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		Chapter 1


			Author's Notes: 
This has been in my google docs for a long time. I actually just found it while working on something else. I hope y'all enjoy this.



Lights from a neon sign flickered inside of a cheap hotel room. Besides a half melted candle, it was the only source of light since the bulb in the lamp had blown ages ago. The room had simple amenities: a bed, nightstand, chair, and a copy of Celestia’s biography. It wasn’t meant to be grand, but just enough for a cheap night’s stay.
In this room, a pony paced back and forth. When she stopped, she began to tap her hoof along the carpeted floor.  Seconds felt like minutes, and minutes felt like hours. It wasn’t until ten minutes had past did she run to the bathroom and slam the door. There, she stayed for a few more minutes until she walked out with a grim look.
“So what’s the verdict?” Came a feminine voice on the bed, “Are you knocked up?”
“You would like to know, wouldn’t ya?” replied the pony.
“Of course. Well, I need something to keep me preoccupied while I’m tied down, Miss Moxie Doo.”
The pony grabbed the candle and walked towards the bed. With the burning light coming closer, the image of a apprehended griffin could be seen. Her black feathers seemed to take in the light, while her yellow beak reflected it back out. She wore a slight smirk as she rolled towards the pony. 
“Well? Are you pregnant or not?” The bird asked.
Moxie sighed before she sat down in the chair, “Yes, I am with foal.”
“Congratulations! When I free myself from these ropes, I’ll make sure to hit everything but your abdomen.”
“Good luck, that’s Saddle Arabian rope. You talons will break before you cut it, “ Moxie explained. She began to gather her equipment and one silver coin, “Anyway, I’m out this joint. You enjoy your stay.”
“Wait...you’re leaving me here?!”
Moxie walked to the door, opened it, and turned around to the griffin, “Well, Lena, seeing as you just tried to kill me, I say you deserve two nights of bed rests; I told the owner to not disturbed you.”
“Where do you think you’re going?!” Lena asked, struggling against her binds.
“I’m not going to raise this child alone…” Moxie answered, holding a pair of glasses and a name tag in her hoof that read “Leser Page”

The smell of perfumed fake flowers drifted through the air of the hotel lobby Moxie had walked into. She knew what real flowers smelled like and these were not close, but someone who lived in the city wouldn’t be able to tell the difference. She doubted they could distinguish anything. Distracted, she was shoved aside by a group of tourists. 
She hated Manehatten. The tourist, gangs, violence, culture etc. It all made this city the thing she disliked. Why couldn’t it be a simple town with short buildings? No, they had to be different and build skyscrapers. She swore once she found the father of her child she would leave and never come back.
Moxie walked into the hotel looking for her mate. She passed plenty of stallions that suited her likings. She saw the athletic type that could keep up with her speed. She saw the strong type that could even put her to shame. Unfortunately, these weren’t the male she was looking for, so she made her way to the front desk where a less-than-amazing stallion sat. 
Moxie looked over this yellow fur male before sighing to herself. She could only hope he’d remember her from last time. Then again, without his glasses, he probably wouldn’t recognize her.
“Excuse me, I need assistance.” Moxie said, tapping her hoof on the desk.
“Yes, how can I help you... Moxie?” replied the stallion, looking up from a pile of books. His smile was actually genuine and not forced, unlike other ponies in the town, and his eyes squinted to try to see her.
“You remember me?”
“Of course. I mean It's hard to see without my frames, but I can't forget a voice and outline. You stayed here a couple weeks ago.  Is everything okay or are you here for another stay?"
“I actually here to speak with you, Leser,” Moxie explained, handing over the glasses.
“You came all this way just to return my stuff, that's so nice. Wait...you remembered my name? No one remembers my name. Not even my boss.”
Moxie couldn't bring herself to mention she only remembered because she just looked at the name tag. She also noticed the stallion didn’t make eye contact; his eyes stayed aiming downwards even after putting on his glasses.
“It wasn't the main reason I came here.I have something you may want to know about.”
The sound of doors being forcefully flung open rang through the hotel lobby. In the next moment a squad of stallions walked into the room. Bandages were wrapped around different areas of their bodies as if they had been through great pain in the past. Irritated looks were plastered on all their faces as they scanned the room until they landed on the tan mare in the middle of the room.
