
      The Roe King's Tomb


      
      
      
         
         Something Unforeseen

      
      

      

      
      
         “True me, it’ll be fun.” 



Luna froze mid-step and shot her sister a black look. “Why is it that you always say that just before we get into trouble?” 



Celestia shrugged, flashing a wide smile. “Don’t know, probably coincidence. Come on Lulu, where’s your sense of adventure?” 



“About three fields and a bramble patch back.” Luna grimaced, looking down at her mud stained and scratched fetlocks. It was going to take a lot of magic before she dared sneak back into the mannor. At least Celestia had gotten the worst of her ‘short-cut’, with a huge blotch of mud staining her radiant coat from hoof to whitters. Their quiet walk through the summer grass, though just as beautiful as billed, had already been far more eventful than Luna had hoped for. 



With a deep chuckle, Celestia grabbed her sister by the foreleg and half led, half dragged her sister over the low rise. 



“Hey, no fair!” Luna protested, struggling against Celestia’s iron grip. 



Celestia stuck her tongue out. “Big sister privileges, Lulu. Besides, you’ll change your tune in just a moment, you’ll see.” 



Luna’s glare darkened, but she stopped resisting the inexorable pull of her sister and consoled herself with a low grumble. Mostly about pushy earth ponies and the unfairness of being a little sister. Celestia had a proclivity for getting her way, she had two years on her and a full three hooves of height, not to mention the natural difference in strength between an earth pony and a unicorn. 



“And behold!” Celestia exclaimed, as they reached the crown of the hill, sweeping a hoof across the horizon. “Isn’t it beautiful?”



Luna rolled her eyes, peering into the little valley. An overgrown and tangled copse of trees rustled gently in the wind but otherwise there was little to see. “We have trees at home.” 



Celestia scoffed. “Can’t you smell it? These are apple trees, and if my guess is correct, they should be just coming into season.” She beamed, pulling Luna into a hug. “Just imagine, after all those icky winter apples a nice, sweet, fresh fruit. Oh, I can just taste it now.” 



“Laying it on a little thick, aren’t you?” Luna pushed herself out of Celestia’s grip and shook herself. “What’s the catch?” 



“Catch?” Celestia tried and failed to look offended. “There’s no catch. I was just trying to share a treat with my beloved sister who’s been working oh so very hard.” 



Luna cocked her eyebrow at her. Celestia smiled as if butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth, and little by little Luna’s resolved crumbled. The distant scent of fresh apples on the wind didn’t help her resolve. 



“Oh, fine. I guess after all that walking I am hungry.” 



“Wonderful!” Celestia broke into a canter. “Come on!” 



The pair raced down the hill, Celestia hanging back just enough for Luna to stay near neck and neck. She didn’t let her little sister win, Celestia never lost, but Luna still enjoyed the thrill of the race even if the outcome was never in any doubt. 



A low stone wall ringed the trees, overgrown and ground down by storm and season. The sisters hurdled it with ease and came to a stop beneath the trees. Celestia held up a hoof to signal a halt and then proceeded to pick her way through the undergrowth, taking great care to avoid making too much noise. 



“What are you doing?” Luna asked, following her sister with far less stealth.



Above their heads the branches lay heavy with apples, but they were still small and green, not quite ripened. Celestia paid them no attention, instead intent of her hooves. 



“Nothing,” she murmured. “Just stay quiet.” 



Luna frowned, but did as she was told. By following as closely to Celestia’s hoofprints she managed to avoid the worst of the dead branches, and other detritus. It was still unfair how kindly the land treated Celestia, but at least she didn’t sound like a minotaur on a rampage. 



“Ah, here were go,” Celestia said, her face lighting up as she came to the base of a tree. Luna peered up at the apples, but would have been hard pressed to tell them apart from the rest. “Okay, now it's all up to you, Lulu, make with the magic.” 



Luna frowned. “Don’t you usually buck down apples?” 



Celestia shrugged. “I don’t feel like it today.” 



“But you said picking apples with magic is bad for the tree last year,” Luna pressed. 



“Well... You see... It’s like–” Celestia hemmed and hawed as Luna’s frown deepened. “I don’t want to wake the dog.” 



Luna froze. For a moment she stared at her sister, mentally retracing their steps and comparing it to her hazy map of the wider lands around the manor. “This is Old Bristle’s land, isn’t it?” Celestia grimaced. “Tia, you took me scrumping!” 



“Shh, shh!” Celestia hissed, pressing her hoof to her lips. “His dog’s not a deaf as he is. But yes, we’re stealing apples. You were all for it a minute ago. Come on, imagine how good they’re going to taste.” 



She flashed another one of her heart melting smiles and though Luna tried to keep hold of her anger, she found it quickly melting away before she sister’s assault. 



“Oh, fine. But just a hoof-full.” Luna turned to the tree, magic gathering to her horn as she began to recite her phonemes in her head. One for reach, two for pressure, three for a twist and four for a–



“Come on, Lulu,” Celestia hissed.



Luna yet out a startled yelp, the magic slipping from her grasp, and there was an almighty bang. A branch snapped clean off, coming crashing down in a shower of leaves, apples and splinters. The sisters shared a single, horrified look before the sound of distant barking reached them. 



