R L. Stine: Return of the Mummy (Goosebunps #23)
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"Gabe, we will be | anding soon," the stewardess to
|d me, | eaning over the seat. "WII| soneone be nee
ting you at the airport?”

"Yes. Probably an ancient Egyptian pharaoh,” I toI

d her. "Or maybe a di sgusting, decaying mumy."'

She narrowed her eyes at ne. "No. Really,"” she ins
isted. "Who will be neeting you in Cairo?"

"My Uncle Ben," | replied. "But he likes to play p
ractical jokes. Sonetines he dresses in weird cost

unes and tries to scare ne."

"You told ne that your uncle was a fanbus scienti st

" the stewardess said.

"He is," | replied. "But he's also weird."
She |l aughed. | |liked her a lot. She had pretty blo
nd hair. And | |iked the way she always tilted her

head to one side when she tal ked.

Her nane was Nancy, and she had been very nice to
me during the long flight to Egypt. She knew it wa
s ny first tinme flying all by nyself.
She kept checking on ne and asking ne how | was do
i ng. But she treated ne |like a grown-up. She didn'
t bring nme one of those dunb connect-the-dots book
s or a plastic wngs pin that they always give to
ki ds on planes. And she kept slipping ne extra bag
s of peanuts, even though she wasn't supposed to.
"Why are you visiting your uncle?" Nancy asked. "Ju
st for fun?"

| nodded. "I did it last sumer, too," | told her.
"I't was really awesone! But this year, Uncle Ben
has been digging in an unexpl ored pyramd. He's di
scovered an ancient, sacred tonb. And he invited m
e to be with hi mwhen he opens it up."”

She | aughed and tilted her head a little nore. "Yo
u have a good imagi nation, Gabe," she said. Then s
he turned away to answer a man's questi on.

| do have a good inmagination. But | wasn't making t
hat up.



My Uncle Ben Hassad is a fanous archaeol ogi st. He
has been digging around in pyramds for lots of ye
ars. |'ve seen newspaper articles about him And o
nce he was in National CGeographic.

Last summer, ny entire famly visited Cairo. My co
usin Sari and | —she's Uncle Ben's daughter —had
sone amazi ng adventures down in the chanbers of t
he G eat Pyram d.

Sari will be there this sumer, too, | renenbered,
staring out the plane w ndow at the solid blue sk
y. | wondered if maybe she would give ne a break t
his tine.

| Iike Sari, but she's so conpetitive! She al ways
has to be the first, the strongest, the snartest,
the best. She's the only thirteen-year-old girl |
know who can turn eating breakfast into a contest!
"FI ight attendants, prepare for landing," the pil ot
announced over the | oudspeaker.
| sat up to get a better view out the w ndow. As t
he plane lowered, | could see the city of Cairo be
neath us. A slender blue ribbon curled along the c
ity. That, | knew, was the Nile River.
The city stretched out fromthe river. Peering str
ai ght down, | could see tall, glass skyscrapers an
d ow, doned tenples. Where the city ended, the de
sert began. Yellow sand stretched to the horizon.
My stomach began to feel a little fluttery. The py
ram ds were sonewhere out in that desert. And in a
day or two, | would be clinbing down into one of
them following ny uncle into a tonb that hadn't b
een opened for thousands of years.
What woul d we find?
| pulled the little numy hand from ny shirt pocke
t and gazed down at it. It was so tiny —no bigger
than a child' s hand. | had bought it froma kid a
t a garage sale for two dollars. He said it was ca
|led a "Summoner." He said it could sunmon anci ent
evil spirits.
It | ooked Iike a mummy hand. The fingers were wap
ped in stained gauze bandages, with a little bl ack
tar show ng through.
| thought it was a fake, nmade of rubber or plastic



| nmean, | never thought it was a real nummy hand

But | ast summer, the hand had saved all of our liv
es. The kid who sold it to ne was right. It really
did bring a bunch of nunmes to life! It was amaz
I ng!

O course ny parents and ny friends back hone didn
't believe ny incredible story. And they didn't be
| ieve that the Summoner really worked. They said i

t was just a joke nmumy hand nade in sone souvenir
factory. Probably nade in Tai wan.

But | carry it wwth ne wherever | go. It is ny goo
d luck charm |'mnot very superstitious. | nean,

| wal k under | adders all the tinme. And ny | ucky nu
nber is thirteen.

But | really do believe that the little nummy hand

will protect ne.

The strange thing about the mummy hand is that it
is always warm It doesn't feel like plastic. It f
eels warm 1|ike a real human hand.

Back hone in Mchigan, | had a maj or panic attack

when Mom and Dad were packing ny suitcase for the

flight. I couldn't find the nummy hand. And, of co
urse, there was no way | would go to Egypt w thout
it!

| was so relieved when | finally found it. It was

tucked into the back pocket of a crunpled-up pair
of j eans.

Now, as the plane nosed down for a landing, | reac
hed for the hand in the pocket of ny T-shirt. | pu
|led it out —and gasped.

The hand was cold. Cold as ice!
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Wiy had the nmummy hand suddenly turned col d?

Was it sonme kind of a nessage? A warni ng?

Was | headi ng i nto danger?

| didn't have tinme to think about it. The plane ro
|led into the gate, and the passengers were scranb
ling to pull down their carry-on bags and push the



ir way out of the plane.
| tucked the mummy hand into ny jeans pocket, hois
ted up ny backpack, and headed to the front. | sai
d good-bye to Nancy and thanked her for all the pe
anuts. Then | followed the others down the long, c
overed ranp and into the airport.
So many peopl e!
And they all seened to be in a hurry. They were pr
actically stepping over each other. Men in dark bu
siness suits. Wnen in | oose-flow ng robes, their
faces covered by veils. Teenage girls in jeans and
T-shirts. A group of dark, serious-looking nen in
silky white suits that | ooked i ke paj amas. A fam
ily wwth three little kids, all crying.
| had a sudden si nki ng feellng How woul d | ever fi
nd Uncle Ben in this crowd?
My backpack began to feel very heavy. My eyes fran
tically searched back and forth. Strange voices su
rrounded ne, all talking so |oudly. No one was spe
aklng Engllsh
'‘OM™" | cried out as | felt a sharp pain in ny side

| turned and realized that a woman had bunped ne w
th her |uggage cart.

Stay calm Gabe, | instructed nyself. Just stay cal
m
Uncle Ben is here, looking for you. He'll find you.

You just have to stay calm

But what if ny uncle forgot? | asked nysel f. Wat

i f he got m xed up about what day | was arriving?
O what if he got busy down in the pyramid and | os
t track of the tine?

| can be a real worrier if | put ny mnd to it.
And right now | was worrying enough for three peopl
e!

|f Uncle Ben isn't here, I'll go to a phone and cal
| him | decided.
For sure.

| could just hear nyself saying, "Operator, can | s
peak to ny uncle at the pyramds, please?"

| don't think that would work too well.

| didn't have a phone nunber for Uncle Ben. | wasn



't sure he even had a phone out where he was st ayi

ng. All | knew was that he had been living in a te
nt sonewhere near the pyram d where he was di ggi ng.
Gazing frantically around the crowded arrival area
, | was just about to give in to total panic —whe
n a large man cane wal king up to ne.

| couldn't see his face. He wore a long, white, ho
oded robe. It's called a burnoose. And his face wa
S buried inside the hood.

"Taxi ?" he asked in a high, shrill voice. "Taxi? Am
erican taxi ?"
| burst out |aughing. "Uncle Ben!" | cried happily.

"Taxi ? American taxi? Taxi ride?" he insisted,.
"Uncle Ben! I'mso glad to see you!" | exclai ned.

| threw ny arnms around his wai st and gave him a bi
g hug. Then, laughing at his stupid disguise, | re
ached up and pulled back his hood.

The man under the hood had a bald, shaved head and
a heavy bl ack nustache. He glared at ne furiously

| had never seen him before in nmy life.
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"Gabe! Gabe! Over here!”

| heard a voice calling ny nane. d ancing past the
angry man, | saw Uncle Ben and Sari. They were wa

ving to ne fromin front of the reservations count
er.

The man's face turned bright red, and he shouted s
onething at ne in Arabic. | was glad | couldn't un
derstand him He kept muttering as he pulled up th
e hood of his burnoose.

"Sorry about that!" | cried. Then | dodged past hi
m and hurried to greet Uncle Ben and ny cousin.
Uncl e Ben shook ny hand and said, "Wl cone to Cair
o, Gabe." He was wearing a | oose-fitting, white, s
hort-sl eeved sportshirt and baggy chi nos.

Sari wore faded denimcutoffs and a bright green t
ank top. She was already | aughing at ne. A bad sta



rt. "WAs that a friend of yours?" she teased.

"I —1 made a mstake," | confessed. | glanced back

. The man was still scowing at ne.

"Did you really think that was Daddy?" Sari denmande

d.

| munbled a reply. Sari and | were the sane age. B

ut I saw that she was still an inch taller than ne
She had I et her black hair grow It fell down he

r back in a single braid.

Her big, dark eyes sparkled excitedly. She |oved na

king fun of ne.

| told them about ny flight as we wal ked to the ba

ggage area to get ny suitcase. | told them how Nan

cy, the stewardess, kept slipping nme bags of peanu

ts.

"I flew here |ast week," Sari told ne. "The stewar

dess let ne sit in First Cass. Did you know you c

an have an ice-creamsundae in First C ass?"

No, | didn't know that. |I could see that Sari hadn’

t changed a bit.

She goes to a boarding school in Chicago since Unc

| e Ben has been spending all of his tinme in Egypt.
Of course she gets straight A's. And she's a cham

pi on skier and tennis player.

Sonetines | feel a little sorry for her. Her nomd

| ed when Sari was five. And Sari only gets to see

her dad on holidays and during the sumer.

But as we waited for ny suitcase to cone out on th

e conveyor belt, | wasn't feeling sorry for her at
all. She was busy braggi ng about how this pyramd
was twice as big as the one |'d been in |ast summ

er. And how she'd already been down in it several

times, and how she'd take ne on a tour —if | wasn
't too afraid.
Finally, ny bul ging, blue suitcase appeared. | |ug

ged it off the conveyor and dropped it at ny feet.
|t wei ghed a ton!

| tried to lift it, but | could barely budge it.

Sari pushed ne out of the way. "Let ne get that,"

she insisted. She grabbed the handle, raised the s

uitcase off the floor, and started off with it.

"Hey —!" | called after her. Wiat a show of f!



Uncle Ben grinned at ne. "I think Sari has been wo
rking out," he said. He put a hand on ny shoul der
and led ne toward the glass doors. "Let's get to t
he jeep."”

We | oaded the suitcase into the back of the jeep,

then headed toward the city. "It's been sweltering
hot during the day," Uncle Ben told ne, nopping h

I s broad forehead with a handkerchief. "And then c

ool at night.

Traffic crawl ed on the narrow street. Horns honked
constantly. Drivers kept their horns goi ng whet he

r they noved or stopped. The noi se was deaf ening.

"Vé're not stopping in Cairo," Uncle Ben explal ned

"We're going straight to t he pyram d at Al -Jizah

W're all living in tents out there so we can be
cl ose to our work."

"I hope you brought bug spray," Sari conplained. "T

he nosquitoes are as big as frogs!"

"Don't exaggerate," Uncle Ben scol ded. "Gabe isn't

afraid of a few nosquitoes —are you?"

"No way," | replied quietly.

"How about scorpions?" Sari denmanded.

The traffic grew lighter as we left the city behin

d and headed into the desert. The yell ow sand gl ea

med under the hot afternoon sun. Waves of heat ros

e up in front of us as the jeep bunped over the na

rrow, two-lane road.

Before long, a pyramd cane into view. Behind the

waves of heat off the desert floor, it |ooked |like
a wavering mrage. It didn't seemreal.

As | stared out at it, my throat tightened wth ex

citenent. | had seen the pyramds |ast summrer. But
| t was still a thrilling sight.
"I can't belleve the pyram ds are over four thousan
d years old!" | exclai ned.
"Yeah. That's even older than ne!" Uncle Ben joked
Hi s expression turned serious. "It fills me with

pride every tine | see them Gabe," he adm tted.
"To think that our ancient ancestors were snmart en
ough and skilled enough to build these marvel s."
Uncle Ben was right. | guess the pyram ds have spe



cial neaning for ne since ny famly is Egyptian. B
oth sets of ny grandparents cane from Egypt. They
noved to the United States around 1930. My nom and
dad were born in M chigan.

| think of nyself as a typical Anmerican kid. But t
here's still sonething exciting about visiting the
country where your ancestors cane from

As we drove nearer, the pyram d appeared to rise u
pin front of us. Its shadow forned a |ong, blue t
ri angl e over the yell ow sand.

Cars and tour buses jamed a small parking lot. |
could see a row of saddl ed canels tethered on one
side of the lot. A crowd of tourists stretched acr
oss the sand, gazing up at the pyram d, snapping p
hot ogr aphs, chatting noisily and pointing.

Uncle Ben turned the jeep onto a narrow si de road,
and we headed away fromthe crowd, toward the bac
k of the pyramd. As we drove into the shade, the
air suddenly felt cooler.

"I''d kill for an ice-creamcone!" Sari wailed. "I'v
e never been so hot inny life."

"Let's not tal k about the heat," Uncle Ben replied
, Sweat dripping down his forehead into his bushy
eyebrows. "Let's tal k about how happy you are to s
ee your father after so many nonths."

Sari groaned. "I'd be happier to see you if you wer
e carrying an ice-creamcone."

Uncl e Ben | aughed.

A khaki -uni fornmed guard stepped in front of the je
ep. Uncle Ben held up a blue ID card. The guard wa

ved us past.

As we followed the road behind the pyramd, a row
of low, white canvas tents cane into view "W!Icom
e to the Pyramd Hlton!" Uncle Ben joked. "That's
our luxury suite over there." He pointed to the n
earest tent.

"It's pretty confortable," he said, parking the je
ep beside the tent. "But the roomservice is |ousy

" And you have to watch out for scorpions," Sari war
ned.
She'd say anything to try to scare ne.



We unl oaded ny suitcase. Then Uncle Ben led us up t
o the base of the pyram d.

