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		Description

After delivering the "Chronicles of Starswirl" to Twilight, Princess Luna begins a letter to Princess Celestia discussing why the latter has been silent and sullen as of late. There is, apparently, much to discuss between the two. 
Included is discussion on the forging of the Elements of Harmony. Artwork courtesy originally of Luna-Sedata of deviantart.com, but the account has since been deactivated.
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The Pale Moonlight
By: TCSnxs

Dear Celestia,
Oh, how do I even begin this?  While speaking with your student Twilight, she mentioned that letters to you were how she let you in on her most intimate thoughts. Thinking about it, it makes sense.  Such letters are different than the Royal Correspondence I'm used to.  There is no formality in private family, even for rulers.  Such pretense can’t hold with what I must tell you.
Tia, so much has changed from the world I knew before I fell into madness. But the one constant has been you and one constant in you I’ve always respected your sense of justice.  Even when I, as the Nightmare, was banished to the moon, there was a part of me that accepted it.  Even in my lunacy—how I hate that term—there was understanding.
I don’t remember much from just before the Nightmare overtook me.  I do remember that when our little ponies practically worshiped the daylight, I couldn’t help but feel jealous.  Looking back, it seems foolish. But understand that my world was the night sky! The stars and the shapes they took on, I made to retell the greatest of our legends.  It was my canvas, I was the artist and the eventide was my great masterpiece!  But what is art if nopony cares to see it?
I know it’s over simplifying the matter, but you know I’m not one to dwell on mistakes.  What I can’t gloss over though was that Tirek-inspired daemon that I became because of that jealousy.
This may sound strange Tia, but can you imagine what it’s like being trapped within a nightmare?  Where life, as you know it, is nothing but a surreal perception that you can’t break free of?  It was like reality was nothing but a random series of heinous emotions and events beyond my control. Can you imagine watching the world you know, and your very reality, fall into greater and greater lacuna in the story of your life?
That’s what it felt like within the grip of the Nightmare.  When that beast fed upon my jealousy, gaps in time began to appear.  I could swear it was after Moonrise when, in fact, it was Sunrise.   I could feel the emptiness in my stomach and an opaque veil clouding my thoughts.
You were ever an understanding soul, though I know you can be harsh when left without choice.  During the incident with Discord, it was there.  Even when we used the Rainbow of Light to forge the Elements of Harmony, there was that cold purpose in your eyes.  It was always there beneath your calm exterior.  Necessity always seemed to do that to you.  
Those Elements I helped forged and control began to slip away from my grasp. The laughter, generosity and kindness in my heart ceased to exist.  Instead, thoughts and feelings emerged from those secret places that we don’t talk about at parties.  The gaps eventually ceased before of the Nightmare fully merged with my reality.  There was a small part of me, your little sister, still there.  But who can hear a crying foal over the winds of a hurricane?
I remember you, in your infinite patience, trying to get me to see reason. You were cajoling and pleading with me. Not as a sovereign, but as a big sister.  You tried so hard to reason with me while atop  the towers of the castle that night. Remember? It was when I refused to lower the moon.  How could the crops grow without the Sun?  Wouldn’t our beloved little ponies suffer without the daylight? The day and the night were always in necessary balance.  How many ponies would die for my arrogance?
There was that small part of me that wanted to take that hoof you extended in peace. But mainly I remember just laughing after I spit on your face.  Such things as “compromise” didn’t matter.  If our subjects wouldn’t love the night of their own volition, then I would force it upon them!  
I remember then seeing nothing but the fierceness in your eyes when I would not relent.  It was the same eyes you had when Discord refused to yield.  
As you watched everypony suffer under his chaotic will, there was nothing left but action.  Do you remember Tia?  I suppose it was result of the fact that you were the loyal one.  Ever were you devoted to the ponies that look up to you for guidance. Ever were you honest to the ideals we wanted Equestria to embody.
