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		Description

To delve into the mind of an author is to see his soul. To delve into how an author thinks, is to see what he feels.
Is his heart an inquellable sea of rage and horrific wrath, or a calm ocean, glassy surface reflecting the purity of his thoughts? Is he a crusader, a demon, or something in between?
What does he believe? What does he see in others? What does he see in himself?
Sometimes, all someone needs, in order to see into an author's heart, is to see the pieces of writing he creates simply because.


Because a story written without reason can sometimes reveal the greatest pieces of an author.




This story is mostly episodic, ranging from short stories to simple scenes to possible blockbusters.
Tags (on chapters):
Philosophical - Inquiry into the deeper meanings of life and abstract statements.
Scientific - Loads of studious insight and jargon.
Explanatory - Lots of worldbuilding on certain systems or places.
Experimentation (Writing) - Experimenting with a new writing style.
Experimentation (Ponies) - Ponies experimenting with different concepts. Usually of a sensual nature (not to be confused with sexual.)
Shipping - You're on this site and you don't know this term? Pony pairings, a romantic relationship is either established or referenced in the chapter.
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		Running In Circles (Philosophical)



	"Is it better to run in circles," the man asked himself, slouched over on an aging bench, "Or to stand still and never see where you go?"
The man sitting next to him pondered the question, furrowing his brow slightly. "Well, in the physical sense, you see everything sitting still that you would see while running in circles. It's not that difficult a question."
"But mentally. What does it mean to run in a circle?"
"Would that not be the very definition of insanity? To do the same thing over and over and expect a different outcome?" The man's friend turned his eyes back to the concrete below his shoes, thinking on it.
"Yes, that's true... but would you expect a different outcome in that situation? Wouldn't you be running in circles for a reason?" He responded, looking back to the other.
"What could that do beyond being a distraction? Wouldn't that be simply locking yourself in your own little world?"
"Perhaps, but wouldn't it be better than sitting down, looking out onto the path," the man's eyes turned outward to the park in front of the pair, watching all the kids run about and have their fun, parents watching over them as they enjoyed the sun, "And never seeing where that path went? What its walk would bring you? Where it even ended?"
"That's to imply that running in circles would not have its own end, my friend. All paths come to an end."
"So, would it be better to simply sit still, or run in circles?"
"That, I can only assume, depends on how you wish to see the world. As something that repeats, or something that waits." He gestured outward to the field in front of him, "Had you simply sat in your house, you would not have seen this wonderful day."
"Had I sat in my house, I would not be at threat of being stung by the numerous wasps buzzing around. But, following that logic, I present myself with the same sight and the same risks every day."
"And in that brings familiarity, does it not? It brings a pattern. Something you can fall into and let that be your path." He cupped his hands, looking out to the park with his friend. "As we speak, these people could be running in their very own mobius strips... their own circular patterns, running on into an infinity. Simply counting the days as they think they walk branches... but simply stalk the tree trunk forward and back."
"Repetition at its finest, yes. But human life is as such... as if to support the very concept of running in circles. It's all we do, after all. Wake up, eat, go to work, have lunch, go home... rinse and repeat until we're buried."
"It's like we aren't even in control of our own lives, since we all fall into our own patterns."
"But we push ourselves into those patterns... so could it be that we take away our own control? Toss it aside for the sake of familiarity, safety in patterns?"
"But then, what of your question? It sounds as if you support the running in circles theory."
"Could we not say that sitting still is its own circle? Simply looking out to the path, but never taking it?"
"But then, that would imply that not running would be running. And that that single space you occupy is, in itself, a circle. This just doesn't work."
"True... but it's yet another pattern we drop ourselves into."
"So, my friend, the question becomes... do you sacrifice control for safety, or safety for control? And with that, just what path takes you where you want to go?"
"I suppose that's simply up to Fate, isn't it? We aren't seers, Steven. We're simply bodies out in the rapids of life, struggling to stay attached to the shore..." Steven's friend chuckles, shaking his head as his eyes fell to the ground, "I suppose that river as well is an infinite circle..."
