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		Description

There's a human in Equestria? Nopony can tell, because humans turn into ponies upon arrival. But for this human, the change is massive, and one that could scar her for life if she isn't properly prepared... 
A series of events explaining the life and trials of a human child lost in a strange and unfamiliar world, and how she finally connects with her new home.
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The palace walls had always seemed like they were on the verge of collapsing inwards, Celestia thought. No matter how colourful she made her home, she would always feel more comfortable outside. This feeling of claustrophobia only ever got worse when there was a problem afoot... and a problem was most definitely underfoot.
The sun began to set on Equestria, batheing the palace in warm, orange light. It lifted her spirits somewhat, but not enough. If only she had somepony to confide in... but no, there was nopony quite like Celestia. Nopony who'd really understand her. Celestia set her jaw, determined.
She didn't need anypony's help. She had managed for over nine hundred years without some golden friend who understood everything she had been through. No such pony existed, anyhow: it was a childish and selfish thing to think about. Ponies went through hardships too, and they didn't complain about not having a like-minded friend. She wouldn't either.
She strode into a circular room, pristine and elegant, but sterile. A special room for delicate things... some of which were alive. She looked down at a small, writhing, organic creature laid out on a table like some kind of scientific experiment.
No such pony, she thought to herself. But this wasn't a pony, now, was it?
"Is it alive?" she asked, suddenly worried. One of her doctors, a young unicorn mare, nodded. 
"Yes, it's breathing. We've patched up its head and chest. There are some similarities with ponies, but we're still a little unsure what's happening to it."
Celestia sighed with relief. That was good: no creature, pony or otherwise, should die unnaturally under her roof. It felt wrong, and somehow insulting. She leaned over the skinny, naked creature. It was time to examine this thing more closely...
Her horn began to glow with golden light, similar to that of the morning sun. Celestia could feel the ripples of magic surround the creature, the sorcery of Equestria bending around it's four pale limbs with the strange set of five smaller limbs on the ends. How did they move? And what was the magical field doing?
"Your Highness? What do you see?" asked the doctor, curious. Without stopping her  investigation, Celestia began to explain.
"Our land is rejecting this... thing. It can't expel it back to wherever it came from on it's own, but it can't abide it's shape... it's aura, so to speak. I can't say why, for sure."
"Will it survive?"
Celestia smiled, and nodded.
"Oh, most certainly. All that's happening is that it will change shape."
"What will it change into?"
Celestia's horn stopped glowing, plunging the room into the faint blue light of twilight.
"A pony."

Vinyl Scratch groaned with annoyance. School didn't make things any better, as far as she was concerned: it was all just a whole load of worthless spells and pointless history. Why? Why was she supposed to care that some pony had gone evil some nine hundred years ago? Did it really matter now?
And to make things worse, she had been picked on. Again.
Vinyl sniffed back a tear: she had promised herself she'd be a tough filly, and tough fillies didn't cry. It was okay for tough fillies to be blank flanks, wasn't it? Her father said so, and so had that nice young colt.
Not having a cutie mark wasn't a great way to make friends, though. All the popular ponies had cutie marks. Trixie had hers, after all, even if Vinyl wasn't sure what it was meant to be. That snooty prince kid had his, too.
The schoolyard was loud and noisy with every schoolpony running around and playing. Not Vinyl, though: she was a blank flank, and blank flanks weren't allowed to play, according to Sunset.
Of course, there were a few other fillies who didn't play. There was Simple Shiver... but she was just shy. And then there was Sparkie.
Sparkie was really good in class, but she had no friends. It wasn't because she was a blank flank, though... she already had her cutie mark. Vinyl sighed and looked at her own pristine white sides: whatever mark was meant to be there would probably never come.
"Psst!" came a hiss from behind her. Vinyl looked around, before finding the source of the noise. She beamed when she recognized the nice colt from before: the one who had told her that cool ponies could be blank flanks too. He was outside the playground: he didn't attend Celestia's School for Gifted Unicorns, and wasn't allowed in.
"Oh, hi!" Vinyl said, happy to see her friend. The little grey earth pony colt grinned: Vinyl remembered his name was something like Octavier.
"Hi!" he replied, his accent making Vinyl giggle: it sounded very deep and low. Hearing the giggle, he pouted. "What?"
"You just sound really cool is all. Aren't you supposed to be at school?"
Octavier shook his head, beaming. "No! We finished early today."
Vinyl pouted, jealous. Octavier looked over at the other filly on her own: Sparkie. "Isn't she lonely?"
Vinyl shrugged. "I tried being her friend once, but she just kept reading her book. That's all she cares about."