As the crown of the Element of Magic began to hum, the jewels of the manifest Elements we wore worked to bind him within that stone prison.  He screamed as we shot the Rainbow of Light at him, encasing him that earthen prison.  It’s ironic that such a symbol of all that is good could pass such a cruel punishment.
The lucid part of me imagined what Discord felt when I received that same stare. That harsh glare as your eyes and horn began that same glow.  It froze my soul, Tia.  As the Rainbow of Light swirled around me, stripping me of my birthright, there was the acceptance there as I ceased to exist in a physical sense.
Then I remember simply...existing.  There was no sense of time as there was nothing to measure such concepts against. The Nightmare and I were nothing but an incorporeal concept, like an abstract thought.  The coldness of space can’t touch an intangible thing. But I was cold, Tia. So cold, scared, angry and sad.  I could look at our home from that celestial prison I was sentenced to.  Do you know what it's like, Tia, to see home from such a vast distance and not being able to touch it?
The raging Nightmare was angry, but that foolish little sister simply cried for home.
I had this vague sense of remorse for what reasons I couldn’t fathom.  All I knew was I had wronged Equestria, I had wronged you.  Between the feelings of vengeance and anger that raged around what cognitive consciousness I had, the feeling of heartache grew.  I couldn’t watch you, feel you raise the sun every morning.  I couldn’t laugh with you over the latest letters from Star Swirl.  I couldn’t watch our homeland grow and prosper. I was alone, Tia, and it hurt more than you can fathom.
The moon was the only friend I had, and my only solace against the unrelenting Nightmare.  Most of our subjects speak of the sun and the moon as lifeless things, but you and I always knew better, Tia.  They were ever the living aspects of balance and governors of the same.  As their stead, we "speak" them for.  Most will never understand that and why we call ourselves the Solar and Lunar Regents. 
It was also like a mother, in a way.  It held that me as it would a foal, whispering that things would be alright in time.  It swaddled me and told me that all would be forgiven.  It kissed that sore spot in my heart with that maternal magic. I suspect part of it was, somewhere, I knew you would move the moon in my place.  There was comfort in it.
Gradually, that little foal grew stronger in the face of the Nightmare.  It was tempering in a way.  If that little foal, your little sister could survive this, then what could she accomplish if given a chance?  The wicked dream was still there, but it somehow felt almost manageable.  Even against the heartache at the loss of you and the loneliness it engendered, I grew to understand one thing.
If I got the chance, I would make it right with you, Tia.  
I wanted desperately to be rid of the Nightmare, but one may as well rip off their own wings or tail!  Your little sister was not angry at you Tia, but at what I had become and what I did.  More than anything else, your little sister wanted to make it up to everypony.  Such were the things I told myself as we continued to circle the home we once knew.  The Nightmare was an ever present predator stalking my heart, but it couldn’t have the whole.  Your little sister wouldn’t allow it!
Then I remember the feeling that it was time to go home!  Huzzah!  The only problem was the Nightmare would come with me.  Prophecies don’t take into account the sorrow of little sisters and the aches that stalk their hearts.
It was the time of the Summer Sun Celebration, or Summer Solstice as I knew it. While I was regaining my corporeal body, I looked around as my vision returned.  In a way, it felt like I never left.  The grass was still green and the stars were still where I remembered putting them!   When I closed my eyes and sniffed, the trees had that smell I knew!  However, the Nightmare wasn’t one to be forgotten nor to forgive.  That black fog was still there.  I tried to fight against it Tia! I tried so hard...
I remember finding you in our old home in the Everfree.  Such was my desire to see you that, for a split second, it felt like that fog had departed it.  I wanted so much to run to your side and hug you!  I needed to know everything was okay.   But the Nightmare I became laughed at the delicious irony of finding you in the old throne room staring at the inert Elements of Harmony.  I suspected you were there waiting for me, but I didn’t care for the reason.
I remember sending you to...someplace.  I didn’t remember if it was Tartarus or someplace else, but that darkness I was needed you to know what it felt like.  What you had done to me, you would feel it in spades. The part that was your little sister cried out against it, but it wasn’t enough.  Vengeance was the Nightmare’s.
