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Foreword

Dear reader.

Thanks for picking up this book. It’s 2026 and AI models are all around us, so I decided to ti make two different AI edits of my 2019 short story The Portal in the Pyramid. 

Full disclosure I did not write this new version; I let AI do the heavy lifting. For some, this might sound strange, Authors are meant to love the written word and the intricacies of the language. However, for me I am mainly interested in creating stories and seeing where they take me. If I can use AI to refine future manuscripts I can create more stories, which I am interested in, while cutting the massive editing time which does not interest me. We’ll see how these new versions are received.

Feel free to compare this version with the original and tell me which one you prefer by sending me an email to MartinLundqvistauthor@Gmail.com or a message to Martin Lundqvist Author on Facebook

Introduction

I was recovering from a long, bilious flight from Sydney and had checked into a cheap, dingy three-star hotel room on a small block tucked into the busy, crowded streets of Cairo. The constant roar of heavy, polluting traffic mixed with the non-stop humming of an old, dirty air-conditioner made any hope of rest impossible. After seventeen hours in the air, all I wanted was a good, deep sleep, but the noise destroyed that chance.

The night was still young, and the guided tours wouldn’t begin until the next morning. I had nothing planned for the rest of the day, so I decided to explore the magical city of Cairo on my own. I’ve always believed that walking around a new city alone is the best way to experience it. By steering clear of the typical tourist traps and tightly scheduled trips, you can see the genuine hustle and bustle, the everyday life of the inhabitants, and the true beauty of the culture.

I picked up the remote and switched off the old wooden-framed 1960s-style television. I was about to leave the stinky hotel room — complete with its heavy stench of a decade-old Mediterranean carpet — when a sudden rush of hesitation and anxiety washed over me. Humans tend to overestimate certain dangers. I’m often afraid of shark attacks when swimming in Australian waters, even though it’s statistically rare. Now, although I was excited to be in Cairo, I couldn’t shake the fear of being caught in a terrorist attack. The media constantly reminded everyone how such things happened sporadically in Egypt.

That fear was made worse because my loving partner of many years, sweet and gentle Elaine — my dear Laney — had refused to travel with me. She had cited the risk of terrorism as her main reason. Eventually I brushed the negative thoughts aside and calmed myself down. After all, the choices I made every day about diet and exercise probably had a far greater impact on my life expectancy than any terrorist attack ever would.

I stepped out into the chaotic streets and walked aimlessly, absorbing everything the city had to offer: the rich fragrances, the delicious aromas of street food, the old and archaic Egyptian buildings. I took photographs as I went, until I came across a large Egyptian bazaar.

I’m not usually a big shopper, but I remembered that Elaine had asked for a tin of Egyptian perfume, and the food at the stalls smelled wonderful and looked affordable.



The Blue Crystal

After eating an authentic Egyptian meal, the noise and commotion of the bazaar started to overwhelm me. Whenever I travel overseas, especially in the Middle East, I stand out as an obvious tourist. At 190 centimeters (6’3”) with my North European Swedish features, I’m hard to miss. My height attracted a swarm of salesmen who tried to peddle me all kinds of trinkets and souvenirs. I dislike crowds and people pushing things on me, so the stress built quickly.

After saying “no” dozens of times and ignoring the persistent peddlers, I finally spotted something I actually wanted: a shimmering blue crystal at a healing crystal stand near the far end of the dingy flea market.

I studied the mysterious crystal for a while, trying to get the attention of the old Egyptian woman squatting behind the wooden table. She smirked, showing yellow teeth and a wart on her large nose. Why did I suddenly want this crystal? I had never cared about gemstones or healing crystals in my life. Yet this one shone with a bright, wondrous blue light. It was so beautiful it felt as if it were speaking to me — a feeling I hadn’t experienced since my rebellious youth when I had tried LSD and magic mushrooms.

I picked it up with two fingers, laid it in my palm, and stared at it, completely mesmerised.

“Can I help you, good sir?” a rasping voice asked.

A young Egyptian man had appeared from the back of the squalid shop. Unlike the other vendors in everyday Middle Eastern clothes or robes, he looked as though he had stepped out of a Renaissance fair — or through time itself.

“How much is this crystal?” I stuttered.

“For you, sir, this beautiful Zeto crystal is only 1,500 pounds!” he said confidently.

I quickly calculated in my head. That was over A$100. “Excuse me, did you say 1,500 Egyptian pounds for this piece of glass?”

“I did,” he replied, “but the price has just gone up. It is now 2,000 Egyptian pounds!”

I was bewildered. Street peddlers always lowered their prices when you haggled. This man had raised his instead. I was about to put the crystal down, but I couldn’t. I felt strangely compelled to buy it.

“Okay, 2,000 Egyptian pounds. That’s a deal,” I said sheepishly. I paid, slipped the glowing blue crystal into my pocket, and took a cab back to the hotel. My brain felt foggy. I was exhausted and desperately needed sleep.



A Bumpy Bus-Ride

The next morning, I woke up with a stabbing pain in my stomach after very little sleep. The previous day’s meal had clearly been a mistake; I had spent most of the night throwing up. I considered skipping the bus tour to the pyramids, but I was only in Cairo for a few days before flying on to Sweden to visit my parents. Lying sick and miserable in the cheap hotel room was not how I wanted to spend my holiday.

I skipped the hotel breakfast and bought mints and snacks at the corner shop to mask any lingering vomit smell and to have something if hunger struck later. On the tour bus, the guide chirped happily about Cairo, but my attention was foggy. I soon slipped into a dreamy sleep.

When I woke, we had reached the pyramids.



Not That Grand

Like many people, I often find that reality falls short of our idealistic expectations. The pyramids were a perfect example. In my mind they were majestic wonders, built with incredible precision that aligned perfectly with the stars. In person, they looked like piles of crumbling rocks stacked in the middle of a barren desert. Not particularly interesting.

The smiling tour guide tapped my shoulder and offered an optional guided tour inside one of the pyramids for an extra 1,000 Egyptian pounds. Otherwise, I could wait at the coffee shop. Spending more money to crouch through dark, cramped tunnels didn’t sound appealing, but I was already here. Maybe the inside
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