
		
			[image: Cover image]
		

	
		Shifting Sands

		Written by Sphinx_Herald

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Twilight Sparkle

					Original Character

					Changelings

					Gore

					Adventure

					Mystery

		

		Description

The Golden Sea is an ancient desert with entire kingdoms now mostly buried under the scorching sand. A land so thick with legend and history it simply lay under the sand waiting to be unearthed. So, when Twilight is invited to go to an excavation in the desert she agrees, expecting to uncover ancient history. However, when she stumbles across an injured sphinx in the middle of the desert she quickly finds more than simple history remains hidden under the sands. Some mysteries are simply best to remain buried.
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		Chapter 1



	“Thanks for the help you two,” Rarity says looking at the material on the shelf before her. Twilight smiles at the white unicorn, she takes a moment to be sure of her magical grip on the numerous materials she’s carrying.
“Anything for you Rarity,” Spike says from Twilight’s back. He stares dreamily at Rarity.
“It’s no problem, I understand that this is an important order,” Twilight says.
“Important doesn’t even begin to describe it. The Canterlot ensemble wants me, me, to tailor some clothes for their next show. This is the biggest moment of my career, which is why I must have the best materials,” Rarity says. She levitates a length of white silk off the shelf, that looks much like her own coat. With a smile she passes it over to Twilight.
“Why wouldn’t they, everypony knows you’re the best designer in Equestria!” Spike exclaims.
“Thanks Spike, but I can’t even begin to compare to some of the tailors in Canterlot.”
“That’s because you’re so much better than them!” Twilight chuckles at the baby dragon’s enthusiasm.
“Thank you, Spike, you always know what to say.” Rarity trots further down the aisle casting glances at either side until something catches her eye. Black fabric floats off the shelf and over to Twilight, who takes it in her magic before Rarity lets go. They head back to the front counter where Rarity finds several spools of thread to buy as well. 
“That’ll be seventy-five bits,” says the cashier, a dark blue unicorn with a light pink mane. Rarity nods and levitates the bits out of her saddlebag. The cashier quickly puts the fabrics into several bags. “Have a nice day.”
Rarity and Twilight grab a few bags each, Spike jumps off Twilight’s back and grabs a bag as well. Together they head out the door and toward the Carousel Boutique. Once outside Twilight’s eyes immediately flash toward the large crystal tree towering out of the middle of Ponyville. The trunk is made out of blue crystals. The branches of the ‘tree’ hold a castle made of purple crystal. A balcony juts out the front. “Still not quite used to that,” Twilight mumbles.
“Hm, oh, your castle? I must admit, it is still quite strange to wake up and see that every day, but it’s starting to grow on me. It also looks absolutely fabulous against the countryside,” Rarity says. Twilight takes her eyes off the castle to look at her friend.
“It’s nice, but kinda big. It’s just really lonely with just me and Spike in there.”
“Yeah, it’s just so creepy. A place that big with no one in there,” Spike mumbles. He sees Rarity looking at him and blushes. “Well, that’s what Twilight tells me, I don’t find it scary.”
“Oh, well, at least you have your little Spikey-Wikey to look after you than,” Rarity coos, she smiles at her. Twilight returns the smile and they resume walking to the boutique.
“Yeah, at least I have him, but it’s still pretty lonely.” She moves to the side of the road to let a group of foals run by. Whispering reaches her ears as the group walks past, on occasion they look over their shoulder at her.
“Hm, I guess not everypony is meant for that type of life,” Rarity says with a shrug. They turn onto another road. Soon they arrive at the boutique, a blue aura surrounds the door and it swings open. Rarity trots in without breaking her stride, she is quickly followed by Twilight. The white unicorn places the bags on the ground. “You can put those down anywhere, I think I can handle it from here.”
“Sure.” The bags float to a corner of the room and are slowly lowered to the ground. “Is there anything else you need help with?”
“Oh, no, not right now, you’ve helped plenty. I wouldn’t want to keep you from your own royal duties. Anyways, I have my little Spikey-Wikey to help me,” Rarity coos. Twilight looks over at the dragon who is standing beside Rarity in a daze.
“Alright then, good luck with the project, Spike I expect you back home for supper.”