Then I remember then going into a town I didn’t recall being on any map when I was banished.  Ponyville, as I heard it called from one of its denizens.  The Nightmare wanted to remind these ponies of what the night was really about!
The gasp of the ponies was delicious to the dark beast.  The ineptitude of the guards, in their valiant attempt to seize the Nightmare, was so wonderful!  The little sister inside, though, found a young unicorn mare who knew of the everything.  Something about this pony drew a sense of dread in the Nightmare and a sliver of hope for your little sister.  The darkness around me tried to obfuscate that feeling of fear with sarcasm, but it didn’t matter.
I remember the Nightmare wanting to retire to the Everfree to start building.  The shadows surrounding your little sister wanted to rebuild things as they were, so it would start with our old home.  In that dense forest, it could truly make the world an eternal eventide without interference.   The magics unleashed there centuries ago had warped the forest like someplace modeled after the beast’s own heart.  Even then, home always draws one like a beacon.  I’ve come recognize there is an element of truth in that
Those designs wouldn’t last though.  That unicorn and her friends would dare to interfere.  The Nightmare wouldn’t stand for it! But that little sister, who wanted to break free, fought with the beast at every turn.  She...I would not see this happen. Not again!
The beast could have harmed them, but I wouldn’t allow it!  As the soon-to-be Bearers of the Elements passed every test thrown at them, I fought against the darkness with everything I had left. Where the Nightmare wanted to send them off a cliff, I made it so they went onto an incline.  Where the Nightmare wanted the brash pegasus to be a minion, I forced the idea of choice.  
Even if we were both weak compared to what we had been, the Nightmare was still stronger than I was.  Had I been able to, I would have banished the Nightmare!  But I was so tired, Tia.  If you can imagine a pegasus trying to haul a mountain in an unending labor akin to those of Marecules, you can fathom how I felt.  Even alicorns have their limits, yes?
When the group reached ruins of what you and I once called home, I felt the Elements begin to spring to life.  There was hope albeit slim by margin. The unicorn tried to activate them by magic, could you believe it!  It was quaint in a way, though she failed.  It didn’t matter.  The Elements would manifest if one that binds them found understanding.
The Nightmare teleported with the Elements to another part of the castle to bide her time for a larger jump, but that unicorn—your student—hopped in the teleportation spell just as it fired.  
As she came to, she thought to actually charge the Nightmare with a spell on her horn!  The beastial Nightmare mocked her and charged while your little sister silently screamed.  That resourceful unicorn though fired her own teleportation spell a second before the collision could occur.  I can see why you chose her, Tia. She’s a clever mare.
When the rest of her cadre stormed into the bedroom, the newly chosen Element of Magic finally understood what harmony was all about.  Remember when we forged them, Tia?  They were to be embodiments of the most noble parts of the spirits of our little ponies.  Only could the notions of Honesty, Loyalty, Kindness, Generosity, and Laughter comprehend the Magic that was the Rainbow of Light, and wield it in such a way to keep it just and pure.
The spells we worked into the metal and jewels would select those who best embodied those ideals.  It was your idea, and one I agree with, to safeguard the use of a power that could lay low those that could rightfully be called Gods.  As I recall, you also called it a safeguard in case you or I ever fell to madness.
As the mare spoke of her lesson from the heart, the Nightmare began to feel dread full on.  Your little sister dared to hope. Just maybe that fog could be lifted.  Being touched by the Elements once before, I could feel their power building as they were paired with those six ponies. That little sister...I cried again Tia.  I knew what was coming and I was thankful for it!
Then I remember those eyes again, so like yet unlike yours.  Where there was cold judgment in your gaze as that critical moment, these were compassionate, almost warm like a spring day.  I watched as that familiar prismatic light erupted from the revitalized Elements.  As it surrounded my form, your little sister of yours erupted in joy.  Then I remember feeling no pain as the Nightmare was violently ripped away from me.  For some reason, I expected there to be a lot of pain.  But I would accept that.  I was sure that pain would be my salvation. 