“Run!” Celestia yelled, breaking into a blind galop. Luna looked around wildly for a moment, before launching herself after her, the pair crashing through the overgrown orchard. 



It took only a few moments for them to reach the edge of the trees, but it felt like an age to Luna. Her breath was short, her heart was hammering in her chest and she suddenly regretting all those magic lessons when the other fillies had been out playing war. 



“Ponyfeathers!” Celestia swore. A huge dog was waiting for them at the wall, barking its head off. It was an ugly mutt, with jaws that seemed to Luna to be large enough to swallow a pony whole. 



Celestia swerved, racing alongside the wall and Luna strained to keep up. 



“Sister! Please...” she gasped, heaving for air.



“Oi!” Old Bristle emerged from the trees not a dozen hooves away. He was an ancient stallion, battle scarred and short a leg, but it was the pike strapped to his war-saddle that drew Luna’s eye. 



“No!” Celestia barked. 



Celestia lept over the wall. Luna strained, pushing herself to keep up and leapt the wall just as the dog made a rush for her legs. A blast of magic, unfocused and more light and sound than force, caught the mutt in the face and it reeled backwards, whining. 



The furious shout from Old Bristle spurred Luna to greater speed, but she didn’t dare pause to look behind her. Instead she kept her eyes focused on Celestia’s pink tail and galloped for all she was worth. 



Two hills later, and in the shadow of a rocky outcropping, Celestia finally slowed to a walk. “You okay back there?” 



Luna couldn’t answer for panting, but Celestia seemed to take her frenzied breathing as ascent.



“Great. I think we lost him.” She slumped to the ground.



Luna dropped bonelessly next to her, her sides heaving. “Lets never, ever, ever do that again,” she said, between shuddering breaths.



“I don’t know, I didn’t think it went that badly.” 



With a groan, Luna leavered her head from the ground and glared at her sister. 



“Here, have an apple it’ll cheer you up.” She pulled one out of her mane and, reflexively, Luna took it in her magic. 



“When did you have time to grab this?” 



“First rule of adventuring,” Celestia replied, echoing her father. 



“Grab the loot first,” the sisters chorused, then burst out laughing. Luna took a deep bite of the apple, it was wonderfully sweet, and all the better for the adrenaline hit. 



“Told you it would be fun,” Celestia said, nudging Luna with an elbow. “You should trust your big sister more. And get a little more exercise, you’re getting flabby.” 



Luna huffed. “Not all of us have magical stamina.” 



“If you know what I mean,” Celestia interjected, waggling her eyebrows and the pair burst into peals of laughter. 



“You’re incorrigible.” 



“And you’re a pony.” Celestia stuck her tongue out, as they both giggled. “See, this is why I’m always saying you should get out of the study more. Adventure is fun.” 



Luna rolled her eyes, and pushed herself to her hooves. “Fun, eh? Is that why my coat is full of brambles and I smell like I’ve been running for my life.” 



“Sounds like adventure to me!” 



“Maybe...” Luna smiled. “I guess I can see the appeal.” 



“That’s the spirit.” Celestia sprang to her hooves and swept her sister into a hug. “Next time�—”



Luna took a step back as she tried to catch her overenthusiastic sister and her hoof found only air. With a scream she found herself falling through a bush, dragging Celestia with her. The pair tumbled, head over hooves down a rocky slope. They landed in a heap at the foot of the incline, Celestia on top and a blinding pain shot down Luna’s foreleg. 



“Gah! Tia, get of me.” Luna’s horn kindled and with a combination of telekinesis and brute strength she dislodged the large mare. “Alicorns,” she swore. “My hoof.” She flexed the offending limb, wincing as fresh shards of pain raced up and down her leg. “Celestia, I think I’ve sprained it.” 



There was no reply. 



“Tia!” Luna snapped, rolling onto her belly. Her sister gave no sign of hearing her. 



The cave the pair had fallen into was lit only by the few rays of sunlight that slipped through the bush concealing the entrance. It was only a few pony lengths across but the far end was only flat. In fact, as Luna cast a lightning spell, she could see the far wall was entirely artificial and carved with intricate runes and images that made her horn itch just looking at them. 



“Oh, First Queen,” Celestia whispered. “It’s a tomb.” 



She stared at the wall. There was no making sense of the carvings, they weren’t Equish, or Gryphon or any other language that Luna had ever seen. However, at the very center of the wall was a large engraving of a many horned beast, with carved wisps of magic pouring from its crown like a torrent.



“Ah Deer tomb,” Celestia continued, a grin blossoming on her face. “Luna this is wonderful.” 



Luna grimaced. “Celestia–” 



“It's just like the stories. Do you know what they put in these things? Magic swords, treasure, artifacts that ponykind never managed even before the war. Luna we could be rich! 



“Celestia,” Luna whined, holding up her swelling hoof. “My hoof really hurts.” 



Celestia glanced at her, then did a double take. “Oh, ponyfeathers.” For a moment she seemed torn, frozen between the tomb and her sister. “Maybe if I...” 



“Tia!” 



“Argh, okay, okay.” Celestia rushed to her side. “We’ll get you home.” 



But she never really stopped looking at the tomb.








