R L. Stine: The Curse of the Mummy's Tonb (Goosebum
ps #5)
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| saw the Great Pyramid and got thirsty.

Maybe it was all the sand. So dry and yellow, it s
eened to stretch on forever. It even made the sky

| ook dry.

| poked ny nomin the side. "Mom I|I'mreally thirst

Y.
"Not now," she said. She had one hand up on her fo
rehead, shielding her eyes fromthe bright sun as
she stared up at the enornous pyram d.

Not now?

What does "not now' nean? | was thirsty. Now
Sonmeone bunped nme from behi nd and apol ogi zed in a
foreign |l anguage. | never dreaned when | saw the G
reat Pyramid there'd be so many other tourists. |
guess half the people in the world decided to spen
d their Christnmas vacation in Egypt this year.

"But, Mom —" | said. | didn't nean to whine. It w
as just that nmy throat was so dry. "I'mreally thi
rsty.”

"W won't get you a drink now," she answered, star
ing at the pyramd. "Stop acting |ike you're four.
You're twel ve, renenber?"

"Twel ve-year-olds get thirsty, too," | nuttered.

Al this sand in the air, it's making ne gag."
"Look at the pyram d," she said, sounding a little
irritated. "That's why we cane here. W didn't co
me here to get a drink."

"But I'mchoking!" | cried, gasping and hol di ng ny
t hr oat .
Okay, so | wasn't choking. | exaggerated a little,

just trying to get her attention. But she pulled
the brimof her straw hat down and continued to st
are up at the pyramd, which shimered in the heat.
| decided to try ny dad. As usual, he was studying
t he handful of guidebooks he always carried every
where. | don't think he'd even | ooked at the pyram



id yet. He always m sses everything because he alw
ays has his nose buried in a gui debook.

"Dad, I"'mreally thirsty," | said, whispering as i

f nmy throat were strained to get ny nessage across

"Wow. Do you know how wi de the pyramd i s?" he ask
ed, staring at a picture of the pyramd in his boo

"I"'mthirsty, Dad."

"I't'"s thirteen acres wide, Gabe," he said, really e

xcited. "Do you know what it's nade of ?"

| wanted to say Silly Putty.

He's al ways testing ne. Whenever we go on a trip,
he al ways asks ne a mllion questions |like that. |
don't think |I've ever answered one right.

"Sonme kind of stone?" | answered.
"That's right." He smled at nme, then turned back
to his book. "It's made of |inestone. Linestone bl

ocks. It says here that sone of the bl ocks weigh u
p to a thousand tons."

"Whoa," | said. "That's nore than you and Mom put t
oget her!™

He turned his eyes fromthe book and frowned at ne.
"Not funny, Gabe."

"Just kidding," | said. Dad's a little sensitive a
bout his weight, so |l try to tease hi mabout it as
often as | can.

"How do you think the ancient Egyptians noved stone
s that wei ghed a thousand tons?" he asked.

Quiz tine wasn't over.

| took a guess. "In trucks?"

He | aughed. "Trucks? They didn't have the wheel."

| shielded ny eyes and stared up at the pyramd. |

t was really huge, nuch bigger than it | ooks in pi
ctures. And nuch dryer.

| couldn't inmagine how they pulled those big stone
s across the sand w thout wheels. "I don't know, "

| confessed. "I'mreally thirsty."

"No one knows how they did it," Dad said.

So it was a trick question.

"Dad, | really need a drink."

"Not now," he said. He squinted at the pyramd. "G



ves you a funny feeling, doesn't it?"

"It gives ne a thirsty feeling," | said, trying to
get ny point across.
"No. | nean, it gives ne a funny feeling to think

t hat our ancestors —yours and m ne, Gabe —nmay ha
ve wal ked around these pyram ds, or even helped to

build them It gives ne kind of a chill. How abou
t you?"
"I guess," | told him He was right. It was kind of
exciting.

We're Egyptian, you see. | nean, both sets of ny g
randparents canme from Egypt. They noved to the Uni
ted States around 1930. My nom and dad were both b
orn in Mchigan. W were all very excited to see t
he country our ancestors canme from
"I wonder if your uncle Ben is down inside that py
ram d right now," Dad said, shielding his eyes fro
m the sun with one hand.
Uncl e Ben Hassad. | had nearly forgotten about ny
uncl e, the fanous archaeol ogi st. Uncle Ben was ano
t her one of the reasons we had decided to cone to
Egypt over the holidays. That and the fact that ny
nmom and dad had sone business to do in Cairo and
Al exandria and sonme ot her pl aces.
Mom and Dad have their own business. They sell ref
rigeration equipnent. It usually isn't very exciti
ng. But sonetines they travel to neat places, |ike
Egypt, and | get to go with them
| turned ny eyes to the pyram ds and t hought about
nmy uncl e.
Uncl e Ben and his workers were digging around in t
he Great Pyram d, exploring and di scovering new nu
mm es, | guess. He had al ways been fascinated by o
ur ancestors' honeland. He had lived in Egypt for
many years. Uncle Ben was an expert on pyranids an

d numm es. | even saw his picture once in National
Geogr aphi c.

"When are we going to see Uncle Ben?" | asked, tug

ging Dad's arm | accidentally tugged too hard, an

d the gui debooks fell out of his hands.
| hel ped him pick them up.
"Not today," Dad said, making a face. He didn't Ii



ke to bend over to pick up things. H s stonach got
in the way. "Ben's going to neet us in Cairo in a
f ew days."
"Whay don't we go up to the pyramd and see if he's
there now?" | asked inpatiently.
"We're not allowed," Dad replied.
"Look —canels!"™ Mom poked ne on the shoul der and p
oi nt ed.
Sure enough, sone people had arrived on canels. On
e of the canels seened to be having a coughing fit
| guess he was thirsty, too. The people riding t
he canels were tourists and they | ooked very uncom
fortable. They didn't seemto know what to do next.
"Do you know how to get down froma canel ?" | asked
ny dad.
He was squinting at the pyramd, studying the top o
f 1t. "No. How?"

"You don't get down froma canel," | said. "You get
down from a duck."
| know. | know. It's a very old joke. But ny dad an

d | never get tired of it.

"Do you see the canel s?" Mom asked.

"I"'mnot blind," | replied. Being thirsty always p
uts ne in a bad nood. Besides, what was so excitin
g about canel s? They were really gross-I| ooking, an
d they snelled |ike ny gymsocks after a basket bal

| gane.

"What's your problen?" Mom asked, fiddling with her
straw hat.

"I told you," | said, not neaning to sound so angry
. "I'mthirsty."

"Gabe, really." She glanced at Dad, then went back
to staring at the pyram d.

"Dad, do you think Uncle Ben can take us inside th
e pyram d?" | asked enthusiastically. "That woul d
really be outstanding."”

"No, | don't think so," he said. He tucked his qui
debooks into his arnpit so he could raise his bino

culars to his eyes. "I really don't think so, Gabe
.l don't think it's all owed."
| couldn't hide ny disappointnent. | had all these

f ant asi es about going down into the pyramd wth



my uncl e, discovering munm es and ancient treasure
s. Fighting off ancient Egyptians who had cone bac
k to life to defend their sacred tonb, and escapin
g after a wild chase, just like |Indiana Jones.
"I"'mafraid you'll just have to appreciate the pyr
amd fromthe outside," Dad said, peering over the
yell ow sand, trying to focus the binocul ars.
"I've already appreciated it," | told himglumy.
Can we go get a drink now?"

Little did | know that in a few days, Mom and Dad
woul d be gone, and I would be deep inside the pyra
md we were staring at. Not just inside it, but tr
apped inside it, sealed inside it —probably forev
er.
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We drove fromal -Jizah back to Cairo in the funny
ittle rental car Dad had picked up at the airport

It wasn't a long drive, but it seened long to ne

. The car was just a little bit bigger than sone o

f my old renote-control cars, and ny head hit the

ceiling with every bunp.

|"d brought ny Gane Boy with nme, but Mom nade ne p

ut it away so that | could watch the Nile as the r

oad followed along its bank. It was very w de and

very brown,

"No one else in your class is seeing the Nile this
Christmas,"” Mom said, the hot w nd blow ng her br

own hair through the open car w ndow.

"Can | play with ny Gane Boy now?" | asked.

| mean, when you get right down to it, ariver is a
river.

An hour or so later, we were back in Cairo with it

S narrow, crowded streets. Dad nade a wong turn a

nd drove us into sone kind of market, and we were

trapped in alittle alley behind a herd of goats f

or nearly half an hour.

| didn't get a drink till we got back to the hotel

, and by that tine, ny tongue was the size of a sa

| am and hangi ng down to the floor just like Elvis



S. He's our cocker spaniel back hone.

|'Il say one nice thing about Egypt. The Coke tast
es just as good as the Coke back hone. It's the C
assi ¢ Coke, too, not the other kind. And they give
you plenty of ice, which | like to crunch with ny
t eet h.

W had a suite at the hotel, two bedroons and a so
rt of living room If you | ooked out the w ndow, Yy
ou could see a tall, glass skyscraper across the s

treet, just like you'd see in any city.

There was a TV in the living room but everyone sp
oke Arabic on it. The shows didn't | ook too intere
sting, anyway. Mainly a | ot of news. The only chan
nel in English was CNN. But that was news, too.

We had just started to talk about where to go for
di nner when the phone rang. Dad went into the bedr
oomto answer it. Afew mnutes |later he called M
min, and | could hear the two of them di scussing
sonet hi ng.

They were talking very quietly, so | figured it ha
d sonething to do with ne and they didn't want ne
to hear it.

As usual, | was right.

They both canme out of the bedrooma few minutes | a
ter, looking kind of worried. My first thought was
that ny grandnother had called to say that soneth
i ng bad had happened to El vis back hone.

"What's wong?" | asked. "Who call ed?"

"Your dad and | have to go to Alexandria. R ght aw
ay," Momsaid, sitting down beside ne on the couch

"Huh? Al exandria?" W weren't supposed to go there
until the end of the week.

"Busi ness," Dad said. "An inportant custoner mants
to meet with us first thi ng tonorrow norning.

"We have to take a plane that |eaves in an hour," M
om sai d.

"But | don't wand to," | told them junping up fro
mthe couch. "I want to stay in Cairo and see Uncl
e Ben. | want to go to the pyramds with him You

prom sed!"

We argued about it for a short while. They tried t



o convince ne there were a lot of cool things to s
ee in Alexandria, but |I held ny ground.

Finally, Mdm had an idea. She went into the bedroo
m and | heard her nmaking a phone call to soneone.
A few mnutes later, she cane back with a smle o
n her face. "I talked to Uncle Ben," she announced.
"Ww Do they have phones in the pyram d?" | asked.

"No. | talked to himat the snmall | odge he's stayi
ng at in al-Jizah," she replied. "He said he'd com
e and take care of you, if you want. Wile your da
d and I are in Alexandria."

"Yeah?" This was starting to sound outstandi ng. Un
cle Ben is one of the coolest guys |'ve ever known

Sonetinmes | couldn't believe he was Moni s brot he

r.

"I't"s your choice, Gabe," she said, glancing at ny
dad. "You can conme with us, or you can stay wth
Ben till we get back."

Sonme choi ce.

| didn't have to think about it for nore than one-
ei ghteenth of a second. "I'll stay with Uncle Ben!
" | decl ared.

"One other thing," Momsaid, grinning for sone rea
son. "You mght want to think about this."

"I don't care what it is," | insisted. "I choose Un

cle Ben."

"Sari is also on Christmas vacation,”" Momsaid. "An

d she's staying wwth him too."

"Barf!" | cried, and | flung nyself down on the co
uch and began poundi ng the cushions with both fist

S.

Sari is Uncle Ben's stuck-up daughter. My only cou

sin. She's the sane age as ne —twelve —and she t
hi nks she's so great. She goes to boardi ng school
in the United States while her dad works in Egypt.
She's really pretty, and she knows it. And site's

smart. And the last tinme | saw her, she was an inc
h taller than ne.

That was last Christmas, | guess. She thought she

was really hot stuff because she could get to the
| ast | evel of Super Mario Land. But it wasn't fair



because | don't have Super N ntendo, only regul ar
Ni ntendo. So | never get to practice.
| think that's what she |iked about ne best, that
she coul d beat ne at ganes and things. Sari is the
nost conpetitive person | know. She has to be fir
st and best at everything. If everyone around is c
atching the flu, she has to be the first one to ca
tch it!
"Stop pounding the couch like that," Mom said. She
grabbed ny armand pulled ne to ny feet.
"Does that nean you changed your m nd? You're comn
g wth us?" Dad asked.

| thought about it. "No. |I'll stay here with Uncle
Ben," | deci ded.

"And you won't fight with Sari?" Mm asked.

"She fights with ne," | said.

"Your nom and | have got to hurry," Dad said.

They di sappeared into the bedroomto pack. | turne
d on the TV and wat ched sone kind of gane show in
Arabic. The contestants kept laughing a lot. | cou

| dn't figure out why. | hardly know a word of Arab
i C.

After a while, Mom and Dad cane out again, draggin
g suitcases. "Well never get to the airport intim
e," Dad said.

"I talked to Ben," Momtold ne, brushing her hair

with her hand. "He'll be here in an hour, hour and
a half. Gabe, you don't m nd staying al one here f

or just an hour, do you?"

" Huh?"

Not nuch of an answer, |'ll admt. But her question
caught ne by surprise.

| nmean, it never occurred to ne that ny own parent

s would leave ne all alone in a big hotel in a str

ange city where | didn't even know t he | anguage. |
mean, how could they do that to ne?

"No problem"” | said. "I'll be fine. I'll just watc
h TV till he cones.”

"Ben's on his way already," Momsaid. "He and Sari
wll be here in no tine. And | phoned down to the

hotel manager. He said he'd have soneone | ook in
on you fromtine to tine."



"Where's the bell hop?" Dad asked, nervously pacing
to the door and back. "I called down there ten m
nut es ago."

"Just stay here and wait for Ben, okay?" Momsaid

to me, wal king up behind the couch, |eaning over,

and squeezing ny ears. For sone reason, she thinks
| like that. "Don't go out or anything. Just wait
right here for him" She bent down and ki ssed ne

on the forehead.

"I won't nove," | promsed. "I'll stay right here

on the couch. I won't go to the bathroom or anythi
ng. "

"Can't you ever be serious?" Mom asked, shaking her
head.

There was a | oud knock on the door. The bell hop, a
bent-over old man who didn't |ook as if he could
pick up a feather pillow, had arrived to take the
bags.

Mom and Dad, |ooking very worried, gave ne hugs an
d nore final instructions, and told ne once again

to stay in the room The door cl osed behi nd them
and it was suddenly very quiet.

Very qui et.

| turned up the TV just to nake it a little noisie
r. The gane show had gone off, and now a nman in a

white suit was reading the news in Arabic.

"I"' mnot scared," | said aloud. But | had kind of a
tight feeling in ny throat.

| wal ked to the wi ndow and | ooked out. The sun was
nearly down. The shadow of the skyscraper sl anted
over the street and onto the hotel.

| picked up ny Coke glass and took a sip. It was w

atery and flat. My stomach grow ed. | suddenly rea
lized that | was hungry.
Room service, | thought.

Then | decided |I'd better not. Wiat if | called and
t hey only spoke Arabic?

| gl anced at the clock. Seven-twenty. | w shed Uncl
e Ben would arrive.
| wasn't scared. | just wished he'd arrive.

Ckay. Maybe | was a little nervous.
| paced back and forth for a bit. | tried playing



Tetris on the Gane Boy, but | couldn't concentrate
, and the light wasn't very good.

Sari is probably a chanp at Tetris, | thought bitt

erly. Where were they? What was taking so | ong?

| began to have horrible, frightening thoughts: W

at if they can't find the hotel? What if they get

m xed up and go to the wong hotel ?

VWhat if they're in a terrible car crash and die? A

nd I"'mall by nyself in Cairo for days and days?

| know. They were dunb thoughts. But they're the k

i nd of thoughts you have when you're alone in a st

range place, waiting for soneone to cone.

| gl anced down and realized | had taken the nmumy h

and out of ny jeans pocket.

It was small, the size of a child's hand. Alittle
hand wrapped in papery brown gauze. | had bought
it at a garage sale a few years ago, and | always

carried it around as a good |luck charm

The kid who sold it to ne called it a "Sumoner."
He said it was used to summon evil spirits, or som

ething. | didn't care about that. | just thought i

t was an outstanding bargain for two dollars. | ne

an, what a great thing to find at a garage sale! A
nd maybe it was even real.

| tossed it fromhand to hand as | paced the | engt
h of the living room The TV was starting to nake
me nervous, so | clicked it off.

But now the qui et was maki ng ne nervous.

| slapped the mummy hand agai nst ny pal m and kept p

aci ng.

Where were they? They shoul d' ve been here by now.

| was beginning to think that I'd nade the wong c
hoi ce. Maybe | shoul d've gone to Alexandria with M
om and Dad.

Then | heard a noise at the door. Footsteps.

Was it thenf

| stopped in the mddle of the living roomand |is

tened, staring past the narrow front hallway to th
e door.

The light was dimin the hallway, but I saw the doo
rknob turn.

