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		Description

Life is viewed through many windows – some thick, some thin; some clear, some whorled. Some we cut from the very walls around them; others we build to fill the holes those walls have worn. 
But any eye with the will to see seeks a window for its mate; for what waking mind could look upon the vast infinitude of worlds beyond them and not be moved to rove still further afield?

A/N: Inspired by a recent spate of travel. 
Preread through the effort and kind attention of Admiral Biscuit, Luna Farrowe, Neighrator Pony, Thornquill, and Illya Leonov.
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The nothing out her window was something to behold.
The end of day was nearing. Sunset stretched long over the russet waves of gently-stirring wheat-grass, colouring the whispering lea a series of gentle oranges and saffrons as far as the eye could see. The untamed plain stretched from horizon to horizon, and where it met the sky it melted into a shimmering haze of warm and ruddy fire.
Sunset stretched long across this windswept field, and Sunset lay warm upon the window-seat of the little room she found herself in – two from the end, three storeys up, just past the stairs and as far from the nameless little town’s main drag as it was possible to be. 
The room was sparsely furnished, in that particularly rustic style ponies had got it in their heads to adopt the further toward the sea their little kingdom stretched. Lots of hardwood, lots of plaid; thick-grain carpet that abraded the hooves just a tad more than was comfortable. And, of course, the bay window, against which all the rest paled and bled away – square-set, thick-plate, letting the last of the light shine in. 
Western exposure, the brochure had said. 
Nothing, she had replied.
And yet, how comforting that nothing. No-one, no evidence of habitation or construction or ruination at all; just the empty, gentle gold of the field and the empty, cloudless blue of the West Weald sky. A world to herself, observed from the haven of her repose, her own private island in the middle of the prairie sea. 
She did not know how long she had been sitting there, nor could she find it in her much to care. Perhaps minutes, perhaps hours; not quite a lifetime, if the still-warming seat beneath her was to be believed. It was comfortable, and comfort was so often a fleeting thing. Time would return soon enough; tomorrow would be here soon enough, and the royal business she’d been sent here on along with it. She could afford to watch the gently-rolling sea, its patterns and eddies and soft-grass stirrings. 
She could afford to bask.  
She had grown up with views like this, painting themselves watercolour-warm on the canvas of her earliest memories. Sun-bleached farmhouses and rolling golden acres, dinner for three in dim candlelight, and a beautiful view out the grimy kitchen window as she was bathed in the cast-iron sink. Soft peals of bell-like laughter as she reached for it, and found only glass.
She’d long left the place behind – traded the bleach-bone wood for tower-carved ivory, candles and cast-iron for magelight and spellcraft – but the feeling of it never really went out of her. Home is where the heart is, after all; how could the heartland feel like anything but home? It was the Equestria she’d always known, the Equestria she’d always loved, the Equestria she’d longed to soar over and show what it had shown her.
It was a hard thing, to want the best for something you also wanted to part with, to cut ties without burning bridges. She’d toyed with it, struggled with it, maddened by the opacity. 
I want to be more, she’d said, in one of their lessons.
Why do you believe you aren’t already? came the bright white answer that wasn’t.
I want to grow without losing touch.
What makes you think you can’t?
I want the best of myself, and I want the world to want that too.
Why wouldn’t it?
Always questions, when a word would have sufficed. Whispered, smiled, unspoken – encouraging, asking her to find the beauty in the things she saw, and the many more she could not. Every assignment, every lesson passed on, had been some facet of facing the Magic she already knew to be true, some little new revelation at the Harmony flowing in the veins of the world. 
Harmony was Magic was Truth was Beauty was Everything, but never was it about her. Never was it about becoming, when being had been deemed to be enough. Never the island when she floated in the sea. 
The road from there had been a long and winding one, and in the way of such things, that which had become clearer did nothing to elucidate that which remained opaque. But clarity brought resolve, and with resolve came resolution: she need not wait to earn what she did not have but knew she deserved, and what she had not been given she would take for herself.  