It was many hours, and one incredibly long, loud and detailed telling off, later when Luna slipped into the manor’s small study. Everfree Manor was not a rich barrony, and all the unicorns shared the same small study high in the rafters. It always smelt of old parchment and dried potion ingredients, a pungent aroma that put Luna’s hackles up. 



The study’s usual resident did nothing to calm her nerves. 



“You’re late,” Gilded Grail said, in his usual low, menacing tone as she entered. 



“Yes, sir. Sorry, sir,” Luna murmured, hobbling across the room to take her position next to him by the window. Grail was an aging stallion with a deep black coat, though the years had graced him with more silver hairs than deep lines.



“I hear that you had an altercation with a rabbit hole,” Grail continued, peering down his nose at Luna’s heavily bandaged hoof. Luna had tried to get her mother to go easy on the poltices, but there was no stopping her once she got going.



“Yes, sir.” Luna ducked her head. 



Grail hufed. “And do you consider this an adequate excuse?” 



“Umm...” Luna glanced down at her hoof. Grail did not give her time to answer. 



“I note that your brothers and sisters did not miss their lessons today,” he continued. “Your father values my services highly and I am not accustomed to waiting on little fillies who care little for my skills.” 



Luna swallowed. “Sorry, sir. 



Grail tossed his head. “I don’t particularly care for apologies. They’re paltry things, no pony has ever succeeded in this world with words alone. Actions, filly, actions are what makes a pony great and proclaim their deeds. Yours do not speak well of you.” 



For a moment Luna opened her mouth to protest, but she swiftly shut it. 



“You understand that we are unicorns, yes?” he continued. “The pegasi herd the sky, the earth ponies till the dirt, but we are the ponies that command the heavens. If you are not willing to shoulder that burden then you may as well break off that horn and go join your mother in the kitchen.” 



A flash of white hot rage shot through Luna, but long practice allowed her to push it back down. “I’ll try, sir.” 



“See that you do. There is much wrong with the world. The alicorns destroyed so much and left so little good behind. But we can not it falter for the sake of a few fillies whimsy. It is not, apparently, my place to punish you for trespassing and stealing. However, I can strongly recommend that you do not associate with that vagabond scullery maid if you wish to further your education.” 



“She’s my sister!” Luna protested, the words escaping her before she could stop them.



Grail cast her a withering look. “All the more reason to see you separated then. Your destiny is in the stars—” He pointed at her cutie-mark. “—Not in rolling around in the dirt, no matter if it is family that is calling you there. Now, I believe its time to fulfil our most important duty.” 



He looked out the window. The sun was just hugging the horizon and, already, Luna could feel the magic of twilight building in the air. Across the Equestrian lands, from coast to coast and from the frozen north to the all consuming southern desert, unicorns were looking towards the sky. Luna couldn’t help but feel the warmth and welcome of that almighty community.



She danced through the complex web of interlocking phonemes, seizing the sky and the sun in a delicate web of magic. As one the unicorns of the world pulled, the sun dropping like a rock behind the distant mountains and the moon rising suddenly to take its place. It was a titanic effort, all to keep the celestial clock in motion for another day. 



Luna let out a happy sigh as she fell from the spell. Grail slumped next to her, panting for breath. 



“That was. Adequately done. Still, there’s plenty of room for improvement. Follow me.”



A sigh escaped Luna, but dutifully she followed her tutor as he began to pull familiar tomes from the shelves.








The next morning, after the sun had been raised and Grail had laiden her high with excersise and new phonemes to practice, Luna found her way to the kitchens. The manor was small, housing only a few dozen stallions at arms and the local unicorns. Still, nearly a hundred soldiers, maids, farriers, blacksmiths and other required a lot of food and the kitchens were full to the brim of ponies rushing to and throw. 



“No, not the good salt!” Strawberry Cupcake bellowed across the room. 



Luna smiled fondly, as the diminutive pony mare proceeded to dress down a mare twice her size. She stopped just next to the pair and cleared her throat. 



“Good morning, mother.” 



Strawberry Cupcake whirled. “Luna? What are you doing on your hooves? No, no, no, you should be sitting down.” Faster than Luna could track her Cupcake raced away, found a stool and pushed Luna into it. “Really, what are you thinking? The doctor said you should keep your weight off your hooves for a few days. Let me have a look at those bandages.” 



Luna grimaced as her mother fussed over her. “Really, mother, it's not that bad. He said as long as I don’t try galloping I’ll be fine.” 



“It’s my job to worry, dear,” Strawberry Cupcake assured her. “Just as it was supposed to be your sister’s job to keep you safe. Where has that filly got to anyway?” 



“Um, I think she was bringing Radiance a snack,” one of the serving fillies cut in, as she bustled past. 



Strawberry Cupcake sighed, fondly. “Which means that she’ll be listening to his stories again. Well you’d better go chase her. Unless you plan to take on her duties again.” 



A shudder ran down Luna’s spine. “I’ll find her,” she promised. Before Strawberry Cupcake could fuss her any more she pushed herself to her hooves and slipped away. 



Radiance was not hard to find. In addition to being one of the largest ponies Luna had ever seen he had both a booming voice and a penchant for telling tales, the taller and more exciting the better. As such it was a simple matter to follow the echoes and the occasional squeal of overexcited fillies. 



