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      Jeremy Strong once worked in a bakery, putting the jam into three thousand doughnuts every night. Now he puts the jam in stories instead,
         which he finds much more exciting. At the age of three, he fell out of a first-floor bedroom window and landed on his head.
         His mother says that this damaged him for the rest of his life and refuses to take any responsibility. He loves writing stories
         because he says it is ‘the only time you alone have complete control and can make anything happen’. His ambition is to make
         you laugh (or at least snuffle). Jeremy Strong lives near Bath with his wife, Gillie, four cats and a flying cow.
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 1 A Surprise from the Past
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 The lid of the cobwebbed coffin was slowly pushed back and the two men laid it carefully on the museum floor. They stared
 inside at the beautifully painted Ancient Egyptian mummy-case, covered with picture-writing.


 
 Daylight was already beginning to fade from the musty store-room. The other museum staff had long since gone home and the
 only company left with the two men now were stacks of old mummy-cases, ancient skeletons and a large, stuffed rhinoceros.


 
 Professor Jelly pulled the lamp closer and inspected the hieroglyphs. The light shimmered across his moon-like face, making
 the pearls of sweat on his brow sparkle like tiny jewels.


 
 ‘What does it say?’ demanded Grimstone. The head of the museum’s Ancient Egyptian collection stared over Jelly’s shoulder.
 ‘Is it the mummy of the missing Pharaoh?’


 
 Professor Jelly took a sweet from his jacket-pocket, popped it in his mouth and bent over the mummy-case. ‘Hmmmm, hazelnut
 crunch. Now, this squiggly bit here says MAY PERFUMED FLOWERS BE CRUSHED BENEATH HIS FEET. Very poetic.’


 
 ‘But who’s inside?’ Grimstone barked impatiently, and his great winged eyebrows crashed together over his hooded eyes and
 hawk-nose. He stabbed a thin finger at one side of the coffin. ‘What about here? What does this say? It looks important.’


 
 Professor Jelly sucked noisily on his sweet. ‘That bit there?’

 
 ‘Yes!’

 
 ‘That says PLEASE KEEP THIS WAY UP AT ALL TIMES.’

 
 ‘What!’ yelled Grimstone.

 
 ‘And that bit,’ continued the professor, waving at some faded hieroglyphs with a pudgy hand, ‘that bit there says NOT TO BE
 OPENED BEFORE CHRISTMAS.’


 
 For a few seconds Grimstone was stunned, then his eyes glinted dangerously. ‘You’re making this up, Jelly, aren’t you?’

 
 The professor straightened his tubby frame. ‘Of course I’m making it up. Stop pestering me and let me study it properly. This
 mummy has been stuck here for seventy years already, ever since it was first brought to the museum from Ancient Egypt for
 the collection. A few more minutes’ wait won’t hurt.’
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 Once again, Professor Jelly bent his glistening bald head over the mummy-case, while Grimstone strode angrily around the cramped room, until he came face to face with the stuffed rhino. ‘And you can stop staring too!’ hissed Grimstone. ‘This could be the discovery of the century. It could make our fortunes. We could be millionaires. The clue to a fabulous treasure is in that coffin.’ He turned back to the professor. ‘Come on, Jelly, get
 a move on.’


 
 The professor was still translating the hieroglyphs on the coffin’s side. ‘HE WHO OPENS THIS COFFIN WILL BE CURSED BY ANUBIS.
 There now, just our luck. We’re going to be cursed by Anubis.’


 
 ‘Who’s Anubis?’ demanded Grimstone.

 
 ‘He was the Ancient Egyptian God of the Dead – had a head like a jackal.’

 
 ‘And what kind of curses did he make?’

 
 ‘Oh, usual sort of thing – may your body be devoured by giant ants for a thousand years; may your heart be torn from your
 rib-cage by crocodiles…’ Jelly popped another sweet into his mouth.


 
 Grimstone had turned pale. ‘Do the curses work?’

 
 ‘No idea,’ replied Jelly. ‘Nobody has ever lived to say. Ah, listen to this!’ his voice rose with excitement. ‘HERE LIES THE
 MOST SACRED BODY OF THE ROYAL PHARAOH WHOSE NAME SHALL RUMBLE DOWN THE AGES. It’s him! It’s Sennapod, the missing Pharaoh
 from the Four-fifths Dynasty!’


