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When Octavia is viciously attacked on her way home, she learns that the friendship of a certain pink pony will be a key component in her recovery process, both from her attacker, and her own solitude. However, the gift of happiness often comes with a price.
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	Octavia set the large brown cardboard box on the floor of her tiny home. It didn’t look out of place amongst the numerous stacks of other boxes that she had neatly organized and labeled. Most of it had been generic supplies and appliances that could be found in any home. The box she had just laid down, however, contained more personal items such as photos, books, sheet music, and the like. She removed a picture of Vinyl and herself that had been taken at last year’s Winter Wrap Up celebration. Octavia's face in the photo was confused and awkward while Vinyl seemed more than comfortable having her picture taken. Her left hoof was held around Octavia's shoulders to pull her into the picture while she slightly pulled down her glasses with her right one, making her look like a partied out version of the famous “Dub-lo Seven” spy.
In all honesty, she kind of missed having Vinyl around. Her antics became sort of a daily routine to deal with, and without them, things felt rather empty. But she had finally come to the conclusion that she needed her own space to practice as much as she needed to without interruptions or disturbances. After saving up whatever money she could, she said her farewells to Vinyl and purchased a small home not far from the shops in Ponyville. Even if the new house wasn’t massive, living close to the shops made things infinitely more convenient.
She set the photo down on the mantle above the cozy fireplace and moved back over to the box. Sitting on top was one of the most precious items in her collection. She lifted the thick, slightly aged book from the box. Her Idea Book; the complex amalgamation of all of the inspiration for the music she played came from that book. It contained information and sheets of some of the most beautiful pieces of classical music she had ever heard. Some of the more well known works of art were present such as, “Mane Elise” but there were also lesser known pieces such as “The Mare Among Many” and “Snow Dance.” There were several pages in the back of the book that had been purposefully left blank in case somepony wanted to take notes. Octavia had gladly filled up every ounce of available space, and when she ran out, she wrote on the sides and on the margins of the pages. She had prevented anypony from seeing the Idea Book; Vinyl had made an attempt to see it once, but soon stopped after she saw how defensive Octavia became over it. She wasn’t hostile, just sensitive. Upon seeing just how distraught it made her friend, Vinyl swore a sincere promise that she wouldn’t try to look again. She never did.
Octavia's new home had a distinct charm to its humble space. The lit fireplace burned brightly and accented the house in the way that only a fireplace could. Small shelves stuck out of the wall to the right of the front door, presumably for photos and other trinkets. A window rested on the opposite wall, perpendicular to the left of the fireplace. It presented a grand view of some of the shops to the far left, while the rest of the window remained a picturesque view of the mountains in the distance. It was truly a sight to behold.
The house had one bedroom as well as a decent sized bathroom and kitchen, which suited Octavia just fine. She was never one for guests. Despite playing at many prestigious concerts from Canterlot to Manehattan with hundreds of guests, her home was her own. It was her space to remove the bowtie, to allow her mane to become messy and uncouth, and to play the music that she wanted to play, not the music she was told to play. She had preformed her own symphonies and concerts of one that would never be heard by the ears of another. They weren’t pieces to be admired or critiqued; they were her feelings, her hopes and dreams. No pony but her had the right to judge the love, the sadness, or the anger that escaped through that music.
She walked over to the cello in the far corner of the room and ran her hoof across the delicate and glossy wooden frame. That cello had come to mean everything to her in this world. Octavia didn’t grow up a social butterfly as a filly, so she stuck to the ever loyal and non-judgmental embrace of her cello. It was her own diary, one that nopony could access without the key and talent to unlock its secrets. 
She picked up the bow resting next to the cello and grabbed the small rosin block from where she had set it on the mantle earlier in the day. With a delicate hoof, she gently ran the rosin along the hairs of the bow. Standing next to the cello, she glided the bow across the strings and listened to the wondrous notes that meandered their away from the instrument. For the better part of an hour, she played whatever came to mind. With the crackle of the fireplace as her audience, she let her cello speak in volumes about her life and her solitude. The ethereal sounds flooded the room with the feelings of safety and security. Octavia was in her own little world.
She set down the bow and sprawled out on the small couch. As she got comfortable, an unfortunate thought popped into her head. Even though she had moved all of her belongings to the new house, she hadn’t had the chance to purchase any groceries. Although, she admitted, she wasn't much in the mood to cook anyway. She decided to go out for dinner and pick up some food sometime in the morning. She quickly fixed up her mane, replaced the bowtie around her neck, and carefully extinguished the fireplace. Afterwards, she threw her saddlebag around her back and placed a few bits inside. As she left the solitude of her fortress, the powerfully cool night breeze etched a smile onto her face.

