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PUBLIC SERVICE ANNOUNCEMENT

Axel Rhodes and the Golden Scarab was an exhilarating ride through time. This new adventure is even more breathtaking.

Are you sure you’re ready to go again?
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Memphis, Egypt – Current (Ancient) Day

THE NILE CREPT like a serpent through the city of Memphis, shimmering under the glare of the hot desert sun. The gentle swell of its water lapped with a steady rhythm onto the fertile soil at its edge. On the western bank stood a stone temple, imposing and glorious like a huge jewel crowning gardens of green.

From the front, wide stone steps led down to a dusty road carrying local traffic. Another set of steps continued from the road’s opposite side down to a small beach. From each end of the small bay, thick stone walls extended out into the Nile like protective arms. 

The gardens around the temple were enclosed by a low wall. Pathways cut between raised garden beds, linking paved and grassed areas, all bordered with elegant palms. The River Temple was home to Hapi, god of the Nile. 

Hapi was vital to Egypt. As regulator of the Nile, he ensured it was refreshed every year with the annual flood during the season of Akhet. To please Hapi, the people of Memphis held an annual festival in his honor. The Festival of Akhet celebration was centered at this very temple. 

An air of excitement lifted from the crowds that filled the grounds. The annual gathering had brought them together as one to reflect on the past year and look toward the next. The atmosphere brimmed with festivities and hope that the new season would be fruitful for the land. 

The annual flood was Egypt’s most important event. Without it, cities and villages on its banks and the people that lived there could not exist. Without enough water, there could be no life.

This year there were new visitors to the festival, it was the first-time statues were permitted to move freely in the presence of humans. Just a mere six months before, there had been a battle in the outlying city of Bubastis. It was a battle in which statues had come to life to fight for the freedom of the people. 

An evil god, Seth, had tried to destroy an amulet that imprisoned his powers. He was the brother of Horus, a respected god who ruled Upper Egypt. But Seth’s dream was to be the one to rule and his obsession with power had grown to the point where he was on the brink of overthrowing his brother. He planned to bring an era of human repression.

Upon learning of his plans, the Alliance of Gods created a magical amulet known as the Golden Scarab. The amulet locked away his evil powers, leaving him helpless. The alliance’s victory culminated with the unification of Upper and Lower Egypt under Horus’ rule. 

In the years that followed, his desire for revenge and power had lain dormant, until Seth began to recruit an army of statues that shared a common resentment of humans. He conditioned them into a force that was only loyal to him. He began to search for the Golden Scarab, and once found, he planned to destroy it and claim back his powers. With his renewed strength he could finally overthrow his brother and fulfill his dreams.

But Seth was careless and Horus learned of his plans. A plan was put into action to stop Seth in his tracks. He used the Tesev Mummy and its protector, Anubis, to call on a trio of young humans from the future to embark on a quest. They were tasked with retrieving the Golden Scarab from its hidden vault and delivering it to a new location so secure it would be beyond his brother's reach forever. 

In the battle of Bubastis, statues loyal to Horus had risen from their temples, squares, and buildings. They took on Seth’s army in a mighty clash, the likes of which Egypt had never seen. Combined with the triumphs of the visitors from the future, Seth’s army was defeated and he was turned to stone. His godly form was frozen in its final humiliating moment of defeat.

In appreciation for their magnificent courage in bringing about Seth’s downfall, Pharaoh Khufu had declared that any statue loyal to Horus could walk freely among humans. The people of Egypt accepted the statues with open arms. All statues marked with the Eye of Horus had earned the highest respect and they relished their newfound freedom.

The battle of Bubastis had brought incredible unity to Egypt. Communal peace had settled across the land, free of any more threats from Seth, and the promise of a great future for all. 

-oOo-
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THE FESTIVAL GATHERING within the grounds of the River Temple had brought together a multicultural blend of humans and statues. It was the first truly unified celebration of Egypt.