"But in that circle comes flexibility, yes? Could we not expand the circle?" Steven raised his eyebrow, leaning back on the bench and placing his leg over the other.
"I... suppose so, yes. A circle is not of fixed size, and neither is the pattern of life. We simply add more things to our circles..."
"And through that, we perceive a path that seems to stretch into the darkness, Travis. We've always been on circles... but we control just how big that circle is."
"Interesting concept, Steven. Interesting concept indeed..."
The two friends sat on their bench, looking out onto the park. Children ran in circles all day, their parents watching them on their own circular routes... even the world itself moved in a circle to the Sun's design, and most likely, the Sun itself moved through the galaxy on a circle. Perhaps, even, the galaxy moved in a circle around some impermeable object.
Everything, from the smallest electron to the largest star, moved in a circle. Should we say that Life itself is merely a massive circle, or is it a line? A direct path onward to the end that can never repeat? Is everyday truly unique, or merely an alteration of prior variables? Can we even say that we control our own orbits through the cosmos, say that we can combat the Gods and their grand designs?
No one can say for sure... and many will believe that they can. But there is one certainty when asked of the human race. One absolute constant that we spit in the face of the Gods at every turn.

We are stubborn, and we will try.

	
		"How Does Magic Work?" (Scientific/Explanatory)



	"I'm... sorry, what was that, Sweetie Belle?" Twilight raised her eyebrow as she lowered her book slightly, looking over the top edge at the small filly before her. The light patter of rain fell against the windows of the library, the clouds outside casting an almost ominous shadow over the library, held back only by several candles lit and placed about the room, casting a warm light on the two ponies. It provided them with a sense of solace, peace, something that was critical in teaching spellcasting.
But the question asked only moments ago took her completely by surprise.
"Well, um... how does magic work exactly, Miss Sparkle?" Belle tilted her head slightly, the expression on her face exemplifying an honest curiosity. Nothing containing a lie, not even a bat of an eyelash! The mare in the room was completely stunned, nearly dropping her book, Belle actually recoiling slightly at her teacher's surprise. She shrank slightly, curiosity quickly crumbling under a tide of embarrassment.
Twilight quickly flailed her hooves, trying to get the poor filly's attention before she started crying - something she couldn't bear to hear, let alone see! - "Oh no, Belle! I-It's alright! Just... you took me by surprise. Nopony ever explained this to you?" A shake of the head was her answer, and her jaw nearly dropped to the floor. "T-That's impossible! This is grade school stuff! C-Cheerilee never taught you?"
"We don't have any unicorn teachers at school. Just Cheerilee, who teaches us math and stuff, Hard Wall, who's our P.E. teacher, and Long Sight, who teaches us history and geography and stuff. I didn't really learn magic in school."
"That's horrible! But, I suppose that explains why you came to me. No wonder you've been having so much difficulty these past few weeks... why didn't you ask me this before?" Twilight's tone carried a hint of sympathy; she was in the same place in the past, but her parents had quickly helped her past that hurdle. Living in a city full of unicorns has its benefits, I suppose.
"B-Because I thought, well," her voice fell off as she tried to look back up at Twilight, but found herself unable to get passed the bottom edge of the couch. "I thought you'd... act just like this."
"Oh my gosh, I'm so sorry, Sweetie Belle! I didn't mean any insult, it's just, um, I-I learned all this as a filly." Twilight mentally slapped herself for saying that, "No, that's- ugh! I lived in Canterlot, and it's a city full of unicorns. I learned all this from my parents because they weren't stuck working all day, and even if I didn't have them, I had my brother and foalsitter. I can understand why you'd have trouble learning when you only had your sister."
Sweetie simply sighed, staring at the floor. "It's alright... I know I'll never know as much as you."