“She is over there by the wimpy pegusus!”yelled one of the goons, “Get her and the coin!”
“What about the stallion?” asked another one of the goons, “He might know something?”
“Ehhh mines well. If anything, he’ll make a good punching bag .”
Without hesitation, the mob charged towards the mare, pushing anything or anypony out of their way.  She didn’t hesitate either when she began running in the opposite direction. Though, when she heard only her own hooves she turned around to investigate. To her annoyance, Leser was standing in his exact spot, eyes locked on his incoming doom. His legs quivered and his body refused to listen to respond.
Moxie debated for a moment about going back for the stallion. She could either have a clean escape or a difficult one with deadweight. Her hooves turned back to escaping, yet when she thought of explaining the missing father to her child, she went to save her mate.
“Snap out of it, “ Moxie commanded, “We don’t have time to daydream!”
Getting his sense back, Les stammered,”O-o-kay…”
Hurrying from behind his desk, Les followed Moxie towards the staircase. Without a second thought, she kicked the door in and began climbing the stairs. Les, while following, worried about the cost of the door she just destroyed, yet his thoughts were cut off quick when the goons  entered the stairwell and started climbing themselves.
The unicorns within the stallion squad shot bolts towards the two escaping ponies, only missing them by a few inches or hitting a stair underneath a hoof. But the two ponies kept running, even though one didn’t know why.
“Uhh do you mind explaining why these stallions want to hurt us?” Leser asked in between his gasps of of air.
“That would require a lot of explaining, and we don’t have time for that. Just follow me and try to help if you can because these stairs don’t go forever!” Moxie stated, narrowly getting hit by a magical bolt.
Leser thought to himself as he ran. It wasn’t until he noticed they were approaching the 8th floor did he jump to action. He pushed his scrawny legs to the max and managed to get in front of Moxie, Next, he stopped, opened the door on the 8th floor, and ushered her in. Once she crossed the threshold, he closed the door, pulled out his keys, and looked for the correct one.
One by one he examined the keys trying to find the right one. Moxie watched as her anxiety grew. She could hear the many hoof steps climbing up towards the stairwell. Part of her wanted to run, too much was on the line for her to get caught, yet her conscious told her to wait. And wait she did, until Leser found the key and locked the door. Only moments later were the guards smashing against the door trying to get it open.
“You like cutting it close,huh?” Moxie asked,surveying the room, “And why didn’t you think of that earlier?”
“Well, I was more focused on running...and I only have keys for this floor,” Leser explained, “This is the employee living floor; this is my room actually.”
Moxie looked around and saw stacks of books. There were essentials such as a  bed,  a dresser, and things like that. However, it seems the books were the main aspect of this stallions life. She wanted to ask about him about his collection, yet the mob outside the door had different plans.
“Well what now, Les?” Moxie asked, picking up a book about Bison tribes in Northern Equestria.
“Don’t you have a plan? You’re the one who grabbed me and told me to run!”
“Yeah, well to be honest, I didn’t think this far ahead…”
Leser closed his eyes, thinking of possible ways to get out of the situation. It wasn’t helping that the splintering of the door meant time was running out. The elevators weren’t an option since they were too loud and the guard would know. The stairwell wasn’t an option because of obvious reasons. He didn’t know what else to until he thought about the layout of the building.
“...laundry chute.”
“What?”
“The laundry chute. It’ll lead us directly to the basement where we can go up one level and leave.”
“Well let’s go!”
Leser hesitated before speaking once again,  “There’s a chance a basket might not be there to catch us…”
“Well, would you rather take a chance or a be punching bag for months to come?”
Leser walked over to the laundry shoot and opened it. For one moment, he was determined and serious. Though, once he saw the drop with a small light and the bottom, his reserve cracked. He eyes darted between Moxie and the drop, debating on what to do.
“Ladies...first?” He whimpered
“For the love of Celestia…”
Moxie walked over, looked into the drop, and became confused. Les noticed this and also looked into the drop, but couldn’t  see anything different from what he had seen earlier. Then, he felt a force on his back , followed by the sensation of falling. The scream in his throat was clamped shut by his own neck muscles. He could only descend and hope the ever growing light held some salvation.

“Open your eyes; we are perfectly fine,”Moxie spoke, irritated, “and take your skinny arms from around me.”
