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      After the museum patrons left, Phoebe walked toward the Egyptian exhibit. Her heels echoed through the silent halls. She found the isolation soothing after a busy day of explaining social and cultural anthropology to museum visitors. Now, she was alone with her ancient artifacts—the museum curator and her relics.

      Precious artifacts from several Egyptian dynasties lined the walls within the glass cases. Two mummies rested in intricately decorated coffins and a full granite sarcophagus. The exhibit included pottery, chunks of wall with painted hieroglyphics, fragile pieces of papyrus, and canopic jars from various tombs.

      “Your exhibit was a big hit.”

      Phoebe jumped slightly as the security guard entered the hall.

      “Sorry, Miss Montgomery. I didn’t mean to startle you.”

      “It’s okay, Ray. You’re right. The exhibit’s been popular with town locals.” Phoebe had high school field trips lined up, as well as students from the local university—Penn State. Today, the visitors had been mostly middle-school children.

      The elaborate ancient Egyptian exhibit was on loan to Phoebe from the American Museum of Natural History in New York. “It took me a year, and reaching out to numerous larger museums, to get them to loan all these exhibits to us. Finally, we have the ‘Phantoms and Pharaohs’ showcase.” Phoebe spread her arms wide, even though all the spotlights had been turned off after hours. She'd been especially delighted to assemble this collection, since ancient Egypt was one of her favorite eras to study.

      “You should be proud.”

      “Thanks, Ray.”

      “I’m going to head back to the security office. Let me know when you’re leaving, and I’ll let you out.” He turned, flashlight in hand, and walked away from the Egyptian exhibit.

      A flicker of light caught Phoebe’s eye beside the black granite sarcophagus. Was a canopic jar glowing? The jar was a typical flat-based, cream-colored limestone jar from one of the late Egyptian dynasties. The lid had been carved into the shape of a jackal—long ears and narrow snout—representing the god Daumutef.

      Phoebe wondered if one of the patrons had brought a glow stick and left it behind—but how had it gotten behind the glass exhibit case? On closer inspection, her initial observation was right—the canopic jar was glowing green, and the color was expanding outward.

      The light coalesced outside of the glass case and took the shape of a bronze-skinned man, who appeared translucent.

      Phoebe screamed, stumbled backward, and bumped into the stanchion. The red rope surrounding the sarcophagus buckled, and she tumbled to the floor. As she scrabbled around to look at the apparition, she desperately scooted away from it on her butt, pushing with her feet.

      “My apologies,” the ghost spoke in a deep, male voice with a British accent. “I didn't mean to startle you. Can you please stop screaming?”

      Phoebe clamped her hand over her mouth, shaking her head. She tried to regain her composure, even as she stared upward at the ghost of an Egyptian pharaoh.

      The apparition had an oblong face and wide eyes. An elaborate headdress stretched from above his eyelids into a rectangle. In the center was the motif of a gold snake in an S shape. A postiche—the traditional fake beard that designated him as sovereign in ancient Egyptian custom—protruded from his round chin. The braided fake beard was painted blue and gold.

      “This isn't happening,” Phoebe stammered, but blinking didn't make the apparition disappear. "I've been working really long hours preparing this exhibit. This is just stress.” She hardened her gaze at the ancient Egyptian and shook her finger at him. “You’re just a manifestation of stress!”

      The ghost gave her a pitying look. “I’m sorry, dear lady, to have frightened you. I may not be of the physical world—but I assure you, I’m real.”

      A flashlight beam struck Phoebe's face, and she screamed again.

      “Miss Montgomery?”

      “Ray!” She clutched a hand over her chest and felt the rapid, steady pounding of her heart.

      “Sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you. I heard a commotion back here. Are you okay?”

      “Yes, thank you. I just tripped over the boundary rope.”

      Ray extended a hand and helped Phoebe to her feet. Judging by the way he had no reaction to the presence of the shimmering, semi-transparent pharaoh standing just five feet away from him, Ray clearly couldn't see the ghost.

      "Thank you," Phoebe repeated, smoothing down her skirt and tugging a strand of her blond hair out of her face.

      “Are you hurt?”

      Just my pride, Phoebe thought.

      “No, I’m fine.”

      “You should file an incident report. If an injury turns up because of your fall, you'll want documentation of that.”

      “Okay. I’ll do that. Thank you, Ray.”

      He adjusted the belt on his blue uniform and began walking away, back down the hallway.

      Phoebe shot a glare at the ghostly pharaoh. “My office—now,” she hissed.

      “Beg your pardon?” Ray asked, turning back toward her.

      She forced a smile. “I’m going to head to my office now.”

      Ray nodded and continued walking away, a whistle and a spring in his step as he strode down the darkened hallway.

      
      Phoebe made quick strides to her office and closed the door behind her the moment the pharaoh was inside. She paced the small space, back and forth, marching in front of her bookcase.

      “Amyrtaeus,” she eventually murmured.

      The ghost gave a delighted smile. “Well done! What gave it away?”

      “The canopic jar matches the dynasty you’re from—one of the later dynasties. Twenty-sixth through thirty-first. I don’t recognize you from any ancient artifacts, and you’re one of the few pharaohs who never left a monument.”

      “Well, when you only rule for six years, it’s hard to really establish yourself.”

