
      The First Adventure of Jiggery Pokery


      

      
      
         Quartz inspected the license and personnel transfer papers with a frown. It all looked to be in order. But that was really the problem.



“Jiggery Pokery is it?”



“Just Jiggery is fine,” answered the shifty looking pegasus.



“Says here you finished your masters in adventure two years ago.”



“I got top marks in both swashbuckling and hoof work sir.”



“Have you ever been on an archaeological dig before?”



“Yes, yes I did, as part of getting my bachelors in archeology.”



“What have you been doing for the past two years?”



“Some family things came up, sir.”



“Uhuh...” Quartz did not sound sympathetic. “Two years sitting around makes you rusty. Never having been on an adventure makes you green. Being rusty and green makes that masters in adventure basically worthless. Your bachelors in archaeology barely makes you qualified to carry water. You're basically useless.”



Jiggery shuffled his hooves awkwardly.



“The rules say we can't operate without a licensed adventurer,” Quartz gave a tired sigh, “and you are that.”



Quartz stamped the transfer.








The site was three days outside of Filly Delphia in the Foal Mountains. Less if you cut straight to the train tracks and managed to catch a ride. It couldn't have been in a safer part of Equestria.



The actual site consisted of four pillars that had apparently been topped with primitive luminescent crystal lighting which had at one point shown the way to the cave mouth. Inside the cave was a perfectly flat dirt floor.



A little digging of that dirt floor revealed shards of broken pottery and glass. Carbon dating showed that it was roughly five hundred years of age.



It was a landfill and a fairly recent one. It was barely worth digging around in at all if not for one curious point.



There wasn't an existing settlement that could have used the landfill, nor was there any record of one.








Jiggery wrestled with the water bottles. He could carry the empty water bottles on the wing easily enough but on the return trip he had to hoof it.



Perhaps it was good exercise.



He handed off a water bottle to one of the senior archaeologists. She was reassembling a clay mug that proudly declared it's bearer the greatest father in the world. The syntax was a little different but the pure functionality of the item and the simplicity of it's manufacture made it virtually identical to the modern version.








At dinner it was a simple meal of heated hay with a dusting of flowers. A staple of cafeteria's in all manner of institutions.



The archaeologists laughed and joked as they got to know each other.



Jiggery had a table to himself.








The pegasus found that he could fly in short little hops with the weight of the water bottles across on his withers.



Passing out bottles. He stopped to watch an intern taking measurements of an old firefly lantern. It was weird though. It had a container at the bottom for... some kind of fluid maybe? There was a hole in the middle opening up into the body of the lantern. Maybe it was sugar water for the fireflies?



He wasn't sure that was right though. It didn't feel that way at least.








“Really?” asked Quartz.



“Yeah, really. Wall carvings,” answered Spade.



“What are wall carvings doing in a landfill?”



“Probably just graffiti. None of it makes much sense.”



Jiggery Pokery took a long sip from his cup of tea one table over. That seemed kind of odd.








The pegasus stepped into the dark and empty cave after the rest of the camp was asleep. The light of his lantern dimmed and faltered. It was like the fireflies were trying to escape.



The dirt had been excavated by about two hoofs revealing a tiny band of wall carvings. It was perfectly level. The carvings were black and cut deep into the stone.



Really deep actually.



Pulling a piece of chewing straw out of his pocket he tested the depth. He couldn't reach the bottom. The straw was half a hoof in length.



He didn't recognize any of the characters.



He contemplated the wall carvings for a time before heading off to bed.








Jiggery filled the water bottles from the same spring as always. The underground water source had been tested and proven safe for equine consumption



The air around the clear pond had a curious sweet smell today.



He didn't give it much thought as he began his long uphill climb back to the work site.








Spade was making dutiful notes as he examined a metal box. It was taller and deeper then it was wide and somewhere along the way one corner had been smashed in.



It didn't look like it was supposed to open being held together with screws and pegs. Inside it had tiny metal protrusions for unknown objects to hang or be affixed to.



The earth pony was so transfixed that he didn't even look up as Jiggery dropped off a bottle of water.








The archaeologists barely spoke at dinner. What few things they voiced to each other were in whispers.



There was an odd sort of chewy texture that he couldn't quite place in the flower casserole today.








Under the cover of darkness Jiggery once again examined the characters etched into the walls of the cave.



He wracked his brain. It felt like something he had learned back when he was taking his masters in adventure. Or was it something he had overheard from somepony else?



He tried to remember what it could be for a time before giving up and going to bed.








On his way to the spring the pegasus noticed the bones of a dead rabbit. The bones were still intact and not yet dried out but the carcass was entirely picked clean.



Something about it was odd, but he wasn't well versed enough in animal lore to be able to exactly pin it down.



He hurried off without giving it too much attention though. He did have a job to do.








Quartz mumbled a thanks as he was given a ration of water.



Before him was a perfectly preserved box. The box was square but flat. It was opened and inside what appeared to be curiously serrated knives.