“I’ll let go when I’m certain this is all a dream,” Leser replied,” Just a few minutes ago I was sitting behind my desk and reading. Now, I’m running away from goons,  and jumping down laundry chutes.”
Moxie pushed the stallion off of her and jumped out the roller cart. Her nose scrunched to the smell of dirty clothes she was now aware of. They both needed to get away from the pile before the stench becomes part of them. So, giving a helping hoof, she yanked Les out the basket, and started to trot away.
“Okay look, I have this coin,” Moxie whispered, taking out the coin from her shirt pocket, “ It’s not any normal coin. When placed in the right socket, it’ll open a door that will lead us to a map.”
“Okay…”
“Those goons are working chasing me because their employer wants the coin. I can’t let them get it because...well they are the bad buys and I don’t know why they want it...yet.”
“That’s all fine and dandy, but what does that have to do with me? I don’t even know you!”
“It does deal with you...well it deals with you now…”
“I don’t see how. My life is simple, “Les said, unlocking the door to head towards the stairs, “ I tend to the hotel desk. I read books about Equestria…”
“And you’re also now a father...”
“Excuse me?”
“Look...I ain’t about to do some long explanation. You and I had sex. I’m pregnant. And I aint gonna raise this kid alone,” Moxie stated, following Les up the stairwell. 
“How do you know I’m the father?”
“Are you insinuating I get around? ”Moxie asked grabbing the stallion by his shirt, “Because I don’t. I know you remember the night because based off your description of your life, it was probably the most exciting thing to happen to you in a while.”
“Of course I do...You came from your room already drunk. You asked me for more liquor which I pointed you to the bar. You grabbed me and dragged me over to be your drinking partner. After I blacked out, I woke up in one of the hotel rooms alone…”
“Yeah, because I quickly got out of there.” Moxie said, jumping in front of the stallion and looking into the lobby, “We can talk about this later, but we gotta go. There’s a train coming headed for Southern Equestria. There we can relax and think. Plus, I have a contact there who can explain some things to me.”
“We? There’s no we, Moxie. If the foal is mine, I’ll support you, but whatever crusade you’re on now isn’t my business.” Les asserted, walking back to his desk, “I’m going to contact the authorities, my boss, and get those jerks out of this hotel. I won’t let this ruin my normal life...”
Les walked to his desk and picked up the phone. He contacted the local authorities who said they’ll be there in a few minutes. Next he began to call his boss, yet she came from the hallway and looked Leser in the eyes. She had a worried look on her face before lifting her hoof and putting directly in his direction. 
In a scared voice, she said, “The stallion is over here.” 
Moxie ran over, grabbed Leser and stared at him, as if she was looking for an answer. He sighed before nodding, and quickly shoving a few books into his satchel before jumping over the counter and running for the door.  No sooner than he did, The goons appeared behind the owner and began chasing  them down, yelling obscenities and threats.
Moxie and Les’s pace quickened as they ran outside of the hotel. Once outside the authorities had arrived, yet moxie planned to keep running since she knew the train would be coming soon, but Les slowed down. He turned towards one Officer and yelled that the goons were heavily armed and chasing them for no reason. Once he did finished, he returned to running with Moxie. 
“That should keep them busy for a while, " Les said, catching up to Moxie; the sounds of the  goons and the authorities fighting grew louder.
"Let's hope, but in my experience, they'll always find a way to appear again, so make sure to remember their faces; they'll be with us for a while, "Moxie said. A smile on her face that she had accomplished her goal, "Anyway, let's hurry I don't wanna miss the train."

	
		Chapter 2



The skyscrapers were long gone and gave way to rolling planes of tree and grass. Every so often a farm would come into view and pass as quickly as it came. In this moment of time, everything was peaceful.
Two ponies sat in one booth opposite of one another. The mare sighed heavily while trying to keep herself occupied. She had examined everything she could in the area and was now fiddling with the strange coin she had in her possession. She noticed the lanky stallion across from her; he was deep into a book that had hard cover. The word “Journal” was written on the front.
“Whatcha got there?” asked Moxie pointing towards the journal.
“It’s nothing,” answered Les, not looking up from his book ,“ Just my journal to keep track of my life.”
“Oh….what kind of stuff did ya write? Bet it’s filled dirt about the hotel staff and certain customers.”