Amongst the festivities, a vibrant, wrinkly man, Sadiki, sold camel rides for children and small statues. For the bargain price of one kidet of silver, lucky riders rose above the crowd to bob around the temple grounds. The camel master moved with a peculiar fervor that came from deep within his core. He would jump and clap with infinite energy as each new customer approached. If there was ever a man who loved his job, Sadiki was that man.

Nearby, a woman draped in layers of colorful cloth sat under a faded awning. She read the dusty palms of strangers and foretold the future for those who could pay the fee of two kidets.

Across the gardens, a crowd of people craned to see beneath another large awning. From under its shade, a large burly man declared that the winner of the annual RiverCat contest would soon be announced. 

Behind him, a line of felines reclined on a long table, fussed over by pit crews of stage parents. Their ancient parenting style was forever caught in a cycle of contest obsession and living unfulfilled dreams through their pets. 

The pampered cats had endured months of rehearsals, tizzing, training, and preparation. The ultimate goal was to win the most-prized competition of the year. The winner of the RiverCat contest would have the honor of being part of the festival’s final ceremony.

From another area of the temple grounds, rhythmic music rose into the air and dispersed through the crowds. Dozens of identical statues emerged from amongst them and began to gyrate in choreographed unison. The flashmob’s surprise arrival delighted the children who gathered around to watch.

Down on the riverbank scurried a short stocky statue with the body of a lion and the head of a young man. He was being pursued by a small flock of gray doves in need of a place to perch. He dodged their dives and waved his tail trying to scare them away. But, being as persistent as flies, they ignored his resistance and continued to annoy him without remorse.

The season of Akhet was upon them. Otherwise known as the Season of Inundation, or the Time of the Flood, the festival had been underway for four days. Today it would climax with the final ceremony in honor of Hapi. If all went well, the Nile would flood the following day and another year of prosperity and food would be guaranteed.

The heat of the day had started to recede, quelled by the long gray shadows cast by the setting sun. The final ceremony would soon begin. Crowds of excited villagers and statues united into a mass on the beach in front of the temple.

A line villagers and statues dressed in brightly colored costumes stood patiently with offerings of food, waiting for the ritual to begin. At the water’s edge, a wooden barge decorated with woven papyrus and colorful flowers rested. It was tethered to a large rock on the shore to keep it from slipping away.

From the sandy beach at the base of the steps, the steady thumping of a drum began. It signaled the start of the festival’s climax. An excited murmur swept as a figure emerged from the large doorway at the top of the temple steps.

The crowd hushed and all eyes looked toward the temple.

“Fellow citizens and good statues of Egypt,” a voice boomed. “We are once again at a crucial time, for it is today that we bestow treasured gifts to our beloved god of the Nile. We offer these favors in the hope that we are considered worthy of the onset of the annual flood. And that the essence of life will enrich our soil and refresh our water. Join me in the final ceremony in which we give thanks.”

The crowd cheered at the Pharaoh’s words and a surge of expectancy swept. The Pharaoh held aloft a basket containing the most precious and rarest of all fruits. Apricots, peaches, pears, and avocado. These natural treasures could only continue to prosper with fertile soil and abundant water. He passed the basket to his vizier, Hemiunu, who carried it down the stone steps to the beach.

Following close behind was the recently crowned winner of the RiverCat contest. A charming and elegant cat known as Mau. Across his back draped a band of cloth that held small baskets on each side of his body. Each basket contained a single mango, the most precious fruit of all. 

Two statues stood in the edge of the water beside the wooden barge. They took the offerings from the Vizier and Mau and placed them into a golden basket at the center of the barge. The moment caused the crowd to cheer with reverent joy. Then, those who had been waiting in line with offerings of their own began to file past. Each gift was gratefully received and added to the growing bounty on the barge.

The sky had turned orange by the time the last offerings were made and the crowd eagerly awaited the ceremony’s final act.

Boom. Boom. Boom. Boom.

