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		Description

"Tell me, colt, what do you see? What do you think would happen if word of this ever reached the public? How would they react, learning that everything we've ever known about where we came from was false?
That we were never the first intelligent species?
That this world was never truly ours?"
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		Whence we came



	The fuchsia unicorn shivered in the damp cold of the vault. He didn't understand what he was doing in this foreboding place. All he saw was dark, smooth stone and the dim light of the lamp suspended in the magic of the grizzled Royal Guard that led him through the passage.
The two walked in silence.
The soft knock knock knock of their hooves on the frozen stone was driving him mad. He could no longer contain himself, he needed to know his purpose here, why he had been called from his excavations of old Gryphic ruins to this strangely cold chamber east of Manehatten.
"What's going on? Why have I been re-stationed? Where are we?" His voice rose slightly with each word, the chattering of his teeth as evident as the frost of his breath in the dim lamp light.
His "guide" didn't even bother to turn his head as he let a slight blast of air escape his nostrils, quickly frozen and dissipated in the below-freezing tunnel.
"I suppose you should be told," the far older unicorn grunted, "you'll learn soon enough in any case." He let another blast of air out of his nose.
"You're a historian, correct? An archaeologist?"
The younger pony nodded.
"Then how would you react knowing that you would be one of the select few ponies to study the most ancient history of Equestria? Things that even the princesses don't know?"
"That..that would be the chance of a lifetime!" Excitement began to build in the younger stallion's chest. Was this why he was brought here? To bear witness to things so old even the Princesses couldn't recall them from memory?
"Exactly." The guard said, smiling slightly at his charge's enthusiasm. "A chance you have been graciously given".


At this point, the archaeologist could barely contain his excitement. What, he wondered could be so ancient, so important?
Ahead, he saw that the tunnel was coming an end. Dim light flooded into the passage from a small, but steadily growing point in front of them. He walked slightly faster, his guard increasing his speed in turn.
Finally, they stepped into the room. *Room* being a subjective term. This was more of a castle, a dark, macabre parody of the Princesses' home in Canterlot. Ahead of them was a massive wall, marked with symbols, numbers and letters written in some ancient alphabet that no pony could comprehend.
The young historian stared, wide-eyed and mouth agape at the massive subterranean structure before him. After a few long minutes, the guard coughed slightly, rousing him from his shock, shakily, he spoke:
"This shouldn't be possible. You said that this cavern was ancient. Even were it only a few hundred years old, It should have flooded by now."
"Exactly" the elder stallion said, his voice reverberating off the vast walls with ease, "It shouldn't be, but it is. Look at the walls and the floor. No pony, or any other living creature for that matter,can dredge such perfectly flat caverns from rock as strong as this."
"Then tell me," The younger responded, "what do we know so far?"
At this the older stallion only smiled, and turned his eyes back to the massive walls lined with cuts that looked suspiciously like doors ahead of them. The archaeologist exhaled slightly. He would, he supposed, learn with time. Though, with the oppressive rock surrounding him, and the shadows all around, he only hoped that this knowledge would not be something he would regret hearing.
"Knowledge is dangerous" the guard said, seemingly reading his thoughts, "and what you learn here may prove to be more of a curse or burden than the enlightenment you seek."
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		The Scholar's Journal



The following is an excerpt from the journal of Evening Star, a female researcher working at the aptly named Forgotten City, located east of Manehatten.


	Page 38
Work is progressing well. We have begun searching through the west wing, an area as of yet left alone. Just like all the other areas, this one is strangely absent of flooding or damage of any kind. One must wonder if this is due to the initial design of the complex, or if there is still some old inhabitant of this long-forgotten relic moving along in the shadows, maintaining it's home. Perhaps even watching us.
No, I shouldn't think of things like that. There is nothing in this ruin that would seek to harm us. I must focus on my work.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
	Page 42
Most of the west wing has been mapped. There we found something astonishing. Pictures, diagrams for some ancient machine. We cannot comprehend it's design or the method of it's construction. More research into this wing is needed.

	Page 47
This is incredible. We have found what we believed to be non existent in this ancient city. Artifacts. Small pieces of metal of some unknown origin. There are also tablets, engraved with some diagrams to various areas of the facility, showing doors and entrances to passages we did not even know existed. There is some talk that, perhaps, these "maps" could lead us to the secret of this place. We are closer than ever to finding what the Makers had hidden here.
One can only hope that it was not hidden for a terrible reason.
	Page 48
Work will begin on finding and exploring the new passages, using the "Maker's Maps" as they have come to be known, withing the month. A new member of the team has been called from excavation of Gryphic artifacts from the North. Hopefully, he will fare better than our last new arrival.
	Page 49
The new member of our research team is set to arrive within the week. We will postpone further exploration until he arrives.

	Page 50
Princess Celestia herself has finally shown interest in our work. Perhaps she will visit the site. More importantly, perhaps we will finally get more funding.  

	