Les scoffed before speaking.
“Unfortunately no. I keep that in my head,” Les said, tapping his head, “My journal includes things about me,my experiences, or interesting things I’ve read.  It’s mainly my everyday life, which I remind you, I’ll be returning to once all this mess is figured out.”
Moxie reached across the gap between them and snatched the notebook away. Les tried to grab it back, yet Moxie kept him at bay with her hind leg. She opened the journal and quickly flipped through it. Inside, she saw detailed descriptions of the events in his life. Every day was documented well; a little too well for her liking. She even noticed beautiful drawings of different ponies that she see assumed Les had met. Then near the end, she saw a picture of herself; It  was her when she was intoxicated on the night they met; it captured her perfectly.
“You have a very elaborate way of telling how you brush your teeth…” she jested,handing the book back, and hiding her own blush, "Your art is amazing.”
“Thankyou, but it’s nothing;I’m not that good,” he replied back, “I just used some tips from an art book I read to get things right.”
“Instead of reading books and working at a hotel, you should draw...maybe even write.”
“Trust, no one would want to look at my works…”
Moxie went to reply, but as she did, the train’s brakes locked, and Les was launched forwarded into Moxie. It took a moment for the train to completely stop, but when it did, the sound of disheveled passengers could be heard. Seconds later, the conductor began to talk over the intercom.
“Sorry for the abrupt stop, but we ran into...a problem.” he explained, “All passengers please exit the and remain calm.”
Moxie pushed Les off her and looked out the train window. Before her were the tribal buffalo in droves. They stood there, emotionless and not moving as passengers passed them and began standing near the front of the train where most of the buffalo stood. 
“Les, you know anything about the buffalo?” Moxie asked.
The stallion stood up and began to gather his gear. For a moment, he thought to himself trying to remember anything.
“To be honest, no. The last thing I can recall is news of a town being potentially built near some of the stomping grounds, but that’s it.”
Moxie frowned. She knew how defensive the buffalo could get about their traditions; but she had to keep going. She grabbed her things and waiting till they were the last on the train to exit. Once she got outside the sun hit her directly. She squinted her eyes to see; she was trying to find the one in charge. Les kept close, not making eye contact with anyone as he walked.
“Hey! Which one of you guys are in charge?” she asked loudly, “I’m in a rush to get somewhere!”

“What are you doing?” Les whispered, getting worried.
“I’m getting to the point, so we can go,” She whispered back, “Anyway, who’s in charge here?!”
Most of the buffalo stayed silent. They still didn’t move nor did they express any emotion. It wasn’t until one buffalo, larger than the rest, came forward. Scars covered his torso and one of his eyes were gray.  This creature took a deep breathe and bellows of air spewed from his nose.
Les visibly back down at the site of this creature and slid closer behind Moxie who stood there, eyes locked with the leader. They stood sizing each other up. The passengers nor the other buffalo interrupted this dance. Everyone just waited in the silence for something to happen.
“You ponies know no respect,” The leader huffed, “Moving through life with not a care in the world.”
“Someone has to blaze the path in life; we just decided it would be us,” Moxie retorted, “Now why did you stop the train?”
The buffalo looked her over one more time before responding.
“We were ordered to stop all incoming trains from entering buffalo territory. Your machines are upsetting the land. Plus, you all plan to expand your empire which will directly block our stomping grounds. We warned that any further acts to expand near us will be met with a show of force, but your business ponies didn't listen,” The leader fumed as he pointed towards one such pony, “She’s the leader of this whole movement; we want her.”
Moxie glanced over towards the mare. She was in a pantsuit and for some reason, wearing a cowboy hat. Next to her was a briefcase which Moxie assumed held the paperwork for the new town.
“Right right...I get you...sacred land...rituals and whatnot, but I’m still busy and really don’t have time for this. How about we meet with the chief and work this out?”
“None shall see the chief!” The buffalo said sternly.
“But-”
“No outsider shall see the chief unless he calls for the meeting.”
“What kind of stupid rule is that?”
The buffalo did not respond. He simply turned around and began to walk away The others of his tribe began to surround the business mare to take her somewhere away from the group. The began shaking, unsure of her fate, but Moxie didn’t know what to do.There were too many buffalo to fight and she knew she couldn’t outrun them,especially while pulling someone else.