That's strange, | thought. Uncle Ben woul d knock fi



rst —wouldn't he?
The doorknob turned. The door started to creak open

“Fby —" | called out, but the word choked in ny th
roat .

Uncl e Ben woul d knock. He woul dn't just barge in.
Slowy, slowy, the door squeaked open as | stared
, frozen in the mddle of the room unable to call
out .

Standing in the doorway was a tall, shadowy figure.
| gasped as the figure lurched into the room and

| saw it clearly. Even in the dimlight, | could s
ee what it was.

A munmy.

daring at ne wth round, dark eyes through hol es i
nits ancient, thick bandages.

A munmy.

Pushing itself off the wall and staggering stiffly
toward nme into the living room its arns outstret
ched as if to grab ne.

| opened ny nouth to scream but no sound cane out.
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| took a step back, and then another. Wthout real
lzing it, I1'd raised ny little mummy hand in the a
ir, as if trying to fend off the intruder with it.

As the nmummy staggered into the light, | stared int

o its deep, dark eyes.

And recogni zed t hem

"Uncle Ben!" | screaned.

Angrily, | heaved the nmummy hand at him It hit his
bandaged chest and bounced off.

He col |l apsed backwards against the wall, |aughing t
hat boom ng | augh of his.

And then | saw Sari poking her head in the doorway.
She was | aughi ng, too.

They both thought it was hilarious. But ny heart w

as pounding so hard, | thought it was going to pop



out of ny chest.
"That wasn't funny!" | shouted angrily, balling ny
hands into fists at ny sides. | took a deep breat
h, then another, trying to get ny breathing to ret
urn to nornal .
"I told you he'd be scared,” Sari said, walking in
to the room a big, superior grin on her face.
Uncl e Ben was | aughing so hard, he had tears runni
ng down his bandaged face. He was a big man, tall
and broad, and his |aughter shook the room "You w
eren't that scared —were you, Gabe?"

"I knew it was you," | said, ny heart still poundi
ng as if it were a wi ndup toy sonmeone had wound up
too tight. "I recognized you right away."

"You sure | ooked scared,"” Sari i nsisted.

"I didn't want to spoil the joke," | replied, wond

ering if they could see howterrified | really was

"You shoul d've seen the | ook on your face!" Uncle
Ben cried, and started | aughing all over again.

"I told Daddy he shouldn't do it," Sari said, drop
pi ng down onto the couch. "I'm amazed the hotel pe

ople let himcone up dressed |like that."

Uncl e Ben bent down and picked up the nmummy hand |
had tossed at him "You're used to ne and ny prac

tical jokes, right, Gabe?"

"Yeah," | said, avoiding his eyes.
Secretly, | scolded nyself for falling for his stu
pid costune. | was always falling for his dunb jok

es. Always. And, now, there was Sari grinning at m

e fromthe couch, knowng | was so scared that |'d
practically had a cow.

Uncl e Ben pull ed sone of the bandages away from hi

s face. He stepped over and handed the little nmumm

y hand back to nme. "Were'd you get that?" he aske

d.

"Garage sale," | told him

| started to ask himif it was real, but he surrou
nded ne in a big bear hug. The gauze felt rough ag

ainst ny cheek. "Good to see you, (&@Abe," he said s

oftly. "You ve grown taller."

"Alnost as tall as nme," Sari chinmed in.



Uncl e Ben notioned to her. "Get up and help ne pull
this stuff off."

"I kind of like the way you look in it," Sari said.

"Get over here,"” Uncle Ben insisted.

Sari got up wth a sigh, tossing her straight blac
k hair behind her shoul ders. She wal ked over to he
r dad and started unraveling the bandages.

"I got alittle carried away wth this numry thing
, Gabe," Uncle Ben admtted, resting his armon ny
shoul der as Sari continued working. "But it's jus

t because |I'm so excited about what's goi ng on at

the pyramd."

"What's going on?" | asked eagerly.

"Daddy' s di scovered a whol e new burial chanber,"” S

ari broke in before her dad had a chance to tell m

e hinself. "He's exploring parts of the pyramd th

at have been undi scovered for thousands of years."

"Real ly?" | cried. "That's outstanding!"
Uncl e Ben chuckled. "Wait till you see it."
"See it?" | wasn't sure what he neant. "You nean yo

u're going to take ne into the pyram d?"

My voice was so high that only dogs could hear it.
But | didn't care. | couldn't believe ny good | uc
k. I was actually going inside the G eat Pyramd,
into a section that hadn't been discovered until n

ow.

"I have no choice," Uncle Ben said dryly. "Wat els

e am| going to do with you two?"

"Are there munmies in there?" | asked. "WIIl we see
actual rnmunm es?"

"Do you m ss your nmummy?" Sari said, her |ane idea

of a | oke.

| ignored her. "Is there treasure down there. Uncl

e Ben? Egyptian relics? Are there wall paintings?"
"Let's tal k about it at dinner," he said, tugging

off the last of the bandages. He was wearing a pla
I d sportshirt and baggy chinos under all the gauze
. "Cone on. |'mstarving."

"Race you downstairs," Sari said, and shoved ne ou

t of the way to give herself a good head start out
of the room



W ate downstairs in the hotel restaurant. There w

ere palmtrees painted on the walls, and mniature
palmtrees planted in big pots all around the res

taurant. Large wooden ceiling fans whirled slowy

over head.

The three of us sat in a |arge booth, Sari and | a

cross fromuUncle Ben. W studied the long nenus. T
hey were printed in Arabic and Engli sh.

"Listen to this, Gabe," Sari said, a snug snmle on
her face. She began to read the Arabic words al ou

d.

What a show of f.

The white-suited waiter brought a basket of flat p
ita bread and a bowl of green stuff to dip the bre

ad in. | ordered a dub sandw ch and French fri es.
Sari ordered a hanburger.

Later, as we ate our dinner, Uncle Ben explained a
little nore about what he had di scovered at the p

yram d. "As you probably know," he started, tearin

g off a chunk of the flat bread, "the pyram d was
built sonme tinme around 2500 B.C., during the reign
of the Pharaoh Khufu."

"Gesundheit," Sari said. Another |ane joke.

Her father chuckled. | nade a face at her.

"I't was the biggest structure of its tinme," Uncle
Ben said. "Do you know how wi de the base of the py
ramd is?"

Sari shook her head. "No. How w de?" she asked with
a nout hful of hanburger.

"I know," | said, grinning. "It's thirteen acres w
de. "

"Hey —that's right!" Uncle Ben excl ai ned, obvi ousl
y i npressed.

Sari flashed ne a surprised | ook.

That's one for ne! | thought happily, sticking ny t
ongue out at her.

And one for ny dad's gui debooks.

"The pyram d was built as a royal burial place," U
ncl e Ben costuned, his expression turning serious.
The Pharaoh nade it really enornous so that the b
uri al chanber could be hidden. The Egyptians worri



ed about tonb robbers. They knew t hat people woul d
try to break in and take all of the val uable jewe
| s and treasures that were buried alongside their
owners. So they built dozens of tunnels and chanbe
rs inside, a confusing nmaze to keep robbers fromf
i nding the real burial room™

"Pass the ketchup, please," Sari interrupted. | pas
sed her the ketchup.

"Sari's heard all this before,” Uncle Ben said, di
pping the pita bread into the dark gravy on his pl
ate. "Anyway, we archaeol ogi sts thought we'd uncov
ered all of the tunnels and roons inside this pyra
md, But a few days ago, ny workers and | di scover
ed a tunnel that isn't on any of the charts. An un
expl ored, undiscovered tunnel. And we think this t
unnel may lead us to the actual burial chanber of
Khufu hinsel f!"

"Qutstanding!" | exclained. "And Sari and | will be
t here when you di scover it?"
Uncl e Ben chuckled. "I don't know about that, Gabe

It may take us years of careful exploration. But
"Il take you down into the tunnel tonorrow. Then
you can tell your friends you were actually insid

e the ancient pyram d of Khufu."

"I've already been in it," Sari bragged. She turne
d her eyes to ne. "It's very dark. You mi ght get s
cared. "

"No, | won't," | insisted. "No way."

The three of us spent the night in ny parents' hot
el room It took ne hours to get to sleep. | guess
| was excited about going into the pyramd. | kep
t imagining that we found nunm es and big chests o
f ancient jewels and treasure.
Uncl e Ben woke us up early the next norning, and w
e drove out to the pyram d outside al-Jizah. The a
ir was al ready hot and sticky. The sun seened to h
ang | ow over the desert |ike an orange ball oon,
"There it is!" Sari declared, pointing out the wn
dow. And | saw the Geat Pyramd rising up fromth
e yellow sand |i ke sone kind of mrage.
Uncl e Ben showed a special permt to the blue-unif



ornmed guard, and we followed a narrow, private roa
d that curved through the sand behind the pyram d.
We par ked besi de several other cars and vans int
he bl ue-gray shadow of the pyram d.

As | stepped out of the car, ny chest was thuddi ng

with excitenent. | stared up at the enornous, wor
n stones of the Geat Pyram d.
It's over four thousand years old, | thought. |'m

about to go inside sonething that was built four t
housand years ago!

"Your sneaker's untied," Sari said, pointing.

She sure knew how to bring a guy back down to earth

| bent in the sand to tie ny sneaker. For sone rea
son, the left one was always com ng untied, even w
hen | doubl e-knotted it.

"My workers are already inside," Uncle Ben told us
. "Now, stick close together, okay? Don't wander o
ff. The tunnels really are |ike a maze. It's very
easy to get lost."

"No problem™ | said, ny trenbling voice revealing
how nervous and excited | was.

"Don't worry. 1'll keep an eye on (abe, Dad," Sari
sai d.

She was only two nonths ol der than ne. Way did she
have to act |ike she was ny baby-sitter or soneth

I ng?

Uncl e Ben handed us both flashlights. "Cip themo

nto your jeans as we go in," he instructed. He gaz

ed at ne. "You don't believe in curses, do you? Yo

u know —the ancient Egyptian kind."

| didn't know how to reply, so | shook ny head.

"Good," Uncle Ben replied, grinning. "Because one

of ny workers clains we've violated an anci ent dec

ree by entering this new tunnel, and that we've ac

tivated sone curse."”

"We're not scared," Sari said, giving hima playfu

| shove toward the entrance. "Get going, Dad.”

And seconds |later, we were stepping into the small
, Square opening cut into the stone. Stooping | ow,
| followed themthrough a narrow tunnel that seem

ed to slope gradually down.



Uncle Ben led the way, lighting the ground with a
bri ght hal ogen flashlight. The pyramd floor was s
oft and sandy. The air was cool and danp.

"The walls are granite,” Uncle Ben said, stopping

to rub a hand along the low ceiling. "All of the t

unnel s were nade of |inestone."

The tenperature dropped suddenly. The air felt eve

n wetter. | suddenly realized why Uncle Ben had ma

de us wear our sweatshirts.

"I'f you're scared, we can go back," Sari said.

"I"'mfine," | replied quickly.

The tunnel ended abruptly. A pale yellow wall rose
up in front of us. Ben's flashlight darted over a
small, dark hole in the floor.

"Down we go," Ben said, groaning as he dropped to

his knees. He turned back to ne. "Afraid there are
no stairs down to the new tunnel. My workers inst

alled a rope | adder. Just take your tine on it, ta

ke it slowly, one rung at a tine, and you'll be fi
ne. "

"No problem™ | said. But ny voice cracked.

"Don't | ook down," Sari advised. "It mght nmake you
di zzy, and you'll fall."

"Thanks for the encouragenent,” | told her. | push
ed ny way past her. "I'Il go down first," | said.

| was already tired of her acting so superior. | d

eci ded to show her who was brave and who wasn't.

"No. Let ne go first," Uncle Ben said, raising a h

and to stop ne. "Then I'll shine the light up at t
he | adder and help you down.™

Wt h anot her groan, he maneuvered hinself into the
hole. He was so big, he nearly didn't fit.

Slowy, he began to I ower hinself down the rope |ad

der.

Sari and | | eaned over the hole and peered down, w

at ching himdescend. The rope | adder wasn't very s

teady. It swung back and forth under his weight as
he slowy, carefully, nade his way down.

"I't's a long way down," | said softly.

Sari didn't reply. In the shadow light, | could s

ee her worried expression. She was chew ng on her

| ower |lip as her dad reached the tunnel fl oor.



She was nervous, too.

That cheered nme up a | ot.

"Ckay, |'mdown. You're next, Gabe," Uncle Ben call
ed up to ne.

| turned and swung ny feet onto the rope | adder. |

grinned at Sari. "See ya."

| owered ny hands to the sides of the rope | adder
—and as | slid themdown, | cried out.
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The'rope wasn't snmooth. It was coarse. It cut ny ha
nds.

The sharp stab of pain nade ne |ift ny hands.

And before | even realized what was happening, | st
arted to fall.
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Two hands reached down for mne. They shot through

the air and grabbed ny wi sts.

"Hold on!"™ Sari cried.

She had slowed ny fall just enough to allow ne to

grab back onto the sides of the rope | adder.

"Oh, wow " | nmanaged to utter. That was the best |
could do. | gripped the rope for dear life, waiti
ng for nmy heart to stop pounding. | closed ny eyes
and didn't nove. | squeezed the ropes so hard, ny
hands ached.

"Saved your life," Sari called dow to ne, | eaning
i nto the opening, her face inches from m ne.

| opened ny eyes and stared up at her. "Thanks," |
said gratefully.

"No problem" she replied and burst out |aughing, |
aughing fromrelief, | guess.

Whay couldn't | save her |life? | asked nyself angril

y. Whay can't | ever be the big hero?

"What happened, Gabe?" Uncle Ben called fromthe t
unnel fl oor below H s boom ng voice echoed |oudly
t hrough the chanber. The wde circle of light fro
m his flashlight danced across the granite wall.
"The rope cut ny hands," | explained. "I wasn't exp
ecting —"



"Just take your tine,
at a tinme, renenber?"

"Lower your hands. Don't slide them" Sari advised
, her face poking through the hol e above ne.

"Okay, okay," | said, starting to breathe normally.

he said patiently. "One rung

| took a deep breath and held it. Then, slowy, ca
refully, | made ny way down the |ong rope | adder.
A short while later, all three of us were standing
on the tunnel floor, holding our lighted flashlig
hts, our eyes followng the circles of light. "Thi
s way," Uncle Ben said quietly, and he headed off
to the right, wal king slowy, stooping because of
the I ow ceiling.
Qur sneakers crunched on the sandy floor. | saw an
ot her tunnel leading off to the right, then anothe
r tunnel on the left.
"We're breathing air that is four thousand years o
| d," Ben said, keeping his light ainmed on the floo
r ahead of him
"Smells like it," | whispered to Sari. She | aughed.

The air really did snell old. Kind of heavy and nus
ty. Like soneone's attic.

The tunnel widened a little as it curved to the rig
ht .

"We're goi ng deeper into the earth,” Ben said. "Doe
sit feel |like you're going downhill ?"

Sari and | both nuttered that it did.

"Dad and | explored one of the side tunnels yester

day," Sari told ne. "W found a numy case |nS|de
a tiny room A beautiful one in perfect condition.
"WAs there a mummy inside it?" | asked eagerly. |
was dying to see a nmunmy. The nmuseum back honme had
only one. I'd stared at it and studied it all ny
life.

"No. It was enpty," Sari replied.

"Why didn't the nunmmy have any hobbi es?" Uncl e Ben
asked, stopping suddenly.

"I don't know," | answered.

"He was too wapped up in his work!" Uncle Ben exc
| ai med. He | aughed at his own joke. Sari and | cou



| d only nuster weak sm | es.
"Don't encourage him" Sari told nme, |oud enough f

or her dad to hear. "He knows a mllion nmumy | oke
s, and they're all just as bad."
"WAit up. Just a sec," | said. | bent down to tie

ny sneaker, which had cone undone agai n.

The tunnel curved, then divided into two tunnels.
Uncle Ben I ed us through the one on the left, whic
h was so narrow we had to squeeze through it, naki
ng our way sideways, heads bent, until it w dened
into a | arge, high-ceilinged chanber.

| stood up straight and stretched. It felt so good
not to be scrunched down. | stared around the |ar

ge room

Several people cane into view at the far wall, wor
king with digging tools. Bright spotlights had bee
n hung above themon the wall, attached to a porta
bl e generator.

Uncl e Ben brought us over to them and introduced u

s. There were four workers, two nen and two wonen.

Anot her man stood off to the side, a clipboard in
his hand. He was an Egyptian, dressed all in white
except for a red bandanna around his neck. He had
strai ght black hair, slicked down and tied in a p
onytail behind his head. He stared at Sari and ne,
but didn't cone over. He seened to be studying us.
"Ahnmed, you net ny daughter yesterday. This is Gabe
, My nephew," Uncle Ben called to him

Ahmed nodded, but didn't smle or say anything.
"Ahnmed is fromthe university," Uncle Ben expl ai ne
dtonm inalowvoice. "He requested perm ssion t
0 observe us, and | said okay. He's very quiet. Bu

t don't get himstarted on ancient curses. He's th
e one who keeps warning ne that |'min deadly dang
er.”

Ahnmed nodded, but didn't reply. He stared at ne for
a long while.

Weird guy, | thought.

| wondered if he'd tell ne about the ancient curse
s. | loved stories about ancient curses.