These Elements weren’t judging though.  There was understanding, as if it saw the part that was your little sister was hurting. What it saw was a foolish mare that wanted nothing more than to be by your side again.  The Elements saw the sad little foal caught in a storm without the light that was her big sister. But whatever the Elements of Harmony would pass as sentence for a second usurping, I would accept it.
Where I thought would be stone or a return to that incorporeal existence, there was only peace.  Those eyes glowed again, seemingly having decided upon a sentence. Before I knew it, the world grew black and still.  I vaguely remember thinking that "if this were end of my life, I would be thankful to have those last moments as my true self, free of the Nightmare."  I would die as the pony I was before the Nightmare, and I was thankful for that.
“Princess Luna,” were all I heard before gasping for air and opening my eyes.  There was no haze, no cloudiness in my thoughts. “it has been a thousand years since I have seen you like this.”  
The smoking armor, the vestiges of the Nightmare, evaporated to nothing while you climbed the stairs of the dais. I looked up only to see you, backed by the light of your sun.  It was like I was a foal again, looking up and admiring your strength inside and out.  There wasn’t that frozen stare, but a softness I grew accustomed to in my youth. 
“It’s time to put our differences behind us, little sister,”  You spoke without judgment. You even knelt down and looked into my eyes. “We were meant to rule together.  Will you accept my friendship?”  
I don’t know if you can understand how long I wanted to hear those words. Any remaining bitterness shattered inside like a thin layer of ice being struck with a hammer.  Even the Element of Laughter falling on her face couldn’t interrupt the moment. 
“I’m so sorry!  I missed you so much, big sister!” I said. I still mean those words, Tia.  
As we made our way back to Ponyville in your chariot, the citizens weren’t possessing of the judgment I thought they would. A thousand years of separation in memory has that effect I guess, but it was forgiveness all the same.  Things were different now, or so I hoped.  I don’t know if you caught the look on your student’s face when you decreed that she needed to study “the Magic of Friendship” from her new home in Ponyville.
It struck me how much she admired you, how much everypony admires you.  I understand why now.  Where I fell to the Nightmare in my jealousy and arrogance, you were always the benevolent, comforting light.  
As time began to thankfully pass again, you were ever patient while I immersed myself in the current world.  I had a lot to learn and it would take time, but you were understanding.  Gradually, as I began to resume my duties to the moon and our little ponies, you were sometimes silent.  
There was a sadness in your eyes, Tia, such as when I grew frustrated with Blueblood after that Gala for treating the Element of Generosity in such an awful way.  This pony, Rarity, was one-sixth of my salvation, and he had the nerve to treat her like a trollop!  I remember the look on your face when I suggested, in due seriousness, that you put the Prince from the House of Unicorns through the mountain Canterlot resides on in the most literal way possible.
It was then you suggested I read your student’s reports on Friendship—indeed, there is magic in it—and even suggested I spend Nightmare Night with her and the other Elements.  Even then, I couldn’t help but notice.  As much as I wanted things to be the same, Tia, they couldn’t be. Not as things stood between us.  I couldn’t put my hoof on it, but I needed to make this right.  It was I that had erred, was it not?
I discussed this with Twilight at great length after delivering the "Chronicles of Starswirl" as compiled by the Royal Librarian, and she told me something surprising!  She wondered if your heart was heavy with regret for using the Elements on me and the Nightmare.  Perhaps you regretted banishing me because I was your sister?  She's astute, that one.  In truth, her logic was sound and along what I was thinking.
It made sense when I watched after you had wept yourself to sleep. Father once spoke of the need for absolution, the need for forgiveness as our actions affect so many.  It's almost unfair for a pony to be placed on so high a pedestal and to sacrifice everything for the good of the many.  It's not as easy as most would think.
Big sister, I need you to know this.  I love you as much as any sister could.  You were, and are, always my source of strength and my fulcrum in the ever tipping landscape that is our lives.  I was ready to die those scant few years ago in our old home if the Elements deemed it appropriate.  It would have been justice, Tia.  That’s why we made them, is it not?