"What's her name?" Octavier asked. 
"Sparkie."
Sparkie looked up, exasperated. "It's not Sparkie! That's just something Blueblood came up with!"
Vinyl trotted over to her, Octavier following Vinyl on the other side of the fence. "Well, what is your name then? I've always called you Sparkie."
"I'm Octavier."
"It's Twi-light Sparkle," Sparkie told them, as if a little confused by her own name. "Because I was born at twilight."
"I'm still Vinyl Scratch: because we had this super precious vinyl model of a thing, I forget what it was, and when I was a baby, I messed it up."
Sparkie frowned. "That's a strange reason to be named something."
"Why don't you have any friends?" Octavier asked. Sparkie grumbled.
"What kind of a question is that?"
"Vinyl said you just read books and stuff."
"I like books. They're... familiar. Books are the same everywhere."
Octavier tilted his head to the side. "You're weird."
Sparkie scrunched up her nose defensively. "Your... your face is weird!"
Instead of being insulted, Octavier just laughed. Vinyl couldn't help but giggle along with her. Before they could stop, the bell began to ring, signalling that it was time they get back to class. Vinyl groaned.
"Ohh! I guess I have to go now," she told Octavier. The young pony smiled, suddenly a lot more shy than before.
"Uh, yeah! Okay. Uhm..."
Vinyl felt like she should leave, but it would be rude to go without hearing what Octavier had to say. Sparkie closed her book and prepared to leave.
"Uhm... I'll see you around later, then?" Octavier asked. Vinyl grinned, and nodded. 
"Sure thing! You're really cool."
Octavier beamed, and trotted away. "Wonderful! See you later!"
Vinyl hesitated, then skipped up to Sparkie again. "I like Octavier. He's nice."
Sparkie couldn't help but smile. "You know it's not Octavier, it's Octavia? As in octave, a music thing? Also, I'm pretty sure she's a girl."
Vinyl felt like the world dropped out from under her. "Are you sure?"
"Yup. Her voice is really deep, though."
Vinyl tilted her head to the side. "Huh. She's still a nice filly, though."
Sparkie looked down at the ground. "I guess. I just want to finish my book."

Spike was struggling to keep up with Twilight's own specific brand of organized mayhem: teleporting from book to book, snatching them up in a magical field before moving  onto her next shelf. Spike groaned. The only time she had been this exited was when she had began researching the lost Library of Alhexandria, the largest collection of all things arcane in Equestria. 
"I just don't  understand why you think Winter Wrap Up is so special!" he told her. "It's just a bunch of ponies clearing out snow!"
Twilight landed on the wooden floor of her library, the books clattering onto a table. "Yes, but it's... well, it's exactly that! No magic. It's..."
Spike saw her hesitate. "Boring?"
Twilight tapped her hoof, annoyed. "No! It's— and I can't believe I'm using Rainbow's word— awesome. Do you know how often ponies manage without magic?"
Spike shrugged. "All the time?"
"Never! Pegasus fly, Unicorns use spells, and Earth Ponies use their own kind of magic. They never try to find any other way around their problems, it's just... magic, magic, always magic!"
Spike narrowed his eyes. He didn't like it when Twilight began referring to ponies as 'they'.
"But all you know is magic. That's kind of hypocritical, isn't it?"
Twilight flicked one of her books open, annoyed. "Well, I'm sorry about that. My super special talent is magic, and books. It's all I have."
"Your super special talent is not books," Spike replied, trying to change the conversation topic. "I have no idea why you like books so much, but it isn't because of your cutie mark."
Twilight looked at the pictures of ponies clearing away snow and planting seeds. Sure, everything looked strange, but it also felt wholesome. 
Spike grumbled. He had been afraid that moving away  from Celestia might be too big of a change for Twilight, always so shy, strange, and reserved. If it wasn't for her letters back to her teacher, he didn't know what might have happened to Twilight.
"Okay, well, you enjoy reading," he said. "I'll be going for a walk. Try not to mess the library up too much."
Twilight nodded, and Spike left. He had to discuss this with somepony. Once he was outside, he looked around for one of her new friends. Preferably one of the more reasonable ones. Even more preferably, Rarity. Just so long as whoever it was could give him advice without their usual Ponyville madness.
"Spike!" came a voice from above. Spike groaned. He had wanted a reasonable pony.
"Yes, Rainbow Dash?" he asked, looking up at the colourful pegasus swooping down towards him. She was smiling: she was always smiling when she flew.
"You look lost. You know the library is just behind you, right?"
Spike groaned. "Actually, I was looking for advice: Twilight's acting weird again. I don't suppose you've seen Rarity? Applejack? Maybe even Fluttershy?"