The center of town was no busier than it had ever been. Couples and kids out past their bed times pranced up and down the street with a carefree rhythm. Octavia made her way past Sugarcube Corner to a small restaurant called “The Hay Barrel.” It wasn’t much, but she preferred it that way. The corporate owned food chains stayed in cities like Manehattan and Fillydelphia where they belonged. She feared the day that this changed.
The shop was thankfully still open, as patrons could be seen inside enjoying meals of various sorts. Octavia sat down at an empty table and glanced over the menu that had been set out beforehand. Soon after, she was approached by a rather tired looking stallion. Despite his appearance, he was still as friendly and enthusiastic as possible.
“Hello ma’am, what can I get for you this evening?” he asked politely.
“I’ll have the Sunshine Salad please,” she responded with a smile. She wasn’t starving but she figured that she ought to get something in her stomach. She hadn’t eaten since noon.
“Will you have anything to drink with that?”
“Just some water please.”
He took a second to jot down her order and then collected her menu.
“I’ll be right back with your food ma’am.” And with that he took his leave. 
Octavia crossed her hooves and scanned the room for anything of interest. Most ponies were deeply engaged in conversation with family or friends. A few others were sitting alone, either reading or finishing their meals. Deciding to occupy herself, she pulled a napkin from the dispenser and retrieved a pen from the bottom of her saddlebag. She sectioned off the napkin evenly with horizontal lines and started writing down some music. Nothing in particular, just whatever sounded good. Half way down her improvised sheet music, the waiter returned with a small glass of water and a brown bowl containing the salad.
“Enjoy your meal,” he said with a smile and a nod.
“Thank you.”
As the waiter left Octavia went ahead and dug into the salad, periodically stopping to write in a few more notes. Her glass of water was gone in no time; being in front of the fire had made her incredibly thirsty. Even after she had finished her salad, she remained at the table until she had completely filled out the napkin. Convinced that what she had was good enough, she stuffed the pen and napkin in her bag and left five bits on the table for payment, as well as a tip. She exited the restaurant and turned to head home, eager to see how her quickly-written song sounded.
On her way down the street something had caught her eye near the side of Sugarcube Corner, but even as she squinted and looked harder, nothing seemed out of the ordinary. Octavia continued walking, but was quickly shoved to the ground by something at least twice her size. She looked up from the ground to see a large stallion with the most sinister and nasty looking face she had ever had the displeasure of seeing. As she had confirmed he was much larger than she, but most of his build was concealed behind a thick blue jacket. He put a tree truck sized hoof down onto her chest and pinned her to the ground, restricting much of her movement.
“Well hey there pretty lady, you don’t mind sharing do you?”
It didn’t take an artist to draw a conclusion that he was talking about her bag.
“Lovely,” she muttered under her waning breath.
“What was that?” he spat, placing his hoof up to his ear. "'Fraid you're gonna have to speak up, dollface."
“I said eat dirt.” And with that Octavia slammed her right leg into his stomach. He doubled over and she took the opportunity to get up and run as fast as her hooves could carry her, but she was far from athletic.
"Where do you think you're going you little brat?!" Within seconds the brute tossed her onto her back and slammed his hoof into her stomach. She instantly seized up and clutched her gut. Another punch like that and she was going to be seeing her salad again. She rolled onto her stomach and did the only that seemed logical at the time.
“Somepony help!”
"Shut your mouth and hand over the bag!" The assaulter brought his hoof down and delivered a heavy strike to the back of her head, causing her vision to blur almost immediately. Without missing a beat, he delivered a nasty kick to her side, and looked like he was preparing for a second before suddenly stopping. He looked toward something before darting off in the opposite direction. The last thing Octavia's failing eyes picked up was a set of pink hooves running toward her.

When she came to, the first thing Octavia noticed was that her skull felt like it had been caved in. Different sections of her body were suffering from varying degrees of agony. Upon opening her eyes, she could see that her midsection had been bandaged up and that she was clearly in a hospital room. Octavia laid back on the bed and took a moment to absorb her surroundings. There was a medical cart with various tools to her left and a counter with a sink and cabinets further back. The room door was in front of her with a small window slit that allowed her to see into the hallway. A large window over looking the front campus of the hospital was pasted on the right wall. As far as she could tell, she was on one of the higher levels.