Though the handles had all rotted away to nothing the blades themselves were in perfect condition. They had no rust, no tarnish, no dullness. The still shined like they had been polished but mere hours ago.



Utterly and totally impervious to the wear of time in the way that only the most magical of magical artifacts can be.



They didn't seem very magical though.








The crew joked and laughed with renewed and heart warming vigor. Whatever trials they had encountered apparently been over come.



Jiggery smiled reassured as he took a bite of today's casserole.



Then he put it aside. Somehow he wasn't hungry anymore.








Tonight with a pencil and paper the adventurer took some etchings. This kind of thing could really sell your memoirs, and such sales where the lion's share of the income for his industry.



Holding the paper of the carving in the wall with his hooves he dragged the pencil lightly across the surface.



He checked his work.



Frowning he tried again.



Again he compared the etchings on the page and marks on the wall.



He tried again. And again. He tried until he was out of paper.



No matter how many times he tried the characters on the the paper etchings never lined up with the characters on the wall.



Nor did they match up with each other.



Gripped by an unidentified panic Jiggery scrambled out of the dig and back to his tent.








The sweet scent at the spring had gotten stronger. It wasn't a bad smell. He didn't recognize it as any of the things would normally render drinking water undrinkable.



He clearly remembered his basic survival courses.



Still he was uncertain as he filled the bottles and once again traveled uphill to the work site.








“I'm thinking I should travel to the river for water from now on. We can start boiling it.”



“No, that is a waste of time and therefor money. This dig is barely funded as it is.” Quartz seemed to be genuinely upset at the suggestion.



“I'm really not sure about the spring.”



“I don't care what you're sure about. Just do your job.”



Quartz returned to his task which today was affixing mock-up replacement handles onto the knives he had been looking at the day before.








Jiggery sat in the center of the dig and attempted to draw the wall carvings. He carefully tried to replicate the shapes, the arms and the swirls of the characters. But when he stopped to compare them they once again didn't resemble each other.



Then he attempted to describe the character in words only to again be confronted with the fact that the description did not match up with the reality.



He stopped and considered the seemingly static characters on the wall.



He picked up a piece of lath and stuck it into one of the carvings.



It crunched, as though some stone maw had bitten into it with irresistible force.



The characters weren't static. They were changing. Shifting in shape. Along with them his memory of them was also shifting.



Only because they were in perfect sync did they appear to be static.



The characters in the wall were alive. The characters in his head were alive. They were the same characters and they were alive.



This place... It was alive and it was in his head.



Hyperventilating Jiggery took to the air, slowly hovering and getting ready to bolt from the cave.



Blocking the way out was Quartz, beside him was Spade and behind them the rest of the archaeologists.



“You didn't come to dinner.”



“I wasn't hungry.”



“We were waiting for you.”



“You can eat without me. It's fine.”



“We really can't eat without you.”



“I'll be fine on my own.”



“We're all getting really hungry. You are being very rude.”



Jiggery gave a sigh. It was rude to refuse an invitation to dinner wasn't it? “Sure, hold on, just a...”



Quartz was carrying one of those weird everlasting serrated knives.



So was Spade.



Infact they all were.



The pegasus felt a thrill of terror and his hovering wings began to generate more wind, sending it spinning through the cave.



Some dried mud on the wall next to him gave way.



It revealed some desperately scratched words in perfectly legible equestrian.



'Beware the eaters of the dead.'



And then Jiggery wasn't creating wind by accident. Now he was desperately kicking up a storm in the confines of the cave. Blinding dirt and debris was being picked up and forced out of the entrance of the dig site.



“Get him!”



Ponies blindly lunged forward into the gale.



The pegasus dodged and tricked out of the reach of the ravenous archaeologists while looking for an opening for his escape into the open sky.



Quartz however remained at the entrance blocking it off with his bulk.



The amount of lightweight debris was running out and Jiggery had to exert more and more force to ensure that the wind now howling in the tiny bowl of the cave was sharp enough to give him the upper hand.



A pair of hooves latched onto his hind leg.



“No! No, get off of me!” he shrieked in growing and mortal terror.



Unable to dodge another pair of hooves latched on around his neck. The weight threatening to drag him to the ground, he struggled into a spin hoping to throw them off.



Rebounding off of a wall with meaty thunk the ponies struck the ground.



“Ha! Got you!” shouted Spade as he readied his knife.



Jiggery's eyes went wide as the ground gave way.



A pit. The whole dig site was a pit, covered over in trash. The pit it self sucked them down like some kind of giant throat.



Ponies and dirt and garbage fell down into the wretchedly sweet smelling darkness.



The pegasus struck the water at the bottom. Still in a panic he fled away from the light along the surface of some uncharted underground lake.



His sensitive wings felt the motion of the water. They told him of... things large and vast and unknowable beneath him in the water.



Something breached the water behind him, a pony screamed and bones snapped.



He didn't look back. He never looked back. Jiggery Pokery just kept swimming into the darkness.
      

      
   