
 Thrilling Mystery, January 1940  

Murray Deane Had Unveiled the Secrets of Many Egyptian Tombs—
But He Was Confounded by the Vengeance of Dead Gods! 

 
The men caught him from every side as he lunged at the priest 

Mummies to Order 
By E. HOFFMANN PRICE 

Author of “Scourge of Allah,” “Snake Goddess,” etc. 

HE overhead lights beat down on the 
mummy stretched out on the broad table, 
and picked the premature gray from Murray 

Deane’s averted head. His deep-set eyes glowed, 
and his tanned face was set in squarish angles. A 
frown of concentration puckered his forehead as he 
bent over the dried flesh and the leathery skin 
stretched over ancient bones. 

Deftly, he plucked the crisp, brown linen from 

the throat of the mummy, exposing a carnelian 
amulet, engraved with sacred symbols. Deane 
nodded, rolled his camera tripod into place, and 
switched on the flood lights. Their heat brought 
sweat to his forehead, and it trickled down his 
cheeks. But he did not notice the glare, nor the 
bitter dust that settled on his lips. 

Slowly, patiently, he was unveiling the secrets 
of old Egypt. An American museum trusted his 
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judgment and his skill, and had sent him to Cairo as 
director of operations. 

Deane muttered wrathfully when he heard the 
persistent tapping at the laboratory door. Hassan, 
his Arab servant, was at the threshold. 

“Effendi, two gentlemen wish to speak to you. It 
is urgent.” 

Deane irritably smote the mummy dust from his 
hand. 

“Who are they?” 
“That red-faced Crawford, Effendi, and the fish-

eyed grave robber.” 
“Heyl?” Deane grimaced. He had met the two, 

and he disliked them both. One was a loud-
mouthed amateur collector; the other, Gunther 
Heyl, a dealer in outright fakes, as well as genuine 
antiques illicitly purchased from native tomb 
looters. “All right, send them in!” 

Both wore white tropicals. Heyl, who followed 
the red-faced man into the laboratory, had a 
receding chin and protruding blue eyes. Apparently 
he never saw enough of the Egyptian sun to 
become tanned. Crawford mopped his forehead, 
and spent a moment glancing about the room. 

 
HERE were mummy cases, their gilded masks 
staring inscrutably at the visitors. Embalmed 

cats filled a cabinet. Several shelves were cluttered 
with human skulls and withered limbs. These 
human relics testified to the violence of grave 
looters who had dismembered the dead, seeking 
jewels and amulets. 

Crawford shivered. He did not like the fixed 
stare of that woman’s head. The artificial eyes were 
uncanny, and the luxuriant black hair made the 
flattened nose, the sunken cheeks with their scraps 
of adhering wrappings all the more gruesome. 
Deane chuckled, then said:  

“Hullo, Heyl. Do you think you can do as well 
as the old-time Arab vandals? What’s on your 
mind?” 

Crawford stood there, a pudgy hand vainly 
extended. Heyl, however, was too smooth to take 
offense at Deane’s insinuations. 

“You’ve met Mr. Crawford, I think.” 
“I have. And I told him that everything I 

discovered was subject to the Egyptian 
government’s orders, and my museum’s. Nothing 
for sale.” 

“But we don’t want to buy,” Crawford cut in. 
“Not this time. As I told you, I’ve made a hobby of 

Egyptology. Ever since I retired from plumbing 
supplies.” 

Deane spat. Curio hunters, not students. 
“And finally,” Heyl resumed, “I found 

something choice on my own account. The mummy 
of Bint Anath, the Eighteenth Dynasty princess 
who married—” 

“And you had to find her! Or is this another 
fake?” 

“I wouldn’t ask you to convince Mr. Crawford 
that the stuff is genuine Eighteenth Dynasty, unless 
it were real. I couldn’t risk it, could I?” 

“Won’t he take your word?” 
Heyl shrugged. “There are so many frauds, I 

can’t blame him for being wary.” 
“It isn’t that, Mr. Deane,” Crawford added. “It 

is just that you’re the foremost living authority on 
that period. Anyone else might make a mistake. 
And I’m paying a stiff price for the mummy, the 
furnishings, the tomb frescoes—” He winked, and 
his face looked like a wrinkled harvest moon. 
“Delivered in New York.” 

“One thousand dollars, Deane,” Heyl said, 
edging closer. “For your opinion on the 
genuineness.” 

“Get out! I’m not here to help any tomb dredger 
cheat the Egyptian government. Look at all this 
stuff I have here, working on it, making records. 
My museum gets only a small portion, the 
government takes the rest. Do you think I’d help 
you rob them and science in general?” 

“Now, Mr. Deane—er, Doctor Deane, rather—
I’m handling the actual smuggling. You won’t be 
responsible.” 

Deane raised his voice. “Hassan! These 
gentlemen are leaving at once. Call a cab for 
them.” 