A canera crew was packing up its equi pnment. A youn
g man, covered in dust, clinbed out of a low entra
nce dug into one of the |linestone squares. He wave

d to ny uncle, then hurried toward the tents.

"One of ny people,” Uncle Ben nuttered. He notione

d toward the pyramd. "Well, here you are, Gabe. A
| ong way from M chi gan, huh?"

| nodded. "It's amazing," | told him shielding ny
eyes to gaze up to the top. "I forgot how nuch bi

gger the pyramds | ook in person.™

"Tonorrow | "Il take you both down to the tonb," Un

cle Ben prom sed. "You've cone at just the right t
i me. We've been digging for nonths and nonths. And
at long last, we are about to break the seal and

enter the tonb itself."

"Ww " | exclainmed. | wanted to be cool in front o
f Sari. But | couldn't help it. I was really excit
ed.

"@Quess you'll be really fanous after you open the

tonb, huh, Dad?" Sari asked. She swatted a fly on

her arm "OM"

"I'"l'l be so fanobus, the flies will be afraid to bi

te you," Uncle Ben replied. "By the way, do you kn

ow what they called flies in ancient Egypt?"

Sari and | shook our heads no.

"I don't either!" Uncle Ben said, grinning. One of
his dunb jokes. He had an endl ess supply of them
Hi s expression suddenly changed. "Ch. That rem nd

s ne. | have a present for you, Gabe."

"A present?"

"Now, where did | put it?" He dug both hands into t

he pockets of his baggy chinos.

As he searched, | saw sonethi ng nove behind him A
shadow over ny uncl e's shoul der, back at the | ow

opening to the pyram d.

| squinted at it.

The shadow noved. A figure stepped out slowy.

At first | thought the sun was playing tricks on ny
eyes.

But as | squinted harder, | realized that | was see



i ng correctly.

The figure stepped out fromthe pyramd —its face
was covered in worn, yellowed gauze. So were its

arns. And its | egs.

| opened ny nouth to cry out —but ny voi ce choked

in my throat.

And as | struggled to alert ny uncle, the nmunmmy st

i ffly stretched out its arns and cane staggering u

p behind him
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| saw Sari's eyes grow wde with fright. She let ou

t a |l ow gasp.

"Uncle Ben —!" | finally managed to scream "Turn

around! It —it —1I"

My uncle narrowed his eyes at nme, confused.

The mummy staggered closer, its hands reachi ng out
nmenaci ngly, about to grab the back of Uncle Ben's
neck.

"A mummy!" | shrieked.

Uncl e Ben spun around. He let out a startled cry.

"I't wal ks!'" he shouted, pointing at the nummy w th
a trenbling finger. He backed away as the nmumy a

dvanced. "It wal ks!"

"Ohhh." A strange noan escaped Sari's |ips.

| turned and started to run.

But then the mummy burst out | aughing.

It lowered its yellowed arns. "Boo!" it cried, and

| aughed agai n.

| turned and saw that Uncle Ben was | aughi ng, too.
Hi s dark eyes sparkled gleefully. "It walks! It w

al ks!" he repeated, shaking his head. He put his a

rm around the nmumy's shoul der.

| gaped at the two of them ny heart still pounding

"This is John," Uncle Ben said, enjoying the joke
he'd pulled on us. "He's been doing a TV conmerci a
| here. For sone new kind of stickier bandage."
"Sticky Bird Bandages," John told us. "They're just
what your nunmy ordered!"



He and Uncl e Ben enjoyed anot her good | augh at tha

t. Then ny uncle pointed to the canera crew, packi
ng their equipnment into a small van. "They finishe
d for the day. But John agreed to hang around and
hel p ne scare you."

Sari rolled her eyes. "Nice try," she said dryly.
"You'l ]| have to do better than that, Daddy, to fri
ghten ne." And then she added, "Poor Gabe. D d you
see his face? He was so freaked out! | thought he
was goi ng to spontaneously conmbust or sonething!"”
Uncl e Ben and John | aughed.

"Hey —no way!" | insisted, feeling ny face turn re
d.

How could Sari say that? Wen the numy st aggered
out, | saw her gasp and back away. She was | ust as
scared as | was!

"I heard you scream too!" | told her. | didn't nea
n to sound so whiny.

"I just did that to help them scare you," Sari ins
| sted. She tossed her |ong braid over her shoul der

"I've got to run," John said, glancing at his wis

twatch. "As soon as we get back to the hotel, I'm

going to hit the pool. | may stay underwater for a
week! " He gave us a wave of his bandaged hand and
went jogging to the van.

Why hadn't | noticed that he was wearing a wi stwat

ch?

| felt like a total dork. "That's it!" | cried ang

rily to nmy uncle. "I'mnever falling for one of yo

ur dunb j okes again! Never!"

He grinned at ne and w nked. "Want to bet?"

"What about Gabe's present?" Sari asked. "What is |

t?"

Uncl e Ben pull ed sonething out of his pocket and h

eld it up. A pendant on a string. Made of clear or

ange glass. It gleaned in the bright sunlight.

He handed it to ne. | noved it in ny hand, feeling
its snoothness as | examned it. "Wat is it?" |

asked him "What kind of glass is this?"

"I't isn't glass,"” he replied. "lIt's a clear stone

call ed anber." He stepped closer to examne it alo



ng wwth ne. "Hold it up and | ook inside the pendan

t."
| followed his instructions. | saw a |large brown b
ug inside. "It |looks |ike sone kind of beetle," |

sai d.

"It is a beetle,” Uncle Ben said, squinting one ey

e to see it better. "It's an ancient beetle called
a scarab. It was trapped in the anber four thousa
nd years ago. As you can see, it's perfectly prese
rved. "

"That's really gross," Sari commented, naking a fa

ce. She slapped Uncle Ben on the back. "Geat gift
, Dad. A dead bug. Remind ne not to let you do our
Chri st mas shoppi ng!"

Uncl e Ben | aughed. Then he turned back to ne. "The
scarab was very inportant to the ancient Egyptian

s," he said, rolling the anber pendant in his fing

ers, then dropping it back in ny palm "They belie

ved that scarabs were a synbol of immortality."”

| stared at the bug's dark shell, its six prickly I

egs, perfectly preserved.

"To keep a scarab neant immortality,"” ny uncle con

tinued. "But the bite of a scarab neant instant de

ath."

"Weird," Sari nuttered.

"It's great-looking," I told him "Is it really fou
r thousand years ol d?"

He nodded. "War it around your neck, Gabe. Maybe i

t still has sonme of its ancient powers."

| slipped the pendant over ny head and adjusted it
under ny T-shirt. The anber stone felt cool again

st ny skin. "Thanks, Uncle Ben," | said. "It's a ¢
reat present.”

He nopped his sweaty forehead with a wadded-up han

dkerchief. "Let's go back to the tent and get sone

thing cold to drink," he said.

W took a few steps —and then stopped when we saw
Sari's face.

Her entire body trenbled. Her nouth dropped open as
she pointed to ny chest.

"Sari —what is it?" Uncle Ben cried.

"The s-scarab —" she stammered. "It . . . escaped



I | saw it!" She pointed down. "It's there!"

"Huh?" | spun away from her and bent down to find t
he scar ab.
"OM" | cried out when | felt a sharp stab of pain

on the back of ny | eg.
And realized the scarab had bhitten ne.
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As | gasped in alarm Uncle Ben's words about the s
carab rushed through ny m nd.

"To keep a scarab neant immortality. But the bite o

f a scarab neant instant death."

| nst ant deat h?

"Noooo!" | let out a howl and spun around.

And saw Sari hunched down on her knees. Ginning. H
er hand outstretched.

And realized she had pinched ny | eg.

My heart still pounding, | grabbed the pendant and
stared into the orange gl assy stone. The scarab w
as still frozen inside, just as it had been for fo
ur thousand years.

" Aaaaaaaggh!" | let out a how of rage. | was nostl

y furious at nyself.

Was | going to fall for every dunb joke Uncle Ben
and Sari played on ne this trip? If so, it was goi
ng to be a very |ong sunmmer.

| had always |iked ny cousin. Except for the tines
when she was being so conpetitive and so superior

, we always got along really well.

But now | wanted to punch her. | wanted to say real
|y nasty things to her.

But | couldn't think of anything nasty enough.

"That was really nean, Sari," | said glumy, tuckin
g the pendant under ny T-shirt.

"Yes, it was —wasn't it!" she replied, very please
d with herself.

That night, | lay on ny back on ny narrow cot, sta
ring up at the lowtent roof, listening. Listening
to the brush of the wind against the tent door, t



he soft creak of the tent poles, the flap of the ¢
anvas.

| don't think I'd ever felt so alert.

Turning ny head, | could see the pale gl ow of npon
| i ght through a crack in the tent door. | could se
e bl ades of dried desert grass on the sand outside
.1 could see water stains on the tent wall over m

y bed.
"Il never get to sleep, | thought unhappily.

| pushed and punched the flat pillow for the twent
ieth tinme, trying to fluff it up. The harsh wool b
| anket felt scratchy against ny chin.

|'"d slept away from hone before. But |'d always sl
ept in a roomof sone kind. Not in the mddle of a
vast, sandy desert in a tiny, flapping, creaking,
canvas tent.

| wasn't scared. My uncle lay snoring away in his c
ot a few feet across the tent.

| was just alert. Very, very alert.

So alert | could hear the swsh of palmtrees outs
ide. And | could hear the |ow humof car tires m|l
es away on the narrow road.

And | heard the thudding of ny heart when sonet hi ng
wriggled on ny chest.

| was so alert. | felt it instantly.

Just a tickle. A quick, light nove.

It could only be one thing. The scarab noving insid
e the anber pendant.

No joke this tine.

No j oke. It noved.

| funbled for the pendant in the dark, tossing dow

n the blanket. | held it up to the noonlight. | co
uld see the fat beetle in there, black in its oran
ge prison.

"Did you nove?" | whispered to it. "Did you wiggle
your | egs?"
| suddenly felt really stupid. Wiy was | whisperin

g to a four-thousand-year-old insect? Wiy was | im
agining that it was alive?
Annoyed with nyself, | tucked the pendant back unde

r my nightshirt.
| had no way of know ng how i nportant that pendant



woul d soon becone to ne.
| had no way of know ng that the pendant held a se
cret that would either save ny life. O kill ne.
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The tent was already hot when | awoke the next nor
ning. Bright yellow sunlight poured in through the

open tent flap. Squinting against the light, | ru
bbed ny eyes and stretched. Uncle Ben had al ready
gone out.

My back ached. The little cot was so hard!

But | was too excited to worry about ny back. | wa

S going down into the pyramd this norning, to the
entrance of an ancient tonb.

| pulled on a clean T-shirt and the jeans |I'd worn
the day before. | adjusted the scarab pendant und
er the T-shirt. Then | carefully tucked the little
mumry hand into the back pocket of ny jeans.

Wth the pendant and the nmummy hand, |'mwell prot
ected, | told nyself. Nothing bad can happen this

trip.

| pulled a hairbrush through ny thick, black hair
a few tines, tugged ny bl ack-and-yell ow M chi gan W
ol verines cap on. Then | hurried to the ness tent

to get sone breakfast.

The sun was floating above the palmtrees in the d
| stance. The yell ow desert sand gl eaned brightly.

| took a deep breath of fresh air.

Yuck. There nust be sone canels nearby, | decided.

The air wasn't exactly fresh.

| found Sari and Uncle Ben having their breakfast,
seated at the end of the long table in the ness t

ent. Uncle Ben wore his usual baggy chinos and a s
hort-sl eeved, white sportshirt with coffee stains

down the front.

Sari had her long, black hair pulled strai ght back

in a ponytail. She wore a bright red tank top ove
r white tennis shorts.
They greeted ne as | entered the tent. | poured ny

self a glass of orange juice and, since | didn't s



ee any Frosted Flakes, filled a bowl with raisin b
ran.

Three of Uncle Ben's workers were eating at the ot
her end of the table. They were tal king excitedly
about their work. "Wt could go in today," | heard
one of them say.

"I't mght take days to break the seal on the tonb d

oor," a young wonman repli ed.

| sat down next to Sari. "Tell me all about the to
nmb," | said to Uncle Ben. "Whose tonb is it? Wat'
S in there?"

He chuckled. "Let nme say good norning before | |aun
ch into a lecture.”

Sari | eaned over ny cereal bow. "Hey, |look —" sh
e said, pointing. "I got a lot nore raisins than vy
ou did!"

| told you she could turn breakfast into a contest.
"Well, | got nore pulp in ny orange juice," | repli
ed.

It was just a joke, but she checked her juice glass
to nmake sure.

Uncl e Ben wi ped his nouth with a paper napkin. He
took a long sip of black coffee. "If I"mnot msta
ken," he began, "the tonb we have di scovered here
bel onged to a prince. Actually, a cousin of King T
ut ankhanen. "

"That's King Tut," Sari told ne, interrupting.

"I know that!" | replied sharply.

"King Tut's tonb was di scovered in 1922," Uncle Be
n continued. "The vast burial chanber was filled w
ith nost of Tut's treasures. It was the nost anazi
ng ar chaeol ogi cal discovery of the century." A sm
| e crossed his face. "Until now "

"Do you think you' ve found sonething even nore ama
zing?" | asked. | hadn't touched ny cereal. | was

too interested in nmy uncle's story.

He shrugged. "There's no way of know ng what's beh
ind the tonb door until we open it, Gabe. But | ha

ve ny fingers crossed. | believe we've found the b
urial chanber of Prince Khor-Ru. He was the king's
cousin. And he was said to be as wealthy as the k



I ng. "

"And do you think all of Prince Khor-Ru's crowns,

and jewels, and bel ongings are buried wth hinP" S

ari asked.

Uncl e Ben took the |ast sip of coffee and slid the
white nmug across the table. "Wio knows?" he repli

ed. "There could be amazing treasures in there. O
it could be enpty. Just an enpty room"

"How could it be enpty?" | demanded. "Wy woul d the

re be an enpty tonb in the pyram ds?"

"G ave robbers," Uncle Ben replied, frowning. "Rem

enber, Prince Khor-Ru was buried sonetine around 1

300 B.C. Over the centuries, thieves broke into th

e pyram ds and robbed the treasures from many buri

al chanbers.™

He stood up and sighed. "W nmay have been di ggi ng

for all these nonths only to find an enpty room"

"No way!" | cried excitedly. "I'lIl bet we find the
Prince's mummy in there. And mllions of dollars'
worth of jewels!”