Rainbow shook her head. "No, no, and no. But hey: I'm great at advice!"
"I was actually hoping for somepony with a cool head."
"I'm the coolest pony around!" Rainbow exclaimed, pawing the ground with her hoof, a wild, manic grin on her face. "C'mon, tell me what's up!"
Spike sighed. "Well... okay. But promise not to tell everypony?"
"Uh, 'kay. They don't call me Rainbow 'keep your mouth shut and don't tell a soul' Dash for nothing."
"Uh... right."
"Hey, did I ever tell you about Mayor Mare's drinking problem?"
"This was a bad idea."
Rainbow rolled her eyes. "I was kidding! She doesn't have a drinking problem."
Spike muttered to himself darkly before continuing. "Okay, whatever. You know Celestia sent Twilight here so she could make friends, right?"
Rainbow nodded. "Yeah. Good choice, too: all the cool ponies live here."
"Well, she wouldn't have needed to is Twilight could make friends on her own. She's sort of... shy."
"She didn't seem shy to me. Just a bit cold."
Spike nodded. "Yes, it can seem that way. She never really understood ponies. I don't know why, since she's met more than her share, but every now and then, she gets all weirded out by pegasi, or unicorns. She seems a bit happier around earth ponies, though, and  I don't know why."
"But isn't she a unicorn? Why'd she find her own tribe weird?" Rainbow asked. Spike shrugged.
"I don't know. I expect this went on since before I was born, and she never told me why. But before Celestia left for Canterlot, after we turned Nightmare Moon back to good, the Princess had a private word with me."
Rainbow was sufficiently intrigued at this point. "Yeah?"
"Celestia wanted me to keep an eye on her, and make sure she didn't start acting... weird. And even told me that if I thought anything was off, I was to write back to her."
"That's kinda' strange."
"I know. And she's acting weird now, all obsessed with doing things the 'earth pony way'."
"This about Winter Wrap Up?"
"Yes."
Rainbow tapped her chin. "Well... I'm no expert about crazy basket-cases..."
Spike raised his eyebrow at the term. "That's polite of you."
"...But I'd say that we should trust her. She may be acting weird, but that's no reason to worry about it. It'll only make things tougher for her if she can't put her faith in us."
"But what if..."
"I think Twi' earned some trust, anyway. I mean, she's allowed to like things. If she's super into doing things the earth pony way, that's no big deal. If she starts wailing about some weird bookworm problem, then maybe call Celestia."
Spike sighed. "So I'm worrying about nothing?"
"Yeah, pretty much," Rainbow said. "But for what it's worth, you're doing a great job keeping an eye on her."
Spike rolled his eyes. "Yeah, sometimes I wonder which one of us is really the adult."
"Easy: it's Applejack," Rainbow said. In a conspirational whisper, she added: "It's always Applejack."
"...and I think that's all the serious I'm going to get out of you," Spike muttered. "Thanks for the advice. It helps."
"You got it! Gotta' fly!"
With a powerful jump, Rainbow flew into the air, disappearing with a whoosh. Spike sighed, and went back to the library.
Maybe it was time to ask Celestia why Twilight acted so strangely.

The Crystal Empire really was a special place, Cadence thought to herself. Particularly at morning. It was the special way that the sun hit the semi transparent buildings, reflecting the light into a kaleidoscope of colour that shone across the entire land. It was nothing short of magical.
She was just disappointed that Twilight didn't seem to be enjoying the view as much as her.
The young alicorn was standing, alone with Spike, on one of the balconies overlooking the town, although her eyes were fixed firmly on the ground. Cadence flew over to her, desperate to put a smile on her friend's face again.
"Twilight! You look sad. Aren't you glad to be back?" she asked. Twilight looked up at the Princess, and gave a wan smile.
"Oh, I am. It's nice to be back in hooves again," she admitted. "Although the place beyond the mirror... definitely felt familiar."
"So why aren't you smiling? You should be with your friends, enjoying yourself. You saved the world, and even reformed Sunset Shimmer. I'd say that's cause for celebration."
"We celebrated quite enough over there," Twilight admitted. Spike nodded. 
"It was really fun, too," he said.
"So..."
"Well, it's just that... in the end, it ended up being a magical place, just like here. Not... you know."
Cadence suddenly became serious. "The place you keep on dreaming about?"
"Yeah."
Spike grumbled. "So you know about that too?"
"Of course I do. I am a Princess, after all," she explained to Spike.
Twilight sighed. "I can't really remember anything from over there. Adjusting to hands and legs was beyond strange. I had always thought that it was some sort of dream. That I had never been... different," she said. "It wasn't a dream at all though, was it? I came from a real place. A place without magic."
