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Decades after the Great War, three ponies visit the site of a ferocious battle and reflect briefly on their lives, their struggles, and the future.
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			Author's Notes: 
A little story that came to me when listening to two songs:
This one
And tangentially this one.
It's not often that I get inspiration from songs, so I took it when I did.



The wind whipped over the plains, creating literal waves within the lush grass for tens of miles in every direction. Uncountable patches of flowers were woven within the sea of wild grass, dancing along with the directed cadence of the flowing gusts of wind as they took in all the light afforded on this cloudless day.
Yet a single, Alemaneian mare’s voice interjected through the majestic sounds of the wild:
“Well… we’re here,” she spoke with her distinct accent… one that had thinned over the decades of living in Equestria.
Said mare had stepped a few paces beyond her two friends that accompanied her, and her old, lavender eyes took in the sight before her. As the wind flowed through her now-gray mane and her faded-white coat, she closed her eyes and took a deep, calming breath. 
While the earth pony’s friends caught up to her, the Alemaneian turned her gaze downward and found a lone flower—a poppy—that had bloomed by her right hoof… a hoof which was composed of ceramic in perfect reflection of what was lost all of those years ago.
A smile crossed her face, which highlighted a couple wrinkles on her cheeks, though her thoughts were interrupted when to her right, an elderly Anglomane earth-pony stallion stepped next to her, and heralded his arrival when his left leg—entirely reconstructed with beautiful, furnished wood—knocked into a stone.
His beige coat had also faded with time, and his mane—once jet-black like her own—had gone completely white and short. His brown eyes were accented with simple glasses. He moved slowly, like they all did at their age… but his youthful complexion never really left his face. It was always something she envied, though he assured her that her own looks never left her.
He added his own distinctly accented observation:
“Indeed…” he said and shook his head. “I can’t believe I never came here before now. After all this time…” he reflected with a distinct forlornness in his voice.
The Alemaneian warmly smiled at him—a smile that held so much love for a life-long friend—and shrugged.
“Ja… but, better late than never, hmm?” she asked.
Her third friend joined them, and he—a Prench batpony stallion with a dark-gray coat and a silver mane and tail over age much like her—answered on behalf of the Anglomane:
“Oui, mine too… but…” he hesitated, shaking his head. “I wish I had the courage to come here… before both my eyes went,” he said.
The Alemaneian mare regarded him with some measure of sadness in regard to what he meant by his words. The eyepatch over his right eye had been there for as long as she had known him—a relic from the war. With age, his remaining, golden eye had developed a cataract, and his vision beyond right in front of him was quite poor.
As a batpony, she knew that his echolocation capabilities allowed him to continue life as normal. But in this situation, it could not help him see what she was seeing.
Still, she smiled at him.
“You made it though. Even though it’s not my first time back… we can finally say that we all did.”
And after uttering those words, and staring back over the plains, something overcame her… a wave of fatigue. Her legs and hooves started to wobble a bit, and the strength in her haunches had slowly left her over the passing moments.
But she was not afraid.
In fact, she sighed out blissfully as she listened to her body, and shakily sat down in the grass. 
And apparently, her slight difficulty and sudden change in posture did not go unnoticed by her two friends.
“Are you alright?” the Anglomane asked.
“Mon amie, ça va?” the batpony also asked with equal measure of concern.
She, however, only smiled as she continued to look out onto the fields that expanded out to the horizon.
“Mhmm!” she said, then sighed out again. “It’s been a long journey for this old body. I’ve made this trip so many times from Equestria to visit my homeland and pay my respects at Seele… but this time, I think it may be my last.”
Her two friends sat down one after the other, on either side of her. They sat close enough to lean into one another.
The Anglomane piped up:
“You think so?”
She nodded.
“Ja… I think so. After the war, and after living in Equestria for a few years, I came back here for my first time to face my fears. I then did so every single year. Not saying I’ll die tomorrow, but I don’t think I can travel very far anymore.”
She then angled her face to either side of her, to look both of her friends in the eyes.
“But… I’m so glad to have you both with me, if this is my last.”
They both smiled and nodded, and a silence fell upon the trio. She could feel absolutely no discomfort nor awkwardness between the three of them, and she took this time to let her eyes fall shut and again, just exist in the moment…
…and silently pay respects to what happened almost six decades ago.
To a time when the three of them were most certainly not friends.
After an undetermined number of minutes of letting the rolling wind crash and break in pulses on their faces like the waves of a coastline, her Prench friend to her left spoke up:
“Mes amies… my eye can’t see far anymore. Please tell me, what does Seele look like now?”
