast her eyes on the lifeless colt. “Luna, one cannot bring back the departed to this world. Not like this anyway. If there had been years to groom him... Maybe.”
“That’s not the way I am talking about,” Luna replied as she stood up from the bed.
Her wings spread with a slow arc as she summoned her deepest magic. “I will not let Kharon have my son drink of that river. I will take him across myself.” She snapped her eyes open to reveal moonlight. Inky magic poured from her horn, unraveling her into starlight as it washed across her body. A final flash of light erupted from her spell as she left the world of the living to walk the world of dreams.
As the light faded, Celestia blinked to clear her vision and found her sister missing from the room, and her nephew laid in repose on a bed that seemed to be made of the night itself. 
Luna… 

Where am I?
Muddy blackness drained from Willow, leaving him strangely alert. Daring to open his eyes, he found himself to be eerily rejuvenated and standing in a sun-lit pasture. High mountains towered over him at both sides, while a grassy valley seemed to stretch on forever both before and behind him. 
Yet somehow, in the confined and infinites space, he was alone. 
“Hello?!” he shouted out, hoping for somepony to have heard his call, yet he was met with silence. Not even the echo of his own voice. Willow began to walk into the distance, not knowing where he was going nor what lay ahead beyond his sight. 
He was dead, he knew that: he wasn’t sure how he knew it, but he know it. He’d read a book about an immortal colt once. “To die, would be an awfully big adventure,” the colt had said. Perhaps he was right.
The aches that had haunted him were gone, his limbs did as he commanded with a strength he’d never known. His pace quicked to a canter that soon evolved into gallop. Bounding through the valley’s tallgrass, his eyes widened as he ran faster, his muzzle curled into a frantic grin, and he abandoned himself to run without purpose. Overwhelmed and gobsmacked that he could be this active without any of the pain that would accompany him when he was still in the hospital or with his mother… mother.
Willow’s gate lost it’s mania. The thought of his mother ending his mirth and his stride quickly wilted to a moping plod. His ears drooped, and step by step his head hung lower. He was going to miss her, Pinkie and Nurse Redheart too, but he ached to see his mother again.
Looking back to the horizon, he found the world had changed. The infinite valley now had an ending not so very far away. A broad river cut the valley in tow. On its shore, he could just make out the silhouette of a boat on the shore. Somehow he knew it was waiting for him. Something in his gut compelled him to move forward, but another urge told him to run away. Turning around, he found the mountains had closed behind him. There was now only forwards. 
Knowing the inevitable, Willow again faced the boat. He felt like he should be afraid as he walked forward, but he wasn’t. Only the thought of never again feeling a mother’s warmth haunted him. 
Slowly, Willow neared the river’s shore until he could hear the still water lapping and clearly make out the form of an old pony standing beside a boat. The water reminded Willow that he had not drank anything in a while, and the trek here had given him a thirst.
“Drink,” the old pony said, seeming to know what Willow was thinking. 
A few more steps brought him to the river’s shore. The water was clear and smelled sweet. Walking to the river’s shore, Willow began to lower his head, but a great black wing extended to block his muzzle from reaching the water.
“You need not,” his mother’s voice told him.
His thirst vanished at her words. Joy surged through him as he looked up to see her smiling down at him. “Mom?”
“Ah… t’is been a long while, Princess Luna…” the old pony greeted the alicorn princess courteously, bowing to the Princess of the Night.
“And to you as well, Kharon.” Luna greeted the elder pony and draped a wing over Willow’s back. “I will take over from here.”
Kharon arched his brow at the princess. “If I may ask, why interfere with my duties for this colt?” he pointed a fleshless, bone hoof at Willow who leaned closer to his mother’s side at the mysterious pony’s words. “Surely you’re not thinking of returning him to the living. That would be rather cruel.”
Luna shook her head. “No. His body is spent, but I will not let his memory be gone,” she said as she pulled Willow away from the river. 
“Then I will allow you to do what I can not,” Kharon said to them. A groan escaped him as a sudden wind blew him away like ash. 
As the last remnants of the old pony blew away, the summer day faded into a night sky like he’d never seen before. The moon seemed close enough to touch, and more stars than he’d ever seen twinkled in clusters that painted the sky in streaks of light.
“So… this is it?” Willow asked with finality, not looking at his mother who gazed her eyes down upon him, “I’m about to pass on, cross the river?” 
“Yes... you died several minutes ago... but you must still move on to where you’ll rest. This place is only here to let ponies forget the pains of their life. Khaton can not ferri those who haven’t drank from the river, but I have no such forbiddance.” 
