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            Foreword
Egyptologists Together: Amelia Peabody, Elizabeth Peters, and Barbara Mertz

            Salima Ikram,

            Distinguished Professor in Egyptology, American University in Cairo

         
         One of the great delights of the Amelia Peabody books is that in each one, Amelia combines murder, mayhem, and mystery with
            solid doses of Egyptology and history. As a scholar, Barbara Mertz (Elizabeth Peters) meticulously researched every historical
            point in her Peabody novels, and these root the series and give it a life beyond its pages, illuminating the world of the
            ancient Egyptians, historic events of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries, and the lives and discoveries of Egyptologists.
            Through her books, Barbara managed to seduce readers into caring not only about Amelia, Emerson, and their circle, but also
            about Egyptology. She managed to educate without bludgeoning people with too many facts; she humanized archaeologists and
            explained what we do in the field, dull though it often is, with its endless sifting of sand in the quest for telling “odds
            and ends.”
         

         
         Barbara’s inspirations for each Amelia book varied. They were often triggered by a particular moment in the history of Egyptology
            that intrigued her, a site that she loved, or a single artifact that was iconic, both to her and to the world—particularly
            ones that had good stories attached to them, with a hint of intrigue, and which still today remain the subjects of Egyptological
            speculation (though some might rudely call it gossip). The inspiration for The Painted Queen falls into the latter categories: the famous Nefertiti bust (discovered in December 1912 by German archaeologist Ludwig Borchardt)
            is an iconic object with a muddy past and a contentious present, her discovery and departure from Egypt the subject of endless
            speculation by archaeologists and aficionados of ancient Egypt.
         

         
         I remember when Barbara first told me about starting The Painted Queen. “You’ll never guess what I am going to tackle next! It will be such fun, and hopefully set the cat among the pigeons—and
            everyone will be happy as we are going back to Amarna!” From that moment on, she embarked on a frenzy of research, reading
            all she could on the topic, whether it was Borchardt’s excavation reports, diaries and letters from the time, newspaper reports
            about the appearance and disappearance of Nefertiti, the opinions of scholars past and present about the bust, or websites
            dealing with the exit and return of Nefertiti. All the while she kept track of what Egypt and Europe were like in the early
            part of the twentieth century. She also polled her Egyptological friends, asking their opinions about Borchardt’s character,
            whether German governmental officials might have conspired to remove Nefertiti illegally from Egypt and keep her in Germany,
            and their thoughts on the accuracy of modern studies on the Nefertiti bust. Barbara’s Egyptological friends entered into the
            spirit of the book by sending her any relevant material that they thought might be of interest, whether it was a new book
            in German about the history of the German Institute that figures prominently in this book (the Deutsche Orient-Gesellschaft,
            at that time) or obscure notes and opinions about the queen and her excavators, or by visiting the actual house that belonged
            to the German Institute in Cairo, and where Nefertiti might have temporarily rested (and where people were imprisoned).
         

         
         The controversy about the bust of Nefertiti is one of the great debates of Egyptology. Was the bust found on December 6, 1912,
            as reported by excavator Borchardt (Barbara took some liberties with this portion of the tale—libel is unattractive), and
            later illegally removed by Borchardt? And how did Borchardt accomplish this removal? Did he hide the bust, disguise it with
            a liberal application of plaster, or put pressure on Gustave Lefebvre, the young inspector who had come to select the finds
            that were to remain in Cairo? If Lefebvre did not examine all the contents of the boxes, and used only the list of items that Borchardt had prepared (after all, he was a senior
            and very well respected scholar who had been working in Egypt for a long time), he would have merely noted that this was a
            bust of gypsum, as Borchardt had been economical with the truth. The bust was of limestone with its gypsum covering and paint
            still surviving—a rarity. By misleading Lefebvre, it was speculated, Borchardt defrauded Egypt of its rightful share of the
            finds at Amarna. In Berlin, the bust was displayed publicly for just one day, after which it was whisked off to the home of
            James Simon (appearing here as James Ridgemont), who had funded the excavation, and remained with him (but visitable by a
            select few) until 1920. The fact that Borchardt failed to publish news of the bust’s discovery until 1923, although details
            of other items from the same excavation made it into print earlier, fueled the controversy as to whether Nefertiti had been
            “kidnapped.” Private letters and papers in Germany, and official complaints made by the Egyptian Antiquities Service, fed
            into speculation about the exit of Nefertiti from Egypt. Additionally, later allegations that Hitler fell under the spell
            of the bust and took the original, leaving a fake in its place, only strengthened the Nefertiti mystique, making her discovery
            a prime candidate for a mystery that Barbara (and Joan)—and Amelia—had to tackle.
         

         
         Barbara’s books were always well researched on Egyptological and historical levels, as she remained an Egyptologist and scholar
            at heart. Although she never excavated in Egypt, she had visited more sites than many archaeologists. I particularly remember
            a bumpy ride to the rarely visited Abu Rawash, a site that Barbara had wanted to see for some time, as she was thinking of
            featuring it in a new book. When we got there, we carried out an almost total suspension of Barbara over the burial pit of
            the pyramid so that she could see what it looked like, and concluded with an Amelia-style picnic at the edge of the pyramid,
            in the mortuary temple. While traveling through Egypt, Barbara was happy to try anything (I had the privilege, all in the
            name of research, of introducing her to sheesha smoking), talk to anyone, and had a very real “feel” for the country and its archaeological sites. She knew the ins and outs
            of an excavation, having visited many and interrogated their directors, à la Amelia, about the techniques that they used.
            It is this intimate knowledge of Egypt and its sites that makes Amelia’s experiences so immediate for the reader. When she
            writes of crawling through bat guano, handling ancient bones, inspecting mummies, trudging through sand, or enjoying the cool
            north breeze on the Nile, it is because Barbara had experienced all of this firsthand. Luckily for us, Joan accompanied Barbara
            on one of her trips, thus she too has had a “taste of Egypt.”
         

         
         Perhaps this intimacy with Egypt is why so many Egyptologists are devotees of the Amelia Peabody series. No other fiction
            author has spoken so directly and truly to us, skillfully blending historic fact with fiction, giving a very real sense of
            place, including in-jokes, all while telling a ripping tale. It is with great sadness that I bid farewell to the idea of enjoying
            any new adventures of the indomitable Amelia and Emerson, the “most brilliant archaeologist of the nineteenth and twentieth
            centuries.” However, I find comfort in knowing that I have the old stories to return to, and, no doubt, even if they are not
            being chronicled as before, Amelia continues to contend with another ruined shirt as she and Emerson embark on fresh adventures.
            
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Preface

            Joan Hess

         
         I met Barbara thirty years ago at a mystery convention, when I timidly approached her as a wide-eyed fan. We clicked because
            of a shared sense of humor (sardonic) and perspective (jaded), and became close friends over the years. She offered wisdom
            as I floundered through the publishing world. We laughed often, engaged in a lengthy exchange of weird presents involving
            sheep, and had weekend parties with our clever friends. She invited me to accompany her on one of her annual trips to Egypt,
            where she was revered by local shopkeepers and international Egyptologists. On the occasion of her eightieth birthday party,
            I rented a camel.
         