The beating drums vibrated the air and the gathering fell silent.

The statues stepped forward and untied the ropes that secured the barge. Then, with a toss of the rope and a gentle push, the barge drifted out into the subdued light to be carried away by the current.

Cheers erupted when the barge could no longer be seen. Its passage from sight meant the Nile had embraced the offering from the people, and that flooding waters would come forth at the next rising of the sun.
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Rossdale, Grandovia - Current Day

THE CURRENT SPILLED along its path, its splashes reflected sunlight like diamonds skipping along the crest of the wave. And amongst its aqueous roar were the blissful sounds of a boy being carried in its current. 

His mood was full of laughter, spawned by the frenetic thrill of the moment. The embrace of the waves carried him headfirst like a cork and released him from their hold, throwing him down into a bubbling pool below.

His head popped up through the surface, gasping and chuckling as he regained his breath. A second boy burst from the current and landed with a tremendous splash beside him. His laughs were cut short by his sooner than expected dip below the swell. 

Gasping bubbles rushed up to the surface, followed by the spluttering boy. But his moment of recovery cut short when his expression changed to horror. His eyes flared open, pupils dilated, and his waterlogged head spun in panic. A wave of bubbles, tinted green and blue, surfaced beside him. He lunged for the sodden item before it floated away.

The other boy laughed and pointed. “You’ve lost your shorts!”

“Very funny. Hilarious,” squirmed Linc, before ducking under the water to put them back in place.

It had been a hot summer and a long day the boys had been looking forward to; their annual visit to the water park. Days like this built memories they would replay and reminisce about long into the future. Even after riding the slides almost thirty times during the day, they still had more energy to burn. 

Linc and Axel had been best friends for as long as they could remember. Ever since meeting in kindergarten, they had been through so much together. And now, at sixteen, their friendship was as good as it gets. The pair were as close to being brothers as possible, without being brothers.

A few months before this day in the sun, one of those amazing times had occurred and their depth of friendship was tested. During a visit to the Grandovia Museum of History, Axel had stumbled upon a living statue in an exhibit. The mysterious statue, Anubis, enlisted him for an important mission.

What started as a simple visit to his dad’s workplace turned into the most incredible adventure. After agreeing to help, he recruited his best friend, Linc, to assist. The pair soon found themselves traveling back through time to ancient Egypt.

Along with a new friend, Rani, they embarked on a dangerous quest for Horus, King of the gods. They were tasked with delivering an amulet known as the Golden Scarab to the goddess, Ma’at, and saving Egypt from disaster.

Along the way, it was a battle to survive. From constant ambushes and attacks by an army of evil statues called uberdiles to countless deadly traps and challenges in the depths of temples and caves. But, against all odds, they fulfilled their quest and delivered the Golden Scarab. It is now safely hidden beyond the reach of the power-hungry god, Seth.

In his moment of defeat, Seth had been solidified in stone. And to ensure his continued internment, Horus confined him to a place in his temple, so he was constantly under his eye. With peace preserved in ancient Egypt, the young heroes returned to their homes in the future.

There was one more slide to conquer before the end of the day. Looming over the waterpark, a tall tower stood at its center. As high as a ten-story building, Flume of Terror was the park’s newest ride. A long queue of anxious contenders threaded like a snake from the top of its coiled stairway, all the way down to the ground. 

The queue design was clever, teasing those waiting with glimpses of riders through clear sections of chute that circled the stairs. Twisting left, twisting right, then plummeting straight down the two-hundred-foot drop at incredible speed. It was so fast, that riders reached the bottom with enough momentum to push them back up, over, and down. The world’s first full-loop waterslide was a challenge impossible to resist.

At the end of the loop, riders were shot into the top lip of an enormous funnel, before spiraling down into its mouth to a final coiled tube that opened to a circular pool.

Linc and Axel finally stood at the head of the line, clutching their mats and holding their courage. They were next. 