“We could do the Stampede Column,” Les whispered, more talking to himself than anyone else.
All at once the Buffalo stomped. A dust cloud rose above the entire crowd, obscuring everyone's vision. Though no one can see, the sound of movement surrounded the crowd. When the dust settled, Moxie and Les were in between two lines of buffalo; the leader stood in front of them.
Even through his scowl one could see the essence of a smile peaking through. Rhythmically, the buffalo began to stomp and chant in their language. Both of which the volume rose and fell. A few buffalo became walking towards the start of lines, still chanting along.
“It’s been years since someone wanted to take the challenge,” mused the lead buffalo, “A tradition almost forgotten.”
“Wait...wait…” Les spoke, getting from behind Moxie, “I just read it in a book and offered it as a option. I never meant to start it.”
“Well you book forgot to mention, that when an outsider speaks on it, the challenge starts.”
“That doesn’t make sense at all....My book was written by a buffalo!”
A buffalo behind Moxie grabbed her by her light green shirt and dragged her outside the column. She tried to get back in but the buffalo were too strong and she could only watch as Les was left alone, surrounded by huge creatures on either side.
The first two buffalo began charging head first into Les. Their speed increased as the tunnel visioned on the lanky stallion. Les seemed to stuck in his thoughts, remembering his book and all of its content.  Unable to actually do anything to help, Moxie screamed a warning at him.
At the last second, he managed to dodge the hooves from trampling his body. He spit the dust out his mouths, and stood up. Beginning to shake, he looked all around him to see the where the new danger was coming. More stampedes were coming and there seemed no time to think things through.
“Nice going, Les, “Moxie yelled, “Your books have gotten you into this a mess.”
Les, unmoving and frozen in fear at the incoming doom, replied, “They...it wasn’t supposed to be like this. I...I'm am suppose to accept the challenge. Not just be thrown into it.”
Les jumped out the way of another incoming buffalo and quickly had to roll to get out the way of another. Sweat dripped down his face and he was taking deeper breaths than normal. 
“Well it’s too late for that now! How do you win this?”
“Well, I just gotta keep going,” Les explained, crawling out the way of more hooves. His fear appearing on his face. “We only lose when we quit, but the horrific part is that we can keep getting hit…until we actually quit”
“Okay so when does it stop?” Moxie exclaimed, climbing on the back of a buffalo making a side of the column so she can see better.
“Celestia why are you asking so many questions?!,” he yelled back, clearly out of breath,  “It’s supposed to stop when their chant is over...so maybe in 3 minutes?”
Moxie let out a worried sigh and looked towards both side to see the buffalo were now coming from both sides and in troves now. Even though she barely knew Les, she wasn’t sure he could keep this up for  another three minutes.
The other ponies who got off the train simply watched; to afraid to intervene or else they’ll be caught in the danger. Some even took pictures as if this was some tourist attraction. 
The chanting from the buffalo was getting louder, as if it was hitting the climax. The thundering hooves of the buffalo seemed to make the ground unsteady.Because of this, he began to have close calls. It started off with him brushing against a buffalo, feeling their surprisingly soft fur against his.Soon, he started to feel their hot breath as he kept dodging at the last second, close enough to see their eyes, trapped in some trance.
Les began having a harder time keeping balance and dodging. His heart beat in rhythm to the chant, matching it’s pace.His lungs burned, trying to supply oxygen to his body, yet his muscles were worn and not responding as quickly. Years of sitting behind and desk and reading did nothing to increase his physical ability and his was suffering for it. 
He say the latest buffalo approaching. He told his body to move and slowly it was responded, yet it was too late. Les was hit and he was tossed far, his body twirling in the air. Moxie waited for him to get back up, but he didn’t move. She began to climb over the buffalo she was on, but was held back by the one besides her. She was powerless. 
“LES! Are you okay?” Moxie screamed.
“Barely…,” Les struggled to reply as he slowly rose to his feet, “My books said they were strong, but words didn’t tell me this.”
A small smile crept on her lips as she settled back into her spot on the back. The stampede seemed to be slowing down and the chanting getting lower and less power.
The crowd of ponies started to cheer, unbeknownst to them that the leader of this troop of buffalo was preparing one final assault. He stood in the middle of the aisle of the buffalo. Beside him were others filling out the space around him so there was no way to get around them.