“And then Vane launched himself into the air like a pegasus and caught that no good dragon right in the neck. I’ll tell you, you’ve never seen a beasty look so surprised!” 



Luna let herself quietly into the anteroom which Radiance had taken as his daily ‘court’. The old stallion had taken seat on a low bench, with his forelegs resting on his sword. A small horde or fillies and colts sat in rapt attention before him, ranging in size from little Whistler, who was barely old enough to stand to Celestia, who was nearly as big as Radiance himself. 



For a moment Luna just watched, as Radiance continued to describe in explicit detail how they’d driven off the dragon from its horde. Celestia mouthed along with the story as Radiance spoke, her gaze distant, focused on treasure and glory rather than the dusty room. Radiance had exactly the same look, even as he gestured with his sword, and the family resemblance between the two was uncanny. 



Luna only wished she had so much in common with her own father. 



“So then, as we were divvying up what remained of the treasure, Vane finds this crown. Now,  my little ponies, this was a proper alicorn crown, fit for a king or even an emperor. It was a solid band of gold as thick as your hoof, laden with magic gems and it made your teeth buzz with power just looking at it. Now that was all well and good, but the horn of the last owner was still in it.” 



There was a general round of ‘ewws’ from the gathered foals. 



Radiance shook his head. “See, that’s what I thought. I’m not one to be messing with magic. Magic broke the world. Still, Vane always had his eye on that quick path to power and so before anypony can blink he’s got the crown on his head. Then things got weird, he started floating, his eyes went white as fine china and he began to babble.



“Now, Boulder said we should throw a rock at him. Before we could find a good sized on though, Vane snaps out of it and shouts, ‘I wish for my weight in gold!’. It was a pretty dumb wish, because after the flash of light cleared all that was left of Vane was a gold statue, still wearing the dead alicorn’s crown. We didn’t touch it after that, so for all I know that crown’s still there, waiting for somepony foolish enough to take it.” 



“Let that be a lesson to you. Don’t have eyes bigger than your stomach. Or at least be specific with your wishes.” Radiance groaned, leaning back on his stool and rubbing his back. “Now, I’m guessing by little Luna back there that at least some of you have been missed. Better be hurrying on before my wife comes looking herself.” 



The though the Strawberry Cupcake finding them slacking sent a few of the older fillies running for the door. As the crowd began to break up, Luna pushed her way forwards. 



“Good morning, sister,” she said, stepping up next to Celestia. 



“Oh, hey Luna,” she replied, not turning round. “So dad, what did you ever do with the statue?” 



Radiance grinned. “What statue would that be?” 



“The solid gold one,” Celestia pressed. “You know, of Vane.” 



“Hmm...” Radiance rubbed his chin. “Seems to be it’s bad idea for a stallion to go around saying he knows where a solid gold statue is. Might be bad for his health, don’t you know?” 



Celestia shot him a flat look. “You lost it, didn’t you?” 



Radiance let out a bark of laughter. “Ha, you think so little of your old dad. Actually we gave it to his widow in the end. I think she prefered him like that, come to think.” 



“Celestia, your mother is looking for you,” Luna interjected again. 



“Urgh, already?” Celestia said, with a groan. “Okay. Sorry dad chores await.” 



She grabbed Luna as she hurried past, dragging her into the corridor. “Did you hear all that Luna?” she exclaimed. “Did you hear it?” 



Luna shot her a flat look. “It’s not exactly the first time your father’s told that story,” she pointed out.



“Yeah, but now we have a really adventure just waiting for us right here on our doorstep!” Celestia said, prancing on the spot. “Oh it's going to be wonderful. I tried to get dad to tell me some stories about the Deer, but they’re so ancient even he never saw anything but broken stones.”



“Umm, were you listening to the same story I was?” 



“I guess it didn’t end well for Vane,” Celestia admitted, and immediately shrugged off the danger. “But honestly, he was always an ass. We’ll be much smarter. Oh, I wonder what could be in there? I bet the whole place will be piled high with jewels, or made of transfigured gold, or full of magical artifacts. This is so exciting! Come on, I have to show you something.” 



Sputtering protests, Luna was dragged through the corridors by the overly excited Celestia. She didn’t pause for a moment in her speculation, her ideas steadily growing more and more outlandish until they reached her tiny bedroom. 



“See!” Celestia exclaimed, pulling a broad sheet of paper out from under her bed. The page was filled with a charcoal rubbing of the many horned deer carving and Luna could have sworn even its imagine sent tingles running up and down her horn. 



“Tia, what is this?” Luna found herself asking. She tore her gaze away from the deer and shook herself. There was a dangerous amount of magic bound within that carving. 



Celestia beamed. “I went back to the cave last night. Isn’t it fantastic? I checked as well, we definitely found the door though I think it's magically locked. We should go back, tonight.” 



Luna did a double take. “Tonight!” she exclaimed. “Are you crazy? Tia, have you any idea what you’re proposing?” 



“Sure, raiding a tomb. Dad raided them all the time.” 



“A Deer tomb,” Luna corrected, testily. “A race known for their curses, violence and general hatred of ponykind. You really want to risk all that?” 



Celestia looked at her like she’d grown a second head. “Duh! Of course I want to risk it. That’s what being an adventurer is all about! Fame, riches, glory everlasting!” 