A doctor soon walked in and behind him followed a rather energetic pink pony. It took Octavia a moment recall who she was, but upon closer examination, she realized that she was one of the bakers over at Sugarcube Corner. Apparently she was her savior as well. What was her name? Pinkie- something; Pinkie Cake maybe?
“Hello there Miss Octavia. I’m glad to see you’ve finally awakened," he stated as he began jotting medical jargon down onto his clipboard.
“How long was I out?”
“Not long. We transferred you from the ICU roughly 12 hours ago. You’ve only been here about a day.”
Pinkie Cake had planted herself down on a stool in the corner of the room. The doctor flipped some pages on his clipboard and continued.
“Your injuries aren’t anything too severe. You have some bruising on your abdomen and you had a concussion when you came in; miraculously, nothing was broken. We’re gonna keep you in the hospital over night and then you should be free to go in the morning.”
Octavia sighed in relief. She was glad to hear that she wouldn’t be stuck in captivity for a ridiculous amount of time.
“Hey, Octavia!”
Octavia turned to her right and found herself staring into the great big blue eyes of her helper from last night. It’s a shame she wasn’t prepared for Pinkie Cake's greeting, because it nearly scared her soul straight out of her body. She recoiled a bit at the cost of slightly hurting her side in the process. She winced and clutched her side in pain.
“Oh- I’m so sorry!” she quickly apologized.
“No no, it’s ok. I’m just still a bit sore.”
“Well, I’m Pinkie Pie! I’m so glad you’re ok!” she cheered as she shifted her weight to lean against the bed.
Pinkie Pie. So close.
“Thank you Pinkie Pie. Do you– recall anything that happened the night you found me?”
“Weeeeell,” she started. “I was downstairs putting icing on my delicious chocolate cake when I heard some yelling outside. I thought maybe I was missing a party, and I never miss parties, so I went outside to see what was going on and I saw this really really big pony standing over you, but when he saw me he ran away, probably because I had frosting all over my face and looked like a ghost,” she giggled. “But when I saw you on the ground I knew you were hurt really badly, so I had Mr. and Mrs. Cake hold down the fort while I brought you to the hospital.”
Octavia closed her eyes and tried to picture the events of that night in her head. She remembered being attacked and remembered the attacker fleeing, as well as Pinkie approaching her. She didn’t recall being brought to the hospital, however. Her blackout must have occurred shortly before then. "How vexing..."
The doctor, whom Octavia had forgotten was even in the room, stepped forward and cleared his throat.
“Now even though you are being released tomorrow, you’re still going to experience quite a bit of pain. The best thing you can do for now is to get yourself some rest and avoid turning your midsection. You should be back on your hooves in no time. Considering the type of incident this was, however, I suggest you report this to the local authorities when you feel you are up to the task.” Octavia gave the doctor a nod and with that he left to tend to other patients.
“So you play the cello?” Pinkie asked excitedly. Octavia, at this point, assumed Pinkie was just trying to be polite and make conversation.
“Oh yes,” she replied. “I’ve been playing it ever since I was a filly. It’s my way of escaping my hardships and being at peace. I’ve played it for so long that it’s really just become natural to me.”
“Wow! Is it hard to play? Well obviously it can’t be hard for you since you’re really really good a playing it and what not. I think you sound really good!”
“You’ve heard me play?”
“Of course silly,” she said like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “At the Gala, remember?”
Now that she had thought back on it, Octavia did faintly remember seeing her at the Gala. Being as long ago as it was however, not much in the way of detail came to mind.
“I think so. My head still hurts though.”
Pinkie placed her hoof up to her chin as if she was deeply in thought.
“There was something I was going to tell you but I can’t reme- oh, oh! I picked up your bag and brought it inside Sugarcube Corner last night before I took you here. Mr. and Mrs. Cake said that they would look after it until you were awake. Here I’ll go get it for you!”
She turned to make her way out of the door, but for some reason Octavia found herself stopping her.
“Pinkie wait!”
She turned back to Octavia, seemingly both slightly confused and concerned.
“You don’t have to go get my bag. I’ll pick it up on my way home tomorrow. If it’s all the same to you, I’d much rather prefer the company. This place is kind of boring without somepony to talk to.”
Pinkie immediately brightened up and hopped back into the room. She wasn’t normally the type of pony Octavia would converse with, but with everything that had happened in the past few hours she was glad to have someone help her get her mind off of things.