“Remind me when this is done that we have to go to the spa together, my treat.” Twilight nods and goes out the door. She looks back over at her castle. With a few flaps of her wings she is flying toward it. Ponies walk through the streets below pulling carts or looking at market stalls. A few ponies she can make out, but the majority seem like blurs against the background. Pegasi fly past pushing a couple of clouds with them. There’s going to be a storm I guess.
“Hey! Twilight!” someone shouts, quickly bringing her attention to the ground under her. Below her in the middle of the street is a tan brown stallion, his mane a mess of darker shades of brown and black. He is waving his forelegs frantically still trying to get her attention.
“Lore?” she asks coming down to land. She knows the stallion from around town, he used to stop at the library fairly often. He’s also one of the many ponies who offered her books to help fill the library in her new castle.
“Hey, good morning,” Lore says.
“It’s two in the afternoon.”
“Well, it’s too bad time’s relative, ain’t it? Anyways, whacha up to, busy saving the world again?” 
“I was just heading home, I was going to work on some reports for the Princess.”
“Fantastic, I was just heading down that way to have a chat with you,” Lore says starting off toward the castle.
“Don’t suppose it has anything to do with Nova?” Twilight asks as she follows along, keeping to the ground this time.
“No. I was wondering if you wanted to join me on a trip.”
“A trip?”
“Yeah! Well… kinda… Tell me, what do you know about the Golden Sea?"
“It’s a desert near Saddle Arabia, isn’t it? One of the driest places in the world, and it’s home to the sphinxes.”
“Good, now how would you like go to an excavation down there?”
“An excavation?”
“Yeah, it’s being funded by the Trottingham Museum. And since my father’s a curator he managed to pull a few strings to get me onto the ship that’ll be bring some supplies to the site. Well anyways, I figured since you’re a scholar you would love a chance to go to the excavation site of ancient ruins. The tomb of King Trot I believe. There’s probably not going to be any five-star hotels for a princess to stay at but it should still be fun.”
A wide smile stretches across her face, but it lasts for only a few moments before it’s gone. “I would love to go, but I have other things to do. I have reports to write up, studying to tend to.”
Lore chuckles. “Funny, I don’t think there’s anything more important to the princess of friendship than maintaining relations with her friends and I do believe that I am your friend. Besides, sphinxes aren’t known for their hospitality, maybe you could make a new friend.”
“Well, uh… I guess you have a point,” she says with a sighs. Well, I guess I could do some studying while I’m over there. 
“Imagine, you can be one of a few who gets to meet them and learn about their culture, government, writing. You can help thousands of ponies learn about this reclusive civilization. You might even become friends with one.”
Twilight smiles at the idea. “I guess I could go. It certainly sounds like it will be quite the learning experience. But what about the rest of the girls?”
“I think they’re all busy, Rainbow should be at that Wonderbolts tryouts thing. I heard about Rarity’s commision. I checked in with Applejack, she’s going to visit relatives in Manehattan. I found a note at Fluttershy’s saying that she went to the Wonderbolts thing to cheer on Dash. And I think Pinkie went to visit her family on the farm.”
“Oh…”
“Come on now, you’ll be able to tell them all about it when you come back. Besides, you’ve been through quite a bit with that whole Tirek thing, you deserve a break.”
“I suppose you’re right.” After a moment of silence Twilight sighs. “Alright, I’ll go with you.”
“Cool, pack your things we’re leaving tomorrow morning.”
Her smile drops slightly. That soon? “Wait, tomorrow?”
Lore gives a sheepish smile and scratches the back of his neck. “I’m not the greatest at planning.”
“How long is the trip going to be?”
“A week, give or take a day.”
“Well, I can’t just leave for a week without telling everypony.”
“Use a megaphone,” Lore says with a chuckle, Though Twilight seems to miss the joke.
“That won’t work, I have to tell my friends. They’d be worried if I’m gone for a week and they don’t know where. And what about Spike?”
“Well, I did say we leave tomorrow. You still have all of today to tell your friends and write letters to the ones who are away. If you need more time we’ll just leave later in the day. As for Spike… he can come if he wants to.”
“I don’t think he’d want to come, he’s helping Rarity with her latest commision. And I know I can leave him alone for a day or two, but I’m not so sure about a week.”
“Can’t he stay with Rarity?”
