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		Description

A thousand years is a very long time to think, in silence and solitude ... How much could Luna have suffered, while her sister reigned Equestria alone? What things could she have felt, thought and remembered?
Exile is always a long process to rethink many issues in life.
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Crescent

How can she do this to me? How can she have been very cruel to me? I don’t deserve this treatment; I don’t deserve be locked here! I deserve that my petitions be listened; I deserve that my night be appreciated as the day. I deserve to be listened! But she doesn’t want listen to me, she ignored me all this time. How I’m supposed to act when nobody pay attention to me? What do I have to do, just stay sitill seeing how she is being adored by everybody, while I stand under her shadow? No. No way. But when I decided talk, when I said “Enough, this can’t go on, she didn’t hear me, and ignore me. How she can do this, if I was her “beloved sister, her dearest sister”? Where is the protection and containment that she promised bring to me to our parents? There were no more than lies, cruel lies, she only wants Equestria for herself!
I always be the little sister; I always stay last in everything. This was my moment for shine, this was my moment to show me and say “Here I am, I am part of their lives too”. Celestia never understand what I felt. Never! How she will react is she saw that the ponies go to sleep in the full day, while I receive all of the attention of our subjects? She banished me, or she looks the way for be recognized too? I feel that the destiny hasn’t been fair with me, I feel that I stay relegated to the shadows forever, that just now nobody are there to hear, nobody that can touch my shoulder and tell me “I understand you”. No. Now only there is loneliness and isolation for me, loneliness and isolation that will last an eternity, always spinning around in the space, spinning around the Earth, which see the sun and the moon rises as usual, like nothing, and all under the mandate of the same alicorn mare. Cause I said: “It’s just not fair!”
No. This is not fair. Now she receives the double of adoration because she brings the day and the night, when the night is completely my domain! What will be of the fillies when they have nightmares, and I don’t be here for help they? What will be of the stars, when I am who helped them to grown up and strong? Ironically, I’m be stocked in the same luminary that I control, but now it’s under the power of my sister, and I don’t like this. No, because I’m a zero on the left, because I don’t have domain to myself.
Live together with Nightmare Moon and her thoughts are not very comfortable. Definitely, I wish didn’t do that I did, and did that for my own, with my own will. I didn’t want that this ever happened, but she doesn’t bring me an option. She denies my rights, she denies the part that correspond me, and she pays with suffer in the earth; her pain is not comparable to mine. 


Every time she wanted company; she will have.
Every time she wanted to stay alone; she will be.
Every time she wanted to go; she will go.
Wherever she wanted to go, she would go.
And where she goes, don’t you ever deny who would greet her, who dedicates her one look, one smile.
And she doesn’t care of being closed up, lonely or sad, will there always be something that entertains her mind; will spend one day, one night, and her sadness will be encapsulated soon, for have carrying off some real duty. 
And I will be submersed and forgotten, and the ponies will forget that once upon a time, there were a princess who rises the moon, who brings a beautiful night, full of stars and cuteness. And the stars will fall every day in the forgotten, to be veiled for the light of the day, and I won’t be more than a legend in a book, caught forever in the indelible destiny and past of Nightmare Moon.
I couldn’t ever quit her presence off me, my obscure presence never be equal to hers or her being, although some day I escape of my banishment, everypony on my presence will be running and screaming, scared from the mare who treated them with bringing the eternal night, removing their precious sun and their precious diurnal light.
I’ll miss my earthly life so much, how much I’ve lost just for one wish, how much time, I think in every minute, every hour, which seems longer and endless here, in the cold sidereal space, in this floating space which is not more than a projection of me; my soul stranded at the moon, sealed, without somepony who can hear me, without anypony who can hold me, with nothing more than Nightmare Moon’s obscurity, with nothing more than her voice which doesn’t offers me more than words of hate and revenge, without a warm presence who’s bring me lullabies or anypony take a conversation with.
I don’t know what to do now, in this incorporeal form, which wanders in a colorless, wormless and loveless desert. What will become of me? What will become of me now that I am nothing more than a phantom of my former self? Who do I look to give me their shoulder to cry for? If I can spill a teardrop just like that. I can’t even cry.  Now I just contemplate life passively moving around Equestria, while my moon rotates around the earth every night, and allows me appreciate every part of the globe, from the most cooler zone to the most frozen zone, and although I see somepony lifting their eyes to my moon, I know that they’re there, but they don’t know that I’m trapped here, waiting, waiting, not knowing what I’m really waiting, because I’ve lost all hope. My being was overthrown, but I’m forcing me to don’t forget myself.  