Crawford became redder. 
“See here,” he sputtered, and shook his fist. “I 

know how you get tips from the natives! How that 
helps you make all your discoveries. It you think 
you’re going to find Bint Anath’s tomb yourself—” 

Then Hassan approached. “Effendi, the cab is 
outside.” 

They left, cursing and muttering. 
“Follow those fellows,” Deane said to Hassan. 

“That’s your job from now on. Find out what 
natives Heyl is working with.” 

Hassan bowed until his white turban was almost 
level with his waist. 

“On my head and eyes, Effendi!” 
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The native quarter of Cairo was an old story to 
Deane, and to Hassan also. Gossip and rumor 
would uncover the back trail of the grave looter and 
his customer. More than mere loyalty to the 
museum and the Egyptian government moved 
Deane. Illicit pillaging and curio hunting had 
hopelessly ruined many a precious find, had 
obscured many secrets of the past. 

It was not for any personal advantage that he 
was trying to uncover Heyl’s supposed find. It 
might be genuine, and priceless. 

Deane went back to his work. He turned on the 
X-ray machine, which enabled him to photograph 
the skeleton and internal structure of the mummy, 
without disturbing the wrappings. When 
inscriptions were obliterated, when mummies had 
been moved from one tomb to another, thirty 
centuries ago, Deane could identify their true 
period from the kind of amulets, the way the body 
had been prepared, the way it had been bandaged. 

Deane grinned a little and said to himself: 
“Maybe I scared Crawford out. In which case, 

Heyl has to find another customer.” 
A week later, Hassan’s investigations brought 

results. The wrinkled servant handed Deane a slip 
of paper, all written in spidery Arabic script.  

“Effendi, this is from Nefeyda, the Coptic girl 
who dances at Quasim’s coffee house.”  

Deane had heard of Nefeyda, and seen her. She 
had a good act, and it drew crowds of tourists to the 
cafe.  

“How does she fit into this?”  
“She would not say, except that she knew 

something of interest to you.” 
 

E glanced at the note. The message was as 
vague as the report. As Deane removed his 

stained smock, Hassan said: 
“Effendi, better take your pistol. I saw Heyl and 

Crawford at Quasim’s, once or twice, before I got a 
chance to talk to Nefeyda.” 

Deane laughed. “Heyl’s not dangerous. He 
doesn’t want to be conspicuous. Not Heyl, and not 
with what the authorities think of him. He was 
probably showing Crawford the sights and trying to 
sell him something just as good!” 

“Allah is the knower,” Hassan said, 
noncommittally. 

Half an hour later, Deane parked his car on the 
Muski, and went on foot, for the streets of the 
native quarter were too narrow for vehicles. 

Not far from the spice bazaar was the yellow 
horseshoe of light that marked the entrance of 
Quasim’s place. The second floors of the houses 
overhung the narrow street, so that they almost met 
in the center. It was a tunnel whose farther end 
opened into a shadow kingdom, and the robed 
figures that stirred vaguely in its depths reminded 
Deane of the dead who had lost their way. 

Egypt’s ancient dead were serene and orderly, 
in their homes west of the Nile, and Murray Deane 
was at ease among them. But living Egypt, that 
night, made him feel as though he walked among 
those who should be buried. The reeking alleys, the 
heaped offal, the sickening sweetishness of cassia 
and olibanum and musk exalted by the shuttered 
bazaars made him think of corruption that had not 
quite been embalmed. 

Not even the flare of yellow light gave him any 
sense of reality. The plucked strings of an oudh and 
the mutter of a little drum lent no more than eerie 
animation to Quasim’s coffee house. Deane 
shivered, and stepped into the arched doorway. He 
stood there for a moment, then shrugged. This was 
all prosaic enough. Quasim, greasy and wearing a 
top-heavy turban, was explaining to some tourists 
that cream is not served with “Turkish” coffee. 

He seated himself on one of the upholstered 
benches that lined the wall. He liked his coffee 
bitter, so he said to the proprietor’s son: 

“Wahad murreh.” 
A blonde tourist laughed nervously and said to 

her companion: 
“Why did we come here? That fiddle squeaking 

makes me think of ghosts gibbering!” 
“Wait till you see Nefeyda. The guide said she 

wears . . .” 
They went into a huddle about that. Deane was 

certain they would be shocked, but not in the way 
they anticipated. As he sat there, skillfully sipping 
the foam-topped coffee without scalding his lips, he 
watched the blue curtain at the farther end of the 
paneled room, and listened for the first tinkle of 
Nefeyda’s heavy anklets. He wondered if she 
would know him. 

Then the drum muttered, and she glided from 
behind the curtain. 