“I guess that could work, I’ll have to ask her first though. But, until I know I can’t go.”
“That’s fine, I just wanted to see if you wanted to come. Well, uh, I’ll be at my place, how about when you know whether or not you can come, you come tell me?”
“Sure,” Twilight says with a smile.
Lore gives a her a quick little bow, nothing of the formal bow that most would give to a princess. “Well, in that case, until next time.” He smiles to her once again and starts off in another direction, probably toward his house. She briefly tilts her head back and looks up at the sky, grey clouds dot the sky letting only a few rays of sunshine through.
Wanting to avoid the rain clouds Twilight opts to walk over to Rarity’s rather than fly over. She must have been talking with him for a good hour if the pegasi have moved this many clouds since she went inside. Quite a few ponies still walk along the road, even with the clouds overhead.
Her eyes drift upwards once more as a few more pegasi put another cloud in place. Guess there really is going to be a storm. Wonder if Lore knows? She pushes the thought to the back of her mind, replacing it with wonders of what she’ll find and learn. The possibility of learning about the sphinxes or even becoming friends with one too great to pass. The more she thinks about it the more excited she is for the trip, though it’s still dulled by the fact her friends won’t be there.
After a few minutes of walking the boutique comes into view. She can spot a few objects moving around inside. Looks like Rarity’s busy, I hope she has time to talk. Trotting up to the door she gives it a quick knock, a second later a blue aura surrounds the door and it swings open.
“Oh, hello Twilight.” Rarity stands at the door giving her a slightly confused look. “I thought you’d be able to spend at least more than an hour away from Spike.”
“What? Oh, it’s not that. Actually, I did want to talk to you about him.”
“What?!” she hears Spike shout from one of the back rooms.
“But, I just ran out of amethysts and we were going to find some more. I guess I could do it myself but all that digging and pulling.”
“Actually, Lore invited me on a trip to the Golden Sea. It’s going to be a week long trip and I was wondering if he could stay with you while I’m gone.” Twilight thinks she hears a gasp coming from somewhere inside the house.
“Oh… that’s rather… sudden, but I would love to look after him while you’re away. It’ll give me some time to spend with the sweetheart. When is the trip, by the way?”
“Tomorrow, Lore’s not too good with giving ponies much forewarning.”
“Well, that’s fine, he can continue to help me with my commission.”
Twilight hugs her friend with a little squee, “Oh, thank you, Rarity. I promise I’ll bring you back something.” She lets go of her Rarity, giving her a smile.
“No need, dear. I should be the one thanking you for letting me spend a little more time with him.”
They hear footsteps running from the back room. Spike comes skidding around a corner and tackles Twilight in a hug. “Thank you, thank you, thank you!”
“Don’t thank me yet, I’ll need your help for a few minutes.”
Twilight stands in front Lore’s house, it stands larger than the other houses around it. It’s wooden planks are dulled and worn, but still seem very sturdy. The roof is made of shingles rather than being thatched like most of the other buildings in Ponyville. And it seems older than most other houses in Ponyville.
She can hear music playing on just the other side of the door. Not the same kind of music she generally hears in Ponyville or Canterlot, something a bit more exotic. She gives the door a few knocks and waits for the door to open. Shuffling can be heard from the other side. Soon the door opens revealing a smiling Lore.
“Good morning,” he greets. Looking behind him Twilight spots a few bags lying in the middle of his cluttered living room.
“You know it’s still afternoon, right?” 
Lore blinks a few times then shrugs, “Still morning to me.”
“I talked with Rarity, she said she could look after Spike.”
“Does that mean you’re coming?” he asks. Twilight can clearly see the anticipation in his eyes. She nods her head. “Yes!” he shouts with a bit of a hoofpump. “I promise you won’t regret this, you’ll have the time of your life. There’ll be sand, mummies, tombs, well really only one tomb but you get the idea, if we’re lucky there might even be a curse.”
Twilight chuckles at his enthusiasm, then a crack of thunder causes her to jump. She looks up at the darkening sky. “Guess I should go home and pack before I get soaked.”
“Alright, also meet me at the train station tomorrow morning.” She gives a quick nod as the first few drops begin to fall.
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		Chapter 2