“So Pinkie Pie,” Octavia began. “What exactly do you do at Sugarcube Corner?” Octavia was already aware that she was a baker, but she figured that any conversing was better than no conversing.
“Well, mostly bake. Sometimes I help Mr. and Mrs. Cake look after the foals while they’re out for the night. It’s really a lot of fun down there; you should come by sometime!”
“Oh, I don’t know about that,” she hesitated.
“Aww, why not?” It was very clear that she was disappointed.
“Oh I’m just not great at ‘hanging out’ with others I suppose. My cello work keeps me very busy and I don’t really have any friends. Well, I did have a roommate, but I just moved out recently.” Pinkie still looked fairly disappointed.
“I can try to come, but no promises,” Octavia finally caved.
Even after this Pinkie’s expression hadn’t changed much. Octavia was beginning to wonder if she had possibly said something to upset her. “Is something the matter?”
Pinkie huffed out a sigh. “Well you said you didn’t have any friends but I thought that since I brought you to the hospital and all that you counted me as a friend,” she said almost sheepishly.
This caught the musical pony off guard. The more she thought about it, the more Octavia did owe this mare something. She had done a lot for her in the past few hours, the least she could do was call her her friend, especially if that’s what she really wanted.
“I’m sorry Pinkie. I guess I’m still new to the whole friend thing. If you want to be friends that’s fine by me.”
Her face finally brightened up. She began to trot around the room before letting out a goofy sounding laugh. “That’s great! Maybe, one day, you can show me how to play the cello! Oh, and in exchange, I can teach you all I know about baking! Then you can be a musical baker! Do you think there is such a thing as a musical baker?”
Before Octavia had the chance to answer her rather silly question, the doctor walked back in the room, effectively gathering their attention.
“Alright Miss Pinkie, unfortunately visiting hours are up. You’ll be able to see Octavia again in the morning when she’s released.”
“Oh, alright. I’ll see you tomorrow Octavia! Take care and make sure to get plenty of rest!”
“Alright Pinkie. See you tomorrow.” And with that both ponies exited the room.
As she laid back on the angled bed, the musician began to trace the treble clef imprinted on her flank with her hoof. It was a habit she had gotten into whenever she was bored or nervous. Obviously, in this case, it was out of sheer ennui.
Octavia glanced at the clock to see it was half past nine. She found herself oddly missing the presence of her newfound pink friend. She had done a lot for her since the night she was attacked, not to mention that she was planning to see her again tomorrow, while all Octavia had to offer was her friendship, whatever that was worth. She decided not to dwell on it any longer and get some rest. The less time she had to be awake and feel the stinging at her sides, the better.

Octavia woke up the next day to a nurse working quietly at organizing some materials in the nearby cabinets. When she spun around, she seemed surprised that her paitent had woken up.
“Oh, Miss Octavia! The doctor will be in shortly with some forms. After you fill those out you’ll be free to go,” she smiled.
Octavia smiled and turned her head to the other side of the room where the stool was. She actually found herself disappointed that her pink friend had not been there. Nevertheless, she was excited that she would be sent home where she could recuperate on her own accord. Not to mention get a hold of her cello, if her midsection was up for the task.
After what seemed like a short eternity, the doctor nudged the door open with the top of his head. He carried a clipboard in his mouth that was presumed to be Octavia's set of forms. She angled herself on the bed, while the doctor set the clipboard down on her lap.
“Alright Octavia, if you’ll just take a moment to fill out these forms then we’ll get you squared away and you can be on your way.”
He removed a pen from his shirt pocket on set it down for her to use. The forms were not complicated to fill out, but the process took longer than she had anticipated. When she finished her work, the nurse took up the clipboard while the doctor assisted her in getting down from the bed. The musician's stride and balance were unsteady at first, but there was noticeably less pain. As long as she didn’t turn her torso too hard or too fast, then she was able to move around freely.
“If you’ll follow me, I’ll go ahead and direct you to the exit,” he said in a professional tone. Octavia trailed behind him throughout the almost bland looking corridors. Medical notices and memos were posted on several corkboards littered throughout the hallway. She ran her hoof across the glossy texture of the pristine tiled walls and admired how cleanly they looked.
They approached the front desk where Octavia was surprised to find Pinkie Pie had been waiting. When she saw the duo approach, she excitedly bounced out of her seat and over to them. The doctor gave Octavia a nod, indicating she was free to go, and returned to the innards of the hospital. She turned back to Pinkie and noticed she had Octavia's saddlebag strapped around her. She placed it on the floor and excitedly hugged her, although she was still mindful of her bandaged torso.