Cadence sat down. She hadn't really thought it would come to this, even though Celestia had warned her that going through the mirror might trigger... memories.
"Over the years, me and Celestia worked very hard trying to figure out where you came from... and if you could be sent back," she began. Twilight's ears flicked with interest. "We collected all the information we had gathered on you upon your arrival, and began theorizing. It's still something I work on to this day."
"What did you find out?" Twilight asked.
"Celestia isn't sure, but just before Luna came back, she theorized that you weren't an accident: you were sent in order to save Equestria from eternal darkness. She was never able to prove her theory, and neither could I, but it does seem awfully convenient. When Celestia began arranging matters for you to use the elements, a few other ponies in the know thought she had finally lost it."
"I can't believe Celestia ever 'losing it'."
"Neither can I. I supported her too... if only because her plan involved you making friends," Cadence said, jokingly. Spike chuckled.
"I'll say."
"Ha, ha," Twilight droned. "Very funny."
Cadence shrugged. "It didn't seem funny at the time. Celestia had always meant for you to have a happy life in Equestria, and she never liked seeing you alone. You have to admit, you didn't have a lot of friends back in Canterlot."
"I had you, and Shiny. And Spike."
Cadence nodded. "Of course you did: we weren't going to leave you alone, after all."
"Did you ever find out why I'm so good  at magic?" Twilight asked. Cadence tapped her chin.
"Well, we believed there were two reasons: the first was that, when you arrived, a lot of magic was, well, I guess 'beamed' is the best I can come up with, into you, which gave you a natural affinity for it. And then, when you developed an interest in it, your pony body took it to be your super-special-talent, and that was that."
"Huh."
"Celestia took it as a sign that you were meant to be the one to save Equestria. She doesn't really believe in coincidences."
Twilight smiled. "No, she doesn't. I don't know what I would have done without her. Or my parents."
"Yes, they really were quite brave to take you on. A lot of the other ponies who knew were afraid of you. Not her, though."
"Or me!" Spike added.
"Well, we didn't tell you until Winter Wrap Up, when you began asking questions," Cadence retorted. Spike shrugged.
"I still put up with her weirdness."
Twilight laughed. "I wasn't that weird."
"I have pictures."
Cadence chuckled, glad that Twilight's tension seemed to be easing away. "So you're definitely more comfortable as a pony now?" she asked.
"I guess I am. I hadn't really known for sure until I went back to being human... even if it was still in a magical place."
Cadence grinned. "You have no idea how happy it makes me to hear that."

Celestia held the young filly in her hooves, her face grave. The child looked like she could be no older than five, and she had no idea how old it had been upon arrival, or what effect this transition would have on her mind.
The doctor she had spoken to earlier was the only one left: everypony else had been scared of this new, small, delicate foal.
"What are you going to do with her?" she asked. Celestia sighed.
"I suppose I'll find an orphanage for her. Keep a careful watch on her, too. I'm still not sure why  she arrived here, and that's rather... unsettling."
"She won't do well in an orphanage: she's still adjusting to her new body, and if the other ponies ask her about her past, what will she answer?"
Celestia looked over at the doctor. "You have another suggestion?"
"I... I do. Me and my husband... well, we've got space in our house. And we were thinking about having another child anyway."
Celestia raised her eyebrow, understanding what the mare was offering. "Really? I didn't expect this of you."
"I'm not as easily frightened as other ponies, your Highness. I once had to deliver minotaur triplets... and believe me, those little critters have sharp horns."
Celestia chuckled. "I can't imagine that was pleasant for—"
"And if you think they were bad, just wait 'till I tell you about their mother..."
"Yes, I was about to get to that part."
"And anyway," the doctor continued, "This way it will be easier for you to keep an eye on her, right? I am one of your doctors."
Celestia held up her hoof. "You don't need to convince me, miss Velvet. I'm sure that you and your family will be perfect for her."
The mare beamed. "Oh, Night Light's going to be so happy!" she exclaimed a little tearfully as Celestia handed her the small filly. "D-do you want to name her?"
Celestia smiled. "Well, it is twilight. I don't suppose you'd mind if she shared your name?"
Doctor Twilight Velvet grinned. "Not at all... not at all."

Shining Armour smiled as he was handed the letter. Cadence smiled as the piece of paper passed hooves. "I think you'll find the picture particularly nice."
Shining was a little apprehensive: he hadn't been made aware of Celestia's decision to send his sister to Ponyville, and he still wasn't entirely sure he agreed. Putting her out there, all alone, sounded like asking for trouble.