Uncle Ben turned to his workers. "So? Any progress

t oday?" he asked.



"We think we're getting real close," a young, red-
hai red man weari ng faded jeans and a bl ue deni mwo
rk shirt replied. And then he added, "Just a hunch
Ben frowned. "Thanks, Quasinobdo," he said.
The workers all laughed. | guess they liked Uncle B
en's j okes.

"Quasi nodo was the Hunchback of Notre Dame," Sari e
xplained to nme in her superior tone.

"I know, | know," | replied irritably. "I get it."
"We could be heading in the wong direction altoge
ther," Uncle Ben told the workers, scratching the
bal d spot on the back of his head. "The tunnel mg
ht be over there." He pointed to the wall on the r

i ght .

"No, | think we're getting warm Ben," a young wom
an, her face snudged with dust, said. "Cone over h
ere. | want to show you sonething."

She led himover to a |large pile of stones and deb
ris. He shined his light where she was pointing. T
hen he | eaned cl oser to exam ne what she was show

ng him

"That's very interesting, Christy," Uncle Ben said
, rubbing his chin. They fell into a |ong discussi
on.

After a while, three other workers entered the cha
nber, carrying shovels and picks. One of them was
carrying sone kind of electronic equipnent in a fl
at netal case. It looked a little like a laptop co
nput er .

| wanted to ask Uncle Ben what it was, but he was
still in the corner, involved in his discussion w
th the worker nanmed Christy.

Sari and | wandered back toward the tunnel entranc
e. "I think he's forgotten about us," Sari said su
|1 enly.

| agreed, shining ny flashlight up at the high, cra
cked ceiling.

"Once he gets down here with the workers, he forge
ts everything but his work," she said, sighing.

"I can't believe we're actually inside a pyramd!"
| excl ai nmed.



Sari | aughed. She kicked at the floor with one snea
ker. "Look —ancient dirt," she said,

"Yeah." | kicked up sone of the sandy dirt, too.

| wonder who wal ked here |[ast. Maybe an Egyptian p
ri estess. Maybe a pharaoh. They m ght have stood r

i ght here on this spot."”

"Let's go exploring," Sari said suddenly.

"Huh?"

Her dark eyes gl eaned, and she had a really devili
sh | ook on her face. "Let's go, Gabey —let's chec
k out sonme tunnels or sonething."

"Don't call ne Gabey," | said. "Cone on, Sari, you

know | hate that."

"Sorry," she apol ogi zed, giggling. "You com ng?"

"We can't," | insisted, watching Uncle Ben. He was
havi ng sone ki nd of argunent with the worker carr

ying the thing that | ooked Iike a |laptop. "Your da

d said we had to stick together. He said —"

"He'll be busy here for hours," she interrupted, g
| anci ng back at him "He won't even notice we're g

one. Really."

"But, Sari —" | started.

"Besi des," she continued, putting her hands on ny

shoul ders and pushi ng ne backwards toward t he cham
ber door, "he doesn't want us hangi ng around. W'l
| only get in the way."

"Sari —"

"I went exploring yesterday," she said, pushing ne
with both hands. "We won't go far. You can't get

| ost. Al the tunnels |lead back to this big room
Real ly."

"I just don't think we should,"” | said, ny eyes on
Uncl e Ben. He was down on his hands and knees now
, digging against the wall wth sonme kind of a pic
Kk

"Let go of ne," | told her. "Really. I —"

And then she said what | knew she'd say. \Wat she
al ways says when she wants to get her way.

"Are you chi cken?"

"No," | insisted. "You know your dad said —"

" Chi cken? Chi cken? Chi cken?" She began clucking lik
e a chicken. Really obnoxi ous.



"Stop it, Sari." | tried to sound tough and nenacin

"Are you chi cken, Gabey?" she repeated, grinning a
t me as if she'd just won sonme big victory. "Huh,
Gabey?"

"Stop calling ne that!" | insisted.

She just stared at ne.

| made a disgusted face. "Okay, okay. Let's go expl

oring," | told her.

| mean, what else could | say?

"But not far," | added.

"Don't worry," she said, grinning. "W won't get |
ost. I'Il just show you sone of the tunnels | | ook
ed at yesterday. One of them has a strange ani nal
picture carved on the wall. | think it's sonme kind
of a cat. I'mnot sure."

"Real ly?" | cried, instantly excited. "I've seen p

i ctures of relief carvings, but |I've never —"

"I't may be a cat," Sari said. "Or nmaybe a person w

th an aninmal head. It's really weird."

"Where is it?" | asked.

"Fol | ow ne. "

We both gave one | ast glance back to Uncle Ben, wh

o was down on his hands and knees, picking away at
the stone wall .

Then | followed Sari out of the chanber.

We squeezed through the narrow tunnel, then turned
and followed a slightly wider tunnel to the right

| hesitated, a few steps behind her. "Are you su

re well be able to get back?" | asked, keeping ny
voi ce | ow so she couldn't accuse ne of sounding fr
| ght ened.

"No problem™" she replied. "Keep your light on the
floor. There's a small chanber on the other end o

f this tunnel that's kind of neat."

We followed the tunnel as it curved to the right.
It branched into two | ow openings, and Sari took t
he one to the left.

The air grewa little warner. It snelled stale, as
i f people had been snoking cigarettes there.

This tunnel was wi der than the others. Sari was wa
| kKing faster now, getting farther ahead of ne. "He



y —wait up!" | cried.

| | ooked down to see that ny sneaker had conme unti
ed again. Utering a | oud, annoyed groan, | bent t
oretieit.

"Hey, Sari, wait up!"

She didn't seemto hear ne.

| could see her light in the distance, growing fain
ter in the tunnel.

Then it suddenly di sappear ed.

Had her flashlight burned out?

No. The tunnel probably curved, | decided. She's ju
st out of ny view

"Hey, Sari!" | called. "Wait up! Wait up!"
| stared ahead into the dark tunnel.
"Sari ?"

Wiy didn't she answer ne?
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"Sari!"

My voi ce echoed through the |ong, curving tunnel.
No reply.

| called again, and listened to ny voice fading as
t he echo repeated her nane agai n and agai n.

At first I was angry.

| knew what Sari was doi ng.

She was deliberately not answering, deliberately tr

ying to frighten ne.

She had to prove that she was the brave one, and |

was the 'fraidy cat.

| suddenly renenbered another tine, a few years be
fore. Sari and Uncle Ben had cone to ny house for
avisit. | think Sari and | were seven or eight.

W went outside to play. It was a gray day, threat
ening rain. Sari had a junp rope and was showi ng o
ff, as usual, show ng ne how good she was at it. T
hen, of course, when she let ne try it, | tripped
and fell, and she | aughed |ike crazy.

|'d decided to get back at her by taking her to th
I s deserted old house a couple blocks up the stree
t. The kids in the nei ghborhood all believed the h



ouse was haunted. It was a neat place to sneak in
and explore, although our parents were always warn
ing us to stay away fromit because it was falling
apart and danger ous.

So | led Sari to this house and told her it was ha
unted. And we sneaked in through the broken basene
nt w ndow.

It got even darker out, and started to rain. It wa

s perfect. | could tell Sari was really scared to
be alone in the creepy old house. |, of course, wa
sn't scared at all because |I'd been there before.
Well, we started exploring, with ne | eading the wa

y. And sonehow we got separated. And it started th
undering and |ightning outside. There was rain pou
ring in through the broken w ndows.

| deci ded maybe we should get hone. So | called to
Sari. No answer.

| called again. Still no answer.

Then | heard a | oud crash.

Calling her nane, | started running fromroomto r
oom | was scared to death. | was sure sonething t

erri bl e had happened.
| ran through every roomin the house, getting nor

e and nore scared. | couldn't find her. | shouted
and shouted, but she didn't answer ne.
| was so scared, | started to cry. Then I totally

pani cked, and | ran out of the house and into the
pouring rain.

| ran through the thunder and lightning, crying al
| the way hone. By the tine | got honme, | was soak

ed through and through.

| ran into the kitchen, sobbing and crying that |'d
| ost Sari in the haunted house.

And there she was. Sitting at the kitchen table. C

onfortable and dry. Eating a big slice of chocol at

e cake. A snug smle on her face.

And now, peering into the darkness of the pyramd,
| knew Sari was doing the sane thing to ne.

Trying to scare ne.

Trying to make ne | ook bad.

O was she?

As | made ny way through the |ow, narrow tunnel, k



eeping the light ained straight ahead, | couldn't
help it. My anger quickly turned to worry, and tro
ubl i ng questions whirred through ny m nd.

What if she wasn't playing a nmean trick on ne?

What if sonet hing bad had happened to her?

What if she had missed a step and fallen into a hol

e?

O had gotten herself trapped in a hidden tunnel? O
r . . . | didn't know what.

| wasn't thinking clearly.

My sneakers thudded | oudly over the sandy floor as
| started to half-wal k, half-jog through the w nd
ing tunnel. "Sari?" | called, frantically now, not
cari ng whether | sounded frightened or not.

Were was she?

She wasn't that far ahead of ne. | should at | east
be able to see the light fromher flashlight, I t

hought .

"Sari ?"

There was no place for her to hide in this narrow
space. Was | follow ng the wong tunnel ?

No.

| had been in the sane tunnel all along. The sane t
unnel | had watched her di sappear in.

Don't say disappear, | scolded nyself. Don't even t
hi nk t he word.

Suddenly the narrow tunnel ended. A small opening

led into a snmall, square room | flashed the |ight
qui ckly from side to side.
"Sari ?"

No sign of her.

The walls were bare. The air was warm and stale. |
noved the flashlight rapidly across the floor, |lo

oking for Sari's footprints. The floor was harder,
| ess sandy here. There were no footprints.

"d]!"

| uttered a low cry when ny light canme to rest on

t he object against the far wall. My heart poundi ng
, | eagerly took a few steps closer until | was ju

st afewfeet fromit.

|t was a numry case.

A | arge, stone nmummy case, at |east eight feet |ong



It was rectangular, with curved corners. The lid w
as carved. | stepped closer and ained the |ight.
Yes.

A human face was carved on the lid. The face of a

woman. |t | ooked |like a death mask, the kind we'd

studied in school. It stared wi de-eyed up at the c

ei |l ing.

"Ww " | cried aloud. A real nmunmmy case.

The carved face on the |id nust have been brightly
painted at one tine. But the color had faded over
the centuries. Now the face was gray, as pale as

deat h.

Staring at the top of the case, snooth and perfect

, | wondered if Uncle Ben had seen it. O if | had
made a di scovery of ny own.

Wiy is it all by itself in this small roon? I wonde

red.

And what does it hold inside?

| was working up ny courage to run ny hand over th

e snmooth stone of the |id when | heard the creakin

g sound.

And saw the |id start to raise up.

"Oh!" a hushed cry escaped ny |ips.

At first | thought | had imagined it. | didn't nov

e a nuscle. | kept the light trained on the |id.

The lid lifted a tiny bit nore.

And | heard a hissing sound conme frominside the b

ig coffin, like air escaping a new coffee can when
you first open it.
Uttering another low cry, | took a step back.

The 1id raised up another inch.

| took anot her step back.

And dropped the flashlight.

| picked it up with a trenbling hand and shined it
back onto the nummy case.

The Iid was now open nearly a foot.

| sucked in a deep breath of air and held it.

| wanted to run, but ny fear was freezing ne in pla
ce.

| wanted to scream but | knew | wouldn't be able t
o make a sound.



The |id creaked and opened anot her i nch.

Anot her i nch.

| Iowered the flashlight to the opening, the |ight
qui vering with ny hand.

Fromthe dark depths of the ancient coffin, | saw't
WO eyes staring out at ne.
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| uttered a silent gasp.

| froze.

| felt a cold chill zigzag down ny back.

The |id slowy pushed open anot her i nch.

The eyes stared out at ne. Cold eyes. Evil eyes.

Anci ent eyes.

My nout h dropped open. And before | even realized i

t, | started to scream

Scream at the top of ny |ungs.

As | screaned, unable to turn away, unable to run,
unable to nove, the Iid slid open all the way.

Slowy, as if in a dream a dark figure raised its

elf fromthe depths of the mummy case and cli nbed

out .

"Sari!"

A broad smle w dened across her face. Her eyes glo

wed gl eefully.

"Sari —that wasn't funny!" | managed to shout in

a high-pitched voice that bounced off the stone wa
lls.

But now she was | aughing too hard to hear ne.

Loud, scornful [aughter.

| was so furious, | searched frantically for sonet

hing to throw at her. But there wasn't anything, n

ot even a pebble on the floor.

Staring at her, ny chest still heaving fromny fri

ght, | really hated her then. She had nade a total
fool of ne. There | had been, screamng |ike a ba

by.

| knew she'd never let ne live it down.

Never .

"The | ook on your face!" she exclai mned when she fi



nal ly stopped | aughing. "I wsh | had a canera."

| was too angry to reply. | just grow ed at her.
| pulled the little nummy hand from ny back pocket
and began rolling it around in ny hand. | always

fiddled wwth that hand when | was upset. |t usuall

y hel ped to cal mne.

But now!| felt as if |'d never cal m down.

"I told you I'd found an enpty nummy case yesterda

y," she said, brushing the hair back off her face.
"Didn't you renenber?"

| grow ed agai n.

| felt like a total dork.

First I'd fallen for her dad's stupid nmunmy costune
. And now this.

Silently to nyself | vowed to pay her back. If it w
as the last thing I ever did.

She was still chuckling about her big-deal joke.

The |1 ook on your face," she said again, shaking he
r head. Rubbing it in.

"You wouldn't like it if |I scared you," | nuttered
angrily.

"You couldn't scare ne," she replied. "I don't scar
e so easy."

"Hah! "

That was the best coneback I could think of. Not v
ery clever, | know. But | was too angry to be clev
er.

| was imagining nyself picking Sari up and tossing
her back into the nmummy case, pulling down the I|i

d, and locking it —when | heard footsteps approac

hing in the tunnel.

d anci ng over at Sari, | saw her expression change.
She heard them too.

A few seconds later, Uncle Ben burst into the snal

| room | could see immedi ately, even in the diml

ight, that he was really angry.

"I thought | could trust you two,
through gritted teeth.

"Dad —" Sari started.

But he cut her off sharply. "I trusted you not to

wander off without telling ne. Do you know how eas

y it is toget lost in this place? Lost forever?"

he said, talking



"Dad," Sari started again. "I was just show ng Gab
e this room| discovered yesterday. W were goi ng
to cone right back. Really."
"There are hundreds of tunnels,” Uncle Ben said he
atedly, ignoring Sari's explanation. "Maybe thousa
nds. Many of them have never been expl ored. No one
has ever been in this section of the pyramd befo
re. W have no idea what dangers there are. You tw
o can't just wander off by yourselves. Do you know
how frantic I was when | turned around and you we
re gone?"
"Sorry," Sari and | both said in unison.

"Let's go," Uncle Ben said, gesturing to the door
wth his flashlight. "Your pyramd visit is over f
or today."

W followed himinto the tunnel. |I felt really bad

Not only had I fallen for Sari's stupid joke, bu
t I'd nmade ny favorite uncle really angry.
Sari always gets ne into trouble, | thought bitterl
y. Since we were little Kkids.
Now she was wal ki ng ahead of ne, armin armwith h
er dad, telling himsonething, her face close to h
I s ear. Suddenly they both burst out |aughing and
turned back to | ook at ne.
| could feel ny face getting hot.
| knew what she'd told him
She'd told himabout hiding in the nummy case and
maki ng ne screamli ke a scared baby. And now t hey
were both chuckling about what a jerk | was.
"Merry Christmas to you, too!" | called bitterly.
And that made them | augh even harder.

We spent the night back in the hotel in Cairo. | b
eat Sari in two straight ganes of Scrabble, but it
didn't make ne feel any better.

She kept conpl aining that she had only vowel s, and
so the ganes weren't fair. Finally, | put ny Scra
bbl e set back in ny room and we sat and stared at
the TV.

The next norning, we had breakfast in the room |
ordered pancakes, but they didn't taste |like any p
ancakes |'d ever eaten. They were tough and grainy



, as if they were nade of cowhi de or sonething.
"What are we doi ng today?" Sari asked Uncle Ben, w
ho was still yawning and stretching after two cups
of bl ack coffee.

"I have an appointnent at the Cairo Miseum" he to
| d us, glancing at his wistwatch. "It's just a co
upl e of blocks away. | thought you two m ght 1ike
to wander around the nmuseumwhile | have ny neetin

g.
"OQoh, thrills and chills," Sari«aid sarcastically.
She sl urped up anot her spoonful of Frosted Fl akes

The little Frosted Fl akes box had Arabic witing a
|1 over it, and Tony the Tiger was saying sonethin
gin Arabic. | wanted to save it and take it hone

to show ny friends. But | knew Sari woul d make fun
of me if | asked her for it, so | didn't.

"The nmuseum has an interesting nmummy collection, G
abe," Uncle Ben said to ne. He tried to pour hinse
|f a third cup of coffee, but the pot was enpty. "
You'll like it."

"Unl ess they clinb out of their cases,'
Lanme. Really |ane.

| stuck ny tongue out at her. She tossed a wet Fros

ted Fl ake across the table at ne.