	Twilight looks up at the airship in awe. It’s not like most other airships found in Canterlot. This one is nearly twice the size of the average private airship owned by the higher classes of the city. It is painted a dull brown with blotches of dark green, that all blur together as the water drips off of it. From the look of the hull she doubts that even a dragon could bring the thing down once it gets into the air.
Lore simply chuckles and walks down the dock toward the ramp where several ponies are loading supplies onto the ship. Among the supplies are water, food, camping equipment, and quite a few tools for digging. Twilight shakes her head and comes back to reality and starts following him bringing her bags in tow. “I see why your father says it can go through a hurricane.”
Lore looks over his shoulder at her with a smile. “Well, it was built for something a bit scarier than a storm. It was originally called a ‘Dragon Hunter’.” 
Twilight takes a step back and gives him a shocked look. “Dragon Hunter!”
He just chuckles again. “I mean they were originally going to be called that. Never actually got there. This was the prototype, it was finalized then modified to hunt down pirates. No others were ever made.”
“Shouldn’t this be in a museum?”
“Where would you put it? It’s the size of a house, my father had nowhere to put it in his museum. Besides, she still has a good few years left in her, no point in retiring it yet.”
Twilight shakes her head and sighs. “But still, it seems irresponsible to be using a historical object.”
Lore shrugs and opens a door in the cargo bay, the door lead down a hall with door of either side. At the far end of the hall are a pair of stairs on either side, both leading up. “He only uses it for special projects, other than that it spends all its time on a field outside Trottingham. He thinks it’s better to give it some use rather than leaving it rot as he tries to find some way to preserve it.”
He starts down the hall, ignoring the doors on either side. “Quarters for the deck hooves, later addition for when they figured out they weren’t hunting dragons,” Lore says. He heads up the stairs, completely skips the second level and heads straight to the top.
They come to a larger room which both stairs connect to. There are only two doors, one toward the front of the ship, the bow as Twilight recalls from a few lessons. The other leads to the stern. A ladder is attached to the wall heading further up, supposedly the way to get to the balloon which allows it to fly. Without any hesitation Lore opens the door towards the bow.
The room is dominated by the window which allows the crew to steer the ship. A large wheel, much like those of sail ships, stands in the center of the room. Along the walls are control panels, of sorts, whose uses Twilight cannot even begin to guess. Standing in the bridge are two stallions and a mare. The mare is wearing a coat and what seems to be a captain’s hat.
They pause for a moment when Twilight and Lore enter, but mare’s eye grow wide once she see’s Twilight. She quickly bows, taking off her hat. “It’s an honor, princess.”
Twilight chuckles nervously as the two stallions follow suit. “No need to bow, I should be the one who is grateful.”
The mare stands back up and nods to the stallions and they leave the bridge. The mare is a light blue pegasus, her mane is a mess of dark purples and white. She puts her hat back on and glares at Lore. “Lore, it’s nice to see you, but you could have warned me you were going to be bringing a… guest.”
“I didn’t, she’s a friend, not a guest and not a princess, but a friend. Anyways, I didn’t see any reason to warn the great Star Chart,” Lore says with a smile.
“I told you to just call me Star,” she growls at him. She turns back to Twilight with another small bow. “I welcome you aboard my vessel--”
“When it’s not docked outside Trottingham. Or, when your friend isn’t hired to captain it.”
“Yes, when it’s not docked outside of Trottingham.” She glares at Lore again, “Happy?” She turns back without waiting for an answer. “I hope you enjoy your trip.”
“Thank you.”
“Maybe you would like to make yourselves comfortable as you wait? Your quarters are through the other door, second door to the right.” She grabs Lore before he can go out the door. “Speaking of Siren, I heard you sunk one of her boats, and part of her dock. And I can guarantee that she’ll know where you are if you keep pestering me, understood?”
Lore nods his head so fast it becomes a blur for a moment. Star nods and lets him go. Lore quickly runs out of the room and closes the door behind him. He goes over to the other door and it opens to another hallway. Twilight follows him in and open the door to her room.
She drops her saddlebags onto the bed and takes in the room. It’s fairly small, a single bed sits against the opposite to the door. A desk stands against the same wall next to the window. A drawer is at the foot of the bed. She hears a thud as Lore drops his bags onto the floor of the room across the hall from her.
“So, what do you think?” he calls over.
“It’s, uh, quaint.”
“Really? I find it pretty small. I am used to having my own house after all.” He walks back into the hall. “Well, I’m off!”
“Where are you going?” Twilight asks.
“To help load the supplies.”
“Oh, can I help?”
Star clears her throat from further down the hall. “There’s no need for that, princess. The supplies are almost onboard and we should be ready to leave in a few minutes. As I had said, you two should get comfy, it’s not going to be a short trip.”
“Yes sir, captain,” Lore says with a mock salute.
“Keep it up and I’ll make sure you stay on this ship until Siren arrives.”
Lore sprints into his room and starts rummaging through his bag. “Oh, I almost completely forgot about the book I brought. A book that will keep my nicely distracted and out of your way for pretty well the whole trip.”
“Good thing you remembered.” She turns to Twilight, “If there is anything you need, just ask.” Star smiles and goes back to the bridge. Lore lets out an audible sigh of relief.
“What’s the story between you two?” Twilight asks.
“Uh, I kinda sunk her sister’s ship. They’re not really sisters though, just really good friends.”
Twilight nods and walks over to her own bed. She levitates a few books out of her bag. She starts to read as the engines of the ship roar to life.

