PART « 1

THE CAMERA fl ashes blinded himfor a noment. If only he could get the
phot ogr aphers away.

But they had been at his side for nonths now ever since the first artifacts had
been found in these barren hills, south of Cairo. It was as if they too had
known. Somet hi ng about to happen. After all these years, Lawence Stratford was
on to a mgjor find.

And so they were there with the caneras, and the snoking flashes. They al nost
knocked him of f bal ance as he made his way into the narrow rough- hewn passage
towards the letters visible on the hal f-uncovered narble door

The twilight seened to darken suddenly. He could see the letters, but he
couldn't make them out.

"Samir," he cried. "I need light."

"Yes, Lawence." At once the torch exploded behind him and in a flood of yell ow
illum nation, the slab of stone was wonderfully visible. Yes, hieroglyphs,
deeply etched and beautifully gilded, and in Italian marble. He had never seen
such a sight.

He felt the hot silky touch of Samir's hand on his as he began to read al oud:

" 'Robbers of the Dead, Look away fromthis tonb | est you wake its occupant,
whose wrath cannot be contai ned. Ranses the Damed is ny name.' "

He gl anced at Sanmir. Wat could it nean?

"Goon, Lawence, translate, you are far quicker than | am" Sanir said.
" '"Ranmses the Damed is nmy name. Once Ranmses the Great of Upper and Lower Egypt;
Sl ayer of the Hittites, Builder of Tenples; Beloved of the People; and i nmortal
guardi an of the kings and queens of Egypt throughout tine. In the year of the
death of the Great Queen Cl eopatra, as Egypt becomes a Roman province, | commt
nmysel f to eternal darkness; beware, all those who would let the rays of the sun
pass through this door.' *'

"But it makes no sense,"
years before Cl eopatra.”

Sam r whi spered. "Ranses the Great rul ed one thousand

"Yet these are nineteenth-dynasty hieroglyphs wi thout question," Law ence
countered. Inpatiently, he scratched away at the | oose nibble. ' 'And | ook, the
inscription's repeated-in Latin and in Geek." He paused, then quickly read the
last few Latin lines.

" '"Be Warned: | sleep as the earth sleeps beneath the night sky or the winter's
snow, and once awakened, | am servant to no man.' "

For a nonent Law ence was speechless, staring at the words he'd read. Only
vaguely did he hear Samir:

“I don't like it. Whatever it neans, it's a curse."
Rel uctantly Lawrence turned and saw that Samir's suspicion had turned to fear

"The body of Ranses the Great is in the Cairo Museum" Sanmir said inpatiently.



"No," Lawrence answered. He was aware of a chill noving slowy up his neck
"There's a body in the Cairo Museum but it's not Ranses! Look at the
cartouches, the seal! There was no one in the tinme of Cl eopatra who could even
write the ancient hieroglyphs. And these are perfect-and done like the Latin and
the G eek with infinite care.”

Ch, if only Julie were here, Lawence thought bitterly. H's daughter, Julie, was
afraid of nothing. She woul d understand this nmonment as no one el se coul d.

He al nost stunbled as he backed out of the passage, waving the photographers out
of his path. Again, the flashes went off around him Reporters rushed towards
di e marbl e door.

"CGet the diggers back to work," Lawence shouted. "I want the passage cleared
down to the threshold. I'mgoing into that tonmb tonight."

"Law ence, take your tinme with this," Samr cautioned. "There is sonething here
whi ch nust not be disnissed."

"Samr, you astonish ne," Lawrence answered. "For ten years we've been searching
these hills for just such a discovery. And no one's touched that door since it
was seal ed two thousand years ago."

Al most angrily, he pushed past the reporters who caught up with hi mnow, and
tried to block the way. He needed the quiet of his tent until the door was
uncover ed; he needed his diary, the only proper confidant for the excitenent he
felt. He was dizzy suddenly fromthe | ong day”*s heat.

"No questions now, |adies and gentlenen," Sanmir said politely. As he always did,
Samir came between Lawence and the real world.

Law ence hurried down the uneven path, twisting his ankle a littie painfully,
yet continuing, his eyes narrow as he | ooked beyond the flickering torches at
the sonbre beauty of the lighted tents under the violet evening sky.

Only one thing distracted himbefore he reached the safety zone of his camp
chair and desk: a glinpse of his nephew, Henry, watching idly froma short
di stance away. Henry, so unconfortable and out of place in Egypt; | ooking

m serable in his fussy white linen suit. Henry, with the inevitable glass of
Scotch in his hand, and the inevitable cheroot on his I|ip.

Undoubtedly the belly dancer was with himthe woman, Ml enka, from Cairo, who
gave her British gentleman all the noney she made.

Law ence could never entirely forget about Henry, but having Henry underfoot now
was nore than he coul d bear.

Inalife well lived, Lawence counted Henry as his only true disappointnment-the
nephew who cared for no one and not hing but gam ng tables and the bottle; the
sole male heir to the Stratford mllions who properly couldn't be trusted with a
one- pound not e.

Sharp pain again as he mssed Julie-his beloved daughter, who shoul d have been
here with him and would have been if her young fiance" hadn't persuaded her to
stay at hone.

Henry had cone to Egypt for nmoney. Henry had conpany papers for Lawrence to
sign. And Henry's father, Randol ph, had sent himon this grimmn ssion, desperate
as always to cover his son's debts.



A fine pair they are, Lawence thought grimy-the ne' er-do-well and the chairnan
of the board of Stratford Shipping who clunsily funnel ed the conmpany's profits
into his son's bottonm ess purse.

But in a very real way Lawence could forgive his brother, Randol ph, anything.

Law ence hadn't nerely given the fam |y business to Randol ph. He had dunped it

on Randol ph, along with all its inmense pressures and responsibilities, so that
he, Lawrence, could spend his remining years diggi ng anong the Egyptian ruins
he so | oved.

And to be perfectly fair, Randol ph had done a tolerable job of running Stratford
Shi pping. That is, until his son had turned himinto an enbezzler and a thief.
Even now, Randol ph woul d admit everything if confronted. But Law ence was too
purely selfish for that confrontation. He never wanted to | eave Egypt again for
the stuffy London offices of Stratford Shipping. Not even Julie could persuade
himto come hone.

And now Henry stood there waiting for his nonent. And Law ence deni ed hi mthat
nmonent, entering the tent and eagerly pulling his chair up to the desk. He took
out a | eather-bound diary which he had been saving, perhaps for this discovery.
Hastily he wrote what he remenbered of the door's inscription and the questions
it posed.

"Ranmses the Damed." He sat back, |ooking at the nane. And for the first tine he
felt just alittle of the forebodi ng which had shaken Sanir.

What on earth could all this mean?

Hal f - past m dni ght. \WAs he dreami ng? The marbl e door of the tomb had been
careful ly renoved, photographed, and placed on trestles in his tent. And now
they were ready to blast their way in. The tonb! H's at |ast.

He nodded to Samir. He felt the ripple of excitenment nove through the crowd.
Fl ashes went off as he raised his hands to his ears, and then the blast caught
themall off guard. He felt it in the pit of his stomach

No tine for that. He had the torch in hand and was going in, though Samr tried
once again to stop him

"Law ence, there could be booby traps, there could be-"
"Get out of ny way."
The dust was maki ng hi m cough. H s eyes were watering.

He thrust the torch through the gaping hole. Walls decorated wth hieroglyphs-
agai n, the magnificent nineteenth-dynasty style wi thout question

At once he stepped inside. How extraordinarily cool it felt; and the smell, what
was it, a curious perfune after all these long centuries!

H s heart beat too fast. The bl ood rushed to his face, and he had to cough
again, as the press of reporters raised the dust in the passage.

' Keep back!'' he shouted crossly. The flashes were going off all around him
again. He could barely see the painted ceiling overhead with its tiny stars.

And there, a long table [aden with al abaster jars and boxes. Heaps of rolled
papyri. Dear God, all this alone confirned a nmonentous di scovery.

"But this is no tonb!" he whispered.



There was a witing table, covered with a thin filmof dust, looking for all the
world as if the scholar had only just left it. An open papyrus lay there, with
shar pened pens, an ink bottle. And a goblet.

But the bust, the marble bust-it was unm stakably Graeco-Roman. A wonan with her
tight wavy hair drawn back beneath a netal band, her drowsy half-1idded eyes
seem ngly blind, and the nane cut into the base:

CLECPATRA
"Not possible," he heard Samir say. "But |ook, Lawrence, the mummy case!"

Law ence had already seen it. He was staring speechless at the thing which |ay
serenely in the very mddle of (his puzzling room this study, this library,
with its stacks of scrolls and its dust-covered witing table.

Once again, Samir ordered the photographers back. The snoking flashes were
maddeni ng Law ence.

"Get out, all of you, get out!" Lawence said. Gunbling, they retreated out of
sight of the door, leaving the two nen standing there in stunned sil ence.

It was Samir who spoke first:

"This is Roman furniture. This is Ceopatra. Look at the coins, Lawence, on the
desk. Wth her image, and newy mnted. Those alone are worth-"

"I know. But there lies an ancient Pharaoh, my friend. Every detail of the case-
it's as fine as any ever found in the Valley of the Kings."

"But without a sarcophagus,” Samr said. "Wy?"
"This is no tonb," Law ence answered.

"And so the King chose to be buried here!" Samr approached the numy case,
lifting the torch high above the beautifully painted face, with its darkly |ined
eyes and exquisitely nodeled lips.

"I could swear this is the Roman period," he said.

"But the style ...

"Lawrence, it's too lifelike. It's a Roman artist who has inmtated the
ni net eent h-dynastic style to perfection."

"And how coul d such a thing happen, ny friend?"
"Curses," Sanmir whispered, as if he had not heard the question. He was staring
at the rows of hieroglyphs that circled the painted figure. The Geek lettering
appeared | ower down, and finally cane the Latin.

"Touch not the remains of Ranses the Great" Samir read. "It's the sane in al
t hree tongues. Enough to give a sensible man pause.™

"Not this sensible man," Lawence replied. "Get those workers in here to lift
this lid at once."

The dust had settled sonewhat. The torches, in the old iron sconces on the wall,
were sending far too nuch snoke onto the ceiling, but that he would worry about
| ater.



The thing now was to cut open the bundl ed human shape, which had been propped
against the wall, the thin wooden lid of the mummy case carefully laid upright
beside it.

He no | onger saw the nen and wonen packed at the entrance, who peered at himand
his find in silence.

Slowy, he raised the knife and sliced through the brittle husk of dried Iinen
which fell open imediately to reveal the tightly wapped figure beneath.

There was a collective gasp fromthe reporters. Again and again the flashes
popped. Lawrence could feel Samir's silence. Both nmen stared at the gaunt face
beneath its yellowed |inen bandages, at the withered arnms so serenely laid
across the breast.

It seemed one of the photographers was begging to be allowed into the chanber.
Samr angrily demanded silence. But of these distractions, Lawence was only
dinmy aware.

He gazed calmy at the enaciated formbefore him its wappings the col or of
dar kened desert sand. It seened he could detect an expression in the shrouded
features; he could detect sonething el oquent of tranquillity in the set of the
thin lips.

Every munmy was a nystery. Every desiccated yet preserved forma ghastly inage
of life in death. It never failed to chill him to | ook upon these ancient
Egypti an dead. But he felt a strange |onging as he | ooked at this one-this
nmyst eri ous being who called hinmself Ranses the Dammed, Ranses the Geat.

Sonet hi ng war m t ouched hi minside. He drew cl oser, slashing again at the outer
wr appi ng. Behind him Sanmir ordered the photographers out of the passage. There
was danger of contam nation. Yes, go, all of you, please.

He reached out and touched the numy suddenly; he touched it reverently with the
very tips of his fingers. So curiously resilient! Surely the thick |layer of
bandages had becone soft with tine.

Agai n, he gazed at the narrow face before him at the rounded lids, and the
sonbre nout h.

"Julie," he whispered. "Ch, ny darling, if only you could see ..

The Enbassy Ball. Same old faces; sanme old orchestra, sane old sweet yet droning
waltz. The lights were a glare to Elliott Savarell: the chanpagne left a sour
taste in his mouth. Neverthel ess he drained the glass rather gracelessly and
caught the eye of a passing waiter. Yes, anodier. And another. Wuld that it
wer e good brandy or whi sky.

But they wanted himhere, didn't they? Wuldn't be the sane without the Earl of
Rut herford. The Earl of Rutherford was an essential ingredient, as were the

I avi sh fl ower arrangenents, the thousands upon thousands of candles; the caviar
and the silver; and the old nusicians sawing wearily at their violins while the
younger generation danced.

Everyone had a greeting for the Earl of Rutherford. Everyone wanted the Earl of
Rutherford to attend a daughter's weddi ng, or an afternoon tea, or another bal
such as this. Never mind that Elliott and his wife rarely entertai ned anynore in
either their London town house or the country estate in Yorkshire-that Edith
spent much of her tine in Paris nowwith a wi dowed sister. The seventeenth Earl



of Rutherford was the genuine article. The titles in his fanily went back-one
way or another-to Henry VIII

Why hadn't he ruined everything | ong ago? Elliott wondered. How had he ever
managed to charm so nany people in whom he had no nore than a passing interest,
at best?

But no, that wasn't the entire truth. He loved some of these people, whether he
cared to admit it or not. He loved his old friend Randol ph Stratford, just as he
| oved Randol ph's brother, Lawence. And surely he loved Julie Stratford, and he
| oved wat chi ng her dance with his son. Elliott was here on account of his son

O course Julie wasn't really going to marry Alex. At least not any tinme soon
But it was the only clear hope on the horizon that Al ex might acquire the noney
he needed to maintain the [ anded estates he would inherit, the wealth that was
supposed to go along with an old title, and sel dom di d anynore.

The sad part was that Alex loved Julie. The noney neant nothing to either of
them really. It was the ol der generation that did the schem ng, and the
pl anni ng, as they have al ways done.

Elliott | eaned against the gilded railing, gazing down at the soft drift of
young coupl es turning beneath him and for a nonment, he tried to shut out the
din of voices, and hear only the sweet strains of the waltz.

But Randol ph Stratford was tal ki ng agai n. Randol ph was assuring Elliott that
Julie needed only a little prodding. If only Lawence would say the word, his
daughter would give in.

"G ve Henry a chance,"” Randol ph said again. "He's only been in Egypt a week. |If
Lawrence will take the initiative ..."

"But why," Elliott asked, "should Lawrence do nat?"
Si |l ence.

Elliott knew Law ence better than Randol ph knew him Elliott and Lawence. No
one really knew the whol e story, except the two nen thensel ves. At Oxford years
ago, in a carefree world, they had been |l overs, and the year after they'd
finished, they had spent a winter together south of Cairo in a houseboat on the
Nile. Inevitably the world had separated them Elliott had married Edith
Christian, an Anerican heiress. Lawence had built Stratford Shipping into an

enpire.

But their friendship had never faltered. They had spent countless holidays in
Egypt together. They could still argue all night |long about history, ruins,
archaeol ogi cal di scoveries, poetry, what have you. Elliott had been the only one
who real |y understood when Lawence retired and went to Egypt. Elliott had
envi ed Lawence. And there had been the first bitterness between them In the
smal | hours, when die wi ne flowed, Lawence had called Elliott a coward, for
spendi ng his remaining years in London in a world he did not value; a world

whi ch gave himno joy. Elliott had criticized Lawence for being blind and
stupid. After all, Lawence was rich beyond Elliott's wi | dest dreans; and

Law ence was a widower with a clever and i ndependent daughter. Elliott had a

wi fe and son who needed himday in and day out to regulate the successes of
their wholly respectable and conventional |ives.

"All I nean to say,"
wi sh about this nmarriage ..