For what this is worth, for any “wrong” you think you have done, I forgive you. You have ever acted in the interest of the greater good, and there is no fault in that.  I only hope that, deep down, you forgive me for the things the Nightmare did and would have done.  
I tell you these things not as fellow ruler, nor even as a sister.  But as a friend who has been with you for these many centuries.  You, who have watched with regret as I committed the gravest of offenses, are my moonlight. I want you to understand that, while I was in that non-existence for a millennium, I never once forgot about you, Tia.  You were one thing that has been steady before and since my return. I will never forget that.  
Your student and her cadre are worthy as bearers of the Elements of Harmony, and you are ever worthy of the adoration heaped upon you. Especially mine. I don’t really know if this makes things “right” between us, but as you have always been there for me, sister, shall I always be there for you.
With the moon's love and mine,
Your little sister Luna
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Dear Tia
By: TCSNxs


How does one start this, dear Tia?
Is there a guide to write these scripts?
Is it a confessional to pompous
titled comrades, saying “Yes, my Lord”?
Do we meet at 9 o’clock sharp
to make rumors with sides of crepes?
No, that won't do at all, dear Tia.
Much like Father and Mother, we
don’t stand on ceremony due our station.
Familial bonds don’t demand courtesy,
and require sniping in royal tones.
We are still of ponykind, are we not?
So this won't have those wraps, dear Tia,
due the trappings of such things.
Now we sleep not as our little ponies
But we still dream in reverie as they.
Forgive the duress as this may cause,
but a question, if indulgence is granted.
Have you lived a nightmare, dear Tia?
Those desperate times for want to wake,
beating hoofs along the blurred edges
of eventide’s thoughts, so gross in scope
and profound to affect daytime’s reality.
Dreams have no meaning in those bonds.
Imagine being confined in that, dear Tia,
while you trot or draw simple breath.
Such was the machine, a dervish of anger,
I was part and parcel of, without escape.
“Our ponies will rejoice in the moonlight,”
the beast told you in supreme arrogance.
Remember Father’s words, dear Tia,
warning of the pride before the fall?
Losing our ability to empathize, to see
through the eyes of another pony,
readies the climate for the fall from grace.
You saw it. You warned. I didn't listen.
Has that battle we waged, dear Tia,
above the Everfree stuck in your mind?
As the flora shook in the storm of war,
you and the Nightmare fought in the rain.
You were glorious, indeed a testament
to Father’s skill and Mother’s patience.
I remember those words, dear Tia.
“Your privations will kill everypony.
You must lower the moon. Now!”
You pleaded, nay demanded the Nightmare.
So confident and sure and caring.
Even as you bled, you still tried for me.
I cringed that the wad, dear Tia,
of saliva so targeted your dignity.
As a final damnation of those things
demanded of us and our little ponies,
the spit tore your aegis of sublimity.
There was no choice but to act.
Do you know what it’s like, dear Tia,
to feel that unerring judgment
from the Elements of Harmony?
Discord and Sombra understood
it keenly as a road straight to perdition,
paved in absolutes and without return.
Your eyes grew bright, dear Tia,
so blinding in their horrible elegance.
Even as the Nightmare yelled defiance.
your baby sister cried in torment.
Perhaps it's metaphor that something so pure
can pass such judgments without remorse.
The world grew opaque, dear Tia.
Oh! There was darkness and rage
and every word in the poet’s arsenal
to describe that eon's night in solitude.
I saw nothing but felt all keenly.
As The Nightmare raged, I mourned.
Your baby sister wept, dear Tia,
for how I wronged you, lost you.
In the moon’s dark protective womb
your little sister wept for everything.
It hardly matters though; nopony sees
the foal’s tears in a hurricane.
But I still felt you dance, dear Tia,
as we did eternally for nature's sake.
It was easy to feel while incorporeal.