Yeah. Would be a suicide forgetting of myself, it would be the end not only of my self-esteem or my memories, with all that represent my identity, and I can’t stop thinking that I will regret it with all of my heart if I do, but this pain is very strong, and my loneliness is very indifferent. 
Why I am the one who’d be here?
Because when I need water, I cannot drink, and I will forget what water is.
Because when I need food, I cannot eat, and I will forget what food is.
Because when I need to sob, I will not cry, and my eyes will forget what crying is. 
Because when I need to flip my wings, I won’t fly, and I will forget what flying is.
And so, how much customs and pleasures I will abandon to simple images of a past that slowly becoming in dust, like they’re becoming pictures in the books as a mere text of ancient history, little by little that will be assimilate for that mare who ignored me and imprisoned me, probably the only one who would remember my existence? This is a terrible fate, a terrible fate for a princess who only wanted recognition and affection. A princess absorbed for the shadow of a star which manifestation is unnoticed for everyone. A princess condemned to be forgotten, to the immateriality, to think and reminisce every moment all what she passed, well, on who other thing can I deal with my mind, in what else can I set for distract my thoughts, when I’m no more me, when  I become nothing more of a beam of light with a pure and clean conscience, who can talk to me of more happy and beauty things that this site? What other thing stands with me more than my own darkness, my loneliness and my anguish? My shadow doesn’t project here, it doesn’t exist glimmer which can’t cross me, because there aren’t light in this my exile, only silence and stars. 
Only silence and stars. Silence and stars. I feel madden, I feel I’ve lost the sanity in an instant, I feel that my conscience befogs and it’s hard to think. Lost in my memories because this confinement scares me, it scares me to become a creature without memory and think, a completely empty presence, sunken in the personality’s unconscious darkness of a mare who’s not really me, but is part of me and my wishes. Oh, dear sister, what have I done? What have you done? What we’ve done?
I remember all and each one of the things what we realized together, and it seems like a lie the form which we ended up splint apart. What made two very united and beloved sisters themselves to end like this? How to break a tie that never should break? How is possible all of this? It seems unreal, all seems unreal, I don’t want believe that this is real, but somehow it is. The pain is real, the suffering is real, the sadness is real, and the loneliness is real. My conscience is real, and I feel that is the only thing that’s left of me. My conscience, which it grasp at the memories of one past that totally died, which try containing itself, which fight every minute and second for no fade away, for continue living, for continue beating, while she rave in an ambient of black, fuchsia and light blue tones, and a little lightning of hope, where pallid and thin stars shines. 
However, I don’t want give up. I don’t want leave my spirit to an empty existence of cosmic baggage, I will try to see through this jail, I will try to see what is beyond this, I will try get out instead of retract inward. No way I let myself to fall in the forgetfulness’ of the empty, silence and black abyss, although I don’t have strength, strength is not what I need, if not to breathe a different air, appreciate the nature’s wonders which sensations that now are nothing much more than just memories for me, sensations which I only can remember, now I’m unable to feel. 
Something tells me what the worst punish was reserved for me, cause the punishments that Celestia and I gave to all of our enemies to guarantee our kingdom’s peace and wellness, there’s nothing compared to mine. I almost can understand what they can feel in those moments, although I doubt in the same time. But even so, each have their reason to be, and while we thinking to impart justice, they plunge in the defeat’s desperation, seeing how being attacked for some they detest, and confronting the final destiny that their sentences destined for themselves.
Excepting Discord, it’s probably that I’ll never guess what was happening on the mind of the lord of chaos while he was converted in stone for the power of the Elements of Harmony, elements that someday my sister and me carry with decision and solemnity, and that my sister was forced to use against me, finally for they lost their power when our link was shattered. Because I feel it too, every fiber of myself tells me that now Celestia who’s defending Equestria all alone, and I don’t know if gladden of carrying for this. No. Definitely don’t glad, because this will mean that Celestia don’t have the enough force and power to deal with a menace much more strong than hers, and I can’t do nothing more than watch how a kingdom which I raise and I help to protect too overthrow because not being  there to fight, because I’m locked here. 
Here where nobody can hear me.
Here where nobody can see me.
Here where nobody can imagine that a princess is suffering for her reign, a princess who has been betrayed… For her own… 

Could the exile be more rough, cold and strong rock be compared with this moon which I was imprisoned with a company that I learned to despise more and more? What feelings or emotions, if they are in a heart where the chaos domain completely, can feel the Draconequus from his prison stone? Maybe he can see how the ponies live full happiness and harmony, proceeding smiling and euphoric together his statue, while he must stay in this supposedly uncomfortable position  
I remember that day, when Discord taunted us, so confident that his own confidence was what betrayed him. That’s it: he laughs until the final, thing that not everybody can do, and somehow, I admire his courage. I don’t know how he takes it, but probably his head is entertained with more relevant topics that the empathy for the others, I don’t doubt it. Why I bother to think in somebody who doesn’t think on me? It’s easier think in Celestia, but that doesn’t attract me in this time. 