Randol ph pressed, "is that if Lawence would express his

"And the small matter of the twenty thousand pounds?" Elliott asked suddenly.
The tone was soft, polite, but the question was unforgivably rude. Neverthel ess



he persisted. "Edith will be back from France in a week and she's certain to
noti ce that the necklace is mssing. You know, she always does."

Randol ph didn't answer.

Elliott |aughed softly, but not at Randol ph, not even at hinself. And certainly
not at Edith, who had only a little nore noney now than Elliott did and nost of
it in plate and jewels.

Perhaps Elliott |aughed because the nusic nade hi mgi ddy; or sonething about the
vision of Julie Stratford, dancing down there with Alex, touched his heart. O
per haps because of late he had lost the ability to speak any longer in

euphem snms and hal f-truths. It was gone along with his physical stam na, and the
sense of well-being he had enjoyed throughout his youth.

Now his joints hurt nmore and nore with every passing winter; and he coul d not

wal k half a mile any longer in the country w thout suffering a severe pain in

his chest. He did not mind having white hair at fifty-five, perhaps because he
knew he | ooked rather good with it. But it bruised himsecretly and deeply to

have to use a cane wherever he went. These were all nere shadows, however, of

what was yet to cone.

A d age, weakness, dependence. Pray that Alex was happily married to the
Stratford mllions, and not before too | ong!

He felt restless, suddenly; dissatisfied. The soft swooshing nusic annoyed him
sick to death of Strauss, actually. But it was sonething keener

He wanted to explain it suddenly to Randol ph, that he, Elliott, had nmade sone
crucial mistake a long tine ago. Sonething to do with those long nights in
Egypt, when he and Lawr ence woul d wal k through the black streets of Cairo
together, or rail at each other drunkenly in the little saloon of the boat.
Law ence had somehow nanaged to live his life along heroic proportions; he had
acconpl i shed things of which others were sinply incapable. Elliott had noved
with the current. Lawence had escaped to Egypt, back to the desert, the
tenples, to those clear star-filled nights.

God, how he nissed Lawence. In the |last three years they had exchanged only a
handful of letters, but the old understandi ng woul d never grow dim

"Henry took sone papers with him" Randol ph said, "snmall matter of fanmily
stock." He glanced about warily, too warily. Elliott was going to |augh again.
"If it goes as | hope,"” Randol ph continued, "I'Il pay you everything | owe you
and the marriage will take place within six nonths, | give you my word." Elliott
smi | ed.

"Randol ph, the marriage may or may not happen; it may or may not sol ve things
for both of us-" "Don't say mat, old boy."

"But | nust have that twenty thousand pounds before Edith cones hone,"
"Precisely, Elliott, precisely."

"You know, you night say no to your son once hi a while." A deep sigh cane from
Randol ph. Elliott didn't press it. He knew as well as anyone did that Henry's
deterioration was no joke any longer; it had nothing to do with sowing wild
oats, or going through a rough period. There was sonething thoroughly rotten in
Henry Stratford and there al ways' had been. There was very little that was rotten
i n Randol ph. And so it was a tragedy; and Elliott, who | oved his own son, Alex,
excessively, had only synpathy for Randol ph on that score.



More assurances; a positive din of assurance. You'll get your twenty thousand
pounds. But Elliott wasn't listening. He was wat ching the dancers agai n-his good
and gentle son whispering passionately to Julie, whose face wore that | ook of
determ nation that flattered her for reasons that Elliott could never fully
under st and.

Sonme wonen rmust smile to be beautiful. Sone wonen nust weep. But with Julie, the
real radi ance shone only when she was serious-perhaps because her eyes were too
softly brown otherw se, her nouth too guileless, her porcelain cheeks too
snoot h.

Fired with deternination, she was a vision. And Alex, for all his breeding, and
all his proffered passion, seened no nmore than **a partner"” for her; one of a
t housand el egant young nen who mi ght have gui ded her across the narble floor

It was the "Morning Papers Waltz" and Julie loved it; she had always |oved it.
There cane back to her now a faint nenory of dancing once to the "Mrning Papers
Waltz" with her father. Was ft when they had first brought hone the granophone,
and they had danced all through the Egyptian roomand the library and the
drawi ng roomnms-she and Father-until the |ight canme through the shutters, and he
had sai d:

"Ch, my dear, no nore. No nore."

Now t he nusic nmade her drowsy and al nost sad. And Al ex kept talking to her
telling her in one way or another that he |oved her, and nere was that panic
i nside her, that fear of speaking harsh or cold words.

"And if you want to live in Egypt," Alex said breathlessly, "and dig for nunm es
with your father, well then, we'll go to Egypt. We'll go straight after the
weddi ng. And if you want to inarch for the vote, well then, |I shall narch at
your side."

"Ch, yes," Julie answered, "that's what you say now, and | know you nean it with
all your heart, but Alex, |I'mjust not ready. | cannot."

She couldn't bear to see himso deadly earnest. She couldn't bear to see him
hurt. If only there were a little wi ckedness in Alex; just a little bit of
nmeanness as there was in everyone el se. His good | ooks woul d nave been inproved
by a little neanness. Tall, |ean and brown-haired, he was too angelic. H's quick
dark eyes revealed his entire soul too easily. At twenty-five, he was an eager
and i nnocent boy.

" "What do you want with a suffragette for a wife?'' she asked. "Wth an
explorer? You know | could very well be an explorer, or an archaeologist. | w sh
| was in Egypt with Father right now "

"Dearest, we'll go there. Only marry nme before we go."

He | eaned forward as if he nmeant to lass her. And she noved back a step, the
waltz carrying them al nost recklessly fast, so that for a nonent she felt |ight-
headed and al nbost as if she were truly in |ove.

"What can | do to win you, Julie?" he whispered in her ear. "I'll bring the
Great Pyramds to London."

"Alex, you won ne a long tine ago," she said, smling. But that was a lie,
wasn't it? There was sonmething truly terrible about this nonment-about the nusic
with its |lovely conpelling rhythm and the desperate | ook on Alex's face.



"The sinple truth is ... | don't want to be married. Not yet.'
at all?

And per haps not

He didn't answer her. She'd been too blunt, too much to the point. She knew that
sudden shrinking. It wasn't unnmanly; on the contrary, it was gentlenanly. She
had hurt him and when he smiled again now, there was a sweetness and a courage
init that touched her and nade her feel all the nore sad.

"Father will be back in a few nonths, Alex. We'll all talk then. Marriage, the
future, the rights of wonen, married and unnarried, and the possibility that you
deserve far better than a nodern wonan |like me who's very likely to turn your
hair grey within the first year and send you running into the arnms of an ol d-
fashi oned mi stress.”

"Ch, how you |love to be shocking," he said. "And | |ove to be shocked."
"But do you, dearest, really love to be shocked?"

Suddenly he did kiss her. They had stopped in the mddle of the dance fl oor,

ot her couples swirling around themas the nusic swept on. He kissed her and she
allowed it, yielding to himconpletely as if she nust sonehow | ove him nust
sonehow neet hi m hal f way.

It didn't matter that others nust be looking at them It didn't matter that his
hands were trenbling as he held her.

What mattered was that, though she loved himterribly, it was not enough

It was cool now. There was noise out there; cars arriving. The braying of a
donkey; and the sharp high-pitched sound of a woman | aughi ng, an American wonan,
who had driven all the way from Cairo as soon as she had heard.

Law ence and Samir sat together in their canp chairs at the ancient witing
table, with the papyri spread out before them

Careful not to put his full weight on the fragile piece of furniture, Law ence
hastily scribbled his translations in his |eather-bound book

Now and then he gl anced over his shoul der at the rmummy, the great King who for
all die world | ooked as if he nerely slept. Ranses the Immortal! The very idea
i nfl aned Law ence. He knew that he would be in this strange chanber until well
after dawn.

"But it rmust be a hoax," Samir said. "Ranses the Great guarding the royal
fam lies of Egypt for a thousand years. The |over of C eopatra?

"Ah, but it nakes sublinme sense!" Lawence replied. He set down the pen for a
nmonent, staring at the papyri. How his eyes ached. "If any woman coul d have
driven an imortal man to entonb hinself, Ceopatra would be that woman."

He | ooked at the nmarble bust before him Lovingly he stroked Cl eopatra's snooth
white cheek. Yes, Lawence could believe it. Cleopatra, beloved of Julius Caesar
and bel oved of Mark Antony; Cl eopatra, who had held out against the Roman
conquest of Egypt far |onger than anyone dreanmed possible; Ceopatra, the |ast
ruler of Egypt in the ancient world. But the story-he nust resune his

transl ation.

Samir rose and stretched uneasily. Lawence watched hi m nove towards the munmy.
What was he doi ng? Exanining the wappi ngs over the fingers, exanining the
brilliant scarab ring so clearly visible on the right hand? Now mat was a

ni net eent h-dynasty treasure, no one could deny it, Lawence thought.



Law ence cl osed his eyes and nassaged his eyelids gently. Then he opened them
focusing on the papyrus before hi magain.

"Samr, | tell you, the fellowis convincing me. Such a command of | anguages
woul d dazzl e anyone. And his phil osophical perspective is quite as nodern as ny
own." He reached for the ol der docunent, which he had exam ned earlier. "And
this, Samir, | want you to exanmine it. This is none other than a letter from

Cl eopatra to Ramses. "

"A hoax, Lawence. Sone sort of little Ronan joke."

"No, my friend, nothing of the kind. She wote this letter from Rome when Caesar
was assassi nated! She told Ranses she was coming home to him and to Egypt."

He laid the letter aside. Wien Samr had tinme he would see for hinself what
t hese docunments contained. Al the world would see. He turned back to the
ori gi nal papyrus.

"But listen to this, Samr-Ranses' |ast thoughts: 'The Romans can not be
condemmed for the conquest of Egypt; we were conquered by tine itself in the
end. And all the wonders of this brave new century should draw ne fromny gri ef
and yet | can not heal ny heart; and so the mnd suffers; the nind closes as if
it were a flower without sun.' "'

Samr was still |ooking at the munmy, |ooking at the ring. "Another reference to
the sun. Again and again the sun." He turned to Lawence. "But surely you don't
believe it-1"

"Samr, if you can believe in the curse, why can't you believe in an i nmortal
man?"

"Lawr ence, you play with ne. | have seen the workings of many a curse, ny
friend. But an immortal nan who |lived in Athens under Pericles and Rone under

t he Republic and Carthage under Hanni bal? A man who taught C eopatra the history
of Egypt? O this | know nothing at all."

' 'Listen again, Samir: 'Her beauty shall forever haunt ne; as well as her
courage and her frivolity; her passion for life, which seemed i nhuman in its
intensity while being only human after all."' "

Samr made no answer. His eyes were fixed on the munmy again, as if he could not
stop looking at it. Lawrence understood perfectly, which is why he sat with his
back to the thing in order to read the papyrus, so that he would get the crucial
wor k done.

"Lawrence, this mummy is as dead as any | have ever seen in the Cairo Museum A
storyteller, that is what the man was. Yet these rings."

"Yes, ny friend, | observed it very carefully earlier; it is the cartouche of
Ranmses the Great, and so we have not nerely a storyteller but a collector of
antiquities. |Is that what you want ne to believe?"

But what did Lawence believe? He sat back agai nst the saggi ng canvas of the
canp chair and let his eyes drift over the contents of this strange room Then
again he translated fromthe scroll

" "And so | retreat to this isolated chamber; and now ny library shall becone ny
tomb. My servants shall anoint .ny body and wap it in fine funerary linen as
was the customof ny tinme now so long forgotten. But no knife shall touch nme. No
enbal ner shall extract the heart and brain fromny imortal form* "



A euphoria overcane Lawrence suddenly; or was it a state of waking dreanf This
voice-it seenmed so real to him he feh the personality, as one never did with
t he anci ent Egyptians. Ah, but of course, this was an i mortal man.

Elliott was getting drunk, but no one knew it. Except Elliott, who | eaned on the
gilded rail of the half-landing again in a rather casual nanner that he al nost
never assuned. There was a style to even his snmallest gestures, and now he
carelessly violated it, keenly aware that no one would notice; no one woul d take
of f ense.

Ah, such a world, made up al nost wholly of subtleties. What a horror. And he
must think of this marriage; he nmust talk of this marriage; he nust do sonethi ng
about the sad spectacle of his son, quite obviously defeated, who, after

wat ching Julie dance with another, cane now up the marble stairs.

"I"'masking you to trust in nme," Randol ph was saying. "l guarantee this
marriage. All it takes is a little time."

"Surely you don't think | enjoy pressing you," Elliott answered. Thick-tongued.
Drunk all right. "I'"mmmuch nore confortable in a dream world, Randol ph, where
noney sinply doesn't exist. But the fact is, we cannot afford such reveri e,
either of us. This marriage is essential for us both.'

"Then | shall go to see Lawence nysel f."

Elliott turned to see his son only a few steps away, waiting |like a school boy
for the adults to acknow edge him

"Father, | badly need consol ation,"” Alex said.
"What you need is courage, young nan," Randol ph said crossly. "Don't tell ne
you' ve taken no for an answer again."

Al ex took a glass of chanpagne fromthe passing waiter
"She | oves me. She loves ne not," he said softly. "The sinple fact is | cannot
live without her. She's driving nme mad."

"OfF course you cannot." Elliott |laughed gently. "Now, |ook. That clunsy young
man down there is stepping on her feet. |'msure she'd be very grateful if you
cane to her rescue at once.'

Al ex nodded, scarcely noticing as his father took the half-full glass fromhim
and drank down the chanpagne. He strai ghtened his shoul ders and headed back to
the dance floor. Such a perfect picture.

' The puzzling part is this,’
She al ways has."

Randol ph said under his breath. "She I oves him

"Yes, but she's like her father. She |oves her freedom And frankly | don't
blame her. In a way she's too much for Alex. But he'd nake her happy, | know
that he would."

"Of course."

"And she woul d make hi m suprenely happy; and perhaps no one el se ever will."

"Nonsense, " Randol ph said. "Any young worman in London woul d gi ve her eyeteeth
for the chance to make Al ex happy. The eighteenth Earl of Rutherford? "



"I's that really so inportant? Qur titles, our noney, the endl ess maintenance of
our decorative and tiresone little world?" Elliott glanced around the ballroom
This was that lucid and dangerous state wi th drinking, when everything began to
shi mrer; when there was neaning in the grain of the marble; when one coul d nmake
the nost offensive speeches. "I wonder sonetines if | should be in Egypt with
Lawence. And if Alex shouldn't peddle his beloved title to soneone el se."

He coul d see the panic in Randol ph's eyes. Dear God, what did the title mean to
t hese nerchant princes, these businessnen who had all but the title? It wasn't
only that Alex nmight eventually control Julie, and thereby control the Stratford
mllions, and that Al ex hinmself would be far easier than Julie to control. It
was the prospect of true nobility, of nieces and nephews roam ng the park of the
old Rutherford estate in Yorkshire, of that miserable Henry Stratford tradi ng on
the alliance in every despicable way that he coul d.

"We're not defeated yet, Elliott," Randol ph said. "And | rather |ike your
decorative and tiresone little world. Wat else is there when you get right down
to it?"

Elliott smled. One nore nouthful of chanpagne and he must tell Randol ph what
el se there was. He just mght.

"I love you, fine English," Malenka said to him She kissed him then hel ped him
with his tie, the soft touch of her fingers against his chin making the hairs
rise on his neck.

What | ovely fools wormen were, Henry Stratford thought. But this Egyptian woman
he had enjoyed nore than nost. She was dark-ski nned, a dancer by profession-a
qui et and | usci ous beauty with whom he could do exactly what he wanted. You
never knew that kind of freedomw th an English whore.

He coul d see hinmself settling sonmeday in an Eastern country with such a woman-
free of all British respectability. That is, after he had nade his fortune at
the tabl es-that one great win he needed to put himquite beyond the world's
reach.