         
         I was still stunned by her death three years ago when I arrived at Mertz Manor for the funeral. Beth (her daughter), Dominick
            Abel (her agent and dear friend), and I were sitting at the kitchen table when the topic turned to Barbara’s unfinished manuscript.
            I will admit my gut froze as I sensed the inevitable question: would I complete The Painted Queen? My first response was an adamant refusal. The idea of attempting to capture her voice, her erudite style, her wit, and her
            vast knowledge of archaeology in the early twentieth century, seemed ludicrous. I lost that one, obviously.
         

         
         Barbara and I had discussed the plot in the preceding months, and I’d made suggestions. I was assured that she had made extensive
            notes and plotted the entire thing. I knew better. Yes, the notes were extensive—to a certain point. Interesting things were
            happening, and I suspect that she intended to let the plot develop as she wrote. Her illness overcame her.
         

         
         I kept almost all of Barbara’s prose, although some changes were necessary. Salima Ikram and I brainstormed via Skype to come
            up with the how, the who, the why. Beth offered comments and referenced earlier novels. Ray Johnson and Dennis Forbes gently
            corrected my missteps. It took me nearly three years to complete The Painted Queen due to personal health issues, but I am pleased with the result.
         

         
         All factual and translation errors are Salima’s fault. Or somebody else’s, anyway. Maybe Google’s.

         
         I still miss Barbara.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Introduction

            The Trustee of the Barbara Mertz Trust

         
         It is our sad duty to introduce this last of the Amelia Peabody Emerson volumes. The devoted Editor of Mrs. Emerson’s memoirs,
            Elizabeth Peters, died in August of 2013 while in the midst of working on the manuscript of The Painted Queen. She had contemplated this project with excitement, knowing that publishing Mrs. Emerson’s recollections from that time would
            shed new light on a famous moment in the history of Egyptology. With her usual thoroughness, Ms. Peters had begun research
            on many aspects of the event in question, hoping to clarify some of the more difficult-to-decipher entries in Mrs. Emerson’s
            journals. It bears noting that Ms. Peters had made the effort of writing out the final page of The Painted Queen before she died, a page that is reproduced herein verbatim. Happily, as she worked on this last manuscript, Ms. Peters was
            in constant conversation with her dear friend and fellow mystery writer, Joan Hess, who valiantly took on the very difficult
            task of completing the work. Ms. Hess sought the help of another close friend of Ms. Peters, the distinguished archaeologist
            Dr. Salima Ikram, in working through the nitty-gritty of the Egyptological details. Dennis Forbes, editor of Kmt, and Dr. Raymond Johnson read the penultimate draft and offered suggestions as well.
         

         
         We all owe Joan Hess an enormous debt of gratitude for the years of work she devoted to this undertaking, persevering through
            unimagined difficulties and prioritizing this work over all else during that time period. Greater friendship one could not
            imagine.  
         

         
         For many years, Elizabeth Peters (and her alter ego, Barbara Mertz) relied on the calm, constant, and utterly reliable guidance
            of her agent, Dominick Abel, who also became a cherished friend and ally. As they always have shared a dislike of maudlin
            sentiment, we won’t elaborate further. Even a skilled editor like Ms. Peters needed help with her manuscripts—although she
            would have told you that she didn’t suffer foolish edits gladly; thus it is a real testament to the skill of her longtime
            editor, Jennifer Brehl, that Ms. Peters approved of (and even privately admitted to enjoying!) the work they did together.
         

         
         Ms. Peters accumulated a group of other friends over many years in the book business, including fellow authors, who carried
            one another through highs and lows. Their exploits at various conventions (including their own “GroucherCon”) and elsewhere
            probably are best left undescribed. Let us just say that they certainly could hold their own with Amelia when it came to beverages
            of genial and other types—and that their commentaries shared with Emerson a literate, if at times intemperate, character.
            And that leads us also to Ms. Peter’s comrades-in-arms within Egyptology and allied fields, similarly sturdy companions through
            all kinds of adventures. The prefaces of previous Amelia volumes are filled with specific acknowledgments of individual scholars
            and sources—but they name only a small swath of the colleagues she counted as friends.
         

         
         We hope she would forgive us for saying that her friendly and warm embrace extended broadly across family and friends, from
            nearby neighbors to far-flung pen pals—despite her attempts to pass as a curmudgeon. We miss her wicked sense of humor, her
            warmth, her intense curiosity, and the enthusiasm she used to create a sense of adventure in even the most mundane of settings.
            
         

         
         And finally, we are certain that Ms. Peters would want to thank her and Amelia’s “dear readers” for decades of shared enjoyment
            in this adventure. As many readers know, for some years now the books in this series have been going back in time to fill
            in missing seasons in the saga. The Painted Queen does just this, also. The final chapter of the tale chronologically was published some years ago, in The Tomb of the Golden Bird, allowing Amelia and Emerson to exit triumphantly, on their own terms. And now we come to the moment when we must allow Amelia’s
            very dedicated editor to depart in the same fashion.
         

         
         Indeed, there have long been striking similarities between Elizabeth Peters and Amelia Peabody—not the least of which being
            that they both liked to have the last word. To honor this preference, we close with some admonitions that Ms. Peters included
            in her 1986 preface to The Lion in the Valley—which we find to be just as appropriate now as they were then:
         

         
         
            In this . . . volume of the memoirs of Amelia Peabody Emerson (Mrs. Radcliffe Emerson), the editor once again deems it expedient
               to explain certain anomalies and obscurities in the text. Mrs. Emerson was not as careful as she might have been about noting
               the dates of her entries. She seems to have picked up the current volume of her journal and scribbled away until something
               happened to distract her. . . .
            

            As the editor has had occasion to mention, the names of most of the persons involved have been changed, in order to spare
               the feelings of descendants of said individuals. The informed reader will recognize some names as those of well-known archaeologists,
               who appear only peripherally. Mrs. Emerson seems to have been fairly accurate in describing their activities; however, it
               would be a serious error to assume that she was equally accurate in reporting their conversations with her for, like her distinguished
               husband, she had a decided tendency to attribute to other people opinions of her own.
            

            Another obscurity in the ur-text (if the editor may so describe the journals themselves) arises from the fact that at some
               point Mrs. Emerson apparently decided to edit them for eventual publication. . . . Since she was as inconsistent about her
               revision as she was about dating her pages, the result is sometimes a peculiar blend of journalistic and novelistic styles.
            

            In other words, none of the eccentricities of the present volume are the responsibility of the editor.* She has done the best she could and would suggest that complaints, criticisms, and other pejorative comments be addressed
               to the heirs of Professor and Mrs. Emerson, not to her.
            

