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To every child who attends Breakfast Club,

this is your starting point.

The world is full of possibilities,

you just have to let your mind take you there.
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Chapter One
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There was nothing better than Pancake Day, and being at the Breakfast Club meant that Marcus could start the morning with a TALL, buttery stack covered with strawberries, bacon and lots and lots of maple syrup. In fact, remembering it was Pancake Day was the only thing that gave him the strength to leave his bed this morning. He had gone to bed late last night as they’d had family come over, and now he felt as if he was yawning every other word.

‘Oh, this is so good,’ Asim said, already taking a bite. ‘I hope I can get seconds.’

Marcus laughed. ‘You’ve just started.’ But when he tried the fluffy, delicious pancake he could see why Asim was already eager to clear his plate and get more.

‘I’m so excited for the “Welcome to Ancient Egypt” assembly today. Do you think they’ll bring a mummy?’ Lise asked as she dragged a strawberry through the maple syrup and popped it in her mouth.

‘I want to learn more about that dog-headed god, Anubis. Apparently he guides the dead through the underworld,’ Stacey said, her eyes shining bright. Stacey loved anything supernatural and dark.

Marcus yawned, and his friends looked at him before they burst out laughing.

‘Are we boring you?’ Lise teased.

‘Sorry,’ Marcus said. ‘I didn’t get enough sleep last night.’

Marcus didn’t know much about Egypt except for tombs, the pyramids and Cleopatra who was the last Pharaoh of Egypt and spoke nine languages, so he was looking forward to learning more in the assembly.

After breakfast, they headed to the assembly hall and the loud noise was enough to wake Marcus up properly. The excited students of Rutherford Secondary School were gawping at the large statue-like figure painted in gold and black at the front of the hall. It had a face etched at the top, with a striped headdress, and the eyes had dramatic, bold eyeliner.

[image: Mrs Miller stands on stage beside a podium, holding a sheet of paper in her right hand and gesturing to the side with her left. A pharaoh’s tomb prop sits next to her. Below the stage, rows of students are seated and look up towards her.]
Mrs Miller walked onto the stage wearing a light-grey blazer and matching skirt. Her heels seemed to echo around the hall with every step she took.

‘Settle down,’ she said, clapping her hands to get everyone’s attention, and immediately the students fell silent. ‘Now, before I talk about the Eco Club’s newest sustainability project, we have a special guest. I know you’re all very excited as we have been talking about this visit for a few weeks! Remember to pay careful attention and ask questions. Let’s give a round of applause to our very special guest joining us today – Theo from the Welcome to Ancient Egypt exhibition.’

Everyone clapped as a man stepped away from the wall and stood in the centre of the stage. He was slender with dark brown skin, long locs and silver rings on his fingers. He waved at them all.

‘Thank you for such a warm welcome. I’m so excited to talk to you about all things ancient Egypt. Now you may have heard of mummies before?’ A cheer went up. ‘Great. So what were they actually for? Well, ancient Egyptians were famous for mummifying pharaohs and other important people so that their bodies would essentially last forever – allowing the DEAD to make the journey to the afterlife. After the person died, their organs would be removed and cleaned and kept in special containers called canopic jars. Their empty BODY would be filled with straw or mud so it would keep its shape. Then the body was covered in Egyptian salt called natron, which gets rid of moisture so the body could dry out. Next, the BODY was washed in wine and spices before being wrapped in linen. Sometimes amulets were buried with them as the Egyptians believed that they brought luck to the person in their journey to the afterlife. This massive thing behind me is called a sarcophagus. It’s what the mummies of pharaohs or anyone high-ranking were enclosed in.’ Theo knocked on it. ‘It’s made of stone and unlike a coffin, a sarcophagus is meant to stay above the ground.’

‘What if the person inside isn’t really DEAD and starts to roam around?’ Asim hissed.

Stacey rolled her eyes. ‘That’s impossible. No one alive could survive in there!’

‘Maybe there’s air holes,’ Asim said.

Marcus and Lise glanced at each other. They knew better than to get involved in this back and forth.

[image: Lise and Marcus sit next to each other with their arms crossed, smiling as they look at one another.]
Theo smiled. ‘Is anyone brave enough to come and see the sarcophagus up close?’

Eager hands flew up around the hall. Marcus really wanted to have a look and he was practically on his knees stretching up to the sky so Theo could see him.

‘Wow, so many volunteers,’ Theo said. ‘Did I mention that there’s still a BODY inside it?’

‘See!’ Asim said to Stacey, who frowned.

Quite a few hands slowly went down. Marcus knew that Theo was joking. There was no way Mrs Miller would allow that. She lost her temper if school shirts weren’t tucked in properly. A DEAD BODY would practically make her explode.

‘Is it bad luck to move a sarcophagus from its original place?’ Gboli asked.

Theo smiled. ‘Well, it’s rumoured that a mummy might haunt you if you tried.’

The students gasped, someone even screamed. Mrs Miller glared at Theo and suddenly Theo started to panic.

‘Oh no, I was joking! Don’t worry about any of that. There’s no mummy in this one. It’s just an empty shell. Who would like to come and look at it?’

If people were nervous before, now they were terrified. Stacey bravely put her hand back up and so did a few other students. Marcus wasn’t sure if he should do it. What if Theo wasn’t joking? The last thing he wanted was a mummy haunting him!

‘You coming, guys?’ Stacey asked.

‘Err, no way!’ Asim said. ‘Count me out.’

Lise shrugged. ‘I’ll go. Marcus?’

Marcus glanced at the students that had started to line up. Stacey and Lise were waiting for him expectantly so he felt he had no choice but to join them.