Nefeyda’s face made Deane think of the high-
bridged nose and piquant cheek bones of an 
alabaster statuette he had found in a tomb at Biban 
ul Mulouk. There was more to the illusion than the 
slow pace and statuesque postures of her dance. 
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The jangling notes of the sistrum in her hand were 
echoes from some long-buried temple, and she 
herself seemed something that had stepped from a 
painted fresco. She had tightly curled hair, and her 
frail gown gave her the antique silhouette. 

 
HE tourists leaned forward, eagerly watching 
every gesture. But when the music ceased, and 

Deane went toward the blue curtain that separated 
the coffee room from the rest of the house, he saw 
that they were eyeing him, nudging each other, and 
whispering. 

“If they only knew what the date is about,” he 
said to himself, “they’d not be so thrilled!” 

Nefeyda was following him, anklets jingling. 
Deane turned as the curtain rippled into place 

after her. 
“My servant said you had word for me,” he said, 

and dug the crumpled note from his pocket. “But he 
didn’t tell me any more than that.” 

Nefeyda looked up with mysterious, almond-
shaped eyes. 

“I wasn’t sure how far I could trust him.” 
“I’d trust him with my life.” 
Nefeyda shrugged. “One hears things whispered 

about. There is more buried than has ever been dug 
out.” 

The Copts, who were descended from the 
ancient Egyptians, often had bits of lore from the 
old days, but they were usually wary about telling 
what they knew. Though Christians, many of them 
still feared the vengeance of the dead gods. 

Deane watched Nefeyda flash a furtive glance 
over her shapely shoulder, and toward the blue 
curtain. During that moment of silence, he fancied 
that something had come out of a tomb to speak to 
him. He stepped nearer, and his voice shook a little 
when he repeated: 

“Your message. You had some word for me.” 
“I’ve heard of you,” Nefeyda whispered. 

“You’ve always been kind to our people when they 
worked for you, digging. But that fish-eyed man 
wasn’t. So I’m telling you—” 

“Heyl? Gunther Heyl?”  
She nodded. 
“How do you know? How much do you want?” 
She reached for a black cape and flung it about 

her olive-tinted shoulders. Arms folded under the 
trailing garment, she stood there, studying his 
tanned face. 

The scrutiny was mutual. As he returned it, he 

was more certain than ever that she was of that 
ancient race, undefiled by any foreign blood. With 
her small hands and feet, those almond-shaped eyes 
with lashes so closely spaced that the lids seemed 
smudged with black, she was old Egypt, living 
again. And all that made her answer seem natural: 

“Whatever you say is fair. Rather than have 
Heyl desecrate the bones of our ancestors, I’ll tell 
you. I’ll go now. My act is over.” 

Deane drove to the Nile, and crossed the Abbas 
II bridge. The moon rose and silvered the flat 
expanse that the river inundated every season. 
Miles ahead, rocky bulwarks rose from the Libyan 
Desert. Nefeyda said not a word as he swung south 
to skirt the outer canal. The twenty mile trip ended 
near the village of Saqaara, where cubical houses 
were half hidden by tall palms. 

Somewhere in the desert, a jackal howled, 
eerily. Just beyond the huts of the Fellahin was one 
of the cities of the dead. The wind wandered over 
the sand, making it whisper and hiss. The 
hollowness of hidden tombs enticed the breeze, and 
the underground emptiness muttered. The dust 
blown to Deane’s lips was bitter from the dead that 
tainted the everlasting dryness. 

When he pulled up, under a cluster of palms that 
were some distance beyond the village, Nefeyda 
shivered, and pointed toward the nearby house. 

“Many of our people believe it is sacrilege to 
desecrate tombs. I’m almost afraid to go on. Sooner 
or later, a curse destroys robbers. I’m betraying a 
secret to you. You’ll take the things which Heyl 
hasn’t moved. It’ll be on my head.” 

 
HERE was something in her voice that made 
Deane share her qualms for a moment. Then he 

forced a chuckle. 
“As long as none of Heyl’s gang is hanging 

around, I’ll risk curses!” 
She recoiled a little at his words. Her almond-

shaped eyes reproved him for blasphemy. Then she 
said: 

“That house over there. They were digging a 
well, and cut down into a tomb. One of the 
passages is just beneath the house. I know where 
the key is hidden.” 

He went with her to the gate, and watched her 
lift a flat rock from the sand. She took out a key, 
and opened the way to the courtyard. Then Deane 
remembered the headlights of his car. 

“I’d better turn them off,” he said. “Someone in 
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the village might wake up and see them.” 
“Give me your matches. I’ll light a candle 

inside.” 
It was not more than fifty yards back to the 

palms and the car. But on his return, Deane was 
strangely uneasy. He was certain that someone was 
watching him. The same sense that makes animals 
restless before a storm or earthquake now warned 
him. He ran toward the courtyard. Whitewash 
mirrored the moonlight. Inside, a yellow light 
flickered. Without knowing why, he croaked: 

“Come out of there, Nefeyda! Someone’s 
snooping.” 

