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Philippe stared at his blank notebook, then at his history textbook, then back at his blank notebook. The clock read 8:47 PM, and his report on Ancient Egypt was due tomorrow. His mother would be home from her night shift at 9:00 PM.

"Having trouble with homework again?" came a deep, melodious voice. Harris the unicorn was sprawled across Philippe's bed, his flowing mane somehow not tangled despite being wrapped around a game controller. He was playing Philippe's video games while floating three feet above the mattress.

"I need to write about Ancient Egypt," Philippe sighed. "But all I know is that they had pyramids and cats and—" He stopped. The air felt different. Warmer. Sandier. "Oh no. We're already there, aren't we?"

"Indeed we are!" Harris beamed, now wearing a comically large sun hat and sunglasses over his unicorn face. They stood in front of a massive pyramid, but something wasn't quite right. There was a neon sign reading "SPHINX'S SUPREME TOURIST TRAP AND FALAFEL STAND" hanging over the entrance.



A large cat wearing a business suit and a name tag reading "Mr. Whiskers — Assistant Manager" approached them. "Welcome to Sphinx's! Would you like to try our pyramid scheme? Three easy payments of just ten gold scarabs!"

"We're actually here for historical research," Philippe said, trying to sound professional despite the fact that Harris was now wearing a Hawaiian shirt on top of his sun hat ensemble.

Mr. Whiskers' ears perked up. "Oh! You'll want to speak with our intern then. She's new but very enthusiastic. SANDY! VISITORS!"

Around the corner of the pyramid came a young sphinx, probably teenage-aged in sphinx years. She wore braces on her lion teeth and had a "Trainee" badge pinned to her wings.

"Hi! I'm Sandy," she said, her braces giving her a slight lisp. "Want to hear a riddle?"

"Oh, absolutely!" Harris replied before Philippe could decline.

Sandy cleared her throat. "What walks on four legs in the morning, two legs in the afternoon, and three legs in the evening?"

"A pyramid!" Harris answered confidently.

"What? No, it's man! That's like, the most famous riddle ever," Sandy deflated.

"Actually," Harris said, adjusting his sunglasses professionally, "your riddle assumes a lot about bipedal mobility norms and fails to consider the rich diversity of locomotive options in the modern world." He punctuated his point with a thunder-fart that made several nearby palm trees sway.

Sandy's eyes went wide. "Oh my Ra, you're right! My riddles are so last dynasty!" She pulled out a notebook covered in stickers. "Could you help me workshop some new material?"



For the next hour, Philippe took notes while Harris and Sandy modernized classic sphinx riddles. He learned about ancient Egyptian daily life through Sandy's revised questions: "What has Wi-Fi but no phone service, serves great smoothies, but can preserve your internal organs for the afterlife? The local mummification cafe!" and "Why did the pharaoh start a podcast? Because he wanted to go viral without catching any plagues!"

Harris contributed by demonstrating various magical effects, including turning hieroglyphics into emojis and making a mummy do a TikTok dance. His orange creamsicle eye-lasers added unnecessary but entertaining light shows to each presentation.

When Mr. Whiskers came to check on them, Sandy had accumulated three pages of fresh material, and Philippe had filled his notebook with historical facts cleverly disguised as punchlines.

"Time to head back," Harris announced, checking a sundial that he'd been wearing as a wristwatch. "Your mother will be home soon."

"But wait!" Sandy called out. "What about my last riddle? What's the difference between a pyramid and a unicorn's homework help?"

Philippe smiled. "I know this one — the pyramid's a tomb with a point, and Harris's help has a point but usually leads to doom."

"He's learning!" Harris wiped away a proud tear that turned into a Skittle as it fell.



They arrived back in Philippe's room at 8:59 PM. His notebook was full of information about ancient Egyptian daily life, architecture, and culture — all structured around Sandy's comedy routine attempts.

The next day, Philippe got an A- on his report. His teacher's only comment was: "Very creative approach to historical analysis, but please explain why you included so many cat puns."

Back at the tourist trap, Sandy was promoted to Assistant Junior Sphinx in charge of Guest Relations and Modern Riddle Development. She still occasionally sends new riddles through Harris, who delivers them via rainbow-stamped papyrus scrolls that smell faintly of orange creamsicles.

And Mr. Whiskers finally managed to sell his pyramid scheme — to a passing time-traveling turtle who paid in future scarabs.
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