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            One

         
         From the harbor, the port of Alexandria is an attractive sight, its whitewalled houses and red tiled roofs framed by azure
            sky and sea. Since I had been there many times, I knew that the walls were disfigured by dried mud and rude graffiti and that
            the streets were inches deep in evil-smelling debris. I never arrived in Alexandria without wishing to leave it as soon as
            possible.
         

         
         However, our welcome was warm enough to cheer the saddest heart. Our arrival had been heralded by the mysterious network of
            communication that operates in countries such as Egypt, and cries of greeting arose as our ship approached the dock. “As-salaam-alaykum,
            o Father of Curses. Marhaba, ya Sitt Hakim!”
         

         
         Egyptians enjoy inventing soubriquets, and that of Emerson, I believe, requires no elucidation. As I have often said, and
            never tire of saying, my husband is the greatest Egyptologist of the nineteenth century (of the Christian era), and although
            the present century is still in its infancy, I do not doubt he will dominate it as well. His physical endowments are no less
            remarkable than his intellectual skills. As he stood beside me at the rail, his thick black hair was disheveled by the breeze,
            and his sapphirine orbs shone with anticipation, for we were returning to a particularly intriguing excavation that certain
            events of a particular nature had prevented us from finishing the previous season.
         

         
         My own name, Sitt Hakim, means Lady Doctor, and although I had never acquired formal training in medicine, I could not help
            but feel that I had done some good. My excellent spouse’s comment “No one would dare die if you told them to live” was no
            doubt meant as sarcasm, but it held a seed of truth. A positive attitude is vital to recovery, and so is confidence in one’s
            medical attendant.
         

         
         But I digress.

         
         Emerson shouted greetings in response to the respectful salutations of his numerous disreputable “old friends” (of whom he
            had far too many, in my opinion). I waved my parasol in a jovial manner, and was amused to observe certain members of the
            receiving committee back off a few steps. My parasol was regarded by the more superstitious of the fellahin as a device of
            potent magical power. It certainly was a useful weapon, not only because the victim was not expecting attack by parasol, but
            because my parasols were made to my specifications, having a rather sharp tip and a stout steel shaft.
         

         
         With the assistance of some of Emerson’s admirers (whose devotion was not so great as to refuse the baksheesh he dispersed),
            we got ourselves and our belongings onto the train to Cairo. A similar scene ensued when the train arrived at the Cairo station.
            How the word of our arrival had got out so quickly I do not know, but more of Emerson’s old friends awaited us on the platform.
            I had resigned myself to the inevitable delay when an individual in formal morning dress pushed through the crowd and addressed
            my husband. “Professor Emerson?” he inquired unnecessarily. (There is no mistaking Emerson; his stalwart form is known the
            length and breadth of Egypt.) “I come from M. Maspero,” he went on. “He asks that you do him the honor of calling upon him
            as soon as is possible.”
         

         
         “Oh dear, what have you done now?” I cried. Emerson’s uneasy relations with the director of the Service des Antiquités certainly
            justified the question, but seeing his eyes flash and his chin protrude, I went on with (I am proud to say) scarcely a pause,
            “What task that would have daunted a lesser man have you accomplished, to win the commendation of M. Maspero? For I do not
            doubt that he wishes to congratulate you, or, what is more likely, enlist your aid in solving—”
         

         
         Emerson interrupted me with a loud “Hmph!” I decided I might have been overdoing it just a bit.

         
         “Inform M. Maspero that I will respond to his request after we have arranged for accommodations and rested from the journey,”
            said Emerson to the individual in question. Emerson’s tone left no room for debate. The young man bowed and backed away.
         

         
         “Really, Peabody,” said Emerson to me. “Must you lower your dignity by running on at such length? A curt nod and a frosty
            stare would have been good enough for a cursed Frenchman.”
         

         
         Let me hasten to explain that Emerson had no particular prejudice against the French, who had been allowed to continue their
            control of the Antiquities Department when the British took over the other departments of government. No indeed! Emerson takes
            an unbiased and candidly critical view of most people: archaeologists who do not live up to his professional standards (most
            of them); all bureaucrats, tourists, and journalists; and the majority of the officials of the Service des Antiquités.
         

         
         “Emerson,” I said, taking his arm. “Speaking of accommodations, those on the steamer—”

         
         “Were not up to your standards? Well, my dear, what with one thing and another I think you deserve a few days at Shepheard’s.”

         
         That was precisely what I intended to do, but I had expected it would take a while to convince Emerson, who hates elegant
            hotels. Our dahabeeyah was still in Luxor, but it would have been just like Emerson to suggest we stay with one of his old
            friends or go to one of the plainer (i.e., less sanitary) hotels. This unexpected and courteous acquiescence touched me deeply.
            I told Emerson so and gave his arm a loving squeeze.
         

         
         We were greeted as the honored guests we were, and after a brief interlude (which involved the relocation of the occupants
            thereof) were shown to our usual quarters.
         

         
         “Well, well,” said Emerson, trying not to look at the pile of luggage that awaited unpacking. “I believe I will just—er—run
            round to see Maspero. Rude to keep him waiting.”
         

         
         Emerson’s is not a nature that lends itself to successful subterfuge. Never in his life had he given a curse (as he would
            have said) about offending M. Maspero.
         

         
         “Emerson,” I said, “you intend to call on Maspero? Without me?”
         

         
         Emerson might, with some reason, have pointed out that I had not been included in the invitation. Instead he replied with
            a remark to the effect that if I meant to make an issue of it, he would delay his visit. His tone was so emphatic and the
            number of swear words he used so numerous that I could not doubt his asseveration. “I will just take a little stroll and renew
            old acquaintances,” he said. “Will you be all right alone?”
         

         
         I looked at him in surprise. “Of course, my dear. What could possibly happen to me here?”

         
         Sponge, towels, and soap in hand, I made my way to the bath chamber and filled the tub. The wisps of steam rising from the
            water and the scented bubbles called to me with a siren song. I sank into the water with a sigh of contentment.
         

         
         In past years, when accommodations at Shepheard’s were in great demand, some of the commodious bath chambers had been converted
            into temporary bedrooms, with doors opening onto the hallway. I had not given the matter much thought until a hitherto unobserved
            door gave way and a large man burst in.
         

         
         He did not see me at first, since the tub was in an alcove out of the line of sight of someone standing in the doorway, so
            I had ample time to observe him as he turned ponderously from side to side. Heavily built, with large calloused hands and
            coarse features, he was neatly dressed in a tweed coat and trousers, except for one singular feature—a gold-rimmed monocle
            in his left eye.
         

         
         I was unarmed, having assumed it was unnecessary to carry weapons into the bath chamber. I have always been of the opinion
            that the best defense is a prompt and vigorous attack, but my current position rendered certain options untenable. My only
            weapons were a bar of soap, a sponge, and a towel. Thanks to the scented soap bubbles I was more or less covered, which would
            not be the case should I rise to my feet. I was still considering strategies when the man advanced farther into the room and
            caught sight of me. His arms rose, his fingers curled in a most menacing fashion as he gave me a cruel (and somewhat demented)
            smile. “You!”
         