The first to go was Linc. The countdown from five buzzed at zero and he was on his way. He uttered a high-pitched shriek at the moment he let go of the rail and was swept away by the current of water. Axel smirked at the moment of shame and waited for his own countdown to start.

Linc reached the top of the drop and the shrill of his voice involuntarily peaked again. The long echoing shout followed him all the way down to the bottom and around the loop. With the worst of the challenge was behind him, his dignity and composure returned for the last part of the ride.

Next, it was Axel’s turn. Should be a piece of cake, he thought, while gripping the rail with white knuckles that belied his facade. He had been through much worse in Egypt, but the fear factor of this ride was right up there with the worst.

The countdown started in his head - Five, four - waiting for the inevitable buzz of the signal to let go at zero. But his fingers lost grip at ‘three’ and the current swept him away like a leaf in a storm. 

He swerved like a pro along the first tunnel. This isn’t so bad, he thought, unaware that the first section was designed to give a false sense of comfort. As he approached the big drop, he felt apprehensive but there was no turning back. 

He spilled over the edge and his breath sucked from his lungs, he couldn’t make a sound. The speed and power of the water was much faster than he expected. He reached the bottom and entered the loop, rocketing up, over, and down at breakneck speed. Somewhere between the bottom and top, he ended up facing backward. Torn between terror and thrill he circled the lip of the huge funnel and spiraled down into its heart. 

His mind flashed back to memories of Egypt, when a giant desert whirlpool had dragged them down under the sand. This wasn’t as bad, even though he was still facing backward as he burst from the tube and flew into the round pool below.

It was the sudden silence at going under water that made him realize he had been screaming for the last half of the slide. He surfaced to a chorus of laughter, appreciative of his loud and shameless ending. Even so, he’d made it in one piece, he’d kept his pants on, and he did it all facing backwards.

The boys climbed from the pool, laughing, and reliving their victory over the Flume of Terror. They gathered their belongings and their day of new memories and left the park to head home.
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Memphis, Egypt – Current (Ancient) Day

THE COOL MORNING air broke with calls of surprise and disbelief. Villagers and statues ran toward the river to see for themselves. Before long, the news traveled through the city and surrounds.

“Look, the river! I don’t believe it!” yelled a man.

Similar responses issued from the growing crowd gathered where the Festival of Akhet had celebrated the previous day. The din of chatter grew louder and more anxious. Never before had they seen such an astonishing event.

A heavy-footed statue with birds perched on his head lunged up the steps of the temple. He stopped at the huge wooden doors and banged with his fists, calling for Hapi to come out to the river. The doors rattled with each heavy bang, but as much or as loud as he knocked, it still brought no answer. 

The crowd parted as a small group moved through them from the side of the temple’s forecourt. It was Khufu, the great Pharaoh; his Vizier, Hemiunu; and a small group of guards. They scaled the stone steps and paused in front of the temple doors.

The Pharaoh turned toward the crowd, placed his palms together, and swept them out to each side. The crowd parted in response, leaving a clear view down the steps and across the sandy beach to the river beyond.

“I don’t believe it,” Khufu said, quietly under his breath.

His duty-bound expression kept his true astonishment from view. The terrible sight before him churned like a toxin in his stomach and brought a lump to his royal throat. The beach beyond the steps was normal. It extended to the edge of the waterline, but beyond that something was missing. Something that was the very essence of life for Egypt and its people.

No water lapped against the sandy beach. No water swelled against the stone walls that hugged the bay. No water rippled in the sun across to the opposite bank.

The impossible had happened. The mighty Nile was dry.

The usually hidden contours and debris on the riverbed were totally exposed. Rocks, pebbles, and scraps of wood littered the ground. Small pools of water shimmered in low-lying gullies, teaming with distressed fish that hadn't been stranded on open ground. Birds walked where fish once swam and feasted on the ones that hadn’t made it to the shallow pools.