"Why do you say that?" he asked, still thinking. He thought back to when he got the news of Twilight defeating Nightmare Moon: in one moment, all of Celestia and Cadences crazy theories had seemed all too real. It didn't matter to Shining: whatever Twilight had been before, she was his sister, and that was all that mattered to him.
She wasn't supposed to be some crazy prophesized pony: she was just a talented pony who he cared for dearly.
"Just look, will you?" his marefriend told him insistently. Shining obliged.
The picture was of Twilight, but for the first time he could remember, she wasn't alone. She was with five... no, six, if you counted the dragon... other ponies. There was a pink earth pony, two pegasi, one of which had the most ridiculously coloured mane he had ever seen, a beautiful, pristine unicorn, and another earth pony in a hat. These must have been the other Elements Celestia had mentioned.
And right in the centre was his sister. She looked so happy.
He turned his eyes towards the letter, Cadence's hoof brushing his mane gently.
Dear brother,
I understand you may be worried about me. I've never been so far away from home, but the truth is, I feel like I belong here more than anywhere else. The ponies here are more friendly than any others I've met.
And don't worry about my secret: I know that it will just cause trouble if I tell everypony about where I came from. But every time I'm around my friends, I get the impression they wouldn't mind even if I did.
So, I guess what I'm trying to write is this: I'm really happy here. Happier than I've ever been before: I feel that this is my true calling.
Say hi to mom and dad for me!
Twi
"See? I told you you'd like it," Cadence told Shining. 
Shining smiled, and folded the letter neatly.
"Yeah... yeah, you did."
So that was it, then? After over ten years, Twilight had finally adjusted to living in Equestria?
It had taken her long enough.

Shirley could barely keep her eyes open. She let her head rest against the door of the car, the vibrations of the vehicle occasionally jostling her head, hard enough to annoy her but not wake her.
All the lights of the road shone from behind her eyelids. The yellowy-green lights  from the lamps, the ones that cast scary shadows through her curtains at, came and went periodically, hypnotizing her. There were also the headlights of the cars on the opposite lane, blinding her with bright white light before disappearing with a whooshing sound. Afterwards all she'd see was the red as they shot away into the night.
She stifled a yawn, and held her small toy even closer. 
"When do we get home?" she asked, still keeping her eyes shut.
"Soon, darling," was the reply. "We're almost past Clackmannanshire."
Shirley heard her father yawn. It looked like he was just as tired as she was. It had been a long car journey.
Suddenly, Shirley woke up. The car swerved violently to the left. She opened her eyes and desperately looked around.
"Blast!" her father exclaimed, right before Shirley heard a terrifying grinding and crashing sound. The right side of the car imploded inwards, the metal snapping and bending and throwing shards of glass everywhere, hitting her in the face. Shirley screamed, horrified and shocked.
The force of the impact threw her and her father back, and then they collided with something hard on the left side of the car too.
They had been sandwiched between another car, and the side of Clackmannanshire bridge. The window directly to her left shattered as well, and her seatbelt slammed into her chest due to her momentum, making her want to throw up. Her head continued moving until it hit the window, her body trapped by the seatbelt.
She heard something snap.
Her vision was blurred when she tried lifting her head from the window again, and the only thing she could really make out was her father try to climb out of the car and get to her. When his hand touched the railing of the bridge, it left a red stain behind.
Scared, Shirley looked at her own hands. They were drenched in red. She looked over at the broken window her head had collided with: it must have opened up a deep gash on her head.
She was starting to feel very cold. She tried to grasp at her toy as she struggled to breathe.
Her little purple unicorn doll.
As her ears rang and her father tried to get to her, she closed her eyes again.


			Author's Notes: 
And here it is. I had challenged myself to write a HiE, to see what kind of thing I'd come up with, and how difficult it really was. I wasn't really surprised by the melancholy of it. Every time I thought of HiE, I felt it was kind of sad to combine the real world, where magic could not exist, and the idyllic fairytale country of Equestria which we can never really go to.
Anyway, I tried to be halfway original in what I wrote, and not just write a story about a human who suffers a tragic accident, is sent to Equestria, defeats a great evil and befriends all the main characters. So I proceeded to write a story about a human who suffers a tragic accident, is sent to Equestria, where she defeats a great evil and befriends all the main characters. Wait a minute...
Okay, well I get points for making the human Twilight, don't I? That's got to count for something.
Anyhoo, I hoped you liked my little foray into HiE. It won't happen again. Feel free to comment, like, dislike, and all that palaver.
Also, Clackmannanshire is a real place that I visit from time to time, about half an hour from Edinburgh. Good on you if you recognized it.
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