Darkness, darkness is all that surrounds her. Where am I? She thinks as panic begins to build. Something wet and cold is covering her, not water something else. She takes a few steps back, looking around frantically for something, anything that she can see. Then she feels herself bump into a cold stone wall, a soft thud echoing through the air for a moment. 
Okay, calm down, she thinks as she starts to take deep slow breaths. The air around her is cool, damp, there’s an earthy tinge to the scent, nothing like the arid desert winds. After a couple of seconds her eyes begin to adjust to the darkness, and she find herself standing in a cavern.
The cave stretches well into the darkness, to the point at the ceiling is still impossible to see. Columns of stone jut out of the ground, towering all the way up into the darkness, presumably holding the ceiling up. Looking at the closest wall, it’s covered in holes going in any which direction. 
She looks down to see whats covering her, while she still can’t see colors it looks almost like slime. It’s stuck in her feather and fur. Slowly, she picks herself up, wiping off what slime she can. Where am I and how did I get here?

Twilight sighs, looking up at the ceiling of her room on the airship. Next to her is a book, closed with a bookmark in the last few pages. Across the hall Lore quietly enjoys his own book. Something tells her it would be completely silent if it weren’t for the hum of the engines and the wind rushing against the hull.
She’s used to long trips, certainly. With the trips between Ponyville and the Crystal Empire, and Manehattan, and other far flung towns in Equestria. But on those trips she had the girls to talk to and laugh with. Not this time though… It’s still going to be fun.
“Are you awake over there?” Lore asks from across the hall. She looks down at him as he packs his book away into his bag.
“I wasn’t sleeping.”
“Alright, just wanted to make sure you didn’t miss something. You might want to look out the window by the way.”
She sits up and turns to look out her window. Outside, far below dunes of golden sand ripple across the desert. In the distance the sun is beginning to set, turn the sky into shades of orange and purple, making it hard to tell where the sand ends and the sky begins. There is nothing on the horizon, no towns, no trees, no mountains, just a sea of golden waves as far as she can see. I guess this is why it’s called the Golden Sea.
“Like the view?” Lore asks.
“I’ve never seen anything like it.”
“Well, you’ve seen the ocean,” Lore says from her side.
Twilight pulls her gaze from the porthole. Lore has his bags slung over his back with a hooded-cloak draped over his shoulders. A canteen hangs around his neck. “Are we leaving already?” Twilight asks as she starts levitating things in and out of her bag. She puts the bag on and then pulls a cloak of her own out.
“Not quite yet, but soon.” He nudges his head toward the door. “How ‘bout we go to the bridge?” Without waiting for a response he heads out the door and down the hall.
Twilight tries to follow him the best she. She never really got used to walking on an airship, just the way it moves under her hooves. Sure her balloon doesn’t bother her, but her hot air balloon doesn’t move as fast as the airship or have enough space to walk around at all. She eventually makes it to the end of the hall, Lore leans against the door to the bridge with a smirk on his face. He chuckles at her then opens the door.
Inside is more busy than when they were in there the first time. Star is standing at the helm, steering the ship to their destination. Asides from her four other ponies sit at the consoles along the walls. They chat amongst themselves, usually reporting the ship’s status to the captain.
“Morning, Star!” Lore says, after a second he starts laughing. “Ha, get it? Morning Star? Like the weapon thing.”
“Is that a joke at my expense?” Star asks without looking at him.
“No, no, I was only saying good morning. Then I thought about what I said.”
“Maybe it’s best you don’t think then… for your sake more than my own.”
Twilight manages to make it into the room. She props herself up against the doorframe. Looking out the window she sees a small tomb standing out against the dunes. Tents surround the tomb, with seemingly little organization to it.
“Is that it?” she almost squees.
“Princess!” Star quickly whips around to face Twilight. “Sorry, I-I didn’t know you were there.”