"When are ny nom and dad getting back?" | asked Unc
| e Ben. | suddenly realized | m ssed them

He started to answer, but the phone rang. He wal ke
d into the bedroom and picked it up. It was an old
-fashi oned bl ack tel ephone with a dial instead of
buttons. As he tal ked, his face filled with concer
n.

"Change of plans," he said a few seconds |l ater, ha
ngi ng up the receiver and com ng back into the liv
I ng room

"What's the matter, Daddy?" Sari asked, shoving her
cereal bow away.

"It's very strange," he replied, scratching the ba
ck of his head. "Two of ny workers cane down sick

| ast night. Some kind of nysterious illness."” H's
expressi on becane thoughtful, worried. "They took
themto a hospital here in Cairo."

Sari sai d.



He started to gather up his wallet and sone ot her
bel ongings. "I think I'd better get over there rig
ht away," he sai d.

"But what about Gabe and nme?" Sari asked, gl ancing

at ne.

"I'"l'l only be gone an hour or so," her dad replied.
"Stay here in the room okay?"

"I'n the roon?" Sari cried, making it sound like a p
uni shnment .

"Wel |, okay. You can go down to the |obby, if you w

ant. But don't |eave the hotel."

A few mnutes later, he pulled on his tan safari

acket, checked one last tine to nmake sure he had h
Is wal l et and keys, and hurried out the door.

Sari and | stared at each other glumy. "What do y

ou want to do?" | asked, poking the cold, uneaten
pancakes on ny plate wwth a fork.
Sari shrugged. "Is it hot in here?"

| nodded. "Yeah. It's about a hundred and twenty."

"We have to get out of here," she said, standing up
and stretching.

"You nmean go down to the |obby?" | asked, still po

king the pancakes, pulling theminto pieces with t

he fork.

"No. | nmean get out of here," she replied. She wal

ked over to the mirror in the entranceway and bega

n brushing her straight, black hair.

"But Uncle Ben said —" | started.

"W won't go far," she said, and then quickly added

, "i1f you're afraid.”

| made a face at her. | don't think she saw ne. Sh
e was busy admring herself in the mrror.
"Ckay," | told her. "W could go to the nuseum You

r dad said it was just a block away."

| was determ ned not to be the winp anynore. |If sh

e wanted to di sobey her dad and go out, fine with

me. From now on, | decided, I'll be the macho guy.
No repeats of yesterday —ever again.

"The nmuseun®?" She nade a face. "Well . . . okay,"

she said, turning to look at ne. "W're twelve, af

ter all. It's not |ike we're babies. W can go out
i f we want."



"Yes, we can," | said. "I'll wite Uncle Ben a not
e and tell himwhere we're going, in case he gets
back before we do." | went over to the desk and pi
cked up a pen and a snall pad of paper.

"I'f you're afraid, Gabey, we can just wal k around
the bl ock," she said in a teasing voice, staring a
t me, waiting to see how l'd react.

"No way," | said. "W're going to the nuseum Unles
s you're afraid.”

"No way," she said, imtating ne.

"And don't call ne Gabey," | added.
"Gabey, Gabey, Gabey," she nmuttered, just to be ann
oyi ng.

| wote the note to Uncle Ben. Then we took the el
evator down to the | obby. W asked a young Worman b
ehi nd the desk where the Cairo Museum was. She sai
d to turn right outside the hotel and wal k two blo
cks.

Sari hesitated as we stepped out into the bright su
nshine. "You sure you're up for this?"

"What could go wong?" | replied.

v

"Let's go. This way," | said, shielding ny eyes fro
mthe bright sunlight with ny hand.

"It's so hot," Sari conpl ai ned.

The street was crowded and noisy. | couldn't hear a
nyt hi ng over the honking of car horns.

Drivers here |l ean on their horns the mnute they s
tart up their cars, and they don't stop honking ti
|1 they arrive at their destinations.

Sari and | stayed cl ose together, maki ng our way t
hr ough the crush of people on the sidewal k. Al Ki
nds of peopl e passed by.

There were nen in Anerican-style business suits wa
| ki ng al ongsi de nen who appeared to be wearing | oo
se-fitting white paj anas.

W saw wonen who woul d | ook right at hone on any s
treet in America, wearing colorful |eggings and st
ylish skirts and sl acks. Whnen in jeans. Foll owed



by wonen dressed in |ong, flow ng black dresses, t
heir faces covered by heavy, black veils.

"This sure doesn't |look |ike back honme!" | exclaine

d, shouting over the blare of car horns.

| was so fascinated by all the interesting-Iooking
peopl e crowdi ng the narrow sidewal k that | forgot
to look at the buildings. Before | knewit, we we
re standing in front of the nmuseum a tall, stone

structure | oom ng above the street behind steeply

sl opi ng st eps.

We clinbed the steps and entered the revol ving door
of the nmuseum

"Ww, it's so quiet in here!" | exclained, whisper
ing. It was nice to get away fromthe honki ng horn
s, the crowded si dewal ks, and shouti ng peopl e.

"Why do you think they honk their horns so nmuch?" S
ari asked, holding her ears.

"Just a custom | guess," | replied.

We st opped and | ooked around.

W were standing in the center of an enornous open
| obby. Tall marble stairways rose up on the far |
eft and far right. Twin white colums franed a w d
e doorway that |ed straight back. An enornous nura
| across the wall to the right showed an aerial vi
ew of the pyramds and the Nile. W stood in the m
iddle of the floor, admring the mural for a while
. Then we nmade our way to the back wall and asked
a wonan at the information desk for the nmunmmy room
. She flashed us a nice smle and told us in perfe

ct English to take the stairs to the right.

Qur sneakers thudded | oudly over the shiny marble

floor. The stairway seened to go up forever. "This
is like nountain clinbing," | conpl ai ned, halfway
up.

"Race you to the top," Sari said, grinning, and too
k off before | had a chance to reply.

O course she beat nme by about ten steps.

| waited for her to call ne "slowpoke" or "snail f
ace" or sonething. But she had already turned to s
ee what |ay ahead of us.

A dark, high-ceilinged roomseened to stretch on f
orever. A glass case stood centered in the entrywa



y. Inside was a detailed construction of wood and

cl ay.

| went up close to take a good | ook. The construct
i on showed t housands of workers draggi ng enornous
bl ocks of |inmestone across the sand toward a parti

ally built pyram d.

In the room behind the display | could see huge st

one statues, |large nmunmy cases, displays of gl ass

and pottery, and case after case of artifacts and
relics.

"I think this is the place!" | exclainmed happily, r
ushing over to the first display case.

"OQoh, what's that? Sone kind of giant dog?" Sari a

sked, pointing to an enornous statue against the w

al | .

The creature appeared to have a fierce dog's head

and a lion's body. Its eyes stared strai ght ahead,
and it seened ready to pounce on anyone who cane
near it.

"They put creatures like that in front of tonbs,"

| told Sari. "You know. To protect the place. Scar

e away grave robbers.™

"Li ke guard dogs," Sari said, stepping up close to

t he anci ent scul pture.

"Hey —there's a nummy in this case!" | exclai ned,
| eani ng over an ancient stone coffin. "Look!"

Still staring back at the enornous scul pture, Sari
wal ked up beside ne. "Yep. It's a nummy, okay," s
he said, uninpressed. | guess she's seen a | ot nor

e of them than ne.

"It's so small," | said, staring at the yell owed |

i nen wrapped so tightly around the skinny head and
body.

"Qur ancestors were shrinps,"
it was a nman or a wonman?"

| gl anced at the plaque on the side of the coffin.

"It says it's a man."

"@Quess they didn't work out in those days,

d and | aughed at her own renark.

"They did a great wapping job," | said, exam ning
the carefully wapped fingers on the hands, which
were crossed over the nmummy's chest. "I was a nmum

Sari replied. "Think

she sali



nmy the Hall oween before last, and ny costune conpl

etely unraveled after ten m nutes!”

Sari tsk-tsked.

"Do you know how t hey nmade nunmm es?" | asked, novi

ng around to viewit fromthe other side. "Do you

know the first thing they did? They renoved the br

ain.”

"Yuck. Stop," she said, sticking out her tongue and
maki ng a di sgusted face.

"Don't you know about this?" | asked, delighted th

at | had sone truly gruesone information that she

didn't.

"Pl ease —enough," she said, holding up one hand as
if to fend ne off.

"No, this is interesting," | insisted. "The brain

had to cone out first. They had this special tool.
It was |like a long, skinny hook. They'd push it u

p the corpse's nose until it reached the brain and
then wggled it back and forth, back and forth, u
ntil the brain becane nush."

"Stop!" Sari pleaded, covering her ears.

"Then they took a long spoon," | continued gl eef ul
|y, "and scooped the brain out a little at a tine.

| made a scooping notion with ny hand. "Scoop scoo
p. They scooped the brain out through the nose. O
soneti nes they popped off an eyeball and scooped
the brain out through the eyeball socket.”

"Gabe —I nean it!" Sari cried. She really | ooked
| i ke she was about to hurl. She was green!
| loved it.

| never knew that Sari had a squeam sh bone in her
body. But | was really making her sick.

Qut st andi ng! | thought.

| would definitely have to renenber this technique.

"It'"s all true," |I told her, unable to hold back a
wi de grin.

"Just shut up," she nuttered.

"OF course sonetines they didn't pull the brain ou
t the nose. Sonetines they just sliced off the hea
d. Then they drained the brains out through the ne



ck and put the head back on the body. They just ba
ndaged it back on, | guess."

"Gabe —"

|"d been staring at her the whole tine, checking o
ut her reaction. She was | ooking sicker and sicker

She was breathing real heavy. Her chest was sort

of heaving. | really thought she was going to | os
e her breakfast.

|f she did, |I'd never let her forget it.

"That's really gross," she said. Her voice sounded
funny, like it was com ng from underwater or sone
t hi ng.

"But it's true," | said. "Didn't your dad ever tell
you about how t hey nade nunm es?"

She shook her head. "He knows | don't |ike —"
"And you know what they did with the guts?" | aske
d, enjoying the startled | ook on her face. "They p
ut themin jars and —

| suddenly realized that Sari's startled | ook wasn'
t for ne.

She was actually staring over ny shoul der.

"Huh?" | turned around and saw why she suddenly | o0
ked so surprised.

A man had entered the room and was standing just i
n front of the first display case. It took ne a fe

w seconds to recogni ze him

It was Ahnmed, the strange, silent Egyptian with th
e bl ack ponytail who had greeted us in such an unf
riendly manner down inside the pyramd. He was dre
ssed the sane, in |oose-fitting white trousers and
shirt with a scarlet bandanna around his neck. An
d his expression was just as unfriendly. Angry, ev
en.

Sari and | both backed away fromthe numy case, a
nd Ahned, his eyes darting fromone of us to the o
ther, took a step toward us.

"Gabe, he's comng after us!" Sari whispered.

She grabbed ny arm Her hand was cold as ice.
"Let's get out of here!" she cried.

| hesitated. Shouldn't we stop and say hello to him
first?

But sonet hi ng about the stern, determ ned | ook on A



hnmed's face told ne that Sari was right.

We turned and began wal king really fast away from
himinto the vast room Sari a few steps ahead of
ne.

| turned and saw t hat Ahned was j ogging after us.
He shouted sonething to us, his voice angry, threat
ening. | couldn't nake out the words.

"Run!'" Sari cri ed.

And now we were both running at full speed, our sn
eakers drumming | oudly over the polished marble fl
oor .

We scoot ed around an enornous gl ass di splay case c
ontai ning three upright numy cases. Then we ran s

trai ght down the w de aisle between scul ptures and
shel ves of ancient pottery and pyramd relics.
Behi nd us, | could hear Ahnmed shouting furiously,
Conme back! Cone back!™

He sounded really angry.

Hi s shoes cl acked against the floor as he ran, the
sound echoing in the vast, enpty nmuseum chanber.
"He's gaining on us!" | called to Sari, who was sti

|l a few steps ahead.

"There's got to be a way out of here!" she answered
br eat hl essl y.

But | immediately saw that there wasn't. W were n
early to the back wall. W passed a gigantic sphin

X, then stopped.

There was nowhere to go.

No doorway. No exit.

A solid granite wall.

We both turned and saw Ahned's eyes grow wide with

triunph.

He had us cornered.

8

Ahmed stopped a few feet in front of us. He was pa
nting like a dog, gasping for air, and holding his
side. He glared at us angrily.

Sari glanced at nme. She | ooked pale, really fright
ened. We both had our backs pressed agai nst the wa



| 1.

| swallowed hard. My throat felt tight and dry.

What was he going to do to us?

"Whay did you run?" Ahned finally managed to say, s

till holding his side as if he had a cranp. "Wy?"

W didn't reply. W both stared back at him waitin

g to see what he was about to do.

"I came with a nessage fromyour father," he told

Sari, breathing hard. He raised the red bandanna f

romhis neck and wi ped his perspiring forehead wt

hit. "Why did you run?"

"A nessage?" Sari stanmmered.

"Yes," Ahned said. "You know ne. W net again yeste

rday. | don't understand why you ran."

"I"'msorry," Sari said quickly, glancing guiltily a

t ne.

"W weren't thinking clearly," | said. "Sari fright

ened ne, and | followed her."

"Gabe was telling ne all this frightening stuff,"

she said, jabbing ne hard in the side with her elb

ow. "It was his fault. He scared ne with all this

mumry stuff. So when | saw you, | wasn't thinking

clearly, and . . ."

Both of us were babbling. We both felt so relieved
that he wasn't chasing us —and so enbarrassed th

at we had run away from him

"Your father sent ne to get you," Ahned said, his

dark eyes trained on ne. "I didn't think I'd have

to chase you through the whole nuseum™

"Sorry," Sari and | said in unison.

| felt like a conplete jerk. I"msure Sari did, too

"Daddy cane back to the hotel and saw Gabe's note?
" Sari asked, straightening her hair with her hand
as she noved away fromthe wall.

"Yes." Ahned nodded.

"He got back fromthe hospital awfully fast,"
said, glancing at her wi stwatch.

"Yes," Ahned replied again. "Cone. | wll take you
back to the hotel. He is waiting for you there."
W followed himin silence, Sari and | wal ki ng si de

by side a few steps behind him

Sar i



As we nmade our way down the |ong stairway, we glan

ced sheepishly at each other. W were both feeling
really foolish for running away |ike that.

A short while later, we were back on the crowded,
noi sy sidewal k, an unendi ng stream of cars honking
past, all noving in starts and stops, drivers han
gi ng out of car w ndows, shouting and shaki ng thei
r fists.

Ahnmed checked to make sure we were with him then

turned right and began | eading the way through the
crowd. The sun was high over the buildings now T
he air was hot and hum d.

"Hey, wait —" | call ed.
Ahmed turned back, but kept wal ki ng.
"We're going the wong way," | called to him shou

ting over the cries of a street peddler behind a c

art of vegetables. "The hotel is back that way." |
poi nt ed.

Ahnmed shook his head. "My car is just up there."

"We're driving back to the hotel ?" Sari asked, her

voi ce reveal i ng her surprise.

"I't"s only two blocks," | said to Ahned. "Sari and
| could wal k back by ourselves if you want. You r

eally don't have to take us."

"I't is no trouble,” Ahned replied, and he placed h

is hands firmy, one on ny shoul der, one on Sari's
, and continued to guide us to his car.

We crossed the street and continued wal king. The s

| dewal kK grew even nore crowded. A nman swi nging a |

eat her briefcase accidentally clipped ny shoul der

withit. | cried out in pain.

Sari | aughed.

"You have a great sense of hunor," | nuttered sarca
stically.

"I know," she replied.

"I'f we'd wal ked, we woul d have been at the hotel al
ready, " | said.

Ahnmed nust have overheard, because he said, "The ca
r's in the next block."

We made our way qui ckly through the crowds. A shor

t while later, Ahned stopped at a small, four-door
stati onwagon. It was covered with dust, and the f



ender on the driver's side was crunched.

He pull ed open the back door, and Sari and | piled
in. "Ow," | conplained. The | eather seats were bu

rning hot.

"The wheel is hot, too," Ahned said, clinbing in a

nd fastening his seat belt. He touched the steerin

g wheel a fewtines with both hands, trying to get
used to the heat. "They should invent a car that

stays cool inside when it is parked."

The engine started on the second try, and he pulle

d away fromthe curb and into the line of traffic.
| mredi atel y, he began honking the horn at the car

in front of us. W noved slowy, stopping every fe

w seconds, through the narrow street.

"I wonder why Daddy didn't cone to get us," Sari s

aid to ne, her eyes on the crowds passing by the d

usty car w ndow.

"He said he would wait for you at the hotel," Ahned
replied fromthe front seat.

He made a sudden sharp turn onto a w der avenue and
began to pick up speed.

It took ne a long while to realize that we were he

ading in the wong direction —away from our hot el
. "Un . . . Ahnmed . . . | think the hotel is back

that way," | said, pointing toward the back w ndow.

"I believe you are m staken," he replied softly, s

taring straight ahead through the wi ndshield. "W

wll be there shortly."

"No. Really,"” | 1insisted.

One thing about ne is | have a really good sense o

f direction. Mom and Dad al ways say they don't nee

d a map when I'maround. | al nost al ways know when
| "' m headi ng the wong way.