For the noment, there was work to be done. The crowd around the tonmb had doubl ed
in size since last evening. And the trick was to reach his uncle Law ence before
the man was swept up utterly by the nmuseum people and the authorities-to reach
hi m now when he just mght agree to anything in return for being | eft al one.

' '"CGo on, dearest.'' He kissed Mal enka again and wat ched her wap the dark cl oak
about herself and hurry to the waiting car. How grateful she was for these small
Western |uxuries. Yes, that kind of woman. Rather than Daisy, his London

nm stress, a spoilt and demandi ng creature who neverthel ess excited him perhaps
because she was so difficult to pl ease.

He took one last swallow of Scotch, picked up his leather briefcase, and |eft
the tent.

The crowds were ghastly. Al night [ong he'd been awakened by die grind and huff
of autonobiles, and frenzied voices. And now the heat was rising; and he could
al ready feel sand inside his shoes.

How he | oat hed Egypt. How he | oathed these desert canps and the filthy canel -
riding Arabs, and the lazy dirty servants. How he | oathed his uncle's entire
wor | d.

And there was Sanmir, that insolent, irritating assistant who fancied hinself
Law ence's social equal, trying to quiet the foolish reporters. Could this
really be the tonb of Ranses |1? Wuld Lawence grant an interview?



Henry didn't give a damm. He pushed past the nmen who were guardi ng the entrance
to the tonb.

"M. Stratford, please,"” Samr called after him A lady reporter was on his
heel s. "Let your uncle alone now," Samr said as he drew cl oser. "Let himsavor
his find."

"The hell | will."

He glared at the guard who bl ocked his path. The man noved. Samir turned back to
hold off the reporters. Who was going into the tonb? they wanted to know.

"This is a fanmly matter," he said quickly and coldly to the woman reporter
trying to follow him The guard stepped in her path.

So little tine left. Lawence stopped witing, w ped his brow carefully, folded
hi s handkerchi ef and nade one nore brief note:

"Brilliant to hide the elixir in a wilderness of poisons. What safer place for a
potion that confers immrtality than anong potions that bring death. And to
think they were her poisons- those which C eopatra tested before deciding to use
the venom of the asp to take her life.'

He stopped, w ped his brow again. Already so hot in here.

And within a few short hours, they'd be upon him demandi ng that he | eave the
tomb for the museumofficials. Ch, if only he had made this discovery w thout
the museum God knows, he hadn't needed them And they would take it all out of
hi s hands.

The sun cane in fine shafts through the rough-cut doorway. It struck the
al abaster jars in front of him and it seemed he heard sonmething-faint, like a
whi spered breat h.

He turned and | ooked at the munmy, at the features clearly nol ded beneath the

ti ght wrappings. The man who clainmed to be Ranses had been tall, and perhaps
r obust .

Not an old nan, like the creature lying in the Cairo Museum But then this
Ranmses cl ai ned that he had never grown old. He was immortal, and nerely slept
wi thin these bandages. Nothing could kill him not even the poisons in this

room which he had tried in quantity, when grief for Cleopatra had left him

hal f-mad. On his orders, his servants had w apped his unconsci ous body; they had
buried himalive, in the coffin he had had prepared for hinself, supervising
every detail; then they had sealed the tonb with the door that he hinself had

i nscri bed.

But what had rendered hi munconsci ous? That was the nystery. Ah, what a
delicious story. And what if-?

He found hinself staring at the grimcreature in its bindings of yellow |linen
Did he really believe that sonething was alive there? Sonething that could nmove
and speak?

It made Law ence snile.
He turned back to the jars on the desk. The sun was making the little room an

i nferno. Taking his handkerchief, he carefully lifted the lid of the first jar
before him Snell of bitter al monds. Sonething as deadly as cyani de.



And the immortal Ranses clained to have ingested half the contents of the jar in
seeking to end his cursed life.

What if there were an i mortal being under those w appings ?

There cane that sound again. What was it? Not a rustling; no, nothing so
distinct. Rather like an intake of breath.

Once again he | ooked at the munmy. The sun was shining full on it in |ong,
beautiful dusty rays-the sun that shone through church w ndows, or through the
branches of old oaks in dimforest glens.

It seenmed he could see the dust rising fromthe ancient figure: a pale gold m st
of moving particles. Ah, he was too tired!

And the thing, it did not seemso withered any |onger; rather it had taken on
the contour of a man.

"But what were you really, nmy ancient friend?" Law ence asked softly. "Mad?
Del uded? O just what you claimto be- Ranses the G eat?"

It gave hima chill to say it-what the French call a frisson. He rose and drew
closer to the numy.

The rays of the sun were positively bathing the thing. For the first tine he
noti ced the contours of its eyebrows beneath the w appings; there seened nore
expression-hard, determned- to its face.

Law ence smiled. He spoke to it in Latin, piecing together his sentences
carefully. "Do you know how | ong you've slunbered, i mortal Pharaoh? You who
clained to have lived one thousand years?"

Was he murdering the ancient | anguage? He had spent so many years transl ating
hi er ogl yphs that he was rusty with Caesar's tongue. "It's been twi ce that |ong,
Ranmses, since you seal ed yourself in this chanber; since C eopatra put the

poi sonous snake to her breast.'

He stared at the figure, silent for a noment. WAs there a munmy that did not
arouse in one sonme deep, cold fear of death? You could believe life lingered
t here sonehow, that the soul was trapped in the wappings and could only be
freed if the thing were destroyed.

W t hout thinking he spoke now in English.

"Ch, if only you were immortal. |If only you could open your eyes on this nodern
world. And if only | didn't have to wait for permnission to renpve those
nm serabl e bandages, to look on ... your face!"

The face. Had sonething changed in the face? No; it was only the full sunlight,
wasn't it? But the face did seemfuller. Reverently, Lawence reached out to
touch it but then didn't, his hand poi sed there notionl ess.

He spoke in Latin again. "It's the year 1914, ny great King. And the nane Ranses
the Geat is still known to all the world; and so is the name of your |ast

Queen.'’

Suddenly there was a noise behind him Henry:

"Speaking to Ranses the Great in Latin, Uncle? Maybe the curse is already
wor ki ng on your brain."



"Ch, he understands Latin," Lawence answered, still staring at the rmummy.
"Don't you, Ranses? And Greek al so. And Persian and Etruscan, and tongues the
worl d has forgotten. Who knows? Perhaps you knew the tongues of the ancient

nort hern barbarians whi ch became our own English centuries ago." Once again, he
| apsed into Latin. "But oh, there are so nany wonders in the world now, great
Pharaoh. There are so nmany things | could show you. "

"I don't think he can hear you, Uncle," Henry said coldly. There was a soft
chi nk of glass touching glass. "Let's hope not, in any case."

Law ence turned around sharply. Henry, a briefcase tucked under his left arm
held the lid of one of the jars in his right hand.

"Don't touch that!" Lawence said crossly. "It's poison, you inbecile. They're
all full of poisons. One pinch and you'll be as dead as he is. That is, if he's
truly dead." Even the sight of his nephew nade himangry. And at a time such as
t hi s.

Law ence turned back to the mumy. Wy, even the hands seened fuller. And one of
the rings had al nost broken through the wapping. Only hours ago.

"Poi sons?" Henry asked behind him

"It's a veritable | aboratory of poisons,"” Lawence answered. "The very poisons
Cleopatra tried, before her suicide, upon her hel pless slaves!" But why waste
this precious information on Henry?

"How i ncredi bly quaint,"
was bitten by an asp.”

hi s nephew answered. Cynical, sarcastic. "I thought she

"You're an idiot, Henry. You know |l ess history than an Egypti an canel driver
Cleopatra tried a hundred poisons before she settled on the snake."

He turned and watched coldly as his nephew touched the narble bust of C eopatra,
his fingers passing roughly over the nose, the eyes.

"Well, | fancy this is worth a small fortune, anyway. And these coins. You
aren't going to give these things to the British Museum are you?"

Law ence sat down in the canp chair. He di pped the pen. Were had he stopped in
his translation? Inpossible to concentrate with these distractions.

" '"lIs money all you think about?'' he asked coldly. ' 'And what have you ever
done with it but ganble it away?" He | ooked up at his nephew. Wen had the
youthful fire died in that handsone face? Wen had arrogance hardened it, and
aged it; and nade it so deadly dull? "The nore | give you, the nore you | ose at
the tables. Go back to London, for the |ove of heaven. Go back to your nistress
and your nusic hall cronies. But get out."

There was a sharp noi se from outsi de-anot her notor car backfiring as it ground
its way up the sandy road. A dark-faced servant in soiled clothes entered
suddenly, with a full breakfast tray in his hands. Samir cane behind him

"I cannot hold them back nuch | onger, Lawence,"” Sanir said. Wth a snall
graceful gesture, he bid the servant set down the breakfast on the edge of the
portabl e desk. "The nen fromthe British enbassy are here al so, Lawence. So is
every reporter fromAlexandria to Cairo. It is quite a circus out there,

fear."

Law ence stared at the silver dishes, the china cups. He wanted nothing now but
to be alone with his treasures.



"Ch, just keep themout as long as you can, Sanir. Gve ne a few nore hours
alone with these scrolls. Sanir, the story is so sad, so poignant."

"I'"l'l do ny best," Samr answered. "But do take breakfast, Lawence. You're
exhausted. You need nourishnent and rest."

"Samir, |'ve never been better. Keep themout of here till noon. Oh, and take
Henry with you. Henry, go with Samir. He'll see that you have sonmething to eat.'

"Yes, do come with nme, sir, please,” Sanmr said quickly.
"I have to speak to ny uncle alone."

Law ence | ooked back at his notebook. And the scroll opened above it. Yes, the
Ki ng had been tal king of his grief after, that he had retreated here to a secret
study far away from Cl eopatra's mausol eumin Al exandria, far away fromthe
Val | ey of the Kings.

"Uncle," Henry said frostily, "lI'd be nore than happy to go back to London if
you woul d only take a nonent to sign ..."

Law ence refused to | ook up fromthe papyrus. Maybe there woul d be some clue as
to where Cleopatra' s mausol eum had once st ood.

"' How nany tinmes nust | say it?'' he nmurnured indifferently. "No. | will sign
no papers. Now take your briefcase with you and get out of ny sight."

"Uncle, the Earl wants an answer regarding Julie and Alex. He won't wait
forever. And as for these papers, it's only a matter of a few shares.™

The Earl . . . Alex and Julie. It was nonstrous. "Good God, at a tinme |like
this!"

' '"Uncle, the world hasn't stopped turning on account of your discovery." Such
acid in the tone. "And the stock has to be |iquidated."

Law ence |l aid down die pen. "No, it doesn't," he said, eyeing Henry coldly.
"And as for the marriage, it can wait forever. O until Julie decides for
herself. Go hone and tell that to ny good friend the Earl of Rutherford! And
tell your father I will liquidate no further famly stock. Now | eave ne al one."

Henry didn't nove. He shifted the briefcase uneasily, his face tightening as he
stared down at his uncle.

"Uncl e, you don't realize-"

"Allow ne to tell you what | do realize," Lawence said, "that you have ganbl ed
away a king's ransomand that your father will go to any lengths to cover your
debts. Even C eopatra and her drunken |over Mark Antony could not have
squandered the fortune that has slipped dirough your hands. And what does Julie
need with the Rutherford title anyway? Al ex needs the Stratford mllions, that's
the truth of it. Alex is a beggar with a title the sane as Elliott. God forgive
me. It's the truth."

"Uncle, Alex could buy any heiress in London with tiiat title."
"Then why doesn't he?"

"One word fromyou and Julie would nmake up her mind-"



"And Elliott would show his gratitude to you for arranging things, is that it?
And with ny daughter's noney he'd be very generous indeed."

Henry was white wi th anger

"What the hell do you care about this nmarriage?" Law ence asked bitterly. "You
hum | i ate yoursel f because you need the noney. "

He t hought he saw his nephew s |lips nove in a curse.

He turned back to the munmy, trying to shut it ahl out-the tentacles of the
London life he'd left behind trying to reach himhere.

Why, the whole figure | ooked fuller! And the ring, it was plainly visible now as
if the finger, fleshing out, had burst the wappings altogether. Law ence
fancied he could see the faint color of healthy flesh.

"You're losing your nind," he whispered to himself. And that sound, there it was
again. He tried to listen for it; but his concentration only made himall the
nore conscious of the noise outside. He drew closer to the body in the coffin.
Good Lord, was that hair he saw beneath the w appi ngs about die head?

"I feel so sorry for you, Henry," he whispered suddenly. "That you can't savour
such a discovery. This ancient King, this nystery."” Wo said that he coul dn't
touch the remmi ns? Just nove perhaps an inch of the rotted |inen?

He drew out his penknife and held it uncertainly. Twenty years ago he m ght have
cut the thing open. There wouldn't have been any busybody officials to dea
with. He might have seen for hinself if under all that dust-

"I wouldn't do that if | were you, Uncle," Henry interrupted. "The nuseum peopl e
in London will raise the roof."

"I told you to get out."

He heard Henry pour a cup of coffee as if he had all the time in the world. The
arona filled the close little chanber.

Law ence backed into the canmp chair, and again pressed his fol ded handkerchi ef
to his brow. Twenty-four hours now wi thout sleep. Maybe he should rest.

"Drink your coffee, Uncle Lawrence," Henry said to him "I poured it for you
And there it was, the full cup. "They're waiting for you out there. You're
exhausted. "

"You bl oody fool," Lawence whispered. "I wish you'd go away."
Henry set the cup before him right by di e notebook
"Careful, that papyrus is priceless.”

The coffee did look inviting, even if Henry was pushing it at him He lifted the
cup, took a deep swallow, and closed his eyes.

What had he just seen as he put down the cup? The nmunmy stirring in the
sunl i ght? I nmpossible. Suddenly a burning sensation in his throat blotted out
everything else. It was as if his throat were closing! He couldn't breathe or
speak.

He tried to rise; he was staring at Henry; and suddenly he caught the snell
comng fromthe cup still in his trenbling hand. Bitter alnmonds. It Was the



poi son. The cup was falling; dimy he heard it shatter as it hit the stone
floor.

"For the love of God! You bastard!" He was falling; his hands out towards his
nephew, who stood white-faced and grim staring coldly at himas if this
cat astrophe were not happening; as if he were not dying.

H s body convul sed. Violently, he turned away. The last thing he saw as he fel
was the nmumy in the dazzling sunlight; the last thing he felt was the sandy
floor beneath his burning face.

For a |l ong nonent Henry Stratford did not nove. He stared down at the body of
his uncle as if he did not quite believe what he saw. Sormeone el se had done
this. Someone el se had broken through the thick nenbrane of frustration and put
this horrid plot into notion. Soneone el se had put the silver coffee spoon into
the jar of ancient poison and slipped that poison into Lawence's cup

Not hi ng noved in the dusty sunlight. The tiniest particles seemed suspended in
the hot air. Only a faint sound originated within the chanber; something |ike
the beat of a heart.

| magi nings. It was inperative to follow through. It was inperative to stop his
hand from shaking; to prevent the screamfromever |eaving his |ips. Because it
was there all right-a scream which once rel eased woul d never stop

| killed him | poisoned him
And now t hat great hideous and i nmovabl e obstacle to my plan is no nore.
Bend down; feel the vein. Yes, he's dead. Quite dead.

Henry strai ghtened, fighting a sudden wave of nausea, and quickly took severa
papers fromhis briefcase. He dipped his uncle's pen and wote the name Law ence
Stratford neatly and qui ckly, as he had done several tinmes on |ess inportant
papers in the past.

H s hand shook badly, but so nuch the better. For his uncle had had just such a
trenmor. And the scribble |ooked all the better when it was done.

He put the pen back and stood with his eyes closed, trying to cal mhinself
again, trying to think only, It is done.