“I’m so happy you’re finally out! I’ve been waiting here for awhile now, but visiting hours don’t start up until noon. I brought your saddlebag too in case you needed it,” she said pointed down at it with her hoof. Octavia reached down and carefully placed the bag on her back. Judging from the weight, she concluded that nothing was taken by her would-be attacker.
“I really appreciate everything you’ve done for me Pinkie. It’s nice to know that there is somepony out there that’s watching out for me.”
“Oh, don’t mention it. I couldn’t just leave you like that could I?” She gave her a reassuring smile that told her that she probably couldn’t have if she tried. It just wasn’t in her personality to leave somepony alone in their time of need. The grey mare concluded that Pinkie had been a much better patron of things than most other ponies would have ever been. That wasn’t something that could be over looked.
“Hey Pinkie, is the shop open today? I could really use a bite to eat. Maybe I can bring my cello by and we can play some music too.”
She gasped louder than anypony Octavia had ever heard. “You mean, we could be musical bakers?”
“Only if you’re up for it!” she found herself saying rather loudly.
“Of course! Come on; let’s go get your cello!” she said rushing Octavia out the door.
“Oh that’s no problem; I can get it.” 
“Are you crazy? With that injured back of yours you could get hurt, and no pony would be around to help! I’m coming with.”
Octavia smiled and realized there wasn’t really any way she was going to convince her otherwise. They left the hospital and were greeted with the powerful rays of Celestia’s great sun. Its tender embrace lovingly warmed her coat as she took in the fresh air and the sounds of nature’s presence. Pinkie hopped happily at her side as they made their way in the direction of Octavia's house at the other end of town. She took a second to reach into her bag and pull out the napkin that she had written on at the restaurant. After a moment, she crumpled it up and tossed it into a nearby trashcan. It was time to start a newer, happier song in her life, and for the first time ever, a true friend was going to make that happen.

	
		Second Sight



	Each of Octavia’s steps melded one after another into the deep green grass of the late morning. Her stride went unmolested as she made her way to her humble abode with her pink friend in tow. She hummed a small tune in her head, one that made her almost regret throwing away her napkin back at the hospital. It had had a good rhythm, one that would have been nice to play, but the napkin wasn’t significant enough to make a trip back to go searching for it. She let the notes, as well as the idea, fade away with the wind where they belonged.
Beside the grey mare, Pinkie Pie bounced jovially along the grassy field. Her mane and tail rhythmically followed the bounce in sequence. Residual bits of grass were kicked up, only to settle back down, cloaked amongst the grass that had avoided being disturbed. Octavia surmised that Pinkie’s legs were probably fairly powerful based on the consistent jumping she did, especially if this was how she travelled all the time. The cellist wiped some sweat from her brow and continued walking, eager to make it home and have herself a nice cold glass of ice water.
“Wow Octavia you live kinda far out there don’t cha?” Pinkie chuckled.
Octavia smiled. “That I do. I finally have a home that’s away from the hustle and bustle of the town, which is something I’m thankful for.”
Pinkie stopped bouncing and instead, matched Octavia’s gait on the ground. “But, doesn’t it get lonely living this far out?”
Octavia shook her head. “To be honest, I prefer the isolation sometimes. If I want to interact with ponies, I can just go into town, but when I’m at home, I like the silence.”
“Oooooooh.”
The two continued in silence until Octavia’s small home finally came into view. The mare’s house was but a foreground to the massive expanse of the forest that lay just behind it. The scene itself was something to be captured within a painting to be admired for ages. The opportunity to live in such a place was an even better proposition.
Octavia quickened her pace upon drawing near to the house, prompting Pinkie to follow suit. She was only able to keep up the brisk pace for a short amount of time before the pain in her abdomen kicked back up again. She winced and slowed back down while a concerned Pinkie spun on her hooves to face the musician.
“You feeling okay?” she asked, offering her hoof for support.
Octavia gladly took the help and put on a strained smile. “Yes, yes I’m quite alright. Just got a little ahead of myself is all.”
The two finally arrived at the doorstep which had been unaltered since her departure to the restaurant. She had locked the door, hadn’t she? The last thing she needed was to discover that the belongings that she had barely been able to unpack were now gone from her home entirely. She placed her hoof on the door and gave it a quick twist, opening it without much effort and confirming her suspicions that she had indeed left the door unlocked.