As the chanting stopped, the hooves of this last run stormed on, rushing towards Les.
“Les watch out!” Moxie warned, eyeing the stampede speeding up
“What do you mean?” Les asked, circling-with a slight limp now- around himself  and squinting in the direction the loud hooves were coming from, “Tell me what’s happening, please!”
One quick look, and Moxie knew his glasses were knocked off. He was a sitting duck, waiting to to be hit. She looked on the dusty ground, but didn’t see them anywhere. Chances are they were crushed under the hooves.
“Information, Moxie!” Les demanded with his voice cracking and knees shaking, “I kinda don’t wanna die...”
“There’s a wall of buffalo coming towards you. The leader is in the middle, kinda like...forming the point. They aren’t splitting up or slowing down.”
After hearing what she had to say, Les buried his hooves in their spot,closed his eyes, and faced directly what was ahead. He could feel the ground getting more and more unsettled as they approached. His heart was already racing but now it wanted to leap out his chest. He heard Moxie yelling something, but his ears were filled the sound of hooves hitting earth and his own blood rushing through his head. He said his prayers and hoped the book he had read was accurate and telling him facts. His life depended on it.

When Les awoke, he was in dimly lit hut. A thick smoke that smelled of roses filled his nostrils and hindered his vision a bit. All he could make out- still having trouble without his glasses- were two figures across the room.
The figures were passing around a tube of some sort that was the source of all the smoke. One figure, a pony began to take a deep inhale before she handed the pipe back and shook her head.The other figure, larger than the one before, began to laugh his deep laugh. Les assumed this was a buffalo as he watched it grabbed something, stuff it into the pipe ,and lit it again.
As Les rose from his cot, the figure began speaking.
“Moxie...what have you gotten yourself into this time?” came another buffalo.
“What makes you think I gotten myself into something?” Moxie replied.
“You only come down here when something has you completely stumped…or to get more of our herbs.”
Moxie’s cheeks went a light said of pink and she waved her hoof dismissively.
“You guys are one of the oldest cultures in Equestria, so I  know you guys will have the best info,” she explained, taking  the coin from her shirt pocket, “It’s this. I’m keeping it away from Senior Dieb. I’m not sure what’s it’s really for besides being a key to something else.”
The buffalo reached over and grabbed the coin; he examined it for a moment. The smile he wore not turned to a deep frown.One stomp of his free hoof and another buffalo came. He ordered her to bring in the eldest shaman of the village immediately.
Les managed to finally to make his way to the voices he heard. He hesitated before taking a seat next to Moxie who promptly brought him in for a hug. He winced in pain , yet the heavy smoke made it not hurt as bad as he thought it would. The buffalo across from him offered the smoking pipe, yet Les refused, saying it wasn’t for him.
“I guessing those buffalo really did a number on me, huh?” Les spoke,rubbing his aching shoulder.
“Maybe that one hit, but you fainted, my friend,” the buffalo explained, inhaling from his pipe, “The final part of the challenge is to see if you would run from a situation that seemed hopeless. Most challengers run from the final wall, but you stood your ground...more or less.”
“Yeah. At the last minutes they went around you. Everyone thought you were so brave for not moving...that was until when I approached you, you didn’t respond and flopped over.” Moxie laughed.
Les’s cheeks went a bright red and he let out an embarrassed chuckle.
“I was just following, what the book said. Plant you hooves and don’t move. Besides, I don’t think my hooves would have moved anyway.”
"Oh trust me, my general could smell the fear off you," The buffalo said, "By the way, sorry for everything. We've been trying to meet with the representatives about the new town, but they would listen, so we had to take more drastic methods to prove a point. I never thought anyone would actually call for a challenge."
"It's no problem, but has everything been taken care of? Especially with that mare?"
"Don't worry, Les, "Moxie grinned, "We talked out with her, and we feel confident that they wont be building anytime soon."
This didn't necessarily make Les feel good, but it felt better not to ask questions and accept what happened.
The group spoke a few more formalities and more cultural aspects of the buffalo tribes until the shaman tottered through the door, escorted by her apprentice. She went directly to the other buffalo and began to speak in some old tongue neither Les nor Moxie could understand. However, they could tell from the tone that things were sunshine and roses.