Luna opened her mouth. Ready to protest that being an adventu seemed be more often dodging death by a feather than gathering glory and riches. That Celestia was just as likely to be killed by an ancient curse than find the treasure she sought. That the deer engraving terrified her and she didn’t really know why. 



She didn’t say any of those things, though. She knew her sister and Celestia never listened. If anything, telling her that she shouldn’t would only spur her into action. 



Instead, Luna merely hung her head. “What are you going to do?” she asked, wearily. 



“Oh, don’t be like that,” Celestia snapped. “This is supposed to be fun, remember? We’ll we go back to the cave you can translate the inscriptions and then we can get into the tomb proper.”



Luna held up a hoof, her bandaged hoof. 



“Right... I guess that is a problem.” 



“I also can’t read the language of the deer,” Luna continued. A thought occurred to her, a way to potentially talk Celestia out of her madness. “Tia, maybe this is too big for us. What if we told your dad and–” 



Celestia waved her off. “No way! This is our discovery and it’ll be our treasure, when your hoof is better. Before that, though, we’re going to have to do the most boring part of an adventure. Research.” 



Luna’s heart sank. “You know I’m not allowed in the study without supervision,” she grumbled, trying to throw up another roadblock. 



“Don’t worry.” Celestia flashed a radiant smile. “I have a brilliant plan. Meet me at the main stairs at midnight.” 




 



Three nights hence, because for all of Celestia’s wheedling and puppy dog eyes she couldn’t just wave away Strawberry Cupcakes grounding her, the sisters met in the dead of night. 



“I’m not sure wrapping dishcloths around our hooves counts as a plan,” Luna muttered, picking her way along the darkened corridors. Their only light was the full moon.



“Hush.” 



“It's more of a notion, really.” 



“Hush!”



“Or even an inkling.” 



Celestia whirled, pressing her cloth covered hoof against Luna’s mouth.



They continued in silence from then on. 



The manor’s study was far more imposing in the dark. The tall shelves loomed, blotting out the weak light and casting impenetrable shadows across the sisters. Luna kindled her horn, if not banishing the darkness at least pushing back the gloom. 



“What?” she asked, as she caught Celestia’s look. “We need light to read.” 



The pair made their way to a small locked shelf near the back. The baron’s private books were very much on the list of things that both fillies, but especially Celestia, were never to touch. However, they were not secured by anything more than a simple lock, which Luna was able to open without much difficulty with a burst of magic. 



“Now let’s see,” Luna murmured, squinting at the titles. “The First Queen. Wendigo Lore. The Roe King?” 



She pulled the book from the shelf and took it over to a lectern. “Looks promising,” she continued. “Roe is one of the kingdoms of the Deer.” 



“Here, see if you can find anything that matches.” Celestia passed over the rubbing, and proceeded to peer over Luna’s shoulder. 



“Well, the symbols look right at least,” Luna muttered. The book seemed to be more of a treatise on the fall of the Roe kingdom, rather than anything helpful like a translation guide. Still, she could match the inscriptions in the book to some of the symbols on the rubbing, which was a start at least. “Hmm, death, pain, curse upon those that disturb my rest.” 



“Sound promising so far,” Celestia said, without a trace of irony. Luna elected to ignore her. 



“It’s definitely a tomb at least.” Luna flipped a page. “And, as much as I hate to say it, the Roe did apparently like to take their treasure with them.” 



Luna didn’t need to look to see Celestia’s grin. 



“Hmm, not sure if I–” Luna turned a page and froze. Staring back from the page, diminished in its illuminated form, was the many horned carving. A lump formed in Luna’s throat as she read the caption. 



“Oh heavens. The Roe King.” 



A bang startled the sisters and the room was suddenly flooded with light. Luna shrieked, Celestia grabbed the rubbing and stuffed it into her mane. Both looked around wildly for an exit.



“Luna and Celestia,” Baron Comet intoned, stalking into the room with magic wreathing his horn. He was dark and imposing stallion, although his grandeur was somewhat undermined by his half open dressing gown. He was flanked by two ponies at arms, once of which was a rather sleepy looking Radiance. “I should have guessed.” 



“Father!” Luna squeeked, casting around but even Celestia seemed to have figured that they were in trouble. “Umm, I was...” 



“Reading my personal books?” Comet enquired, raising an eyebrow. “I’m not sure I should be more disappointed by you breaking the rules, or not noticing the alarm spell.” 



Luna swallowed, but said nothing. 



“Now, let me see what’s happening here.” Comet lofted the book with his magic. “Hardly bedtime reading. What were you doing with this?” 



“I–” Celestia began, but she was muzzled by a haze of Comet’s magic. 



“I was asking my daughter,” Comet snapped. “Now, Luna.” 



She opened her mouth but her voice failed her. 



A disappointed sigh escaped the baron. “Well, let me guess then. This young trouble maker found a rock that, rightly or wrong, she thought was a deer relic and you’re trying to find out if it’s true. Close?” 



Luna gave a shaky nod. “I’m sorry...” 



Comet regarded her for a long moment. “Apology accepted. Though we’re not done here. Radiance! Take your filly out of my sight.” 



Radiance saluted. “Yes sir.” He smiled sheepishly at Celestia but did as he was bid, guiding her out of the room. 



