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Chapter 1: The Dusty Book
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Emre sneezed the moment he stepped into his father's study, same as always.

The room was thick with dust. Wooden shelves rose all the way to the ceiling, crammed with books, clay tablets, and oddly shaped statues gathered from every corner of the world. The air was dry and heavy — old paper, old wood, and the smell of some faraway soil. Morning sunlight caught the dust drifting through the window, and the whole room looked like it was holding a tiny galaxy inside it.

His father was an archaeologist — which, professionally speaking, meant he collected old and strange things. Emre usually thought that was pretty cool. But his father had been in Egypt for three weeks now, and every time Emre walked into this room, that cool feeling turned into something else. Something more like an empty space. Like the chair in the middle of the shelves — the one his father sat in every morning — was somehow still waiting for him.

"Now where was that red pencil . . ." he muttered, wandering between the shelves.

He was digging through the third shelf when his finger caught on something.

The book was different from the others. The rest stood in neat rows, but this one was tipped sideways, as if it hadn't just been set down — it had been hidden. The cover was leather, marked with symbols Emre had never seen before. Deep, tangled lines, like something hammered in with a nail.

Emre pulled the book free. It was heavy. The pages were yellowed, the edges worn soft. He opened it.

Inside were more of the same symbols — but this time arranged neatly, line after line, like writing. Small pictures were scattered among them: pyramids, clusters of stars, circles within circles.

Emre frowned. His father had never once mentioned this book. He'd told Emre the story behind hundreds of books, tablets, and little statues — but never this one. That felt deliberate.

He was about to keep turning the pages when a sound drifted in from outside.

A violin.

Emre walked to the window. On the balcony across the street stood a girl he'd never seen before. She wore a dark green sweater, and she had the violin tucked against her shoulder. Her eyes were closed as she played.

The music was strange. Sad, but somehow also . . . exciting. As if it were the beginning of something.

And right then, something happened to the book in Emre's hands.

The pages trembled.

Faintly, like a breeze — except the window was shut.

Emre blinked and looked again. The book was still. The pages lay exactly where they'd been.

"I imagined it," he told himself.

But he didn't put the book back on the shelf.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: The Girl Next Door
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Nora hated moving.

This was the third city in two years. Her father was an architect, and every new project meant a new city. Istanbul, Izmir, and now here. Nora had stopped bothering to care about streets whose names she didn't know, faces she didn't recognize, and friendships she had to start all over again each time.

At least, that's what she told herself.

But the violin was always with her.

It had been her mother's, given to Nora two years ago. Her mother had gotten sick, and gotten better a year later — but in that one year, Nora's whole world had shifted, and it had never quite settled back into place. The violin was the one thing that stayed steady through it all. It played in hospital curtains, waiting rooms, and between moving boxes. Music felt like a language without words — it poured out everything she couldn't say.

The air was cold as she watched the neighborhood from the balcony; it was autumn, and yellow leaves were drifting down onto the street. She noticed a boy in the window of the building across from hers, watching her. Dark hair, messy, holding a thick book. Nora didn't look at him. She just lifted her violin and kept playing.

The next morning, the doorbell rang.

When she opened it, the boy was standing there. He still had the book, and he was grinning — a little too confident.

"Hi. I'm Emre. I live across the way. You were playing violin yesterday."

Nora waited. Nothing else came.

". . . And?" she said.

"And you played really well," said Emre. Then he held out the book. "Have you ever seen this? These symbols in here — some of them look like violin notes. Ever noticed anything like that?"

Nora looked at the boy. Then at the book. Then at the boy again.

"No," she said. "I haven't noticed, because I've never seen that book. Because we only just met. Because I don't know you."

Emre raised his eyebrows. "Fair enough. Sorry. I'm Emre." He held out his hand.

Nora looked at it for a second. Then shook it. "Nora."

"Could you bring your violin over? Just for a minute. We'll take a look, and if it turns out to be nothing, I'll leave you alone. Promise."

Nora sighed. But something stopped her from just shutting the door — honestly, those symbols really did look strange.

"One minute," she said. And she picked up her violin.

In Emre's room, they laid the book open on the desk.

"Look at this," said Emre, pointing to a page. "These marks. What do you make of them?"

Nora leaned in. The symbols really were strange — sharp lines, circles, dots. But part of it . . .

"This," she said slowly, tracing a pattern with her finger, "looks like a measure. Like the marks we use in music."

"Exactly!" Emre leaned forward, excited. "So if you played it . . ."