 
 The two men grinned madly, grasped each other by the hands and began to waltz around the room, crashing into old mummy-cases
 and sending clouds of dust into the eerie gloom. ‘We’ll be rich!’ yelled Grimstone.


 
 ‘We’ll be famous!’ cried Jelly.

 
 ‘Sennapod,’ panted Grimstone, coming to a halt. ‘Known to the Ancient Egyptians as He Whose Name Shall Rumble Down The Ages. We know from Ancient Egyptian writings that a massive treasure was buried near his
 tomb and a map showing its location was hidden in the coffin. Nobody has ever found the coffin – until now! Can you find the
 map, Jelly?’
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 ‘We shall have to open the mummy-case. What about the curse?’

 
 ‘Curse the curse! What about the treasure?’ snapped Grimstone.

[image: image]

 The two men gingerly levered open the lid, sweating with the effort. The cold silence was broken only by their grunts. From
 every side they were watched by the unblinking painted eyes of dead priests and Ancient Egyptian princes. They lifted the
 lid from the base and there he was – Sennapod, over four thousand years old and wrapped entirely in rather smelly, yellow
 bandages.


 
Grimstone clapped one hand across his face and staggered back. ‘Phew – he does pong.’

 
 ‘So would you if you’d been dead that long,’ Professor Jelly pointed out. ‘But look, Sennapod is holding some parchment. It
 must be the map!’ The professor gently pulled the ancient paper from between the mummy’s stiff, bandaged fingers. It crackled
 as it was unfolded and little pieces broke from the edge and drifted to the floor. Professor Jelly held it to the light, cleared
 his throat and began to read. ‘FROM THE LAND OF THE WEST, THE GREAT AND SERENE GODS OF ANCIENT EGYPT GREET SENNAPOD, KING
 OF THE NILE, LORD OF SERPENTS, MASTER OF HIPPOPOTAMUSES…’


 
 ‘Master of hippopotamuses?’ repeated Grimstone. ‘Are you making that up?’

 
 Professor Jelly shook his head. ‘The Ancient Egyptians always put in things like that. It made them feel important.’ The professor scrutinized the centuries-old message. The room suddenly grew darker and much colder. The upright stacks of coffins
 seemed to close in around the two men. Jelly shuddered and went on. ‘Listen: FROM THE LAND OF THE WEST, THE GREAT GODS OF
 EGYPT SPIT UPON THE WORM WHO IS READING THE SECRET CURSE. THOU HAST BROKEN THE SEAL OF THE PHARAOH SENNAPOD AND LITTERED HIS
 SLEEPING PLACE WITH THINE WORM-LIKE PRESENCE. EVEN AS THINE WORM-EYES READ THIS CURSE, SENNAPOD WILL ARISE BEFORE YOU AND
 STRIKE YOU DOWN – THOU WORM -’


 
 ‘They didn’t like worms much, did they?’ put in Grimstone, but Professor Jelly carried on reading.

 
 ‘HE IS THE MIGHTY WARRIOR WHO MUST BE OBEYED. HIS IS THE NAME THAT SHALL RUMBLE DOWN THE AGES. HE IS THE RISEN OSIRIS AND
 HIS CAT IS THE…’


 
 Jelly’s voice died in his throat. Something was gripping his arm fiercely. It was Grimstone, clinging to the professor with
 one hand and pointing, horror-struck, at the coffin with the other. Even as the two men trembled and stared, transfixed with
 terror, they saw the mummy in the case begin to twitch…


 
 The yellow fingers moved.

 
 The bandaged mouth struggled open and fresh air hissed into the ancient lungs as they began to breathe once more.

 
 The head lifted with a jerk and the body sat up. One leg raised itself from the coffin and the mummy slowly rose to its feet,
 with bandages falling away and trailing to the floor.


 
 [image: image]

 
 Grimstone and Jelly tried to scream. They opened their mouths, but their voices had run so far away, they were impossible
 to find. The men tried to escape, but their feet were rooted to the ground. They stared at each other, stared back at the
 advancing mummy, tried to climb up each other and fell to the floor in a gibbering heap.


 
 The Pharaoh Sennapod, Lord of Serpents, Master of Hippos and Crusher of Worms, stepped over the quaking bodies, crashed through the door and stumbled out into the dark and rainy night.

 
 It just happened to be his 4,600th birthday.
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