And what’s about king Sombra? Other similar case, but I believe to think that’s more bearable meditate for somewhat more than I, Right? This is what Discord does, I suppose, and though I’m not Discord, I can’t avoid go back over and over to the past, to my pain, to all that’s left me. Sombra doesn’t bear with a heart full of darkness, at least I feel so. Anytime he had a family, father or mother, or maybe not; sometime he must have or sisters, or maybe not. The truth is that I don’t know anything about his past life, and think of this surprise me. Now, mysteriously, I see him more as an equal that as tyrant who menaces Equestria. And I ask for his memories, if it still survives in any little and recondite part of his heart some else of he was before fall in the darkness. I believe that I never will know, if I couldn’t find it out before, I can’t do it now. Besides, although if I try contact him with some what remains of my powers, my efforts will be unsuccessful. I will a completely dumb, because what suppose I have to tell him, what kind of questions I pretend make him? It’s a complete nonsense… but find someone with share all of these feelings would be very good for me. Even so, what certificates me that King Sombra is the right someone?
Could his banishment be worse? I accept that this site is not cold or hot. I suffer the loneliness and the silence, but I can’t complain of that my hooves freeze or my wings transpire. However, if I ask him some specific, I inquire how feels be between ice walls, how it feels that the cold enclose you, can’t seeing too far of your nose, can’t knowing if it’s dawn yet or if the moon rises. I don’t doubt that he where immersed in the silence and the darkness, a cold loneliness completely relentless for an obscure heart. If I found sometime how free myself of Nightmare Moon, how be the princess Luna again, I won’t doubt to use it the same way on King Sombra, nonetheless. Nothing I know of his story, maybe my carry and my interest aren’t more than caprice, because I ask myself, if I standing in Equestria, if I returned to my throne, I’ll do this that I thinking now. And, over all, what Celestia think, although I doubt that she’ll be all exited for this crazy idea. As if I tell her that we released Discord and found a pony able for reform him to use his magic in our favor, is completely impossible tame the lord of chaos.  
In other case, why not? Why Not to think that everybody deserves a second chance, never mind the cruel sins that they make in the past? Nobody could boast or have stumbled, Celestia make a mistake to no attending my simple petition, so she isn’t the indicate to talk of mistakes. 


I don't know if I can sleep. Sometimes I feel that I fall into a sweet slumber, I feel I dream within my exile, I feel that my conscience manages to escape from here to transport me to other dimensions through subtle holes in space. I totally don’t know how this is possible, but my heart is glad to be able to leave this refuge in my exile. What Nightmare Moon stays here grumbling and preparing his revenge, I want to clear and leave.
Coincidentally, I entered a night in a world that lacked completely magic, governed by beings who walk on two legs, who kill and destroy, but yet also suffer and weep. Even though they have more freedom than me, they live in slavery. They are slaves to all that they fear, to procure their own protection, food, clothing... But for a moment, it was not they who interested me at first. I would never have imagined a world in which there were almost no ponies in sight, where the steeds possessed two possible fates: to live in the woods like wild Maroons, or to be in the hands of men and to serve them in various ways, making them lose All dignity. 
There I found someone who could understand me, even though I could hardly understand him. He suffered because he was different from other horses, because he possessed a power, a personality and a source that marked him with fire, which sometimes lost control, destroying everything in his path. It wasn't power that I longed for, No. In fact, what I wanted was to get rid of that power, he wanted to take away what made it different, want to be one more of the heap. There was a darkness in his heart with which he struggled, and looked on the moon of this world, so similar to mine but so different at the same time, a company with which to be able to download all that caused him so much anguish. It was the only unicorn in all that world, at least, in the area that I could appreciate. It was black as night, and from the hill I could distinguish its red eyes, inherited from a demon of the many who in that world were in charge of propagating evil. 
I was lonely, lonely, sad and cold, and how much I wanted to be able to get off this leaden sky to chat. I also wanted to be A normal pony, and I don't have to worry about anything but my family, my house and my work. A Great Power Comes A Great Responsibility. Verily, this unicorn had power, in all the expanse of forest were told the creatures who dared to defy it, but it was not a power that could serve specifically to do good. And the Black Unicorn was not interested, he had spent very bad streaks in his childhood to pretend that the lives of others worry him at all. 