"What? No, Sweetie, you can definitely know as much as me. I'm being perfectly honest when all I felt was surprise, and it makes sense that you wouldn't be able to learn magic from school. So!" Twilight switched her expression from downfallen to confident, horn firing up in its usual lavender glow. Within moments, a whiteboard, several markers, and a few books assembled themselves next to her as she moved off the couch. "Ready for a lesson?"
Belle turned her eyes back up to her teacher with a grin on her face, nodding quickly. "Boy, am I! Oh, this is so cool!"
Twilight responded to the grin with her own. "Alright, Miss Belle. What do you know about a unicorn's body? Draw it up here on the board, if you please." She moved a marker over to Belle, which was eagerly snatched up in her mouth as the filly jogged to the board. With a bit of effort, Twilight found it was better to simply flip the board onto its side so the filly could draw on it. "Go ahead."
Sweetie nodded and began drawing, putting all her artistic prowess into the work. Which, judging from her... less-than-spectacular marks in art, it was understandably hard to decipher to the mare currently holding her head up. She had to tilt it under to see what it was, but no matter what angle she stared at it, it really didn't amount to much more than a couple squiggly rectangles, a wavy circle, and a small triangle sticking out of the top of the circle. "Um... ahem. Well done, Sweetie Belle, but... maybe you could prove to your teacher you know what you drew, mm? How about you point to the different spots, and tell me how they're important to a unicorn."
The filly thankfully took the wayward compliment at face value and capped the marker, putting it down on the floor. Once she'd stared at it enough that it rooted itself to the ground, she looked back at the drawing. "Well, a unicorn's most important body part is the head," She said as she put her hoof to the squiggly circle, "Since that's where all the magic is. And when we use it, it comes out of the horn, up here." She moved her hoof to the little triangle sticking out of, what Twilight could only assume, was the forehead.
"Exactly, but do you know anything else?"
"Ummm... no. Sorry," Her voice fell off again.
"It's alright, my dear scholar." Twilight smiled as she pulled Belle next to her, patting her shoulder. "Alright, how about you listen to Miss Sparkle for a while?"
"Ok!" Belle returned the smile and nodded, and the two turned back to the drawing.
"Alright. Now, you were right with the head being a unicorn's most vital asset, where all their magic, as well as smarts," Twilight tapped Belle's head as she spoke, getting a short giggle from the filly, "Are held. But, there's something you didn't know about your head, and honestly, something the rest of the country didn't know until about... three hundred years ago."
"Oh?" Belle lightly rubbed where she got poked as her brow rose up, looking up at Twilight, "Really?"
"Yep. That, my dear filly, is the presence of several organs in your head. Seven, to be exact, called the 'Magus Coti', or 'Mana Containment'. Simple, really." Twilight took a deep breath as she called up all the information she had on the subject.
Sweetie Belle braced herself as best she could.
"Three hundred twenty two years ago, a stallion by the name of Curious Riddle was researching just how magic worked in a unicorn. He was following the research done by the father of modern magic, Starswirl the Bearded, and worked with a mare named Enigma. Both were very brilliant biologists, but the mystery of magic was just beyond their field. Instead of trying to study the metaphysical nature of magic and how it affected our environment, they decided to study unicorns themselves, and how magic interacted with ponies like you and me. Through that, they studied the physiology of many unicorn subjects, and found that, despite them all having very different DNA structures, they all had one thing in common... or rather, seven things. Seven little organs around the skull in specific places, all with specially constructed veins leading up to the horn."
Twilight took a breath, not letting Belle get a word in edgewise, "These veins would be called the 'Magus Veyus', or 'Mana Vehicles', because they controlled transit to the horn. When a unicorn wanted to use magic, they would clench down on these organs and get the flow of the energy to their horn, where the raw energy would be refined and transformed by an incantation in the unicorn's mind. When the specific thoughts were processed, the neural signals would be sent to the horn and react with the raw magic, controlling its volatile nature and transforming it into useful spells. This process was called 'Magus Treves', or 'Mana Transformation', which make sense since we 'transformed' the magic using our spells. Now, the actual way magic works is, by clenching down on these organs, you get this energy to flow into your horn and get it circulating in the core, where a liquid called 'alicorn' resides. This is the catalyst needed for the nervous system to get the transformation going."