There was no answer. All he heard was a cry of 
dismay, suddenly choked and ending in a cough. 
There was a sound as of furniture legs shifting over 
the floor; a thump, a whispering rustle, a wheezing 
gasp. Deane was bounding forward when this 
happened. Even before he rounded the end of the 
passage, he knew what to expect. Death, the 
presence he had so strongly felt, must have struck. 

A curious odor now tainted the air. The smell 
was like quince blossoms, and bitter almonds. 
Nefeyda lay crumpled on the hard-packed earth 
floor, but there was no sign of any vial from which 
poison could have come. 

Her olive-tinted limbs still twitched. Her eyes 
stared horribly, and her lips were drawn back in a 
frozen grin that made a mockery of her beauty. The 
candle flame wavered enough to make the profile 
of a mummy case dance on the bare white wall. 
There was a fine white film of dust on the floor, 
and only Nefeyda’s feet had disturbed it. 

Deane, standing there, noticed all those things 
as he told himself: 

“This curse business. It’s crazy. There isn’t any 
such thing.” 

But there she was, rigid and staring. It was not 
until the liberation of those strange sweet fumes 
that she had fallen, choking. Dizziness made the 
candle flame dance before Deane’s eyes. 

He went toward the girl, having convinced 
himself that she had fainted. But there was no heart 
beat when he knelt and bent over, laying his ear 
against her breast; nor could his fingers at her wrist 
detect any sign of life. Her fingers were clawed, as 
though she had fought for an instant against an 
uncanny assailant. 

The candle winked out, suddenly, as though 
snuffed by invisible fingers. Deane leaped to his 
feet, a hoarse cry on his lips. He bounded toward 

the hall which opened into the room.  
There was a whispering creak of metal. The 

invading patch of moonlight became narrower. The 
door closed before he could reach it. He hurled 
himself against it, pounded until his fists were 
bruised. But there was no opening the door. 

At first too shocked for thought, he slumped 
back against the panel, waiting for his sagging 
knees to let him slide to the floor. Then he 
recovered a little, and found his box of matches. 
After several fumbling attempts, he struck one 
without breaking it. However the door was secured, 
it was not from the inside. He went back to the 
candle on the stand, near the mummy case. 

 
E had some difficulty in getting the wick to 
light. Finally it sputtered, crackled, and a 

feeble flame rose. Deane paced up and down the 
dirt floor and tried to think it out. He was drenched 
with sweat. His lips were dry, his mouth was dust, 
and his knees shook. 

A sudden rush of unreasoning terror made him 
hurl himself at the door, clawing, pounding, 
kicking. He did not feel the impacts that battered 
his body and exhausted his strength. He knew that 
he could not run away. He knew that he must 
finally tell a story that would brand him as a 
madman whose brain had been touched by too 
much tomb dredging. But he had to get out of that 
accursed house. 

The subtle odor of death and decay which had at 
first made him uneasy now became stronger. His 
efforts kicked up dust, choking and bitter—the 
finely powdered myrrh and olibanum and the linen 
from long-dried corpses. 

The candle, for some moments unwavering, 
now flickered violently. It winked out, and the 
darkness that stifled Deane became alive with 
presences. He was no longer alone with the girl 
whom invisible death had struck. The newcomers 
muttered and chirped and mocked him in a strange 
tongue. 

He understood words that were identical in 
Coptic and in ancient Egyptian. They were cursing 
him, and Nefeyda. His sobbing breath could not 
quite blot out the eerie whispers, nor the soft 
padding of bare feet. 

A hinge creaked as he lunged again at the door. 
It was yielding a little. He made another desperate 
effort to knock the bolt from its socket before those 
gibbering presences materialized enough to throttle 
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him. But his own exertion overcame him. He sank, 
battered and half conscious. Cold hands caught his 
wrists and ankles. Stifling folds of cloth cut off his 
breath, and tomb dust choked him. 

When he recovered enough to renew his 
struggles, he knew that any effort would be useless. 
Broad-shouldered men with narrow hips and 
sloping foreheads stood about him, arms folded. 
All but one wore the tight-fitting kilt of ancient 
time. That one had a flowing robe, and his shaven 
skull indicated that he was a priest. 

The room was one of several connected by 
passageways whose darkness gave no hint of the 
extent of the maze. The walls were painted in 
hieroglyphics. In one corner was a stone slab. On a 
trestle was a mummy case. Near it, on a table, was 
a mummy, wound with countless yards of time-
yellowed linen. 

Bit by bit Deane recognized the purpose of the 
implements and the urns and the vat which was in 
the shadows. This chamber of the tomb had been 
converted into an embalmer’s workshop, and the 
obsidian knife that lay on the slab was used for 
making the first incision in a corpse. 