Every time I could slip into that world, beheld with amazement and a warm feeling the devotion with which the Black unicorn came to look at the moon, and I tried to talk to him from where I was, knowing that it was useless. But one night, surprisingly, I saw him stop and devote a new look from the ground, as if he had finally realized that the Madonna of the night was not unmoved by his dedication. Then neighed with such force that I could feel it, traversing my being like an expansive wave, and also knew that it had activated its magic, because this I wrapped like a warm hug, was a magic that had never felt in me, and that gave me the first joy in all is Coughing long years of silence and solitude.
So, I had something more to be able to relax when my sadness became bigger, I had someone to remember when they returned the hard memories of what slowly cooled. In those moments, I reproduced for myself that whinny of love so genuine that it seemed to say "you are not alone, here I am to understand you", and returned to me that special magic. I never knew who was that black unicorn, and there are still things that I need to learn from him, but for the first time I felt that I had a friend, for the first time I could be interested in the pain of another before mine, and although now I cannot go so often to that world , I try every time I can sneak of here. 
I also remembered Snowdrop, that little Pegasus Who knew how to present the most beautiful gift for the winter. She also suffered for her difference with others, and I cannot think of her without remembering the tenderness I saw in her eyes, despite being blinded forever. Well, how could anyone live who saw nothing but darkness? It was like trying to see through the red eyes of the Black Unicorn, it was like traveling beyond the limits of reason. For Snowdrop It was simple, it was his reality of every day and night, although his sight was nothing but an eternal night, without sun nor day, but also without moon and without stars. And yet she could do something magical, and when I saw that first snowflake, I thought of the beauty that anyone could be able to create if she proposed. She gave the winter something that no pony had given her before: a portion of beauty, something that distinguished it from the other seasons of the year.
And then I found myself pitying me of winter, that like myself, we suffered in silence and loneliness the lack of appreciation of those whom we serve. The Life of Snowdrop It has led me to reflect a lot in these last moments, it was amazing how a small filly could change a part of the story, with a simple snowflake. I am sure that now winter would not be the same without the immense contribution she had bestowed upon her, still when darkness reigned in his eyes, even when he knew nothing but my voice, I can still feel the warmth and purity of his heart, and the total humility with which she approached that day, boldly and firmly, to show her simple project for the winter. With her I have learned that it is not precisely necessary to have a horn to produce a big change. 
I think again of the black unicorn of that alternating dimension, unlike Snowdrop, he can see me, but not listen to me, even though he seems to be able to notice my presence. I can't grasp his thoughts, I think I'm too far away to make it, but his scarlet eyes say much more than if he spoke with his mouth. I have tried to find a name with which to call it, but I have found none that the simple and plain denomination of what is: a black unicorn, which in nothing resembles those who in Equestria They live, for it possesses the girth of a much larger steed. I think if I would surpass Celestia in size, although I'm not interested. However, it looks... so small, so fragile down there, and so transparent his soul, that in a way is like a pony more. 
I have thought perhaps of offering him help to control his power, but it was when I realized that, if I had not been able to control mine when the negative emotions dominated me, what right I had to intervene in his life? What incentive advice could I give you, when the very thing that I wanted to help you with is what brought me here? If I could only enter into your dreams, and find out a little more, but here in this dimension I don't know if my powers could work. Nor would I have the strength or the necessary integrity, I am but a shadow of myself, what could I do?  
In the same way that if I tried to fix the eyes of Snowdrop, what changes would I bring to your life? Changes for better or for worse? The intention would be the best of all, but sometimes terrible acts are committed in pursuit of a good intention.
I don't know if I could say this is what happened to my sister.
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Full moon

I’ve already lost all notion of time and space, a soft and scattered numbness invades my being, and adds to the general feeling of nonexistence that I‘m experiencing. But I know that I am a real entity, and every time I feel I lose a little of my memory, although, in reality, I think that I’m just encapsulating myself under the fine wax of my unconscious, like honey from bees in a honeycomb. Each memory, each instant of my life is sealed in a tiny chamber, in an infinite wall, which is neither wide nor long, but is like a sphere that rotates and rotates around my mind, also storing each one of my sensations. In this dimension that responds to my exile.
At times, I get ready to remember the days of my childhood, when Celestia and I were just alicorn fillies playing among the clouds of heaven, and our parents watching us in the distance, in that kingdom without heaven or soil that’s the kingdom of the celestial beings, who have founded the world, the stars and the galaxies. All those games that entertained us and forged a golden bond between us, all those books that we read and shared, how much we learned together about magic, history, everything. I feel like I'm little Lulu again, that's what Celestia called me, and I watched ecstatically when she first raised the sun, when she sang lullabies to me or just when she smiled at me. And if everything I remember is happening right now, and then the memory becomes palpable again, relieving the pain of my heart.