Another breath, and the mare continued, "By creating this catalytic reaction, the magic is set to explode inside your horn, but the nervous system is programmed to keep it under control by sending 'stabilizing sparks' through the 'shell', or outside, of the horn, keeping the magic contained in a kind of magnetic, compressed state. Once a unicorn has processed their spell through thought, the alicorn and energy combine into a single, airy substance that... we really haven't found a name for, but for now, and to support a theory out there that's circulating, we call it 'aura'. This 'aura' is what generates the effect of magic, from levitation to gravity reversal to transfiguration of different materials."
Belle simply stared up, completely stunned, at the mare as she carried right bloody on. "And that's not the best part! Not only does this 'mana' exist in us, but it also exists in our environment, and even in earth ponies and pegasi! It's what constitutes their magical effects as well, using hardwired 'magus cotus', or 'Mana Container', in their bodies. An earth pony's single 'magus cotus' is located in their chest, next to the heart, and a pegasus' 'magus cotus' is held between their wings at the center of the spine. It's what allows pegasi to walk on clouds, and earth ponies to inspire growth in plants! It's a truly magnificent concept, but there's even studies into Rainbow Dash and her Sonic Rainboom, and how mana may even contribute to her massive speed, AND how her body holds together!"
Finally, Twilight stopped, panting as her heart raced; obviously from excitement, rather than actual exhaustion. She worked out! Her eyes turned down to Sweetie Belle, and blinked at the filly's absolutely awestruck expression. "Is, um... s-something wrong?"
"What. Did. D-Did. Uh, bh, gk..." Sweetie's eye twitched as her brain tried to process the sheer bombshell of information that just got thrown at her. "C-Could you say that a little more simply, please? I think, um... all of that flew over my head."
"Oh, uh, sorry. I tend to get really technical. Alright, let's see... think of your 'magus coti' as, er... bodies of water, ok?"
The filly nodded, though the look of confusion was still on her face.
"And the 'magus veyes' are rivers leading from those bodies of water to your horn, which is kind of like an ocean. Ok?"
Another nod.
"Magic is like the water you see in a lake. It doesn't really go anywhere without being given a path, and a little shove. If we could press down on a lake - for instance, Lake Nimbus behind the dam -, we could get a lot more water flowing into it."
"Ok... I think I get it. So I've got seven lakes in my head, and those have rivers that lead into my horn ocean."
"Right! So, if we think of it like that, we actually get into two other terms. 'Flow control', and 'River control'."
"Flow and rivers? Wait, what? You mean magic IS water?"
"No, Sweetie Belle, but it is quite similar. Raw magic is a sort of milky substance that, despite its color and texture, flows much like water. How we know that, I'm gonna spare you the graphic details and just say, we discovered it by accident about four or five hundred years ago. Anyway. 'Flow control' is basically controlling how much magic you push out. Like so," Twilight pointed to her horn as it lit up, the dimmest of glows present. "This is me just slightly pushing down on my magus coti. And, if I... push... all the way!!"
Her horn suddenly lit up to a blinding white, filling the room with such bright, focused light, Belle could swear Celestia teleported the Sun itself into the library. It quickly went out as Twilight, nearly passed out, her eyes rolling back as she panted, struggling to hold herself up. "T-Twilight!" The filly squeaked, rushing under the mare and using her back to hold her up. "A-Are you alright!?"
"I'm... fine. F-Fine. Just... yeah..." Twilight rubbed her brow, sitting down behind Belle. "That always takes a lot out of me..."
"Was... that a light spell?" Sweetie looked up at her teacher, a scared expression crossing her face as one of exhaustion ravaged Twilight's, sweat collecting in numerous places on her face.
"The most powerful one I could make, yeah... l-light spells are just... sorry, need to get my thoughts straightened out."