      “So,” Phoebe shook out her hands, trying to eliminate the tremors. “How does this work? You need something to move on?”

      “I beg your pardon?”

      “My sister, Gigi, suffered... ghost attacks—or whatever this is. She said spirits needed help moving on. You know you’ve come to the wrong sister, right?”

      Had he, though? Phoebe thought of the hardship Gigi had endured growing up, seeing ghosts in a world in which no one else could. No one had believed Gigi—no one except Phoebe. She’d been the only one to really listen to Gigi, and come to understand that her sister was a girl with rational thought on her side. Gigi wasn’t a rambling psychotic suffering from hallucinations. Nevertheless, Gigi wanted to be rid of ghosts and had found medication that had eventually suppressed her ability to see them.

      After everything Phoebe’s sister had been through, Phoebe couldn’t dump this spirit off on her—and certainly couldn’t go to Gigi for help.

      “Am I the first ghost you’ve ever seen?”

      “You’re my first.” Phoebe frowned. “Ghost,” she added for clarity.

      “Well, it is an honor,” Amyrtaeus gave a flourishing bow, “and unless your sister is also an expert in ancient Egypt, I do not believe I’ve arrived at the wrong sister.”

      “So, if you’re really Amyrtaeus—how is it I understand you? And why do you have a British accent?”

      "My canopic jar was stored in the British Museum in London for a hundred years—give or take.”

      “Ah.”

      Amyrtaeus looked around her office, inspecting the titles of the books on the shelves and the figures from the invoices on her desk. “You’ve a pleasant little museum here.”

      Phoebe’s museum would seem little to someone who'd spent a century in the British Museum.

      She leveled her gaze at him. “You’re buttering me up for something.” Phoebe slumped down in her desk chair, and her feet instantly thanked her.

      She’d been on her feet all day, ensuring the museum ran smoothly during operational hours. She’d been museum curator for just over a year now and had been striving to prove herself. Right now, though, Phoebe just wanted to kick off her shoes and sink her toes into the soft, plush rug she kept beneath her desk. But she couldn’t relax until she knew what Amyrtaeus needed in order to move on. She couldn’t have him haunting her ancient Egyptian exhibit, ‘Pharaohs and Phantoms’.

      She’d thought that was just a clever name, but perhaps whoever had come up with the title had known the exhibit was haunted.

      Amyrtaeus steepled his translucent fingers. “I would like to be reunited with my wife, Chione. I’m worried that if I cross to the other side without Chione, I won’t be able to find her again.”

      Phoebe felt her defensiveness dissolve. “This is all a twenty-five-hundred-year-old love story?”

      Amyrtaeus hesitated. “If I answer yes, does that motivate you to help me find her? Or discourage you?”

      Despite Phoebe’s own disastrous history of relationships, she’d clung to her romantic ideals. The idea of a man wanting to reunite with his wife—and of him waiting three-thousand years to do so—definitely tugged at her heartstrings. However, Phoebe wouldn’t reveal such weakness to a ghost. Besides, how difficult could finding his wife in another museum be?

      She sighed and tried to make it sound more like irritation than surrender. “I’ll help. I’ve got access to hundreds of museum databases. I can find who has your wife's canopic jar… But then what? Hopefully, you don’t expect me to take your jar there? I can’t steal your jar from the current exhibit, because it’s only on loan to me. Nor can I steal your wife’s jar from another museum.” She reached for the water bottle on her desk, taking a sip as she leaned back in her chair.

      “Right,” Amyrtaeus nodded. “Well, there’ll be no theft involved. Her canopic jar is still buried near the Hawara pyramid.”

      Phoebe sat up, choking on her beverage. “Egypt?! You want me to go on an excavation? I’m not an archeologist!”

      “You don’t need to be an archeologist, because you have me. I’ll help you.”

      “Since you know where Chione is buried, why can’t you find her yourself?”

      “All the tombs of the wealthy have wards—symbols carved into the walls that prevent spirits from crossing into them. I can’t cross them to go to her, and she can’t cross them to come to me."

      “You weren’t buried together?”

      “We didn't die at the same time. I was executed and buried decades before Chione died, hence why she wasn’t buried with me.” He stroked his fake beard, staring solemnly at the ground.

      “But you do know where?”

      “Precisely.”

      “And you need someone of flesh and blood to fetch her for you?”

      “Yes. If Chione’s relic is physically carried beyond the wards, we can be reunited.”

      “What if she's already moved on and didn’t stay as a spirit?"

      “Then I’ll go in peace—cross over, as you say—knowing at least she isn't trapped and waiting for me.”

      Even without the love story attached, as a museum curator, the idea of making a brand-new Egyptian discovery appealed to Phoebe. She wasn’t an archeologist, but she didn’t have to be one if she had a ghost leading the way. Such a monumental discovery could massively advance her career.

      “Okay.”

      “Okay?”

      “I’ll help you,” Phoebe agreed, feeling an ominous weight to her words.

      “Splendid.” Amyrtaeus beamed happily.

      “Not really,” Phoebe frowned. “I only have the contents of this exhibit on loan until the end of the month, which means I only have you until the end of the month.”

      Since she’d been planning an international trip for later this year and she’d been to London before, she had an updated passport. She considered the nightmarish logistics—arranging time off work, securing permission to intrude on an excavation
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