The npst curious thoughts were flooding hi msuddenly, that he could undo this!
That it had been no nore than an inmpul se; that he could roll back the minutes
and his uncle would be alive again. This positively could not have happened!
Poison . . . coffee . . . Lawence dead.

And then a nenory came to him pure and quiet and certainly wel cone, of the day
twenty-one years ago when his cousin Julie had been born. His uncle and he
sitting in the drawing roomtogether. H's uncle Lawence, whom he | oved nore
than his father.

"But I want you to know that you will always be nmy nephew, ny bel oved nephew
Dear God, was he losing his mind? For a nonent he did not even know where he
was. He could have sworn soneone else was in this roomwith him Wo was it?

That thing in the mumy case. Don't look at it. Like a witness. Get back to the
busi ness at hand.



The papers are signed; the stock can be sold; and now there is all the nore
reason for Julie to marry that stupid twit Alex Savarell. And all the nore
reason for Henry's father to take Stratford Shipping conpletely in hand.

Yes. Yes. But what to do at the nonment? He | ooked at the desk again. Everything
as it was. And those six glittering gold Cleopatra coins. Ah, yes, take one.
Quickly, he slipped it into his pocket. Alittle flush warned his face. Yes, the
coin must be worth a fortune. And he could fit it into a cigarette case; sinple
to smuggle. Al right.

Now get out of here inmmediately. No, he wasn't thinking. He couldn't still his
heart. Shout for Sanmir, that was the appropriate action. Sonething horrible has
happened to Lawence. Stroke, heart attack, inmpossible to tell! And this cell is

|l i ke a furnace. A doctor nust conme at once.

"Samr!" he cried out, staring forward |like a natinee actor at the nonent of
shock. His gaze fell directly again on that grim loathsome thing in the |linen
wrappings. Was it staring back at hin? Were its eyes open beneath the bandages?
Preposterous! Yet the illusion struck a deep shrill note of panic in him which
gave just the right edge to his next shout for help.

FURTI VELY THE clerk read the latest edition of the London Herald, the pages
fol ded and held carefully out of sight behind his darkly |acquered desk. The
of fice was qui et now because of the board neeting, the only sound the distant
clack of a typewriting nmachine froman adjoining room

MUMW' S CURSE KI LLS STRATFORD SHI PPI NG MAGNATE " RAMSES THE DAMNED' STRI KES DOWN
THOSE WHO DI STURB HI S REST

How t he tragedy had caught the public inmagination. Inpossible to walk a step

wi t hout seeing a front-page story. And how the popul ar newspapers el aborated
upon it, indulging in hastily drawn illustrations of pyranids and canels, of the
munmy in his wooden coffin and poor M. Stratford lying dead at his feet.

Poor M. Stratford, who had been such a fine nman to work for; renenbered now for
this lurid and sensational death.

Just when the furore had died down, it had been given another infusion of
vitality:

HElI RESS DEFI ES MUMMY' S CURSE " RAMSES THE DAMNED' TO VI SIT LONDON

The clerk turned the page now quietly, folding the paper into a narrow thick
colum width again. Hard to believe Mss Stratford was bringing home ail the
treasure to be placed on exhibit in her owmn home in Mayfair. But that is what
her father had al ways done.

The clerk hoped that he'd be invited to the reception, but there was no chance
of it, even though he had been with Stratford Shipping for sone thirty years.

To think, a bust of Cleopatra, the only authenticated portrait in existence. And
freshly minted coins with her imge and nane. Ah, he would have liked to see
those things in M. Stratford's library. But he would have to wait until the
British Museum cl aimed the collection and put it on display for lord and
comoner al i ke.

And there were things he mght have told Mss Stratford, if ever there had been
an opportunity, things perhaps old M. Lawence would have wanted her to know.



For instance, that Henry Stratford hadn't sat behind his desk for a year now,
yet he still collected a full salary and bonuses; and that M. Randol ph wote
hi m cheques on the conpany funds at random and t hen doctored the books.

But perhaps the young wonan would find out all this for herself. The will had
left her full control of her father's conpany. And that's why she was in the
boardroom wi th her handsone fiance, Al ex Savarell, Viscount Sunmmer-field, right
now.

Randol ph could not bear to see her crying like this. Dreadful to be pressing her
with papers to sign. She |looked all the nore fragile in her black nourning; her
face drawn and shimering as if she were feverish; her eyes full of that odd
[ight that he had first seen when she told himthat her father was dead.

The ot her board nenbers sat in sullen silence, eyes downcast. Al ex held her arm
gently. He looked faintly baffled, as if he really didn't understand death; it
was just that he didn't want her to suffer. Sinple soul. Qut of place anbng

t hese nerchants and men of business; the porcelain aristocrat with his heiress.

Whay nust we go through with this? Wiy are we not alone with our grief?

Yet Randol ph did it because he had to do it, though never had the whol e thing
seened so neani ngl ess. Never had his love for his only son been so painfully
tried.

"I sinmply cannot nake decisions yet, Uncle Randol ph," she said to himpolitely.
"OfF course not, mny dear," he answered. "No one expects you to. If you'll only
sign this draft for emergency funds and | eave the rest to us."

"I want to go over everything, to take a hand in things," she said. "That's
clearly what Father intended. This whole situation with the warehouses in |India,
| don't understand how it could have cone to such a crisis." She paused,
unwi I ling to be caught up in things, perhaps utterly incapable of it, and the
tears flowed silently again.

"Leave it to ne, Julie," he said wearily. "I've been handling crises in India
for years.'

He pushed the docunents towards her. Sign, please, sign. Do not ask for
expl anations now. Do not add hunmiliation to this pain.

For that is what was so surprising, that he mssed his brother so nuch. W don't
know what we feel for those we love until they' re taken. Al night he'd lain
awake renenbering things . . . the Oxford days, their first trips to Egypt-
Randol ph, Lawence and Elliott Savarell. Those nights in Cairo. He had awakened
early and gone through ol d photographs, and papers. Such mar-velously vivid
nmenori es.

And now, without spirit or will, he tried to cheat Lawence's daughter. He tried
to cover for ten years of lies and deceit. Lawence had built Stratford Shipping
because he really didn't care about nobney. Ch, the risks that Lawence used to
take. And what had Randol ph done since he took over? Hold the reins and steal

To his utter amazenent Julie lifted the pen and signed her nane quickly on al
the vari ous papers, wthout so much as reading them WlIl, he was safe from her

i nevitabl e questions for a little while.

I"'msorry, Lawence. It was like a silent prayer. Perhaps if you knew the whol e
story.



"In a few days, Uncle Randol ph, | want to sit down and go over everything with
you. | mink that's what Father wanted. But I'mso tired. It's really tine to go
hone. "

"Yes, let me take you home now," Alex said i nmediately. He hel ped her to her
feet.

Dear good Al ex. Wiy couldn't ny son have had a nere particle of that gentl eness?
The whol e world could have been his. Quickly Randol ph went to open the double
doors. To his amazenent he found the men fromthe British Miseum waiting. An
annoyance. He woul d have spirited her out another way, if he had known. He did
not |ike the unctuous M. Hancock, who behaved as if everything Lawence had

di scovered bel onged to the nuseum and t he worl d.

"Mss Stratford,"” the man said now as he approached Julie. "Everything has been
approved. The first showing of the numy will take place in your honme, just as
your father would have wi shed. W will of course catal ogue everything, and
renove the collection to the museum as soon as you wish it. | thought you would
want to have ny personal assurance. . , ."

"OfF course,” Julie answered wearily. This interested her no nore than the board
nmeeting, obviously. "lI'"'mgrateful to you, M. Hancock. You know what this

di scovery nmeant to ny father." There was a pause again as if she would begin
crying. And why not? "I only wish I'd been with himin Egypt."

"Darling, he died where he'd been nost happy,"
the things he |oved."

Al ex offered lanely. "And anobng

Pretty words. Lawrence had been cheated. He'd had his nomentous find for only a
few short hours. Even Randol ph understood as nuch.

Hancock took Julie's arm They noved towards the door together

"Of course it's inpossible to authenticate the remains until we nake a thorough
exam nation. The coins, the bust, these are quite unprecedented di scoveries."

"We' || nake no extravagant clains, M. Hancock. | only want a small reception
for Father's ol dest friends."

She offered her hand now, in effect disnissing him She nanaged such things so
decisively, so like her father. So |like the Earl of Rutherford when you thought
about it. Hers had always been an aristocratic manner. And if only the nmarriage
were to take place.

" Good- bye, Uncl e Randol ph."
He bent to kiss her cheek

"I love you, darling," he whispered. It surprised him And so did the smle that
spread across her face. Did she hear what he had neant to tell her? | am so
sorry, sorry for everything, my dear

Al one at last on the narble staircase. All of them gone but Al ex, and in her
heart of hearts, she w shed that he were gone too.

She want ed nothing so nuch now as the quiet interior of her Rolls-Royce
linpbusine with the glass shutting out the noise of the world around her
"Now, |I'mgoing to say this only once, Julie," Al ex said as he hel ped her down
the stairs. "But it cones fromny soul. Don't let this tragedy postpone the



marriage. | know your feelings, but you' re alone in that house now. And | want
to be with you, to take care of you. | want us to be husband and wife."

"Alex, 1'd be lying to you," she said, "if |I told you |I could nake a decision
now. More than ever | need time to think."

She couldn't bear to | ook at him suddenly; he seened so young al ways. Had she
ever been young? The questi on woul d have nade Uncl e Randol ph snil e perhaps. She
was twenty-one. But Alex at twenty-five seenmed a boy to her. And it hurt her so
nmuch not to love himas he deserved to be |oved.

The sunlight hurt her eyes as he opened the door to the street. She brought the
veil down fromthe brimof her hat. No reporters, thank God no reporters, and
the big black notor car there waiting with the door open.

"I won't be alone, Alex," she said gently. "I have Rita and Oscar there. And
Henry's noving back into his old room Uncle Randol ph insisted upon it. ['ll
have nore conpany than | need." Henry. The last person in the world she wanted
to see was Henry. What an irony that he had i ndeed been the |ast person her
father saw before his eyes closed in death.

The reporters nobbed Henry Stratford as he cane ashore. Had the munmy's curse
frightened hin? Had he glinpsed anything supernatural at work in the little rock
chamber where the death of Lawence Stratford had taken place? Henry fought his
way through custons in silence, ignoring the noisy, snoky flashes of the
caneras. Wth icy inpatience he glared at the officials, who checked his few

sui tcases and then waved hi m past.

H s heart thudded in his ears. He wanted a drink. He wanted the quiet of his own
hone in Mayfair. He wanted his nistress, Daisy Banker. He wanted anything but
the dreary ride with his father. He avoi ded Randol ph's eyes al toget her as he
clinbed into the back of the Rolls.

As the long cunbersonme sal oon forced its way out of the thick traffic, he caught
a glinpse of Samir |brahai mgreeting a group of black-dressed nen-undoubtedly
busybodi es fromthe nuseum Wat a fortunate thing that this corpse of Ranses
the Great concerned everyone far nore than the corpse of Lawence Stratford,

whi ch had been buried w thout cerenony in Egypt, just as Lawence had wi shed.

Good Lord, his father |ooked dreadful, as if he'd aged overni ght sone ten years.
He was even a little dishevel ed.

"Do you have a cigarette?" Henry asked sharply.

Wt hout |ooking at himhis father produced a snmall thin cigar and a |ight.

"The marriage is still the essential thing," Randol ph nurnmured al nost as if he
were speaking to hinmself. "A new bride sinply doesn't have time to think about
busi ness. And for the time being, |'ve arranged for you to stay with her. She

cannot remain al one."

"Good Lord, Father, this is the twentieth century! Wiy the hell can't she renmin
al one!"

Stay in that house, and with that disgusting mummy on display in the library? It
sickened him He cl osed his eyes, savored the cigar silently, and thought of his
m stress. A series of sharp, erotic inages passed quickly through his nind

"Dam it, you do what | tell you," his father said. But the voice |acked
convi ction. Randol ph gazed out the window. "You'll stay there and keep an eye on
her and do what you can to see she consents to the marriage as quickly as



possi bl e. Do your best to see that she doesn't nove away from Al ex. | think Al ex
has begun to irritate her slightly."’

"Smal | wonder. If Alex had any gunption .
"The marriage is good for her. It's good for everyone."

"Al'l right, all right, let's drop it!"

Silence as the car nmoved on. There was tine for dinner with Daisy, and a | ong
rest at the flat before he hit the ganbling tables at Flint's, that is, if he
could force a little inmedi ate cash out of his father

"He didn't suffer, did he?"

Henry gave a little start.

"\What ? What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"Your uncle?" his father asked, turning to himfor the first time. "The late

Law ence Stratford, who has just died in Egypt? Did he suffer, for the | ove of
God, or did he go quietly?"

'"One minute he was fine, the next he was Iying on the floor. He was gone
wi thin seconds. Why do you ask about sonething |ike that?"

"You're such a sentinental young bastard, aren't you?"
"I couldn't prevent it!"

For one nonent, the atnosphere of that close little cell came back to him the
acrid snell of the poison. And that thing, that thing in the mummy case, and the
grimillusion that it had been wat chi ng.

"He was a pi gheaded old fool,"
him™"

Randol ph said alnbst in a whisper. "But | |oved

"Did you really?" Henry turned sharply and peered into his father's face. "He's
left everything to her, and you |loved him™"

"He settled plenty on both of us a long tinme ago. It ought to have been enough
nore t han enough-"

"It's a pittance conpared to what she's inherited!"
"l won't discuss this."

Patience, Henry thought. Patience. He sat back against the soft grey uphol stery.
| need a hundred pounds at least and | won't get it like this.

Dai sy Banker watched through the lace curtains as Henry stepped out of the cab
bel ow. She lived in a long flat above the music hail, where she sang every ni ght
fromten P.M until two in the norning; a soft ripe peach of a woman with big
drowsy bl ue eyes and silver blond hair. Her voice was nothing nmuch and she knew
it; but they liked her, they did. They |iked her very nuch.

And she liked Henry Stratford, or so she told herself. He was certainly the best
thing that had ever happened to her. He'd got her the job bel ow, though how she
could never quite work out; and he paid for the flat, oral |east he was supposed
to. She knew there was quite a bit owi ng, but then he was just back from Egypt.



He'd nmake it right or shut up anyone who questioned himabout it. He was very
good at doing that.

She ran to the nmirror as she heard his tread on the stairs. She pulled down the
feathered collar of her peignoir and strai ghtened the pearls at her throat. She
pi nched her cheeks to work up the blush just as his key turned in the | ock.

"Well, 1'd just about given up on you, | had!" she bawl ed as he came into the
room But oh, the sight of him It never failed to work on her. He was so very
handsone with his dark brown hair and eyes; and the way he conducted hinself, so
truly the gentleman. She | oved the way he renoved his cloak now and threw it
carel essly over the chair, and beckoned for her to conme into his arns. So | azy
he was; and so full of hinmself! But why shouldn't he be?

"And nmy notor car? You pronmised me a notor car of my own before you left. Were
isit! That wasn't it downstairs. That was a cab."

There was sonmething so cold in his smile. Wien he kissed her, his lips hurt her
alittle; and his fingers bit into the soft flesh of her upper arnms. She felt a
vague chill nove up her spine; her nouth tingled. She kissed himagain and when
he I ed her into the bedroom she didn't say a word.

“I"1l get you your motor car," he whispered into her ear as he tore off the

pei gnoir and pressed her against himso that her nipples touched the scratchy
surface of his starched shirt. She kissed his cheek, then his chin, licking the
faint stubble of his beard. Lovely to feel himbreathe this way, to feel his
hands on her shoul ders.

"Not too rough, sir," she whispered.

"Why not ?"

The tel ephone rang. She could have ripped it fromthe wall.
She unbuttoned his shirt for himas he answered.

"I told you not to call again, Sharpies."