It took a few seconds before the mare’s eyes adjusted to the darkness inside of the house after being in the bright sunlight for a considerable amount of time. Pinkie seemed entirely unaffected by the change in illumination. She happily and wordlessly strolled into the house without turning to give the outside world a second glance. As Octavia turned back to shut the door behind them, she noticed a small letter on the floor that had been pushed through the mail slot. She picked it up in her mouth and, with a delicate combination of teeth and hooves, opened the letter. Her eyes widened as they ran further and further down the parchment.
 Miss Octavia Melody:
You have been cordially invited to participate in Canterlot’s annual Royal Maritime Symphony. The orchestra, and all attending musicians, will be expected to arrive at the Aesthete Hotel by no later than the 25th of this month. Participating musicians will then depart on the 26th via the Canterlot Royal Railway to the Sea of Five Lords, where the orchestra will perform. The Symphony would also like to thank Canterlot resident and 1st chair cellist Fine Tune for generously donating a grand sum of 1,000 bits to help with provisions. We eagerly await your response, and hope to see you at this luxurious event.
Canterlot Orchestral Manager,  
Brass Buttons

Out of the entire letter, there was only one line, or rather, set of words, that stood out to her:
“First chair cellist Fine Tune…”
Octavia had auctioned for the position of first chair for the past three years. One would think that, after performing at numerous high-end concerts, especially in the vicinity of so many royals, she would have earned herself some recognition within Canterlot’s prestigious and rather exclusive musical society. Obviously, she had been mistaken. She had only met Fine Tune once, at her first royal ball that had effectively made her the social pariah of the bunch. Still new to the complex maze that was high society, Octavia had chosen to play things cool and stick to the comfortable camouflage of conformity rather than deviate from the crowd in any way.
On the opposite end of the spectrum, Fine Tune was more than happy being the center of attention. While Blueblood still held the title for “Most Egotistical Stallion to Ever Live,” Fine Tune wasn’t exceptionally far behind. The difference between the two narcissistic and self-absorbed stallions was Fine Tune’s way of expertly manipulating someone into gradually giving him praise. He would bring you a glass of wine, compliment your dress, and then make small mentions of his established music career until you were practically drooling over his bits; and sure enough, the biddable mares and stallions he surrounded himself with hung onto his every word. Blueblood, on the other hoof, would stifle his authority as prince down your throat until you caved for the sole purpose of seeing if he actually possessed the ability to keep his trap silent for more than five minutes at any given time.
“Tavi. Taaavi. Helloooo, anypony home?” Pinkie waved her hoof back and forth in front of Octavia’s face until she finally blinked and set herself free from her own trance.
“Huh?”
“Big time zone out,” Pinkie laughed inwardly, punctuating her laugh with a few short snorts.
“I apologize, I was just deep in thought.” Octavia’s voice trailed off and her head began to tilt to the side, threatening to once again bring her into the realm of daydreams.
“I’ll say! Hey, what’s the letter about?” she asked pointing with her hoof at the document that currently rested in Octavia’s own hooves.
“It’s nothing,” she lied, “Just something I need to look over later. So, how's about we case the cello so we can get it moved?”
Pinkie nodded excitedly and began bouncing up and down in place, her hair brushing slightly against the ceiling. “Sounds like a great idea! Let’s get shakin’!”
The cellist moved over to her instrument while Pinkie prepared the case that rested on the opposite wall. With great care, Octavia prepped herself to move the cello, only to have her hoof accidentally slide across the strings. The instrument had been secured by the tail spike, so her accident had not been detrimental to the instrument, but it wasn’t the instrument she was concerned with. As the notes escaped the strings of the cello, a series of beautifully colored lights accented each individual sound. The colors were brightest at their source, and gradually faded into wispy apparitions that lifted into the air. The display was absolutely mesmerizing; it was a captivating compilation of the most vibrant colors she had ever seen in her life. She found herself once again running her hoof across the strings, allowing the lights to depart along with the musical essence.
“Pinkie, do you see this?” she asked, not bothering to turn away from the light show.
“I see a case that won’t open!” she said through her gnaws at the locks.
"No, no! Over here! Do you see all of this?” She waved her hoof back and forth through the prismatic atmosphere.
“Seeeeeee what?” 
Octavia temporarily dropped her fixation on the lights and glared at Pinkie. “You mean to tell me that you don’t see all of these wisps of colored lights in the air?” Her waving had become more frantic and had quickened in pace.