“Now then Luna, sit down please.” He gestured to a chair, and Luna shakily sat. “Now Luna, what are we going to do with you?” 



“Sorry, sir,” she repeated, no other defence occurring to her. 



“Oh, don’t act as if you’re on a chopping block,” Comet snapped. “If you’d damaged a book we’d be having a different conversation but we shouldn’t worry about maybes. What I want to know is what possessed you to do this?” 



“I... just wanted...” Luna’s excuse faded to a mumble. 



Baron Comet sighed. “Let me guess. Celestia?” He did not wait for an answer. “I have told you since you were old enough to walk that that filly is trouble. It seems she has been responsible for every scrape, and every wasted afternoon you’ve ever had. I’ve tried again and again to get you to chose more sensible companions, yet you still stand by her side. I can’t imagine why.” 



“She’s my sister,” Luna protested, finally finding her voice. 



“Half-sister. And your lesser half at that.” Comet frowned. “I hoped that one day you’d realise this. You have been gifted with far greater talents than a scullery maid can dream of, yet you still let her lead you around by the nose.” 



Luna went to leap to Celestia’s defence, but Comet silenced her with a raised hoof. “I wasn’t finished. Luna, you have a talent for spellwork, enough to impress even Gilded Grail, and that is a hard thing to manage. I fear that you will never fulfill your destiny while you insist on being lead by that filly.”



For a moment, there was no sound in the study. 



“I’m sending you to Canterlot.” 



“What?” Luna croaked. 



“I’ve been in contact with a few wizards looking for an apprentice. My old friend Starswirl expressed an interest. You should be very proud of yourself, not many can claim enough skill to apprentice.” 



Luna simply stared at him in opened mouth horror. “But...” she stammered. “I don’t want to go!” 



Leaving would mean leaving her mother behind, her home, her sister. For all Celestia and her’s wanderings they’d never gone more than a day’s trot from the manor. The idea sent chills down the filly’s spine. 



“Perhaps you should have considered that before now,” Comet said, waspishly. “I’ll send a letter of acceptance in the morning. You should be in Canterlot by the end of the month. 




 



“Why?” Luna demanded, slamming her hooves ineffectual into the bedspread. “Why? He can’t do this. You can’t let him do this.” 



Strawberry Cupcake cooed as she stroked Luna’s hair. “Dear, dear Luna. I would fix it if I could.” Luna continued to sniffle and sob. “The world is rarely so kind.” 



Luna lifted her head. Tears had traced deep tracks in her coat and her eyes were puffy and red. “But why?” 



Cupcake sighed. “Ponies can be cruel, little Luna. Sometimes they’re even cruel when they think they’re helping us.”



“He hates me.” Luna buried her head back into her mother’s lap. “He’s always hated me.” 



“That’s not true, dear.” Cupcake continued to stroke her mane. “He just doesn’t know how to show affection sometimes.” 



Luna let out a derisive snort. “I didn’t ask to be a bastard.” 



Cupcake lifted her by the chin. “Hey now, none of that language. No pony gets to chose how they’re born, but I wouldn’t change a thing, understand. No matter who your sire might be, you’re still my daughter.” 



“But–” 



“No buts.” 



Luna sighed, ducking her head. “I’d still have rather been an earth pony. Then I could stay here. The baron wouldn’t care and everything would be perfect. Can’t you do something?” Luna murmured. “Please.” 



“I can’t. I can’t tell the baron what to do any more than I can tell the sun to rise,” Cupcake explained, a tired smile on her face.



“He loved you, didn’t he?” Luna pressed. “Otherwise I...” 



Cupcake shook her head, and Luna petered out. “I’m sorry, that’s not how the world works, little Luna. Your father... has a penchant for pretty young mares and as an assistant chef there was...” A sigh escaped her. “Lets just say, there was never much affection between us.” 



Luna slumped. “It's hopeless then? I’m going to have to leave.” 



“Yes.” For all Luna had expected the word, it still hurt to hear it. “But don’t cry, little Luna. It's not the end, just the beginning.” 



“It's not fair,” Luna murmured, a deep sigh escaping her. “It's just not fair.” 



Strawberry Cupcake said no more. Instead the pair just sat on the bed as the sun rose. For once Luna made no attempt to speed it on its way. 



Soon enough Cupcake was called away by her duties leaving Luna to lie in silence, watching the world pass her by outside the window. For a while she imagined that she could stay there forever. In her mother’s room just letting time slip through her hooves with doom looming over her. It was a nice thought, but only a dream. Time, it seemed, had already run out. 



The door slammed open. 



“There you are!” Celestia exclaimed. “Finally, I’ve been looking all over. Come on, take this.” She reached over her shoulder and hurled a saddlebag at Luna, who only just managed to catch it. 



“Wha–” Luna blinked, struggling to make sense of the sudden shock. Celestia was wearing an old surcoat and had a battered looking sword slung at her shoulder.



“Supplies, a few scraps of armour and lunch,” Celestia explained. “Now get a move on sleepy head. I’ve bribed Cob so we can sneak out.” 



“Sneak out?” Luna exclaimed, bounding to her hooves. “Sneak out! It was sneaking around that got us into this mess!” 