Ch, that bl oody son of a bitch, she thought mserably. She wi shed he was dead.
She' d worked for Sharpies before Henry Stratford had rescued her. And Sharpi es
was a nmean one, plain and sinple. He had left his scar on her, a tiny half-nmoon
on the back of her neck.

"I told you I'd pay you when | got back, didn't |? Suppose you give nme tinme to
unpack ny trunk!" He janmed down the little cone of a receiver into the hook
She pushed the phone back out of the way on the marbl e-top table.

"Cone here to ne, sweetheart,"” she said as she sat on the bed.
But her eyes dulled slightly as she watched him staring at the tel ephone. He was
broke still, wasn't he? Stone broke.

Strange. There had been no wake in this house for her father. And now the

pai nted coffin of Ranses the Great was being carried carefully through the
doubl e drawing roons as if by pallbearers, and into the library, which he had

al ways call ed the Egyptian room A wake for the numy; and the chi ef nourner was
not here.

Julie watched as Samir directed the men fromthe museumto place the coffin
carefully upright in the southeast corner, to the left of the open conservatory
doors. A perfect position. Anyone entering the house could see it inmediately.



Al'l those in the drawi ng roons woul d have a good view of it; and the munmy

hi nsel f woul d appear to have a view of all assenbled to pay hi m homage when the
lid was lifted and the body itself was reveal ed. The scrolls and al abaster jars
woul d be arranged on the long marble table beneath the mirror to the left of the
upright coffin, along the east wall. The bust of C eopatra was already being

pl aced on a stand in the center of the room The gold coins would go in a
speci al display case beside the marble table. And other m scell aneous treasures
could now be arranged any way that Samir saw fit.

The soft afternoon sunlight poured in fromthe conservatory, throwing its
intricate dancing patterns over the golden mask of the King's face and his
fol ded arns.

CGorgeous it was, authentic obviously. Only a fool would question such a
treasure. But what did the whole story nean?

Oh, if only they were all gone, Julie thought, and she could be al one now to
study it. But the men would be here forever exam ning the exhibit. And Al ex,
what to do about Al ex, who stood beside her, and gave her not a noment to
hersel f?

O course she'd been glad to see Samir, though it had stirred her own pain to
see the pain in him

And he | ooked stiff and unconfortable in his black Wstern suit and starched
white shirt. In the silks of his native dress, he was a dark-eyed prince, quite
renoved fromthe dreary routines of this noisy century and its bludgeoning drive
to progress. Here he | ooked foreign, and al nost servile in spite of the

i mperious manner in which he ordered the worknmen about.

Al ex stared at the worknen and their relics with the strangest expression. Wat
was it? These things neant nothing to him they had to do with sone other world.
But did he not find thembeautiful? Ah, it was so difficult for her to
understand. ' 'l wonder if there is a curse,'' he whispered softly. "Ch, please,
don't be ridiculous," Julie answered. "Now, they're going to be working for sone
time. Wiy don't we go on ¢ back into the conservatory and have tea?"

"Yes, we should do that," he said. It was dislike in his face, wasn't it? Not
confusion. He felt nothing for these treasures. They were alien to him they did
not matter one way or the other. She might have felt the sane way gazing at a
noder n nmachi ne she did not understand.

It saddened her. But everythi ng saddened her now and nost of all the fact that
her father had had so little tine with these many treasures, that he had died on
the very day of his greatest discovery. And that she was the one who nust savour
each and every article that he had uncovered in this nysterious and
controversial grave

Per haps after tea, Alex would understand that she wanted to be al one. She I|ed

hi m down the hall now, past the double doors of nme drawi ng roons, past the doors
of the library and out through the marble alcove into the glass roomof ferns
and flowers that ran across the entire back of the house.

This had been Father's favourite place when he was not in the library. No
accident that his desk and his books were only a few feet away, through those
gl ass doors.

They sat down at the wicker table together, the sun playing beautifully on the
silver tea service before them



"You pour, dearest," she said to Alex. She laid out the cakes on the plates. Now
that gave him sonething to do which he understood

Had she ever known a human being who could do all the little things so well?

Al ex could ride, dance, shoot, pour tea, mix delicious Anerican cocktails, slip
into the protocol of Bucki ngham Pal ace wi thout batting an eyelash. He could read
an occasional poemwi th such a sinulation of feeling that it made her weep. He
could kiss very well, too, and there was no doubt that marriage with himwould
have its deeply sensuous nonments. No doubt whatsoever. But what else would it
have?

She felt selfish suddenly. Wasn't all that enough? It hadn't been for her
father, a merchant prince whose nanners were indistinguishable fromthose of
aristocratic friends. It had nmeant nothing at all

"Drink it, darling, you need it," Alex said to her, offering her the cup the way
she liked it. No milk, no sugar. Only a thin slice of |enon.

| magi ne anyone really needing tea.

It seemed the |ight changed around her; a shadow. She | ooked up to see that
Samr had cone silently into the room

"Samir. Sit down. Join us."

He notioned for her to remain where she was. He was hol ding a | eat her-bound book
in his hands.

"Julie," he said with a slow and deliberate glance in the direction of the
Egyptian room "I brought your father's notebook to you. |I didn't want to give
it to the people at the nmuseum"

"Ch, I'mso glad. Do join us, please."

"No, | nust return to work inmmediately. | want to make sure things are done as
t hey should be. And you nust read this notebook, Julie. The newspapers, they
published only the bare bones of this story. There is nore here. "

"Come, sit down," she pressed again. "W'Il| take care of that together, later."

After a nonent's hesitation, he gave in. He took the chair beside her, giving a
little polite nod to Alex, to whom he'd been introduced before.

"Julie, your father had only begun his translations. You know his command of the
anci ent tongues. "

"Yes, I'meager to read it. But what is really troubling you?" she said
earnestly. "Wat is wong?"

Sam r pondered, then: "Julie, | amuneasy about this discovery. | am uneasy
about the munmy and the poisons contained in the tonb."

"Were they really Cleopatra's poisons?" Alex said quickly. "Or is that sonething
the reporters dreamed up?"

"No one can say," Sanir answered politely.

"Samir, everything is carefully labeled,” Julie said. "The servants had been
told."

"You don't believe in the curse now, do you?" Al ex asked.



Samr made a little polite smle. "No. Nevertheless," he said, turning back to
Julie. "Promise ne that if you see anything strange, even if you suffer a
presentinment, you will call ne at the rmuseum at once.'

"But, Samir, | never expected you to believe-"
"Julie, curses are rare in Egypt," he said quickly. "And the adnmonitions witten
on this mumy case are npst severe. The story of the creature's immortality,
there are nore details in this little book,"

"But you don't think Father really succunbed to a curse, Sanmir."

"No. But the things found in the tonb defy explanation. Except if one believes
But then that is absurd. | ask only that you take nothing for granted. That
you call nme if you need ne at once.”

He took his |l eave of her abruptly, and went back into the library. She could
hear hi m speaking Arabic to one of the workmen. She watched them uneasily
t hrough the open doors.

Grief, she thought. It's a strange and a ni sunderstood enotion. He grieves for
Father as | do, and so the whole discovery is ruined for him How difficult al
this nmust be.

And he woul d have so enjoyed all of it if only . . . WlI, she understood. It
was not so with her. She wanted nothing so nmuch as to be alone with Ranses the
Great and his Ceopatra. But she understood. And the pain of Father's [oss would
be there forever. She didn't really want it to go away. She | ooked at Al ex, poor
| ost boy staring at her with such concern

"I love you," he whispered suddenly.

"Why, what on earth has come over you!" She | aughed softly.

He | ooked baffled, childlike. Her handsome fiance was really suffering suddenly.
She couldn't bear it.

"I don't know," he said. "Maybe |I'mhaving a presentinent. Is that what he
called it? | only know |l want to rem nd you-1 |ove you."

"Ch, Alex, dear Alex." She bent forward and kissed him and felt his sudden
desperate clasp of her hand.

The gaudy little clock on Daisy's dressing table rang six.

Henry sat back, stretched, then reached for the chanpagne again, filling his
gl ass, then hers.

She | ooked drowsy still, the thin satin strap of her nightgown fallen down over
one rounded arm

"Drink, darling," he said

"Not nme, lovey. Singing tonight," she said with an arrogant |ift of her chin. "I
can't drink all day like sone | know." She tore off a bit of neat fromthe
roasted fow on her plate, and put it in her nouth crudely. Beautiful nouth.
"But this cousin of yours! She's not afraid of the bl oody mumy! Putting it
right there in her own house!"



Bi g stupid blue eyes fixed on him just the kind he |liked. Though he m ssed

Mal enka, his Egyptian beauty; he really did. The thing about an Eastern wonan
was she didn't have to be stupid; she could be clever, and just as easy to
manage. Wth a girl like Daisy, the stupidity was essential; and then you had to
talk to her-and talk to her and talk to her

"Way the hell should she be afraid of the dammed numy!" he said irritably. "The
daft part is giving the whole treasure to a museum She doesn't know what noney
is, my cousin. She has too rmuch of it to know He increased ny trust fund by a
pittance and he | eaves her a shipping enpire. He's the one who was ..."

He stopped. The little chanber; the sunlight falling in shafts on that thing. He
saw it again. Saw what he had done! No. Not right. Died of a heart attack or a
stroke, he did-the nan lying spraw ed on the sandy floor, |I didn't do it. And
that thing, it hadn't been staring through the wappings, that was absurd!

He drank the chanpagne too quickly. Ah, but it was good, He filled his glass
agai n.

"But a bleeding munmy in the very house with her," Daisy said.

And suddenly, violently, he saw those eyes again, beneath rotted bandages,
staring at him Yes, staring. Stop it, you fool, you did what you had to do!
Stop it or you will go mmd.

He rose fromthe table a bit clunsily and put on his jacket, and straightened
his silk tie.

"But where are you goi ng?" Daisy asked. "You're a bit too drunk to be going out
now, if you ask ne."

"But | didn't," he answered. She knew where he was goi ng. He had the hundred
pounds he'd managed to squeeze out of Randol ph, and the casino was open. It had
opened at dark.

He wanted to be there alone now, so that he could truly concentrate. Merely
thinking of it, of the green baize under the | anps and the sound of the dice and
roul ette wheel, engendered a deep excitenment in him One good win, and he'd
quit, he pronised hinself. And with a hundred pounds to start. No, he coul dn't
wait. .

O course he'd run into Sharpies, and he owed Sharpies too nuch noney, but how
the hell was he supposed to pay it back if he didn't get to the tables, and

t hough he didn't feel lucky-no, not lucky at all tonight-well, he had to give it
atry.

"Just wait now, sir. Sit down, sir," Daisy said, comng after him "Have another
glass with me and then a little nap. It's barely six o'clock."

"Let nme alone," he said. He put on his greatcoat and pulled on his |eather

gl oves. Sharpies. A stupid man, Sharpies. He felt in his coat pocket for the
knife he'd carried for years. Yes, still there. He drew it out now, and exani ned
the thin steel blade. "Oh no, sir," Daisy gasped

"Don't be a fool," he said offhandedly, and closing the knife and putting it
back into his pocket he went out the door.

No sound now but the |ow gurgling of the fountain in the conservatory, the ashen
twilight [ong gone, the Egyptian roomlighted only by the green shaded | anmp on
Lawr ence's desk



Julie sat in her father's leather chair, back to the wall, her silk peignoir
soft and confortable, and surprisingly warm her hand on the diary which she had
not yet read.

The glittering mask of Ranses the Great was ever so slightly frightening, the

| arge al nond- shaped eyes peering into the soft shadows; the marble C eopatra
appeared to glow. And so beautiful the coins nmounted on bl ack vel vet against the
far wall

She had inspected themcarefully earlier. Same profile as the bust, sane
rippling hair beneath its gold tiara. A Greek Cleopatra, not the silly Egyptian
i mage so popular in progranmes for Shakespeare's tragedy, or in the engravings
which illustrated Plutarch's Lives and popul ar histories galore.

Profile of a beautiful wonman; strong, not tragic. Strong as Romans | oved their
heroes and heroines to be strong.

The thick scrolls of parchment and papyrus | ooked all too fragile as they lay
heaped on the marble table. The other itens could al so be easily destroyed by
pryi ng hands. Quill pens, ink pots, a little silver burner nmeant for oil, it
seemed, with aring in which to position a glass vial. The vials thensel ves | ay
besi de it-exquisite specinmens of early glasswork, each with a tiny silver cap
O course all these little relics, and the string of al abaster jars behind them
were protected by small, neatly inscribed signs which read: "Please do not
touch. "

Nevertheless, it worried her, so many conming here to view these things.

"Remenber, it's poison, nost definitely,” Julie had told Rita and Oscar, her
i ndi spensabl e mai d and butler. And that had been enough to keep them out of the
room

"It's a body, miss," Rita had said. "A dead body! Never mnd it's an Egyptian
King. | say |leave the dead alone, niss.”

Julie had laughed softly to herself. "The British Miseumis full of dead bodies,
Rita."

If only the dead could conme back. If only the ghost of her father would conme to
her. Inmagi ne such a mracle. Having himagain, speaking to him hearing his

voi ce. What happened, Father? Did you suffer? Was there even one second when you
were afraid?

Yes, she woul dn't have minded such a visitation at all. But no such thing would

ever happen. That was the horror. W went fromthe cradle to the grave beset by

mundane tragedi es. The spl endour of the supernatural was a thing for stories and
poens, and Shakespeare's pl ays.

But why dwell on it? Now had come the nmonent to be alone with her father's
treasures, and to read the |ast words he wote.

She turned the pages now to the date of the discovery. And the first words she
saw made her eyes fill with tears.

Miust wite to Julie, describe everything. Hieroglyphs on the door virtually free
of error; must have been witten by one who knew what he was witing. Yet the
Greek is entirely of the Ptolenaic period. And the Latin is sophisticated.

| mpossible, Yet there it is. Samir uncommonly fearful and superstitious. Mist
sleep for a few hours. Am going in tonight!



There was a hasty ink sketch of the door of the tonb and its three broad
par agraphs of witing. Hastily she turned to the next page.

Nine P.M by ny watch. Inside the chanber at last. Appears to be a library
rather than a tonb. The nman has been laid to rest in a King's coffin beside a
desk on which he has left sone thirteen scrolls. He wites entirely in Latin,
wi t h obvious haste but no carel essness. There are droplets of ink all over, but
the text is conpletely coherent.

"Call me Ramses the Dammed. For that is the nane | have given nyself. But | was
once Ranses the Great of Upper and Lower Egypt, slayer of the Hittites, Father
of many sons and daughters, who rul ed Egypt for sixty-four years. My nonunents
are still standing; the stele recount ny victories, though a thousand years have
passed since | was pulled, a nortal child, fromthe wonb.

"Ah, fatal monent now buried by tine, when froma Hittite priestess | took the
cursed elixir. Her warnings | would not heed. Inmmortality | craved. And so
drank the potion in the brimrng cup. And now, |ong centuries gone by-amid the
poi sons of my |lost Queen, | hide the potion which she would not accept from mne-
ny dooned Cl eopatra.”

Julie stopped. The elixir, hidden anbngst these poi sons? She realized what Sanmir
had meant. The papers had not told that part of the little nystery. Tantalizing.
These poi sons hide a fornula that can grant eternal life.

"But who would create such a fiction!" she whi spered.

She found herself staring at the marble bust of Ceopatra. Immortality. Wy
woul d Cl eopatra not drink the potion? Ch, but really, she was beginning to
believe it! She sniled.

She turned the page of the diary. The translation was interrupted. Her father
had witten only:

CGoes on to describe how Cl eopatra awakened himfromhis dreamfilled sl eep, how
he tutored her, |oved her, watched her seduce the Ronan | eaders one by one.