The man with the shaven skull spoke, very 
slowly, so that Deane could understand: 

“I am Anu the Priest, and I lived in this land 
before the first pyramid was built. I have come 
back, and reclaimed my body, having spent the 
required time in Amenti, that dim land where all 
men must go to atone for their evil, or be rewarded 
for their good. I have seen Osiris and his forty-two 
judges. They sent me back, and these others have 
come with me.” 

The kilted men said nothing, but as one, they 
nodded. 

Anu spoke rapidly to them, and four of the six 
left the room. Deane could not answer. All were 
emaciated, as though their newly revived bodies 
had not yet eaten enough to fill out the desiccation 
of the grave. And each had the scar of a knife on 
his side. 

“There are hundreds who should be with us,” 
Anu went on, “but they cannot come, since their 
bodies have been destroyed by robbers and looters. 
They wander and cry in the dark, being only living 
shadows.” 

Deane could neither disbelieve nor accept. 
Coming after that succession of shocks, Anu’s 
words made a final and numbing impact. He sat up 
and croaked: 

“Why am I here?” 
 
HE priest stared blankly. Deane repeated the 
question in Egyptian, and pronounced the dead 

language as best he could. 
“You will see, in a moment,” Anu answered. 

“There is a way in which you can atone for 
sacrilege.” 

That noncommittal reply sickened Deane almost 
as much as the odor of death and the grave. He had 
opened many a tomb, he had scoffed at curses. But 
now he shuddered at the implication of the 
embalmer’s implements. 

“By our old magic,” Anu went on, “we can let a 
substitute body serve as a new home for one who is 
released from Amenti’s shadows. We will have 
such a corpse, presently.” 

Deane yelled. His cry of horror did not make the 
three from the grave change expression. But as he 
flung himself to the slab and snatched the obsidian 
knife, they closed in, and it was not necessary for 
the priest to lend a hand. 

“There is no use struggling,” he said. 
They did not disarm Deane. Somehow, his 

fingers remained locked about the ragged blade of 
chipped flint, though there was no strength left 
elsewhere in his body. 

“You can’t carve me up! I’ll—” 
They ignored him. His incoherent defiance was 

mockingly echoed from the passages of the maze. 
Their icy hands had him secure. The odor of the 
tomb stifled him. Then Anu called to the others. 

They came out, and for a moment Deane 
thought that they had arrived to bear him to the slab 
and use the knife. Then he saw that they were 
carrying Nefeyda on a litter. They rolled her from 
it, and to the stone that had supported so many of 
the ancient dead. 

Anu smiled. “Your conscience was more 
vengeful than we are. It is not lawful for us to take 
life. But she is dead, so we need you.” 

When the shock of reprieve dimmed enough, 
Deane found his tongue. 

“Why?” he demanded. 
“None of us,” Anu explained, “is a paraschiste, 

so we are not suited for the duty of making the first 
incision in a corpse. Neither are we embalmers. But 
you understand these things, and what you do not 
know, I can tell you—about the prayers and the 
ritual.” 

He gestured, and one of the men tore Nefeyda’s 

T



 MUMMIES TO ORDER 7 

gown to the waist. Another took a crayon of red 
earth and marked where the incision was to be 
made. 

“She has died for her blasphemy,” Anu 
resumed. “Being of the ancient race, and betraying 
the tomb of her ancestors, the gods damned her. 
There is no resurrection. Anubis must eat her 
accursed soul. But if the sacred ritual of embalming 
is performed, one whose body was destroyed by 
looters like yourself can come back and find a new 
home.” 

Deane was sickened from contemplating the 
lovely form that he would have to mutilate. 
Examining the work of an embalmer, reading in old 
papyri how the work was done was one thing; the 
doing was another. When they let his hands go, he 
stood there, swaying dizzily. 

Anu smiled. “You understand, and there is the 
mark. And there is the jar into which you will place 
her heart. There are the tongs with which you will 
extract the brain, through the nostrils, according to 
custom.” 

“Shut up!” Deane gasped, choking. 
“And here are those who wait with stones which 

they will hurl at you as you run from your work,” 
the priest went on. “They will curse you, as they 
cursed the paraschiste, ages ago.” 

“I won’t!” Deane turned. “You can’t make me!” 
For a moment he faced the living dead who 

stood there, each holding a pebble, each ready to 
hurl it, and to cry out the prescribed curses. The 
long-sustained tension, the terror of Nefeyda’s 
weird death, the struggle for escape had all shaken 
him so that what was before him became more 
horrible than death itself. 

“I won’t!” he croaked, and lunged at the priest, 
slashing. 

 
NU laughed, and the men caught him from 
every side, just as he stumbled in his attack. 

They crushed him to the floor. Their hands were 
claws that closed about his throat, cutting off his 
gasps of air that reeked of corpse dust, and linen 
wrappings pulverized in the struggle. The choking 
vault blackened, and red spots danced in the foul 
darkness. He heard Anu say: 

“Leave him here. He does not eat or drink until 
he obeys.” 