Sari turned to glance at ne, an expression of conce
rn beginning to tighten her features.

"Settle back and enjoy the ride," Ahned said, star
ing at ne through the rearview mrror. "Have you f

astened your seat belts? Better do it right now"
He had a smle on his face, but his voice was col d.
Hi s words sounded |ike a threat.

"Ahnmed, we've gone too far," | insisted, starting t

o feel really afraid.



Qut si de the wi ndow, the buildings were |lower, nore
rundown. We seened to be heading away fromthe do

wnt own ar ea.

"Just settle back," he replied with growing inpatie
nce. "I know where |I'm going."

Sari and | exchanged gl ances. She | ooked as worrie

d as | did. W both realized that Ahned was |vying

to us. He wasn't taking us to the hotel. He was ta
ki ng us out of town.

We wer e bei ng ki dnapped.
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Seeing Ahned's eyes on ne in the rearview mrror,

| fiddled wwth the seat belt, pretending to fasten
it. As | did this, | leaned close to Sari and whi

spered in her ear, "Next tine he stops."

At first she didn't get ny neaning. But then | saw

t hat she under st ood.

We both sat tensely, eyes on the door handles, wait
ing in silence.

"Your father is a very smart man," Ahned said, star
ing at Sari in the mrror.

"I know," Sari replied in a tiny voice.

The traffic slowed, then stopped.

"Nowl " | screaned.

We both grabbed for the door handl es.

| pushed ny door open and flung nyself out of the c

ar .

Horns were honking in front of me and behind nme. |

coul d hear Ahnmed's surprised shout.

Leavi ng the car door open, | turned to see that Sa
ri had nmade it to the street, too. She turned to m

e as she slamred her door shut, her eyes wide with
fear.

Wthout a word, we started to run.

The car horns seened to grow | ouder as we headed i
nto a narrow side street. W were runni ng side by

side, following the narrow brick street as it curv

ed between two rows of tall, white stucco buil ding

S.



| feel like a rat in a maze, | thought.

The street grew even narrower. Then it enptied int

oawdecircle filled with a small market of frui

t and veget abl e st ands.

"I's he follow ng us?" Sari cried, a few steps behin

d ne now.

| turned back and searched for him ny eyes dartin

g through the small crowd attendi ng the narket.

| saw several people in flow ng white robes. Two w

onen entered the market, dressed in black, carryin

g a basket | oaded high wth bananas. A boy on a bi

cycle swerved to keep fromrunning straight into t

hem

"I don't see him" | called back to Sari.

But we kept running just to nake sure.

|"d never been so scared in ny life.

Pl ease, please, | begged silently, don't |et himbe
followng us. Don't let himcatch us!

Turning a corner, we found ourselves on a w de, bu

sy avenue. A truck bounced past, pulling a trailer
filled with horses. The sidewal k was crowded w t

h shoppers and busi nesspeopl e.

Sari and | pushed our way through them trying to |

ose ourselves in the crowd.

Finally, we cane to a stop near the entrance of wh

at appeared to be a large departnent store. Breath

ing hard, | rested ny hands on ny knees, |eaned fo

rward, and tried to catch ny breath.

"We've lost him" Sari said, staring back in the di

rection fromwhich we'd cone.

"Yeah. We're okay," | said happily. | smled at her

, but she didn't return the smle.

Her face was filled with fear. Her eyes continued

to stare into the cromd. One hand tugged nervously
at a strand of her hair.

"We're okay," | repeated. "W got away."

"There's only one problem"” she said quietly, her
eyes still on the crowd bustling toward us on the
si dewal k.

"Huh? Probl enf?"
"Now we're lost," she replied, finally turning to
face ne. "We're |lost, Gabe. We don't know where we



are."
| suddenly had a heavy feeling in the pit of ny sto
mach. | started to utter a frightened cry.
But | forced nyself to hold it in.
| forced nyself to pretend I wasn't afraid.
Sari had al ways been the brave one, the winner, th
e chanp. And | was always the wi np. But now | coul
d see that she was really scared. This was ny chan
ce to be the cool one, ny chance to show her who w
as really the chanp.
"No problem™" | told her, gazing up at the tall gl
ass and concrete buildings. "Well just ask sonebod
y to direct us to the hotel ."
"But no one speaks English!" she cried, sounding as
I f she were about to cry.
"Uh . . . no problem" | said, alittle |l ess cheeri
ly. "I'"msure soneone . . ."
"We're lost," she repeated m serably, shaking her h
ead. "Totally lost."
And then | saw the answer to our problem parked at
the curb. It was a taxi, an enpty taxi.
"Cone on," | said, tugging her arm | pulled her t
o the taxi. The driver, a thin, young man with a w
| de bl ack nmustache and stringy black hair falling
out of a small gray cap, turned around in surprise
as Sari and | clinbed into the back seat.
"The Cairo Center Hotel," | said, glancing reassuri
ngly at Sari.
The driver stared back at ne blankly, as if he didn
"t under st and.
"Pl ease take us to the Cairo Center Hotel," | repea
ted slowy and clearly.
And then he tossed back his head, opened his nouth,
and started to | augh.
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The driver laughed till tears fornmed in the corners
of his eyes.

Sari grabbed ny arm "He's working for Ahned," she
whi spered, squeezing ny wist. "W've wal ked righ



t into atrap!'”

"Huh?" | felt a stab of fear in ny chest.

| didn't think she was right.

She couldn't be right!

But | didn't know what el se to think.

| grabbed the door handle and started to | eap out
of the taxi. But the driver raised a hand, signali
ng for ne to stop.

"Gabe —go!" Sari pushed ne hard from behi nd.
"Cairo Center Hotel?" the driver asked suddenly, w
i ping the tears fromhis eyes with a finger. Then
he pointed through the windshield. "Cairo Center H
ot el ?"

Sari and | both followed his finger.

There was the hotel. R ght across the street.

He started to | augh agai n, shaking his head.

"Thanks," | shouted, and clinbed out.
Sari scranbl ed out behind me, a wde, relieved sm
| e on her face. "I don't think it's that funny," |

told her. "The cab driver has a strange sense of
hunor . "

| turned back. The driver was still staring at us,
a broad smle on his face.

"Cone on," she urged, tugging at ny arm "W have t
o tell Daddy about Ahned."

But to our surprise, our hotel roomwas enpty.

note was still on the table where | had left it. N
ot hi ng had been noved or touched.

"He hasn't been back here,"” Sari said, picking up

note and crunpling it into a ball in her hand.
"Ahned |ied —about everything."
| flopped down on the couch with a loud sigh. "I w
onder what's going on," | said unhappily. "I just

don't get it."

Sari and | both screaned as the door to the roomfl
ew open.

"Daddy!" Sari cried, running to hug him

| was sure glad it was Uncle Ben, and not Ahned.

"Daddy, the strangest thing —" Sari started.
Uncl e Ben had his arm around her shoul der. As he |
ed her across the roomtoward the couch, | could s

ee that he had a really dazed expression on his fa



ce.

"Yes, it's strange," he nuttered, shaking his head.
"Both of ny workers . . ."
"Huh? Are they okay?" Sari asked.

"No. Not really,"” Uncle Ben replied, dropping onto
the armof the arncthair, staring hard but not rea

|1y focusing on ne. "They're both . . . in a state
of shock. | guess that's how to describe it."

"They were in an accident? In the pyram d?" | asked
Uncl e Ben scratched the bald spot at the back of h
is head. "I don't really know. They can't talk. Th
ey're both . . . speechless. | think sonething —o

r sonmeone —frightened them Scared them speechles
s. The doctors are conpletely confused. They said

t hat —"

"Daddy, Ahned tried to kidnap us!" Sari interrupted
, squeezing his hand.

"What ? Ahned?" He narrowed his eyes, his forehead
wrinkling up in confusion. "Wiat do you nean?"
"Ahned. The guy at the pyram d. The one who wears
the white suits with the red bandanna and al ways c
arries the clipboard,"” Sari expl ained.

"He told us you sent himto get us," | said. "He ca
me to the nmuseum —"

"Museun?" Uncle Ben clinbed to his feet. "Wat wer
e you doing at the nuseun? | thought | told you —

"We had to get out of here," Sari said, putting a
hand on her dad's shoulder, trying to calmhim "G
abe wanted to see nummes, so we went to the nuseu
m But Ahned cane and took us to his car. He said
he was taking us to you at the hotel."
"But he was driving the wong way," | continued the
story. "So we junped out and ran away."
"Ahnmed?" Uncl e Ben kept repeating the nane, as if
he just couldn't believe it. "He cane to ne with e
xcellent credentials and references,”" he said. "He
's a cryptographer. He studies ancient Egyptian. H
e's mainly interested in the wall witings and sym
bol s we uncover."
"So why did he cone for us?" | asked.



"Where was he going to take us?" Sari asked.
"I don't know," Uncle Ben said. "But | certainly i
ntend to find out/' He hugged Sari. "Wat a nyster

y," he continued. "You're both okay?"

"Yeah. We're okay," | replied.

"I've got to get to the pyramd," he said, letting
go of Sari and wal king to the wi ndow. "I gave ny

wor kers the day off. But |1've got to get to the bo
ttomof this.™

Cl ouds rolled over the sun. The room suddenly grew
dar ker.

"I'"l'l order up sone roomservice for you," Uncle B
en said, a thoughtful expression on his face. "WI

| you two be okay here till | get back toni ght?"
"No!" Sari cried. "You can't | eave us here!"
"Whay can't we cone with you?" | asked.

"Yes! W're comng with you!" Sari exclained, befor
e Uncle Ben had a chance to reply.

He shook his head. "Too dangerous," he said, his e
yes narrow ng as he glanced first at ne, then at S
ari. "Until | can find out what happened to ny two
workers in there —"

"But, Daddy, what if Ahned cones back?" Sari cried
, sounding really frightened. "What if he cones he
re?"

Uncl e Ben scowl ed. "Ahned," he nuttered. "Ahned."
"You can't |leave us here!"™ Sari repeated.

Uncl e Ben stared out the wi ndow at the darkening s
Ky. "I guess you're right," he said finally. "I gu
ess | have to take you with ne."

"Yes!" Sari and | both cried, relieved.

"But you have to promse to stick close," Uncle Be
n said sternly, pointing a finger at Sari. "I nean
it. No wandering off. No nore practical jokes."
| realized |I was seeing a whole new side of ny unc
| e. Even though he was a well-known scientist, he
had al ways been the jolly practical joker of the f

amly.

But now he was worri ed.

Seriously worri ed.

No nore jokes until the frightening nystery was cle
ared up.



We had sandwi ches downstairs in the hotel restaura
nt, then drove through the desert to the pyram d.
Heavy clouds rolled across the sun as we drove, ca

sting shadows over the sand, coloring the desert d

arkly in shimrering shades of bl ue and gray.

Before | ong, the enornous pyram d | ooned on the ho
rizon appearing to grow | arger as we approached on
the nearly enpty hi ghway.

| remenbered the first time | had seen it, just a f

ew days before. Such an amazi ng sight.

But now, watching it through the car w ndshield, |

felt only dread.

Uncl e Ben parked the car near the | ow entrance he
had di scovered behind the pyram d. As we stepped o
ut, the w nd whi pped at the ground, tossing the sa
nd up, whirling it around our | egs.

Uncl e Ben raised a hand to stop us at the tunnel en

trance.

"Here," he said. He reached into his supply pack a
nd pulled out equipnent for Sari and ne. "Clip thi
s on."

He handed each of us a beeper. "Just push the butt
on, and it wll beep ne," he said, helping ne clip
mne to the belt on ny jeans. "It's |like a hom ng
device. If you push the button, it sends el ectron
ic signals to the unit I"mwearing. Then | can tra
ck you down by follow ng the sound |l evels. O cour
se, | don't expect you to use it because | expect

you to stay close to ne."

He handed us flashlights. "Watch your step," he in
structed. "Keep the light down at your feet, a few
yards ahead of you on the floor."

"We know, Daddy," Sari said. "W've done this befor
e, renmenber?"

"Just follow instructions," he said sharply, and t
urned into the darkness of the pyram d opening.

| stopped at the entrance and pulled out ny little
munmmy hand, just to make sure | had it.

"What are you doing with that?" Sari asked, making
a face.

"My good |luck charm" | said, slipping it back into
ny pocket.



She groaned and gave ne a playful shove into the py

ram d entrance.

A few mnutes later, we were once agai n nmaki ng our
way carefully down the long rope | adder and into

the first narrow tunnel.

Uncle Ben led the way, the wde circle of light fr

om his flashlight sweeping back and forth across t

he tunnel ahead of him Sari was a few steps behin

d him and | wal ked a few steps behi nd her.

The tunnel seened narrower and lower this tine. | ¢

uess it was just ny nood.

Gipping the flashlight tightly, keeping the |ight
ai nred down, | dipped ny head to keep fromhitting
the low, curved ceiling.

The tunnel bent to the left, then sl oped downhill

where it split into two paths. W followed the one
to the right. The only sound was that of our shoe

S scraping agai nst the sandy, dry fl oor.

Uncl e Ben coughed.

Sari said sonething. | couldn't hear what it was.

| had stopped to shine ny light on a bunch of spid

ers on the ceiling, and the two of them had wal ked
several yards ahead of ne.

Following ny light as it noved over the floor, | s

aw that ny sneaker had cone untied once again.

"Oh, man —not again!"

| stooped to tie it, setting the flashlight on the

ground beside ne. "Hey —wait up!" | called.
But they had started to argue about sonething, and
| don't think they heard ne. | could hear their v

oi ces echoing loudly down the [ong, twi sting tunne
|, but I couldn't nmake out their words.

| hurriedly doubl e-knotted the shoe | ace, grabbed
up the flashlight, and clinbed to ny feet. "Hey, w
ait up!" | shouted anxiously.

Were had they gone?

| realized that | couldn't hear their voices anynor
e.

This can't be happening to ne again! | thought.
"Hey!" | shouted, cupping ny hands over ny nouth. M
y voi ce echoed down the tunnel.

But no voices call ed back.



"Wait up!"

Typical, | thought.

They were so involved in their argunent, they forgo

t all about ne.

| realized that | was nore angry than frightened.
Uncl e Ben had nmade such a big deal about us sticki
ng cl ose together. And then he wal ked off and | eft
me al one in the tunnel.

"Hey, where are you?" | shouted.

No reply.
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Beam ng the |ight ahead of ne on the floor, | duck

ed ny head and began jogging, follow ng the tunnel
as it curved sharply to the right.
The fl oor began to sl ope upwards. The air becane h

ot and nusty snelling. | found nyself gasping for
br eat h.
"Uncle Ben!" | called. "Sari!"

They nust be around the next curve in the tunnel,

| told nyself. It hadn't taken nme that long to tie
ny shoel ace. They coul dn't have gotten that far a
head.

Heari ng a sound, | stopped.

And | i st ened.

Si | ence now.

Was | starting to hear things?

| had a sudden flash: WAs this another nean practi

cal joke? Were Sari and Uncle Ben hiding, waiting

to see what |1'd do?

Was this another lane trick of theirs to frighten m

e?

It could be. Uncle Ben, | knew, could never resist
a practical joke. He had | aughed |i ke a hyena whe
n Sari told himhow she'd hid in the nutmmy case an

d scared about ten years off ny life.

Were they both hiding in nummy cases now, just wait
ing for nme to stunble by?

My heart thunped in ny chest. Despite the heat of t
he ancient tunnel, | felt cold all over.



No, | decided. This isn't a practical joke.

Uncl e Ben was too serious today, too worried about
his stricken workers. Too worried about what we'd
told hi mabout Ahned. He wasn't in any nood for p

racti cal | okes.

| began maki ng ny way through the tunnel again. As
| jogged, ny hand brushed agai nst the beeper at m

y wai st.

Should | push it?

No, | deci ded.

That would only give Sari a good | augh. She'd be e

ager to tell everyone how |'d started beeping for

help after being in the pyramd for two m nutes!

| turned the corner. The tunnel walls seened to clo

se in on nme as the tunnel narrowed.

"Sari? Uncl e Ben?"

No echo. Maybe the tunnel was too narrow for an ech

0.

The floor grew harder, |ess sandy. In the dimyell

ow light, I could see that the granite walls were

| ined with jagged cracks. They | ooked |ike dark Ii

ghtning bolts com ng down fromthe ceiling.

"Hey —where are you guys?" | shout ed.

| stopped when the tunnel branched in two direction

S.

| suddenly realized how scared | was.

Where had they di sappeared to? They had to have rea

|ized by now that | wasn't with them

| stared at the two openings, shining ny light firs

t into one tunnel, then the other.

Whi ch one had they entered?

VWhi ch one?

My heart pounding, | ran into the tunnel on the |ef
t and shouted their nanes.
No reply.

| backed out quickly, nmy light darting wildly over
the floor, and stepped into the tunnel to the rig
ht .

This tunnel was wi der and higher. It curved gently
to the right.

A maze of tunnels. That's how Uncle Ben had descri
bed the pyram d. Maybe thousands of tunnels, he ha



d told ne.

Thousands.

Keep noving, | urged nyself.

Keep novi ng, Gabe.

They're right up ahead. They've got to be!

| took a few steps and then called out to them

| heard sonet hi ng.