"Yes," Julie whispered. "Julius Caesar first and then Mark Antony. But why woul d
she not take the elixir?'' There was another paragraph of translation

"How can | bear this burden any |onger? How can | endure the |oneliness anynore?
Yet | can not die. Her poisons can not harmme. They keep ny elixir safe so that
| may dream of still other Queens, both fair and wise, to share the centuries
with ne. But is it not her face | see? Her voice | hear? C eopatra. Yesterday.
Tonorrow. O eopatra. '

Latin foll owed. Several scribbled paragraphs in Latin which Julie could not
read. Even with the aid of a dictionary she could not have translated it. Then
there were a few lines of denotic Egyptian, even nore nearly inpenetrable than
that Latin. Nothing nore.

She | aid down the book. She fought the inevitable tears. It was alnost as if she
could feel the presence of her father in this room How excited he nust have
been, what a lovely scribble his handwiting had becone.

And how | ovely the whol e nystery was.

Sonmewhere anong all those poisons, an elixir that conveyed imortality? One need
not take it literally to find it beautiful



And behold that tiny silver burner and the delicate vial. Ramses the Damed had
believed it. Perhaps her father had believed it. And for the monent, well, naybe
she did too.

She rose slowy and approached the |ong marbl e table agai nst the opposite wall
The scrolls were too fragile. There were tiny bits and pieces of papyrus
scattered everywhere. She had seen this damage done as die nen lifted them ever
so carefully fromtheir crates. She dared not touch them Besides, she couldn't
read t hem

As for the jars, she nmustn't touch themeither. Wat if sone of that poison were
spilled, or sonehow released into the air?

She found herself suddenly | ooking at her own reflection in the mirror on the
wal I . She went back to the desk, and opened the fol ded newspaper that |ay there.

Shakespeare's Antony and Cl eopatra was enjoying a long run in London. She and

Al ex had nmeant to go and see it, but then Alex fell asleep during serious plays.
Only Glbert and Sullivan entertained Alex. and even then he was usual |y noddi ng
off by the end of the third act.

She studied the little announcenment for the performance. She stood up and
reached for Plutarch on the bookshel f above the desk.

Where was the story of Cl eopatra? Plutarch had not devoted a full biography to
her. No, her story was contained in that of Mark Antony, of course.

She paged quickly to the passages she only dimy renenbered. C eopatra had been
a great Queen, and what we call now a great politician. She had not only seduced
Caesar and Antony, she kept Egypt free of Roman conquest for decades, finally
taking her own |ife when Antony was dead by his own hand, and Cctavius Caesar
had stormed her gates. The | oss of Egypt to Ronme had been inevitable, but she
had al nost turned the tide. Had Julius Caesar not been assassi nated, he m ght
have nade Cl eopatra his Enpress. Had Mark Antony been a little stronger

Cctavi an m ght have been overthrown.

Even in her final days, however, Cl eopatra had been victorious in her own way.
Cctavi an wanted to take her to Rone as a royal prisoner. She had cheated him
She had tried out dozens of poisons on condemmed prisoners, and then chosen the
bite of a snake to end her life. The Ronman guards had not prevented her suicide.
And so Cctavian took possession of Egypt. But Cl eopatra he could not have.

Julie closed the book al nbst reverently. She | ooked at the | ong row of al abaster
jars. Could these really be those very poisons?

She fell into a strange reverie as she gazed at the magnificent coffin. A
hundred like it she had seen here and in Cairo. A hundred like it she had

exam ned ever since she could remenber. Only this one contained a man who
clained to be inmmortal. Who claimed to be entering not death when he was buri ed,
but "a dreamfilled sleep.”

VWhat was the secret of that slunber? O being awakened fromit? And the elixir!
"Ranmses the Damed," she whi spered. "Wuld you wake for ne as you did for

Cl eopatra? Wuld you wake for a new century of indescribable marvels even though
your Queen is dead?"

No answer but silence; and the |arge soft eyes of the golden King staring at
her, graven hands fol ded over his chest.



"That's robbery!" Henry said, barely able to contain his anger. "The thing's
priceless." He glared at the little nman behind the desk in the back office of
the coin shop. Mserable little thief in his stuffy world of dirty glass cases
and bits and pieces of nmoney displayed as if they were jewels.

"If it's genuine, yes," the nan answered slowy. "And if it's genuine, where did
it cone fron? Acoin like this with a perfect inmage of C eopatra? That's what
they will want to know, you see, where did it cone fron? And you have not told
me your nane."''’

"No, | haven't." Exasperated, he snatched the coin back fromthe deal er, slipped
it into his pocket and turned to go. He stopped |ong enough to put on his

gl oves. What did he have left? Fifty pounds? He was in a fury. He let the door

sl am behi nd himas he wal ked into the biting w nd.

The deal er sat quite still for a |l ong nonent. He could still feel the coin that
he had let slip literally fromhis hand. Never in all these Iong years had he
seen anything quite like it. He knew it was genuine, and suddenly he felt the
fool as never before in his life.

He shoul d have bought it! He should have taken the risk. But he knew it was
stolen, and not even for the Queen of the Nile could he becone a thief.

He rose fromthe desk, and passed through the dusty serge curtains that
separated his shop froma tiny drawi ng room where he spent nuch of his tineg,
even during business hours, quite alone. H's newspaper |ay beside the wing chair
where he'd left it. He opened now to the headline

STRATFORD MUMWY AND HI S CURSE COMVE TO LONDON

The ink drawi ng beneath showed a sl ender young man di senbarki ng fromthe P&0O
H MS. Ml ponine along with the numry of the faned Ranses the Dammed. Henry
Stratford, nephew of the dead archaeol ogi st, said the caption. Yes, that was the
man who had just left his shop. Had he stolen the coin fromthe tonb where his
uncl e di ed so suddenly? And how nmany nore like it had he taken? The deal er was
confused; relieved on the one hand, and full of regret on the other. He stared
at the tel ephone.

Noon. The club dining roomwas quiet, the few scattered nmenbers eating their

| unch al one on white-draped tables in silence. Just the way Randol ph liked it, a
true retreat fromthe noisy streets outside, and the endl ess pressure and
confusion of his office.

He was not happy when he saw his son standing in the door sone fifty feet away.
Hasn't slept all night, nore than |ikely. Yet Henry was shaven, neatly dressed,
Randol ph gave himthat much. The little things were never out of Henry's
control. It was the great disaster with which he couldn't cope-that he had no
real life any longer. That he was a ganbler and a drinker with no soul

Randol ph went back to his soup

He didn't look up as his son took the chair opposite, and called to the waiter
for a Scotch and water "at once."

"I told you to stay at your cousin's last night," Randol ph said gloonly. There
was no point to this conversation. "I left the key for you."

"I picked up the key, thank you. And nmy cousin is no doubt doing quite well
wi t hout ne. She has her munmy to keep her conpany.”

The waiter set down the glass and Henry drained it at once.



Randol ph t ook another slow spoon of the hot soup

"Why the hell do you dine in a place like this? It's been out of fashion for a
decade. It's positively funereal."''

"Keep your voice down."
"Why should 1? All the menbers are deaf."

Randol ph sat back in the chair. He gave a snall nod to the waiter, who noved in
to take the soup plate. "It's ny club and | like it," he said dully.
Meani ngl ess. All conversation with his son was neani ngl ess. He would weep if he
t hought of it. He would weep if he lingered too long on the fact that Henry's
hands trenbl ed, that his face was pale and drawn, and that his eyes fixed on
not hi ng- eyes of an addict, a drunk

"Bring the bottle," Henry said to the waiter, wi thout [ooking up. And to his
father, "I'mdown to twenty pounds."

"I can't advance you anything!" Randol ph said wearily. "As long as she's in
control, the situation is very sinply desperate. You don't understand.”

"You're lying to ne. | know she signed papers yesterday.

"You've drawn a year's salary in advance."

"Father, | nmust have anot her hundred.

"If she exam nes the books herself, | nay have to confess everything; and ask
for another chance."

It filled himwith surprising relief nerely to say it. Perhaps it was what he
want ed. He gazed at his son froma great renove suddenly. Yes, he should tel
his niece everything, and ask for her . , . what? Her help.

Henry was sneeri ng.
"Throw ng ourselves on her mercy. Oh, that's lovely."

Randol ph | ooked away, across the long vista of white-draped tables. Only one
stooped grey-haired figure remai ned now, dining alone, in a far corner. The

el derly Viscount Stephenson- one of the old | anded gentry who still had the bank
account to support his vast estates. Well, dine in peace, ny friend, Randol ph

t hought wearily.

"What else can we do!" he said softly nowto his son. "You nmight cone to work
tomorrow. At | east nake an appearance. '

Was his son listening, his son who had been m serable for as |ong as Randol ph
could renenber, his son who had no future, no anbitions, no plans, no dreans?

It broke his heart suddenly, the thought of it-the long years since his son had
been anyt hing but desperate, and furtive, and bitter as well. It broke his heart
to see his son's eyes darting anxiously over the sinple objects of the table-the
heavy silver, the napkin which he had not yet unfol ded. The glass and the bottle
of Scot ch.

"Al'l right, I'll give you sone on account," he said. What woul d anot her hundred
pounds matter? And this was his only son. H's only son.



A sonber yet undeniably exciting occasion. Wen Elliott arrived, the Stratford
house was crowded to overflowi ng. He had always |l oved this house, with its
uncomonly large roons, and its dramatic central stairway.

So much dark wood, so nany towering bookshel ves; and yet it had a cheerfu

at nosphere with the w cked abundance of electric Iight and the never-ending
stretches of gilded wall paper. But he m ssed Lawence sharply as he stood in the
front hall. He felt Lawence here; and all the wasted nonments of their
friendship came back to tornent him And the |ong-ago |ove affair that haunted
himstill.

Wel I, he had known it would happen. But there was nowhere el se on earth that he
wanted to be tonight, except in Lawence's house for the first official show ng
of Ramses the Damed, Law ence's discovery. He made a |ight dismissive gesture
to fend off those who i medi ately cane towards him and bowi ng his head he
pushed his way gently through strangers and old friends until he reached the
Egyptian room The pain in his | egs was bad tonight, because of the danp, as he
al ways said. But luckily he woul dn't have to stand |ong. And he had a new

wal ki ng stick that he rather liked, a fancy affair with a silver handle.

"Thank you, Gscar," he said with the usual smle as he took his first glass of
white w ne.

"Not a nonent too soon, old boy," Randol ph said to himwearily. "They're going
to unveil the ghastly thing now. Mght as well cone along.'

Elliott nodded. Randol ph | ooked dreadful, no doubt about it. He'd had the w nd
knocked out of himby Lawence's death. But he was doing his best here, it was
obvi ous.

They noved together into the front ranks-and for the first tine, Elliott laid
eyes upon the startlingly beautiful coffin of the mumy."'

The innocent, childlike expression of the golden mask charned him Then his eyes
noved to the bands of witing that girded the | ower portion of the figure. Latin
and Greek words witten as if they were Egyptian hieroglyphs

But he was distracted as Hancock of the British Museum called for quiet, tapping
a spoon loudly on a crystal glass. Beside Hancock stood Alex, with his arm
around Julie, who | ooked exquisite in her black nmourning, her hair drawn
severely back fromher pale face, revealing to all the world that her features
had never needed fancy coifs or other adornments.

As their eyes nmet, Elliott gave Julie a little nelancholy snile, and saw the

i medi ate brightening in her that always greeted him In a way, he thought, she
is nmore fond of me than of nmy son. What an irony. But then his son was staring
at these proceedings as if he were utterly lost. And perhaps he was, and that
was the problem

Sam r | brahai m appeared suddenly at Hancock's left. Another old friend. But he
did not see Elliott. A bit anxiously, he directed two young nen to take hold of
the Iid of the nmunmy case and wait for his instructions. They stood with eyes
downcast as if faintly enbarrassed by the act they were about to perform And
the room went dead silent.

"Ladi es and gentlenen," Sanmir said. The two young fellows at once hoisted the
lid and noved it gracefully to one side. "I give you Ranses the Great."

The munmy | ay exposed for all to see; the tall figure of a man with arnms crossed
on his breast, seenmngly bald and naked under its thick discol ored wappings.



A collective gasp rose fromthe crowd. In the golden Iight of the electric
chandeliers and the few scattered candel abra, the formwas faintly horrible as
they always are. Death preserved and nount ed.

There was an uneasy sprinkling of applause. Shudders, even uneasy |aughter; and
then the thick bank of spectators broke up, sonme drawing in for a closer |ook
then backing off as if fromthe heat of a fire, others turning their backs on
the thing altogether.

Randol ph si ghed and shook his head.
"Died for this, did he? I wi sh | understood why."

"Don't be nmorbid," said the man next to him sonmeone Elliott ought to renenber,
but didn't. "Law ence was happy-"

"Doi ng what he wanted to do," Elliott whispered. If he heard it said even one
nore tine, he would weep

Law ence woul d have been happy exam ning his treasure.

Law ence woul d have been happy translating those scrolls. Lawence's death was a
tragedy. Anyone who tried to make anything else out of it was a perfect fool

Elliott gave Randol ph's arma gentle squeeze and left him noving slowy towards
t he venerabl e corpse of Ranses.

It seenmed the younger generation had deci ded en masse to block his progress as
they surrounded Alex and Julie. Elliott could hear her voice in snatches as
conversation regained its spirited volume all around.

a renmarkabl e story in the papyri," Julie explained. "But Father had only
begun his translation. |I should like to know what you think, Elliott."

"What was that, my dear?" He had just reached the mummy itself and he was
staring at the face, marveling at how easily one could discern an expression
under so many | ayers of deconposing cloth. He took her hand now as she noved
close to him Qhers pressed in, trying to get a good look, but Elliott stood
his ground rather selfishly.

"Your opinion, Elliott, of the whole nystery," Julie said. "lIs this a
ni net eent h-dynasty coffin? How did it conme to be fashioned in Roman tines? You
know, Father told ne once, you knew nore about Egyptology than all the nmen at
t he museum "

He | aughed softly to hinself. She glanced about nervously to nmake sure Hancock
was nowhere near. Thank God, he was in the thick of his own little crowd,
expl ai ni ng sonet hi ng about those scrolls, no doubt, and the row of exquisite
jars along the wall beneath the mrror

"What do you think?" Julie prodded again. Had seriousness ever been so
seductive?

"Can't possibly be Ranses the Geat, ny dear," he said. "But then you know
that." He studied the painted Iid of the coffin again, and once nore the body
nestled in its dusty swathing. "An excellent job, | nust say that. Not many
chenical s were used; no snell of bitunmen whatsoever."

"There is no bitunen," Samir said suddenly. He had been standing on EUiott's
left and Elliott had not even seen him



"And what do you nake of that?" Elliott asked.

"The King has given us his own explanation," Samr said.
"Or so Lawence told ne. Ranses had hinself wapped with
all due cerenpny and prayers; but he was not enbal med. He

was never taken fromthe cell where he wote his story."

"What an amazing idea!" Elliott said. "And have you read these inscriptions

yourself?'' He pointed to the Latin as he translated: " 'Let not the sun shine
on nmy remains; for in darkness | sleep; beyond all suffering; beyond al

know edge. . . .' Now that is hardly an Egyptian sentinent. | think you'l
agree. "

Samr's face darkened as he | ooked at the tiny letters. "There are curses and
war ni ngs everywhere. | was a curious nman until we opened this strange tonb."

"And now you're frightened?" Not a good thing for one nman to say to anot her. But
it was true. And Julie was nmerely enthrall ed.

"Elliott, I want you to read Father's notes," she said, "before the nmuseum
gathers up everything and locks it in a vault. The nan doesn't merely claimto
be Ranses. There's a good deal nore."

"You're not referring to the nonsense in the papers,"” he asked her. "About his

being immortal, and |oving C eopatra.™

Strange the way she | ooked at him "Father translated sone of it," she repeated.
She glanced to the side. "I have the notebook. It's on his desk. Sanmir will
agree with me, 1 think. You'll find it interesting."