         
         “Sir,” I said in my iciest tones, “you were perhaps unaware that this room was already occupied. Kindly remove yourself at
            once.”
         

         
         His response was as remarkable as his sudden appearance. Touching one hand to his throat, he gasped, “Murder!” and collapsed
            onto the floor.
         

         
         The suffragi appeared in the doorway, eyes staring and mouth agape. It is the duty of these fellows to patrol the hallways,
            directing visitors to the proper room and preventing guests from annoyance. Obviously Ali’s performance in this latter matter
            was not up to his usual standards.
         

         
         “Ali,” I said irritably as he scuttled into the room like a lame spider. “What the devil is going on? Where were you when
            this person intruded upon me?”
         

         
         The answer was what I expected: he had been attending to the needs of another patron and had not observed the intruder.

         
         “Summon the manager at once,” I ordered. “And close the door behind you.”

         
         “But, Sitt, there is a body—”

         
         “Close it!”

         
         I waited until the door was shut before I emerged from the tub and assumed my dressing gown and slippers. I was reasonably
            certain that the fellow on the floor was dead (the hilt of a knife protruding from his back assisted me in this diagnosis)
            but duty demanded I ascertain whether he was beyond assistance.
         

         
         He was. Having felt for a pulse and found none, I was about to begin investigating his pockets when the door was again flung
            open and I beheld Emerson, looming head and shoulders over the group of people behind him. Even in such a short space of time
            the sensation seekers had gathered, no doubt due to Ali’s bleats of distress as he went downstairs to the lobby. There was
            some pushing and shoving, and a few irritated comments. One strident voice rose above the hubbub. “Out of the way, you chaps!
            Don’t you know who I am?”
         

         
         No one did, or no one cared; the crowd continued to enlarge. Emerson appeared somewhat agitated; he was breathing quickly
            and his face was flushed, but he controlled himself admirably. “Curse it,” he remarked. “What the devil are you up to now,
            Peabody? Who is the person lying on the floor? Anyone we know?”
         

         
         “I believe not, Emerson. I had just begun searching him in the hope of finding a means of identification.”

         
         “Allow me, Peabody.” He turned the body onto its side. The fellow’s features were no more prepossessing in death; they were
            set in a snarl and the staring eyes were like dull brown pebbles.
         

         
         “Hmph,” said Emerson, going through the fellow’s pockets and removing a few papers. “Receipts and bills . . . and this.”

         
         It was a piece of pasteboard, the same size as an ordinary calling card, blank except for a single hand-printed word.

         
         “Judas,” Emerson and I said in unison.

         
         “What the devil does that mean?” Emerson asked, solo.

         
         “Could it be an accusation?” was my response. “Judas was, of course, the betrayer of Jesus. The ultimate betrayer. But to
            the best of my knowledge I haven’t betrayed anyone.”
         

         
         “Here’s another odd item,” Emerson went on. “It appears to be a monocle.”

         
         “He was wearing it when he came in,” I explained. “It must have fallen from his eye when he crumpled.”

         
         He sat back on his heels and stared at me. “I believe this is the first time I have heard of a thug wearing a monocle. It
            wouldn’t have suited him. One would expect a more aristocratic, not to say refined, looking person.”
         

         
         “I expect it is the insignia of a secret society, Emerson.”

         
         “A secret society??” Emerson exclaimed. (I assure the Reader that two interrogation points scarcely convey the vehemence of
            his question.)
         

         
         “Close the door, Emerson,” I said, regarding with distaste the gaping faces that fringed it on either side. When he had obliged,
            I said, “I have never seen him before, so someone must have hired him to, ah, dishabilitate me on a permanent basis. As for
            the monocle, you know as well as I that they are rare these days, even at Court. It must serve as a way for members of a discreet
            and unsavory alliance to recognize one another.”
         

         
         “I say,” said the same voice that had spoken earlier from the hallway. “Isn’t someone going to call the police?”

         
         The manager, Mr. Baehler, was the next to appear. At the sight of the body he let out a heartfelt groan. “Good Gad, Mrs. Emerson—not
            again!” he exclaimed.
         

         
         Resenting the implication I replied, “I assure you, Mr. Baehler, I take no pleasure in having people murdered in my vicinity.
            Have you called the police?”
         

         
         “Someone has already done so” was the reply, followed by a deep sigh. Managers of fine hotels prefer not to call the police,
            but in this case he had no choice. Based on volume, the spectators outside the door now extended a good distance down the
            corridor in either direction.
         

         
         “Quickly, Peabody, into our rooms,” said Emerson, rising to his feet. “I believe I heard the heavy footsteps of the law approaching.
            I will fend them off as long as possible. Do me the favor of assuming proper attire with as much celerity as you can command.”
         

         
         He bolted the door behind us and went on into the sitting room while I debated what my proper mode of attire should be. I
            had a new tea gown I had anticipated wearing for Emerson; it was his favorite color, scarlet, covered with black polka dots
            and trimmed extensively with black lace. However, I was forced to conclude that if the day went on in this manner, it might
            be advisable for me to be armed and ready. My working costume, refined season by season, consisted of stout boots, a divided
            skirt of ample proportions and modest length, a shirtwaist, and a coat covered with pockets. My belt of useful tools completed
            this costume, but I decided against putting it on since Emerson complained about the jangling noise it made and the sharp
            edges on certain objects. I did take my parasol with me when I proceeded into the sitting room, where I found Emerson leafing
            through the papers he had removed from the dead man’s pockets.
         

         
         “Sit down, Peabody,” he said, making room for me on the sofa next to him. “I have a question for you. What have you been up
            to lately?”
         

         
         “I beg your pardon, Emerson?”

         
         “It is early days for you to be targeted by an assassin, my dear. I am accustomed to this sort of thing occurring later in
            the season, but you have not had time enough to instigate such an attack. That is . . . Have you?”
         

         
         “I fail to see the point you are attempting to make, Emerson.”

         
         “It is simple enough. If you have done nothing in the past two hours to inspire murderous fury in someone, it must have been
            inspired by an action at some earlier time. Does anything occur to you?”
         

         
         “I cannot say that it does.” I pondered the suggestion. “If you like, I will make one of my little lists.”

         
         “Lists of old enemies? That would take too long.”

         
         I decided not to reply to this remark, which was intended to be provocative. “Have you found anything useful among those papers?”

         
         “A slip of paper with your name and the number of our suite.”

         
         “Interesting,” I said. “It is evident that I was to be his victim. Anything else?

         
         He handed me another slip of paper and I read it aloud. “Octavius Buddle. No address. I have no idea who Mr. Buddle might
            be, but he is obviously the next intended victim. He must be warned.”
         

         
         “Against what?” Emerson demanded. “A dead assassin?”

         
         “Assassins sometimes travel in gangs, Emerson.”