Twilight takes a nervous step back, Lore tries to hold back a chuckle. “It’s fine, I was just curious if that’s the dig site.”
Star looks back out the forward window. “Uh, Y-yeah that’s the site.” She grabs the helm again. “Sorry, about over-reacting, I’m not used to meeting a princess.”
“It’s fine, sorry I scared you.”
“I was not scared! Uh, I mean, I was only nervous.” She focuses back on the job at hoof. “We should be arriving in a few minutes.”
Lore jumps between the two of them, a grin spreading across his face. “Race you to the cargo bay! Last one there gives a book to the winner.” He sprints out of the room and down the stairs.
Twilight uneasily follows behind, being extra careful on the stairs as to not fall. She gets to the second level and thinks of exploring but skips it finding the idea of making friends with someone from a different race far more appealing.
She makes it to the cargo hold to find Lore happily chatting with one of the deck hooves. He see Twilight coming down the hall. “You owe me a book.”
“That was a little unfair.”
“How so?”
“I’m not used to walking on an airship.”
“Fair point, but I still won.” The deck hoof laughs beside him. The ship starts slowing down, Twilight silently thanks Celestia for the slower and more manageable speed. A resonating thud rings through the hull as the landing gear makes contact with the ground.
A button is pressed at the far end of the hold, a ramps lowers with a groan. Hot dry air rushes into the ship. Once the ramp touches the ground the deck hooves, and several ponies from outside start unloading the cargo. Lore smiles at Twilight and gestures toward the ramp. “Princesses first.”
Twilight sighs and walks out into the desert sun. She is immediately hit with a wall of sweltering heat, which threatens to steal her energy. The light of the sunset washes over the desert, turning it into it’s namesake. For a moment it gives a bit of a surreal experience. 
“Welcome to the King Trot excavation site!” a stallion says over the dying noise of the airship’s engines. He walks up from the larger grouping of tents. His coat, at least the parts that aren’t covered by his shirt, is a pale red almost pink. He has a blue mane with streaks of light purple. His eyes are hidden behind a pair of old aviator sunglasses. “Princess Twilight, and Lore I presume?”
“I presume you are correct!” Lore says shaking the stallion’s hoof.
“Glad you made it here alright. I am Fruit Paradise, but most call me Doc, I run the medical tent around here. You can consider me your impromptu guide.”
“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Fruit Paradise,” Twilight says shaking his hoof. The doctor smiles at her.
“Well, allow me to give you a tour of the camp,” he says motioning to the tents. Lore and Twilight nod at the offer. Doc leads them between the tents. “I must say, Lore, you didn’t give me much forewarning that your guest was a princess.”
“Didn’t see why I should.”
“Well, we put you both in the same tent.”
“Oh, uh… it’ll be fine,” Twilight says.
Doc looks at her for a moment, at least she thinks he does, hard to tell with the glasses. “Very well then, that saves us the hassle of setting up another.” They stop in front of one of the larger tents. “This one is the medical tent, also the one where I’m staying. If you ever have any problems just come to see me.”
He continues down the line of tents. “These belong to the archeologists, the diggers, the guards, effectively everyone that’s here.” He stops at one, not too far from the medical tent. “This one is yours. You said you didn’t want anything special.”
“I don’t like being treated differently,” Lore says with a shrug.
Stopping at another tent, this one is larger than most but still smaller than the medical one. “Mess hall of sorts. Where the cooks prepare the meals for everyone.” He gestures over to the tomb with a sweep of his arm. “And that over there is the tomb we’re excavating.”
The tomb is roughly in the center of the site, though most of it is still buried. All she can see of it is the pointed top, and the head of what seems to have been a large statue. Scaffolding twists around the structures, letting the ponies to get to the higher points. A few ponies dot the ground around it, digging away at the sand.
“Wow, it’s bigger than I thought it wa going to be,” Twilight says.
Doc chuckles then fixes his gaze back onto her. “Well, there’ more to it than what you see, most of it is still underground.”
“How much more?” Lore asks.