How can I forget the first night I did my spectacular first moonrise? How to let the feeling of triumph disappear when I turn to see my side and find that brand that identifies me so much? I remember when that happened, Celestia and I went down to earth, and father and mother looked at us from heaven. I was very nervous, I was sweating and trembling, not from the cold, but from the tension that had burdened my shoulders. She was afraid of doing it wrong, she was afraid that one, two, three hours would pass, and that the moon would not even appear over the horizon. I was terrified that my magic didn't work, that it abandoned me at the most unexpected moment. And there was Tia, to calm my fears and encourage me with words that until now I can hear her say to me again.
When the moment came, I concentrated as much as I could, as much as I had not concentrated on my life. My horn began to glow, more and more intense as the intensity of the magic I was gathering to carry out my feat increased. The rest came along, I couldn’t see how the sky changed color, nor how the moon rose slowly by firmament, this moon that now imprisons me. I had involuntarily begun to levitate, and I didn't realize it until I was done, and inadvertently looked at the distant ground under my hooves. It was Tia who saved me from hitting me, catching up with me in the second just as I started to fall. I still didn't know how to use my wings well, otherwise I would have landed on the earth in all serenity. But that didn't matter to me, everything had gone well, and I heard applause from my parents, and Celestia's, congratulating me not only for raising the moon, but also for obtaining my cutie mark .
That was the greatest moment of glory in my life, where everyone had their attention on me, where I was the center of the event, and my hooves could not stand out more, because Celestia had not been able to raise the sun the first time. Ah, what a grace of mine, but what a terrible fate! Not to mention that I have done it thousands and thousands of times, but it does not compare with what I experienced the first time. Now I can no longer flaunt it so much, I am no longer the one who raises the moon to make way for the night.
And the stars were another story. They were already there, surrounding the beautiful night sky to which I gave life and color with my star, and those that gave much of its beauty. But I was in charge of recycling those stars that died every certain period, creating new ones, so that the night always enjoyed its full brightness. I no longer know what will become of those who are dying, I do not know what Celestia will do when she must take the responsibility to which I have always answered correctly, and if that will cause the night cloak to be filled with imperfect stars. Upon my return, will I find stars as beautiful as those that I have been able to create or not?




I can feel slight tremors corresponding to the rotation of my star on the earth, that little flash of my sister's magic that starts the night while she is in charge of raising the moon. I no longer know what I feel about her, my heart is a confusing cluster of emotions and sensations that repeat, explode and start again. The presence of Nightmare Moon has become more tolerable, my dark conscience seems to begin to understand that I don't want to know anything about the cause.
Little by little I have become used to the uncertainty of the days and nights and the dates. I know when this or that celebrates, but not how long before they are celebrated, if they are already celebrated or if they have already concluded. I know when Celestia's birthday is , for example, but I can't say exactly if it's past or not, or maybe I'm thinking about how old she would be this year and maybe she's already done another.
Fortunately, I have been able to protect myself from the madness of being here with nothing to do and nothing to say, no one to talk to. I have been able to cross a portal to a different world, think and reflect a lot, and begin to see things from another perspective. But what is it that I see near my moon, even though it is actually at a great distance? It is like a red asteroid, a small planet that seems to roam the universe without rhyme or reason, I do not know much where it could come from, although I remember hearing when Father told us that every so many years, from the sky of Equestria , You will see unusual celestial bodies cross, and although I now realize that long, long ago, I have seen this red planetoid already, I have seen it as a marble compared to now.
My sense of alarm was triggered more by the belief that an unexpected enemy might emerge from that scarlet-colored star, than because there was a real threat. I think I distinguish a profile in its circumference, formed by diffuse shadows. It doesn't seem to be in the shape of an alicorn or anything that I know of, maybe it's just a shapeless stain, but my concern could be real. However, the sensation of a presence with an awakened consciousness captured my attention, and I gathered all my strength to concentrate on establishing a communication with the being that inhabits this red star.
After a few minutes of total uncertainty, when I doubted the results of my effort, and was afraid to risk being at the mercy of any strange power or gift the creature might use against me, I got an answer. Rather, I must say, I managed to establish a connection, and something inside me warned me that the being was now aware that I was trying to contact him. I thought he would speak in a completely unknown language, but I was surprised that it wasn't.
“Hello?” She asked, her voice at the moment had nothing strange or threatening.
“Hello?” I asked, not knowing what to answer.
“I asked first. Who are you talking to me from the star that shines on this planet?”