You tangoed to the same music
as our parents did before, but a dancer
alone doesn't get the applause they're due.
And I understood one thing, dear Tia.
As you raged against the Nightmare,
you wept for your baby sister to.
Every time you ushered the day
to night and back to the dawn,
I knew your spirit was a broken thing.
They say time heals wounds, dear Tia,
of every sort of violence imaginable.
A dawnless night is an eternal exercise
in patient torment without temporal measure.
But the gaoler’s keys were turning!
The Nightmare, and I, inexorably waited.
I next saw the ruins in the forest, dear Tia,
where each broke upon the other in abandon.
How long had it been? Was I free? Huzzah! 
But the hurricane, the Nightmare returned.
In that storm's eye, your sister waited.
I wasn’t afraid anymore, big sister. 
Oh, it found you again, dear Tia.
A delicious bit of exquisite irony
for the Nightmare to see you,
a half-finished masterpiece of art,
wishing desperately for completion.
You then knew celestial banishment.
The Nightmare would rekindle, dear Tia,
its dreams for a Kingdom of Night.
But it needed subjects to fear it,
minions to rebuild the shattered
seat of power, and time to feed.
As it raged, your baby sister bled.
As the Nightmare gloated, dear Tia,
one looked without fearful compromise.
That unicorn glared at the beast,
challenging it in ways from storybooks.  
When the mare locked onto the daemon,
it knew that look: It was from your eyes.
As the six came for it, dear Tia,
I saved them from its towering rage.
A falling cliff turned to sliding rocks,
a treant’s ambush gave way to song,
a Discord’s Contract with an out clause.
Such was challenge born of torment.
When they arrived, dear Tia,
it was easy to feel the Elements
each embodied. It’s a bitter taste
when that made by our hoof answered
us no more, but these six Bearers
hearkened to Harmony’s sweet call.
As they understood, dear Tia,
the Nightmare felt dread again.
The Elements sparked once more
in judgment of the beast I was part.
The Nightmare yelled defiance again.
and your sister cried, now in deliverance.
Did you know how, dear Tia,
I longed for that prismatic light?
Even if the Elements deemed
the beast’s crimes worthy of a full
final measure, your baby sister
welcomed release from that cyclone.
There was no pain, dear Tia,
when the Nightmare was torn away!
Imagine being shredded bit by bit
only to be pieced whole again, all while
bathing in a spiritual morphine.
Did death really use anesthesia?
Then there was darkness, dear Tia,
before I bathed in your light again.
“Princess Luna, it’s been a thousand
years since I have seen you like this,”
You spoke clear as a bell’s chime
as your sun silhouetted forgiveness.
I wept as you crescendoed, dear Tia,
with tears of joy seeing you again.
“It’s time to put our differences
behind us, little sister. We were
meant to rule together,” you said.
“I’m so sorry!” was all I mustered.
The trip home was surreal, dear Tia,
for these ponies understood nothing.
To be forgiven for crimes, generations
removed from those that danced in the fields?
Even if the mind's cuts were still so fresh, 
floral wreaths make effective bandages.
It’s more than a full year removed, dear Tia,
As the cracks mend wounds closing slowly, 
but imagine the possibilities now for me!
Music and books and hay fries, oh my!
But midst this time of virginal beginnings,
you still weep as if I'm not privy.
As I watched you slumber, dear Tia,
last night after you wept again, I knew then.
As the last bastion against the raging thunder
that was the Nightmare, you sacrificed all:
Your sister, home, dignity, self-respect,
and most of all, the ability to absolve yourself.
Remember Father's words, dear Tia?
As he warned of pride before the fall,
so too does the heart require absolution,
even if no sins were relished in their doing.
Perhaps it matters not, but otherwise, know this:
Tia, my sister in sunlight, I forgive you.
So in closure of this letter, dear Tia,
perhaps consider advice from a pony
who's been to on that absolute-paved road.
The shadows find home even in sunlight.
and forgiveness requires a solitary giver.
With love, your baby sister Lulu.
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