Voi ces?

| stopped. It was so quiet now. So quiet, | could h

ear ny heart pounding in nmy chest.

The sound agai n.

| Iistened hard, holding ny breath.

It was a chattering sound. A soft cluttering. Not

a human voice. An insect, maybe. O a rat.

"Uncl e Ben? Sari ?"

Si | ence.

| took a few nore steps into the tunnel. Then a few
nor e.

| decided I'd better forget ny pride and beep them

So what if Sari teased ne about it?

| was too frightened to care.

|f | beeped them they'd be right there to get ne i
n a few seconds.

But as | reached to ny waist for the beeper, | was
startled by a | oud noi se.

The insect chittering becane a soft cracking sound.

| stopped to listen, the fear rising up to ny throa

t.

The soft cracking grew | ouder.

|t sounded |i ke sonmeone breaking saltines in two.
Only | ouder. Louder.

Louder .

Ri ght under ny feet.

| turned ny eyes to the floor.

| shined the |Iight at ny shoes.

It took ne so long to realize what was happeni ng.

The ancient tunnel floor was cracking apart beneath
me.

The cracking grew | ouder, seened to cone fromall d
irections, to surround ne.



By the time | realized what was happening, it was t
oo | ate.

| felt as if | were being pulled down, sucked down
by a powerful force.

The floor crunbled away beneath ne, and | was falli
ng.

Fal i ng down, down, down an endl ess bl ack hol e.

| opened ny nouth to scream but no sound cane out.

My hands flew up and grabbed —not hi ng!
| closed ny eyes and fell.
Down, down into the swirling blackness.
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| heard the flashlight clang agai nst the floor.

Then | hit. Hard.

| |anded on ny side. Pain shot through ny body, an

d |l sawred. A flash of bright red that grew brigh

ter and brighter until | had to close ny eyes. | t

hi nk the force of the bl ow knocked nme out for a sh

ort while.

When | opened ny eyes, everything was a gray-yello

w blur. My side ached. My right el bow throbbed wt

h pai n.

| tried the elbow It seened to nove okay.

| sat up. The haze slowy began to lift, Like a cur

tain slowy rising.

Where was |7

A sour snell invaded ny nostrils. The snell of deca
. O ancient dust. O death.

The flashlight had | anded beside ne on the concret

e floor. |I followed its beamof |light toward the w

all.

And gasped.

The |ight stopped on a hand.

A human hand.

O was it?

The hand was attached to an arm The arm hung stiff

|y froman erect body.

My hand trenbling, | grabbed up the flashlight and



tried to steady the light on the figure.

It was a nummy, | realized. Standing on its feet ne

ar the far wall.

Eyel ess, nout hl ess, the bandaged face seened to st

are back at ne, tense and ready, as if waiting for
nme to make the first nove.
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A munmy?
The light darted over its featureless face. | coul

dn't steady ny hand. My whol e body was shaki ng.
Frozen in place, not able to nove off the hard flo

or, | gaped at the frightening figure. | suddenly
realized | was panting |oudly.
Trying to cal mnyself, | sucked in a deep breath of

the putrid air, and held it.

The mummy stared blindly back at ne.

It stood stiffly, its arns hanging at its sides.

Wiy is it standing there like that? | wondered, tak

I ng anot her deep breath.

The ancient Egyptians didn't |eave their nmunmm es st

anding at attention.

Realizing that it wasn't noving forward to attack m

e, | began to feel a little cal ner.

"Easy, (Gabe. Easy," | said aloud, trying to steady
the flashlight | gripped so tightly in nmy hand.

| coughed. The air was so foul. So old.

G oaning fromthe pain in ny side, | clinbed to ny
feet and began rapidly shining the Iight back and
forth beyond the silent, faceless nmumy.

| was in an enornous, high-ceilinged chanber. Mich
bi gger than the chanber Uncle Ben's workers had b

een digging in.

And nmuch nore cluttered.

"Ww. " | uttered a low cry as the pale light of th

e flashlight reveal ed an amazi ng scene. Dark, band

aged figures hovered all around ne.

The vast chanber was cramed with nunm es!

In the unsteady |ight, their shadows seened to reac

h toward ne.



Shuddering, | took a step back. | noved the light s

| oMy over the strange, hideous scene.

The 1ight burned through the shadows, revealing ban

daged arns, torsos, |egs, covered faces.

There were so many of them

There were nunm es | eani ng agai nst the wall. Mimm

es lying on stone slabs, arns crossed over their c

hests. Munm es | eaning at odd angles, crouched | ow
or standing tall, their arns straight out in fron

t of themlike Frankenstein nonsters.

Agai nst one wall stood a row of mummy cases, their
| i ds propped open. | turned, follow ng the arc of
my light. | realized that ny fall had dropped ne

into the center of the room

Behind ne, | could nmake out an amazing array of eq

ui pnent. Strange, pronglike tools | had never seen
before. Tall stacks of cloth. G gantic clay pots

and jars.

Easy, Gabe. Easy.

Whoa. Breathe sl owy.

| took a few reluctant steps closer, trying to hold
the flashlight steady.

A few nore steps.

| wal ked up to one of the tall stacks of cloth. LI

nen, nost likely. The material used for making num

m es.

Gat hering ny courage, | exam ned sone of the tools

. Not touching anything. Just staring at themin t

he wavering |ight of the flashlight.

Munmy - maki ng tool s. Anci ent nmunmmy- nmaki ng t ool s.

| stepped away. Turned back toward the crowd of unm

oving figures.

My |ight travel ed across the roomand cane to rest
on a dark square area on the floor. Curious, | no

ved cl oser, stepping around twin nmunmes, |ying on
their backs, their arns crossed over their chests.

Whoa. Easy, Gabe.

My sneakers scraped noisily along the floor as I m

ade ny way hesitantly across the vast chanber.

The dark square on the floor was nearly the size o

f a swnmmng pool. | bent down at its edge to exam

ine it nore closely.



The surface was soft and sticky. Like tar.

Was this an ancient tar pit? Was this tar used in
t he maki ng of the nmunmm es that hovered so nenaci ng
| y around the roonf

| had a sudden chill that froze ne to the spot.
How could this tar pit be soft after four thousand

years?

Wiy was everything in this chanber —the tools, the
munmm es, the linen —preserved so well?

And why were these nummes —at | east two dozen of
them —left out like this, scattered about the ro
omin such strange positions?

| realized that | had made an incredible discovery

here. By falling through the floor, | had found a
hi dden chanber, a chanmber where nmumm es had been
made. | had found all of the tools and all of the

materials used to make numm es four thousand years
ago.

Once again, the sour snell invaded ny nose. | held
my breath to keep nyself fromgagging. It was the
snell of four-thousand-year-old bodies, | realize

d. Asnell that had been bottled up in this ancien
t, hidden chanber —until now.
Staring at the tw sted, shadow figures gazi ng bac

k at nme in faceless horror, | reached for the beep
er.
Uncl e Ben, you nust cone quickly, | thought.

| don't want to be al one down here any | onger.

You nust cone here now

| pulled the beeper off ny belt and brought it up c
| ose to the |ight.

Al I had to do, | realized, was push the button,
and Uncle Ben and Sari woul d cone running.

Gipping the small square tightly in ny hand, | no
ved ny hand to the button —and cried out in alarm

The beeper was rui ned. Wecked. Snmashed.

The button woul dn't even push.

| must have | anded on it when | fell.

|t was usel ess.

| was all al one down here.

Alone with the ancient nmumm es, staring facel essly



, Silently, at me through the deep, dark shadows.

14

Al | al one.

| stared in horror at the worthl ess beeper.

The flashlight trenbled in ny hand.

Suddenly, everything seened to nove in on ne. The w
alls. The ceiling. The darkness.

The mummi es.

"Huh?"

| stunbl ed back a step. Then anot her.

| realized |I was gripping the flashlight so tightly
, my hand hurt.

The 1ight played over the faceless figures.

They weren't noving.

O course they weren't noving.

| took anot her step back. The sour odor seened to
grow stronger, thicker. | held ny breath, but the
snell was in ny nostrils, in ny nouth. | could tas
te it, taste the decay, taste the four-thousand-ye
ar-old aroma of death.

| tossed the worthl ess beeper on the floor and too
k anot her step back, keeping ny eyes on the hoveri
ng nmunm es.

What was | going to do?

The snell was making nme sick. | had to get out of t
here, had to call Uncle Ben.

Anot her step back.

"Hel p!"

| tried to shout, but ny voice sounded weak, nuffle
d by the heavy, foul air.

"Hel p! Can anybody hear ne?" A little | ouder.
Tucking the flashlight under ny arm | cupped ny h
ands around ny nouth to forma negaphone. "Can any

body hear nme?" | screaned.
| |istened, desperate for a reply.
Si | ence.

Where were Sari and Uncle Ben? Whay couldn't they h
ear ne? Wiy weren't they | ooking for ne?
"Hel p! Sonebody —pl ease hel p!"



| screaned as loud as | could, tilting nmy head up
to the hole in the ceiling, the hole | had fallen

t hr ough.

"Can't anybody hear ne?" | shri eked.

| could feel the panic grip ny chest, freeze ny |eg
S.

The panic swept over ne, wave after paral yzi ng wave

"Hel p ne! Sonebody —pl ease!"

| took anot her step back.

And sonet hi ng crunched under ny sneaker.

| uttered a high-pitched yelp and stunbl ed forward.

Whatever it was slithered away.

| exhaled loudly, a long sigh of relief.

And then | felt sonething brush agai nst nmy ankle.

| cried out, and the flashlight dropped from under
my arm It clattered noisily to the floor.

The 1ight went out.

Agai n, sonething scraped silently agai nst ne.
Sonet hi ng har d.

| heard soft, scrabbling sounds down on the fl oor.
Sonet hi ng snapped at ny ankl e.

| kicked hard, but hit only air.

"Ohh, hel p!"

There were creatures down there. A lot of them

But what were they?

Agai n, sonething slapped at ny ankle, and | kicked
wildly.

Frantically, | bent down, grabbing for the flashlig
ht in the darkness.

And t ouched sonet hing hard and warm

"Chh, no!"
| jerked ny hand up with a startled cry.
In the darkness, groping for the flashlight, | had

the feeling that the entire floor had cone to |if

e. The floor was noving in waves, rolling and toss
I ng, seething beneath ne.

Finally, | found the flashlight. | grabbed it up i
n ny trenbling hand, clinbed to ny feet, and strug

gled to turn it back on.
As | stepped backward, sonething slid against ny le



g.
It felt hard. And prickly.

| heard clicking sounds. Snapping. Creatures bunpin
g into each other.

Panting loudly, ny chest heaving, ny entire body g

ripped with terror, | junped up, tried to dance aw
ay as | fiddled with the flashlight.
Sonet hi ng crunched | oudly beneath ny sneaker. | da

nced away, hoppi ng over sonething that scuttled th
rough ny | egs.

Finally, the light flickered on.

My heart thudding, | lowered the yellow beamof lig
ht to the floor.

And saw the scrabbling, snapping creatures.

Scor pi ons!

| had stunbled into a disgusting nest of them
"Ohh —hel p!™

| didn't recognize ny tiny, frightened voice as |
cried out. | didn't even realize | had cried out.

The light darted over the slithering creatures, th
eir tails raised as if ready to attack, their claw
S snapping silently as they noved. Crawling over e
ach other. Slithering past ny ankles.

"Sonebody —hel p!"

| | eapt backwards as a pair of claws grabbed at th
e leg of ny jeans —into another of the creatures

whose tail snapped agai nst the back of ny sneaker.
Struggling to escape fromthe poi sonous creatures,

| tripped.

"No! Pl ease —no!"

| couldn't save nyself.

| started to fall.

My hands shot out, but there was nothing to grab on
to.

| was going to plunge right into the mddle of them

"Nooooo! "

| uttered a frantic cry as | toppled forward.

And felt two hands grab ne by the shoul ders from be
hi nd.
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A mumy! | thought.

My entire body convul sed wwth fear.

The scorpions snapped and scrabbled at ny feet.

The strong hands gri pped ny shoul ders, pulled ne ha
rd.

The anci ent, bandaged hands.

| couldn't breathe. | couldn't think.
Finally, | nmanaged to spin around.
"Sari!" | cri ed.

She gave ne one nore tug. W both stunbl ed backward

s, claws snapping up at us.

"Sari —how —?"

We noved together now, neking our way toward the ce
nter of the vast chanber.

Safe. Safe fromthe disgusting nest of snapping sco
r pi ons.

"Saved your life," she whispered. "Yuck. Those are
gross!”

"Tell me about it," | said weakly. | could still f
eel the hideous creatures sliding along ny ankles,
still feel themslithering between ny |egs, crunc
hi ng under ny sneakers.

| don't think I'Il ever forget that crunching sound

"What are you doing down here?" Sari cried inpatie
ntly, as if scolding a child. "Daddy and | have be
en | ooki ng everywhere for you."
| pulled her even farther fromthe scorpions, into
the center of the chanber. "How did you get down
here?" | cried, struggling to calmny breathing, s
truggling to stop the pounding in nmy chest.
She pointed with her flashlight to a tunnel in the
corner that | hadn't seen. "I was searching for y
ou. Daddy and | got separated. Do you believe it?
He stopped to talk to a worker, and | didn't reali
ze it. By the tinme | turned back, he was gone. The

nl saw the |ight noving around in here. | thought
it was Daddy."
"You got |ost, too?" | asked, w ping beads of cold

sweat off ny forehead with the back of ny hand.



"I"'mnot lost. You're lost," she insisted. "How co

uld you do that, Gabe? Daddy and | were totally fr

eaked. "

"Wy didn't you wait up for ne?" | demanded angrily
. "1 called to you. You just disappeared."”

"We didn't hear you," she replied, shaking her hea

d. | was really glad to see her. But | hated the w
ay she was | ooking at ne, like I was sone kind of
hopel ess idiot. "I guess we got involved in our ar

gunent. We thought you were right behind us. Then

when we turned around, you were gone." She sighed
and shook her head. "Wat a day!"

"What a day?" | cried shrilly. "What a day?"

"Gabe, why did you do that?" she demanded. "You kn
ow we were supposed to stay cl ose together."

"Hey —it wasn't ny fault,” | insisted angrily.
"Daddy is so nmad," Sari said, shining her light in
ny face.

| raised ny armto shield ny eyes. "Cut it out," |
snapped. "He won't be mad when he sees what |'ve

di scovered. Look."

| shined ny |ight onto a nmummy crouchi ng near the

tar pit, then noved it to another nmunmmy, this one

| yi ng down, then to the row of nmummy cases agai nst
the wall.

"Wow. " Sari nmouthed the word silently. Her eyes gre

w w de wth surprise.

"Yeah. Ww," | said, starting | a li

e like normal. "The chanber is ed with munm es
. And there are all kinds of tools and cloth and e

verything you need to make a mummy. It's all in pe
rfect shape, like it hasn't been touched in thousa
nds of years." | couldn't hi de ny excitenent. "And
| discovered it all,” | added.

"This nust be where they prepared the nmunm es for
burial," Sari said, her eyes darting fromnummy to
mumry. "But why are sone of them standing up |ike
t hat ?"

| shrugged. "Beats ne."

She wal ked over to admre the stacks of neatly fol

ded linen. "Wbw. This is anmazing, Gabe."

"Qutstanding!" | agreed. "And if | hadn't stopped

to fee ttl e nor
fill



to tie ny sneaker, | never woul d have di scovered i
t_"

"You're going to be fanous," Sari said, a smle sp
readi ng across her face. "Thanks to ne savi ng your

life."
"Sari —" | started.

But she had noved across the room and was adm ring
one of the upright nmumm es close up. "Wait till D

addy sees all this," she said, suddenly sounding a

S excited as ne.

"We have to call him" | said eagerly. | glanced b

ack at the scorpion nest and felt a chill of fear

tighten the back of ny neck.

"Peopl e were so tiny back then," she said, holding
her flashlight up close to the mummy's covered fa

ce. "Look —I'mtaller than this one."

"Sari, use your beeper," | said inpatiently, walkin

g over to her.

"Yuck. There are bugs crawling in this one's face,

" she said, stepping back and |lowering the |ight.

She nmade a disgusted face. "G oss."

"Cone on. Use your beeper. Call Uncle Ben," | said

. | reached for the beeper at her waist, but she p

ul l ed away.

"Okay, okay. Wiy didn't you use yours?' She eyed m

e suspiciously. "You forgot about it, didn't Gabe!
she accused.

"No way," | replied sharply. "M ne broke when | fel

| into this place."

She nmade a face and pulled the beeper off her belt
| oop. | shined ny light on it as she pushed the b

utton. She pressed it twice, just to nake sure, th

en clipped it back onto her jeans.

We stood with our arns crossed, waiting for Uncle

Ben to follow the radio signals and find us.

"I't shouldn't take himlong," Sari said, her eyes

on the tunnel in the corner. "He wasn't far behind
me. "

Sure enough, a few seconds |ater, we heard the soun

ds of soneone approaching in the tunnel.

"Uncle Ben!" | called excitedly. "Look what |'ve fo

und!"



Sari and | both started to run to the tunnel, our

| i ghts zi gzaggi ng over the | ow entrance.

"Daddy, you won't believe —" Sari started.

