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		Description

Poor Bobby. Nothing has gone his way his whole life. Until he finds an unexpected wonderland of ... you guessed it, ponies.
I was bored so I started writing. This is what fell out of my head. 
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		Chapter one



	
Bobby’s eyes opened. His eyes fell upon the ceiling of his room. It held a dull greyish tinge to it as the streetlights shined into his window. He inhaled sharply, relishing the sensation of the cold night air running through his nostrils and the back of his throat. He lay awake, like he had done for thousands of nights just like this, a troubling dream awakening him, never allowing him the solace of sleep during the night. But tonight was different in that he was never asleep at all the whole night. Not after the events of the day. He didn’t want to think about today. Never in his eighteen years had he ever been so troubled. He tried to wrap his head around what had happened today until it sank in. It sank in about an hour ago.  Now he lay awake asking why. Why did this happen to them and not him?
He needed to move his body, to clear his mind. Or at least distract himself from the inevitable. He slowly sat up his aching body and put his bare feet on the cold floor.  He savored the sensation of the icy air on his bare skin.  
Under normal circumstances He would have smiled if it weren’t for the events of today.  He glanced at the clock that hung on the wall: 12:25 pm. He sighed and looked at the bed on the other side of the room. It was empty. It was dreadfully, and depressingly empty.  Bobby Shuffled over to the bed on the other side of the room. He stubbed his toe on his desk chair as he walked over, cursing quietly. He laid his hand on the bed and was surprised at how cold it was and allowed the chill run down his spine and to his hands. He started to shiver in the January night air. He ignored it and instead savored the feeling, so as to distract himself from the emptiness of the bed.  He thought about the bed and the life it supported through every night. Except for tonight. It would never be used again as long as it was in the house.  Just this morning, there laid his younger brother, Jackson. He was only fourteen.
Bobby felt tears gather in his eyes. He hadn’t cried since the last time this happened to his family. Jackson was a good kid. He did well in school; stayed out of trouble; worked hard, and even had a pleasant personality. He was the perfect brother. Bobby loved him more than anything in the world.  He had his faults however; he was overly shy, rarely stood up for himself, and worried about what others thought of him too much. But of course these faults would never dampen the better side of his otherwise perfect persona.  Jackson was awful at sports but excelled in all things school.  He was noble and honest in his actions in his actions, always putting his friends before himself; things that Bobby could only aspire to.
Bobby was almost the complete opposite of his brother; cynical and generally lazy and outspoken with his opinions. He was also a world class Smart-ass. As his former step-father had once put it, he was a “sneaky bastard”, as he often snuck out at night and lied about it later. Jackson was the complete opposite as Bobby and their late father Ed. Ed had always told his eldest son that he needed to watch his smart-ass mouth and to drop the cynical and lazy attitude, lest he end up just like his father: an unemployed, lazy sot living with his younger brother. Yes that was where he died; in his younger brother’s apartment, with a bottle of whiskey still in his hands. 
Bobby was ashamed of his father and never spoke of him to his friends.  He still loved his father anyways because they were one in the same.  Bobby hopped he was different enough from his father to avoid his fate. The day Ed died was the second worst day of Bobby’s life. But it was nothing compared to the number-one-worst–day-of-his-life, today. 
Today was supposed to be a special day, one that even Bobby looked forward to. His uncle Wayne was visiting from his home in Colorado for an after-Christmas party. Wayne was a good man the complete opposite of his brother Ed and his youngest brother. Bobby’s sister, brother, mother and uncle Wayne were all in the family SUV, travelling back to the house from the airport in Charlotte.  It was the “ungodly” hour of 4 am with everyone asleep except for Bobby and the hapless driver, his mother.  She was having a difficult time driving through the uncharacteristic January downpour that usually never happens two days in a row in the piedmont area of North Carolina. 
As luck would have it, a car swiftly decelerated in front of the SUV and began to swerve causing Bobby’s mother to slam on the brakes a little too hard but nonetheless colliding with the other car, sending the SUV into a terrifying skid. All the occupants were jarred awake at that moment as most of them relished their last few seconds on Earth.  The SUV turned to the left and fell sideways, still skidding on the metal of the doors. A millisecond later, the SUV was hit by a dump truck on the underside, sending the car into a roll and into a ditch a few hundred feet away, upside down. Bobby struggled with his seat belt and kicked his door open, grabbing his frail and limp brother as he did so. He grimaced and dragged himself and Jackson out of the wreckage and into the rain. 