Twilight took a few deep breaths every now and then, but it took her a minute to gather herself. Belle remained attentive throughout, even being kind enough to get her teacher a glass of water from the kitchen upon request, one that was hammered down like Twilight had just come back from a trip through a desert for two weeks. "Thank you, Sweetie..."
"No problem. Um... you were saying?" Sweetie sat down a good distance from her teacher, twitching every time the mare swayed too far to one side, muscles ready to react.
Twilight cleared her throat, letting out a slow exhale, "Right. What you saw a little while ago was the strongest light spell I could ever create. I did that by crushing down on my magus coti so hard, nearly my entire supply of mana was emptied... which is very dangerous, and I really shouldn't do that." She quickly shook her head, casting the dark thoughts away - she'd heard stories of unicorns who depleted their whole supplies of mana. Scary ones, but they didn't stick around long in her head -, "Anyway. A light spell is nothing more than alicorn and mana mixing together and creating an exothermic reaction, and energy being sent through the shell of the horn as a result."
"Wow... it was like staring into the sun."
"Yeah, I can create pretty bright spells. That's actually how most magic schools do their final exams for students; a student has to generate a certain strength of light spell before they can pass."
"But what if you don't have enough... 'mana', to create the spell?"
"The tests are run so physical drawbacks don't affect anything. And you can train yourself by using lots of magic. Your magus coti will actually grow to compensate for the increased mana use." Twilight smiled, proud of the result of her magic training. To have so much mana at her command, and so many spells locked away in her head, she was truly a prodigy... yet so outclassed by historical figures. She almost closed her eyes and returned to that massive vault in her head before the sight of Belle looking on at her snapped her trance in half. "Sorry."
"It's alright. That's actually really cool. But... how does this help me use magic?"
"Ahhh, my dear, that's the thing. Come over here for a moment." With a gesture of her hoof, Belle rose up and closed the gap between them, sitting back down again as Twilight's hoof set itself on top of her head. "Alright. Wanna see a cool trick?"
"Um... sure."
Belle watched Twilight move her hoof off the top of her head and move it to her forehead, pressing the tip into a spot just below the base of the horn. She made a quick jab, and Belle felt something move a short distance from the point to her horn, and her jaw dropped as her horn lit up! "W-W-W-W-W-W-W-Wh-"
Twilight giggled as the filly continued stuttering, completely stunned by what her horn just did. "Neat trick, huh?"
"I-I-I-I just used magic! I used magic!" Sweetie let out a triumphant laugh and started bouncing in place, chanting "I did it I did it I did it I did it!"
"Calm down there, missy," Belle dropped to her hooves and faced her teacher as Twilight spoke, "The trick I did there was pressing down on one of your magus coti. You see, that's one of the only things that's in common between you and me; the placement of our magus coti. There's one on each of your temples," Twilight tapped where they were, her horn lighting up slightly with each tap, "Three around your horn; two at the sides and one, just below the base - that was the one I tapped on you," Twilight carried on mapping out her magus coti with her hoof, "And two more around your head, one at the very top of your scalp, and one at the very top of your spine. All of these contribute to magic use."
"Sounds... confusing. Can we go back to the lake example, please?"
"Sure. Just think of those places as the bodies of water, and what I did was pressing down on the lake, so some of its water flowed through the river. This water ran into the ocean in my horn, mixed with the alicorn, and reacted, creating light."
"I learned that in chemistry. Neat!" Sweetie smiled, happy to be able to apply some of her knowledge to all this crazy magic stuff.
"And I'm glad you did! Know what an exothermic reaction is?"
"Exothermic is when energy is released by the reaction... and endothermic is when energy is absorbed!" Belle grinned as she got patted on the head, "Basically, exothermic releases heat and light, and endothermic absorbs energy. One makes things hot, and the other makes things cold!"
"Exactly! Wow, you're really a prodigy!"
"I try!" Belle sat back up as Twilight carried on her description.
"Anyway. 'Flow control' is basically how hard you clench down on these organs. As an example, I want you to press down on one of the organs in your head. Pick whichever one is easiest."