Uncle Ben smled at ne. "Enough talk," he said. "F

i ni sh your breakfast so we can go find out."

Sari and I followed Uncle Ben out of the tent. He

waved to two young nen who cane out of the supply

tent carrying digging equipnent. Then he hurried o

ver to talk to them

Sari and | lingered back. She turned to ne, a seri

ous expression on her face. "Hey, (Gabe," she said

softly, "sorry |I've been such a pain."

"You? A pain?" | replied sarcastically.

She didn't laugh. "I"mKkind of worried," she confes

sed. "About Daddy."

| glanced at Uncle Ben. He was sl appi ng one of the
young nen on the back as he tal ked. Hi s usual jol

ly self.

"Why are you worried?" | asked Sari. "Your dad is i

n a great nood."

"That's why I'mworried,” Sari whispered. "He's so
happy and excited. He really thinks this is going
to be the discovery that nakes hi mfanpus."

"So?" | denmanded.

"So what if it turns out to be an enpty roon®?" Sar



| replied, her dark eyes watching her father. "Wa
t if grave robbers did strip the place? O what if
it isn't that prince's tonb after all? What if Da
ddy breaks the seal, opens the door —and finds no
thing but a dusty, old roomfilled with snakes?"
She sighed. "Daddy will be heartbroken. Just heart
broken. He's counting on this so nuch, Gabe. | don
't knowif he'll be able to take the di sappoi ntnen
-
"Why | ook on the gloony side?" | replied. "Wat if
| stopped because Uncle Ben was hurrying back to u
s. "Let's go down to the chanber,"” he said excited
ly. "The workers think we are very close to uncove
ring the tonb entrance."
He put an arm on each of our shoul ders and gui ded u
s to the pyram d.

As we stepped into the shade of the pyramd, the a
ir grew cooler. The | ow entrance dug at the bottom
of the back wall cane into view. It was just big
enough for us to enter one at a tine. Peering into

the narrow hole, | saw that the tunnel dropped st
eeply.
| hope I don't fall, | thought, a heavy knot of fe

ar tightening ny stomach. | pictured nyself fallin

g and falling down an endl ess, dark hole.

Mainly, | didn't want to fall in front of Sari. | k
new she'd never let ne forget it.

Uncl e Ben handed Sari and ne bright yellow hard ha

ts. They had lights built into them |ike mners'
hats. "Stick close together," he instructed. "I re
menber | ast summer. You two wandered off and got u

s into alot of trouble."

"Wwe won't," | stammered. | was trying not to soun

d nervous, but | couldn't help it.

| glanced at Sari. She was adjusting the yellow ha
rd hat over her hair. She seened as cal mand confi

dent as ever.

"I'"'l'l lead the way," Uncle Ben said, pulling the c
hin strap under his chin. He turned and started to
| ower hinself into the hole.

But a shrill cry from behind us nade us all stop an



d turn around.
"Stop! Please —stop! Don't go in!"

v

A young wonman cane running across the sand. Her |o
ng, black hair flew behind her head as she ran. Sh
e carried a brown briefcase in one hand. A canera,
strapped around her neck, bobbed in front of her.
She stopped in front of us and smled at Uncl e Ben.
"Dr. Hassad?" she asked breathl essly.

My uncl e nodded. "Yes?" He waited for her to catch
her breath.

Ww. She's really pretty, | thought. She had | ong,
bl ack hair, sleek and shiny. She had bangs cut st
rai ght across her forehead. Beneath the bangs were
t he nost beautiful green eyes |I'd ever seen.

She was dressed all in white. A white suit jacket

and a white bl ouse over white slacks. She was shor

t —only an inch or two taller than Sari.

She nmust be a novie star or sonething, | told nysel

f. She's so great-| ooki ng!

She set her briefcase down on the sand and brushed

back her long, black hair. "I"msorry |I shouted |
| ke that, Dr. Hassad," she told ny uncle. "It's ju
st that | needed to talk to you. | didn't want you

to di sappear into the pyramd."

Uncl e Ben narrowed his eyes at her, studying her.
"How di d you get past the security guard?" he aske
d, pulling off the hard hat.
"I showed themny press card," she replied. "I'ma

reporter for the Cairo Sun. My nane is N |la Rahma
d. I was hoping —"
"Nila?" Uncle Ben interrupted. "What a pretty nane.

She smled. "Yes. My nother naned ne after the Rive

r of Life, the Nile."

"Well, it's a very pretty nanme," Uncle Ben replied
H s eyes twinkled. "But |I'mnot ready to have an

y reporters wite about our work here."

Nila frowned and bit her lower lip. "I spoke to Dr.



Fiel ding a few days ago,"” she said.

My uncle's eyes widened in surprise. "You did?"
"Dr. Fielding gave ne permssion to wite about yo
ur discovery," N la insisted, her green eyes | ocke
d on ny uncle.
"Well, we haven't discovered anything yet!" Uncle
Ben said sharply. "There may not be anything to di
scover."
"That's not what Dr. Fielding told ne," Nla repli
ed. "He seened confident that you were about to ma
ke a discovery that would shock the world."

Uncl e Ben | aughed. "Sonetinmes ny partner gets excit
ed and tal ks too much," he told NI a.

Nila's eyes pleaded with ny uncle. "May | cone int
o the pyramd wth you?" She glanced at Sari and m

e. "I see you have other visitors."
"My daughter, Sari, and ny nephew, Gabe," Uncl e Ben
replied.

"Well, could I cone down with then?" N |a pleaded.
"I promse | won't wite a word for ny paper unti
| you give ne perm ssion."

Uncl e Ben rubbed his chin thoughtfully. He swung t
he hard hat back onto his head. "No photographs, e
i ther," he nmuttered.

"Does that nmean | can cone?" N |a asked excitedly.
Uncl e Ben nodded. "As an observer." He was trying

to act real tough. But | could see he |iked her.
Nila flashed hima warmsm |l e. "Thank you, Dr. Hass

ad. "

He reached into the storage cart and handed her a

yell ow hard hat. "W won't be maki ng any anazing d
| scoveries today," he warned her. "But we're getti
ng very close —to sonething."”

As she slipped on the heavy helnet, Nila turned to

Sari and ne. "Is this your first tinme in the pyra
m d?" she asked.

"No way. |'ve already been down three tines," Sari

boasted. "It's really awesone."

"I just arrived yesterday," | said. "So it's ny fir

st tinme down in —
| stopped when | saw Nila's expression change.
Wiy was she staring at ne |ike that?



| gl anced down and realized that she was staring a
t the anber pendant. Her nouth was open in shock.
"No! | don't believe this! | really don't! This is
so weird!" she excl ai ned.
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"Wh-what's wong?" | stanmmered.

"We're twins!" Nila declared. She reached under he
r suit jacket and pulled out a pendant she wore ar
ound her neck.

An anber pendant, shaped exactly |ike m ne.

"How unusual !'" Uncl e Ben excl ai ned.

Ni | a grasped ny pendant between her fingers and |lo
wered her face to examne it. "You have a scarab i
nside yours," she told ne, turning the pendant aro
und in her fingers.

She dropped mne and held hers up for ne to see. "L
ook, Gabe. Mne is enpty."

| gazed into her pendant. It |ooked |ike clear oran
ge gl ass. Nothing inside.

"I think yours is prettier,"” Sari told Nila. "I wo
uldn't want to wear a dead bug around ny neck."
"But it's supposed to be good | uck or sonething,"
Nila replied. She tucked the pendant back under he
r white jacket. "I hope it isn't bad luck to have
an enpty onel!™

"I hope so, too," Uncle Ben commented dryly. He tur
ned and |l ed us into the pyramd openi ng.

|"mnot really sure how | got |ost.

Sari and | were wal ki ng toget her behind Uncle Ben
and Nila. W were cl ose behind them | could hear
my uncl e expl ai ni ng about how the tunnel walls wer
e granite and | i nmestone.

Qur helnet lights were on. The narrow beans of yel
| ow | i ght darted and crisscrossed over the dusty t
unnel floor and walls as we nade our way deeper an
d deeper into the pyram d.

The ceiling hung low, and we all had to stoop as w
e wal ked. The tunnel kept curving, and there were



several smaller tunnels that branched off. "Fal se
starts and dead ends," Uncle Ben called them

It was hard to see in the flickering light fromou
r helnmets. | stunbled once and scraped ny el bow ag
ainst the rough tunnel wall. It was surprisingly c
ool down here, and | wished I had worn a sweatshir
t or sonething.

Up ahead, Uncle Ben was telling Nila about King Tu
t and Prince Khor-Ru. It sounded to me as if Uncle

Ben was trying to inpress her. | wondered if he h
ad a crush on her or sonething.
"This is so thrilling!" | heard Nila exclaim "It

was so nice of Dr. Fielding and you to |et ne see
it."

"Who is Dr. Fielding?" | whispered to Sari .

"My father's partner,"” Sari whi spered back. "But D
addy doesn't like him You'll probably neet him H

e's always around. | don't |like himnuch, either."
| stopped to exam ne a strange-| ooking marking on

the tunnel wall. It was shaped |i ke sone kind of a
nimal head. "Sari —Iook!" | whispered. "An ancien
t draw ng."

Sari rolled her eyes. "It's Bart Sinpson,"” she nut

tered. "One of Daddy's workers nust have drawn it

t here."

"I knew that!" | lied. "I was just testing you."

When was | going to stop making a fool of nyself in
front of my cousin?

| turned back fromthe stupid drawing on the wall —
and Sari had vani shed.

| could see the narrow beam of |[ight from her hard
hat up ahead. "Hey —wait up!" | called. But the

| i ght di sappeared as the tunnel curved away.

And then | stunbl ed agai n.

My helnet hit the tunnel wall. And the light went o
ut .

"Hey —Sari? Uncle Ben?" | called to them | |eane
d heavily against the wall, afraid to nove in the

t ot al darkness.

"Hey —! Can anybody hear me?" My voi ce echoed down

t he narrow tunnel .
But no one replied.



| pulled off the hard hat and fiddled with the lig
ht. | turned it, trying to tighten it. Then | shoo
k the whole hat. But the |ight wouldn't cone back

on.

Sighing, | strapped the hat back onto ny head.

Now what ? | thought, starting to feel a little afr
aid. My stomach began fluttering. My throat sudden

ly felt dry.

"Hey —can anybody hear ne?" | shouted. "I'min the
dark back here. | can't wal k!"

No reply.

Where were they? Didn't they notice that | had disa
ppear ed?

"Well, 1I'll just wait right here for them™" | nurnu
red to nyself.

| | eaned ny shoul der against the tunnel wall —
—and fell right through the wall.

No way to catch ny balance. Nothing to grab on to.

| was falling, falling down through total darkness.
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My hands flailed wildly as | fell.
| reached out frantically for sonething to grab on

t o.

It all happened too fast to cry out.

| |anded hard on ny back. Pain shot out through ny
arns and | egs. The darkness swirled around ne.

My breath was knocked right out of nme. | saw brigh

t flashes of red, then everything went black again

| struggled to breathe, but couldn't suck in any

air.

| had that horrible heavy feeling in ny chest, lik
e when a basketball hits you in the stonach.
Finally, | sat up, struggling to see in the total
darkness. | heard a soft, shuffling sound. Sonet hi
ng scraping over the hard dirt floor.

"Hey —can anyone hear ne?" My voice cane out a hoa
rse whisper.

Now ny back ached, but | was starting to breathe no



rmal | y.

"Hey —I1'm down here!" | called, a little | ouder.
No reply.

Didn't they mss ne? Weren't they | ooking for ne?

| was | eani ng back on ny hands, starting to feel be
tter. My right hand started to itch.

| reached to scratch it and brushed sonet hi ng away.

And realized ny legs were itching, too. And felt so

mething crawling on ny left wist.

| shook ny hand hard. "Wat's goi ng on here?" | whi

spered to nysel f.

My entire body tingled. | felt soft pinpricks up ny
arns and | egs.

Shaki ng both arnms, | junped to ny feet. And banged

ny hel net against a | ow | edge.

The light flickered on.

| gasped when | saw the crawling creatures in the n

arrow beam of 1|ight.

Spi ders. Hundreds of bul by, white spiders, thick on
t he chanber fl oor.

They scuttled across the floor, clinbing over each
other. As | jerked ny head up and the |ight swept
up with it, | saw that the stone walls were cover

ed wwth them too. The white spiders nade the wall
appear to nove, as if it were alive.

Spi ders hung on invisible threads fromthe chanber
ceiling. They seened to bob and float in mdair.

| shook one off the back of ny hand.

And with a gasp, realized why ny legs itched. Spid

ers were crawing all over them Up over ny arns.

Down ny back.

"Hel p —sonebody! Please!"™ | managed to cry out.

| felt a spider drop on to the top of ny head.

| brushed it away with a frantic slap. "Sonebody —
help ne!"™ | screaned. "Can anyone hear nme?"

And then | saw sonething scarier. Mich scarier. A

snake slid down from above ne, lowering itself rap

idly toward ny face.
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| ducked and tried to cover ny head as the snake si

| ently dropped toward ne.

"Gab it!" | heard soneone call. "Gab on to it!"

Wth a startled cry, | raised ny eyes. The light b

eam followed. And | saw that it was not a snake th

at stretched from above —but a rope.

"Gab on to it, Gbe! Hurry!" Sari shouted urgently
from hi gh above.

Brushi ng away spiders, kicking frantically to shak

e the spiders off ny sneakers, | grasped the rope

wi t h bot h hands.

And felt nyself being tugged up, pulled up through
t he darkness to the tunnel floor above.

A few seconds later, Uncle Ben reached down and gr

abbed nme under the shoul ders. As he hoisted ne up,
| could see Sari and Nila pulling with all their

m ght on the rope.

| cheered happily as ny feet touched solid ground.
But | didn't have long to celebrate. My entire bo

dy felt as if it were on fire!

| went wild, kicking ny |egs, brushing spiders off
my arns, scratching spiders off ny back, stanping
on the spiders as they scuttled off ne,.

d ancing up, | saw that Sari was | aughing at ne.

Gabe, what do you call that dance?" she asked.