I was speechless for a few moments. There was something convoluted in the way my neighbor spoke, but I was hearing it clearly, as if it were next to me instead of several cosmic kilometers away.
“I... I'm Luna.” I replied, when I could organize my thoughts.
“And whose moon are you?” Asked the being.
“Me? I am not anyone's Moon, I am Princess Luna, the ruler of the night in Equestria”.
"Uhm." He was silent for a few minutes that seemed like an eternity. His voice was clearly masculine. “And where is that Equestria that you mention? Down there, where everything moves fast and lightens and darkens all the time?”
“Umm, yes. And the night belongs to the period of darkness on earth, which is when everyone takes a break from the activities of the day” this came out of my mouth just like that and made me feel resentment again “This star bears my name because I am the one in charge... I was in charge of lifting it to make way for the night.”
“But if it is your star, and it is you who raises it, why are you also inside? And what is that dark shadow that tries to interfere from there?”
“It's ... a long story. I am afraid I’ve lost control of my star.”
“Oh, Selena, that's a terrible tragedy. Who has done such cruelty to you?”
I was surprised that he called me Selena, and I was about to correct him, but for some reason that made me feel special, so I left it at that. I felt different, being called Selena, and I was beginning to feel happy to find someone who was interested in what I could tell about myself.
“My sister Celestia, she raises the sun over Equestria.”
“What is a sister?”
Her question left me cold. What kind of cosmic creature was this that didn't know what a brother or sister was?
“Don't you know what a sister is?” I asked foolishly, since the answer was completely obvious - A sister or a brother is someone with whom you share a family bond, since both are born from the same mother and the same father. All together make a family. You don’t have family?
“No, no, and for me what you are telling me is completely new. I have never had siblings, but I have never wondered if I have them, and I have never had parents, but neither have I wondered if I have them. I see that you do have them, because you know perfectly well what they are.”
“Then, are you the only one who lives here?”
“Here I am, and I'm only me, although the amoebas that live on the ground roam here. I think you weren't there the last time I was near you, unless you were in torpor. I sometimes go into torpor; they are longer when I cross the cloudier galaxy.”
A few minutes of silence passed, in which I thought he would not speak again. However, he contacted me again.
“And well, I'm going to have plenty of time nearby. I think maybe you could tell me that long story of why you got there, if you weren't really there before.” He said, to which I hesitated a little.
I still didn’t trust him very much, but I thought about the possibility that perhaps he was simply a cosmic traveler, of the peaceful ones, because father and mother told us before taking the kingdom of Equestria that there were peaceful and not so peaceful cosmic travelers. But this one didn’t expire a dark aura, or at least that's what I felt. In any case, he couldn’t foresee the effect of the information I was about to give him, and if this stranger had any chance of leaving his star, which seemed unlikely. So I told him, brief and concise, my conflict with my sister, without knowing what impression it would make on my partner, who by the way I asked his name after finishing my story.
“Oh, that. I almost forgot, I never really thought of my name as something I have without being able to use. I do not have many opportunities to share a conversation out there, it seems that everyone is involved. My name is Mercury, and I don't know if I belong to any system, or if I strayed from any path. These things that you’re telling me is all new to me.”
I felt a little sad for him. Either he had lost his memory, or he was just one more wanderer in this whole vast universe. Somehow it made me think about going off my course and touring other galaxies, alone or perhaps better in the company of Mercury, who would surely be a great guide. I have never thought about what could be beyond the earth, beyond where I did not have many references other than vague allusions from father and father. Oh, how I miss them, and I wish I could see them again someday. I don't think it's possible, but it doesn't cost anything to dream, if I knew.
“Dear Selena” Mercury started again, who perhaps would have woken up from one of his lethargies and was with all the batteries “how much do you influence your star from within? Why don’t you free yourself from the force that binds you to the rotation of this planet that from me is seen as a colossus that does not need the protection of anyone?”
"Are you telling me to leave the night moonless? I don't think I can, and I don't think I would either.” I said, dry and upset. I’m banished on the moon, how am I supposed to alter its rate of rotation and translation? That would be impossible.
“I'm afraid that's it. Your star is dependent; therefore, you could not move it. But you can get out of there, right?
Mercury definitely did not have much frequent contact with anyone, least of all ladies. His proposal was somewhat ... unreliable. I was bothered by what I had said earlier, I felt offended and confused. No. I don't trust Mercury enough for that. I have begun to feel somewhat comfortable in this space, which does not mean that if someone gave me the opportunity to return to earth and leave, I would accept it, but I would think it over. The talk was no longer on the right track, and I didn't feel like chatting anymore. But what was he going to tell her? Come back and we'll talk tomorrow, what will I expect with lemon tea and sandwiches? I was concerned with what he might see or feel from the red planetoid. I'm afraid if he could read my thoughts, although I'm not sure, because he would have reacted to them in some way, right? At least wondering why I'm angry, I guess.