But Samir was being dragged away by Hancock and sone other fellowwith a brittle
smle. And Lady Treadwel | had accosted Julie before she could go on. Wasn't
Julie afraid of the curse? Elliott felt her hand slip away fromhis. A d Wnsl ow
Baker wanted to talk to Elliott right now. No, go away. A tall wonman with

wi t hered cheeks and | ong white hands stood before the coffin and demanded to
know i f the whole thing nmight be a practical joke.

"Certainly not!" said Baker. "Lawence always dug up the real thing, | 'd stake
nmy lifeonit."'

Elliott snmiled. "Once the nuseum has these wappings off," he said, "they'll be
able to date the remains successfully. There will be internal evidence of age,
of course."

"Lord Rutherford, | didn't recognize you," said the wonan.

Good Lord, was he supposed to recogni ze her? Soneone had stepped in front of
her; everyone wanted to see this thing. And he ought to nove, but he didn't want
to.

"I can't bear to think of their cutting himopen," Julie said half in a whisper
"This is the first tinme |'ve seen him" she said. "I didn't dare to open the
case on ny own."

"Come along, darling, there's an old friend I want you to neet," Alex said
suddenly. "Father, there you are! Do get off your feet! Do you want ne to help
you to a chair?"



"I can nanage, Alex, go on," Elliott replied. The fact was, he was used to the
pain. It was like tiny knives in his joints; and tonight he could feel it even
in his fingers. But he could forget about it, entirely, now and then

And now he was alone with Ranmses the Dammed, with a | ot of backs and shoul ders
turned to him How spl endid.

He narrowed his eyes as he drew very close to the nummy's face. Amazingly wel
fornmed; not desiccated at all. And certainly not the face of an old man, such as
Ramses woul d have been at the end of a sixty-year reign

The nmouth was a young nan's nouth, or at least that of a man in his prine. And
t he nose was sl ender, but not emaci ated-what Englishmen call aristocratic. The
ridges of the brows were prom nent and the eyes thenmsel ves coul d not have been
smal | . Probably a handsone man. In fact, there seened little doubt of it.

Soneone said crossly that the thing ought to be in the nuseum Another that it
was perfectly gruesome. And to think, these had been Lawrence's friends? Hancock
was exam ning the gold coins on display in their velvet-lined case. Samr was
besi de him

In fact, Hancock was naking a fuss about sonething, wasn't he? Elliott knew that
of ficious tone.

"There were five, only five? You're sure of it?" And he was speaking so |oudly
one woul d have thought Sanmir was deaf, not nerely Egyptian

"Quite sure. | told you,'' Samr said with a touch of irritation. ' 'I catal oged
the entire contents of the chanmber nysel f."

Qui te unm stakably, Hancock shifted his gaze to someone across the room Elliott
saw it was Henry Stratford, |ooking quite splendid in his dove-grey wool, with a
black silk tie at his throat. Laughing and tal ki ng nervously, too, it seened,
with Alex and Julie and that crowd of young people whom Henry secretly | oathed
and resent ed.

Handsonme as ever, Elliott thought. Handsome as when he was a boy of twenty, and
that narrow el egant face could flash froma beguiling vulnerability to a
chilling viciousness.

But why was Hancock staring at hin? And what was he whispering nowin Sanmir's
ear? Sanmir |ooked at Hancock for a |long nonment, then gave a languid little
shrug, his eyes noving slowy over Henry al so.

How Samir nust loathe all this, Elliott thought. How he nust | oathe that
unconfortabl e Western suit; he wants his gellebiyya of watered silk, and his
sli ppers, and he should have them What barbarians we nust seem

Elliott noved to the far corner and slipped into Lawence's | eather chair,
easing it back against the wall. The crowd opened and cl osed at random

reveal ing Henry again noving away fromthe others, and gl ancing unconfortably to
right and left. Very subtle, not like a stage villain, but he's up to sonething,
isn't he?

Henry slow y passed the narble table, his hand hovering as if he neant to touch
the ancient scrolls. The crowd closed again, but Elliott nerely waited. The
little knot of persons in front of himshifted finally, and there was Henry,
yards away, peering at a necklace on a little glass shelf, one of those many
relics which Lawence had brought hone years ago.



Di d anyone see Henry pick up the necklace and look at it lovingly as if he were
an antiquarian? Did anyone see himslip it into his pocket and wal k away, face
bl ank, nmouth rigid?

Bast ar d.

Elliott only smled. He took a sip of the chilled white wine, and wished it were
sherry. He wi shed he had not seen the little theft. He wi shed he had not seen
Henry.

H s own secret nmenories of Henry had never |ost their painful edge, perhaps
because he had never confessed what had happened to anyone. Not even to Edith,
t hough he had told her many ot her sordid things about hinself when w ne and
phil osophy had nade it seeminperative that he do so; and not to the Roman
Catholic priests to whom he occasionally went to speak of heaven and hell in
passi onate ways no one el se would tolerate.

He always told hinself that if he did not relive those dark times, then he would
forget them But they were horridly vivid even now, some ten years after

He had | oved Henry Stratford once. And Henry Stratford was the only |over
Elliott had ever had who tried to blackmail him

O course it had been an utter failure. Elliott had |aughed in Henry's face.

He'd called his bluff. "Shall | tell your father all about it? O shall | tel
your uncle Lawence first? He's going to be furious with ne ... for perhaps five
m nutes. But you, his favorite nephew, he will despise till the day you die

because | shall tell himall of it, you see, down to the sum of noney you're
demandi ng. What was it? Five hundred pounds? You' ve made yourself a wetch for
that, inmagine."

How sul l en and hurt Henry had been; how utterly confounded.

It should have been a triunph; but nothing took the sting fromthe overal
humi liation. Henry at twenty-two-a viper with an angel's face, turning on
Elliott in their Paris hotel as if he were a conmpn boy out of the gutter

And then there had been the little thefts. An hour after Henry had left, Elliot!
had di scovered that his cigarette case, his noney clip and all his cash were

m ssing. His dressing gown was gone; his cuff links. Oher itens he could no

| onger renenber.

He coul d never bring himself to nention the whol e disaster. But he would have
liked to needle Henry now, to slip up beside himand ask about the neckl ace that
had just found its way into his pocket. Wuld Henry put it with the gold
cigarette case, and the fine engraved noney clip, and the dianmond cuff links? O
lay it off on the sane pawnbroker?

It was ail too sad really. Henry had been a gifted young man; and it had al
gone wong, despite education and bl ood and countl ess opportunities. He'd
started to ganbl e when he was no nore than a boy; his drinking had becone a
di sease by the tine he was twenty-five; and now at thirty-two he had a
perpetually sinister air that deepened his good | ooks and made hi m curiously
repul sive in spite of them And who suffered for it? Randol ph, of course, who
bel i eved agai nst all evidence that Henry's descent was his father's failure.

Let himgo to hell, Elliott thought. Maybe he'd sought sone glinmer with Henry
of the flame he'd known with Lawence, and it was all his own fault-seeing the
uncle in the nephew. But no, it had started as an honest thing in its own right.
And Henry Stratford had pursued him after all. Yes, to hell with Henry.



It was the numry Elliott had cone to see. And the crowd had backed off a little
again. He caught a fresh glass of wine froma passing tray, clinbed to his feet,
i gnoring the outrageous stab of pain in his left hip, and made his way back to
the solem figure in the coffin.

He | ooked at the face again, the grimset of the mouth with its firmchin. A nman
in his prine all right. And there was hair cleaving to the well-shaped skul
beneat h t he swol | en bandages.

He Iifted his glass in salute.

"Ranmses," he whispered, drawi ng closer. And then speaking in Latin, he said,’
"Wl comre to London. Do you know where London is?" He |aughed softly at hinself
speaking Latin to this thing. Then he quoted a few sentences from Caesar's
account of his conquest of Britain. "That's where you are, great King," he said.
He nade a feeble attenpt to switch to Greek, but it was sinply too hard for him
In Latin, he said: "I hope you |like the danm place better than | do."

There was a faint rustling sound suddenly. Were had it cone fron? How odd to
hear it so distinctly when the roar of conversation all around himwas such a
persi stent nuisance. But it sounded as if it had come fromthe coffin itself,
right in front of him

He scanned the face again. Then the arms and hands, which appeared to be snagged
inthe rotted linen, as if they mght fall |loose at any nonment. In fact, there
was a distinct tear in the dark, dirty cloth, exposing a bit of the undergarnent
of the body right where the wists were crossed. Not good. The thing was
deteriorating right here before his eyes. O there were tiny parasites at work
Mist be stopped i nmedi ately.

He | ooked down at the munmy's feet. This was alarming. Atiny pile of dust
accunul ating even as he watched, falling, it seened, fromthe tw sted right
hand, on whi ch the wappi ngs had been badly broken

"Good Lord, Julie nmust send this over to the nmuseum i medi ately," he whispered.
And then he heard that sound again. Rustling? No, it was fainter. Yes, the thing
nmust be properly taken care of. God only knew what the London danmp was doing to
it. But surely Samir knew this. And so did Hancock.

In Latin, he spoke to the numy again. "I don't |ike the damp either, great
King. It gives me pain. And that's why |I'm going hone now, to | eave you to your
wor shi ppers. "

He turned away, |eaning heavily on his cane, to ease the ache in his hip. He
gl anced back only once. And the thing | ooked so robust. It was as if the
Egypti an heat had not dried it out whatsoever.

Dai sy | ooked at the tiny necklace as Henry clasped it at the back of her neck
Her dressing roomwas packed with flowers, bottles of red wi ne, chanpagne
cooling in ice, and other offerings, but none froma man as handsone as Henry
Stratford.

"Looks funny to nme," she said, cocking her head to one side. Thin gold chain and
alittle trinket with paint on it, or that's what it |ooked |ike. "Werever did
you get it?"

"It's worth nore than that trash you took off," Henry said, smling. H s speech
was thick. He was drunk again. And that nmeant he would be nean, or very, very
sweet. "Now cone on, ducky, we're going to Flint's. | feel uncomonly |ucky, and
there's a hundred pounds burning a hole in ny pocket. Get a nove on."



"And you nean to say that |oony cousin of yours is all alone in that house now
with that bloom n' nmunmy case w de open right there in the parlour?"

"Who the hell cares?" He snatched up the white fox wap he'd bought for her and
put it over her shoulders, and pulled her out of the dressing roomand towards
t he stage door.

Flint's was packed when they got there. She hated the snoke, and the sour snell
of drink; but it was always fun to be with him here when he had nobney and he was
exci ted; and he kissed her now on the cheek as he |led her towards the roulette
wheel .

"You know the rules. You stand on nmy left, and only on nmy left. That's al ways
been [ ucky."

She nodded. Look at all the fine gentlenen in this roonm and the wonen just
| oaded with jewels. And she with this silly thing around her neck. It nade her
anxi ous.

Julie junped; what was that sound? She found hersel f vaguely enbarrassed as she
stood alone in the shadowy library.

There was no one el se here, but she could have sworn she heard anot her person
Not a step, no. Just all the tiny little sounds of another in the roomvery near
to her.

She | ooked at the munmy slunbering in its case. In the sem -darkness, it | ooked
as if it were coated with a thin [ayer of ashes. And what a sonber, brooding
expression it had. She really hadn't noticed before. It |ooked for all the world
as if it were struggling with a bad dream She could al nbst see a crease in the
f or ehead

Was she glad now that they had not replaced the |id? She wasn't certain. But it
was too late. She had sworn not to touch these things herself; and she nust get
to bed; she was nore weary than she'd ever been. Her father's old friends had
stayed forever. And then the newspaper people had barged in. What brazen
effrontery! The guards had finally forced themout, but

not before they had taken a whole series of pictures of the munmy.

And now the clock was striking one. And there was no one here. So why was she
trenbling? She went quickly to the front door, and was about to throw the bolt
when she renenbered Henry. He was supposed to be her chaperon and her protector
Strange that he hadn't spoken a civil word to her since he'd come home. And he
certainly had not been in his roomupstairs. But nevertheless. . . . She left

t he door unbolted.

It was bitter cold as he stepped out into the deserted street. He slipped on his
gl oves qui ckly.

Shoul dn't have sl apped her, he thought. But she shoul dn't have butted in, dam
her. He knew what he was doing. He had doubled his noney ten tinmes! If only on
that last throw And then as he argued to sign a note, she'd butted in! "But you
mustn't!"

Infuriating, the way they'd | ooked at him He knew what he owed. He knew what he
was doi ng. And Sharpies there, that scum As if he were afraid of Sharpies.

It was Sharpies who stepped out of the alleyway nowin front of him For a
nonent he wasn't entirely certain. It was so dark, with the fog rolling just



above the ground, but then in the seamof light fromthe w ndow above, he saw
the man's pocknarked face.

"CGet out of ny way," he said.

"Anot her streak of bad luck, sir?" Sharpies fell into step beside him "And the
little lady costing you noney. She was al ways expensive, sir, even when she

wor ked for ne. And |'m a generous nan, you know. ''

"Let nme al one, you bloody fool." He stepped up the pace. The street |anp was out
up ahead. And there wouldn't be a cab at this hour

"Not without a little interest on account, sir." Henry stopped. The C eopatra
coin. Wuld the inbecile realize what it was worth? Suddenly he felt the man's
fingers digging into his arm

"You dare!" He pulled away. Then slowy he renmoved the coin fromhis inside coat
pocket, held it out in the dimlight and raised his eyebrow as he | ooked at the
man, who gathered it out of his pal mimediately.

"Ah, now that's a beauty, sir. Areal ar . . . kay ... o ... logical beauty!" He
turned the coin over, as if the inscriptions actually neant sonething to him
"You pinched it, didn't you, sir? Fromyour uncle's treasure, am|l right?"

"Take it or leave it!"

Shar pi es made his hand a fist around the coin, like a nan doing a magic trick
for a child.

"Butter wouldn't nelt in your nouth, would h, sir?" He slipped the coin into his

pocket. "Was he still lying there, gasping, sir, when you pinched it? O did you
wait till he'd breathed his |ast?"
"Go to hell."

"This won't cover it, sir. No, sir, not by a long shot, sir. Not what you owe ne
and Die gentlenen at Flint's, sir."

Henry turned on his heel; he nade a small adjustment of his top hat against the
driving wind; he began to wal k fast towards the corner. He could hear the scrape
of Sharples's heels on the pavenment behind him And no one ahead in the m sty
dark; no one behind, that little seamof light fromthe door of Flint's no

| onger vi si bl e.

He coul d hear Sharpies drawing close to him Into the pocket of his coat he
reached. His knife. Slowly he drew it out, opened the blade, and gripped the
handl e tight.

Suddenly he felt the pressure of Sharpies agai nst his back

"Seens to me you need a little |l esson in paying your debts, sir," the bastard
said to him

Shar pl es' s hand came down on his shoul der; but Henry turned swiftly, forcing his
knee agai nst Sharpies and knocking himoff balance a step. For the brilliant
silk of his vest Henry ained, where the knife mght go in between the ribs, with
no i npediment. And to his astonishment he felt it sink into the man's chest, and
saw the white of Sharples's teeth as he opened his nmouth in a dry scream



"Bl oody fool! | told you to | eave ne alone!" He drew out the knife and stabbed
the man again. He heard the silk rip this tinme, and he stepped back, trenbling
violently all over.

The man took a few faltering steps. Then he fell down on his knees. Gently he
pi tched forward, shoul ders hunched, and then softly heaved to one side, his body
going linp and | oose on the pavenent.

Henry couldn't see his face in the dark. He saw only the lifeless form spraw ed
there. The bitter cold of the night paralyzed him H's heart thudded in his ears
as it had in the chanber in Egypt when he had gazed down at Lawrence |ying dead
on the floor.