She st opped when the stooped figure | eaned out of t
he dar kness and straightened up.

We both gaped in horror, our flashlights nmaking his
nmust ached face gl ow eerily.

"I't"'s Ahnmed!" Sari cried, grabbing ny arm
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| swal | owed har d.

Sari and | stared at each other. | saw her features
tighten in fear.

Ahned.

He had tried to kidnap us. And now he had us all al

one down here.

He stepped forward, a namng torch held high in on

e hand. His black hair glowed in the flickering fl

anes. Hi s eyes narrowed at us in nenace.

"Ahned, what are you doing here?" Sari called, gras

ping ny armso hard, | w nced.

"What are you doi ng here?" he asked softly, his voi

ce as cold as his eyes.

Hol ding the torch in front of him he stepped into
t he chanber. H's eyes went around the room as if
i nspecting it, making sure that nothing had been

noved.

"My dad will be here in a second,"” Sari warned him
"I just beeped him"

"I tried to warn your father," Ahnmed said, staring
hard at Sari. The flickering orange light fromth

e torch made himgrow bright, then fade into shado

W.

"Warn hi n?" Sari asked.

"About the curse," Ahned said w thout enotion.

"Uncl e Ben nentioned sone kind of curse to ne," |

said, glancing nervously at Sari. "I don't think h

e takes that kind of thing seriously."”

"He shoul d!'" Ahned replied, scream ng the words, h

Is eyes glowng with anger in the torch light,



Sari and | stared back at himin sil ence.
VWhere is Uncle Ben? | wonder ed.
What' s keepi ng hin?

Hurry, | urged silently. Please —hurry!

"The curse nust be carried out," Ahned said softly
agai n, alnost sadly. "I have no choice. You have

violated the priestess's chanber.”

"Priestess?" | stanmmered.

Sari was still squeezing ny arm | tugged it away.

She crossed her arns resolutely over her chest.
"Thi s chanber belongs to the Priestess Khala," Ahm
ed said, lowering the torch. "This is the sacred P
reparati on Chanber of the Priestess Khala, and you

have violated it."

"Well, we didn't know," Sari snapped. "I really don
't see what's the big deal, Ahned."
"She's right," | said quickly. "W didn't touch an

ything. We didn't nove anything. | don't think —"
"Shut up, you fools!" Ahned screaned. He swung the
torch angrily as if trying to hit us.

"Ahnmed, ny dad will be here any second," Sari repea
ted, her voice trenbling.
We both turned our eyes to the tunnel. It was dark

and silent.

No sign of Uncle Ben.

"Your father is a smart man," Ahned said. "It ist
00 bad he wasn't smart enough to heed ny warni ngs.

"War ni ngs?" Sari asked.

| realized she was stalling for tine, trying to kee

p Ahnmed talking until Uncle Ben arrived.

"I frightened the two workers," Ahned confessed to
Sari. "I frightened themto show your father that
the curse was alive, that | was prepared to carry
out Khala's w shes."

"How did you frighten thenP" Sari demanded.

He smled. "I gave thema little denonstration. |

showed themwhat it mght feel like to be boiled a

live." He turned his eyes to the tar pit. "They di

dn't like it," he added quietly.

"But, Ahnmed —" Sari started.

He cut her off. "Your father should have known bet



ter than to return here. He should have believed m
e. He should have believed in the Priestess's curs
e. The Priestess cursed all who would viol ate her
chanber . "

"But, cone on, you don't really believe —" | start
ed.
He raised the torch nenacingly. "It was decreed by

Khal a nore than four thousand years ago that this
sacred chanber would not be violated,"” he cried,
gesturing with the torch, leaving a trail of orang
e |light against the darkness. "Since that tine, fr
om generation to generation, descendants of Khal a
have made sure that the Priestess's conmand was ob

eyed. "

"But, Ahnmed —" Sari cried.

"I't has cone to ne," he continued, ignoring her, I
gnoring us both, staring at the ceiling as he spok
e, as if speaking directly to the Priestess up in

t he heavens. "It has cone to ne as a descendant of
Khala to make sure the curse is carried out."

| stared past Ahned to the tunnel. Still no sign of
Uncl e Ben.

Was he com ng? Had Sari's beeper worked?

What was keepi ng hi nf

"I volunteered to work for your father to nake sur

e that Khala's sacred sanctuary was not viol ated,"
Ahmed continued, shadows flickering over his nena

cing face. "When he woul d not heed ny warnings, |
had to take action. | frightened the two workers.

Then | planned to take you away, to hide you until
he agreed to stop his work."

He | owered the torch. Hs face filled with sadness
. "Now, | have no choice. | nust carry out my sacr

ed duties. | nmust keep the ancient prom se to Khal

a."

"But what does that nean?" Sari cried. The orange

torchlight reveal ed her frightened" expression.

"What does it nean?" Ahned repeated. He gestured w

th the torch. "Look around you."

We both turned and gl anced qui ckly around the chanb

er. But we didn't understand.

"The munmm es, " he expl ai ned.



We still didn't understand. "Wat about the numm es
?" | managed to stammer.
"They were all violators of the Priestess's chanbe
r," Ahned revealed. The thin smle that forned on
his face could only be described as a proud sml e.
"You nean —they're not from ancient Egypt?" Sari
cried, raising her hands in horror to her face.
"A few of them" Ahned replied, still smling that
frightening, cold smle. "A few of them were anci
ent intruders. Sone are quite recent. But they all
have one thing in common. They all becane victins
of the curse. And they all were nmummified alive?
"No!" | screaned without realizing it.
Ahmed ignored ny terrified outburst. "I did that o
ne nyself," he said, pointing to a nummy st andi ng
stiffly at attention at the edge of the tar pit.

"Oh, how awful!" Sari cried, her voice trenbling.

| stared hopefully at the tunnel opening behind Ah

med. But there was still no sign of Uncle Ben.

"Today, | nust go to work again," Ahnmed announced.
Today there will be new nmunmm es. New trophies for
Khal a. "

"You can't do that!" Sari shrieked.

| grabbed her hand.

To nmy horror, | understood perfectly now. | unders
tood why sone of the munm es were in such good con
di tion.

They were new.

All of the tools, the tar, the linen —they had be
en used by descendants of Khal a, descendants I|ike
Ahnmed. Since the tine of Khala, anyone who had ent
ered the chanber —the chanber we were now standin
g in —had been nmumm fi ed.

Alive.

And now Sari and | were about to becone nmummes, to
0.

"Ahned, you can't!" Sari cried. She let go of ny h
and and balled her hands into angry fists at her s
| de.

"It is the will of Khala," he replied softly, his
dark eyes glowing in the light of the torch.

| saw a | ong- bl aded dagger appear in his free hand



. The bl ade caught the [ight fromthe torch.
Sari and | both took a step back as Ahned began no
ving toward us with quick, determ ned strides.
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As Ahned approached, Sari and | shrank back to the
center of the chanber.

Run, | thought.

We can run away from him

My eyes searched frantically for a place we could e
scape t hrough.

But there was no way out.

The tunnel in the corner appeared to be the only o
pening. And we'd have to run right past Ahned to g
et toit.

Sari, | saw, was frantically pressing the beeper a
t her waist. She glanced at ne, her features tight
wth fear.

" Yowwwwd

cried out as | suddenly backed i nto soneone.
turned and stared into the bandaged face of a num

I
I
ny.

Wth a loud gasp, | lurched away fromit.

"Let's make a run for the tunnel,"” | whispered to
Sari, ny throat so dry and tight, | could barely m
ake nyself heard. "He can't get both of us."

Sari stared back at ne, confused. |I don't knowif s

he heard ne or not.

"There is no escape,"” Ahned said softly, as if rea
ding ny thoughts. "There is no escape from Khal a's
curse.”

"He —he's going to kill us!" Sari screaned.

"You have viol ated her sacred chanber," Ahned said
, raising the torch high, holding the dagger at hi
S wai st.

He stepped nearer. "I saw you yesterday clinb into
t he sacred sarcophagus. | saw you two playing in
Khal a's holy chanber. It was then that | knew | ha

d to carry out ny sacred duties. | —"
Sari and | both cried out as sonething dropped from



t he chanber ceiling.
Al three of us |ooked up to see a rope | adder dan
gling fromthe hole | had fallen through. It swung
back and forth as it was |owered, nearly to the f
| oor.
"Are you down there? |I'mcomng down!" Uncle Ben sh
outed down to us.
"Uncle Ben —no!" | screaned.
But he was al ready novi ng down the | adder, naking
his way quickly, the | adder steadying under his we
i ght .
Hal f way down, he stopped and peered into the chanb
er. "What on earth —?" he cried, his eyes roan ng
over the anmazi ng scene.
And then he saw Ahned.
"Ahned, what are you doi ng here?" Uncle Ben cried
in surprise. He quickly Iowered hinself to the flo
or, junping down the |ast three rungs.
"Merely carrying out Khala's w shes," Ahned said,
his face expressionless now, his eyes narrowed in
anti ci pation.
"Khal a? The Priestess?" Uncle Ben winkled his feat
ures in confusion.
"He's going to kill wus!" Sari cried, rushing up to
her dad, throw ng her arns around his waist. "Dad
dy —he's going to kill us! And then turn us into
munmm es! "
Uncl e Ben held Sari and | ooked over her shoul der ac
cusingly at Ahned. "Is this true?"
"The chanber has been violated. It has fallen to ne
, Doctor, to carry out the curse.”
Uncl e Ben put his hands on Sari's trenbling should
ers and gently noved her aside. Then he began to m
ake his way slowy, steadily, toward Ahned.
"Ahned, |let us go out of here and discuss this,"” h
e said, raising his right hand as if offering it i
n friendship.
Ahnmed took a step back, raising the torch nenacing

ly. "The Priestess's wll nust not be ignored."”
"Ahned, you are a scientist, and so aml," Uncle B
en said. | couldn't believe how cal m he sounded. |

wondered if it was an act.



The scene was tense. W were in such terrifying dan

ger.

But | felt just a little bit calnmer know ng that m

y uncle was here, knowing that he'd be able to han

dl e Ahmed and get us out of here —alive.

| gl anced reassuringly at Sari, who was staring ha
rd, biting her lower |lip in tense concentration as
her father approached Ahned.

"Ahnmed, put down the torch," Uncle Ben urged, his
hand extended. "The dagger, too. Please. Let's dis

cuss this, scientist to scientist."

"What is there to discuss?" Ahned asked softly, hi

s eyes studying Uncle Ben intently. "The will of K
hal a nust be carried out, as it has been for four

t housand years. That cannot be di scussed.”

"As scientist to scientist," Uncle Ben repeated, r
eturning Ahned's stare as i f chal l enging him "The
curse is ancient. Khala has had her way for many
centuries. Perhaps it istime tolet it rest. Lowe
r your weapons, Ahned. Let's talk about this. Scie

ntist to scientist.”

It's going to be okay, | thought, breathing a | ong
sigh of relief. It's all going to be okay. W're
going to get out of here.

But then Ahnmed noved with startling qui ckness.

Wt hout warning, without a word, he pulled back hi
s arns and, gripping the torch handle wth both ha
nds, swung it as hard as he could at Uncle Ben's h
ead.

The torch nade a loud thonk as it connected with th
e side of Uncle Ben's face.

The orange flanmes danced up.

A swirl of bright color.

And t hen shadows.

Uncl e Ben groaned. H's eyes bulged wide wth surpri
se.

Wth pain.

The torch hadn't set himaflanme. But the bl ow knock
ed hi m out.

He sl unped to his knees. Then his eyes cl osed, and
he dropped linply to the fl oor.

Ahnmed raised the torch high, his eyes gleamng wth



excitement, with triunph.
And | knew we were dooned.
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"Daddy! "

Sari rushed to her father and knelt at his side.
But Ahnmed noved quickly, thrusting the torch towar
d her, holding the dagger ready, forcing her to ba
ck away.

Athin trickle of blood, glowng darkly hi the lig
ht of the fire, rolled down the side of Uncle Ben'
s face. He groaned, but didn't stir.

| gl anced quickly at the nmumm es scattered around
the room It was hard to believe that we would soo
n be one of them

| thought of |eaping at Ahned, trying to knock him
over. | imagi ned grabbing the torch, swinging it
at him forcing himagainst the wall. Forcing him
to |l et us escape.

But the blade of the dagger glowed, as if warning m
e to stay back.

|"mjust a kid, | thought.

Thinking I could beat a grown man with a knife and
a torch was just crazy.

Crazy.

The whol e scene was crazy. And terrifying.

| suddenly felt sick. My stomach tightened, and a w
ave of nausea swept over ne.

"Let us go —wow! " Sari screaned at Ahned.

To nmy surprise, he reacted by sw ngi ng back the tor
ch and heaving it across the room

It anded with a soft plop in the center of the ta
r pit. Instantly, the surface of the tar burst int
o flanmes. The flames spread, |eaping up toward the
chanber ceiling, until the entire square was afl a
me.

As | stared in amazenent, the tar popped and bubbl

ed beneath the orange and red covering of flanes.
"We nmust wait for it to boil," Ahnmed said calnly,

t he shadows cast by the flanes flickering across h



i s face and cl ot hi ng.

The chanber grew thick wth snoke. Sari and | both
started to cough.

Ahnmed bent down and put his hands under Uncl e Ben'

s shoul ders. He began to drag hi macross the fl oor

"Leave himalone!" Sari screaned, running frantical
|y toward Ahned.

| saw that she was going to try to fight him

| grabbed her shoul ders and hel d her back.

W were no match for Ahned. He had al ready knocked
Uncl e Ben unconscious. There was no telling what
he woul d do to us.

Hol ding onto Sari, | stared at him Wat did he pla
nto do now?

It didn't take long to find out.

Wth surprising strength, he pulled Uncle Ben acro

ss the floor to one of the open nummy cases agai ns

t the wall. Then he hoisted himover the side and

shoved himinto the case. Not even the slightest b
it out of breath, Ahned slid the |id closed over m

y unconsci ous uncl e.

Then he turned to us. "You two —into that one." H

e pointed to an enornous nunmy case on a tall pede

stal next to Uncle Ben's. It was nearly as tall as
| was, and at least ten feet long. It nust have b
een built to hold a munmi fied person —and all of
his or her possessions.

"Let us go!" Sari insisted. "Let us out of here. W
won't tell anyone what happened. Real |l y!"

"Please clinb into the case," Ahned insisted patie
ntly. "We nust wait for the tar to be ready."

"We're not going in there," | said.

| was shaking all over. | could feel the blood pul
sing at ny tenples. | didn't even realize | was sa
ying what | was saying. | was so scared, | didn't

even hear nyself.

| glanced at Sari. She stood defiantly with her ar

ns crossed tightly over her chest. But despite her
brave pose, | could see her chin trenbling and he
r eyes beginning to tear.

"Into the coffin," Ahnmed repeated, "to await your



fate. Khala will not be kept waiting. The anci ent

curse will be carried out in her nane."

"No!" | cried angrily.

| stood on tiptoe and peered into the enornous num
my case. It snelled so sour in there, | nearly hur
| ed.

The case was nmade of wood. It was warped and stain
ed and peeling inside. In the flickering light, I
was sure | saw dozens of insects crawling around i
n there.

"Get into the case now" Ahned denanded.

19

Sari clinbed up over the side and | owered herself

i nto the ancient nmunmmy case. She al ways had to be
first at everything. But this was one tine | didn’
t m nd.

| hesitated, resting ny hand on the rotting wood o
n the side of the case. | glanced at the case next
toit, the case with Uncle Ben inside. It was car

ved of stone, and the heavy stone |id was cl osed,
sealing it up tight.

Did Uncle Ben have any air hi there? | wondered, gr
| pped with fear. Was he able to breathe?

And, then, | thought glumy, what difference does
it make? Al three of us are going to be dead soon
. Al three of us are going to be numm es, | ocked
away in this hidden chanber forever.

"Get in —now " Ahned ordered, his dark eyes burnin
g into m ne.

"I —I"mjust a kid!'" | cried. | don't know where

the words cane from | was so scared, | really did
n't know what | was sayi ng.

An unpl easant sneer fornmed on Ahned's face. "Many

of the pharaohs were your age at death," he said.

| wanted to keep himtalking. | had the desperate
idea that if | could keep the conversation goi ng,

| could get us out of this ness.

But | couldn't think of anything to say. My brain |
ust froze.



"Get in," Ahned ordered, noving toward ne nenaci ngl

Feeling totally defeated, | slid one | eg over the
side of the rotting coffin, raised nyself up, and
t hen dropped down beside Sari .
She had her head bowed, and her eyes shut tight. |
t hi nk she was praying. She didn't glance up, even
when | touched her shoul der.
The coffin |id began to slide over us. The last th
ing | saw were the red flanes | eaping up over the
pit of tar. Then the |lid closed us into conplete b
| ackness.
"Gabe . . ." Sari whispered a few seconds after the
lid was closed. "I'mfrightened."
For sone reason, her confession nade ne snicker. S
he said it with such surprise. As if being frighte
ned was a startling new experience.
"I"'mtoo frightened to be frightened,"” | whispered
back.
She grabbed ny hand and squeezed it. Her hand was e
ven col der and clanmm er than m ne.
"He's crazy," she whi spered.
"Yeah. | know," | replied, still holding onto her h
and.
"I think there are bugs in here," she said with a
shudder. "I can feel themcrawing on ne."
"Me, too," | told her. | realized | was gritting m
y teeth. | always do that when |I'm nervous. And no
w |l was nore nervous than | thought was humanly po
ssi bl e.
"Poor Daddy," Sari said.
The air in the coffin was already beginning to fee

| stuffy and hot. | tried to ignore the disgusting
sour snell, but it had crept into ny nostrils, an
d Il could even taste it. | held ny breath to keep

f rom gaggi ng.