“Tavi, I don’t see anything…”
The musician dropped her hoof as the wisps quickly faded away into invisibility. Without too much thought, she instinctively grasped her bow and swiped it repeatedly across the strings until a small portion of the piece “Snowflake within the Avalanche” became recognizable. With each slow or quickly paced stroke, more and more colors of the seemingly infinite spectrum became visible. Beautiful cerulean hues were followed by alabaster tinted reds and absinthe greens that added an exciting mix of colors that she had never had the pleasure of experiencing. At the contact point between the bow and the strings, the colors remained bright and bold versions of the airy variations that had fanned further out. She found it difficult to stop playing, but once she did, the colors quickly departed soon after, leaving only the two mares and their thoughts behind.
“Wow, you really are good at playing!”
Octavia gave off a low sigh. “You still don’t see them do you?”
“What, the colors? Nope, sorry.” 
The grey mare’s sat on her haunches and let her shoulders droop in defeat. She hadn’t noticed it before, but her midsection was ablaze with sharp pains. Her convalesce and healing in general was being repeatedly halted by her inability to control her little bursts of energy. She took the opportunity to lie down on her couch and reflect over the very recent events. Her mind was in a scramble. A pleasantly interesting scramble, but a scramble nonetheless.
“Perhaps I should go back to the doctor…”
“W-wait! My friend Twilight knows all kinds of stuff! If anypony can help, it’s definitely her.”
Octavia took a moment to ponder over Pinkie’s offer. It would save her from having to spend more time in the hospital than she wanted to. The doctors would undoubtedly want to run numerous tests on her to either diagnose her with some sort of illness, or to send her right back home. As curious as she was, the prospect of staying in the hospital for a few more days was not an attractive one. With a labored sigh, she turned to Pinkie and nodded. “Alright, I’ll go. It’ll save me a few bits in the long run anyway.”
“Great! Why don’t we bring the cello? Just in case Twilight can see the lights too.”
“I agree. Here, push up on the locks like this while I get the cello.”
“Okie dokie loki!” the pink mare exclaimed, performing a crisp salute. 
The degeneration of Octavia’s strength was all too evident upon trying hoist the instrument from its position on the floor. Within seconds of pulling the cello into her hooves, her sides emitted rapid bursts of pain, causing her to yelp not unlike that of a young pup. The tail spike on the cello’s underside prevented it from slipping out of her grasp, but it didn’t lesson the agony in her abdomen that surely could have only been the result of a palisade puncturing deep within her gut. Sibilant sounds escaped the slender parting of her lips.
Stupid. Stupid. Stupid!
Pinkie was over to help within a moment’s notice of hearing Octavia’s initial yelp. She quickly took the weight of the cello and allowed her friend to regain some of her composure. When she gave the all clear, they carefully placed the instrument within its tomb of a case. The locks sounded off one after the other as Pinkie pushed them back down.
“Are we all set?” she asked as she secured the final lock.
“Almost. I need to grab my bow and then we can put the cello on my moving dolly. That’ll save us both a massive backache.”
Octavia trotted over and picked up the slender bow with her mouth, filling her taste buds with the flavor of polished wood. They were able to set the cello on the dolly with little difficulty; the musical mare’s hooves began to move in a seemingly automatic fashion, repeating motions that they had performed no less than hundred times prior to that day. Within the course of a minute, her instrument was secured and ready to be transported. She replaced her saddle bag on her back and filled it with a few personal accessories. Pinkie led the dolly out of the front door, while Octavia made sure the door was locked before shutting it behind them.

The walk to Twilight’s was not an eventful one. Pinkie, unable to bounce as gaily as she always did, took it upon herself to whistle while she pushed. Octavia, on the other hoof, was too busy admiring the resplendent streams of amethyst colored wisps of light meandering their way from the tune to notice much else. Neither the power of a sforzando nor the gentle pull of a pianissimo could have stolen her attention from the mind-consuming display in front of her. She found herself rather surprised when she nearly collided with the broad side of Ponyville’s massive tree-library. It towered over her, sporting several large balconies which provided a beautiful panoramic view of the immediate area. Octavia could feel a hint of envy slithering its way up her throat, but she quickly disregarded the feeling and took the dolly so Pinkie could have free access to the door. A few unnecessarily powerful knocks and shouts later, a lavender coated unicorn revealed herself from the innards of the library.
“Pinkie, believe me when I say that there is really no reason for such abrasive knocking,” she looked to her left and around the dolly, allowing her to acknowledge Octavia’s presence. “Oh, hello there. Might there be something I can assist you with?” she inquired.
