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  Prologue Part 1: Tutmos

  
  
















The Valley of the Kings, Ancient Egypt

800 B.C.:







Tutmos breathed deeply, taking a great swill of cool water from his canteen as he took a rest from labouring under the hot Egyptian sun. The heat was nearly unbearable as the desert winds tore across the sand dunes, and the small group of men toiling away under the shadow of the great pyramid continued their work. The men had been there since early that morning, working before the sun had risen, digging their way deeper into the foundations of the pyramid.




It was a task they had undertaken for many years now; searching in vain for the great Pharaoh’s tomb, storied to have been hidden by his people after his death so that none could steal the treasures within. It seemed like an impossible task; the masons who had built the pyramids centuries ago had not left any clues or signs of where the burial chambers lay. Furthermore, after the pyramid and tomb chambers had been constructed, the Pharaoh had decreed that all the men involved be executed and buried within the tomb. This ensured that the knowledge remained a secret for all eternity, and unlike most tombs, the builders were unable to share their secrets and plunder the wealth within.




Tutmos knew this, but he also knew that their work would never be complete if they did not find the tomb of the Pharaoh who had ruled over Ancient Egypt during its greatest period in history. The Pharaoh Sneferu had been called ‘the great pyramid builder’, and was known to have been incredibly intelligent, cunning and, many suspected, an awe-inspiring sorcerer in his own right. If they succeeded, Tutmos knew the treasures within would be priceless. More importantly, he wanted to prove to all who would listen that this Pharaoh had been just another ruler; only a man, not an all-powerful sorcerer, someone engaged in witchcraft with the gods. As his father had been, trying and failing for years before him to discover the tomb, Tutmos was determined to find the Pharaoh and his treasures.




He turned to look at one of the other men, his friend Asim, who was working beside him.

“Why do you think no one has ever found the entrance?” he asked.




Asim smiled back at him as he wiped the sweat from his brow with the back of his hand. “Obviously because we are looking in the wrong place,” he replied, laughing. “We have been trying to dig down into the foundation stones when we should have been using our heads and thinking about where we haven’t already looked.”




Tutmos nodded.” ‘I know exactly what you mean,” he said. “I think we need to follow the line of the ancient walls and see if we can find a door concealed within them somewhere that can be pried open.” He paused for a moment before continuing. “And I am sure that once we finally find it, we will find more than just an entrance to the tomb.”




He looked around, expecting to see the others who had also stopped to rest nodding along with him, but instead found them staring back at him, amused expressions on their faces. “What?” he said defensively. “Are you not happy with my idea?” The men laughed out loud.




“No! No, we are just surprised. You’ve got such a good head on your shoulders that we never thought you’d come up with an idea like that.”

Tutmos smiled, chuckling at their good-natured ribbing. “Well, let us get started on it then, I’m not getting any younger and we have a Pharaoh to find” he said, turning to start the long trek back towards their concealed camp to retrieve more of his tools and their dinner rations.







* * *







Tutmos and his men scaled the sand dunes, edging along the pyramid’s side. Night had long since fallen, and the men were weary from their labour and the cries of the nightlife in the desert. Shining a lit torch along the pyramids side, Tutmos finally saw a ridge shaped into the stonework walls resembling a door.




“There it is. Now then men, let us resume our efforts. We need to break open this entrance.”




As they worked, Tutmos kept a watchful eye on the surrounding area, fearful that someone might spot them. A sudden gust of wind swept across the valley sending Tutmos stumbling backwards. With the wind came a nagging feeling of being watched. He rose to his feet and whirled, shining his light in a frantic circle, trying to catch sight of whomever was watching him; however, no one was there.




Shaking off the jitters and ignoring the warning tingle in his spine, he turned back to watch his men as they slammed hand tools into the ridges, looking to finally breach the door they had found.




Asim joined him, taking a break from the relentless hammering the others were engaging in. Worrying his cheek with his teeth, he glanced at Tutmos and asked “Tutmos, are you not troubled by the legends of Pharaoh Sneferu? You and I were both raised with stories of his alliance with evil, and the god Anubis. My grandmother swore on her own life that this was true and made me promise as a child to never go looking for him with your father.”




Scoffing at Asim, Tutmos responded curtly to his long-time friend. “Are you losing your nerve over some fairy tales your grandmother told you, Asim? You and I both know that all there is in the pyramid is some mummified bodies, a maze of tunnels and traps for us, and an immeasurable treasure that will make both of us richer than we could ever have dreamed of. Now is not the time to lose your nerve over some folk tale you just remembered.”