"Wait... but I can't even feel any of them. How am I supposed to push on something that isn't there?" Belle tilted her head in confusion, brow furrowed slightly.
"Ah, that's where you're thinking too hard. A bit like me when I started, actually," Twilight giggled at the memories of her past self trying so hard to cast magic, occasionally slipping with her muscle control and suddenly needing to go to the bathroom. The brain was a strange thing, even in Equestria's advanced age of understanding. "It's really quite simple. Move your right eyebrow up and down."
"Um, ok." Belle started raising and lowering her right eyebrow, expression changing from neutral to unsure every few seconds. "Wait... I-I think I feel something... moving?"
"That, my dear, is the magus coti held on your right temple. There's two muscles on either side of it as well, so try moving those. I found the best trick was to move my right ear and eyebrow together, just to feel it moving, then change my focus to those."
"Ergh..." Belle clenched her teeth as her right ear and eyebrow moved together. Something was definitely moving under her skin, but she couldn't quite reach with only her muscle control. Her eyes squinted hard as she tried to move it, until, finally...
A jolt ran through her head and up to her horn, but she immediately held a hoof to her head as a sudden pang of agony shot up as her horn lit with quite a bit of intensity. "OW!!!" She screamed, shaking in agony. The headache only built in intensity as her vision nearly turned red from the pain.
"Oh no!" Twilight's own horn fired up quickly, gripping Sweetie's coti and massaging it, quickly quelling the pain. Belle leaned into it like a gentle pet, letting out a happy sigh. "You pinched down really hard on it, didn't you?"
"I didn't know how hard to do it... man, that hurt!" Belle closed her eyes as she simply leaned on her teacher's magic, more being added to the aura to hold her up.
"I know. You shoved so much mana out of it, your muscles actually locked up and couldn't contract. It's a good thing you're learning from me, actually; your sister is very accurate with her magic, but you need a lot of strength to pull those tiny muscles apart."
After a few more moments of rubbing, Twilight let go and Belle came back to the world. "Thanks, that felt... really nice."
"It helped calm me down and get to sleep, actually, simply rubbing it with my magic. It's a lot better than using a hoof, since aura is much more malleable. It can re-shape itself around an object, even something as small as your 'magus coti'. Wanna continue?"
"Sure." Belle nodded, gaining a bit of a smile. All this magic business was brutal and complex, but at least she knew what constituted magic. Still, it didn't... quite answer the whole question of how magic actually worked. Her smile faded and her brow fell slightly, staring up at her teacher. "But, Twilight. Just... how does magic work?"
"Well, Sweetie Belle, that's the thing. After hundreds of years of research, and more scientists than you or I can count, we've only come to a single conclusion," Twilight showed a rather happy smile, despite the answer she was about to give. The one damning answer that she always regretted saying. But, strangely enough, when it came to magic... it just fit.


"It just does."

	
		Threads (Short)



"What do you mean that's the wrong way to sew?" Twilight stared at her friend from across the table, eyes wide as she just heard the most horrible words ever.
"I'm sorry, dear, but it's just not... er, oh, what's the word?" Rarity glanced around the room, trying to think of the word to describe the... the... th-the mess in front of her. "It's just not very, erm... 'clean'."
"What do you mean, though? It's clean!" Twilight held up the cloth, showing a sewing job that could only be readily described as 'connect the dots played by somepony having a stroke', the string going from wildly differing points and angles as it tried to hold the two pieces of fabric together.
How she even managed to get one of the ends all the way to the corner when my sewing machine doesn't reach that far... Rarity quickly shook the thought out of her head, holding up her own fabric. As opposed to the purple fabric with red cloth thread Twilight used, in Rarity's magic sat two pieces of aquamarine, held together by a rather nice shade of green along the middle. The stitching was tight, concise, and repeated without error; perfection. "Compare the two, would you, dear?"