“No clue, I’m not one of the archeologists, I’m only here to make sure no one splits their head open. Anyways, that’s about it if you have any question just come find me. You have more or less free reign of the site, just don’t bug the archeologists and don’t break anything.”
Twilight looks around at the camp and dig site. After a few seconds see looks back at Doc. “Actually, I have a question, I don’t see any sphinxes working here, is there some sort of problem?”
There’s a sigh from Doc before he replies. “Right, that… Well, they’re not too happy that we’re here. From what I know they see us as outsiders trespassing on their land.”
“Wait, we were given permission to do this excavation right? We’re not really trespassing are we?”
“Don’t worry, we were given permission.”
“Well, if they see us as trespassing why were we given permission to start with?”
“No clue, maybe someone in Equestria did some pretty good diplomacy. But, some of the other say that it’s simply because no one really cares about this particular tomb. Apparently the sphinxes erased Trot’s name from the history books or something like that.”
“Oh, well that’s odd,” Twilight says trying to think of a reason why anyone would do that.
Lore raises his hoof like a foal wanting to ask a question to the teacher. “I have one! Where is the nearest town?”
Doc points southward then takes a moment to think and points a little to the west. “About a couple hour walk somewhere over that way. It’s called Bēti-Khonus, it’s supposed to mean ‘House of Khonus’ or something along those lines, again not my job to know. If you plan on going you might want to wait, you probably don’t want to be walking out there at night.”
“Isn’t it better to walk in a desert at night, because that way the sun isn't beating down on you?”
“True,” Doc says with a quick nod. “But, you’re just as likely to be attacked as you are a pony. You’d probably be killed by a bandit, or a guard. I’ll tell you what, I’ll look into getting a guide and some of the others for a quick trip out that way, but that’ll have to wait til tomorrow at least. Until then, check out the site, get yourselves set up. I’m should head back now, by now someone should have sprained their ankle.” He gives a quick bow to Twilight then heads off toward the medical tent.
The two look back down at the tomb and the ponies studying it. Twilight’s bag glows with a purple magic aura as a notebook and pencil float out. “Going to chat with the archeologists?” Lore asks noticing the magic.
“That and take as many notes as I can on the tomb itself. Once we get back to Equestria I want to tell the girls about every detail,” Twilight says starting off toward the dig. She briefly turns around to ask Lore if he’s going to come, but instead finds him already talking to some ponies. She decides not to bother him as it seems he has his own plans. 
After a minute or so of walking she arrives at the current base of the structure. It is made of large stone blocks, some almost as large as her. The blocks are well cut and rather smooth for their size. There are no carvings or decorations on any of them.
She turns her attention to the statue. It certainly seems to be the statue of a pony, though most of it is still buried. From what she can see the head carries the look of authority and importance. Guess you’re King Trot, I wonder what mysteries are hidden in there.

Darkness, forward and back is nothing but darkness. She sprints through the dark winding corridors, trying to avoid running into the walls. Behind the sounds of her pursuers continues to grow louder, chittering, screeching, and shouting. 
At the last moment she sees the corridor fork into two paths. Her claws try to dig into the rock to slow her down. Which way? She takes a moment to listen and see if she can hear anything from either tunnel. But all she hears is labored breathing, beating heart, and the echoing sound behind her. Damn it, I don’t have time.
As if on cue she hears a shout from behind, “There she is!”
Once again her claws try to dig into the rock as she sprints for the right tunnel. Suddenly the cave flashes green for a moment. A sharp pain jabs through her hindleg and her vision swims. But, she pushes through it. She’s going to get out, she’s not going to die here.

			Author's Notes: 
Here's chapter two. Usual rules apply, if you see mistakes I would appreciate being told of them. Anyways, I hope you all liked the chapter. Until next time,
-Sphinx
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