Before Asim could respond, Tutmos turned his attention back to the doorway just as the ground began to tremble. Tutmos and his men froze as great cracks appeared in the pyramid face and doorway they had discovered and the sand shifted around them. The door dropped away before them with a thundering crash, knocking everyone to the ground as great pieces of the pyramid’s facade crashed to the surface around the men. The sound of cracking stone echoed through the air, followed by a low rumble and the sound of the remaining stones moving. The whole pyramid shook, dust rising into the sky before settling onto the men below who had been knocked off their feet by the falling debris.




Tutmos lifted himself from the rubble and dust. Around him, his men gingerly did the same, brushing clouds of sand from themselves. All of them stood silently, waiting for whatever would happen next. Slowly, they made their way over towards the opening where the door had once been sealed shut. There was nothing there anymore; just empty space stretching out into the darkness of the pyramid. As they peered over the edge, they gasped in shock at the sight. Below them stretched out a vast chasm that led deep into the pyramid and, as they looked, an insidious breeze began to rustle from the chamber, beckoning them inward.




Leading the way, Tutmos hesitantly entered the cavern. He knelt to touch his torch to one of those that still burned after falling to the ground, and in the glow, he beckoned the men to fall in behind him as they entered the base of the pyramid and the ominously dark chamber. They walked ahead for several minutes into the cavern they had discovered, each step feeling heavier than the last as fatigue and the realization of what they had finally achieved set in.




The cavern was a rough-hewn tunnel, carved through the limestone blocks of the pyramid, leading deep into its innermost core. It felt as though it were miles long, and together they crept deeper into it. At one point during their descent into the seemingly endless tunnel, they reached a junction that forked off into three directions; left, right and straight. Making a quick decision, Tutmos gestured to three of his men to go to the left and right. This left just himself, Asim, and another of his men to continue straight into the tunnel.




He kept a wary eye on the walls around him. He knew that once they were far enough into the shaft, they would encounter traps devised by the builders of the tomb. They would need to be vigilant, though it was likely these traps would have long since eroded away with time.




Tutmos and his group rounded a bend in the tunnel, finding themselves in a hallway with small openings in the sides and burnt-out torches hanging from the walls. Asim examined the walls as the third man continued ahead of Tutmos. The man stepped out into the hallway as a loud crack resonated from the ground. Suddenly, he fell through the floor, disappearing completely as the ground seemed to swallow him whole. The only evidence of his presence was a cloud of dust rising to coat the ceiling above the hole, and the echoes of his screams.




The two remaining men rushed toward where he had stood, but there was no trace of him, just a gaping hole in the floor. Behind them came a loud grinding noise, and the two of them jumped back as a solid stone slab slammed down from the ceiling, cutting off their escape and forcing them deeper into the unknown perils within the pyramid.




Tutmos took a moment to collect himself, then looked to Asim and spoke “Well, it would appear we have no choice but to go forward from here, our escape route is gone. Let us tread carefully, I fear this was not the only trap they set for us.”




They continued forward, lightly stepping around the area where the man had fallen through and disappeared. Asim set foot on a stone which seemed to be slightly offset from the rest of the ground, and he tensed as a grinding sound alerted the men that the stone had triggered another trap. Spears tipped with shiny iron barbs sprang from the opening in the walls Tutmos had observed earlier. Moving rhythmically, the spears sprang back and forth in unison with deadly precision, ensuring the men would be challenged to avoid their lethally barbed tips. Tutmos went first, cautiously timing his leaps to align with the undulating gaps between spear tips. Quickly jumping between the walls of spears, he heard Asim following his lead, panting as he tried to keep up with Tutmos.




Tutmos reached the safety beyond the spears, breathing heavily. The adrenaline faded upon realizing he had avoided the deadly obstacle. He whirled as he heard a sudden cry of pain, turning in time to see Asim stop as he slipped on the tunnel’s rough floor and the spears impaled his thigh. With a quick scream Asim was pulled into the wall’s opening and the spears stopped their cycling. The tunnel became silent as the mechanism that powered the spear’s movement stopped, and all that could be heard was Tutmos’ harsh breathing and quiet sobs as he mourned the loss of his friend.




Interrupting Tutmos’ mourning, a scream pierced the tunnel, reverberating off the walls and echoing in his ears. Tutmos quickly crouched down and with mounting dread began to crawl to the source of the screams. A large circular cavern was revealed before him where he could hear chanting echoing in the vast space. He crept forward towards the room and found himself peering down into it from a raised ledge, his torch casting shadows upon the faces and bodies of those within the chamber.




Looking down into the chamber, he could make out the outline of two mummified priests standing atop a raised platform. Each held a staff with a red jewel glowing brightly at its top, surrounded by what appeared to be a golden orb. Below them another eight mummified priests stood around the chamber facing toward the platform and away from Tutmos. One of the priests on the raised platform raised his arms and began to chant something inaudible above the din of chanting by those below him. Slowly the two priests lowered their arms until their hands touched, forming a circle of light around them which then extended upwards until it met above them.




