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Twilight discovers that, even with the collective research, intellect and intuition of the entire Equestrian archaeological community at her back, nothing beats the source material when it comes to archaeology.
Smoulder is more than happy to oblige.
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“And this is our final stop for the day!” said Headmare Twilight, smiling as she made a grand, sweeping gesture at the lake before them with her hoof.
Smoulder rolled her eyes when her classmates oohed and aahed amongst themselves, staring at the crystal-blue waters with almost draconic mania in their collective gaze. After a long morning of tromping around the surrounding woods and farmlands under the relentless rays of the sun, listening to Twilight lecturing about agriculture and early pony civilisation, they all appreciated the lake for exactly one reason and one reason only. Even Ocellus, who could listen to Twilight for hours on end without breaking a sweat, had transformed into a dragon to give herself some natural resistance to the heat.
They didn’t appreciate the lake for what it really was. They couldn’t.
It was roughly the size of Ponyville and probably deep enough even for elder dragons to comfortably dive into without hitting the bottom. Gentle slopes covered with scrubs and pines surrounded it, with a few beaches in between that consisted mostly of black gravel that gradually gave way to regular dirt and thick grass. Go any further than that, and it was all fences and farmland that ponies had set up for themselves.
As far as lakes went, it probably looked ordinary enough to ponies and other creatures. But Smoulder knew better.
She sucked in a breath through her nostrils and hummed appreciatively when she caught a whiff of sulphur and a rich cocktail of minerals. In the distance, small plumes of steam rose from the shoreline, likely marking the locations of steam vents and hot springs. She could already taste that savoury water, and she was positively itchy with anticipation of a nice bath to fortify her scales.
Twilight had other ideas.
“All right, class, I know what’s on everyone’s mind,” – she wiped sweat off her brow with a wing and gave them a gentle smile – “but I need all of you to be patient and practice a little more self-control while we make our way down to the beach. There’s something I want to show you before we are done for the day.”
“Dude, I hope… it doesn’t… take much longer,” huffed Sandbar as they trudged down a worn dirt path to make their way down to the beach. His coat was matted and could almost be classified as a raincloud, considering all the sweat that dripped everywhere he went. “If I melt, someone please scoop me up in a bucket and pour me into the lake, thanks.”
“You think pony coat bad? Yona feel like baked cake!” Yona shielded her eyes with a foreleg and glared at the sun overhead. “If Tall White Pony not careful, she make enemy of yaks. Again.”
Despite being more than a little sweaty herself, Silverstream still managed to keep a bounce in her steps. “Aww, chin up, guys! Just keep thinking of all the fun we will have after the lesson. You guys could take turns diving to the bottom of the lake with me—who knows what we’ll find down there!”
“Unless there’s a big pile of treasure down there, I’m not sure it’s worth the effort,” Gallus muttered as he plodded along, ears drooping and tail dragging on the ground. 
“Well, maybe not. But…” Silverstream leaned close to Gallus, batted her eyelashes and whispered conspiratorially, “What about moments that we’ll treasure for the rest of our lives, hmm?”
Gallus stared at her. A little bit of red made it through the plumage on his cheeks. “Oh, uh… sure? Why not.”
Ocellus shook her head. “Males…”
She kept looking ahead and scribbling on her notepad, still comfortably picking up on whatever Twilight was talking about up at the front. Smoulder couldn’t help grinning when she looked around and saw the other students giving them—the only two draconids around—jealous looks whilst they huffed and puffed along the way. 
All twenty of them soon reached relatively level ground at the beach, and spread out to form a semicircle around Twilight whilst she stood next to what looked like the ruined base of a stone hut and a pile of rusty tools and cracked stoneware. Farther behind that, Smoulder spotted similar structures dotting the slopes of the lake, all arranged in a pattern that reminded her of some of the older neighbourhoods in Ponyville.
Once everyone had settled down—with the occasional longing glance at the lapping shoreline—Twilight’s horn glowed with magic as she picked up a triangular shard of metal and raised it high enough for everyone to see.
“Okay, who can tell me what this is?”
After a moment of silence, one earth filly raised her hoof. “That is… it’s so old that it’s hard to tell, but that looks like the head of a ploughshare, Miss Twilight.”
“Very good, Cultivar. It’s an old design, but it’s conceptually identical to what most farmers use today, especially earth ponies.” 
Twilight set aside the plough and then levitated what looked like a thick bowl and stone stick from the pile. “And how about these? Anyone want to tell me—” 
“Mortar and pestle,” Gallus drawled without even raising his hand.