Uncle Ben and Ni |l a | aughed, too. "How did you fall
down there, Gabe?" ny uncle denmanded, peering dow

n into the spider chanber.

"The wall —it gave way," | told him frantically s

cratching ny | egs.

"I thought you were still with nme," Sari expl ai ned
. "When | turned around . . ." Her voice trailed o

ff.

The light on Uncle Ben's hel net beaned down to the
| ower chanber. "That's a long fall," Uncle Ben sa
id, turning back to ne. "Are you sure you're okay?"
| nodded. "Yeah. | guess. It knocked the wind out o

f me. And then the spiders —"

"There nmust be hundreds of chanbers |ike that," ny
uncl e commented, glancing at Nila. "The pyramd b
uil ders nade a naze of tunnels and chanmbers —to f



ool tonmb robbers and keep themfromfinding the re
al tonmb.™

"Yuck! Such fat spiders!" Sari groaned, stepping ba
ck.

"There are mllions of themdown there," | told he
r. "On the walls, hanging fromthe ceiling —every

where. "

"This is going to give ne bad dreans,
ftly, noving closer to Uncle Ben.
"You sure you're okay?" ny uncle denmanded agai n.

| started to reply. Then | suddenly renenbered som
et hing. The nummy hand. It was tucked in ny back p
ocket .

Had it been crushed when | |anded on it?

My heart skipped a beat. | didn't want anything ba
d to happen to that little hand. It was ny good |lu
ck charm

| reached into ny jeans pocket and pulled it out.
Hol ding it under the light fromny hard hat, | exa
mned it carefully.

| breathed a sigh of relief when | saw that it was
okay. It still felt cold. But it hadn't been crus
hed.

"What's that?" N |a asked, |eaning closer to see |

t better. She brushed her I ong hair away from her

face. "Is that The Sumoner ?"

"How di d you know that?" | demanded, hol ding the ha
nd up so she could see it better.

Nila said so

Nila stared at it intently. "I know a | ot about an
cient Egypt," she replied. "lI've studied it ny who
le life."

"I't mght be an ancient relic," Uncle Ben broke in.

"O it mght just be a tacky souvenir," Sari added.
"I't has real powers,"” | insisted, brushing it off

carefully. "I landed on it down there —" | pointe
d to the spider chanber —"and it didn't get crush

ed. "

"I guess it is a good luck charm"™ N la said, turni
ng back to Uncl e Ben.

"Then why didn't it keep Gabe fromfalling through



that wal |l ?" Sari cracked.

Before | could answer, | saw the numry hand nove.
The tiny fingers slowy curled. Qut and then in.
| cried out and nearly dropped it.

"Gabe —now what?" Uncl e Ben demanded sharply.
"Uh . . . nothing," | replied.

They woul dn't believe ne anyway.

"I think we've done enough exploring for now, " Uncl

e Ben sai d.

As we nmade our way to the entrance, | held the numm
y hand in front of ne.

| wasn't seeing things. | knew that for sure. The f

i ngers really had noved.

But why?

Was the hand trying to signal nme? Was it trying to
warn nme about sonet hi ng?
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Two days later, Uncle Ben's workers reached the doo
rway to the burial chanber.

Sari and | had spent the two days hangi ng around i
n the tent or exploring the area outside the pyram
id. Since it was nostly sand, there wasn't nmuch to
expl ore.

We spent one |ong afternoon playing gane after gam
e of Scrabble. Playing Scrabble with Sari wasn't m
uch fun at all. She was a very defensive player an
d spent hours figuring out ways to clog the board
and bl ock ne fromgetting any good words.

Whenever | put down a really good word, Sari claim
ed it wasn't a real word and coul dn't be all owed.

And since we didn't have a dictionary in the tent,
she won nost of the argunents.

Uncl e Ben, neanwhile, seened really stressed out.

| thought maybe he was nervous about finally openi
ng the tonb.

He barely spoke to Sari and ne. |nstead, he spent
alot of time neeting with people | didn't recogni
ze. He seened very serious and businesslike. None
of his usual backsl appi ng and j oki ng.



Uncle Ben also spent a ot of tine talking with N
la. At first, she'd said she wanted to wite about
his discovery in the pyram d. But now she'd decid
ed to wite an article about him She wote down n
early every word he said in a little pad she carri
ed with her.
Then, at breakfast, he finally smled for the firs
t time in two days. "Today's the day," he announce
d.
Sari and | couldn't hide our excitenent. "Are you t
aking us with you?" | asked.
Uncl e Ben nodded. "I want you to be there," he rep
|ied. "Perhaps we will make history today. Perhaps
it wll be a day you will want to renenber for th
e rest of your lives." He shrugged and added t houg
htfully: "Perhaps."
A few mnutes later, the three of us foll owed seve
ral workers across the sand toward the pyramd. It
was a gray day. Heavy clouds hovered lowin the s
Ky, threatening rain. The pyram d rose up darkly t
o neet the clouds.
As we approached the small opening in the back wal
|, Nila canme runni ng up, her canmera bobbing in fro
nt of her. She wore a | ong-sleeved, blue deni mwor
k shirt over loose-fitting, faded jeans. Uncle Ben
greeted her warmy. "But still no photographs,” h
e told her firmy. "Prom se?"
Nila smled back at him Her green eyes |it up exc
itedly. She raised a hand to her heart. "Prom se."
We all took yellow hard hats fromthe equi pnent du
np. Uncle Ben was carrying a |arge stone nallet. H
e lowered hinself into the entrance, and we foll ow
ed.
My heart was racing as | hurried to keep up with S
ari. The lights fromour helnets darted over the n

arrow tunnel. Far up ahead, | could hear the voice
s of workers and the steady scrape of their diggin
g tools.
"This is really awesone!" | excl ai ned breathl essly
to Sari .

"Maybe the tonb is filled with jewels," Sari whisp
ered as we nmade our way around a curve. "Sapphires



and rubies and eneralds. Maybe I'll get to try on
a jeweled crown worn by an Egyptian prlncess

"Do you thlnk there's a mummy in the tonb?" | aske
d. I wasn't too interested in jewels. "Do you thin
k the munm fied body of Prince Khor-Ru is lying th
ere, waiting to be discovered?"

Sari made a disgusted face. "Is that all you can th
i nk about —umm es?"

"Well, we are in an ancient Egyptian pyramd!" | sh
ot back.

"There could be mllions of dollars' worth of jewe
|s and relics in that tonb," Sari scol ded. "And al
| you can think about is sone noldy old body wapp
ed up in tar and gauze." She shook her head. "You
know, nost kids get over their fascination with nu
nmmes by the tine they're eight or nine."
"Uncle Ben didn't!" | replied.
That shut her up.
We followed Nila and Uncle Ben in silence. After a
while, the narrow tunnel curved up sharply. The a
ir grew warner as we followed it up.
| could see |ights ahead. Two battery-powered spot
| ights were trained on the far wall. As we drew cl
oser, | realized it wasn't a wall. It was a door.
Four workers —two nen and two wonen —were on the
ir knees, working with small shovels and picks. Th
ey were scraping the last chunks of dirt away from
t he door.
"I't 1ooks beautiful!" Uncle Ben cried, running up
to the workers. They turned to greet him "It's aw
esone in the true sense of the word!" he decl ared.
Nila, Sari, and |I stepped up behind him Uncle Ben
was right. The ancient door really was awesone!
It wasn't very tall. | could see that Uncle Ben wo
uld have to stoop to step into it. But it |ooked |
| ke a door fit for a prince.
The dark mahogany wood —now petrified —nust have
been brought fromfar away. | knew that kind of w
ood didn't conme fromany trees that grew in Egypt.
Strange hi erogl yphics covered the door fromtop to
bottom | recognized birds, and cats, and other a
nimal s etched deeply into the dark wood.



The nost startling sight of all was the seal that

| ocked the door —a snarling lion's head, scul pted
in gold. The light fromthe spotlights nade the |
ion glow |like the sun.

"The gold is soft," | heard one of the workers tel
| nmy uncle. "The seal will break away easily."
Uncle Ben | owered his heavy nmallet to the ground.
He stared for a |long nonent at the glowing lion's
head, then turned back to us. "They thought this |
i on would scare any intruders away fromthe tonb,"
he explained. "I guess it worked. Till now. "

"Dr. Hassad, | have to photograph the actual break
ing of the seal," N la said, stepping up beside hi
m "You really nust et ne. We can't et the nonen

t go unrecorded.”

He gazed at her thoughtfully. "Well . . . okay," he
agr eed.

A pl eased smle crossed her face as she raised her

canera. "Thanks, Ben."

The workers stepped back. One of them handed Uncl e
Ben a hammer and a delicate tool that |ooked |ike

a doctor's scalpel. "It's all yours, Dr. Hassad,"
she sai d.

Uncl e Ben raised the tools and stepped up to the s
eal. "Once | break this seal, we wll open the doo

r and step into a roomthat hasn't been seen in fo
ur thousand years," he announced.

Ni |l a steadi ed her canera over her eye, carefully ad

justing the | ens.

Sari and | noved up beside the workers.

The gold lion appeared to glow brighter as Uncle B
en raised the tool. A hush fell over the tunnel. |
could feel the excitenent, feel the tension in th
e air.

Such suspense!

| realized | had been holding ny breath. | let it
out in a long, silent whoosh and took anot her.

| glanced at Sari. She was nervously chew ng her |
ower |ip. Her hands were pressed tightly at her si
des.

"Anyone hungry? Maybe we should forget about this a
nd send out for a pizza!" Uncle Ben joked.



We all | aughed | oudly.

That was Uncle Ben for you —cracking a dunb joke
at what m ght be the nost exciting nonment of his |
| fe.

The tense silence returned. Uncle Ben's expression
turned serious. He turned back to the ancient sea
| . He raised the small chisel to the back of the s

eal. Then he started to lift the hanmmer.

And a boom ng voice rang out, "PLEASE —LET ME REST
| N PEACE! "
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| et out a startled cry.
"LET ME REST IN PEACE!" the boom ng voice repeated.

| saw Uncle Ben |lower his chisel. He spun around, h
IS eyes wwde with surprise.

| realized the voice cane from behind us. | turned
to see a man | had never seen before, half hidden
in the shadow tunnel. He nade his way toward us,
t aki ng 1 ong, steady strides.

He was a tall, lanky man, so tall he really had to
hunch his shoulders in the [ow tunnel. Bald excep

t for a fringe of dark hair at the ears, he had a
sl ender face, an unfriendly scow on his thin |ips.
He wore a perfectly ironed safari jacket over a sh
irt and necktie. H's black eyes, like little raisi
ns, glared at ny uncle. | wondered if the man ever
ate. He was as skinny as a nummy hi nsel f!

"Omr —!" Uncle Ben started. "I wasn't expecting y

ou back fromcCairo."

"Let me rest in peace," Dr. Fielding repeated, sof

ter this tinme. "Those are the words of Prince Khor

-Ru. Witten on the ancient stone we found | ast no
nth. That was the prince's wsh."

"Omar, we've been over this before,"” ny uncle repl
i ed, sighing. He | owered the hamer and chisel to

hi s si des.

Dr. Fielding pushed past Sari and ne as if we were

n't there. He stopped in front of ny uncle and swe



pt a hand back over his bald head. "Well, then, ho

w can you dare to break the seal?" Dr. Fielding de
manded.

"I ama scientist," ny uncle replied slowy, speak
i ng each word clearly and distinctly. "I cannot al
| ow superstition to stand in the way of discovery,
Omar . "

"I amalso a scientist,” Dr. Fielding replied, usi
ng both hands to tighten his necktie. "But | amno

t wlling to defile this ancient tonb. I amnot w
|1ing to go agai nst the w shes of Prince Khor-Ru.
And | amnot willing to call the words of the hier

ogl yph nere superstition.”

"This is where we disagree,"” Uncle Ben said softly
. He notioned to the four workers. "W have spent

too many nonths, too many years, to stop just outs
i de the door. W& have cone this far, Omar. W nust
go the rest of the way."

Dr. Fielding chewed his lower lip. He pointed to t
he top of the door. "Look, Ben. There are the sane
hi er ogl yphs as on the stone. The sane warni ng. Le

t me rest in peace."”

"I know, | know," ny uncle said, frowning.

"The warning is very clear,”" Dr. Fielding continue
d heatedly, his tiny raisin eyes narrowed at ny un
cle. "If anyone should disturb the prince, if anyo
ne shoul d repeat the ancient words witten on the

tonb five tines —the munmmi fied prince shall cone

to life. And he shall seek his vengeance on those

who di sturbed him™

Li stening to those words nade ne shudder. | stared
hard at Uncle Ben. Why hadn't he ever told Sari a
nd nme about the prince's threat? Wiy hadn't he eve
r mentioned the words of warning they had found on
an anci ent stone?

Was he afraid he mght frighten us?

Was he frightened hinsel f?

No. No way.

He didn't seemat all frightened now as he argued

with Dr. Fielding. | could tell they had had this
argunent before. And | could see there was no way
that Dr. Fielding was going to stop ny uncle from



breaki ng the seal and entering the tonb.

"This is ny final warning, Ben —" Dr. Fielding sa
id. "For the sake of everyone here . . ." He notio
ned with one hand to the four workers.
"Superstition,"” Uncle Ben replied. "I cannot be st
opped by superstition. | ama scientist." He raise
d the chisel and hamer. "The seal will be broken.™
Dr. Fielding tossed up both hands in disgust. "I w

i1l not be a party to this," he declared. He spun
around, nearly hitting his head on the tunnel ceil
i ng. Then, nuttering to hinself, he hurried away,
di sappearing quickly into the darkness of the tunn
el .
Uncl e Ben took a couple of steps after him "Omar —
? Omar ?"
But we could hear Dr. Fielding s footsteps grow ng
fainter as he made his way out of the pyram d.
Uncl e Ben sighed and | eaned close to ne. "I don't
trust that man," he nuttered. "He doesn't really c
are about the old superstitions. He wants to steal
this discovery for hinself. That's why he tried t
o nmake ne stop outside the door."
| didn't know how to reply. My uncle's words start
| ed me. | thought scientists had rules about who t
ook credit for what discoveries.