"Wait," said Nora. "I only said it looks like one. This isn't actual music."

"But what if it is?"

Nora hesitated. Then she raised her violin.

"If this goes badly, it's your fault," she said.

And she began to play.

For the first few seconds, nothing happened. Nora played, Emre stared at the book, the room stayed silent.

Then the pages of the book trembled.

This time they both saw it.

Light — yellow, warm, like sunlight — rose up out of the book. Slowly it wrapped around the pages, then the desk, then the whole room.

"Nora—" said Emre.

"I see it," said Nora, not lowering her violin.

And then the floor disappeared.
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Chapter 3: Falling Into Egypt
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They weren't exactly falling.

More like . . . drifting. Light surrounded them, the air was hot, and Emre's stomach was doing something terrible.

Then their feet touched something.

Sand.

Both of them staggered and sat down hard. Emre pressed his hands into the ground — the sand was real, hot, sliding between his fingers. The sun was so fierce his eyes watered. Sand, salt, and woodsmoke mixed together in the air, and his throat went dry. Somewhere in the distance came the sound of drums, rhythmic, foreign, unstoppable. Nora still gripped her violin, her eyes wide as saucers.

Emre lifted his head.

A pyramid stood in front of him.

Enormous, golden, almost glowing under the sun. Another one stood beside it. And another beside that.

"Okay," said Emre. His voice came out calmer than he expected. "Okay, okay, okay."

"Don't say 'okay,'" said Nora. Her voice barely made it out. "This isn't okay. Not even close."

"We're in Egypt."

"I know we're in Egypt."

"Ancient Egypt."

"Emre."

"What?"

"Close your mouth for one second."

Emre shut it.

There was life around them — far off. Camel caravans, workers hauling stone, people in white linen clothes. No shade anywhere. Everything hot, everything open, everything unfamiliar.

Nora slowly stood up. She brushed off her knees. She checked her violin — it was completely fine.

"The book," she said.

Emre looked down. The book lay on the sand, as though it had simply been set there.

He picked it up and flipped through the pages. The symbols were still there, but part of them now . . . looked different. As if new ones had appeared.

"Can it get us back?" Nora asked.

"I don't know."

"What do you mean, 'I don't know'? It's your book."

"My dad's book. I'm seeing it for the first time too."

Nora took a deep breath. "So. Neither of us knows where we are — well, we know, we're in Egypt — but we don't know how we got here, we don't know how to leave, and we don't have any kind of plan."

"In short, yes."

"And this book might not even take us back."

"That's also possible," said Emre. His voice had gone flat. For the first time, he really thought about it — what if they got stuck here? In ancient Egypt, thousands of years from the modern world, in a place where absolutely no one would come looking for them.

He looked at Nora. Her face had changed too — not just startled anymore, but a little frightened.

"Great." Nora put her hands on her hips and looked up at the pyramids. "So what do we do?"

Emre opened the book again. A page — symbols, and a small drawing among them. The inside of a pyramid. A room.

"We go in," he said. Not because there was no other choice — but because his father had hidden this book, and this drawing of a pyramid had been inside it, and the answer had to be somewhere. "The answer's in there."
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Chapter 4: Eshar
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The pyramid's entrance was smaller than they'd expected.

Inside was cool and dark. Before his eyes adjusted, Emre walked straight into a wall, while Nora clutched her violin to her chest and moved forward slowly. The walls were covered in carvings — human figures, animals, symbols.

"These are hieroglyphs," said Emre, running his finger over one of the figures.

"Don't touch it," said Nora.

"Why not?"

"Because we don't know what'll happen. I played the violin a minute ago and we ended up in Egypt. I have no idea what happens if you touch something."

Emre pulled his hand back. "Fair point."

At the end of the corridor there was light — dim, flickering, but real light. They crept forward and came out into a wide room.

In the middle of the room stood a gold-plated table. On top of it lay an open book — its pages full of symbols. Along the walls hung things that looked like torches, but weren't torches; they gave off a calm, blue glow.

"Beautiful," said Emre.

"Creepy," said Nora.

"Both," said a third voice.

They spun around together.

There was no one in the room.

"Who said that?" Nora demanded, holding her violin up like a shield. Then she paused. "Not that I know what this is supposed to do, but . . ."

"I'm Eshar," said the voice. It was cheerful, a little high-pitched, and had no particular gender.

Emre looked into every corner of the room. No one there. "Where are you?"

"Right now? Honestly . . . I don't
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