         
         Emerson’s eyes opened very wide. “Peabody, where do you get these notions? Assassins do not travel in gangs. Furthermore,
            how do you plan to warn Mr. Buddle when you don’t know who he is or where he is?”
         

         
         “That does present a difficulty,” I acknowledged. “I forgot to ask—did the putative assassin have a weapon on his person?”

         
         “He didn’t need one,” Emerson said grimly. “Those hard hands of his could have held you underwater long enough. Your habits
            of cleanliness are no doubt admirable, my dear, but I sometimes think you spend too much time in bathtubs.”
         

         
         Except for the tramping of heavy boots in the bath chamber, audible even through the sturdy door, nothing transpired for a
            time. The post had been brought up and a neat pile of messages and letters begged for my attention, so while I waited for
            the expected visit from the police I sorted through these missives. Some were welcoming notes from our archaeological acquaintances.
            I put them aside, for among them was the letter I had hoped to find.
         

         
         Though our last season had been successful from a professional point of view, it had ended in a series of distressing events,
            particularly to our foster daughter, Nefret.
         

         
         I thought of her as a daughter, and so did Emerson, though we had never made the relationship official. Nefret had been thirteen
            when we first encountered her in a remote oasis in the Western Desert. Her father, fleeing the bloody Mahdist revolt in the
            Sudan, had found refuge there, and there his daughter had grown up, revered as High Priestess of Isis. It was certainly an
            unusual background for an English girl of impeccable lineage and, as we later learned, considerable wealth. We had of course
            brought her back to England with us and had watched with proud affection as she grew up to be a trained physician and surgeon.
            She had founded a clinic in Luxor, which served any woman, respectable wife or prostitute, in need of medical care, and had
            engaged excellent female physicians to staff it.
         

         
         Her failings—everyone has a few, even I—were a quick temper and an impetuous nature. It was this last that had led her into
            a disastrous marriage with a man who had turned out to be a consummate villain. His violent death had led her to suffer a
            miscarriage, which given her husband’s character, might have been regarded as a blessing in disguise. However, she did not
            so regard it. Upon the advice of our dear family physician, Dr. Willoughby, I had taken her to a renowned psychiatric institution
            in Paris. With the strength of character I knew she possessed, she had made an excellent recovery and had, most sensibly in
            my opinion, gone on with her medical studies. There is nothing like hard work and a goal in life to assist mental healing.
         

         
         “Emerson,” I exclaimed. “This is from Nefret. Good news, my dear!” For he had turned toward me, anxiety writ large upon his
            handsome countenance. I went on, “She is joining us here within a few days.”
         

         
         “Do you think she is up to it?”

         
         “Here, read the letter for yourself.”

         
         His frown smoothed out as he read. “She sounds quite her old self. Are you sure she—”

         
         “Youth is resilient, my dear. Nefret is too well balanced an individual to spend her life reliving old sorrows and mistakes.
            Learn from the past and then put it behind you. Get on with—”
         

         
         “Well put, my dear,” said Emerson rather loudly. “That is good news indeed. What the devil are they doing next door?”

         
         “Removing the body, I trust.”

         
         “Quite. It is a decided inconvenience to have a corpse in one’s bath chamber.”

         
         “Why, Emerson,” I exclaimed. “I believe you are being ironic.”

         
         “What?” His heavy brows drew together. From his pocket he removed a folded paper, unfolded it, stared at it, refolded it,
            and replaced it in his pocket.
         

         
         “You say the fellow uttered a few words before he died?”

         
         “Two words, to be precise,” I replied. “‘You’ and ‘murder.’”

         
         “Stating the obvious, wasn’t he?” Emerson took out the paper, unfolded it, and stared at it, frowning. “Are you certain that
            is what he said?”
         

         
         “I assure you, Emerson, my hearing is unimpaired.”

         
         “No doubt; but the ability of a dying man to articulate clearly is impaired.”
         

         
         “You have, I presume, an alternative suggestion?” My tone was, I admit, a trifle sarcastic.

         
         “As a matter of fact,” said Emerson, “I have not.”

         
         “Then why did you question my hearing?”

         
         “Because you are always hearing words like ‘murder.’ Never mind what he may or may not have said; the most important thing
            is that bit of pasteboard with the word ‘Judas.’ I feel certain it is a vital clue.”
         

         
         “It is a possibility worthy of . . . Emerson, will you please stop doing that and pay attention?” For once again he had removed
            the paper from his pocket. “What is so absorbing about that paper? Where did it come from?”
         

         
         “It had been pushed under the door,” he muttered.

         
         “It is a message, then,” I said, feeling as if I were fighting through a jungle of non-communication. “For heaven’s sake,
            Emerson, stop mumbling. Is that message addressed to you, or to me?”
         

         
         “To neither. No direction was necessary,” said Emerson between his teeth. “It reads ‘Where were you?’ The meaning is obvious.
            ‘Where were you when your wife was being murderously attacked?’ And, to continue the equally obvious corollary, ‘It’s a good
            thing I was watching over her.’”
         

         
         “That is surely reading too much—”

         
         “Someone was watching over you. Someone stabbed the murderous bastard in the back before he could get to you.” His voice rose
            to a pitch that rattled the windows. “And it wasn’t I!”
         

         
         Emerson could contain himself no longer. He leapt to his feet and headed for the door, intent, I assumed, on racing up and
            down the corridors knocking people down and shouting at them. I was about to call him back when I decided the exercise would
            do him good and help him work off his annoyance. It would have no other useful effect. Sethos was not likely to be still in
            the hotel and Emerson would not recognize him if he were. Our old enemy was a master of disguise.
         

         
         The author of the note had to be Sethos. He must have been in the crowd that morning. No one else could arouse Emerson’s wrath
            so effectively as the Master Criminal, or, as I sometimes called him, the Genius of Crime. Emerson objected to both titles,
            on the grounds that they were first, ridiculously theatrical, and second, subtly flattering.
         

         
         We had never known his true name or his antecedents. The soubriquet Sethos referred, as my Readers must know, to the Egyptian
            god Set, who was the enemy of the benevolent Osiris and Osiris’s son Horus, and who was therefore regarded as evil. But Egyptian
            religion is seldom so simple. Set could be evil or benevolent according to his circumstances. He had many functions, which
            I will not go into here because they would necessitate a long and (to some Readers) boring digression. I refer said Readers
            to any decent volume on Egyptian religion.
         

         
         Like his chosen tutelary deity, our old foe had a few good qualities, at least from my point of view. He had a strange devotion
            to my humble self and on one memorable occasion I had been his prisoner for several extremely interesting hours. I must say
            he behaved like a perfect gentleman, even after I had struck him over the head in an abortive attempt to escape. One would
            suppose that a keen observer like myself would be able to identify him after spending so much time in his presence, and such
            would have no doubt been the case had he not been—as I have mentioned—a master of disguise. Over the years he had appeared
            as an elderly, irascible American lady, an effete English aristocrat, and a number of other personae. I knew he was tall and
            well built, but on the occasion I have mentioned his actual features had been obscured by a formidable beard and mustache.
            I could not even be certain that he was dark haired. Hair color is one of the easiest means of identification to alter.
         