Uncl e Ben whi spered sonething to Nila. Then he nad
e his way back to the four workers. "If any of you
agree with Dr. Fielding," he told them "you are

free to | eave now "

The wor kers exchanged gl ances wth one anot her.

"You have all heard the words of warning on the to
nmb door. | do not want to force anyone to enter th

e tonb," Uncle Ben told them

"But we have worked so hard,"” one of the nen said.
"We cannot stop here. W have no choice. W have

to open that door."

A smle crossed ny uncle's face. "I agree,
, turning back to the lion seal.

| glanced at Sari and realized that she was al read

y staring at ne. "Gabe, if you're scared, Daddy w
|1 et you | eave," she whi spered. "You don't have

to be enbarrassed.™

he sai d



She never quits!

"I"'mstaying," | whispered back. "But if you want m

e to walk you back to the tent, | wll."

A loud clink made us both turn back to the door. U
ncle Ben was working to pry off the gold |ion seal

Ni | a had her canera poised. The workers stood te

nsely, watching Uncle Ben's every nove.

Uncl e Ben worked slowy, carefully. He slid the ch
i sel behind the ancient seal and gently pried and

scr aped.

A few mnutes later, the seal fell into ny uncle's
hands. Nl a busily snapped photograph after photo

graph. Uncle Ben carefully passed it to one of the
workers. "That's not a Christnmas gift," he joked.

| ' m keeping that for ny mantel pi ece!"”

Everyone | aughed.

Uncl e Ben gripped the edge of the door mnth both h

ands. "lI"'mgoing in first,” he announced. "If |'m
not back in twenty nlnutes go tell Dr. Fielding h

e was right!"

More | aughter.

Two of the workers noved to help Uncle Ben slide o
pen the door. They pressed their shoul ders agai nst
it, straining hard.

The door didn't budge.

"I't mght need a little oiling," Uncle Ben joked.
"After all, it's been closed for four thousand yea
rs.”

They worked for several mnutes with picks and chi

sels, carefully freeing the door. Then they tried

once again, pressing their shoul ders against the h

eavy mahogany door.

"Yes!" Uncle Ben cried out as the door slid an inch

Then anot her inch. Another inch.

Everyone pressed forward, eager to get a view of th
e anci ent tonb.

Two of the workers noved the |arge spotlights, aim
ng theminto the doorway.

As Uncle Ben and his two hel pers pushed against th
e door, Sari and | stepped up beside Nila. "Isn't
this amazing!"™ Nila cried excitedly. "I can't beli



eve |'mthe only reporter here! I'mso |ucky!"
|"m | ucky, too, | realized. How many kids woul d gi

ve anything to be standing right where I an? How m

any kids would love to be one of the first people
in the world to step into a four-thousand-year-old
tonb in an Egyptian pyram d?

The faces of sone of ny friends back hone suddenly
popped into ny mnd. | realized | couldn't wait t

o tell them about ny adventure here!

The door scraped noisily against the dirt floor. An

ot her inch. Another inch.

The openi ng was al nost big enough for a person to s

gqueeze t hrough.

"Move the light alittle,” Uncle Ben instructed. "

Anot her few inches, and we can go in and shake han

ds with the prince."

The door scraped open another inch. Wth a great h

eave, Uncle Ben and his helpers forced it open ano

ther few inches.

"Yes!" he cried happily.

Ni | a snapped a phot ograph.

We all pressed forward eagerly.

Uncle Ben slid through the opening first.

Sari bunped ne out of the way and cut in front of m

e.

My heart was poundi ng hard. My hands were suddenly

i ce col d.

| didn't care who went in first. | just wanted to g
o in!

One by one, we slipped into the ancient chanber.
Finally, nmy turn cane. | took a deep breath, slipp
ed through the opening, and saw ——not hi ng.

Except for a |lot of cobwebs, the chanber was bare.
Total |y bare.
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| et out a long sigh. Poor Uncle Ben. Al that wor
k for nothing. | felt so disappointed.

| glanced around the bare chanber. The spotlights
made the thick cobwebs glow like silver. Qur shado



ws stretched across the dirt floor |ike ghosts.

| turned to Uncle Ben, expecting himto be di sappo
inted, too. But to ny surprise, he had a smle on
his face. "Move the lights," he told one of the wo
rkers. "And bring the tools. W have anot her seal

to renove. "

He pointed across the enpty roomto the back wall.
In the gray light, | could nmake out the outline o

f a door. Another sculpted |ion sealed it shut.

"I knew this wasn't the real burial chanber!" Sari

cried, grinning at ne.

"As | said, the Egyptians often did this," Uncle B

en explained. "They built several false chanbers t

o hide the real chanber from grave robbers."” He pu
| led off his hard hat and scratched his hair. "In

fact," he continued, "we nay find several enpty ch

anbers before we find Prince Khor-Ru's resting pla

ce."

Ni | a snapped a photo of Uncle Ben exam ning the ne

Wy di scovered door. She smled at ne. "You should
have seen the expression on your face, Gabe," she
said. "You | ooked so disappointed.™

"I thought —" | started. But the scrape of Uncle B

en's chisel against the seal nmade ne stop.

W all turned to watch hi mwork at the seal. Stari
ng across the cobweb-filled chanber, | tried to im

agi ne what waited for us on the other side of the

door.

Anot her enpty chanber? O a four-thousand-year-old
Egypti an prince, surrounded by all of his treasur

es and bel ongi ngs?

Wrk on the door went slowly. W all broke for |un

ch and then returned. That afternoon Uncle Ben and
hi s hel pers worked for another couple of hours, c

arefully trying to renove the seal w thout danagin

git.
As they worked, Sari and | sat on the floor and wa
tched. The air was hot and kind of sour. | guess i

t was ancient air. Sari and | tal ked about |ast su
mmer and the adventures we'd had in the Geat Pyra
md. N |a snapped our picture.

"Alnost got it," Uncle Ben announced.



W all started to get excited again. Sari and | cl
| mbed to our feet and crossed the roomto get a be
tter view
The lion seal slid free fromthe door. Two of the
wor kers placed it gently into a padded crate. Then
Uncl e Ben and the other two workers set to work p
ushi ng open the door.
Thi s door proved even nore difficult than the | ast
. "It's . . . really . . . stuck," Uncle Ben groan
ed. He and the workers pulled out nore tools and b
egan prying and chi pping away the hard crust that
had fornmed on the doorway over the centuries.
An hour later, they got the door to slide an inch.
Then anot her inch. Another.

When it had slid hal fway open, Uncle Ben renoved t
he Iight fromhis hel nmet and beaned it through the
openi ng. He peered into the next chanber for the

| ongest tinme wthout saying a word.
Sari and | noved closer. My heart began raci ng agai

n.

What did he see? | wondered. What was he staring at
so silently?

Finally, Uncle Ben Iowered the Iight and turned ba
ck to us. "W've nmade a big mstake," he said quie

tly.
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A shocked silence fell over the room | swallowed h
ard, stunned by ny uncle's words.

But then a broad smle crossed his face. "W nade

a m stake by underestinmating our discovery!" he ex
clainmed. "This wll be nore inportant than the dis
covery of King Tut! This tonb is even grander!”

A gl eeful cheer echoed against the stone walls. Th
e workers rushed forward to shake Uncl e Ben's hand
and offer their congratul ations.

"Congratulations to us all!" Uncle Ben declared hap
pily.
W were all |aughing and talking excitedly as we s

| i pped t hrough the narrow opening, into the next c



hanber .

As the |lights beaned over the vast room | knew I
was seei ng sonmething | would never forget. Even th
e thick layer of dust and cobwebs could not cover
the amazing treasures that filled the chanber.

My eyes darted quickly around. | struggled to focu
s onit all. But there was too nuch to see! | actu
ally felt dizzy.

The walls were covered fromfloor to ceiling with
hi er ogl yphi cs, etched into the stone. The fl oor wa
s cluttered with furniture and other objects. It |
ooked nore |i ke soneone's attic or a storeroomtha
n a tonb!

A tall, straight-backed throne caught ny eye. It h
ad a golden, radiating sun etched into the seat-ba
ck. Behind it, | saw chairs and benches, and a | on
g couch.

Agai nst the wall were stacked dozens of stone and
clay jars. Sonme were cracked and broken. But nmany
were in perfect condition.

A gol d nonkey head lay on its side in the mddle o
f the floor. Behind it, | saw several |arge chests

Uncl e Ben and one of the workers carefully pulled
back the lid of one of the chests. Their eyes grew
w de as they gaped inside.

"Jewel ry!" Uncle Ben declared. "It's filled with go
ld jewelry!"

Sari cane up beside ne, an excited grin on her face

"This is awesone!" | whi spered.

She nodded agreenent. "Awesone!"

We whi spered in the heavy silence. No one el se tal

ked. Everyone was too overwhel ned by the amazing s

i ght. The | oudest sound was the clicking of Nila's
carmer a.

Uncl e Ben stepped between Sari and ne and pl aced a
hand on our shoulders. "Isn't this unbelievabl e?"
he cried. "It's all in perfect condition. Untouch

ed for four thousand years."

When | glanced up at him | saw that he had tears

in his eyes. This is the greatest nonent of Uncle



Ben's life, | realized.

"We nust be very careful —" Uncle Ben started. Bu
t he stopped in mdsentence, and | saw his express
| on change.

As he guided Sari and nme across the room | saw wh
at he was staring at. A large stone nummy case, hi
dden in shadow, stood against the far wall.

"Oh, wow" | nurnmured as we stepped up to it.

Made of snooth, gray stone, the heavy lid had a | on
g crack down the center.

"I's the prince buried inside it?" Sari asked eagerl

It took Uncle Ben a nonent to reply. He stood betw

een us, his eyes | ocked on the ancient nmummy case.
"We' Il soon see,” he finally replied.

As he and the four workers struggled to nove the |

id, Nila |lowered her canera and stepped forward to
wat ch. Her green eyes stared intensely as the lid
slowy slid away.

| nside was a coffin in the shape of the nmumy. It

wasn't very long. And it was narrower than | thoug

ht it would be.

The workers slowy pried open the coffin's lid. |

gasped and grabbed Uncle Ben's hand as the nummy w

as reveal ed.

It | ooked so tiny and frail!

"Prince Khor-Ru," Uncle Ben nuttered, staring down

into the stone case.

The prince lay on his back, his slender arns cross

ed over his chest. Black tar had seeped through th

e bandages. The gauze had worn away fromthe head,
revealing the tar-covered skull.

As | |l eaned over the case, ny heart in ny throat,

the tar-blackened eyes seened to stare hel plessly

up at ne.

There's a real person inside there, | thought, fee

ling a chill run down ny spine. He's about ny size

. And he died. And they covered himwith hot tar a

nd cloth. And he's been Iying in this case for fou

r thousand years.

A real person. A royal prince.

| stared at the stained, cracked tar that covered



his face. At the gauzelike cloth, all frayed and y

ellowed. At the stiff body, so frail and small.

He was alive once, | thought. Did he ever dreamth

at four thousand years | ater, people would open hi

s coffin and stare at hin? Stare at his nmunm fi ed
body?

| took a step back to catch ny breath. It was too e

Xci ting.

| saw that Nila also had tears in her eyes. She re

sted both hands on the edge of the case and | eaned
over the prince's body, her eyes |ocked on the bl

ackened face.

"These may be the best-preserved remai ns ever foun

d," Uncle Ben said quietly. "OF course we will hav

e to do many tests to determ ne the young man's id

entity. But, judging fromeverything else in this

chanmber, | think it's safe to say . . ."

Hi s voice trailed off as we all heard sounds fromt
he outer chanber. Footsteps. Voices.

| spun around toward the doorway as four bl ack-uni

formed police officers burst into the room "Ckay.
Everybody take one step back," one of them ordere

d, lowering his hand to the gun holster at his sid

e.
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Startled cries filled the room Uncle Ben spun aro
und, his eyes wide with surprise. "Wat is happeni
ng?" he cri ed.

The four Cairo police officers, their features set
in hard frowns, noved quickly into the center of

t he room

"Be careful!"” Uncle Ben warned, standing in front

of the mummy case as if protecting it. "Do not nov

e anything. It is all terribly fragile."

He pulled off the hard hat. H s eyes went fromoffi

cer to officer. "What are you doing here?"

"I asked themto cone," a voice boonmed fromthe doo
rway.

Dr. Fielding entered, a pleased expression on his f



ace. His tiny eyes danced excitedly.

"Omr —I| don't understand,"” Uncle Ben said, taking
a few steps toward the other scientist,

"I thought it best to protect the contents of the
room" Dr. Fielding replied. He gazed quickly arou
nd the room taking in the treasures.

"Wonderful! This is wonderful!" he cried. He stepp

ed forward and shook ny uncle's hand ent husi astica
| 1y. "Congratul ati ons, everyone!" he booned. "This
i s al nost too nmuch to believe."

Uncl e Ben's expression softened. "I still do not u
nderstand the need for them" he said, notioning t

o the grimfaced officers. "No one in this roomis
about to steal anything."

"Certainly not," Dr. Fielding replied, still squee

zing Uncle Ben's hand. "Certainly not. But word w
|l soon get out, Ben. And | thought we should be p
repared to guard what we have found."

Uncl e Ben eyed the four officers suspiciously. But
t hen he shrugged his broad shoul ders. "Perhaps yo
uare right," he told Dr. Fielding. "Perhaps you a
re being smart."

"Just ignore them" Dr. Fielding replied. He slapp

ed ny uncle on the back. "I owe you an apol ogy, Be
n. I was wong to try to stop you before. As a sci

entist, | should have known better. We owed it to

the world to open this tonb. | hope you'll forgive
me. We have nmuch to celebrate —don't we!™

"I don't trust him" Uncle Ben confided that eveni
ng as we wal ked fromthe tent to dinner. "I don't

trust ny partner at all."

It was a clear night, surprisingly cool. The purpl

e sky was dotted with a mllion twinkling white st

ars. A steady breeze nade the palmtrees sway on t
he horizon. The big canpfire up ahead di pped and s
hifted with the w nd.

"I's Dr. Fielding comng with us to dinner?" Sari a

sked. She wore a pale green sweater, pulled down o

ver bl ack | eggings.