And she had sat in a room, on her last assignment from the Crown, staring out a window at an endless gold-spread view of Nothing, and she had made the choice.
The same room. The same window. The same view. The same beautiful Nothing. 
She squeezed her eyes shut, and wished for it – willed it – to be true; that she had been right, in the end. That as they had fought, that as she had screamed across the planes and through the ley-lines beneath the Old Castle, that she could have shown her teacher one moment, one fraction of an inkling, of the world she saw, and where she belonged in it. 
That it hadn’t ended as it had. 
And even as she did so, she felt the colour of the room change behind her eyes: slow as these things were meant to be, she knew, a tipping point was always reached; a fundamental shift in the cosmic pattern, in that eternal and endless tide running through Everything. The colours deepened, the shadows lengthened, the reflected patches of last-minute light faded into the stillborn death of rough hotel carpeting. 
And even though she knew, still she felt a sudden chill grip her. Her eyes snapped open, and in a panic she raised a hoof to waylay the retreating sun . . .  
But her hoof met only glass.  
And as Sunset watched, the last rays of day slipped over the candle-flame horizon, and the world dimmed to twilight. Red to purple, amber-gold to soft lavender-pink, as the peal of distant bells rang out the changing of the guard. Darkness encroached – yawning chasm, uncaring – and she felt its cold claws sink into the fur of her back. 
The sun set on Sunset’s sunset, and Sunset was awake.
She lay there for a long moment, her heart beating a furious tattoo against her breast. Her skin – skin? – was moist with perspiration, her long hair – hair? – matted with restive sleep. She pulled the covers close about her, fingers – fingers – curling tight about the diamond-patterned fringe. The moments stretched as she lay there, as her breathing evened and her heartbeat settled back into its unaccustomed tattoo – one-two, one-two, one-two-one-two. 
Curled, foetal, unthinking yet in turmoil, she felt the alarm rather than heard it – slapped the button by reflex, before its clarion shriek could do more to unravel her. 
She trembled.
Then she rose.
The room was dark, even with the limited adjustment these alien eyes could make. There was hardwood, and plaid, and mattresses and covers, all in the places her mind could construct for them on such short notice. The window was in the same place it always was – a bay window, long for the loft, facing west. Pale, pre-dawn light seeped greyly through the heavy curtain as she looked, and some part of her stirred.
She stepped out of bed, cool air stinging her bare skin. On unsteady feet, she made her way to the window – one hand on the bed for support – and, haltingly, she slid the curtain back.
Grey light assaulted her, bounced off the building opposite and directly into the back of her throbbing skull. She swayed. 
Buildings. 
Buildings taller than Manehatten skyscrapers, taller than the tallest pinnacle in Canterlot, stretching away in epileptic profusion to either side – steel-grey; slate-blue; a hall of mirrors reflecting the pale acid-yellow sun between them until it lost all meaning, all colour, all warmth. Grey light burned. Grey light teemed. Grey light hit the brownish fog belched from a thousand-thousand carburettor maws, and turned the air before her a sickly golden-brown. 
Tarnished. Worn. Un-new. Like the streets below, and each of the ponies – people – in them, rigidly staring at the ground, staring just past one another’s heads, desperate not to make a connection. Allness teemed outside her window, profusion – a glassy-eyed warren for fifteen million self-proclaimed rats, and she – naked before it, reflected in each of a thousand windows in each of a thousand directions – the least of them. 
There was nothing out her window, and she could not bear to look upon it. 
She snapped the curtains shut against the warmthless light of day, and drew the covers tight about her again, trying desperately to nurture the candle-flame balm in her chest. Only the room was real, then, only her bed, only the still-warm sheets she lay between. Burrowed deep into the pillow, her eyes dry and burning with the images of turned backs and lowered heads and sad magenta eyes. 
And there she lay, sleepless, and dreamed. She dreamed of flat-glass reflections and mirrors to her restive gaze, dreamed of breast-borne fires and the scorching love of sunkissed earth, dreamed of the truth-in-crowns that lay beyond.
And she dreamed of the beautiful nothing she needed with all her heart to see once more.
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