         
         Having reached this point in my cogitations—which took far less time than it has taken to write them down—I went to the main
            door, asked Ali to have tea sent up, and settled back to await the next development.
         

         
         This would be, I assumed, a visit from the police. Seldom in a case of murder do the authorities have an eyewitness to the
            crime, and if I may be allowed a slight touch of vanity, such an experienced witness. However, I had had dealings with the
            Cairo police before and found them strangely reluctant to call on me for assistance. After waiting for what I considered a
            reasonable length of time I was about to go to them when there was a knock at the door.
         

         
         Ali entered with the tea cart, followed close behind by another man. Recognizing him, I got to my feet with an exclamation
            of pleasure. We were old friends, Thomas Russell and I, and I took it as a personal compliment that he had come in person
            instead of sending an underling. Formerly commissioner at Alexandria, he recently had been appointed chief of police in Cairo.
            One could not have called him classically handsome, but he was a fine-looking man, with light blond hair and steady brown
            eyes.
         

         
         After congratulating him on his well-deserved promotion, I said with a smile, “Is this a professional call, Mr. Russell, or
            may I invite you to take tea with me?”
         

         
         “I would be honored to join you for tea, Mrs. Emerson, but I must ask a few questions in my professional capacity. When I
            realized you were involved in this case I decided to come round in person.”
         

         
         “That was kind of you. Sugar? Milk?”

         
         While I attended to his requests (no milk, three lumps of sugar) he said, “Not so much kindness, ma’am, as selfishness. I
            seldom get the chance of questioning an eyewitness to murder.”
         

         
         “And attempted murder,” I said, adding a third lump of sugar to the cup. “Emerson is of the opinion that the fellow came there
            to assassinate me.”
         

         
         Russell started to laugh, but quickly sobered. “I beg your pardon. It was your—er—insouciance, your matter-of-fact tone of
            voice . . .”
         

         
         “You need not apologize. My attitude may strike some persons as unusual, but one becomes used to that sort of thing after
            a time.”
         

         
         “No doubt. However, I am of the same opinion as the Professor,” Russell said seriously. “A gentleman does not burst into a
            lady’s bath chamber, or, if he inadvertently intrudes, he immediately apologizes and retreats. This fellow was no gentleman.
            His appearance as well as his behavior mark him as a lower-class individual. I have seldom seen such a rough countenance.”
         

         
         “Have you been able to identify him?”

         
         “It is early days yet, Mrs. Emerson. He is not a local villain; I have a good memory for such persons, and this man is unknown
            to me. Did he say or do anything that would give you a clue to his identity or nationality?”
         

         
         I gave him a brief, well-organized description of what had transpired. “He had on his person a card on which was written the
            word ‘Judas,’” I explained.
         

         
         Russell’s well-disciplined features reacted to this admittedly bizarre statement with only a few twitches. “May I see the
            card?” he asked.
         

         
         “Certainly. Oh—I believe Emerson was so agitated that he took it with him. I assure you there can be no doubt about the name.
            I assume you found the other cardboard rectangles, one with our room number. The thug was headed to this room when he was
            stabbed in the back. The shock caused him to open the adjoining door. The second card had the curious inscription ‘Octavius
            Buddle.’”
         

         
         “And you have no idea what it means?”

         
         I had a number of ideas as to what it might mean, but I saw no advantage in troubling Russell’s rigidly logical mind with
            them. “Not really,” I said. “I am sorry I cannot be of more help.”
         

         
         “But you have been of help.” Russell rose. “Based on your analysis of his accent, he was British. We will telegraph the fellow’s
            description to Scotland Yard. Please give the Professor my regards and tell him I am sorry to have missed him.”
         

         
          

         Emerson’s comings and goings are generally impetuous, and he seldom looks to see where he is going. He assumes that any persons
            in his path will get out of his way and that he can brush aside any impediment. When he flung the door of the sitting room
            open, he stumbled over an object lying on the threshold. Fortunately he did look down this time, and I was treated to the
            sight of agitated dance steps as Emerson tried to avoid treading on the object. He had, with his usual acuity, realized at
            once that it was of some value.
         

         
         “Where the devil did this come from?” he demanded, carrying the object in question to me.

         
         It was a small wooden head, approximately three inches in height, carefully carved and painted. A fresh break just below the
            shoulders indicated that it had been part of a larger statuette of an ushebti, one of the figurines placed in the tomb to
            assist the deceased in the afterlife. The head was that of a pharaoh with slanting eyes, pronounced cheekbones, full lips,
            and an elongated chin; it wore the Blue Battle Crown with a uraeus on the brow. I had no difficulty identifying its subject.
            At only one period of Egyptian history had this particular artistic style prevailed. This was Akhenaton, the so-called Heretic
            Pharaoh, who had abandoned the multitudinous gods of Egypt in favor of one deity, the Aton, and had left Thebes for a new
            capital at a place now called Tell el-Amarna.
         

         
         “Amarna,” I said.

         
         “Obviously.” Emerson rubbed his chin, a habit of his when perplexed or deep in thought. “What I ought to have asked was who
            brought it here and why. This remarkable object must have been removed from the site without the knowledge or permission of
            the excavators. All artifacts discovered are to be kept until the end of the season, at which time the Service des Antiquités
            inspects them and decides which—”
         

         
         “I am well aware of that,” I said impatiently. Emerson had recently got into the habit of lecturing instead of answering a
            simple question, much in the manner of our son, Ramses. I intended to break both of them of it as soon as was possible.
         

         
         “So to return to your original question,” I went on, “why was this object brought to us?”

         
         I paused to draw breath, and Emerson said, looking uncharacteristically shy, “I have a theory.”

         
         “Splendid, my dear,” I said encouragingly.

         
         “The broken figurine is itself a coded message: Amarna—damage, looting, destruction!”

         
         “Well!” I exclaimed. “I must say, Emerson, that is very ingenious. We may take it, then, as an appeal for help, and an urgent
            appeal at that. I will send a telegram to Selim immediately, telling him that we are on our way and to get our dahabeeyah
            there as quickly as possible. If you will assist me in packing your—”
         

         
         “Curse it!” Emerson shouted. “We are getting off onto one of those digressions that so often occur when I attempt to have
            a sensible conversation!”
         

         
         “Really, Emerson!” I said indignantly.

         
         Emerson went on before I could continue. “Let us take advantage of this temporary lull to recapitulate. Start from the beginning.
            How did the dead man end up on the floor of your bath chamber? Be succinct, I beg.”
         

         
         “There is not much to tell, Emerson. I was enjoying a pleasant soak when the soon-to-be-dead man staggered in and collapsed.
            He must have been stabbed immediately before he entered, since he could not have gone far in that condition.”
         