“Well, yes,” Octavia began, pressing her flank against the front of the dolly to prevent it from tipping. “I’ve heard from Pinkie Pie here that you’re quite a knowledgeable mare, and that you may be able to assist me with, a rather interesting…” she weighed her words carefully, “Anomaly.”
“Well, I do like to think of myself as well-read,” she said as she lifted her head pridefully. “Here, please, come inside. We’ll discuss your situation in the lounge area.” She extended the door’s opening to accommodate for the size of the cello as well as the two mares. Once inside, Octavia wheeled the dolly over to a small area consisting of a couch as well as a small love seat and a fireplace. Littered on either side of the sofa were mounds of books, some of them series, others with no correlation to the books around them whatsoever. She couldn’t help but feel at peace in the room, as it reminded her of her small cozy sanctuary on the edge of the forest.
“Alright,” Twilight began, taking a seat on the couch, “What specifically seems to be the issue?”
	Let’s hope this mare is as reliable as Pinkie makes her out to be.
“Ms. Sparkle-”
“Please, call me Twilight.”
The musician nodded and offered her hoof, which Twilight shook. “Octavia. Right then, Ms. Twilight. Shortly after Pinkie and I arrived at my home, I discovered that upon hearing certain sounds, I am able to see vibrantly bright colors, often in the forms of little wisps. I noticed them when my hoof accidently slid across my cello.” She took a moment to glance at Twilight, who seemed both slightly confused and highly interested. “I wanted to go back to the doctor, but Pinkie suggested that we come talk to you first. I was wondering if you may have a clue as to what this might be and if it is dangerous or not.”
Twilight put her hoof to her chin and gently scratched it before using her magic to pull a book off of one of the many shelves labeled “medical” around the library. With no luck, she grabbed an entirely new book from the “psychology” section. She briskly scanned through the pages until she came across the one she had been searching for.
“Ah, here it is! According to what it says here, it seems you’ve developed a condition known as synesthsia, or a combination of the senses, such as being able to taste shapes or, as in your case, see sounds. Now you say you just noticed this condition today, but synesthsia itself isn’t something to just develop overnight. Do you believe that there is something that could have triggered this and set it off?”
Octavia didn’t have to think too hard for her answer. “I was attacked yesterday outside of Sugarcube Corner. My assailant struck me fairly hard in the back of the head and it knocked me unconscious. That is the only thing that I can think of that has happened recently to have even remotely caused this, and I had not seen any lights prior to that night.”
“Hmm.” The bookworm ran through the tome as if she had read it a thousand times, which in all reality, she probably had. “I’ve never heard of synesthsia developing from blunt force trauma, but then again I haven’t had the luxury of knowing a mare with it at all,” she chuckled.
“It isn’t harmful, is it?” The cellist asked uneasily.
“I don’t believe so, but just to be safe, I’d like to run a few quick tests to make sure that everything is alright while you play your cello. If everything checks out, you’ll be good to go. If not, I can see about getting ahold of a fellow researcher and doctor from Canterlot to come take a look at you. Seeing as how rare your condition is, you’re basically a walking treasure trove of information right now!” The lavender mare took a moment to bring her excitement down to a reasonable level before continuing. “I’m going to go get a few items, and when I return, we’ll discuss the procedures as well as what you’ll be doing specifically.”
Octavia nodded and Twilight disappeared into the depths of the library. She took the moment to seat herself on the couch and get off of her hooves. At that moment, nopony was more appreciative of furniture than she was. It would have been a nice place to catch up on some rest, but a certain pink mare had other ideas in mind.
“See! I told you she could help!” Pinkie exclaimed.
Octavia’s body one again shot into full alert. Pinkie was leaning over the edge of the couch and right into the cellist’s face. It took a bit of self control to prevent herself from screaming a cacophony of swears and curses, but she managed to contain them.
“Pinkie, I must asked that you refrain from frightening me like that,” she cleared her throat and continued, “She does seem rather intuitive, and it’s certainly a better alternative to the doctor…I hope.”
“Ah don’t worry! Twilight’s really good with stuff like this. Oh, here she comes!”
Sure enough Twilight had reemerged with a rather startling amount of equipment. A great deal of it contained contraptions that Octavia could have never dreamed existed. And yet there they were, complete with an array of overcomplicated and somewhat intimidating mechanisms. Maybe going to the doctor’s wasn’t such a bad idea after all.
“Alright, ready to begin?”
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