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		Description

This story is dedicated to the memory of Kiki, the little girl who died of cancer.
I hope she's happy in Equestria with her new friends.
Ever since I was a little girl, I became fascinated with unicorns and the idea of having adventures with these magical creatures. On my fifth birthday, my parents gave me a small unicorn toy, unkowingly starting the extraordinary event that changed my life.
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Edited and revised by kalash93. Thanks for everything, pal!

I don’t know if anyone will ever find this, as it’s the first time I’m trying this teleportation spell and I have no idea if it’ll work. This letter is addressed to my parents. I don’t know if they’re still living in my old house, or if they moved during the time it took me to write this, but I’d like to explain my story, hoping that maybe somebody will get this letter to its destination.  I’m currently writing from someplace that’s not earth, although I don’t know if I’m on another planet, in a different dimension, or both. This place called Equestria is a peaceful land filled with magic, mystical creatures, and talking ponies. As weird as that might sound, I am making none of this up. If this letter was sent off the mark-whether by a little or a lot, I think you should probably know a little about my family. My name is Lara Henderson, and this is my story.
My parents were from a small city in the United Kingdom. Although I can’t exactly remember the city’s name, I remember that it was somewhat important.  My parents fell in love with each other in high school, and they went together to the same university, getting married a few years after graduating. My father worked for an important company, and when my mother got pregnant, he was offered the chance to work in America for a bigger salary. It wasn’t easy to convince her to move, but she ultimately agreed.
After moving to America, we rented a big apartment in the center of New York, near Central Park. Ever since I was a little girl, I enjoyed looking out my window at the landscape below. I always considered the park like my garden, a new world full of adventures and magical creatures welcoming me into their world. But let’s go back to what’s important: This story began on my fifth birthday. 
I remember that day like it was yesterday, always keeping it stored in my chest of precious memories. I spent most of the previous night awake and trembling with excitement. As soon as the first beep of the alarm clock echoed through the hallway and reached my room, I dashed towards my parents’ room and woke them up. I still can feel their arms wrapped against my body and kissing my forehead as they wished me a happy birthday before they went to get my present.
It had been hidden it on the top of the closet, where they knew I couldn’t reach it, even while standing on a chair. As soon as I got my hands on the package, I quickly stripped the wrapping paper like I was peeling an onion. That’s when I found it: A mint unicorn toy with a small comb to brush her hair. I hugged my dad and thanked him for this birthday before I ran back to my room to play with my new toy. I remember spending all day playing with her, and even giving her a name: Minty Leaf. Ever since that day, I have always liked unicorns and anything related to them, learning in my search of knowledge about a cartoon series called My Little Pony. I was amazed to find out that not only it included unicorns, but also pegasi and the mundane earth ponies. It didn’t take me too long before I wanted to join them on their adventures.  
Whenever I visited Central Park, I always imagined myself having exciting adventures with Minty and defeating evil monsters along with the main characters of the show. I scribbled countless drawings in every blank paper I got my hooves on; I could probably make a tower as tall as the Empire State Building with them. Minty was my favorite toy and my only “friend”; as time went on, I started to lose all interest in all other things to the point I only cared about my little toy. My parents were worried that I would eventually turn into an outcast, so one day, they confronted me with a choice.
I could either make some friends, get some fresh air and forget this entire obsession with my little pony, or they would get rid of everything for me. 
With no other options, I took my little unicorn and everything related to her, and stored her safely inside a box I placed inside my closet. My passion became buried beneath lots of clothes and shoes, forgotten for years to come. My heart was filled with grief and sadness, but in the end, I knew my parents were right about this whole ordeal. I had become trapped inside myself and neglected the outside world just because I wanted a friend, instead of going out and meeting real people.
It took me some time, but I finally made some friends, real friends to talk to, hang out with, and play together. It took me a few tries before finding out who were my true friends, but the experience helped me grow as a person. It was in high school when I discovered my passion for music and how inspiring it was when played with your heart. Everypony always told me that I had talent for this, and boy, they were right. My favorite instrument was the guitar. Whenever I got my hands on one, my fingers moved by themselves as if they were alive and I were merely a spectator watching them as they roamed freely between the strings, composing the melodies by themselves. It was the best sensation in the world, and I often imagined myself in a rock band, doing tours around the world, signing autographs, and becoming famous and beloved by my fans. I had dreams like all mares around my age, until the thing happened.
It happened on a Friday when I was coming back home from an audition for a local rock band. They had loved my performance and welcomed me to join them for practice. It had been the best day of my life, and I couldn’t wait to tell my family about it! In my excitement, I crossed the street without confirming that it was clear. All I remember is a screeching sound beside me, a claxon, and blinding lights, before my body was violently launched through the air and crashing against the asphalt. 
I lost consciousness, only to wake up in a hospital bed with a doctor looking at some files. My parents were there, holding my hands. They told me that I had been in an accident and that I was lucky to be alive. The doctor explained to me that I would soon go in for surgery, as my condition was still critical. My mother asked me if there was something she could do for me. I already knew the answer. I asked her to bring me my little unicorn; I wanted to have my best friend at my side before being brought to the operating room so she could protect me. My mother went back home, promising to bring it back while my father stayed at my side the whole time, trying to comfort me through my pain and his tears. I told him about how I was accepted into the band, and he replied that I had always had a talent for music, and that one day, I would probably start my own band and become famous. 
After a while, my mother came back with my little unicorn doll. She was just as I remembered, as if time didn’t have an effect on my pony, even after all these years of waiting for me. My parents soon left the room, promising me to come back tomorrow and buy me another unicorn doll. I thanked them for everything as I hugged my little friend before falling asleep again. 
When I woke up, I found myself in a strange world that I had never seen before. It was a new world filled with colorful ponies that spoke. There were eve pegasi and unicorns! It was just like in My Little Pony. Curious, I looked down, and discovered that I had hooves – I had been turned into a pony! I searched for the nearest mirror, and looked at my new body. I was the exact same pastel green, blue, and white! That’s when I noticed the horn on my forehead, and the instrument that seemed to have been plastered on my flanks.
It’s been months since I arrived here, although I don’t know if it’s real or I’m still sleeping in the hospital bed, but it doesn’t matter to me. I researched magic until I found one that could help me send this letter. I’m very happy here, and if this letter ever reaches you, then I want you to know that I miss you a lot. You did everything you could for me, and I’m grateful for that. You’re the best parents I could ever wish for.
Oh, right. I forgot to tell you that I changed my name. A human name was very strange in Equestria; after all, it is the land of ponies. Anyway, I thought of one that fits my special talent.
With love,
Lyra Heartstrings

			Author's Notes: 
My first try at making an orginal story concerning Lyra and her "obsession" (or knowledge, whatever your headcanon is) with humans with an original idea and short story.
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