Well, dam him He shouldn't have tried that with ne! The rage choked him He
could not nove his right hand, so cold it was, in spite of the glove, the knife
clutched in it. Carefully, he lifted his left hand, and cl osed the knife and put
it away.

He glanced fromright to left. Darkness, silence. Only the faraway runble of a
notor car on a distant street. Water dripping sonewhere, as if froma broken
gutter. And the sky above |ightening ever so faintly-the color of slate.

He knelt down in the thinning darkness. He reached out for that gleam ng silk
again, and careful not to touch the great dark wet spot spreading there, he
reached under the lapel of the coat. The man's wallet. Fat, full of noney!

He did not even exam ne the contents. Instead he slipped it in the sanme pocket
with the knife. And then he turned on his heel, lifted his chin and wal ked of f
with crisp loud steps. He even began to whistle.

Later, when he was confortably settled in the back of a cab, he drew the wall et
out. Three hundred pounds. Well, that was not bad. But as he stared down at the
wad of dirty bills, a panic seized him It seemed he couldn't speak or nobve, and
when he | ooked out the little wi ndow of the hansom he saw only the soiled grey
sky over the roofs of the dreary tenenents, and there seened nothing he wanted,
or could want, or could ever have that would alleviate the hopel essness he felt.

Three hundred pounds. But he had not killed the nman for that. Wy, who could say
he had killed anyone! His uncle Lawence had died of a stroke in Cairo. And as
for Sharpies, a despicable noneyl ender he had made the acquai ntance of in
Flint's one evening, well, one of Sharples's confederates had killed him
Sneaked up on himin a dark street and sunk a knife in his ribs.

O course that's what had happened. Who woul d connect himto these sordid
affairs?

He was Henry Stratford, vice chairnan of Stratford Shipping, a nenber of a
di stingui shed fanmily soon to be connected by marriage to the Earl of Rutherford.
No one woul d dare.

And he would call now on his cousin. Explain that he was a little down on his

| uck. And she would surely come up with a confortable sum three tines perhaps
what he held in his hand, because she would understand it was only tenporary,

these losses. And it would be a great relief to nake themright.

Hi s cousin, his only sister. Once they had | oved each other, Julie and he. Loved
each other as only a sister and a brother can. He would rem nd her. She woul dn't
give himany trouble, and then he could rest for a little while.

That was the worst part of it of late. He couldn't rest.



JULI E PADDED softly down the stairs in her slippers, the full folds of her |ace
pei gnoir gathered in one hand so that she did not trip, her brown hair in |oose
waves over her shoul ders and down her back

She saw the sun before she saw anything el se, as she entered the library-the
great blessed flood of yellow light filling the glass conservatory beyond the
open doors, a dazzle amid the ferns, and in the dancing water of the fountain
and in the great nesh of green | eaves curling beneath the glass ceiling.

Long slanting rays fell on the mask of Ranses the Damed in its shadowy corner
on the dark colours of the Oriental carpet, and on the nunmy hinself as he stood
upright in his open case, the tightly wapped face and |inbs becom ng golden in
t he haze, gol den as desert sand at mni dday.

The room | ightened before Julie's eyes. The sun expl oded suddenly on the gold
Cl eopatra coins on their bed of velvet. It shinmered on the smooth narbl e bust
of Cleopatra with its dermure, half-lidded gaze. It caught the transl ucent

al abaster of the long row of jars. It gleanmed on tiny bits and pieces of old
gol d throughout the room and on the gilded titles of the many | eather-bound
books. It struck the deep-graven nane "Lawence Stratford" witten on his

vel vet-covered diary that lay on the desk

Julie stood still, feeling the warmh surround her. The dark nusty smell was
fading. And the numy, it seened to nove in the brightening light, as if
responding to the heat. Tb sigh alnost Iike a flower opening. Wat a tantalizing
illusion. O course it had not noved at all; yet it did seemfuller, sonmehow,
its powerful shoulders and arns nore rounded, its fingers poised as if alive.

"Ranses . she whi sper ed.

There cane that sound again, the sound that had startled her the night before.
But no, it wasn't a sound, not really. Just the breath of this great house. O
timbers and plaster in the warnth of the norning. She closed her eyes for a
monent. And then Rita's step sounded in the hall. O course, it had been Rita
all along ... the sound of another very near-heartbeat, breath, the subtle shift
of garnments in notion

"Well, nmiss, | tell youl don't like that thing in the house," Rita said. Ws
that her feather duster softly brushing the living roomfurniture?

Julie didn't turn around to | ook. She | ooked at the mummy. She approached it now
and | ooked up into its face. Good Lord, she had not really seen it last night.
Not as she was seeing it nowin this great warmglare. It had been a living
breathing man, this thing, |ocked forever in its cerenents.

"I do declare, niss, it gives ne the shivers."

"Don't be absurd, Rita. Bring ne sone coffee, like a good girl." She drew even
closer to the thing. After all, there was no one here to stop her. She could
touch it if she wished. She listened for Rita's retreat. Heard the kitchen door
open and cl ose. Then she did reach out and touch the |inen bandages that covered
the right arm Too soft, too fragile. And hot fromthe sun

"No, this is not good for you, is it?" she asked, glancing up at the thing's
eyes as if it were rude to do otherwise. "But | don't want themto take you
away. | '11 niss you when you're no longer here. But | won't let themcut you
open. That much, | prom se you."

Was that dark brown hair she saw beneath the bandages that surrounded the skull?
It seemed there was a great thickness of it there, bound painfully tight to the
bones, giving a horrid effect of baldness. But it was the overall spectacle that



really caught her and carried her away now fromthe details. The thing had a
di stinct personality, rather like a fine scul pture would have. Tall, broad-
shoul dered Ranmses with his head bowed, and his hands in that attitude of

resi gnation.

The words in the diary canme back to her with painful clarity.

"You are imrmortal, nmy love," she said. "My father's seen to it. You may curse us
for opening your tonb, but thousands will come to see you; thousands will
eventual ly speak your name. You will live forever. "

So strange that she was on the verge of tears. Father dead. And this which had
meant so much to him Father in an unmarked grave in Cairo as he had wanted it
to be; and Ranmses the Dammed the toast of London

Suddenly she was startled by Henry's voi ce.

"You're talking to that damed thing, just the way your father did."
"Good Lord, | didn't know you were here! Where did you cone fron®"

He stood in the archway between the two drawi ng roons, his |ong serge cape
hangi ng | oosely from one shoul der. Unshaven, very likely drunk. And that snile
of his. It was chilling.

"I'"'m supposed to be |ooking out foryou," he said, "renmenber?"

"Yes, of course. I'msure you are absolutely delighted."

"Where's the key to the drinks cupboard? It's |ocked, you know. Wy the devi
does Oscar do that?

' "Oscar's gone till tonmorrow. Perhaps you shoul d have coffee, besides. That
woul d do you the nost good."

" '"Would it now, ny dear?'' He renbved the cape as he wal ked arrogantly towards
her, his eyes sweeping the Egyptian roomas if he did not entirely approve of
it. ' '"You never let nme down, do you?" he asked, and flashed that bitter snile
again. "My chil dhood playmate, my cousin, nmy little sister! | |oathe coffee.
want some port or sherry."

"Well, | have none," she said. "Go on upstairs and sleep it off, why don't you?"
Rita had cone to the door, was waiting as if for instructions.

"Coffee for M. Stratford, too, please, Rita," Julie said, because he hadn't
noved. It was perfectly clear he wasn't going anywhere. He was staring at the
munmy, in fact, as if it had startled him "Did Father really speak to himlike

that ?" she asked. "The way | was doi ng?"

He didn't inmediately answer. He turned away, and noved to inspect the al abaster
jars, even his posture slouching and arrogant.

"Yes, talked to it as if it could talk back. And Latin of all things. If you ask
me, your father had been sick for sone tine.

Too many years in the desert heat squandering noney on corpses and statues and
trinkets and trash."

How hi s words stung her. So carel ess, yet so hateful. He paused before one of
the jars, with his back to her. In the mrror she saw himscowling down at it.



"I't was his noney, wasn't it?" she asked. "He nade enough for all of us, or so
he t hought."

He turned around sharply.
"What's that supposed to nean?"
"Well, you haven't managed yours very well, have you?"

"I'"ve done the best | can. Who are you to judge ne?" he asked. Suddenly, wth
the sunlight harshly illum nating his face, he | ooked frighteningly vicious.

"And what about the sharehol ders of Stratford Shipping? Have you done your best
for then? O is that quite beyond ny judgnent al so?"

"Be careful, nmy girl," he said. He drew close to her. He gave one arrogant
glance to the nutmmy on his left alnost as if it were another presence, another
full person, and then he turned his shoulder to it a little, and narrowed his
eyes as he | ooked at her. "Father and | are the only famly you have | eft now.
You need us nore than you think, perhaps. After all, what do you really know
about trade or shi pping?

How curious. He had made a good point and then ruined it. She needed them bot h,
but it had nothing to do with trade and shi ppi ng. She needed them because they
were her blood, and to hell with trade and shi ppi ng.

She didn't want himto see the hurt in her. She turned away and | ooked down the
[ ength of the double draw ng roonms, towards the pale northern wi ndows on the
front of the house, where the norning seened scarcely to be happening.

"I know how to add two and two, my dear cousin," she said. "And that has put ne
in a very awkward and pai nful position."

Wth relief, she watched Rita enter fromthe hall, her back bent unconfortably
as she carried the heavy silver coffee service. On the center table of the rear
drawi ng room she set it down, only a few feet fromwhere Julie stood

"Thank you, dear. That's all for now"

Wth a pointed glance at the thing in the coffin, Rita was gone. And once again
Julie was alone with this exquisitely painful nonent. Slowy she turned and saw
that her cousin was standing directly in front of Ramses.

"Then | should cone right to the point," he said, and he turned around to face
her. He reached up and | oosened his silk tie, and then pulled it off and stuffed
it in his pocket. His gait was al nbst shanbling as he approached her

"I know what you want," she said. "I know what you and Uncl e Randol ph both want.
And nore inportant, | know what you both need. What Father |eft you won't begin
to cover your debts. Lord, but you' ve nade a ness of things."

"So sanctinmonious," Henry said. He stood only a foot fromher now, his back to
the brightening sun and the munmy. ' 'The suffragette, the little archaeol ogi st.
And now you'll try your hand at business, will you?"

"Il try," she said coldly. H's anger was igniting hers. "Wat else can | do?"
she asked. "Let it all slip through your father's hands! Lord, but | pity you!"



"What are you trying to tell nme? " he asked. His breath stank of liquor, and his
face was shadowed with coarse unshaven hair. "That you'll ask for our
resignations? Is that it?"

"I don't know yet." She turned her back on him She wal ked into the front
drawi ng room and opened the snmall secretaire. She sat down before it, and
renoved her book of bank drafts. And uncapped the inkwell.

She coul d hear hi m paci ng behind her as she wote the cheque.

"Tell me, cousin, does it feel good to have nore than you can ever spend, nore
than you can ever count? And to have done nothing to get it?

She turned, her eyes down, and she gave himthe cheque. She rose and went to the
front window She lifted the lace curtain and | ooked out at the street. Please
go away, Henry, she thought dully, disconsolately. She didn't want to hurt her
uncle. She didn't want to hurt anyone. But what could she do? She'd known for
years about Randol ph's enbezzling. She and her father had discussed it last tine
she was in Cairo. O course he had neant to take the situation in hand, always
neant. And now it fell to her.

She turned suddenly. The silence nade her uneasy. She saw her cousin standing in
the Egyptian room He was staring at her, his eyes cold and seemingly lifeless.

"And when you marry Alex, will you disinherit us as well?"
"For the |ove of heaven, Henry. Go away and | eave ne al one."

There was sonet hi ng stunni ng about his expression, about the sheer hardness of
his face. He wasn't young anynore, was he? He | ooked ancient in his habits and
in his guilt and in his self-deception. Have pity, she thought. What can you do
to help hin? Gve hima fortune and it will be gone within a fortnight. She
turned round again and | ooked out into the wintry London street.

Early passersby. The nurse fromacross the way with the twins in their w cker
carriage. An old nman hurrying along with a newspaper under his arm And the
guard, the guard fromthe British Museum slouching idly on the front steps just
beneath her. And down the street, in front of her uncle Randolph's, Sally the
parl our maid shaking a rug out the front door because she was sure that no one
was awake to see

Wiy was there no sound behind her in the double roons? Why didn't Henry storm
out, slamm ng the front door? Perhaps he had |left, but no, she heard a tiny
furtive noi se suddenly, a spoon touching china. The damed coffee.

"I don't know how it could have cone to this," she said, still gazing at the
street before her. "Trust funds, salaries, bonuses, you had everything, both of
you. "

"No, not everything, ny dear," he said. "You have everything."

Sound of coffee being poured. For the |ove of heaven!
"Look, old girl," he said, his voice low and strained. "I don't want this
quarrel any nore than you do. Conme. Sit down. Let's have a cup of coffee
together like civilized people."

She couldn't nove. The gesture seemed nore sinister than his anger

"Conme and have a cup of coffee with ne, Julie." Was there any way out of it? She
turned, her eyes downcast, and noved towards the table, only | ooking up when it



seenmed unavoi dable, to see Henry facing her, the steaming cup in his
out stret ched hand.

There was sonet hi ng unaccount ably odd about this, about the way he was offering
it to her, about the peculiarly blank expression on his face.

But this had no nore than a second to register. For what she saw behind hi m
caused her to freeze in her tracks. Reason ruled against it, but the evidence of
her senses was undeni abl e.

The munmy was noving. The mummy's right armwas outstretched, the torn w appings
hanging fromit, as the being stepped out of its gilded box! The screamfroze in
her throat.

The tiling was conming towards her-towards Henry, who stood with his back to it-
noving with a weak, shuffling gait, that armoutstretched before it, the dust
rising fromthe rotting linen that covered it, a great snmell of dust and decay
filling the room

"What the devil's the matter with you!" Henry denmanded. But the thing was now
directly behind him The outstretched hand cl osed on Henry's throat.

Her scream woul d not break | oose. Petrified, she heard only a dry shriek inside
her, like the inpotent cries of her worst dreans.

Henry turned, hands rising reflexively to protect hinself, the coffee cup
falling with a clatter to the silver tray. A low roar escaped his |ips as he
fought the thing strangling him H's fingers clasped at the filthy w appi ngs;
the dust rose in gusts as the creature tore its left armloose fromthe

bi ndi ngs, and sought to pinion its victimw th both hands.

Wth an ignom nious scream Henry threw the creature off him and pitched
forward on all fours. In an instant he was on his feet and scranbling across the
carpet. He ran through the front roomand over the nmarble tile of the front hal
to the door.

Speechl ess, terrified, Julie stared at the ghastly figure who knelt beside the
center table. The thing was panting, struggling for breath. She scarcely heard
the front door open or slam shut.

Never in her whole Iife had there been a monent so devoid of reason. Shivering
violently, she backed away in horror fromthis ragged being, this dead thing
that had conme to life, and seenmed now unable to rise to its feet.

Was it | ooking at her? Wre those eyes glinting through the ragged bandages?
Bl ue eyes? It reached out for her. Her body was caught in a cold involuntary
shudder. A wave of dizziness passed over her. Don't faint. Watever happens,
don't Joint.

Suddenly it turned away. Quite deliberately it |ooked towards its coffin, or was
it the conservatory with the Iight pouring through its roof? It lay as if
exhausted on the Oriental carpet, and then it reached out as if towards the
great flood of norning sun

She could hear its breathing again. Alive! Dear God, alive! It struggled to nove
forward, lifting its powerful torso only a little off the carpet and propelling
itself with a sluggish novemrent of its knees.

Qut of the shadowy drawing roomit crawl ed inch by inch away from her unti
suddenly it reached the farthest