“I know, I know,” Celestia said, waving off her anger. “But I know exactly how we can fix it. We just need to raid the tomb.” 



Luna couldn’t believe her ears. “Raid the tomb?” she echoed, trying and failing to conceive of a world where that was a sensible suggestion. “Why? What part of anything that’s happened makes you think that’s a good idea?” She found herself screaming, all of her rage finally bubbling over. “That damn tomb’s the whole reason that I’m getting sent away and all you can think of is the treasure. Get out of here!” 



“But, Luna–” 



“Out!” Luna tried to pick up her sister and hurl her from the room, but the spell wouldn’t form and instead she just splashed magic across the walls. Instead she tried to take matters into her own hooves, but for all her anger Celestia was still the bigger mare and instead she flailed ineffectual against her. 



“Luna!” 



Luna slumped against her sister’s barrel, her burst of strength spent. “Please, just go.” 



Celestia pulled her into a hug. “I can fix this,” she assured her. “Trust me. When we come out of that tomb heroes, then the Baron won’t dare send you away. You’ll see. You’ll see.” 




 



The tomb had grown no less imposing with a few days absence. Luna still wasn’t sure what had possessed her to follow Celestia. It could have been habit, or perhaps Luna could no longer cared for her own safety, but when offered the chance for one more adventure with her sister she couldn’t find the strength to say no.



“Here,” she said, pointing to a symbol. “The book mentioned this meant entrance. I’ll see what I can do.” 



“Hurry, hurry, hurry,” Celestia chanted, bouncing on her hooves with excitement. “Come on, I can’t wait another moment.” 



Luna rolled her eyes, but couldn’t keep the fond smile from her face. She kindled her horn and, one by one the crumbling runes lit with cold blue fire. A deep groaning from the bowels of the earth echoed around them before, inch by inch, the wall began to slide apart down the middle. Cold and stale air washed over the sisters as the tomb exhaled for the first time in centuries and Luna gagged at the scent of dust and decay.



“Careful,” she said, putting a hoof on Celestia’s barrel to stop her charging in. “They liked their traps.” 



Casting her light as bright as she could, Luna took a hesitant step into the tomb, Celestia bobbing in her wake. It wasn’t the grand structure that she’d been expecting. In Radiance’s stories tombs were always inexplicably lit, vaulted halls, large enough for pegasi to roost. The Roe King’s was, however, oppressive and low ceilinged, with the occasional root reaching down to grasp at her horn. Save for a narrow path the whole space had been filled with life sized statues of armed and armoured deer.



“This is awesome,” Celestia murmured, trying to stare at everything at once. 



Luna gave a shaky nod. So far so good. 



As if summoned by the optimistic thought a grinding noise burst into being. The fillies started, pressing close against each other as they cast around. Celestia saw it first. 



“The statues are moving!” she yelled, drawing her sword. 



With dust pouring from them the deer statue nearest to them lowered its head to charge. 



“Run!” Luna added, breaking into a blind gallop, doctor's orders be damned.



There was a clang of sword on stone, then Celestia joined her at her side. “Where are we running to?” 



Luna didn’t answer, she had no idea. More statues were waking ahead of them as they streaked down row upon row of silent sentinels. The exit lay far behind but the idea of turning and fighting never crossed either mare’s mind, there were simply too many statues behind them. 



They reached a wall a moment later. 



“Feathering, feathering, feathers,” Luna swore, skidding to a halt. “Oh alicorns, we’re–” 



It was pure chance her eyes alighted on a familiar run. “Yes, it's a door!” 



“Wonderful! Open it,” Celestia snapped, parrying a slow buck from a deer. 



Luna wasted no time, pouring her strength into the rune begging for the magic to spread faster. Slowly, ever so slowly, the door began to creep open with deep groan. The sound seemed to enrage the statue which charged as one implacable mass. Celestia bellowed a battlecry, hurling herself at the statutes. With far more enthusiasm than skill she hacked and kicked, spoiling the statues charge charge for just a moment. 



“Come on. Come on!” Luna begged, her horn sparking as she willed the door to move faster. 



There was a grunt and sick thud behind her. With a crash one of the statues slammed into the wall next to Luna, her sister impaled on its antlers. 



“Tia!” Luna screamed. The door forgotten she gathered up every scrap of magic that she had and released it as an explosion of kinetic force that smashed the statue into pouder, leaving behind only a somewhat bewildered head. 



Celestia groaned and slid down the wall, blood oozing from barrel and staining the wall behind her red. 



For a moment Luna only started, but then was a flurry of motion and magic. With power drawn from desperation she dragged her sister through the partly open door, leapt through and slammed it shut in the face of the statues. 



“Tia,” she said, rushing over. “Tia, are you okay?” 



A wet rasp escaped Celstia’s mouth. She spluttered, pink froth pooling at the corners of her mouth. “This... hurts a lot more than in the stories,” she gasped, her head loolling. “Made it, though.” 



Luna’s magic played over the wounds. She had a little healing magic but it was for scratches, not chest wounds, and didn’t have the faintest idea where to start. “It’ll be alright, Tia,” she said, frantically. “It’ll be alright.” 



“‘Course it will,” Celestia said, with another bloody cough. “We got the treasure. Adventures always end when you’ve got the treasure.” She slumped, struggling to breathe.