He then grunted when Ocellus elbowed him in the ribs. 
Twilight ignored their exchanged scowls and carried on as if nothing had happened. “That’s correct. Now, most modern households don’t use them anymore, but they used to be a very important part of our ancestors’ daily lives—for grinding, mincing and mixing food or medicine.
“But there’s another detail worth noting. Take a look at these markings,” – she rotated the bowl and magically highlighted a swirly pattern on its side until it glowed brightly – “and tell me, what’s so significant about them?”
“Ooh, I know that one!” Silverstream raised her hand and bounced on the spot. “They’re zebra glyphs. That one stands for vegetables!”
“Bountiful harvest, actually, but that was a pretty close approximation! I’m very happy that you remember what we covered in the previous semester.” Twilight beamed at everyone. “Now, these are just two quick examples, but over the years, archaeologists have excavated many similar tools and ornaments that are distinctly Equestrian or Zebrican in design, all buried together in this village and showing signs of extensive, everyday usage. What does this mean?”
Smoulder snorted and crossed her arms. “Easy. Ponies conquered zebras and took their stuff.”
Twilight blinked, then shook her head slowly as she flipped through a book she’d fished out of her saddlebag. “No, I’m afraid that’s not supported by the historical evidence, Smoulder. The ponies living here had next to no militarisation, and zebras were often buried alongside ponies. Any other guesses?”
A unicorn colt raised his hoof, but Smoulder didn’t catch his answer; she’d spotted Gallus smirking as he placed his upturned palm under Sandbar’s muzzle, who then winced, stuck his face into his saddlebag, and reluctantly spat a couple of golden bits into Gallus’ hand. Gallus then polished the coins on his chest plumage and carefully slipped them into his own pack. When he noticed her watching, he hastily averted his eyes and whistled nonchalantly.
Smoulder grinned and made a mental note to corner him later for her cut of the spoils.
When she turned back to Twilight, she found her already addressing the rest of the class.
“—that’s why this village is such an important discovery. As Cumber Patch pointed out, the ponies and zebras of this village were a community that exhibited the ideals of Harmony and Friendship, and they did this way back around 710 ANM, long before the return of the Elements of Harmony.”
“Then what happened to ponies and zebras?” asked Yona. “Village broken and no creature living here now.”
“Did they pull a hippogriff and migrate somewhere?” Silverstream pointed at the lake and grinned. “Maybe they’re living there right now!”
Twilight’s ears drooped as she shook her head. “I’m afraid not. There are no records that specify what happened to the old settlements in this region, but given the fact that Obsidian the Cursed built his wizard tower less than ten miles to the northwest of here in 807 ANM, our best guess is that they eventually wanted to distance themselves from his dark magic and crazy experiments.”
Smoulder tuned out the rest of Twilight’s lecture.
A ruined wizard’s tower? Why couldn’t they have gone and visited that instead? The thought of all the ancient magical artefacts she could’ve gotten her claws on for her hoard—and partially shared with her friends, of course, because she wasn’t a total jerk—almost gave her a growth spurt there and then.
Twilight continued showing off more broken stuff to everyone, explaining how they worked and what they were used for. Storage jars, brushes, fire pits, knives and stuff like that. Even a cracked chamber pot with calcified contents that everyone wrinkled their muzzles at. Yuck.
But then she brought out a stone ring from behind the hut, which instantly drew Smoulder’s attention back to what she was saying. It was bone-white in colour and pockmarked with dozens of shallow cavities and thousands of pinprick holes on its coarse surface, but it had been expertly shaved and ground down until it had an almost perfect doughnut shape, roughly two feet in diameter and three or four inches thick.
“A few objects found in this area have puzzled archaeologists for decades, and none more so than this one,” said Twilight as she stood the ring up on its side and held it steady with her hoof on top, showing sizeable gap in the middle to everyone. “At first, ponies thought that they may have been used as wheels, but most archaeologists disagree, since very few of them come in matching sets, and there’s only a single recorded instance of one being found connected to a wooden axle. They’re all made of pumice, which is a very light and porous rock that would wear down and crack easily if used like that.”
Ocellus shuddered. “Hate that stuff. It’s awful when tiny pieces of it get in between our plates and wear down our chitin, especially when we still had holes everywhere.”