Looking down the river in each direction was the same. The Nile was a long, empty, muddy trench. It was a disaster for Egypt.

The vizier, Hemiunu, turned and walked toward the temple doors, which had been forced open by the guards. He entered the temple and was met by a small statue with the head of a young man and the body of a small lion. Its small form shook with emotion and tears of sand welled in its big sad eyes.

“Where is Hapi?” asked Hemiunu. “The Nile is empty. We need an explanation.” 

There was a brief moment of silence before the distressed statue managed a reply. “It wath howwible. They came in the dead of night. He’th gone. Oh, curthe them all. It wath howwible.”

“Calm yourself, little one. Take it slow. Tell me who you are and what has happened.”

“I ... I am Little Thphinx, faithful thervant of Hapi. Oh dear, it wath howwible. It wath in the dark of night and we had jutht wetired after the fethtival thelebwations had ended. Hapi was vewy pleathed with the offewing and wath weady to bwing on the annual floodth at dawn. He wath thuper impwethed by the gifts from the people. ... Oh my! ... How could thomething like thith happen?”

Little Sphinx stopped and took a slow deep breath to stave off looming hyperventilation. The scale of the trauma he had been through was becoming overwhelming. Hemiunu waited for the small statue to regain his composure and continue to recount the events.

“There wath a huge crath and then heavy foot-thtepth filled the temple. I wath in my corner, hidden in the thadowth. I could thee them. They were wunning back and forth and had weaponth of magic. They were looking for Hapi, he had no chanthe, no warning. They found him while he thlept and took hith thcepter.

“Without its magic, he had no power to thtop them. They put him into a bathket and covered it with a cloth. I could hear him dethperately calling for help, but I wath too thmall and too fwightened to help. It’th all my fault. I thould have thtopped them. They took him away on a boat into the darkneth. 

“When he left hith beautiful temple and wath taken down the wiver, the water followed. The Nile left with him. Oh dear ... it wath too howwible for wordth. I am tho tho thowwy ... I could not thtop them. We are all doomed.” 

Little Sphinx collapsed into an emotional heap on the cold stone floor and began to sob like a baby.

This situation is grave, Hemiunu thought, as a guard stepped forward to hug and comfort the sobbing sphinx.

He turned toward movement in the doorway. The Pharaoh was standing there, silhouetted by the bright sunlight from outside. 

“I have heard the words of the one known as Little Sphinx. I fear for the future of our people. Who would stoop to such a level and put Egypt in this danger? We must locate Hapi and return him to his temple at once.”

Then, pointing toward the Little Sphinx, he ordered, “Take care of this loyal servant of Hapi. See that he is comfortable in his time of need.”

At that, Little Sphinx was lifted from the ground by the guards and taken away for some well-deserved rest.
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“MY FEAR IS this can only be the work of one enemy, my dear Pharaoh. There is only one villain who would do such a deed,” said the vizier.

“We both know that is impossible. He is under the gaze of Horus. I do not see how even he could be involved in this evil act of treason,” replied the Pharaoh.

“Seth has beaten Horus and the Alliance in the past, surely he is the most likely. Perhaps Horus has somehow been overcome and Seth has made his escape.”

“We must go to Horus at once. We can see for ourselves if Seth is still within the Temple.” Khufu turned to his guards and ushered them to clear the way. 

The Pharaoh emerged from the temple. In a final address before his departure, he turned to the gathered villagers. “Be brave my loyal subjects. We will overcome this time of treason. Soon, Hapi will return to his temple and water shall refill the Nile. We will not be beaten by evil.”

Applause and scattered cheers lifted from the crowd. They were heartened by his words and promise of better times. He boarded his chariot and departed for the Temple of Horus. 

Time was of the essence and the crisis needed to be resolved fast. Egypt could never survive without water. Questions, worries, and plans began to form in his mind as his chariot weaved through the maze of alleys and streets. What would he need to do to save the
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