Uncl e Ben shook his head. "No, he hurried to phone
Cairo. | think he's eager to tell our backers the



good news."
"He seened really excited when he saw t he nmummy an
d everything," | said, glancing at the pyramd ris
ing darkly to the eveni ng sky.
"Yes, he did," ny uncle admtted. "He certainly ch
anged his mind in a hurry! But |I'm keeping ny eye
on him Orar would like nothing better than to tak
e over the project. I'"'mgoing to keep an eye on th
ose police officers of his, too."
"Daddy, this should be a happy night," Sari scol de
d. "Let's not talk about Dr. Fielding. Let's just
tal k about Prince Khor-Ru and how you're going to
be rich and fanous!"
Uncl e Ben | aughed. "It's a deal," he told her.
Nila waited for us by the canpfire. Uncle Ben had
invited her to join us for a barbecue. She wore a
white sweatshirt over loose-fitting jeans. Her anb
er pendant caught the light fromthe hal f-noon, ju
st rising over the tents.
She | ooked really pretty. She flashed Uncle Ben a
warmsmle as we cane near. | could tell by his fa
ce that he liked her.
"Sari, you're taller than Gabe, aren't you!"™ Nla c
onment ed.
Sari grinned. She |oved being taller than ne, even
though I"'ma little ol der.
"Less than an inch," | said quickly.
"People are definitely getting taller,” Nla said
to my uncle. "Prince Khor-Ru was so short. He'd be
a mdget today!"
"I't makes you wonder why such short people built s
uch tall pyramds," Uncle Ben said, grinning.
Nila smled and took his arm
Sari and | exchanged gl ances. | could see what Sar
I was thinking. Her expression said: What's up wt
h those two?
We had a great dinner. Uncle Ben burned the hanbur
ger rolls alittle. But no one really m nded.
Sari downed two hanburgers. | could only eat one.
That gave her sonething else to boast about.
| was really getting fed up with ny braggi ng cousi
n. I found nyself trying to think of a way to get



back at her.

Ni | a and Uncl e Ben ki dded around a | ot.

"That burial chanber | ooked Iike a novie set," Nil

a teased ny uncle. "It was all too perfect. Al th

at gold. And that perfect little mummy. It's all a

fake. That's what |I'mgoing to wite in ny articl

e."

Uncl e Ben | aughed. He turned to ne. "Did you check
out the nummy, Gabe? WAs this one wearing a wi st

wat ch?"

| shook ny head. "No wristwatch."

"See?" Uncle Ben told Nila. "No wistwatch. So it's
got to be real!"™

"I guess that proves it,"
at ny uncl e.

"Daddy, do you know the words to bring the nmummy t
olife?" Sari broke in. "You know. The words on th
e tonb that Dr. Fielding was tal ki ng about ?"

Uncl e Ben swall owed the last bite of his hanburger

. He wi ped the grease off his chin with a napkin.

"I can't believe that a serious scientist would be
| i eve such superstition,” he nurnured.

"But what are the six words to bring the nmummy to
life?" N |la demanded. "Cone on, Ben. Tell us."
Uncle Ben's smle faded. He shook his finger at N
la. "Ch, no!" he declared. "I don't trust you. If

| tell you the words, you'll bring the nmumy back
to life just to get a good photograph for your new
spaper!”

We all | aughed.

W were sitting around the canpfire, its orange |i
ght flickering over our faces. Uncle Ben set his p
| ate down on the ground and spread his hands over
the fire.

"Teki Kahru Teki Kahra Teki Khari!" he chanted in

a deep voice, waving his hands over the flanes.

The fire crackled. A twig nade a | oud poppi ng sound
t hat made ny heart skip a beat.

"Are those the secret words?" Sari denmanded.

Uncl e Ben nodded sol emmly. "Those are the words of
t he hi erogl yphs over the entrance to the tonb."
"So maybe the nmummy just sat up and stretched?" Sar

Nila said, smling warmy



| asked.

"I'd be very surprised,"” Uncle Ben replied, clinbi
ng to his feet. "You're forgetting, Sari —you hav

e to chant the words five tines."

"Oh." Sari stared thoughtfully into the fire.

| repeated the words in ny mnd. "Teki Kahru Teki
Kahra Teki Khari!" | needed to nenorize the words.
| had a plan to scare Sari.

"Where are you goi ng?" N |a asked ny uncle.

"To the communications tent," he replied. "I have

to make a phone call." He turned and nade his way

qui ckly over the sand toward the row of canvas ten

ts.

Nila et out a surprised laugh. "He didn't even say
goodni ght . "

"Daddy's always |ike that," Sari explained, "when h

e has sonething on his mnd."

"Quess |'d better go, too," Nla said, clinbing to
her feet and brushing sand off her jeans. "I'mgo
ing to start witing ny story for the paper.”

She sai d good night and wal ked qui ckly away, her s

andal s maki ng a sl appi ng sound agai nst the sand.
Sari and | sat staring into the crackling fire. Th

e half-nmoon had floated high in the sky. Its pale
|ight reflected off the top of the pyramd in the

di st ance.

"Nilais right," I told Sari. "It really did | ook |
i ke a novie set in there."

Sari didn't reply. She stared into the fire wthou

t blinking, thinking hard. Sonmething in the fire p

opped agai n. The sound seened to snap her out of h

er thoughts.

"Do you think Nila |Iikes Daddy?" she asked ne, her
dark eyes | ocking on m ne.

"Yeah, | guess," | replied. "She's always giving h
imthis smle." | imtated Nila's smle. "And she'
s always kind of teasing him"

Sari thought about ny reply. "And do you think Dadd

y |ikes her?"

| grinned. "For sure." | stood up. | was eager to
get back to the tent. | wanted to scare Sari.

We wal ked toward the tents in silence. | guessed t



hat Sari was still thinking about her dad and N | a

The night air was cool, but it was warmi nside the
tent. Moonlight filtered through the canvas. Sari
pul l ed her trunk out from under her cot and got d

own on her knees to search through her clothes,

"Sari," | whispered. "Dare ne to recite the ancient
words five tinmes?"

"Huh?" She gazed up fromthe trunk.

"I"'mgoing to chant the words five tines," | told h
er. "You know. See if anything happens."”
| expected her to beg ne not to. | expected her to

get scared and plead: "Please, Gabe —don't do it

l Don't! It's too dangerous!”

But, instead, Sari turned back to her clothes trunk
. "Hey. Gve it atry," she told ne.

"You sure?" | asked her.

"Yeah. VWhy not?" she replied, pulling out a pair of
deni m cut of f s.

| stared across the tent at her. Was that fear | s
aw i n her eyes? Was she just pretending to be so c
asual about it?
Yes. | think Sari was a little scared. And trying h
ard not to showit.

| took a few steps closer and chanted the anci ent
words, in the sane | ow voice Uncle Ben had used: "
Teki Kahru Teki Kahra Teki Khari!"

Sari dropped the jeans and turned to watch ne.

| repeated the chant a second tine: "Teki Kahru Tek
| Kahra Teki Khari!"
Athird tine.
A fourth tine.

| hesitated. | felt a cold breeze tingle the back o
f nmy neck.
Should I chant the words again? Should | go for num
ber five?
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| stared down at Sari .
She had closed the trunk |id and was [ eaning on it



tensely, staring back at ne. | could see that she
was frightened. She chewed her bottom i p.
Should I chant the words for a fifth tinme?
| felt another chill at the back of ny neck.
It's just superstition, | told nyself. Four-thousan
d-year-ol d superstition.
There's no way that noldy, old munmified prince is
going to cone back to life just because | recite
six words | don't even know the neani ng of!
No way.
| suddenly thought of all the old novies | had ren
ted about numm es in ancient Egypt. In the novies,
the scientists always ignored ancient curses warn
ing themnot to disturb the nmunm es' tonbs. Then t
he mumm es always cane to life to get their reveng
e. They staggered around, grabbed the scientists b
y the throat, and strangl ed them

Dunb novies. But | |oved them

Now, staring down at Sari, | saw that she was reall

y scar ed.

| took a deep breath. | suddenly realized that | fe
|t scared, too.

But it was too late. | had gone too far. | couldn't
chi cken out now.

"Teki Kahru Teki Kahra Teki Khari!" | shouted. The

fifth tine.

| froze —and waited. | don't know what | expected.

A flash of |ightning, maybe.
Sari clinbed to her feet. She tugged at a strand of
dark hair.
"Admit it. You're totally freaked," | said, unable
to keep a grin from spreadi ng across ny face.
"No way!" she insisted. "Go ahead, Gabe. Chant the
words again. Chant thema hundred tinmes! You're n
ot going to scare ne! No way!"
But we both gasped when we suddenly saw a dark shad
ow roll over the tent wall.
And ny heart conpletely stopped when a hoarse voic
e whispered into the tent: "Are you in there?"
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My legs trenbled as | stunbl ed back, closer to Sari

| coul d see her eyes go wde with surprise —and fe
ar.

The shadow noved qui ckly toward the tent opening.
W had no tine to scream No tinme to call for help.

Gaping into the darkness, | saw the flap pull open
—and a snooth head poked into the tent.
"Ohhh." | let out a terrified npan as the dark figu

re slunped toward us.

The mummy is alive!l The horrifying thought swept t
hrough ny mnd as | backed away. The nmummy is aliv
e!

"Dr. Fielding!" Sari cried.

"Huh?" | squinted to see better.

Yes. It was Dr. Fielding.

| struggled to say hello. But ny heart was poundin
g so hard, | couldn't speak. | took a |ong, deep b
reath and held it.

"I'"' ml|ooking for your father," Dr. Fielding told S
ari. "I nust see himat once. It's extrenely urgen
£

"He —he's making a phone call,"” Sari replied in a
shaky voi ce.

Dr. Fielding spun around and ducked out of the tent
. The flap snapped shut behind him

| turned to Sari, ny heart still pounding. "He sca
red nme to death!" | confessed. "I thought he was i

n Cairo. Wien he poked that skinny, bald head into
the tent . . ."

Sari |laughed. "He really | ooks |like a nmumy —does

n't he?" Her smle faded. "I wonder why he's in su
ch a hurry to see Daddy."

"Let's follow him" | urged. The idea just popped i
nto ny head.

"Yes! Let's go!"™ | hadn't expected Sari to agree s
0 quickly. But she was already pushing open the te
nt flap.

| followed her out of the tent. The ni ght had grow
n cooler. A steady wind nade all of the tents appe



ar to shiver.

"Whi ch way did he go?" | whispered.

Sari pointed. "I think that's the comrunications t

ent at the end." She started jogging across the sa
nd.

As we ran, the w nd bl ew sand agai nst our |egs. |
heard nusic and voices fromone of the tents. The

wor kers were cel ebrating the day's discovery.

The nmoon cast a strip of light |ike a carpet along
our path. Up ahead, | could see Dr. Fielding' s |la
nky body, |eaning forward, |urching awkwardly towa
rd the last tent.

He di sappeared around the side of it. Sari and | s

topped a few tents away. We ducked out of the noon
| ight, into deep shadows where we woul dn't be seen.
| could hear Dr. Fielding's boom ng voice fromthe
conmuni cations tent. He was tal king rapidly, exci

tedly.

"What is he saying?" Sari whispered.

| couldn't nmake out the words.

A few seconds later, two figures energed fromthe

tent. Carrying bright flashlights, they crossed th

e strip of yellow noonlight, then noved quickly in

t o shadow.

Dr. Fielding appeared to be pulling Uncle Ben, pull
ing himtoward the pyram d.

"What ' s goi ng on?" Sari whi spered, grabbing ny sle

eve. "Is he forcing Daddy to go with hinf"

The wind swrled the sand around us. | shivered.

The two nmen were talking at the sane tine, shoutin

g and gesturing with their flashlights. They're ar

gui ng about sonething, | realized.

Dr. Fielding had a hand on Uncle Ben's shoulder. W

as he shoving Uncle Ben toward the pyram d? O was
Uncl e Ben actually | eading the way?

It was inpossible to tell.

"Let's go," | whispered to Sari.

We stepped away fromthe tent and started to follo

w them W wal ked sl owy, keeping themin view, bu

t being careful not to get too close.

"I'f they turn back, they'll see us," Sari whispere

d, huddling close to ne as we crept over the sand.



She was right. There were no trees or bushes to hid
e behind here in the open desert.

"Maybe they won't turn back," | replied hopefully.
We crept closer. The pyramd rose up darkly in fron
t of us.

W saw Dr. Fielding and Uncle Ben stop at the open
ing in the side. | could hear their excited voices
, but the wind carried away their words. They stil

| seened to be arqguing.

Uncl e Ben di sappeared into the pyramd first. Dr. F
i elding went in right behind him

"Did he shove Daddy in?" Sari demanded in a shrill

, frightened voice. "It |ooked |ike he pushed him

| nsi de! "

"I —I don't know," | stanmered.

We nmade our way closer to the entrance. Then we bo
th stopped and stared into the darkness.

| knew we were both thinking the sane thing. | kne
w we both had the sane question on our |ips:

Should we follow themin?
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Sari and | exchanged gl ances.

The pyram d seened so nmuch bigger at night, so nuc
h darker. The gusting wind how ed around its walls
, as if warning us to stay back.

We crept behind a pile of stones |left by the worke
rs. "Let's wait out here for Daddy to conme out," S
ari suggest ed.

| didn't argue with her. W had no flashlights, no
| ight of any kind. | didn't think we'd get very f
ar wandering the dark tunnels by oursel ves.

| pressed up against the snboth stones and stared
at the pyram d opening. Sari gazed up at the half-
nmoon. Thin wi sps of cloud floated over it. The gro
und darkened in front of us.

"You don't think Daddy is in any kind of trouble,
do you?" Sari asked. "I nean, he told us he didn't
trust Dr. Fielding. And then —"

"I"'msure Uncle Ben is okay," | told her. "I nean,



Dr. Fielding is a scientist. He's not a crim nal
or anything."
"But why did he force Daddy into the pyramd in th
e mddle of the night?" Sari asked shrilly. "And w
hat were they arguing about ?"
| shrugged in reply. | didn't renenber ever seeing
Sari so frightened. Normally, | would have enjoye
dit. She always bragged about how brave and fearl
ess she was —especially conpared to ne.
But there was no way | could enjoy this. Mainly bec
ause | was just as scared as she was!
It did look as if the two scientists were fighting
And it did ook as if Dr. Fielding pushed Uncle
Ben down into the pyram d.
Sari crossed her arns over her sweater again and n
arrowed her eyes at the opening. The wind fluttere
d her hair, blow ng strands across her forehead. B
ut she nade no attenpt to brush them away.
"What could be so inportant?" she denanded. "Wy d
id they have to go into the pyramd now? Do you th
I nk sonmet hing was stolen? Aren't those police offi
cers from Cairo down there guardi ng the place?"