She and her Anglomane friend took a moment to themselves to bask in the beauty of what they were seeing, and what it all meant to them before she finally responded:
“It’s all regrown,” she began. “There’s no mud to be seen. Only grass… wild, untamed grass. Flowers are everywhere, dancing there in the wind. All colors—blue, green, red, yellow… in all combinations. Just like when I used to frolic here as a filly.”
The Anglomane stallion also added to that:
“I had never been here before the war. And as a pony who’s never seen this place before then… I pity you, ya Prench bastard, that you can’t see entirely how beautiful it is here. I really do. I wish you could live this as fully with us as we are now.”
The batpony giggled coarsely, then coughed a couple of times before delivering his answer, smiling:
“D’accord… and are our…” his words trailed off.
Alemaneian and Anglomane both regarded him questioningly.
“Hmm?” she asked.
“Are the scars we all left still here? Or were they washed away with time?”
The mare only had to take one look to answer his question:
“Nein…” she shook her head. “The scars remain. They always will—but they have healed. Our trenches are only divot lines in the fields. The weapons that were left behind… the cannons were reclaimed by nature and they’re all rusted now. Unusable.”
The batpony nodded.
“Good. It’s better that way. The world needs a reminder of what happened here. Of what happened during the war. I honestly hope these scars never leave… something has to remain when we’re all gone,” he said.
That’s when the weight of his words truly hit her in her core, and she lowered her head for a moment.
Her Prench friend was right. Once, there where hundreds of thousands of ponies just like them. Millions, actually. But now, the number of veterans who had served and fought were dwindling. 
They were a dying breed.
She nodded nonetheless.
“Mm. Maybe you’re right. Seele will never be what it once was… from before we ravaged it in that final battle…”
The Anglomane stallion then voiced:
“Then we’re all in agreement… that perhaps that’s for the best.”
Silence wreathed the three of them again, and like her friends, she closed her eyes to truly feel the sun’s rays fall upon her face. The warmth spread across her face and through her chest, serving to heat up that still-powerfully beating heart under her aging sternum. And through her little meditation, and the previous words of her friends, something stirred inside her…
…another very important question.
She opened her eyes and spoke anew:
“What do you think will happen when we’re gone? When the last of us dies?”
She could feel both questioning gazes direct at her from either side of her face, but the answer came from her right:
“Huh? What do you mean? Veterans of the war?”
She nodded.
“Natürlich… what do you think will happen when we soldiers, ones who actually fought, are gone?”
Her Prench friend offered his words first:
“I don’t know… life will go on, I suppose… like it always has, oui?”
She shook her head.
“Not exactly what I mean… will we be remembered? Our lessons? Our sacrifices?” she asked.
The Anglomane added:
“That’s what we’ve worked for our entire lives—to prevent something like this…” he gestured out towards the massive plains which held so much terrible history.
“…from ever happening again. We owed it to ourselves, to all who fought in the war, and to those who never made it out. Especially to the ones who are buried beneath us, here.”
She bobbed her head yet again.
“Right… and there’s never been a major conflict on Equidaen continent, or even near Equestria since. Hell, even in the world, really. What we showed the world mattered. The war ended almost sixty years ago… but it never really did end for us, did it?”
Both Prench and Anglomane shook their heads and muttered their own agreements:
“Nope. Certainly didn’t.”
“Non.”
“But when we’re dead… will it matter anymore? Were our efforts, our sacrifices, our nightmares… were they all written in ink and stone so the younger generations—the future leaders—can learn from us when we’re gone? Or were they written in dirt?
“We remember. But will others? Will war come again after we cease to exist?”
The batpony sighed out heavily.
“I don’t know. At our age, I think all we can do is put trust in the younger generation. All we can do is have faith at this point… faith that none of our grandchildren will end up like…”
She heard him pause for the briefest of moments, but her trained ear over the years could hear the slightest quiver in his voice.
“…end up like us.”
The Anglomane then added:
“…or killed.”
She considered the words of two of her closest friends and mirrored their sighs.
“But what if they don’t heed any of it? What if, when it’s all said and done, it was all for nothing? What if the hounds of war come to this world again and no one like us is left to try and stop it?”
The Prench batpony reiterated his words:
“We have to have faith in the younger generation, mon amie. That if things get bad, they’ll do the right thing. We must have faith that we’ve taught them well.”
She then asked:
“And if we haven’t? What if the future proves otherwise?”
Simple, yet powerful words fell on her ears from her right:
“Then that’s just the future we’ll have to accept.”
She slowly let her breath escape her as she returned her stare to the Seele Plains in front of them. Where once their words interrupted the quiet symphony of the wild—much like the artifacts of a war past—nature slowly began to reclaim its throne, and tenderly embrace the former battlefield in peace.
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