"We're going to suffocate in here," |I said glumy.
"He's going to kill us before we can suffocate," S
ari wailed. "OM" | could hear her slap at a bug o
n her arm

"Maybe sonething will happen,” | told her. Pretty

| ame. But | couldn't think of what else to say. |



couldn't think. Period.

"All | keep thinking about is how he's going to re
ach in and pull ny brain out through ny nose," Sar
I wailed. "Why did you have to tell ne that, Gabe?"

It took me a while to reply. Then, all | could say
was, "Sorry." | began to picture the sane thing,
and anot her wave of nausea swept over ne.

"We can't just sit here," | said. "W have to esca
pe." | tried to ignore the thick, sour snell.

"Huh? How?"

"Let's try to push up the I|d | said. "Maybe if w

e both push together . . .

| counted to three in a | ow whisper, and we both f
| att ened our hands against the coffin top and push
ed up as hard as we coul d.

No. The |lid wouldn't budge.

"Maybe he's locked it or put sonething heavy on to
p of it," Sari suggested with a m serabl e sigh.

"Maybe," | replied, feeling just as m serable.

W sat in silence for a while. | could hear Sari b

reat hi ng. She was sort of sobbing as she breathed.
| realized ny heart was racing. | could feel ny t

enpl es t hrobbi ng.
| pictured the | ong hook that Ahned would use to p

ull our brains out of our heads. | tried to force
t he thought out of ny mnd, but it wouldn't go awa
y.

| renmenbered being a mummy two Hal | oneens ago, and
how t he costune unraveled in front of ny friends.

Little did | know then that |I'd soon have a numy c
ostune that woul d never unravel.

Ti me passed. | don't know how | ong.
| realized | had been sitting with nmy |egs crossed
Now t hey were beginning to fall asleep. | uncros

sed them and stretched them out. The nmummy case wa

S so big, Sari and | could both He down if we want

ed to.

But we were too tense and terrified to |lie down.

| was the first to hear the scrabbling sound. Like
sonet hing clinbing quickly around inside the numm

y case.

At first | thought it was Sari. But she grabbed ny



hand with her icy hand, and | realized she hadn't
nmoved fromin front of ne.
We both |istened hard.
Sonet hi ng near us, sonething right next to us, bunp
ed the side of the case.
A munmry?
Was there a mummy in the case with us?
Movi ng?
| heard a soft groan.
Sari squeezed ny hand so tightly, it hurt, and | ut
tered a sharp cry.
Anot her sound. C oser.
"Gabe —" Sari whi spered, her voice tiny and shril
| . "Gabe —there's sonething in here with us!”
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It's not a mumy, | told nyself.

It can't be.

It's a bug. A very |arge bug. Moyving across the cof
fin floor.

It's not a nunmy. It's not a mumy.

The words repeated in ny m nd.

| didn't have too long to think about it. Watever
It was crept cl oser.

"Hey!" a voi ce whi spered.

Sari and | both shrieked.

"Where are you guys?"

We recogni zed the voice i medi ately.

"Uncle Ben!" | cried, swallow ng hard, ny heart pou
ndi ng.

"Daddy!" Sari |lunged over ne to get to her father.
"But how?" | stammered. "How did you get in here?"

"Easy," he replied, squeezing ny shoul der reassurin
gly.
"Daddy —I don't believe it!" Sari wailed. |I could

nN't see in the blackness of the closed coffin, but
| think she was crying.
"I'"'mokay. |'m okay," he repeated several tines, tr
ying to cal m her down.
"How did you get out of that case and into this one



?" | asked, totally confused and amazed.

"There's an escape hatch," Uncle Ben explained. "A
smal |l opening with a doorway. The Egyptians built
hi dden doorways and escape hatches into many of t

heir munmmy cases. For the corpse's soul to be able
to | eave. "

"Ww, " | said. | didn't know what to say.

"Ahnmed is so caught up in his ancient curse nmunbo
junbo, he's forgotten about this little detail," U
ncle Ben said, | felt his hand on ny shoul der agai
n. "Cone on, you two. Follow ne."

"But he's out there —" | started.

"No," Uncle Ben replied quickly. "He's slipped awa
y. Wien | clinbed out of ny case, | |ooked for him

.1 didn't see hi manywhere. Maybe he went sonewhe
re else while he's waiting for the tar to get hot
enough. O nmaybe he decided to just leave us in th
e munmy cases to suffocate.”
| felt a bug slither up ny leg. |I slapped at it, t
hen tried to pull it out frominside the |leg of ny
j eans.
"Qut we go," Uncle Ben said.
| heard himgroan as he turned in the enornous cof
fin. Then | could hear himcrawing to the back.
| saw a snmall rectangle of |ight as he pushed open
t he hidden door in the back of the case. It was a
very small escape hatch, just big enough for us t
0 squeeze through.
| followed Uncle Ben and Sari out of the case, f
ttening nyself to craw out the small opening, t
n dropping onto all fours on the chanber fl oor.
It took a while for ny eyes to adjust to the bright
ness.
The red flanes still danced over the pit of bubbli
ng tar, casting eerie blue shadows on all four cha
nmber walls. The nmumm es stood as before, frozen in
pl ace around the room shadows flickering over th
eir facel ess forns.
As ny eyes began to focus, | saw that Uncle Ben ha
d an enornous, dark bruise on the side of his head
. A wide ribbon of dried blood streaked down his c
heek.

| a
he



"Let's get out of here before Ahned cones back,"” h

e whi spered, standi ng between us, one hand on each
of our shoul ders.

Sari |l ooked pale and trenbly. Her lower lip was ble

eding fromher chewing on it so hard.

Uncle Ben started toward the rope | adder in the ce
nter of the chanber, but then stopped. "It'll take
too long," he said, thinking out |oud. "Cone on.

To the tunnel. Hurry."

Al three of us started jogging toward the tunnel

in the corner. Looking down, | saw that ny stupid

shoel ace had cone untied again. But there was no w

ay | was going to stop to tie it!

W were about to get out of there!

A few seconds, before, | had given up all hope. Bu

t now, here we were out of the nmunmmy case and head

ing to freedom

W were just a few yards in front of the tunnel en

trance when the tunnel suddenly filled with orange
| i ght.

Then, fromout of the tunnel, Ahned energed, hol di

ng a newtorch in front of him the flanmes reveall

ng a startled | ook on his face.

"No!" Sari and | cried in unison.

Al three of us skidded to a halt right in front of
hi m

"You cannot escape!" Ahned said softly, quickly re

gai ning his conposure, his startled expression tig

htening to anger. "You m | not escape!”

He thrust the torch toward Uncle Ben, who was forc

ed to fall backwards, out of reach of the hissing

flames. He | anded hard on his el bows and cried out
i n pain.

His cry brought a grimsmle to Ahned's |ips. "You
have made Khal a angry," he announced, raising the
torch above his head and reaching for the dagger

sheathed at his waist. "You will not join the othe

r violators of this chanber.™

Whew. | breathed a sigh of relief.

Ahnmed had changed his mnd. He wasn't going to turn
us into mummes after all.

"The three of you will die in the tar pit," he decl



ar ed.

Sari and | exchanged horrified glances. Uncle Ben
had clinbed back to his feet and put his arns arou
nd us. "Ahned, can't we talk about this calmy and
rationally as scientists?" he asked.

"To the tar pit," Ahnmed ordered, thrusting the flam
ing torch angrily at us.

"Ahnmed —please!” Uncle Ben cried in a whining, fr
i ghtened tone |'d never heard from hi m before.

Ahnmed ignored Uncle Ben's desperate pleas. Pushing
the torch at our backs and gesturing with the | on

g- bl aded dagger, he forced us to nmake our way to t
he edge of the pit.

The tar was bubbling noisily now, nmaking ugly popp
i ng and sucki ng sounds. The flanmes across the top

were | ow and red,

| tried to pull back. It snelled so bad. And the s

teamcomng off it was so hot, it nmade ny face bur
n.

"One by one, you will junp," Ahned said.

He was standing a few feet behind us as we stared

down into the bubbling tar. "If you don't junp, |

will be forced to push you."

"Ahnmed —" Uncl e Ben began. But Ahned brushed the t

orch agai nst Ben's back.

"I't has cone to ne," Ahned said solemly. "The hono
r of carrying out Khala's w shes."

The tar funes were so overwhelmng, | thought | wa

s going to faint. The pit started to tilt in front
of me. | felt very dizzy.

| shoved ny hands into ny jeans pockets, to steady
nmysel f, | guess. And ny hand cl osed around soneth
ing | had forgotten about.

The Summoner.

The mummy hand that | carry around everywhere.
|"'mnot sure why —I1 wasn't thinking clearly, if a

t all —but | pulled out the little mumry hand.

| spun around quickly. And |I held the nmummy hand up
hi gh.

| can't really explain what was going through ny m
ind. | was so terrified, so overwhelned with fear,
that | was thinking a hundred things at once.



Maybe | thought the nmunmmy hand woul d di stract Ahned

O interest him

O confuse him

O frighten him

Maybe | was just stalling for tine.

O maybe | was unconsci ously renenbering the | egen
d behind the hand that the kid at the garage sale
had told ne.

The | egend of why it was called The Summoner.

How it was used to call up ancient souls and spirit
S.

O maybe | wasn't thinking anything at all.

But | spun around and, gripping it by its slender w
rist, held the nmunmmy hand up hi gh.

And wai t ed.

Ahnmed stared at it.

But not hi ng happened.
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| waited, standing there |ike the Statue of Libert
y wwth the little hand rai sed hi gh above ny head.
It seened as if | were standing |ike that for hours

Sari and Uncle Ben stared at the hand.

Lowering the torch a few inches, Ahned squinted at
the mummy hand. Then his eyes grew wi der, and his
nout h dropped open in surprise.

He cried out. | couldn't understand what he was sa

ying. The words were in a |language |I'd never heard

. Anci ent Egypti an, nmaybe.

He took a step back, his surprised expression quick

|y replaced by a w de-eyed | ook of fear.

"The hand of the Priestess!" he cried.

At |east, that's what | think he cried —because |
was suddenly distracted by what was goi ng on behi

nd hi m

Sari uttered a low cry.

Al three of us stared over Ahned's shoulder in dis

bel i ef.



A munmmy propped agai nst the wall appeared to lean f

or war d.

Anot her mummy, |lying on its back, slowy sat up, cr

eaking as it raised itself.

"No!" | cried, still holding the mumy hand hi gh.

Sari and Uncle Ben were gaping w de-eyed as the va

st chanber filled with notion. As the nunm es crea

ked and groaned to life.

The air filled with the odor of ancient dust, of de

cay.

In the shadowy |ight, I saw one mumry, then anothe
r, straighten up, stand tall. They stretched their
bandaged arns above their featurel ess heads. Slow
ly. Painfullly.

Staggering, noving stiffly, the munm es |unbered fo
rwar d.

| watched, frozen in amazenent, as they clinbed ou

t of mummy cases, raised thenselves fromthe floor
, leaned forward, took their first slow, heavy ste
ps, their nuscles groaning, dust rising up fromth

eir dry, dead bodi es.

They' re dead, | thought.

Al of them Dead. Dead for so nmany years.

But now they were rising up, clinbing fromtheir a
ncient coffins, struggling toward us on their heav

y, dead | egs.

Thei r bandaged feet scraped across the chanber fl oo
r as they gathered in a group.

Scrape. Scrape. Scrape.

A dry, shuffling sound | knew |I'd never forget.

Scrape. Scr ape.

The facel ess arny approached. Bandaged arns outstr

etched, they lunbered toward us, creaking and groa
ning. Mbaning softly with ancient pain.

Ahmed caught the astoni shnent on our faces and spun
ar ound.

He cried out again in that strange | anguage as he

saw t he nunm es advanci ng on us, scraping so softl

y, so deliberately, across the chanber fl oor.

And, then, with a furious scream Ahned heaved the

torch at the mummy in the | ead.

The torch hit the mummy in the chest and bounced t



o the floor. Flanes burst fromthe numy's chest,

| mredi ately spreading over the arns and down the |

egs.

But the nmummy kept advancing, didn't slow, didn't

react at all to the fire that was quickly consum n

git.

Gapi ng i n opennout hed horror, babbling an endl ess

stream of words in that nysterious | anguage, Ahned
tried to run.

But he was too | ate.

The burning mummy | unged at him The ancient figur

e caught Ahned up by the throat, lifted himhigh a

bove its flam ng shoul ders.

Ahnmed uttered a high-pitched shriek of terror as t

he ot her nmunm es | unbered forward. Mani ng and wai

| ing through their yell owed bandages, they noved i

n to help their burning coll eague.

They rai sed Ahned hi gh above their npani ng heads.

And then held himover the burning tar pit.

Squi rm ng and ki cking, Ahned uttered a piercing sc

ream as they held himover the boiling, bubbling,

steanming tar.

| closed ny eyes. The heat and tar funes swirled a

round ne. | felt as if | were being swall owed up,
pul l ed down into the steam ng bl ackness.
Wen | opened ny eyes, | saw Ahned fleeing to the

tunnel, staggering clunsily, shrieking in opennout
hed terror as he ran. The nunm es renai ned by the
pit, enjoying their victory.

| realized | was still holding the mummy hand over
my head. | lowered it slowy, and gazed at Sari a
nd Uncl e Ben. They were standi ng beside ne, their

faces filled with confusion. And relief.

"The mumm es —" | managed to utter.

"Look," Sari said, pointing.

| followed the direction of her gaze. The nmunm es

were all back in place. Sone were | eaning, sone pr

opped at odd angles, sone |ying down.

They were exactly as they had been when | entered t

he chanber.

"Huh?" My eyes darted rapidly around the room

Had they all noved? Had they raised thensel ves, st



ood up, and staggered toward us? O had we i nmagi ne
dit all?

No.

We couldn't have imagined it.

Ahnmed was gone. W were safe.

"We're okay," Uncle Ben said gratefully, throw ng
his arns around Sari and nme. "We're okay. We're ok
ay."

"We can go now" Sari cried happily, hugging her d
ad. Then she turned to ne. "You saved our |ives,"
she said. She had to choke out the words. But she
sai d t hem

Then Uncl e Ben turned his gaze on ne and the objec
t I still gripped tightly in front of ne. "Thanks
for the hel ping hand,"” Uncle Ben said.

We had an enornous di nner at a restaurant back in
Cairo. It's a mracle any of us got any food down
since we were all talking at once, chattering exci
tedly, reliving our adventure, trying to nake sens
e of it all.

| was spinning The Sumoner around on the table.
Uncle Ben grinned at ne. "I had no i dea how speci al
t hat nmunmmy hand was!"

He took it fromnme and examned it closely. "Bette
r not play wwth it," he said seriously. "W nust t
reat it carefully." He shook his head. "Sone great
scientist | am" he exclained scornfully. "Wen I
saw it, | thought it was just a toy, sone kind of
reproduction. But this hand may be ny biggest dis
covery of all!™

"I't's ny good luck charm" | said, handling it gent
ly as | took it back.

"You can say that again!" Sari said appreciatively.
The nicest thing she'd ever said to ne.

Back at the hotel, | surprised nyself by falling a

sleep instantly. | thought |I'd be up for hours, th
| nki ng about all that had happened. But | guess al
| the excitenent had exhausted ne.

The next norning, Sari, Uncle Ben, and | had a big
breakfast in the room | had a plate of scranbl ed
eggs and a bow of Frosted Flakes. As | ate, | fi



ddled with the little mummy hand.

Al three of us were feeling good, happy that our
frightening adventure was over. W were kidding ar
ound, teasing each other, |aughing a |ot.

After | finished ny cereal, | raised the little mu
my hand high. "O Summoner,"” | chanted in a deep
voice, "l summon the ancient spirits. Cone alive.

Cone alive again!"

"Stop it, Gabe," Sari snapped. She grabbed for the
hand, but | swung it out of her reach.

"That isn't funny," she said. "You shouldn't fool a
round li ke that."

"Are you chicken?" | asked, laughing at her. | cou
| d see that she was really frightened, which nmade
me enjoy ny little joke even nore.

Keeping it away fromher, | raised the hand hi gh.

"I summon thee, ancient spirits of the dead," | ch
anted. "Cone to ne. Cone to ne now "

And there was a | oud knock on the door.

Al three of us gasped.

Uncl e Ben knocked over his juice glass. It clattere
d onto the table and spill ed.

| froze with the little hand in the air.

Anot her | oud knock.

We heard a scrabbling at the door. The sound of an
cient, bandaged fingers struggling with the | ock.
Sari and | exchanged horrified gl ances.

| slowy |Iowered the hand as the door swung open.
Two shadowy figures |lunbered into the room

"Mom and Dad!" | cried.

"Il bet they were surprised at howglad | was to s
ee them