There was a long silence between us, in which I reflected long and hard on this fact. I fear that reflecting is the only great thing I have left to do in my exile, apart from those little things. I think of my black unicorn, and despite the fact that Nightmare Moon can access my thoughts, she almost always makes fun of them and keeps trying to convince me of the same, while her darkness tries to penetrate my mental-astral refuge. I don't care, I don't know how long I've been here in space, I feel like I can get used to it and that I'll always find a way to make it as light as possible. So much has already happened, the sadness and anguish continue in me, but they don't make as much of an impact as they did at the beginning. I suppose that’s why prisoners go through dungeons, there comes a time when you start to surrender to the fact that you will stay there, and that the world becomes something totally distant, that you start to fear when thinking about how much that it may have changed and how dangerous the environment may have become. And then I think of the idea that Mercury is exactly that: a prisoner who has lost his memory and all notion of reality or time, some criminal whose sins were serious enough to banish him from his land, condemning him to that eternal baggage in that red and sandy planetoid that has no orbit. Also, I tried to imagine myself in that situation, and I discovered that I was terrified, detached from the earth, and going to other galaxies, always without a fixed point, without stopping, and perhaps passing through my world once each. knows. But I can't end up like Mercury, no, Nightmare Moon would be there to remind me of who I am and why I've been banished, although the idea of ​​completely forgetting and sleeping peacefully was certainly attractive, while my star travels the cosmos without a compass that points to the north. However, stronger was the hope of returning to Equestria someday, to my kingdom to which I belong and of which I am co-ruler.
And if I ever come back, how will Equestria be? What situation will she be in when she is released from this confinement? Will there be war or peace? Will Celestia still be in power, or will there be some new ruler, prince or princess, king or queen? Then, I found myself worrying about Celestia, about her safety, and fear that she had been sent to the sun. Is it possible that at this very moment someone was banishing Celestia in the sun? I do not know what is more terrible: that it is not me who banishes it, or that I am not there to see someone else do it. No, I think it is preferable that Celestia remains in place on my return ... or rather on our return. I must not forget that I’m inside me but relegated by Nightmare Moon to a lower part of my mind.
Suddenly I felt like knowing more about Mercury: knowing what it was, how long it was there, what it feels like to be on that red planetoid if you remember anything from some other possible life. Anything as long as I don't think about myself, which lately I don't like very much. I am homesick for seeing the black unicorn, and how much I wish that we could somehow get closer. I feel like I have so much to say, and nothing at the same time. It is a very contradictory feeling, I know, and I find it hard to understand what is happening to me. Something I know and that is that I miss him, even if we had never had close contact.
“Mercury, are you there?”
“Yes, I’m here Selena.”
“Oh, I thought you were gone.”
“Where am I supposed to go? I have been here all this time. How long have you been on the red planetoid? It seems like a lot, right?”
“I don't know what time is, I just know that everything happens, and is forgotten. Although I can’t remember anything if I wanted to.”
“And do you by any chance remember if you have always lived there, or if you ever had a life on a planet?”
When I asked this, I was afraid of making him uncomfortable, or that he would get mad, I don't know, there are many options. He was quick to reply, but I bit myself for not asking another indiscreet question.
"I'm afraid we differ on that, Selena. I do not remember the precise moment from which I have been here. But you have made me think about the possibility that maybe I had a story like yours... I’m beginning to hesitate. In my torpor, I dream of strange things that most of me have not seen in my travels, but I don't know what they are or if they have to do with me or not.”
“I get it,” I said as if to make him feel calmer.
I noticed a tone of severe unease in his voice as if my suspicion was true. In that case, I should try not to speak to her anymore, and not inquire beyond what is convenient for me. What if you remember your earthly life and decide to take revenge? Or worse, what if by rage he descends to destroy Equestria? Then, I would be selling my kingdom to a terrible enemy, whose evil mind I will have awakened due to my lack of caution. I couldn't help but feel guilty for a moment, and Nightmare Moon took the opportunity to urge me to continue, teaming up with Mercury to get us out of here and do justice for our night. I was almost giving in, but then common sense came to hit me with a hard slap because I realized I was being stupid and paranoid. What were the chances that all of this was true? I was prejudging Mercury when I hardly knew it, without really strong evidence that it was what I believed, and I thought about how I would feel if that happened to me. I did not feel bad for Mercury, I felt bad for, and although it sounds self-centered, it is what is in my heart. Mercury may not have been aware of the test he was undergoing, not really knowing anything about him. Perhaps he was truly a cosmic wanderer, and I had no right to make these musings on the basis of what had happened to me. My ignorance set a trap for me, and I did not want to chase away the only conscious being in all this extension with whom I could palliate the solitude and silence of this exile.