The Shaman received a jolt of energy and waved her arms as if saying a warning. The smoke seemed to swarm around her and she used her body to convey the message to them.  She pointed towards Les and Moxie, her voice lowering and her body slowly making its way towards them.. The lights all centered on her as she continued with her harsh warning and finally they went out and see finished speaking. The one last notion, she placed her hood on Moxie abdomen, her face now solemn and bleak.
The assistant ran over and grabbed her. Almost immediately did the elderly buffalo collapse.Others came and assisted her on her way out and returned the coin back to Moxie. Another went towards Les, pulled some glasses from his satchel, and handed them over. One quick examinations and,Les knew they were quickly repaired from a broken state, but there was some buffalo repair aesthetic that made his glasses seem spectacular. He hastily put them on and thanked the buffalo for returning them. 
“What in tartarus was that all about,Thunderhooves?!” Moxie exclaimed, standing from her seat.
“Well, obviously it was a warning?” Thunderhooves replied, keeping calm sucking in more from his pipe,”Not a very nice one either.”
“No duh! What did she say?!”
“Long story short, it’s a dangerous path for you three…”
“Three?! There’s only two...oh…”
“Really thought you’d like muscular stallions and not...his kind.”
“I’mma go take a walk...I’ll be back.”
Moxie stormed outside of the tent a trail of broken pottery in her wake. Left behind were, Les and Thunderhooves just sat in each other presence. Minutes passed and Moxie didn’t return, and Les was beginning to feel uncomfortable.
“Erm...can I try?” Les asked referring to the pipe.
“By all means, friend!” Thunderhooves replied, almost pushing the stallion down while handing it over.
Not having smoked before, Les was unsure of what to do, so he imitated what he saw Thunderhooves do. He put his lips on one side breathed in deep.The first thing he noticed was the taste-like roses with hints of honey and different fruits. It went down easy and seemed to dance on the way down. However, his lungs were untrained and he let out a violet cough. But, what followed was a sense of calmness and the throbbing in his shoulder completely disappeared.
“My, I didn’t expect you to go that hard,” Thunderhooves admired, taking the pipe back, “So tell me, why are you here?”
“I..don’t know,” Les answered, slouching in his seat, “Moxie doesn't need me to help. We had one night of druken sex and boom, I’m running and dodging for my life. I’m just along for the ride honestly.”
“We buffalo say that nothing happens without a reason, but it's the creatures choice to accept that reason or go against it.”
They sat once more in silence, passing the pipe back and forth, this time Les taking smaller inhales and sometimes opening his journal to scribble something inside.
“The shaman said, the coin was griffin in origin,” Les spoke, “Am i right?”
“You speak ancient buffalo?” Thunderhooves asked, impressed.
“Celestia no...I wish. The book I read on the buffalo tribes referenced the griffons a few times in you all’s language, so the word stuck out when your shaman said it.”
“You have a good ear; she did mention the griffons. If you all continue this path, you’ll find yourselves deep in their territory in places they no longer tread. The real threat however isn’t the griffons. It’s Moxie’s foes. She built quite the enemy list over the years.”
Les leaned in, getting intrigued.
“What else did she say?” 
“The coin leads to nothing but pain. She could feel the aura coming off of it and it felt dark and sickly. Unfortunately, that’s all she could tell. The griffons may know more.”
Les sighed, knowing that the griffons were the most helpful creatures in Equestria.It was easier to talk to a brick wall than to get a griffin to do anything nice for someone. Though, he figured the sooner this adventure was over, the quicker he could have his hotel job back and return to his books.
“Alright, so griffon territory, talk to a knowledgeable bird, an stay away from bad ponies, “ Les gulped, “Does Moxie do this alot?”
“At least once every other year. She seems to stumble in a lot of messes for just being an archaeologist.” 
The thought didn’t even cross his mind that of what Moxie did for a living; he didn’t bother to ask. Part of him felt shame, and the other interested in asking her about everything she uncovered.
Les rose from his seat and thanked Thunderhooves for all his helped. He walked towards the opening of the hunt and stepped outside, only to be pushed back by a hooded figure. When they uncovered their face, it was none other than Moxie wearing a serious look.
Getting a closer look, he noticed there was a cut across her lip, which was swollen. Sweat dripped down her brow as if she’d been running and her hot, deep breath confirmed his suspicions. 