As he lay there, panting, bare feet padded in the 
gloom, and somewhere a door closed. He was 
locked up with the woman whom a strange doom 

had stricken. 
Later, Deane sat up and fumbled for his 

matches. From what he had seen of the masonry, he 
judged that the embalming equipment had been 
installed in a tomb. And while no two homes of the 
dead were ever identical, they followed a pattern 
that he could picture with his eyes closed. 
Somewhere in the maze, there must be an outlet 
that was not closed. 

His matches had been lost in the scuffle. His 
watch did not have a luminous dial, and he had no 
idea of the passage of time. Time ended in this 
vault which reeked of the long dead, and the musty 
spices which told of perfumed corruption. Slowly, 
Deane crept toward a wall, and followed it. He 
skirted a sarcophagus, which he recognized from its 
sculptured sides; a massive stone coffin, and not 
the vat he had noted during the moments of 
illumination. 

Deane rounded its corner, and got back to the 
wall. There was an opening, and the floor dipped 
slightly down. As nearly as he could judge, he was 
at the mouth of a passage about two feet wide. As 
he advanced, the air became dense and musty. Dust 
rose from the paving and choked him. It was so 
fine that its touch to his palms was almost greasy. 
This was ancient dust, settled out of air long 
unstirred, and unlike the sand particles in the vault 
he had left. 

Then debris began to block his path. He crept 
under a slab that had fallen from the ceiling. The 
paving was cracked, perhaps by a long-forgotten 
earthquake. And finally, Deane felt a breath of 
clean, cold air. Somewhere, there was an opening 
that led to the desert’s surface. In a few moments of 
increasingly difficult progress, he reached heaped-
up sand and chunks of rock. Overhead, he caught a 
leakage of moonlight. 

Eagerly, he clawed at the crevice, ignoring the 
chance that a sudden slide might bury him. But the 
flinty debris tore his hands, broke his nails, and in a 
few moments, his fingers were raw and bleeding. 
The thing to do was to go back and get the 
embalmer’s knife. By patient combing of the floor, 
he might find the weapon he had dropped during 
the struggle. 

When he reached the starting point, Deane 
began his slow, blind search. Up and down, he 
worked his way from end to end. Once, finding the 
door through which the resurrected dead had gone, 
he spent some time tugging and clawing at it, but it 
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resisted his efforts. 
Finally, he forced himself to calmness. 
“Take it easy!” he repeated, and licked the dust 

from his lips, wiped the stinging sweat from his 
eyes. “Hang on. The dead can’t come back. Those 
curses don’t work. It wasn’t the old gods that killed 
Nefeyda. Whatever it was, it’s no curse!” 

Muttering self-assurance that he could not 
entirely believe, Deane resumed his slow search, 
patting the floor as he crawled, sweeping it with 
strokes of his palms. Nefeyda’s perfume, distinct in 
the musty darkness, made him shudder. Her dead 
presence shook him. In whatever uncanny manner 
she had died, they could do the same to him. 

At last he found his matches. Seeking them had 
kept him from going mad in that oppressive gloom 
and silence. But for that one slender hope, Anu’s 
prediction would have come true—Deane would 
have cracked. 

He struck a match and found some bits of age-
yellowed sycamore from a coffin. He tore some 
scraps from the mummy’s wrappings. They were 
coated with bitumen, which burned with a smoky 
flame. By the light of this short-lived torch, he 
found the flint knife. It lay near the slab. 

He turned his eyes away, to avoid seeing 
Nefeyda’s frozen face. Perhaps the old gods had 
less power over him than over one of her ancient 
race. But he cried out with relief when he snatched 
the knife and scrambled away, to take more scraps 
of resin and bitumen-soaked linen to tie to the 
torch. 

 
EANE hurried down the passageway. He did 
not know how he would account for 

Nefeyda’s death when he escaped. His story would 
brand him as a madman. Her disappearance would 
make questioning inevitable. Horror left him not a 
chance of reasoning. 

Once at the end of the passage, Deane thrust the 
improvised taper into a crevice, and set to work. 
The haft of the flint knife cut his hands and he had 
to be careful lest the brittle blade snap and leave 
him helpless. Sweat drenched, he dug at sand, until 
he got enough cleared away to give him a hold on 
one of the rocks that reached down. Then he put the 
knife into his pocket and began to tug and twist. 
But the leverage was not enough. 

Finally he got a foothold, and arched his back so 
that his shoulder bore against the key to the crevice. 
Straining until red spots danced before his eyes, he 

endured the cutting of the rock through his coat. 
Sand trickled down, and fresh air followed it. 

His feet slipped when the keystone yielded. He 
fell from his narrow perch, and rolled into a corner, 
just as an avalanche poured down. He was half 
buried, and the approach to the surface was blocked 
by yards of sand. There was no more light. He had 
only succeeded in imprisoning himself more 
securely. It would take hours for him to claw away 
the debris. 