“Pumice is also very abrasive,” Twilight continued, scraping her hoof against the ring. “It can be used to scrub and soften tough fabrics, and most of the houses here had at least one of them in storage. Most archaeologists agree that this is most likely what they were used for: washing clothes, and possibly grinding food and scrubbing coats if you had smaller pieces of them.
“The only remaining mystery is why the settlers chose to make them specifically in this shape, and in so many sizes,” she added with a shrug. “Just look at them!”
She placed the ring next to the pile of other stuff and trotted around the ruined hut, beckoning them over with a wing. 
Smoulder and the others followed, and many of her classmates gasped when they saw that the rest of the shoreline behind the house was littered with similar rings that came in neat stacks, messy piles or were otherwise randomly strewn along the beach. They came in a huge variety of sizes, from fun-sized like the one Twilight had shown to them, to monstrous ones that would’ve been taller than a house if stood up on their side. And although many of them were half-buried in gravel and had cracks, stains and other blemishes on their surfaces, they mostly retained their doughnut shapes and had pretty consistent proportions. 
Some of the rings did differ from the standard design, though. They were much smaller in size, almost rectangular in cross-section instead of circular, and had proportionally smaller gaps in the middle. 
“Professor Dig Site from Canterlot University has written extensively about them in his journals, and the prevailing theory is that the settlers of this region might’ve made them like this due to superstition or based on the instruction of eccentric wizards.” Twilight leafed through the pages of her notebook and pointed a feather at one of the larger rings. “As you can see, something of that size is completely impractical for the uses we’ve previously covered, but as a monument or ceremonial sculpture—”
“He’s wrong.”
Twilight froze with her mouth open in mid-sentence, then blinked a couple of times and stared at Smoulder. “What?”
“That Professor what’s-his-name—”
“Dig Site.”
“Professor Dig Site is wrong,” Smoulder repeated, crossing her arms. “About the rings, I mean. They definitely weren’t made by ponies or zebras.”
“Then who made them?” asked Sandbar.
She puffed out her chest and jabbed a thumb at herself. “Dragons, duh. Our claws are pretty good for carving rock when we feel like it.”
“I… I wasn’t aware that dragons made tools like that,” said Twilight, still a little glassy-eyed. It was pretty much the same expression she’d worn when a student had mentioned that nopony in his village knew how to read.
“They’re not tools. They’re, umm, I guess you could say they’re… toys.” Smoulder glanced around in the ensuing silence. All eyes were on her, now. “What?”
Gallus picked up a particularly small ring, which proved light enough even for him to lift with one arm. He then looked at Smoulder, cocked one eyebrow whilst giving her an off-kilter smile, and held it horizontally, as if he was going to toss it over her head.
It took her a couple of seconds to catch his drift, but once she did, Smoulder blew smoke out her nostrils and grinned menacingly. “Oh, try it, blue chicken. I’ll roast you in five seconds flat.”
“Aww, but you were so happy about it last time!” Gallus dropped the ring and sniggered. “Also, it’s fowl, actually.”
Smoulder rolled her eyes. 
Seriously, were they ever going to let her forget about the one time she’d gone through the magic mirror and gotten turned into a dog? 
She then snorted and rounded on the rest of her classmates. “They’re not Frisbees, okay? They’re barely aerodynamic! And the next one who tries to play fetch with me is getting smoked until they’re well-done and crusty.”
“Okay, there’ll be no smoking or roasting today,” Twilight interjected with a nervous chuckle. “To get back on topic, maybe we could instead focus on how you know so much about these pumice rings. Could you please share with the class, Smoulder?”
“Sure, why not.”
Without waiting for permission, Smoulder strode past Twilight and walked along the beach. Black gravel and sharp stones crunched underneath her feet and under the hooves of everyone following behind. When she found a suitable chunk of rock, she picked it up, sniffed it and then took a bite. 
Crunchy. Slightly spicy with obsidian. Relatively young. 
She swallowed and tossed the remainder into the water. “This used to be a caldera, until it collapsed and water filled it up.”
Twilight trotted up to her side and gazed at the lake. After a few seconds, she smiled and nodded. “That’s really impressive. I hadn’t gotten to that part yet, but you’re right; some ancient texts from earlier than 580 ANM referred to this place as the ‘Lake of Fire’. Ponies and zebras had most likely settled here because the volcanic soil was so fertile. You can even find hot springs on the east side of the lake as well.”
“But what does all that have to do with the rings?” someone piped up.