         
         Emerson lit his pipe. “Weren’t you the one who once pointed out to me that an individual wounded by a sharp, narrow-bladed
            knife often goes some distance before he realizes he is injured? His murderer may not have been anywhere near him when he
            collapsed.”
         

         
         “True,” I admitted. “And the deed may have been done so quickly it could have passed unnoticed even by a close witness. A
            hearty slap on the back, a jovial—”
         

         
         “Point taken, Peabody.”

         
         “We could ask the suffragis if any of them observed such an encounter.”

         
         “Greatly as I enjoy your flights of fancy, my dear, the scenario you have described with such panache is only one of several
            possibilities.”
         

         
         “Give me another, then.”

         
         “A shove and a stumble, a helpful hand on the shoulder,” said Emerson promptly. “A phalanx of purported tourists marching
            down the hallway and pushing everyone out of their way, engulfing the victim.”
         

         
         “That is a bit far-fetched, don’t you think?”

         
         “Oh, I don’t know. You’ve seen them do it. Frequently led,” Emerson went on, “by several iron-jawed females who behave as
            if they owned the hotel.”
         

         
         Feeling obliged to defend my sex, I said, “I have seen iron-jawed men behave the same way. Many of them are members of the
            military.”
         

         
         “Quite so,” Emerson admitted. “Let us abandon conjecture and deal with the fact itself.”

         
         “A dead man on my bath chamber floor,” I said helpfully.

         
         “Precisely. It will take them some time to identify the fellow. Need we sit here twiddling our thumbs?”

         
         “I suppose we needn’t. Mr. Russell has already questioned me.”

         
         “Russell was here?”

         
         “Yes. I took it as a courteous gesture that he would come in person. He said he was sorry to have missed you.”

         
         “Bah,” said Emerson. “Never mind the pleasantries. I refuse to allow these distractions to interfere with our professional
            activities any longer.”
         

         
         “Then perhaps we should visit M. Maspero, as he requested. We will need his permission to excavate.”

         
         “Oh.” Emerson’s brow furrowed. “Curse it, I suppose we must.”

         
         “I will be ready as soon as I find my parasol.”

         
         Another discussion followed, but it was brief, since Emerson had known from the first that I intended to accompany him, and
            his protests were purely formal. I managed to persuade him to assume a coat and cravat, and I put on a new frock I had purchased
            in London—yellow silk trimmed with ecru lace and amber beads. It is always advisable, I feel, to present oneself at one’s
            best when dealing with people like Maspero, who appreciates haute couture.
         

         
         During the cab ride Emerson managed to work himself up into quite a state of temper. He burst into the director’s office without
            ceremony, brushing aside assorted clerks and assistants.
         

         
         “See here, Maspero, I refuse to be ordered about. What the devil do you want?”

         
         Maspero’s beard was graying and his head balding, but his smile was as warm as ever. Over the years he had become used to
            Emerson. Rising from behind his desk, he extended a welcoming hand.
         

         
         “My dear old friend, I would never have the temerity to order you or Mrs. Emerson to do anything. I requested your assistance
            in a delicate matter because I have such confidence in you. Whether you accept or not is entirely up to you, s’il vous plait.”
         

         
         “Hmph,” said Emerson. After escorting me to a chair, he took another and stared fixedly at Maspero. “Well? Let us get to the
            point at once. What is it you want us to do? Kindly reply in the fewest possible words.”
         

         
         “Spend your winter season at Amarna.”

         
         “At the Workmen’s Village? Thank you,” said Emerson with heavy sarcasm. “But no—it has already been examined. And I doubt
            Borchardt would relinquish any interesting part of the site to me.”
         

         
         Maspero hesitated for a moment, and then said, “I am sure I can depend on you, my friends, to keep the information I am about
            to disclose confidential. Herr Borchardt had to return to Germany to deal with a family crisis. Herr Morgenstern was sent
            to replace him. All was well, but now I have been increasingly concerned about him. His behavior of late has been unusual.”
         

         
         “In what way?” I asked.

         
         “He has been absent from his excavations for a long period of time, leaving them in the charge of an individual who appears
            to have little or no experience in archaeology. That is not like Herr Morgenstern, who is well respected in his field. Rumor
            has it that he is in Cairo.” Maspero’s shrug was melodramatic. “What is he doing there? It is highly improbable that a woman
            is involved. A dalliance might distract him for a short while, but he is a dedicated archaeologist who has been given the
            opportunity to excavate a significant site. Besides that, there has been no gossip. When such things occur, there is always
            gossip.”
         

         
         “Are you asking us to find out?” I inquired. “For it would be impertinent of us to pry into his private affairs without a
            direct order from you. Herr Morgenstern is not an easy man to get on with; Emerson has never got on with him.”
         

         
         “Not an order,” Maspero said with a sigh. “A request. A direct request. An urgent request. Tell el-Amarna must be protected
            at all costs.”
         

         
         “We will consider that sufficient authorization,” I said. “And we will let you know as soon as is possible what we propose
            to do.”
         

         
         “Does your request have anything to do with the dead man who intruded upon Mrs. Emerson’s bath this morning?” Emerson asked.

         
         “Pardon?” Maspero exclaimed. “A dead man walked into Mrs. Emerson’s bath chamber?”

         
         “He wasn’t dead until after he came in,” said Emerson, thus adding to Maspero’s confusion.

         
         “Allow me, Emerson,” I said, and proceeded to explain the situation in my customary efficient fashion.

         
         “Mon Dieu!” the director exclaimed. “I regret, madame, that you should have been subjected to such a distressing sight.”

         
         “Bah,” said Emerson. “She thrives on such sights.”

         
         I had brought the broken ushebti with me. “We found this outside the door of our sitting room this morning,” I said, handing
            it to the director. “I believe it is meant to communicate a message.”
         

         
         “Message?”

         
         “An appeal for help,” I explained.

         
         “Help?” Maspero echoed, staring at the ushebti.

         
         “Please pay attention, monsieur,” I said. “That object conveys two ideas: first, Amarna, and second, destruction, damage.”

         
         Maspero continued to stare at the ushebti. “It is Akhenaton,” he muttered. “He is unmistakable. Where did it come from?”

         
         “That is the question,” I said. “If it does not come from any collection with which you are familiar, then it must have come
            from the site of Amarna itself.”
         

         
         “But not from Morgenstern’s excavations,” Emerson said. “He is excavating the city site. Ushebtis are funerary objects. They
            would not be found in a private house.”
         

         
         “Then from a hitherto undiscovered tomb!” Maspero proclaimed. “The task of discovery would seem to be yours, my friends.”

         
         Emerson is not good at concealing his emotions. “Smug” might be too strong a word for his expression at that time, but not
            by much. He had refused to work at several of the most enticing sites in Egypt as a matter of principle (or possibly pure
            bullheadedness), claiming that sooner or later his expertise would be needed and that he would graciously yield to Maspero’s
            pleas that we return to Amarna. We both had a special affection for that site, where we had first met and (after an interval)
            become attached to each other in ways that should not require elucidation for my mature Readers. There were few places in
            Egypt that would have attracted him more. But his steely sense of duty (or pure bullheadedness) forbade the primrose path.
         