And then he thought of getting one of the 
Canopic urns, knocking off the neck and making a 
scoop. That would hasten his progress. But he had 
scarcely returned to the vault when the door 
opened, and the priest and his men came in. Anu 
noted Deane’s torn coat and trousers, and said: 

“You waste your time trying to escape. Do your 
duty, and you will go free.” 

Deane staggered forward a pace. 
“I won’t! You couldn’t trick me with your talk 

about living dead. You’re alive! I can see where 
your corpse skin is cracking. From fighting with 
me.” 

Anu’s bronzed face twisted a little. 
“It doesn’t make much difference, after all. 

Someone will find the note this girl wrote you. 
Your car is outside. Sooner or later, the police will 
find you here, with a corpse floating in a bath of 
natron. Suppose one of us did the work—do you 
think that any story you can tell will help you?” He 
extended his hand, displaying the note. 

They had him cornered. That much was clear. 
The reason behind it all was something that did not 
enter into the gruesome situation. 

“Go ahead! You killed her!” he croaked. His 
voice cracked, and he reeled. “Go ahead and see if 
they can prove me guilty!” 

This sounded like desperate defiance, and Anu 
smiled indulgently. He did not suspect that Deane 
was pulling himself together, prodding the 
masqueraders into revealing more of their plans. 

“That’ll be easy, Mr. Deane,” he said. “We’ll 
just lock you up with the dead. You’ll stay here 
until we want you to be discovered.” 

Deane’s shoulders slumped. “If I do the work—” 
“We’ll turn you loose. There is still time for 

your car to be taken away, and the wind will wipe 
out the tire tracks. You won’t be discovered. But 
you must embalm this woman according to the old 
rites. As you have guessed, we are alive, but there 
is very much about old Egypt that you do not 
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know. Least of all why we want this done. The old 
beliefs are not dead. This proves their life.” 

Deane tottered forward a little. “Give me the 
knife.” 

The priest nodded contentedly. Another robed 
figure entered the room, and stood in the shadows, 
somewhat apart. 

“Where’s the knife?” Anu asked. His helpers 
muttered and glanced about. “Find it, you fools!” 

Deane actually had the flint blade in his pocket, 
but he had to catch the ghouls off guard before he 
could risk using it. Bit by bit, the ghastly situation 
made sense. As he stalled for a breathing spell, he 
pieced his guesses together. 

Hassan’s investigations must have aroused 
suspicion, and thus the tomb looters had been 
prepared for Nefeyda’s treachery. They had killed 
her and at the same time trapped Deane. 

 
EYL, he reasoned, must be behind all this. It 
was his illicitly concealed discovery that she 

had exposed, either for spite or for a reward. This 
was an Eighteenth Dynasty tomb; that mummy 
could be Bint Anath’s.  

But however that might be, the looters had 
Deane cornered. Nefeyda’s corpse, embalmed and 
concealed, would be a club over his head. He 
would have to assure Crawford that the treasures 
were genuine. And from then on, Deane would 
have to authenticate all Heyl’s offerings to gullible 
collectors, whether faked or real. 

Deane now realized how useful he was to the 
looters. That gave him courage. They would have 
to protect him with perjured evidence, once 
Nefeyda’s disappearance was traced to him, as it 
would be, for some of Quasim’s customers had 
seen him leave with the girl. Also, these ghouls 
would not want to hurt him, unless in self-defense. 

As they obeyed Anu, and sank to their hands 
and knees to find the missing knife, Deane 
muttered: 

“I want to smoke. God, it makes me sick.” He 
fumbled and found his pack of cigarettes. “Give me 
a light.” 

Anu graciously handed him the taper. He had 
taken it, and was holding it up so that his assistants 
could peer into the dim corners. Deane touched 
light to his smoke, and then he flung the taper at the 
mummy on the table. The flammable linen burst 
into smoky flame. Anu yelled, and just then, 
Deane’s hand came out of his pocket, armed with 

the flint knife. 
The squatting helpers heard the cry, and saw the 

flame. They leaped toward the mummy to 
extinguish it. They did not know that Anu’s cry 
was prolonged by anything but wrath. But a flint 
blade had ripped him, and he fell, clutching his 
stomach. 

Deane launched himself at the men who were 
falling over each other in their scramble to smother 
the flames. He slashed, long, deadly strokes with 
the glass-hard blade. Taken utterly by surprise, they 
got in each other’s way. Before they could realize 
what was happening, two of them were drenched 
with blood. 

The flames rose, red and smoky. Choking black 
fumes thickened the air. The man who stood to one 
side closed in, but Deane whirled, butting him in 
the stomach with his shoulder. 

Some had recovered, and were belaboring him, 
booting and kicking and choking as he slashed their 
legs. Someone was coughing: 

“Don’t kill him, you fools! Grab him—and hold 
him!” 