“Selena?”
“Yeah?”
“Ah, there you are. I was afraid I have offended you somewhere in the talk, but I still see your star and I feel that you are still there.”
"Oh well…" I cleared my throat. Suddenly every possible topic of conversation was gone.
I decided to go for more pleasant and interesting topics for both of us. So, I asked him about his travels, about his dreams, being very curious to hear another voice that was not mine. I discovered that there was nothing evil on Mercury, and at various points in the conversation we developed, I was able to realize that my suspicions were totally unfounded. I recalled in turn some things I had learned from the customs in Equestria, such as that some ponies worshiped a red star that appeared every few years, those peoples had a great culture and a special theory about the star. They believed that it was inhabited by a lord who saw everything, by a formless cosmic being who could enter their dreams or contact them directly through a ritual. The only thing that persists about them is his memory, but I remembered them right away as I got to know Mercury, and I joined all the points when he told me that he remembered the ponies with whom he chatted from time to time and that they seemed to know him better. That Mercury himself, therefore advised me that if I returned to Equestria, to look for them and send greetings. Then I was faced with the dilemma of whether or not to tell him that this town no longer existed, but I preferred to tell him that it would because I didn't want to be the one to inform him of that. Or, some members of that ancient society of ponies were still alive somewhere on earth. Everything could be possible.
As we chatted and got to know each other more, I discovered other details about Mercury. In fact, she had nothing to fear from him, since she said that, for example, she was afraid to leave her star because she believed that she was going to fall apart, she had no interest in meeting other terrestrial beings, and she did not like so much the idea of ​​being imprisoned in another world that should continue on its planetoid. That's to say some examples. But I also noticed strange peculiarities, such as when he told me that he sometimes fed on tiny cosmic entities that he managed to catch by hypnotizing them and bringing them to the surface of their star and entangling them with their tongues to devour them better. No. I never asked him what kind of creature he was, and I confess that fear invaded me when I heard that, especially when he said it as if it were the most natural thing in the universe. I can't imagine a pony with two languages ​​and hypnotic powers, so it was ruled out that it had some similar shape. However, I tried to behave as if nothing, despite the resentment caused by the possibility that the thing tried to eat me.
But later when he told me that he would do a brief lethargy to rest from so much talk, I told myself that Mercury could never do anything to me. Why? Because I’m not just a simple cosmic entity, I’m an astral alicorn, and nothing this creature tries to do can have any effect on me. Also, I don't think he managed to deceive me or Nightmare Moon either, I feel that nothing but the stars could free us from our exile. ‘There’s nothing I can suspect or fear about Mercury,’ I told myself, although a small part of me found it hard to believe.
I also took a nap, for a change. It felt as if we had been talking telepathically for years, unaware of the constant advance of the cosmos around. No, I affirm, it must have been so. Well, I have already lost all notion of time, and it does not matter not knowing if it is winter in Equestria, or if it is summer or autumn, if the Great Gallop Gala is taking place in Canterlot right now or if Celestia celebrated another anniversary of her government lonely. I care less and less about being here, as long as there is someone next to me to distract my thoughts, as long as I can flee from this dimension and visit my friend the black unicorn from the moon of another world, who watches the moon every night like a divine madonna and immaculate like the white mantle of the nymphs.
Down on earth, everything seems to be going smoothly. I don't see burning bonfires devouring the forests and throwing thick black smoke into the sky, I don't see that the water has covered the low areas, covering plantations and cities and submerging ponies to a hard aquatic survival, I don't see hurricanes or storms devastating in an instant everything that had taken years to build with effort, not an eternal winter devastating the green meadows, locking the inhabitants in their houses, under heavy mattresses of white and cold snow, or anything like that. I no longer know how my heart responds to that supposed undisturbed peace, my memory begins to become disordered and become erratic, but I can order each memory according to a criterion. My surroundings in this place are no longer so dark, but I cannot remove from my mind the fact that the darkness surrounds me, threatening to cross my barriers at any time, and I am filled with the fear that Nightmare Moon will absorb me, and my being fully aware of it, but then I bravely say to myself: "No. I will not leave her. ” I am the owner of my conscience, and if I had a moment of weakness, allowing my dark feelings to dominate me, I will make sure I don't stumble over the same stone again, no matter what happens and whatever the cost.
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