"I saw the four policenen |leave," | told her. "The
y piled into their little car and drove away, j ust
before dinner. | don't know why. Maybe they were

called back to the city."

"I —I'"mjust so confused," Sari admitted. "And wo

rried. | didn't like the ook on Dr. Fielding's fa

ce. | didn't like the way he was so rude, just bur

sting into the tent like that. Scaring us to death
Not even saying hi."

"Cal mdown, Sari," | said softly. "Let's just wait.
Everything will be okay."

She et out a sigh, but didn't say anything in repl

y.
W waited in silence. | don't know how much tinme we
nt by. It seened |ike hours and hours.

The slivers of cloud drifted away fromthe nmoon. T
he wi nd continued to how eerily around the side o
f the pyram d.

"Where are they? What are they doing in there?" Sar
| demanded.



| started to reply —but stopped when | saw a flick

er of light at the pyram d openi ng.

| grabbed Sari's arm "Look —!" | whispered.

The light grew brighter. A figure energed, pulling

hi msel f out qui ckly.

Dr. Fiel ding.

As he stepped into the noonlight, | caught the str

ange expression on his face. Hs tiny black eyes w

ere wde and seened to be rolling around crazily i

n his head. H's eyebrows twtched. H's nouth was t

w sted open. He seened to be breathing hard.

Dr. Fielding brushed hinself off with his hands an

d began wal king away fromthe pyram d. He was half

-wal ki ng, hal f-staggering, taking |long, quick stri

des wth his lanky | egs.

"But —where's Daddy?" Sari whi sper ed.

Leani ng out fromthe rocks, | could see the pyram

d opening clearly. No light flickered. No sign of

Uncl e Ben.

"He —he isn't comng out!" Sari stammered.

And before |I could react, Sari |eaped out from our
hi di ng pl ace behind the stones —and stepped into
Dr. Fielding' s path.

"Dr. Fielding," she cried |oudly, "where is ny dad?

| pushed nyself away fromthe stones and hurried a

fter Sari. | could see Dr. Fielding's eyes spinnin

g wldly. He didn't answer her questi on.

"Where is ny dad?" Sari repeated shrilly.

Dr. Fielding acted as if he didn't see Sari. He st

epped past her, walking stiffly, awkwardly, his ar

nme strai ght down.

"Dr. Fielding —?" Sari called after him

He hurried through the darkness toward the row of t

ent s.

Sari turned back to ne, her features tight with fe

ar. "He's done sonething to Daddy!" she cried. "I

know he has!"
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| turned back to the pyram d opening. Still dark an

d silent.

The only sound now was the howing of the wind arou

nd the stone pyramd wall.

"Dr. Fielding totally ignored ne!" Sari cried, her
face revealing her anger. "He storned past ne as

if I weren't here!"

"I —1 know," | stamered weakly.

"And did you see the | ook on his face?" she denmande
d. "So evil. So totally evil!™

"Sari —" | started. "Maybe —"

"Gabe, we have to go find Daddy!" Sari interrupted
She grabbed ny armand started pulling ne to the

pyram d opening. "Hurry!"

"No, Sari, wait!" | insisted, tugging out of her ¢
rasp. "We can't go stunbling around the pyramd in
the dark. We'll just get lost. We'll never find U
ncl e Ben!"

"We'll go back to the tent and get lights," she rep
lied. "Quick, Gabe —"

| raised a hand to stop her. "Wait here, Sari," |

i nstructed. "Watch for your dad. Chances are, he'l
| be clinmbing out in a few nonents. 1'll run and g

et sone flashlights."

Staring at the dark opening, she started to argue.
But then she changed her mind and agreed to ny pl

an.

My heart pounding, | ran all the way back to the t

ent. | stopped at the tent opening, and gazed down
the row of tents, searching for Dr. Fielding.

No sign of him

In the tent, | grabbed up two flashlights. Then |

went hurtling back to the pyram d. Pl ease, | begge

d silently as | ran. Please be out of the pyramd,
Uncl e Ben. Pl ease be safe.

But as | frantically nmade ny way over the sand, |

could see Sari standing by herself. Even from a di

stance, | could see her frightened expression as s
he paced tensely back and forth in front of the py
ram d openi ng.

Uncl e Ben, where are you? | wondered. Why haven't

you cone out of the pyram d? Are you okay?



Sari and | didn't say a word. There was no need.
We clicked on the flashlights, then nade our way i
nto the pyram d opening. It seenmed nuch steeper th

an | renenbered. | nearly lost ny balance, |owerin
g nyself to the tunnel fl oor.

Qur lights crisscrossed over the dirt floor. | rai
sed mne to the low ceiling. Keeping the light hig
h, I led the way through the curving tunnel.
Creeping along slowy, | trailed one hand agai nst

the wall to steady nyself. The wall felt soft and
crunbly. Sari kept on ny heels, her bright beam of
| i ght playing over the floor in front of our feet.
She stopped suddenly as the tunnel curved into a s
mal I, enpty chanber. "How do we know we're going i
n the right direction?" she asked, her voice a qui

veri ng whi sper.

| shrugged, breathing hard. "I thought you knew you
r way," | rmurnured.

"I'"ve only been down here wth Daddy," she replied
, her eyes over ny shoul ders, searching the enpty
chanber.

"We' Il keep going until we find him" | told her, f
orcing nyself to sound braver than | felt.

She stepped in front of nme, shining the |ight over
t he chanmber walls. "Daddy!" she shouted. "Daddy?
Can you hear ne?"

Her voi ce echoed down the tunnel. Even the echo sou
nded fri ght ened.

We froze in place and listened for a reply.

Si | ence.

"Conme on," | urged. | had to |ower ny head to step
i nto the next narrow tunnel.

Where did it |ead? Were we heading toward Prince K
hor-Ru's tonb? Is that where we would find Uncle B
en?

Questions, questions. | tried to stop themfrom co
mng. But they filled ny m nd, pestering ne, repea

ting, echoing in ny head, as we followed the tunne
| 's curves.

"Daddy? Daddy —where are you?" Sari's cries becam
e nore frantic as we noved deeper and deeper into

t he pyram d.



The tunnel curved up steeply, then leveled off. Sa
ri suddenly stopped. Startled, | bunped into her h
ard, nearly making her drop her flashlight. "Sorry
," | whi sper ed.

"Gabe, look —!" she cried, pointing her beam of |
i ght just ahead of her sneakers. "Footprints!"

| lowered ny eyes to the snmall circle of light. |
could see a set of bootprints in the dirt. A heel
and spi key bunps. "Wrk boots," | nuttered.

She circled the floor with the light. There were s
everal different prints in the dirt, heading in th
e sane direction we were.

"Does this nean we're going the right way?" she ask
ed.

"Maybe," | replied, studying the prints. "It's har
d totell whether these are new or old."

"Daddy?" Sari shouted eagerly. "Can you hear nme?"
No reply.

She frowned and notioned for ne to foll ow. Seeing
the many sets of prints gave us new hope, and we m
oved faster, trailing our hands along the wall to
st eady ourselves as we nade our way.

We both cried out happily when we realized we had
reached the outer chanber to the tonb. Qur lights
pl ayed over the ancient hieroglyphs that covered t
he wal |l and the doorway.

"Daddy? Daddy?" Sari's voice cut through the heavy
si |l ence.

We darted through the enpty chanber, then slipped
t hrough the opening that led to the tonb. The prin
ce's burial chanber stretched out in front of us,
dark and silent.

"Daddy? Daddy?" Sari tried again.

| shouted, too. "Uncle Ben? Are you here?"

Si | ence.

| swept ny light over the roomis clutter of treasu
res, over the heavy chests, the chairs, the clay |
ars piled in the corner.

"He isn't here," Sari choked out wth a di sappointe
d sob.

"Then where did Dr. Fielding bring Uncle Ben?" | a
sked, thinking out |loud. "There's nowhere else in



the pyramd that they m ght cone."”

Sari's light cane to rest on the |large stone numy
case. Her eyes narrowed as she studied it.

"Uncle Ben!" | shouted frantically. "Are you in her
e sonmewhere?"

Sari grabbed ny arm "Gabe —I ook!" she cried. Her

| i ght remai ned on the nummy case.

| couldn't figure out what she was trying to show m
e. "What about it?" | demanded.

"The lid," Sari murnured.

| gazed at the |id. The heavy stone slab covered th
e case tightly.

"The lid is closed,” Sari continued, stepping away
fromnme and toward the nummy case. Her |ight rena
i ned on the |id.

"Yeah. So?" | still didn't understand.

"When we all left this afternoon,” Sari expl ai ned,
"the lid was open. In fact, | renenber Daddy tell
ing the workers to leave the Iid open for tonight."

"You're right!" | cried.

"Hel p ne, Gabe," Sari pleaded, setting her flashli
ght down at her feet. "W have to open the nummy c
ase. "

| hesitated for a second, feeling a wave of cold f
ear run down ny body. Then | took a deep breath an
d noved to help Sari.

She was al ready pushing the stone |id with both ha
nds. | stepped up beside her and pushed, too. Push
ed with all ny m ght.

The stone slab slid nore easily than |'d guessed.
Wor ki ng together, Sari and | strained agai nst the |
id, pushing . . . pushing.

W noved it about a foot.

Then we both | owered our heads to peer into the nmum
my's case —and gasped in horror.
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"Daddy!" Sari shrieked.

Uncle Ben lay on his back, knees raised, hands at
his sides, his eyes shut. Sari and | shoved the he



avy stone |id open another foot.

"I's he —? Is he —?" Sari stanmmered.

| pressed ny hand on his chest. H's heart was thum
ping with a steady beat. "He's breathing," | told
her .

| | eaned into the nmunmmy case. "Uncle Ben? Can you h
ear ne? Uncl e Ben?"

He didn't nove.

| lifted his hand and squeezed it. It felt warm bu

t linp. "Uncle Ben? Wake up!" | shout ed.

H s eyes didn't open. | |owered the hand back to t
he bottom of the nmumry case. "He's out cold,” | nu
rmur ed.

Sari stood behind ne, both hands pressed agai nst h
er cheeks. She stared down at Uncle Ben, her eyes

wde with fear. "I —I don't believe this!" she cr
led in atiny voice. "Dr. Fielding |eft Daddy here
to snother! If we hadn't cone along . . ." Her vo

ice trailed off.

Uncle Ben I et out a | ow groan.
Sari and | stared down at him hopefully. But he did
n't open his eyes.

"We have to call the police," |I told Sari. "W have
to tell them about Dr. Fielding."
"But we can't just |eave Daddy here,

Sari replied.

| started to reply —but a frightening thought bur

st intonmy mind. | felt a shudder of fear roll dow
n ny body. "Sari?" | started. "If Uncle Ben is lyi
ng in the nummy case . . . then where is the nmumy
?II

Her nout h dropped open. She stared back at nme in st
unned sil ence.

And then we both heard the footsteps.

Sl ow, scraping footsteps.

And saw the nmummy stagger stiffly into the room
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| opened ny nouth to scream —but no sound cane out



The mumy lurched stiffly through the chanber door

way. He stared straight ahead with his vacant, tar
ry eyes. Under the ancient |layers of tar, the skul
| grinned at us.

Scrape. Scrape.

His feet dragged over the dirt floor, trailing shr
eds of decaying gauze. Slowy, he raised his arns,
making a terrifying cracking sound.

Scrape. Scrape.

My throat tightened in terror. My entire body began
to trenble.

| backed away fromthe nmummy case. Sari stood froz
en with her hands pressed agai nst her cheeks. | gr
abbed her armand pulled her back with ne. "Sari —
get back! Get back!" | whispered.

She stared in terror at the approaching munmmy. | c
ouldn't tell if she heard nme or not. | tugged her
back further.

Qur backs hit the chanber wall.

The mummy scraped closer. Closer. Staring at us th
rough its vacant, bl ackened eye sockets, he reache

d for us with his yellowed, tar-encrusted hands.

Sari let out a shrill shriek.
"Run!" | screaned. "Sari —run!"
But our backs were pressed against the wall. The nu

my bl ocked our path to the doorway.

Moving stiffly, awkwardly, the ancient corpse dragg

ed itself closer.

"This is all ny fault!" | declared in a trenbling

voice. "l said the words five tines. | brought him
back to life!"

"Wh- what can we do?" Sari cried in a hushed whi sper

| didn't have an answer. "Uncle Ben!" | shrieked de

sperately. "Uncle Ben —help us!"

But the nmummy case remained silent. Even ny frantic
screans could not awaken ny uncl e.

Sari and | edged along the chanber wall, our eyes

| ocked on the approaching nmummy. Its bandaged feet
scraped over the floor, sending up dark clouds of
dust as it noved heavily toward us.

A sour snell rose over the room The snell of a fou



r-t housand-year-old corpse conmng to life.

| pressed ny back against the cold stone of the ch

anber wall, ny mnd racing. The nummy stopped at t

he mummy case, turned stiffly, and continued |urch

i ng toward us.

"Hey —!" | cried out as an idea burst into ny mnd

My little nummy hand. The Summoner.

Why hadn't | thought of it before? It had saved us
| ast summer by raising a group of ancient numm es
fromthe dead.

Could it also summon themto stop? Could it make th

em di e agai n?

If | raised the little mumy hand up to Prince Kho

r-Ru, would it stop himlong enough for Sari and m

e to escape?

He was only seconds away from grabbi ng us.

It was worth a try.

| reached into ny back jeans pocket for the nummy h

and.

|t was gone.
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"No!" | uttered a surprised cry and frantically gra
bbed at ny ot her pockets.

No nmummy hand.

"Gabe —what's wrong?" Sari denanded.

"The mumry hand —it's gone!" | told her, ny voice
choked wi th panic.

Scrape. Scrape.

