
      The Line Between Remembering and Being, Like Thin Ice
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         Unhappy Accident

      
      

      

      
      
         The workshop was quiet. Quiet with deep thought—but also frustration.



Art therapy was supposed to be more productive than this.



The problem came when Tempest Shadow realized, looking at her half-finished attempt at what should be a simple landscape painting, that she didn't have much of an eye for art. At the very least she found it harder to paint "happy little trees" than she had anticipated. This realization caused a rubbery ball of spikes to bubble uneasily inside her chest and stomach, making her want to smash a fragile object into a million pieces.



"I don't think this is gonna work out," she said flatly.



Spearhead cocked his head, looked at the painting, then at Tempest, then back at the painting. "Hmm," he said. "Maybe."



"Maybe what?" Tempest also realized that she couldn't get much of a read on Spearhead, the burly and jovial stallion who tended to use blacks and browns when crafting his own art. Of course, getting connected with a friend of a friend (or, in this case, a friend of Twilight's brother's) had a good chance of yielding such a result.



Spearhead eyed the malformed trees some more before saying, "So, like, what are you going for here?"



Tempest sighed. "You failed to answer my question."



"Naw," replied Spearhead, almost ignoring her. "I'm looking at this piece and I'm thinking, 'How am I supposed to feel, ya know? Happy? Sad? Content? Distressed?' I know a bro who does peaceful landscapes 'cause that's how he really feels on the inside, but..." Shifting an eye toward Tempest. "You sure you're really feeling like that?"



Tempest's mood only soured. She contemplated breaking through the canvas with a hoof. "What I'm feeling right now is anger."



"All right, make something angry then!" Spearhead sounded weirdly happy as he said this. "I won't stop you!"



Tempest looked deeper into her painting, and when she looked she saw a disingenuous attempt at expressing happiness. Then again, as she considered her past experiences, she figured that an emotion so rarely felt could only be so accurately conveyed. For instance, despite her age, she had never been in love (at least not to the degree where that love was reciprocated), so how could she project being in love onto a painting? How could she know if it was genuine or not?



"Tempest? Fizzlepop...?" Spearhead asked as if calling out through a tunnel, but at the volume of a mouse's squeak.



A moment passed before Tempest noticed, then shook her head. "This one is a failure."



"It's totally okay," said Spearhead calmly. "I get like that sometimes too. I'll be working on a piece in the middle of the night, ya know? Then I'll just... think back to something. Like when the changelings attacked Canterlot, and nopony saw it coming? That was pretty crazy."



"You were there?" Tempest raised an eyebrow.



"Absolutely!" Spearhead kept smiling. "I remember everything about it. That's why I made 'A Thousand Nights in a Hallway.' It's a painting that makes ponies get really uncomfortable when they look at it, even though it's just darkness and nothing else. You wanna know why?"



"Not necessarily...?"



"Because it makes them think back to times like that. When you don't know who your friends are and everything seems, like, uncertain. It's implicitly paranoid, or something like that." He rubbed his chin in a pseudo-philosophical manner. "And just because I'm trying to feel better about myself doesn't mean I shouldn't try to capture my state of mind when the times get tough. When I can't fall asleep at night and I keep remembering something crummy that had happened to me, ya know what I do? I try to think about how I can reflect that in a piece. Because, I guess, making art out of something is a good way to confront it." Then he went silent.



A moment passed.



"Huh," Tempest said simply.



She eyed "A Thousand Nights in a Hallway," which to this day hung on the workshop wall, and she no longer felt as angry inside as she did before. Not that she felt happy, because happiness was something that still eluded her. A crazy thought then entered her mind—the thought that maybe this scarf-wearing "dude" was onto something. It seemed almost liberating, to know that she found somepony who expressed himself in such an honest and yet roundabout way.



"Okay," she said, solemn but not defeated. "I'll try again. And I'll try to not sugarcoat how I'm feeling this time."
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