         
         “Impossible,” my husband declared firmly, “in that we have an unfinished excavation at Zawaiet el’Aryan to complete.”

         
         “But my dear fellow, what can Zawaiet el’Aryan offer in comparison with Amarna?”

         
         In fact it had a great deal to offer: a Third Dynasty royal burial, to be precise. We had been unable to complete it the previous
            year because of the distressing events to which I have alluded.
         

         
         “You excavated at one time at the Workmen’s Village at Amarna,” Maspero went on. “Why not return and finish the job? And,
            while you are there, search for a new tomb.”
         

         
         “Aside from the commitment Emerson has mentioned,” I said, before he could offer an opinion that might not coincide with mine,
            “our staff is not complete. Our son and his friend David Todros are still in Palestine.”
         

         
         Momentarily diverted, Maspero asked, “What is Emerson fils doing in Palestine?”

         
         A truthful answer would have been “I wish I knew.” My annoying son had not refused to answer my questions, but his replies
            had been so vague and equivocal that I had been unable to pin him down. My fear was that he had got himself involved with
            the cursed British Secret Service. The Service was always trying to recruit archaeologists. They made ideal agents because
            they had a legitimate reason for being where they were—Egypt, Palestine, Turkey, Syria—and in most cases they spoke the local
            language. Ramses was a natural linguist; his German, Turkish, and Arabic were of native fluency. From early childhood he had
            lived part of the year in Egypt and was as much at home there as he was in England. In short, he was a perfect spy and I knew
            that British intelligence would give a great deal to enlist him.
         

         
         And I would make certain that they did not succeed.

         
         “He will be joining us soon,” I said with fervor. “At Amarna.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Two

         
         “We cannot abandon Zawaiet!”

         
         When seen in print, this statement lacks a certain portentousness. When uttered in Emerson’s deep, resonant basso, it has
            the effect of a decree from on high. Very high.
         

         
         We had retired to our room after dinner. Emerson was disrobing in his typical slapdash manner, tossing his garments onto the
            floor and leaving his boots in places where one of us was sure to stumble over them. I sat at the dressing table giving my
            hair its usual one hundred strokes.
         

         
         I gain no particular satisfaction from regarding my own countenance. Shimmering auburn curls and azure eyes would be more
            to my taste than my stormy gray eyes, heavy black hair, and slightly sallow complexion. However, Emerson finds no fault with
            these features or with a figure that is fuller in certain regions than I would like. His opinions are the ones that count
            with me.
         

         
         Being accustomed to Emerson’s emphatic tone, which he often employed, I replied, “No one is suggesting that we should, my
            dear. Selim has assured us that there has been no evidence of local interest in the area, but that situation may not continue,
            and the burial is too important to be left to the vagaries of chance. How many Third Dynasty burials have been found, more
            or less intact?”
         

         
         “Precisely what I was about—”

         
         “It shouldn’t take too long to complete the job,” I continued affably, avoiding a tedious lecture. “There is no chance of
            reconstructing the original arrangement, since it was jumbled about by Geoffrey Godwin. We can only sort and record what is
            there now.”
         

         
         Emerson admitted the truth of this with a grudging grumble. “Tomorrow, then,” he said. “I will send Selim a telegram to notify
            the men and meet us in Zawaiet.”
         

         
         “Not tomorrow, Emerson. What we must have before we continue is a skilled photographer.”

         
         “Selim,” Emerson began, “is quite—”

         
         “Selim has acquired considerable skill, but he may need assistance. Arranging the reflectors and changing them as the sunlight
            shifts, deciding how long an exposure requires—these are details best left to someone with more experience. One such person
            comes to mind, Emerson. Have you forgotten that Nefret will be arriving soon?”
         

         
         “Of course not, but we can return to greet her when she arrives, or she can come to us directly. Zawaiet is too far for to-ing
            and fro-ing on a daily basis unless we live in Giza or Saqqara, and even then it takes time. She is capable of joining us
            at the site without your assistance unpacking her suitcases.”
         

         
         “I prefer to be here to greet her on her first day back in Egypt since that dreadful experience,” I said. “Furthermore, if
            we are to work at Amarna, the dahabeeyah must arrive from Luxor. I am confident Fatima has thoroughly cleaned the Amelia several times from bow to stern, but she will need time to stock the larder. Not even to oblige you, my dear, will I camp
            out in an abandoned tomb for a lengthy season.” Emerson had, some years back, made a lavishly romantic gesture and acquired
            a Nile houseboat or dahabeeyah for me, and after refurbishing it fully, named it the Amelia. It has been our floating home in Egypt ever since then, being an efficient and practical way of moving from site to site
            and avoiding camping (although I am fully capable of running a comfortable and clean camp), as well as of traveling through
            Egypt on the Nile, as was done by the ancient Egyptians for millennia.
         

         
         “You did once before,” Emerson replied, advancing upon me with a familiar gleam in his sapphirine eyes.

         
         “I was younger then,” I said as his strong arms enclosed me, rekindling the most passionate of memories, “but I would do it
            again if it were necessary. I cannot see that a few days . . .” I said no more at that time, for reasons that should be obvious
            to the sensitive Reader.
         

         
         Emerson fussed a bit about the delay, but I managed to keep him distracted by one means or another. He is not a companionable
            shopper; his patience expires long before I have tried on more than three or four hats. I insisted that we purchase some shirts
            for him, since he is notoriously hard on his wardrobe. With ill-disguised reluctance, he consented to visit Selim’s family,
            where we enjoyed a simple yet sumptuous feast with aunts, uncles, and cousins of all ages. Other distractions took place in
            the boudoir and need not be described.
         

         
         We were sitting on the hotel terrace taking tea when a cab pulled up at the steps and a familiar face appeared at its window,
            a delicately sculpted face framed by a halo of red-gold hair and adorned with a beaming smile. Emerson leapt to his feet,
            knocking over his chair, and ran down the stairs with the brash ardor of a besotted schoolboy. He plucked Nefret from the
            cab and held her close, giving me barely a chance to greet her at all.
         

         
         “My dearest girl,” I said as she turned to embrace me. “It is wonderful to see you, and even earlier than we had hoped.”

         
         “I left Paris as soon as I heard you were on your way to Egypt,” Nefret replied. “And here I am, just in time for tea.”

         
         We returned to our table, where Nefret removed her hat and tossed it onto a chair. It was a warm day; heat and perspiration
            made her gold tendrils of hair cling to her temples and coil over her ears. The waiter who brought her cup and saucer could
            scarcely keep his eyes in their respective sockets. Several young officers at other tables appeared to have the same difficulty.
         

         
         “Has the Professor condescended to inform you of where we will be working this season?” Nefret asked with amusement.

         
         It was one of Emerson’s more exasperating habits—which I did not find at all amusing—to delay this announcement until
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