The foul odor grew stronger as the ancient numy dr
agged nearer.

| was desperate to find ny nummy hand. But | knew
there was no tine to think about it now "W've go
t to nake a run for it," | told Sari. "The nmumy i
s slow and stiff. If we can get past him. . ."
"But what about Daddy?" she cried. "W can't just |
eave him here."

"We have to," | told her. "W'l|l get help. We'll co
me back for him™



The mummy nade a brittle cracking sound as it step
ped forward. The sound of an ancient bone breaking

But it continued toward us, noving stiffly but stea
dily, its arns outstretched.

"Sari —run —now " | screaned.

| gave her a hard shove to get her going.

The roomblurred as | forced nyself to nove.

The mummy nade anot her | oud, cracking sound. It le
aned its body forward, and reached out as we dodge
d around it.

| tried to duck under the nummy's outstretched han
d. But | felt the scrape of its ancient fingers ag
ai nst the back of ny neck —cold fingers, hard as

a statue.

| knew it was a touch | would never forget.

My neck tingled. I |owered ny head fromhis grasp —
and pl unged forward.

Sari let out |ow sobs as she ran. My heart raced a
S| hurried to catch up to her. | forced nyself to
run, but ny legs felt so heavy, as if they were m
ade of solid stone.

W were nearly to the doorway when we saw a fli cker
ing |ight.

Sari and | both cried out and skidded to a stop as
a beamof |ight swept into the room Behind the |
ight, a figure stepped into the doorway.

Shi el ding ny eyes fromthe sudden brightness, | squ
I nted hard, eager to see who it was.

"Nilal" | cried as she raised the flashlight beam

to the ceiling. "Nila —help us!" | choked out.
"He's cone alive!" Sari shouted to her. "Nila —he
‘s cone alive!" She pointed back toward the nmummy.
"Hel p us!" | screaned.

Nila's green eyes widened in surprise. "Wat can |
do?" she asked. And then her expression changed q
uickly to anger. "What can | do about you two kids

? You shouldn't be here. You're going to ruin ever

yt hi ng!"

"Huh?" | cried out in surprise.

Nila stepped into the room She raised her right ha
nd.



In the dimlight, | struggled to nake out what she
was hol di ng up.

My little nunmy hand!

She raised it toward the nmumry. "Cone to nme, ny bro
ther!" N la called.
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"How did you get ny nummy hand? \What are you doi ng?
" | demanded.

Nila ignored ny questions. She held the flashli ght

i n one hand. She gripped the little hand in the o
ther, holding it up toward the approachi ng nunmy.
"Cone here, ny brother!" she called, waving the ha
nd, sumoning the nmummy. "It is |, Princess Nlal"
Its | egs cracking, its brittle bones breaking insi
de the gauze w appi ngs, the nmummy obediently dragg
ed itself forward.
"Nila —stop it! What are you doi ng?" Sari shrieked

But Nila continued to ignore us. "It is |, your si
ster!" she called to the nummy. A triunphant smle
crossed her pretty face. Her green eyes sparkled

| i ke flashing eneralds in the darting |ight.

"I have waited so long for this day," Nla told th
e munmy. "I have waited so many centuries, ny brot
her, hoping that soneday soneone woul d uncover you
r tonb and we could be reunited.™

Nila's face glowed with excitenent. The little nmum

my hand trenbled in her hand. "I have brought you

back to life, my brother!" she called to the nmunmmy
"I have waited for centuries. But it wll all be

worth it. You and | wll share all this treasure.

And wth our powers, we shall rule Egypt together
—as we did four thousand years ago!"

She | owered her eyes to ne. "Thank you, Gabe!" she
cried. "Thank you for The Summoner! As soon as |

saw it, | knew |l had to have it. | knew it could b
ring ny brother back to ne! The ancient words were
n't enough. | needed The Summoner, too!"

"Ave it back!" | demanded, reaching out for it. "I



t's mne, NNla. Gve it back."

A cruel | augh escaped her throat. "You won't be nee

ding it, Gabe," she said softly.

She waved the hand at the numry. "Destroy them ny
brother!" she ordered. "Destroy them now There c

an be no w tnesses!"”

"Nooo!" Sari shrieked. She and | both dove to the

doorway. But N la noved quickly to bl ock our path.

| shoved ny shoul der agai nst her, trying to push h

er away like a football lineman. But N la held her
ground with surprising strength.
"Nila —let us go!" Sari demanded, breathing hard.

Nila sm|ed and shook her head. "No w tnesses," she
mur mur ed.

"Nila —we just want to get Daddy out of here. You
can do what you want!" Sari insisted desperately.
Nila ignored her and rai sed her eyes to the nmummy.
"Destroy them both!" she called. "They cannot | ea

ve this tonb alive!"

Sari and | spun around to see the nmumry | unberi ng

toward us. Its blackened skull glowed in the dim!|
ight. It trailed long strips of yell owed gauze acr

oss the dirt floor as it dragged itself closer.

Cl oser.

| turned back to the door. N |la blocked the way. M

y eyes darted frantically around the chanber.

No way to escape.

No escape.

The mummy |urched toward Sari and ne.

And reached out its cold, cold hands to obey Nila's
cruel command.
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Sari and | darted toward the door. But Nila bl ocked
our escape.

|ts vacant eyes gazing blindly at us, its jaw froz
en in a hideous skeletal grin, the numry hurtled t
owar d us.

Rai sed its arns stiffly.

Stretched out its hands.



Dove at us with a final, desperate |urch.

And to ny shock, reached past Sari and ne —and wr

apped its tarred hands around Nila's throat.

Her nouth opened in a choked cry of protest.

The mummy tilted back its head as it gripped her.
Its tarred |ips noved, and a dry cough cut through
the air. And then the whi spered words, dry as dea

th, escaped the nummy's throat:

"Let me . . . rest in peace!”

Nila uttered a choked cry.

The mummy tightened its fierce grip on her throat.
| spun around and grabbed its arm "Let her go!" |
screaned.

A dry wheeze erupted fromthe blackened skull. Its
hands tightened around Ni | a, bendi ng her back, be
ndi ng her toward the floor.

Nila's eyes shut in defeat. Her hands flew up help
| essly. The flashlight and the mummy hand fell to
the floor.

| grabbed ny little nummy hand and shoved it into

j eans pocket. "Let go! Let go! Let go!" | shrie
ked. | leaped on to the nmummy's back and tried to
pull its hands from N la's throat.

It let out a defiant roar, a harsh whi sper of anger

Then it heaved itself up straight and struggled to

toss ne off its shoul ders.

| gasped, startled by the numy's surprising streng
t h.

As | started to slide off the mummy's bandaged bac

k, | reached out ny hand, grabbing desperately, gr

abbing air, trying not to fall.

My hand grabbed onto Nila's anber pendant.

"Hey —!" | cried out as the munmmy gave a hard toss

| tunbl ed off.

The pendant tore off its chain. It fell fromny han
d, crashed to the floor —and shattered.
"Noooooooooo!"™ Nila's horrified wail shook the wall

S.
The mummy froze.
Nila spun out of the nmummy's grasp. Backed away. H



er eyes wide with terror. "My life! My lifel" she

shri eked.

She bent and struggled to pick up shards of anber

fromthe floor. But the pendant had shattered into
a hundred tiny pieces.

"My life!™ Nila wailed, staring at the snooth piec
es in her palm She raised her eyes to Sari and ne
. "I lived inside the pendant!" she cried. "At nig
ht, | crept inside. It kept ne alive for over four
t housand years! And now. . . now . . . ohhhhh .

As her voice trailed off, N la began to shrink.
Her head, her arns, her entire body grew tinier

. . tinier . . . until she disappeared into her cl

ot hes.

And a few seconds |later, as Sari and | gaped down

i n horror and shock, a black scarab crawl ed out fr

om under the sweatshirt and jeans. The scarab nove

d unsteadily at first. Then it quickly scuttled aw

ay over the dirt floor, disappearing into the dark
ness.

"That —that beetle —" Sari stammered. "Is it Nla
t)ll

| nodded. "I guess," | said, staring down at Nila's
crunpl ed cl ot hes.

"Do you think she was really an ancient Egyptian p
rincess? Prince Khor-Ru's sister?" Sari nurnured.
"I't's all so weird," | replied. | was thinking har
d, trying to piece it all together, trying to nake
sense of what Nila had said.

"She nmust have returned to her scarab formevery n
ight,” | told Sari, thinking out |oud. "She craw e
d into the anber and slept inside it. It kept her
alive —until "

"Until you smashed the anber pendant," Sari whi sper
ed.
"Yes." | nodded. "It was an accident —" | started.

But | choked on ny words as | felt a cold hand cl os
e on ny shoul der.
And knew that the nmunmmy had grabbed nme from behi nd.
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The hand rested on ny shoulder. The cold seeped thr

ough nmy T-shirt. "Let go!" | screaned.

| spun around —and ny heart skipped a beat. "Uncle
Ben!" | cried.

"Daddy!" Sari |eaped forward and threw her arns aro
und him "Daddy —you' re okay!"

He pulled his hand off ny shoul der and rubbed the
back of his head. He blinked his eyes uncertainly

and shook his head, still alittle dazed.

Behind him | saw the nummy standi ng hunched over,

frozen. Lifeless once again.

"Whew. I'mstill groggy," Uncle Ben said, sweeping
a hand back through his thick, black hair. "Wat

a close call.™

"It's all ny fault,”" | admtted. "I repeated the w

ords five tinmes, Uncle Ben. | didn't nmean to bring
the mummy back to life, but —"

A smle crossed ny uncle's face. He lowered his ar
m around ny shoulders. "You didn't do it, Gabe," h

e said softly. "Nila got there first."

He sighed. "I didn't believe in the power of the c
hant," he said softly. "But | do now N la stole vy

our nmummy hand and chanted the ancient words. She
used The Summoner to bring the nummy to life. Dr.
Fielding and | were both suspicious of her.”

"You were?" | cried, surprised. "But | thought —"
"I becane suspicious of Nila at dinner," Uncle Ben
expl ai ned. " Renenber? She asked ne what were the
six ancient words to bring the dead to |ife? Wll,
| had never revealed that there were six. So | wo

ndered how Nila knew there were six words."

Uncl e Ben put an arm around Sari's shoul ders, too,
and led us to the wall. Then he | eaned his back a
gai nst the wall, rubbing the back of his head.
"That's why | hurried to the communications tent r
i ght after dinner," Uncle Ben continued. "I phoned
the Cairo Sun. They had never heard of Nila at th
e newspaper. So | knew she was a fake."



"But we saw Dr. Fielding pull you fromthe tent,"
Sari broke in. "We saw himforce you into the pyra
md, and —"
Uncl e Ben chuckled. "You two aren't very good spie
s," he scolded. "Dr. Fielding didn't force ne to d
o anything. He had spotted Nila sneaking into the
pyram d. So he found ne at the communi cati ons tent
. And the two of us hurried to the pyramd to see
what Nila was up to.
"We got there too late,"” Uncle Ben continued. "She
had al ready brought the mummy to life. Dr. Fieldi
ng and | tried to stop her. She hit ne over the he
ad wwth her flashlight. She dragged ne to the nmumm

y case. | guess she stuffed ne inside."
He rubbed his head. "That's all | renenber. Until
now. Until | awoke and saw Nila turn into a scarab

"W saw Dr. Fielding hurry out of the pyramd," Sa
ri reported. "He wal ked right past ne. He had the

wei rdest | ook on his face, and —"

She stopped and her nouth dropped open. W all hear

d the sounds at the sane tine.

The scraping of feet on the floor outside the buria
| chanber.

My heart junped to nmy throat. | grabbed Uncle Ben's
arm

The footsteps dragged cl oser.

More munmi es.

More munm es brought to life, staggering toward the
prince's tonb.
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| reached into ny jeans pocket for ny little numy
hand. Pressing ny back against the wall, | raised
nmy eyes to the chanber doorway —and wait ed.

Waited for the mumm es to appear.

But to ny surprise, Dr. Fielding burst into the ro

om followed by four dark-uniformed police officer

s, hands at their gun hol sters.

"Ben —are you okay?" Dr. Fielding called to ny unc



le. "Where is the young wonman?"

"She . . . escaped,"” Uncle Ben told him

How coul d he explain that she had turned into a bug

"

The police explored the chanber warily. Their eyes
cane to rest on the mummy, frozen in place near t
he doorway.

"' mso glad you're okay, Ben," Dr. Fielding said,
pl acing a hand warmy on Uncle Ben's shoul der. Th

en he turned to Sari. "I'mafraid | owe you an apo
| ogy, Sari," he said, frowning. "Wien | ran out of
here, | nust have been in shock. | renenber seein

g you outside the pyramd. But | don't renmenber sa
ying anything to you."

"That's okay," Sari replied quietly.

"I"'mreally sorry if | frightened you," Dr. Fieldi
ng told her. "Your dad had been knocked unconsci ou

s by that crazy young woman. And all | could think
about was calling the police as fast as possible."
"Well, the excitenent is over," Uncle Ben said, sm

ling. "Let's all get out of here."

W started toward the doorway, but a police office
r interrupted. "Could I just ask one question?" he
asked, staring at the upright nmumy in the center
of the floor. "Did that mummy wal k?"

"OF course not!" Uncle Ben replied quickly, a grin
spreadi ng over his face. "If it could walk, what

would it be doing in this dunp?"

Well, once again, | turned out to be the hero of t
he day. And, of course, later in the tent, | waste

d no tine in bragging about ny courage to Sari.
Sari had no choice. She had to sit there and take
it. After all, | was the one who had stopped the m
ummy and turned Nila back into a beetle by smashin

g her pendant.

"At |least you're not too conceited!" Sari shot back
, rolling her eyes.

Lanme. Really | ane.

"Well, that scarab crawl ed away and di sappeared, "

she said. An evil smle crossed Sari's lips. "I'l]
bet that bug is waiting for you, Gabe. |'Il bet i



t's waiting for you in your cot, waiting to bite y
ou. "

| |aughed. "Sari, you'd say anything to try to sca
re me. You just can't stand the idea that |I'mthe

hero!"

"You're right," she replied dryly. "I can't stand t
he i dea. Good night, Gabe."
A few mnutes later, | was In ny pajamas and ready

for bed. What a night! Wat an anmazi ng ni ght!

As | slid into the cot and pulled up the covers, |
knew it was a night | would never forget.

"Quch!™