He stood up and, cradling his brother in his arms, ran from the car still containing his family. He got fifty feet away and dropped to the ground in the mud and gently put his brother on the ground. He looked at his brother’s face and saw a peaceful expression, as though he were only asleep. He wasn’t breathing.  Bobby let out an exasperated sob and quickly began what he knew of CPR. Three rescue breaths, twenty chest pumps, three rescue breaths, twenty chest pumps… 
He didn’t know how much time had past. All he was aware of was the explosion of the SUV and cracking of Jackson’s ribs as Bobby increased his franticness to save his brother He couldn’t lose him. He was only fourteen! He was way too young to die. Jackson increased his efforts through his tears and frustration. He became angry and put all the energy he had into saving his brother. He only stopped when the EMS stopped him and put him on the stretcher. They also tried to put Bobby on one too. But he was… perfectly fine. What? After a car crash that killed his brother and possibly his family he was unscathed and unharmed. He was momentarily perplexed at the absurdity of it until he decided not to think about it and focused on his brother who was now being hauled into and ambulance. Bobby followed suit and climbed into the back of the truck…
He was sitting in the hospital, next to the operation room that held his brother who he had been saved for now.  Jackson’s life was now in the hands of the doctors who operated on him. He suffered from severe brain damage, broken pelvis, ribs, and sternum (the latter two courtesy of Bobby). Bobby sat silently on the chair as a doctor walked up to him from down the hall. He told Bobby that none of them would come home. Not ever. Bobby’s mind raced and almost instantly denied it. That’s not possible, they were all fine only a few hours ago he thought. The doctor watched him for a moment before telling him how lucky he was. He should be thankful, the doctor had told him. Be thankful? This has to be worse than death. He sat still with a stony expression on his face, pretending to ignore the doctor. An hour later, another doctor slowly stepped out of the operating room with a defeated look on her face. Bobby instantly stood up and walked towards the doctor. She visibly flinched at his size and backed away.  She then looked directly into Bobby’s eyes and told him that his brother was in a coma and would not be waking up… 
The next few hours were a blur to Bobby as he signed papers and death certificates and met with distant relatives at the hospital.  He was very distant from the people in spirit. He felt disconnected from everything around him as he mindlessly hugged people and signed papers. The only relative present that he cared about was his youngest uncle Eric. He was forty years old, with a scraggly black and grey beard and long hair.  He was always chill when Bobby was around even though he suspected that Bobby blamed him for the death of Ed. But bobby didn’t …
The entire day was a blur. He reflected on the events of the day as he knelt at his brother’s empty bed. Bobby cried. He cried for his sister. He cried for his Father. He cried for his mother. He cried for his uncle. He cried for his brother… But most of all he wept for himself. The tears ran from his eyes and onto the bed below him, wetting it. He slowly stood up and decided to go for a walk, maybe he would jump from the abandoned wooden railroad bridge that ran over the Broad river and end it.  
The place was far away and it was quite a walk. He would have to walk across town, through the cemetery and onto the tracks where it was about a mile or so to the bridge. He stood up from where he knelt and dressed himself in jeans and a tee shirt and a jacket to keep off the freezing rain.  He stepped out of the room and down the stairs. He walked into the kitchen and opened the freezer. He rummaged through the contents until he found what he was looking for, a bottle of 70 proof whiskey. 
He pulled the cap and took three long droughts of the amber liquid. It stung his throat and his eyes watered. He grimaced at the taste and took another three droughts. He put the cap back on the bottle and began to walk out the door, leaving it wide open with the bottle still in his hand.  He stepped into the rain and enjoyed the sensations of the cold air against his skin and the rain on his face.  He started to stumble down the sidewalk as he tried to keep his balance. Bobby felt the effects of the alcohol almost immediately as the warm sensation emanated from his chest. The trek was a blur all up until he stepped onto the bridge where he downed half the bottle of whiskey and threw it down eighty feet into the broad river. He began shouting and screaming obscenities about the world and it’s cruelties.