"They're both sewed together, though yours is a lot closer together. But you wasted a lot of thread! I, however, chose the best structural points in both pieces of fabric and created a plan." Twilight grinned as she turned the fabric in her magic. Sure enough, the fabric held together and never separated a millimetre, no matter how she held it or pulled. "I saved thirty percent more thread by following this method."
"Twilight, sewing isn't all about numbers, you realize. It's about cleanliness, how well you can sew together two pieces of fabric..." Rarity rotated her own fabric in the air, the thread seeming to be lost in the fabric. "While making it look like it were one piece all along."
"But when you use up so much thread, you have to buy more. What's the point of 'cleanliness' when it doesn't suit demand?" Twilight crossed her forelegs and leaned back in her chair, staring at the dressmaker. "When you sew it like this, you get the exact same holding strength as that job, plus, you get an interesting design."
Oh, what effort Rarity put into not saying it looked like it was done by a three year old. It could be heard in her grinding teeth as she took a deep breath to calm herself. "I realize this, Twilight, but it's not about 'strength'. Look around you. Do any of these dresses have clear seams or thread sewing?"
Following her request, though moreso to find a very obvious reason to prove her wrong, Twilight looked around at the myriad of colorful dresses, gowns, suits and other garments meant to be worn by the wealthy and noble. All the colors blended together from purples, to blues, from oranges to reds, perfect gradiants held together by invisible forces to the naked eye. "Well... no, I can't."
"And how do these clothes lo—"
"Wait!" Twilight suddenly vanished in a blast of light, popping up next to one of the dresses in the corner. She moved around the mannequin, inspecting every curve and crest of the clothing, narrowing her eyes. After a thorough search, a magnifying glass suddenly warped in front of Twilight, and she used it to carry out the search again. "Waaaaait."
"What?" Rarity's eyes suddenly went wide. One of her dresses wasn't perfect? "What? What is it? Tell me!" She teleported over to Twilight's side, warping in her own magnifying glass and joining in the inspection. "What could possibly be wrong with this!?"
"I know I saw something..." Twilight squinted her eyes a little more, tongue stuck out in concentration. The glass moved painfully slow, allowing her full view of the closest details of the clothing. She could see the threads and how they crissed and crossed to create the patterns, the fabric itself... see into the very structure that made up the dress. It was like staring into a whole new world; every single little strand, and how they all fit together with the rest to create the lightest of silks or the heaviest of cottons, each one changing color just a little bit to create a flow of vibrance that she could rarely find in most magics.
The sight almost brought a tear to her eye. Wow... it's... this is like staring at the cells of a living being. Just seeing how everything all combines together to create something so much bigger... yet it's all invisible. Seamless. Her scan drifted to simply take in the sight, until she eventually found the offender; a single, out of place thread that had snapped. "Found it."
The thread was suddenly yanked out by a blue aura, and placed under Rarity's hateful glare. "Ohhh. I always have trouble with this kind of ribbon..." She shook her head and wound the tiny thread up into a ball before chucking it away. "There. No more problems, right?"
"Well..." Twilight looked over at her, before looking back at the dress. Sure, the surface is perfect, but... it feels weird. That hole's always gonna be there now. She looked down at her own leg where the ribbon fell. ...Like ripping a set of cells out of something.
"Hm? Is something the matter, Twilight?" Rarity leaned into her sight, raising a concerned eyebrow.
"Huh? Oh, uh, no. Dress is perfect now, Rarity, and... yeah, I see your point." She offered a kind smile to Rarity, which was quickly returned by a nod of the head and a smile, though it seemed a bit more self-righteous than usual.
"Very well. Shall we return to your lesson?"
"Sure." With a last nod from Twilight, the two headed back to the table, though she couldn't keep her eyes off the dress. Her eyes went back to her leg as a feeling of... emptiness came over her. Just ripping out a thread like that... it did its job as best it could, didn't it? Shouldn't be be handled more... fairly? Maybe tied back into the dress, rather than torn out and thrown aside like garbage?
She wouldn't quite escape from that mental dillema for the day...
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