This was a European’s voice—the voice, now 
undisguised, of Gunther Heyl. Deane stabbed 
upward but the brittle blade snapped on a rib. He 
was unarmed, and the survivors were on him. Their 
weight bore him down, and the dense fumes, 
searing Deane’s lungs, weakened him. His 
desperate outburst had taken his last remnant of 
strength. 

“Open the door,” one of the Copts gasped. 
“Open—we’re choking.” 

A bit of fresh air thinned the smoke. Deane 
caught a glimpse of dawn from outside. Then that 
was cut off. They were lifting him to his feet. He 
had lost his chance. One had found a steel knife, 
and was approaching Nefeyda. 

But that blow was not struck. There was a yell 
from the tunnel which had collapsed during 
Deane’s vain attempt at escape. Hassan came in 
with several Egyptian police. Crawford, red-faced 
and puffing, followed them. His cheeks and 
forehead were slashed and battered. 

That ended the show. Deane and the survivors 
were hustled up the stairs, and into the barren 
room. Two men carried Gunther Heyl outdoors. 
His macabre makeup was drenched with blood. He 
was groaning and half conscious. The flint blade, 
though breaking, had torn him. 

There were two cars in front, but Deane’s was 
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not in sight. 
 
ATER, when the choking fumes of the burning 
mummy had thinned, Deane demanded: 

“The girl! Is she really dead?”  
“Beyond all hope, Effendi,” the police official 

answered. “And we found you because your 
servant and Mr. Crawford helped us.” 

“Effendi, you remember I warned you,” Hassan 
explained. “When you did not listen, I hid in the 
trunk of your car. All looked well, when we came 
here, so I did not come out. Then the girl screamed, 
and the door closed. There was nothing I could do. 
By Allah, I cannot drive a car, so I ran. All the way 
to the Sugar Factory police station. They would not 
believe me. I was frightened, and they thought I 
was crazy.” 

“So,” said the official, “when he told us about 
Heyl and Crawford, we drove into Cairo and 
looked for both. We found only Crawford, and your 
servant nearly killed him before we could stop him. 
Then he told us of Heyl and we believed your 
servant and came out.” 

“The house was empty,” Crawford interposed. 
“We went around in circles until we found a hole in 
the sand. As if an underground passage had 
collapsed.” 

“That was where I was trying to dig out,” Deane 
explained. 

“Then we heard the yelling below,” Hassan 
interrupted. “We dug in from the top, easily.” 

“But how did they kill her?” Deane demanded, 
shivering. 

“Now that it is daylight, we can see what you 
missed,” the police official said. “Those fine bits of 
glass on the floor. The surgeon perhaps can tell us 
what the little bottle contained before it broke. 
Perhaps a gas. Something like cyanogen, though I 
do not understand these things.” 

Deane shook his head. “But if I had followed 
her, I’d have been killed, and they wanted me 
alive.” 

“Effendi,” said the official, “they seized you 
after she was dead. Now, had you gone with her 
into the house, they could have seized you first and 

taken you away, then poisoned her. But what I do 
not understand is, why did they do these things?” 

“You can ask Heyl, if he’s able to talk. Or his 
fake corpses. But I’ve got a good idea, already.” 

The official laughed. “A flogging will make 
them talk! But let me hear what you think.” 

Deane explained his suspicions: how Nefeyda 
had died for exposing the clique of looters, how 
Heyl had planned to blackmail him into helping sell 
illicit finds and outright fakes. 

“Once I had embalmed Nefeyda,” he concluded, 
“his possession of that made-to-order mummy 
could at any time frame me as a madman and a 
murderer. But as long as I played his crooked game 
for him, he would of course protect me as a 
valuable ally. You see, he’d already started, by 
taking my car away. And his crowd would all 
swear that I’d never left Cairo with Nefeyda.” 

Quasim’s presence among the conspirators 
clinched that. Deane had scarcely paused when 
there was a howling and yelling and cursing 
outside. The police official stroked his mustaches 
and smiled. 

“My men seem to have gotten the prisoners into 
a confidential mood, Mr. Deane. Let us go out and 
have them confirm your opinions.” He winked. “If 
they did roll your car into the Nile, doubtless they 
already wish they had followed it.” 

Deane went out. When he reached the door, he 
saw that the police were beating the prisoners’ feet 
with batons. They were all trying to speak at once, 
Heyl loudest of all. 

“And they claim we have a third degree back 
home!” Deane said to Crawford. “Now, if there’s 
anything I can tell you about Egyptian antiques, 
drop in some time.” 

Crawford shuddered. “I’m through! I’m looking 
for a safer hobby.” 

For a moment Deane would have agreed with 
him. That was when they put Nefeyda’s body into 
the police car. Then he remembered his unfinished 
work, and the laboratory that demanded his 
presence. 

There were still secrets of the past for him to 
unveil. 
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