“Getting there.” Smoulder put her hands on her hips and looked across the deep blue waters, taking in the contours of the surrounding slopes and treelines. She then closed her eyes and inhaled through her nostrils, savouring the faint aroma of sulphur. “My mother once told me about a lake in the pony lands that she liked to swim in when she was younger. Lots of elder dragons brought their hatchlings and drakes to swim there, too. She stopped coming after the caldera collapsed. It was a really long time ago and I never got to see it, but I think that this might actually be the one she was talking about.”
A pegasus, Funnel Cloud, opened his mouth to interrupt, but Smoulder swiftly silenced him with a glare. 
After he’d snapped his mouth shut, Smoulder threw a quick glance around and walked a little farther along the beach until she found a ring of suitable size. She checked it to make sure it had no cracks, then shrugged off her backpack and stepped into the gap in the middle and pulled it up. It took a little wriggling, but once she had gotten the ring past her hips and tail, she could let go and simply let it rest comfortably on her belly. 
She also found a smaller, blockier pair of rings and slipped them up her arms until they fit snugly around her biceps. Simply keeping her arms bent at the elbows prevented them from slipping off, and after flexing a little to make sure that they weren’t tight enough to cut off her blood circulation, Smoulder turned to her classmates and spread her arms out with her palms upturned, as if she’d just performed a magic trick.
“Ta-da! Figured it out yet?”
A lot of blank stares and blinking followed her demonstration. Half of the class looked as if they thought she’d lost her mind, and the other half looked like they were trying to mentally calculate some fancy math equation that only Twilight or Starlight could figure out.
Two or three smarter cookies had the light of dawning realisation in their wide eyes, but since they didn’t look like they were going to share notes with the class anytime soon, Smoulder decided to just chew and spit it out for them.
“Pumice floats well,” she said. 
More silence.
Then, Sandbar suddenly burst out laughing. “Oh wow, dude... Are you saying that all these” – he swept his foreleg around, pointing his hoof from one pile of rings to the next – “are actually just floaties for dragons?”
Trust Sandbar to be the first one to figure out something related to swimming.
Outwardly, she grinned and nodded. “Not the word we use for them, but yeah. Ours are even better; they don’t go flat and sink just because you accidentally poked one with a claw.”
Twilight stared. “But, but… but that’s just—all those years Dig Site had spent on research in this area! All those expeditions and conferences…”
“Sorry, Teacher.” Smoulder shrugged. “But that professor was just plain wrong, even if it wasn’t his fault. We dragons made these, and you ponies must’ve found them much later and used them for other things.” 
“Wait a minute, but these are made of rocks. Rocks don’t float!” cried Silverstream. She then rapped her knuckles on a ring and giggled at Smoulder. “Are you sure they’re supposed to be used for swimming?”
“Yona agree with Silverstream. Wearing rock when swimming looks like good way to meet ancestors quickly. Very quickly,” Yona added with a frown.
“They’re for swimming in lava, not water. I mean, pumice can float in water, too, but not well enough to hold up a dragon.” Smoulder pointed her tail at the lake. “In case I wasn’t clear, this was all pure lava before the caldera collapsed. Dragons wouldn’t have wasted their time flying all the way here if it was all just water—that’s why they stopped coming.”
Silverstream frowned and scratched the back of her head. “Hmm, I don’t know…”
“Hey, I can prove it. No problem.” Smoulder turned to Twilight and pointed at the clear patch of gravel on the beach. “If you could make some lava for me right there, that would be great.”
Twilight continued staring at nothing in particular. A few strands of hair sprang out of her mane with audible twangs and curled up whilst she muttered under her breath.
“Uh, Teacher?”
Twilight’s ears perked up, and she shook her head before finally focusing on Smoulder. “Oh, right. Lava. Sure. Everyone, please stand back here with me.”
Her horn blazed with light, and she bit her lip as she blasted a continuous beam of fiery magic straight into the ground. A great plume of steam rose into the air, but even that soon disappeared in the sheer heat radiating from the scorched ground. The stones and gravel rapidly turned cherry-red, then bright orange as they hissed and melted at the edges, and finally a brilliant orange-yellow when they transitioned into a bubbling pool of molten sludge. 
The moment Twilight’s beam of magic subsided, Smoulder walked to the edge of the pool and gently lowered her foot into it. The greying skin at the top flexed and rippled underneath her foot, warming her scales quite nicely.