Up close the gold sarcophagus was even bigger. It was stunning, with lots of intricate carvings, paintings and writing in hieroglyphs. It was built in the shape of a BODY, so the top of the sarcophagus was rounded like a head and shoulders. As well as having thick eyeliner around the eyes, Marcus noticed its dark eyebrows and gold-painted lips. Once they had all had a good look and sat back down, Theo began to explain about the ancient Egyptian gods.

‘The pharaohs worshipped Ra, who was the sun god, and they had sun temples built in his honour. Some pharaohs believed that they were the sons of Ra. Then there was Osiris, the god of the afterlife. People believed that he was once a king in Egypt but when he passed away he then ruled the underworld and got to decide who is worthy of the afterlife,’ Theo said. ‘Has anyone heard of Tutankhamun?’

‘Oh I have!’ Stacey put her hand up and when Theo nodded, she said, ‘He was a pharaoh and ruled Egypt for a long time.’

‘That’s right.’ Theo smiled. ‘His nickname is King Tut and he got very famous because when his tomb was found, many years after his death, it was packed with amazing treasure. The discovery was on the news all across the world. Whenever there’s a picture of a tomb representing Egypt, it’s usually Tutankhamun’s. If you would like to learn more, come down to the museum and check out the Egyptian rooms,’ Theo said. ‘Thank you, everyone, for listening.’

The students began to clap.

‘That was so good,’ Stacey said. ‘I wonder what the inside of the sarcophagus looks like.’

‘Thank you so much, Theo,’ Mrs Miller said as she walked back onto the stage. ‘Before the rest of you head back to class, the Eco Club has a project that they want the whole year group to get involved in. It includes building a tent and staying the night at the school.’

The whole assembly hall burst into excited conversations.

‘A SLEEPOVER at the school?’ Asim said. ‘That sounds cool.’

Marcus wished he could match the excitement of the other students, but the idea of sleeping anywhere other than his bed did not make him happy.

‘Letters will be given out in class,’ continued Mrs Miller. ‘The SLEEPOVER will be this Friday. The school will provide you with eco-friendly materials to build your tents, and the best one will win a prize. Because we’re all doing our bit for the environment, we would appreciate if everyone made the effort to come.’

Marcus gulped. He had never spent the night away from home, away from his mum.

The hall was buzzing with everyone talking about the SLEEPOVER. Marcus tried to join in with his friends but it felt too forced.

‘Eco Club is so cool – what a great idea!’ Lise said.

‘I’ve camped loads of times,’ Stacey said. ‘I can make a tent easily.’

‘Oh, perfect. We can all work together,’ Lise said, and Stacey and Asim nodded. ‘Marcus?’

‘Yeah, sure.’ Marcus painted a smile on his face. ‘Can’t wait.’

Once the children were dismissed and Mrs Miller was walking Theo out of the hall, Marcus spotted Stacey looking longingly at the sarcophagus.

‘Do you think I could peek inside?’ she asked.

‘Err, no!’ Marcus said. ‘Why would you want to do that?’

‘Scared, Marcus?’ David asked as he walked past. David’s best friend Rio laughed.

‘He isn’t scared!’ Stacey retorted before Marcus could even speak.

‘Really? OK then, knock on the sarcophagus. I reckon Theo lied and there is a mummy still inside,’ David said before he knocked loudly on it.

Marcus couldn’t help but look around, thinking a teacher was going to run in and shout at them.

Rio knocked next. ‘Wake up!’ he called.

David laughed. ‘You lot scared?’

Asim grabbed his backpack and swung it over his shoulders. ‘No way am I doing that,’ he declared before he left.

Marcus’s eyes followed him. He really wanted to go with him, but he didn’t want David and Rio to make fun of him.

‘We’re not scared,’ Stacey said before she marched over and knocked on the sarcophagus.

Marcus couldn’t help but tense up, as he thought something might jump out, but when nothing happened he felt very silly.

Why am I stressing? Obviously there’s nothing in there.

[image: David and Rio stand next to each other with backpacks on, looking to the side and laughing. Each of them has a fist raised near his mouth.]
Lise was a little bit hesitant, but when she knocked and a mummy didn’t jump

out, she walked off with a big smile on her face. She gave an encouraging nod to Marcus.

Marcus walked forward and knocked on

the tomb, pausing a second to double-check there was no sound. Silence. Marcus grinned to himself, glad he had done it.

[image: Marcus stands in front of a tomb, touching it with his right hand, which is clenched into a fist. The tomb is covered in Egyptian drawings and hieroglyphics. Marcus looks up towards the head of the tomb.]



Chapter Two
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‘A SLEEPOVER?’

Mum read the school letter over a delicious dinner of chicken, rice and peas, and plantain. Marcus’s mouth was so full that all he could do was nod.

‘Hmmm, this sounds interesting,’ Mum said. ‘The Eco Club is doing it to raise awareness of recycling and sustainable practices.’ She paused. ‘Do you know how to make a tent?’

Marcus swallowed. ‘No, but it’s a group project so I can do it with my friends . . . or I can just miss it,’ he suggested. He hoped Mum would say, ‘OK,’ but instead she frowned.

‘Why would you want to miss it? I think it’s great that the school are spreading an eco message.’

‘I guess,’ Marcus said, looking down at his food.

Mum placed a gentle hand on his, encouraging him to look up and stare at her. ‘Are you WORRIED about being away from home?’

Marcus hesitated before he nodded. ‘I’ve never been to a SLEEPOVER before or camped, and I dunno . . . The school at night seems a bit scary.’

Mum smiled. ‘I understand. It’s a lot of new things, but I think if your whole year group is involved it will actually be FUN. Plus the teachers will be around to make sure everyone is OK. I think you should give it a try.’

Marcus would much prefer sleeping in his own bed with the sound of traffic outside, to sleeping on the cold ground far away from home. But if Mum wanted
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