Hyperventilating Luna sprang back, casting around for something, anything, to save her sister. Her eyes fell immediately on a crown set upon a worn stone casket. It was massive, holding a pair of antlers with more points that Luna had ever seen and festooned with magic rocks. It pulsed with power, a dull throb like the heartbeat of the earth. 



The thought of Vane’s statue stayed her hoof for perhaps half a second, then she sprang and with no ceremony jammed the crown on her head. “I demand a boon!” she roared. 



Time seemed to freeze, individual motes of dust pinned in the air like insects to a board. The sound of Celestia’s laboured breathing vanished, as did her own racing heartbeat in her ears. 



“Well, I didn’t expect a pony.” 



The voice startled Luna and she found herself face to face with a young faun. He smiled at her, Luna shied back. 



“Still, it's nice to have company after so long.” 



Luna blinked. “I... what?” 



“Allow me to introduce myself, I’m the Roe King. I’m very please to meet you, little moon.” 



“I’m...” Words failed her. Whatever she’d been expecting to happen when she donned the crown, it wasn’t that. “You seem a little young.” 



The king giggled. “Well, I’m not really the king you see. I’m actually a shadow of a memory of his power. He made me to smite anydeer who dared wear his crown, but that was a very, very long time ago. All the deer he wanted dead are long since departed and I find the rage as faded after all these eons.” 



Luna blinked. “So, you’re not going to smite me?”



“It would be rather rude.” The king smiled. “Especially to one as important as you. Or possibly as important as you will be. It gets rather hard to tell when you’re as old as I.” 



Luna shook her head, deciding not to try and unpick that. “Please, sir. My sister–” 



“Is fine. I saw you were rather pressed for time so I stopped it while we talked.” The king spun onto the tomb and looked her straight in the eye. “Now, what is it you wish, little moon?” 



“Save my sister!” 



He rolled his eyes. “That’s what you want, not what you wish. Come now, you’re wearing the Crown of Kings. Continents rose at its command. The rules of magic were reshaped to its whims. What do you wish from me?” 



Luna paused. It was funny, she didn’t think that anypony had ever asked her what she wished for. Money, fame and adventure sprang to mind, but that was Celestia’s wish not hers. “I want everything to be as it was. I want to be with my sister again. I don’t want to go away or have to risk my life ever again.” 



The king’s smile turned sad. “Alas, even I can’t stop time forever, little moon. We tried. We failed. And because of that we fell. Life only exists going forwards. One more try perhaps.” 



“Right.” There were so many things that she would wish for. She could be Celestia’s sister in full, or take the power to do as she willed for the rest of her life. However, all her fancies were forgotten as she looked upon Celestia’s motionless form. In the end, there was only one thing that she’d ever really wanted. 



“I wish that we were safe, happy and well.”



“Truly, no riches or magic?” Luna shook her head. “Hmm, a wise choice.” The king stood, and for a moment a gigantic stag was stood before Luna, his impossibly branching antlers brushing the ceiling. “Go with my blessing,” he boomed. “Little Sun and little Moon. Be well for the rest of your lives.” 



Power rushed over the sisters and Luna remembered no more. 








It was a bright and sunny day. The birds danced in the sky and the smell of fresh cut grass washed across the gathered ponies. Luna wore a bright new traveling cloak, saddlebags and a rather emotional Strawberry Cupcake who’d refused to let her go. 



“Now you will write,” Cupcake continued, squeezing her tight. “Promise. Every week.” 



“Every week,” Luna echoed, squeezing her back. “Don’t worry. I’ll be back for the solstice.” 



“I know, I know.” Cupcake dabbed at her eyes with a hankee. “But I’ll still worry. Be safe, little Luna.” 



“Stay safe, Mom.” 



Luna pulled out of the hug. 



“Make an adventure of it,” Radiance added, grinning. 



“And remember you’re representing my house,” Comet added, darkly. 



Luna rolled her eyes, but didn’t let him drag down her mood. After yet another round of goodbyes and well-wishes from the gathered ponies of the manor Luna made her excuses and departed with her escort of a couple of Radiance’s ponies. With a last look back at Everfree Manor, she set out upon the road to Canterlot. 



Naturally Celestia caught up after just a few minutes. 



“What are you doing?” Luna cocked an eyebrow at her sister. “Aren’t you supposed to be in bed?” 



Celestia rolled her eyes and straightened her heavy saddlebags. A notched sword was slung over her back, bundled up in a bedroll. “I’m fine, fitter than ever actually. Not that Mom believes me.” 



“You got impaled.” 



“I got better.” Celestia flashed a cheek grin. “Besides, I couldn’t leave you behind.” 



Luna paused. “This isn’t your adventure, you know.” 



“I know. But I couldn’t let you face Canterlot all on your own! Sisters stick together.” Celestia took up place next to her. 



“Really?” Luna cocked her head. “There’s going to be lots of books and studying.” 



Celestia shrugged. “Hey, it's your adventure. You lead, I’ll follow for once.” 



With a smile that wouldn’t fade for days, Luna turned to the horizon. She fancied she could already see Canterlot, perched atop the distant mountains. “Well then, let's go.”



She broke into a gallop, with Celestia and her retinue hot on her heels. 
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