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The campfire glowed in the entrance of the cave where they camped.  Alice Ladybird looked uneasily at the walls of the Egyptian tomb.  The light flickered over the hieroglyphics and the painting of workers reaping the harvest.  Her stepsister might grub through sand to find bits of mummy without a twinge, and talk of how the natives wanted nothing so much as a rich tomb to plunder, but Alice still felt uneasy.

Alice looked back to the fire where her mother and stepfather sat.  She decided, abruptly, that Veronica had a good idea in taking a moonlight walk.  She walked to the entrance and looked out at the silvered sand.  The moon's flat white light spread out without a cloud to dim it.  Her hand rested on the entrance for a second.  She had not dreamed what it would mean, when her mother declared she was marrying a widower with a daughter.  The then Cordelia Ladybird had not even mentioned that Edward Black was an Egyptologist—though that had affected Alice more than anything else.  She started to walk.

A sound broke into her thoughts.  A low voice came over the dunes, intoning something over and over.  Alice frowned; she recognized Veronica's voice, but not what she said; Veronica was reciting, "Abdom.  Abdom.  Abdom."

Alice slowly walked around the dune, ready to freeze at any second, and saw Veronica, sitting cross-legged and looking at papers in front of her—fortunately with her back to her stepsister.

Veronica stopped and looked up, looking sternly on the air a yard ahead of her.  "I have given you your name," she said, fiercely.  "I have given you the power you have not had in three millennia.  Give me the love of Captain James Miller."

Alice blinked.  They had met Captain Miller at his regiment earlier in the month.  She gave her stepsister a sidelong glance.  Captain Miller was a handsome man, about thirty-five, of independent means.  She licked her lips; the captain was also already engaged to be married.

The air in front of Veronica shimmered in the moonlight.  Alice's breath caught.  A voice as dry as sand came out of the air.  "He is faithful to his love."

A cold smile twitched Veronica's lips.  "Would I want the love of one who would be unfaithful?"

"It will not be easy," the voice said.  "Much power is needed to win faithful love."  Silence reigned for a second.  Veronica looked at the haze with cold eyes.  The voice added, "I will need my name.  Many times."

Alice, scarcely breathing, began to carefully work her way back to the camp.  Veronica seemed bent on her bargaining, but Alice did not want to attract her attention.

* * *
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The evening's cool damp air came in off the Nile and slipped through the windows into the ballroom.  Alice stood against the wall, watching the waltz.  Other dancers swirled through her vision, but she watched one handsome pair, a woman in elegant pale green gown, and a officer in his regimentals, the light shining on her red hair and his chestnut brown.  A smug smile hovered on Veronica's face; Captain Miller looked down at her with an adoring but puzzled expression.

Alice's eyes drifted across the ballroom to where Isabelle Higgins stood among the captain's messmates, trying to flirt.  Miss Higgins wore a blue gown, the finest in the room, and her blond hair was arranged to perfection, but her blue eyes, with plaintive shadows, kept drifting back across the ballroom to her fiance.  Alice's mouth tightened.  Captain Miller had not even asked Miss Higgins for a dance, or noticed her flirting.

Alice's eyes fell.  Only minutes after she had returned to camp, Veronica had followed her.  Apparently, her stepsister had brought her haggling to a close quickly.

"May I have this dance, Miss Ladybird?"

Alice turned quickly, surprise by the apparition of one of the captains at her shoulder.  "Oh, no, thank you, but I'm just too tired now," she said.  The captain looked disappointed, but with thoughts of Veronica flooding her mind, Alice did not trust herself not to step all over her partner's feet.

"Perhaps some punch to refresh you," said Captain—Arthbut, Alice remembered.

Alice made herself smile.  "Why, that would be delightful," she declared.  She accepted Arthbut's arm.  Perhaps it would distract her from Veronica, since she could do nothing about her stepsister anyway.

Veronica's laugh rang across the ballroom.  Alice wondered, with a touch of malice that surprised her, if her stepsister had thought of breach of promise suits.  Miss Higgins, if rumor told the truth, had enough spirit to fight once the shock wore off.

* * *
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Alice drowsed a little in bed, wondering why the sun had to get up so early in the morning.  She yawned and almost resolved to return to sleep.

She heard Veronica move in the bedroom next to her, and then her stepsister's shuffling papers.  Alice woke completely, and licked her lips.  She got slowly out of bed and crept closer to the wall, laying her ear against it.

The walls muffled the words, but Alice could make them out.  "Abdom," said her stepsister, "I require more.  You shall have your name if you fulfill it."

The dry voice barely reached the wall.  "You promised my name for the love of Captain Miller."

Alice could almost see Veronica's dismissing gesture.  "I need more.  Turn the love of Isabelle Higgins away from him."

After a second, the voice, still dry but almost petulant, said, "You bargained for the heart of Captain Miller."

Her tone mocking, Veronica said, "What, can you not?"

The voice grew dry again.  "I have changed the heart of many a man and woman now dust.  I have let no scruple bind me.  I have kept my bargains, and I have kept this one."

The papers rustled as if Veronica lifted something from them.  "I have the last inscription of your name," Veronica said, her voice low and threatening.

* * *
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The noon sunlight dazzled outside the house.  Alice sat on the porch, leaning back in the wicker chair.  One of Edward Black's books on Egypt sat in her lap, and in spite of the heat, she read intently about the parchments.  The book had one or two comments about magical intent, but no detail.  Her fingers tightened on the page in frustration, crinkling it.  As if a book would easily lay out for her all she needed to defeat Veronica's plans!  Alice bit her lip.  Rumor said that Miss Higgins had broken her engagement and seemed not to care, and Veronica herself had talked of Captain Miller and, with more pleasure, of his rich father.

Mr. Black's jovial voice rang out over the porch.  "Why, Alice, are you finding the study of Egypt interesting?"  He came up beside her chair.  "I know you did not, at first."

Alice turned her eyes demurely down to the book.  "It grows more—intriguing," she said.  She looked up.  "It talks about magical writings; how did the Egyptians use them?"

Mr. Black sat in the nearest chair and leaned back.  "Why, they held that words have power, especially names.  By repeating someone's name, whether aloud or in writing, you gave him power.  By eradicating a name...."  His hand closed on air.  "You eradicated him."  Silence reigned for a second.  "Pharaohs were known to try to strike their enemies' names from every inscription where they occurred, for that very reason."

Alice frowned, her forehead creasing.  "If, on the other hand, you wanted magical
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