Thursday Prompt for 9/27

The Ruins

“Dr. Aiden….Dr. Aiden!” 

Rew looked up, seeing one of her students rushing towards her, breathless with excitement.  The heat of a midday sun in the middle of an Egyptian summer beat down upon her team, but nofur seemed to notice.  There was a palpable tension in the air, a heavy undercurrent of anticipation.  For weeks they had been working tirelessly at the ruins of small village of workers huts, those who devoted their lives to building the tombs in the Valley of the Kings.  It had been a routine excavation until an over enthusiastic graduate student dug a little too deep in the corner of what used to be a basement.  Typically, this was a mistake, one to be used as a teaching lesson in the particularities of good excavation, but his trowel hit stone…stone where none should be.  
After a few more frenzied weeks of digging, and numerous parties and congratulations for the unintended discoverer, a small flight of stairs were uncovered, leading down to an equally small door free of any texts or adornments.  Today was the day that door would be opened.  

Rew knew it would more than likely lead to a small store room or some other such unimpressive end, but still she couldn’t help but shiver slightly at the numerous possibilities that were racing through her mind.  Today, all the questions would be answered.  

The student finally caught up, panting slightly “Dr. Aiden, their ready for you to begin.”  The student’s eyes sparkled.  It was impossible not to be caught up in the moment.  

Nodding and thanking the young fox, Rew stood and gathered her tools, grabbing the pencil and field notebook she had been working on before the student’s arrival.  It was now or never.  

Making her way through the crowd of furs milling around the entrance, she bit back a small growl. It seems her financers decided to call everyfur they’d ever met and invite them to this “historic day.”  It wasn’t as though Rew really minded an audience, but the sheer volume of feet tromping around the area could potentially ruin the already crumbling remains of the worker’s village.  Unfortunately, those who have the money make the rules.  Rew’s job was to find nice things, sound impressive, and smile for the camera.  

At least she had control over who could actually follow her down into that narrow staircase.  A photographer, herself, and a single trusted student, ready and waiting to aid in whatever might be needed were the only furs permitted.  Liability, safety, and all that jazz.  Rew didn’t like it, but when needed she could sound like a lawyer.  

Reaching the doorway she gazed at it a few moments, breathless with the sheer wonder of what she was standing in front of.  Even if it was simply a storage room, the last fur to open it had been a citizen of ancient Egypt.  She was standing in the past.  Taking a chisel and mallet, she slowly and painstakingly made a small hole in the door, just about eye level.  Though it pained her to destroy such an ancient piece of architecture, their team had puzzled for days but found no other way to penetrate the unknown chamber.  Everything had been carefully photographed and drawn beforehand, but Rew still winced a little as her chisel bit through the ancient material.  When the hole was wide enough for a light to be stuck through, she stopped.  The entire camp took a deep breath as she shone a flashlight into a darkness that had not been penetrated in thousands of years.  

“Do you see anything?” called out one of the impatient graduate students.  

A small smile on her maw, Rew nodded. “Yes, wonderful things.” 