He then realized that he was the least worthy of surviving the crash. He wasn’t the smartest of them, he wasn’t good looking or noble or nice or anything that he could call a complement.  His final thought went to his father, Oh well, I went just like my old man…only worse.  And he jumped into the placid river. He fell at the same speed as the raindrops and passed out halfway down… until there was a flash of yellow light emanating from inside of Bobby’s chest and he disappeared, leaving the river silent, save for the rain hitting the water… 
The last thing Bobby remembered before passing out completely was a sideways image of a regal looking unicorn… Pegasus…white…thing… It raised slight confusion in Bobby’s intoxicated mind before he went completely out.
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		Chapter two



Princess Luna looked through her telescope to see an odd looking creature appear in the middle of the Canterlot main street. She was surprised to say the least as she peered at the thing lying on its stomach with its limbs splayed around it. 
“Celly, Come here please.” She called.
There was a flash of yellow light beside Princess Luna. “What is it dearest sister?” Princess Celestia asked with a slight air of sarcasm in her voice. 
“Look there,” She extended a hoof to the creature she had spotted not moments ago.  “What is it?” Princess Luna Inquired.
“Oh, goody he’s here!” Princess Celestia giggled.
“WHAT is here?” Princess Luna inquired again.
“Why, that’s the human I was talking about earlier, of course!” She spoke as though that was all she ever talked about and that her companion should know exactly what was going on.
Luna did not follow, but she did know what humans were; evil, violent; greedy, and violent.  “Why is there a HUMAN in our capitol City!?”  Luna might have been angry if she wasn’t confused as to WHY a human was even here because the last time she had checked, they lived in an entirely different universe.
“Because I brought him here,” Celestia stated matter-of-factly.
“Why?”
“I already told you, you should have been listening.”
Luna hadn’t the slightest recollection of Celestia ever explaining any reason to bring a human to a peaceful Equestria.  Luna sighed and decided not to question further for now and just go with it.  She didn’t really care anymore to tell the truth. 
“Go rest my sister for I shall Guard the Day,” Celestia said to her sister.
Luna looked at the clock tower and realized that it was her bedtime and promptly stepped away from the telescope and walked inside.  “Whatever you do with the human, don’t hunt anypony,” she called as she went inside.
Celestia was a little more than a bit perplexed; she had teleported the human to her throne room where she was and saw that he was not very healthy looking; he had ingested an unhealthy amount of alcohol, of which he had no tolerance of anyway. So she decided to teleport the two of them to the hospital,  She arrived but the human did not. Luckily he showed up where he wouldn’t get hurt or lost.  Celestia deduced that humans had a strange resistance to magic.
She raised the sun and them teleported down to the streets of Canterlot and picked the human up with her magic and set him on her back.  She then flew to the Canterlot hospital and entered through the front doors.
“Oh, uh hi princess. Uh what can I do for you today?” the brown coated receptionist asked who slightly surprised to see royalty just walking into the lobby with a strange looking creature atop her back.
“May I get someone to take the human please,” Celestia asked.
“Y-yes princess,” the receptionist hesitantly clopped her hooves together twice and a few moments later two unicorn doctors came out and took the human with their magic and placed him on a gurney meant for large Griffons, which was still slightly too small.
“He needs his stomach pumped… yes I believe that would be best,” Celestia said. In truth she didn’t know how much alcohol he had drank or how poisonous alcohol was to humans but its better safe than sorry.  She watched as the human was wheeled off into another hallway and then left.
Meanwhile: In Ponyville
ainbow Dash was super exited.  Today was the day that the Apple family sold their famous apple cider.  The only reason she would ever be up so early was if there were Wonderbolts try-outs at 6:00 am or if it meant getting the first round of Apple family cider. She was brimming with excitement and anticipation as she shot out of bed to get some of that delicious cider. She raced across town towards the farm.  Her devious grin splayed across her face as she rocketed towards Sweet Apple Acres.  She made out apple trees in the distance and flew faster. 
She noticed that there wasn’t even a line this year.  She could have exploded with anticipation, like a little kid at an amusement park. What she didn’t see was Derpy Hooves, who was on her mail route earlier than usual, until it was almost too late. Rainbow Dash quickly veered to the left to avoid Derpy but clipped her wing instead.  Dash, who was travelling at breakneck speeds, couldn’t move her wing for about a half second. It was enough time for her to crash into the ground really hard.  She blacked out on impact with her wings bent in directions that they shouldn’t be bent and her body cut and bruised.
“Oh man.  That looks bad.  I-I think I’m gonna be sick!”

	