She checked to see that no one was within splashing distance—Twilight had shielded her classmates with a dome barrier, anyway—and jumped right into the pool. With her full weight, her legs and tail easily pierced the skin of the lava, which gurgled as she rapidly sank until her pumice float hit the surface. It briefly hissed as air and moisture expanded and escaped from its pores, but her overall weight still forced it below the surface until even the bands on her arms dipped into the lava. But she rose right back up almost immediately and continued bobbing gently on the surface until she reached equilibrium between her weight and buoyancy. 
Optimal temperature, and deep enough that her feet barely touched the bottom, too. 
Smoulder leaned back, closed her eyes and sighed as the heat soothed muscles strained by a long day of endless walking, not caring that she had an audience. It was immensely satisfying to feel all the stupid parasites under her scales popping and sizzling away into vapour. Ponies might’ve been onto something with soap and maybe their mud baths, but nothing beat a good lava bath when it came to an all-out cleansing. 
“Oh yeah, that’s the stuff…” she murmured.
“Huh. So they do float in lava,” said Silverstream. “That’s so cool! Or hot, I guess. You know what I mean.”
Behind her, Gallus pouted as he handed a couple of bits back to Sandbar. 
“Told ya, didn’t I?” Smoulder grinned and patted her ring. “Even dragons take a while to figure out swimming, so we wear these while we’re learning. And the bigger ones are for the really slow guys who take forever to learn, or are just too lazy to swim. Or just prefer to float, I guess. I know some ponies like to use them even when they already know how to swim.”
She saw a few blushing faces amongst her classmates, no doubt thinking about the rubber and plastic ones that they must’ve brought along in their saddlebags.
Ocellus, meanwhile, had been holding her tail in her claws and fiddling with the tip whilst gazing at the bubbling, glowing lava. She had that dreamy, mesmerised twinkling in her eyes which reminded Smoulder of that one time they’d found her and King Thorax sitting in front of the Ceremonial Dragon Flame of Friendship, staring at the bluish-purple flames for hours.
But Ocellus’ trance was cut short with a yelp when Yona cheerfully thumped her on the back and said, “Yona can tell when Ocellus too shy to have fun. Yona think Ocellus should try! Only one who can turn into dragon and swim with Smoulder in melted rocks!”
Ocellus blinked and gaped at Yona. “Wait, what?”
“Hey, she’s right, Ocellus!” Smoulder waved at her and grinned as she churned the pool with her wings and tail. “You wanna grab a ring and hop in? The lava’s great!”
Ocellus’ pupils shrank to pinpricks as she dug her heels in and fluttered her wings to withstand Yona’s friendly push. “Oh, no-no-no! Not a chance. I mean, I’d love to, but my shapeshifting isn’t that good yet, so I’m pretty sure I’m only fire-resistant, not lava-proof.”
Smoulder sagged a little. “Oh. Well, that’s too bad.”
“Sorry.” Ocellus smiled weakly. “Really wish I could.”
She shrugged. “Eh, don’t sweat it. There’s always next time, I guess.”
Unfortunately for Smoulder, reality had other disappointments in store for her. 
Without a steady source of heat or any magma underneath, her lava pool couldn’t stay molten for long. She could already feel it congealing and sticking to her scales, so she had to get out before she got properly cemented and crusted in. Melting yourself out with fire breath was a lot of hard work, and that was only if you could even breathe deeply enough to get a good flame jet going. Every dragon made that mistake only once.
Smoulder clambered out of the pool and squeezed out of her ring and arm bands, taking care to peel off any lava clinging to the pumice and her scales. 
In the meantime, Twilight had dispelled her barrier and trotted forward to stand next to Smoulder. 
She took a moment to straighten out her mane, then faced the class and with an uneven smile. “Okay, I’m okay. Phew. Now that I’ve had some time to process that little doozy, I believe that there’s an important lesson to be learnt here today. Would anyone like to take a shot at summarising it?”
Several hooves went up at once.
“Pumice has many useful properties!” 
“Dragons are smarter than we thought?”
“Ponies and zebras aren’t the only ones who like to go swimming.”
Gallus smirked and raised his hand. “It’s okay to get schooled by Smoulder?” 
Twilight smiled ruefully and nodded. “All true, including that last one, Gallus. I’ll just bring it all together and summarise it as the following: 
“It is natural for most of us to take a pony-centric view of the world around us, which isn’t inherently a bad thing, but it can sometimes lead us to the wrong conclusions. We aren’t the only species to have lived here in Equestria, or anywhere else, really. 
“Whilst doing my research in preparation for this field trip, I had not even considered the possibility of dragons visiting this place for recreation, let alone contributing to the cultural heritage of the locals. And apparently, neither did Professor Dig Site or any of his associates. 