Meeting her eyes’ gaze he was relieved to see her soft smile across her face. “You’re going to take me across?” Willow asked Luna, who nodded at his words whilst they were trotting across the plain. 
As they came to a stop at a field where a number of night lilies grew, the colt leaned against his mother’s frame and looked around to admire the beauty of the field they were in. Almost as though he was drawn to it, he lifted his eyes to the sky above at the stars and the moon in all their glory, illuminating the realm they were in.
“Willow…” Luna began to speak, draping a wing over her colt like a blanket as she joined her son in stargazing. “Do you know what the stars are?” she asked the colt, feeling him shrug against her body. “Many ponies would say they are motes of primal magic, or even just dotted lights in the night sky that I sprinkled about for my own amusement,” Luna said, waving a hoof as if scattering flower petals. 
Much to Luna’s relief, Willow snickered at the idea.
“There’s so much more to them than what you can imagine though. They are lights, yes… but the lights of souls who have passed from the living.”
The colt’s ears perked at her words, he teared his eyes away from the beauty of the sky to look up at his mother’s face, “You mean the stars are ponies?” 
Pulling Willow tighter to her Luna looked straight up at the sky above. “In essence, they are the souls of ponies and griffons, and many others too. You could even think of them as their hearts or lights,” Luna replied. “Every new star that appears in the night sky is a life that has left this world… and every star that blinks out of the night sky is a pony coming back to try life again,” she said as she turned her eyes from the stars she shepherded to her son’s eyes. “In other words, my dear son… this is not goodbye.”
“Will I remember you if I come back, mom?” 
“In your dreams you will remember much, in the waking a little… and I will always remember and I will always love you,” Luna said affectionately as she nuzzled Willow, wrapped her arms around his small body and pulled him in for a final caress. Once he was against her frame, she used her wings to encase him a feathery cocoon, craning her neck to rest her head on top of his. “No matter what.”
Willow’s eyes softened as he was overtaken by the warmth of his mother’s embrace. He nuzzled against her chest and smiled, “We need to cross the river now, don’t we?” he asked as he closed his eyes
“It would be best.”
Willow nodded, but kept his face pressed against her. “Okay.”
Luna hummed a lullaby that her own mother used to sing to her and her sister. As her horn glowed ethereal fireflies emerged from the field, they danced around the two ponies, enveloping both mother and son in magic and light, and lifted them from the grassy field.
Spreading her wings, Luna tightly held Willow to her as she began to glide out over the river’s water. With increasing speed, the shore fell behind them. Points of light began to appear in the water below. With every second, the line between sky and horizon faded till there were only stars.
In her arms, Willow began to glow, his form dissolving into stardust. They floated deeper into the heavens, bringing new light to the already illuminated starry sky. Luna kept humming the lullaby till she was left holding nothing but a singly fragment of Willow’s light.
Pressing Willow’s light to her chest one last time, Luna looked among her stars for a resting place. He needed good company, and a place of honor. 
Above her an old, familiar presence reached out with loving warmth. Luna smiled as she turned to face her old friend, the North Star, that greeted her with a twinkle.
“You should come back,” Luna told the star. “I think you’d enjoy the world now”.
The star replied in it’s own way by flickering, and Luna smiled.
“Well, if you’re going to stay a bit longer, then take care of your grandson for me.” Releasing the new star, Luna’s magic sat it to rest below the North Star. “Rest well,” she told them both, rubbing away a tear before fading back to the living world.
I hope you both follow me back one day... 

Even before she opened her eyes, Luna felt emptiness where her son had been. She looked down to find nothing but traces of stardust. Her lips quivered as she stood, walking past her sister to the balcony she gazed up to the heavens and the river of stars above. One in particular was shining brightly in the north sky, close to the moon. 
Luna’s self control caved in as she wept, her vision becoming a blur as tears cascaded from her eyes and the taste of salt covered her lips. She did not bother to wipe them away. A sudden touch caught her off guard when a soft and warm wing drape over her, pulling her into her elder sister who nuzzled her softly. 
“Shh...” her sister cooed. “His star is bright.” Raising a hoof, Celestia pointed the the newest star in the night. “Look.”
Forcing her eyes to focus, Luna followed Celestia’s direction, and found a star the seemed to shimmer with joy in the sky. “I hope he gets the rest he need,” Luna said after a moment, surprised for Willow’s star to be so bright so quickly.
Celestia squeezed her sister. “I’m sure he will.”

			Author's Notes: 
To be concluded...
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