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Twilight vs. a String of Lights

“Ooh, twinkly! I love strings of colored lights. I hang them up all around every room—not just in one place—so everypony can enjoy them, wherever they are, and so they fill every corner with brightness and joy. It’s like a party conga line of light! So, whatcha doing?”
“Oh yeah, those things are awesome! I mean, of course I love all the colors, but it’s their shine that I love most. Against any other decoration, those colored lights are the brightest, boldest thing around. They outshine everything else! But, at the same time, they don’t steal the show, you know? They light everything else up—so you can appreciate it—no matter how dark the night is. But, uh, those are pretty tangled, aren’t they?”
“I think it’s nice that all the colors in a string of lights are working together to make something beautiful. They’re pretty, and quiet, and… Oh, I’m sorry. I’m interrupting you.”
“I’ve adored them since the first time I went to Manehattan, where I saw a whole shopfront covered with strings of lights. Those lights blinked on and off, like fireflies made of gemstones, each brighter than any star. It was truly breathtaking. But at the same time, I saw how their beauty was enhanced by their moments of darkness. It helped me realize there was elegance in contrast and grace in letting others outshine you. And those will look absolutely lovely here in the great hall… once you have them straightened out, of course.”
“I’ve never been one for much decoration, but our family took to those colored lights right off and they became one of our traditions. We always hang them up together, as a group—with somepony to take this end, and somepony to take that end, and somepony to say ‘a little more to the left.’ Those strings of lights are my favorite because they’re the one decoration we can all share in, as a family. You sure you don’t want any help with those, sugarcube?”


“Hello, Twilight. Your friends are doing such a wonderful job with the preparations for the upcoming celebration. It is going to be a magnificent spectacle. They mentioned your determination to get a particular string of lights untangled and that it seemed nothing was going to stop you. You worked on them all afternoon, I hear. Did you achieve your goal?”
“Actually, I think I learned something new, Princess. The lights truly were in an awful state—they must have been taken down by a cyclone last year! But as I spoke with each of my friends about them, I grew more and more determined to get them untangled so they could be hung once more for all to enjoy. Because, after hearing them all talk, I got to see these lights through their eyes in surprisingly different ways. For such simple things, they can provide so much happiness and joy. Besides, you know me—I can’t abide an unsolved problem.
“But for each knot I untangled I found three more. I found one end of the string, but the other end hid so well, I started to think there wasn’t one. And the parts I untangled knotted back up again as soon as I moved on to another spot! I got so frustrated, I started arguing with it—out loud. It was war: me versus a string of lights!
“Then a strange thing happened. I started to get the feel of it, how the strands crossed each other, how the loops and twists met and parted and passed through each other. It was like a dance. I stopped twisting and pulling and started following the flow of the lines. It was… beautiful, in its own, crazy way. I—I can’t really explain it, Princess. And… I’m sorry.”
“Sorry for what, Twilight? Where are these lights?”
“Up… up there.”
“Oh. Oh my.”
“I’m sorry, Princess, but I couldn’t untangle them! I just… hung them in a clump, no different than they were when I found them.”
“You couldn’t untangle them, but you hung them anyway—for all to see?”
“Um. Yes. I, uh, can’t really explain why I did that. I suppose I should have put them away instead but…“
“But what, Twilight?”
“But… I found I like them—the way they are. They may not be in the shape that I intended, and they may not be hung the same way that everypony else remembers and loves, but… but they have a beauty of their own—like this. I’m sorry. I’m being ridiculous.”
“No, Twilight, not ridiculous at all. I’m happy to say that I wouldn’t have expected anything less from you!”
“Princess?”
“You see, those lights weren’t taken down last year. They are brand-new. They were a gift, you see, presented to me just last week—by Discord.”
“D-D-Discord?”
“Yes, my dear Twilight. And you… you could see the beauty in them. You took them as they were and appreciated them in the same way that they were given: in friendship. To some, those would have been abandoned as a lost cause and hidden away, or discarded completely. To others, they would have been proclaimed a mere prank, good for a chuckle and nothing more.
"But your eyes, dear Twilight, could see more, your heart could feel more—not because of some skill or magical ability, but because you understand friendship, even when it comes in strange and unusual packages. Do you understand what I mean?”
“Um, I think so, Princess. It's not enough to just refrain from judging a book by its cover—you have to read the lines within to truly understand it, right? But I didn't decide to leave the lights as they were because of something I saw in that tangled mess—not really. I didn't have a reason. It just felt right.”
"Yes. Because sometimes it is enough to read the lines of a book, and sometimes you must read between them as well. You didn't lose yourself in facts. You felt the intent behind them, even if you couldn't put that feeling into words. You don't know how rare that is, Twilight Sparkle. I'm proud of you—as always."
"Thank you, Princess. But, um, if you'll excuse me?"
“Where are you off to, Twilight?”
“I, uh, I think I should... thank... Discord, for his gift. In person. Right now."
Celestia's twinkling laugh followed Twilight out into the bustling castle hallways, lighting her way.
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