“Moxie, what happened out there?” “Les asked, worried.
“We don’t have much time. The goons are in the village looking for us,” Moxie explained, throwing a cloak on Les, “Put that on. I hindered them a bit, but now they’re mad.Thunder, I need a Number 13 escape.”
“Awww, my favorite, “ Thunder said, “Though it’s a bit early for a run. I suppose I can make an exception this time.”
He stood up from his seat and let out a mighty roar. Once again, the ground began to vibrate and the sound of hooves hitting the Earth grew louder until it was right out the hut. Items in the room began to fall over and break and the dust rose from the ground and replaced the rose smelling smoke.
Thunder rose from his seat as well and walked over to the two ponies. He leaned down and Moxie climbed on his back. She offered Lesa hoof, which he grabbed and was hoisted onto the back of the huge buffalo.
“Where to Moxie?” Thunder asked, his voice low and rhythmic, as if entering a trance of his own. 
“I lost them in the eastern stomping fields. From there, Les and I can leave and guide them away from you all, “ Moxie said, holding on tight, “Also, congrats on becoming the new chief. I heard  you put up on hell of a fight.”
Thunder only smiled as he stepped from his hut.The sun blinded the ponies for a moment and then settled down revealing the hundreds of buffalo all chanting and stomping. This was more spectacular than what Les had read; his face was struck in amazement as he experienced the culture. The song they sung went perfectly with what seemed to to be random stomping. It was was magical.
Then Thunderhooves began to run full speed towards the east. Behind him, a cloud of dust that was immediately blown away by the hundreds of buffalo coming behind him. Like drums, the hooves crashed and crashed as they made their way closer and closer to the fields. And the chanting filled everyone one with some kind of joyous energy.
Les couldn’t help, but smile as soaked in his surroundings. A small part of him wanted to jump of and run alongside the group, yet before he could, Moxie tapped his shoulder, and pointed towards a group of stallions in the middle of the path. It didn’t take long for Les to recognize these goons; it was the same crew from earlier. This time, he could clearly make out a few.
They all wore dumb expressions, as if constantly waiting for instructions and they equally confused as where the loud noise was coming from. One stallion-Les presumed was the leader- had gray fur and wore sunglasses; his cutie mark was an explosion. Another one was small, smaller than Les.His mane was slicked back and carried a nice in his mouth. His leather jacket  was a few sizes too big for him and almost swallowed him whole. The others didn’t stand out to much and seemed to be happy to be there.
“Hey! Dumbasses!” Moxie screamed, “Get a load of this!”
It was like deer stuck in headlights when, the goons zeroed in on Moxie’s caravan. It was too late to run or dodge out of the way. They were swept away in the tsunami of buffalo hooves. A few grunts and pained yelps could be heard, yet soon those were muffled in the brown fur.
A few more moments passed before Moxie grabbed Les and hopped off the back of Thunder. She let her out her own excited version of a buffalo scream before running through the trees. Les followed her, keeping a few paces back and looking around to make sure those goons were not on their trail.
Soon, both ponies found themselves in a clearing. In front of them were a group of  sweaty stallions with carts attached to them.  A sign on the side read, “Jenkin’s Transportation”. Without hesitation, Moxie ran towards them.
“I’ll pay you double whatever those bozos are paying if you ditch them here and take us to the nearest airship dock,” she offered.
Both stallions just shrugged and nodded before tightening their straps. The mare jumped on the back of the wagon and offered a hoof to Les who grabbed it, and got in the wagon himself. Not sooner after did the cart start moving. Slowly at first, but soon picked up speed to almost match the buffalo.
“Once we get to the airship, we have to go to the Griffin Territory,” Les said, leaning towards Moxie, “The shaman said that’s the coin’s origin…deep in their long forgotten areas.”
“Celestia damn it...I hate dealing with griffons…they are so selfish, but I know a bird who will help for a price, “she replied, "And that price may not be money, so if you have to dress up in a dress...don't ask why."
Les went to laugh, but when Moxie's expression stayed serious, he opted not to ask any more questions and changed the subject.
So you’re an archaeologist? I never would have guessed...”
“I got a lot more than I signed up for trust me," replied Moxie, remembering her past, "...wanna hear about the time I found the SS Luna in Canterlot Mountain?”
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