“It just goes to show that the world is more wonderful and complex than any one of us could figure out by ourselves, and Smoulder’s sharing today is proof that bringing our knowledge and experiences together improves our odds of finding the truth.
“Who knows what other mysteries in all our combined histories lie unsolved, just waiting for the right creature to come along and share their insight?” Twilight rubbed her feathers together and giggled fiendishly. “Ooh, just think about all the research paper opportunities—I’ve got a very interesting letter to write to the Royal Society of Archaeology tonight. You could help me, Smoulder, and you’ll even get credited for it!” 
Smoulder gulped. Maybe volunteering that information hadn’t been the smartest move, not when she was facing the possibility of being stuck in a room for hours whilst Twilight grilled her for information…
Judging by that jealous squint, Ocellus probably would’ve given a leg and a wing to trade places with her, whilst Sandbar, Gallus and Yona were giving her sympathetic winces. Silverstream was having a party in her head. 
Then, someone’s pointed cough drew Twilight’s attention back to her class of wilting and very sweaty students. Many were swaying on their legs and running their hooves through matted manes, staring longingly at the lake’s crystal-clear water. 
Twilight straightened up and cleared her throat. “Sorry. Thank you all for being so patient.”
She then looked around at them and smiled as she teleported her saddlebags onto the ground. “All right, class, who’s ready for a dip?”
“Whoo, finally!” cried Sandbar.
Smoulder cheered and pumped her fist into the air along with her classmates, and then stumbled when a dozen of them stampeded past her to get to the water’s edge. Some stopped to rummage through their bags and sat on the gravelly shore, blowing up their floats and beach balls. 
Gallus yelped when Silverstream grabbed him by the arm and dragged him all the way to the water. They crashed through the gentle waves and waded out until they were neck-deep in water, then clasped hands over Silverstream’s necklace and transformed into sleek, shimmery aquatic forms before vanishing into the depths.
Sandbar and Yona had a much more sedate time off by themselves in the water, away from everyone’s horseplay so that he could continue teaching her how to swim without her customary lifejacket.
That left just her and Ocellus. Plus Twilight.
Ocellus was miming something with her claws whilst Twilight looked on with her ears perked and her eyes sparkling. If Smoulder had to guess, Twilight had already gotten started on getting Ocellus to fact-check some other aspects of archaeology.
That could wait. 
She strode up to them and said, “C’mon, Ocellus, you can nerd out later—we’re burning daylight over here. I wanna show you how to cook fish in a hot spring!”
“But I—”
“Actually, she’s right. You should be having fun right now.” Twilight gave Smoulder an apologetic smile. “Sorry for keeping her, and thanks for helping out with the class today. But before you go, could you tell me if this is another object of draconic artifice?”
Twilight teleported into her magical grip what looked like an eight-foot-long pole with a crude, blunt hook at the end, which was composed entirely of black volcanic rock. Its rugged surface had a lot of grooves that resembled stretch marks, though it did have a few smooth patches at the base of the shaft and just before the hook where the rock was squished in someone’s grip.
“This does not look like it serves any practical use for equines, and Professor Dig Site noted that similar devices were found in this area.”
Smoulder nodded. “Yeah. That’s one of ours.”
Twilight’s grin widened as she stroked the pole with a hoof. “What’s it for?”
“It’s a snot hooker.”
Twilight’s hoof froze as her grin slowly peeled off her muzzle. “Come again?”
“Sometimes we get lava boogers after a swim, and our claws aren’t long enough to pick our nostrils.” Smoulder pointed at the hook in Twilight’s magical grip and smirked. “That one’s obviously for an adult, but if you look around, you can find ones that will fit dragons of other ages. Heck, some of them are even made from someone’s lava boogers; just grab a blob, heat it up, stretch it out and shape it until you got a hook that’ll fit into your nostrils. And hey, if you accidentally get hardening lava in your ear holes and other places, you can also stick it up your—”
“Uh, I think she gets the idea,” said Ocellus. 
Closing her eyes, Twilight sucked in a deep breath through her nostrils, gingerly took her hoof away from the pole and gently set them down on the ground. 
She then sighed and spread her wings, hooking each one around Smoulder’s and Ocellus’ shoulders as she firmly herded them towards the water. “You know what? I think we’ve discovered quite enough for today. Let’s go swimming!”
Smoulder chuckled along with Ocellus. “About time!”
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