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		Description

Twilight is settling down to read a book when Celestia decides to drop in. Apparently, the princess needs somepony to talk to. So why not her faithful student?
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	Twilight closed and locked the door as she walked into the room. Finally, all of her chores and tasks were done. Books organized, her scholarly reading done, library cleaned, friends socialized. It had taken most of the day, but she could finally settle down with her new book. The author had supposedly taken a radical change of pace with this novel, and she couldn’t wait to sink her teeth into it.
She trotted over to her bed, plopped down on it, and set to work. Let’s see… She had filed it properly under “Brae,” so it should be on the shelf to her left-
Twilight’s mind was torn from the book when she saw the shadow on her balcony. There was definitely somepony there – Or something. It was far larger then a normal pony. 
“Hello?” Twilight called. That… Wasn’t the smartest idea, she thought immediately afterward.
“Hello.” A rather dull voice sounded back. Okay, so it was a pony. And familiar, too. In fact…
Twilight’s suspicions were only confirmed when the figure’s horn lit up, revealing a familiar white princess. While this proved to Twilight that she was not in physical danger, it didn’t do much to help her nerves. After all, her teacher could possibly be visiting to inform Twilight she had failed some sort of test and would be immediately released from Celestia’s care. Why else would she drop in at ten o’clock?
“I thought I’d visit,” Celestia mumbled. Well, that was certainly better then “You’re a failure of a student, leave this library and go to the coal mines.” Still, why would she do it this late?
“That’s nice, princess!” Twilight responded, brightly. Even though she was nervous, she always loved it when she got a chance to talk with Celestia. “Come in.”
Celestia stepped inside slowly, closing the door behind her. Twilight raised an eyebrow slightly. Celestia did not look like the regal princess she normally was. There was something about the way she walked, how her mane flowed, the fact her crown was slightly off-center… Something was wrong.
The princess acknowledged this. “I’ve had a bit of a rough day. Week. Month. You get the picture. So I just thought I’d relax here for a bit.”
She bent her legs beneath her and layed down.
“Get away from the hustle and bustle, you understand, right?”
Twilight nodded, and they sat in silence for a few moments.
“So… Any specific reason for you deciding to leave?” Twilight muttered, in an attempt to make conversation. 
“Well, it’s…”
Celestia exhaled sharply.
“I just, gets to me, Twilight. Sometimes. I need a break.”
Another few minutes of silence.
“Life at the palace… It can be stressful. Running a country and keeping an image – Not to mention raising the sun – Is difficult. My subjects expect me to be many things. I am a competent ruler, yes, but the stress can get to me.”
Twilight considered this. She got stressed when she couldn’t find a book. She couldn’t imagine how bad it must be to have an entire country to keep track of.
“And after that whole mess with the changelings, I… I’m beginning to doubt my abilities a bit.”
Twilight shook her head. “Princess, you’re the most powerful creature in all of Equestria! That thing with the changelings – She just got lucky!”
Twilight’s lies were transparent. She had been worrying about this exact thing ever since it happened. Discord and Nightmare Moon were one thing, but Crysalis didn’t control any major elemental forces. She just had an army of shapeshifters. Celestia shouldn’t have lost to her.
“It’s not just big things like that, though. My relationship with Luna hasn’t been the same. We used to be so close, but now… There’s so much distance between us.  I thought it would go away over time, but I suppose a thousand year exile is a hard thing to shrug off. Still, it would be nice to really feel loved by somepony.”
Twilight started to say something, but cut herself off. 
“I dunno.”
Celestia leaned forward and put her head in her hooves. Twilight had never seen her act this casual.
“I’m getting older, I suppose.”
They sat in silence for a while.
“I don’t – I don’t think I’ll be around much longer.”
Upon seeing Twilight’s reaction to this, Celestia backpedaled.
“Oh, no, not like that. A few thousand years, at least. But, for me, that’s not very much time.”
More silence as Twilight digested the information. The princess seemed to have been around for forever. Twilight couldn’t remember reading a history book that didn’t involve Celestia in some way. The thought of her dying… What would that mean for the country?
Worse still, Celestia had always been there for her. Not quite a mother, but certainly a teacher, a mentor. Somebody to learn from. Twilight could still remember learning to levitate small lead globes and reading her first spellbooks with the assistance of the princess. She probably wouldn’t live long enough to see the princess die, but the thought of her not being there… She couldn’t even consider it.
“I just… Hope that, y’know, somepony-“
Celestia shook her head.
“No, nevermind. Well!”
Celestia stood up. 
“I had best be going.”
And, without a word, she walked to the door, opened it, and flew off.
Twilight stared at the door for a while. There was obviously something more on the princess’s mind. She had came here for a reason, but decided against it.
Twilight looked down at the blankets on her bed, thinking. The princess probably had wanted to ask her to…  Decrease the frequency of her letters, so she wouldn’t be as stressed. That had to be it. 
It couldn’t be…
No, of course not. Celestia would never…
Twilight sighed and stared up at the sky. She had always found the stars beautiful, but she preferred the dawn…
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