Below the platform Tutmos saw the remaining men in his party, being bound in fabric wraps. The eight priests were moving in concert around the men, binding them and stabbing them through the heart as the priests on the platform above continued their movements. Soon all six of his men lay still, lifeless, as their now mummified bodies were moved around the room placed on stone slab pedestals. These pedestals were arrayed around the room, while in the centre another larger pedestal was decorated with hieroglyphs and gold artistry. On the pedestal a gold sarcophagus was resting, with the Pharaoh hidden within waiting for the afterlife.




With growing apprehension, Tutmos observed what was happening below, and as he shifted his weight nervously, he knocked his torch from the ledge to the chamber floor below. With an angry hiss, the mummy priests looked up and saw him. Tutmos scrambled back as he heard screeches below and the scrabbling sounds of bones grating on the stone walls. A priest lurched toward him as it pulled itself over the ledge and with a jewelled dagger in hand, slammed the pommel on his head, temporarily dazing him.




Tutmos felt himself being dragged down into the chamber with the sounds of his captors hissing and screeching to one another reverberating around him. He felt strange hands wrapping his body in fabric, and try as he might, Tutmos was helpless to resist.




Just before the priest plunged the dagger into his heart, Tutmos heard a voice from the platform speak. “Accept this seventh sacrifice, Anubis, god of death. Know that three more will follow, and the accord you made with Sneferu will be honoured. He will return and rule Egypt once more as your chosen one on Earth.”




With that Tutmos felt a searing flare of pain as the blade pierced his chest, and then there was nothing as he felt Anubis accept his soul.








  
  
  Prologue Part 2: Samuel

  
  








Jerusalem, the Holy Land

1200 A.D.:



A young man sat alone at a small table in a loud dimly lit tavern. He was dressed simply in a dark blue robe, and his hair hung loosely about his face in untidy curls. His hands moved slowly over the page in front of him, tracing the words as he read them over again.


His name was Samuel, and he had been born some thirty-five years earlier. He had spent much of his life travelling around the world, searching for the ancient scrolls that contained the secrets of the past. Every few months he would return to Jerusalem and visit the caves which were known to contain scrolls from the days of Jesus Christ. But every time he returned, he always came away disappointed. He never found the scrolls he was searching for and he wondered how that could be. Surely they should have been discovered by now.


He stopped and looked around the room as Thalia, a woman he called friend entered the tavern. She was beautiful, and the mere hint of her smile was captivating as she greeted the barkeeper. She saw him sitting alone at the table and quickly excused herself as she rushed over to him.


“Samuel,” she said quietly, taking a seat opposite him. “I am so sorry to disturb you, but I wanted to speak with you.”


“Of course, Thalia,” he replied, still lost in his thoughts. “What can I help you with?”


She hesitated, unsure of how to begin. “I think I may have found what you have been searching for all these years.”


“Really?” he asked, unable to hide his excitement, his tone attracting attention from others in the tavern, “Then tell me everything.”


“Do you remember the story of Elijah the prophets told us about when we were children?”


“Of course, I do,’ he said, laughing. ‘My father used to read it to me every night at bedtime.”


“Do you remember the part where Elijah went into the cave to hide from the priests and found the mythical scrolls?”


“Yes,’ he replied, smiling. “What does that have to do with the scrolls?”


“Well, I recently overheard a conversation between a recently arrived merchant from Cairo and the market manager. The merchant spoke of great scrolls buried within a pyramid, protected by the Pharaoh himself.”


“Where did you hear this?”


“In the marketplace,” she replied. “I was passing by when they were talking. The man’s accent was very thick, and I couldn’t understand every word he was saying, but I could hear his voice. After a while I realised that he was repeating a story he had heard from someone else. So, I began to pay attention to the way he talked and soon understood that he had been speaking of the same thing. When he mentioned the pharaoh’s name, I realised it must be true. I’m certain he meant the scrolls you have been searching for.”


Samuel leaned forward eagerly “What did he say about the scrolls?”


Thalia leaned in as well, whispering conspiratorially, “The man said that a cave at the base of a pyramid had been located in the Valley of the Kings in Egypt. Inside the cave, a scroll was found which hinted at a greater treasure inside the pyramid itself. It also warned that the treasure was protected and that no mortal man would be able to retrieve it, for the dead would hold it for all eternity.”


Taking a sip of water from Samuel’s mug, Thalia continued, “inside this cave they also found the bodies of at least a dozen men ravaged by the sands of time. It appeared that they had been digging the cave, trying to find a way further into the pyramid, when they all suddenly died. It cannot be said with certainty, but the remains looked to have died violently meaning they were attacked by someone…or something.”


Samuel sat quietly for a moment, digesting the information. “I need to go to Egypt, at once. Can you arrange a horse and travel accommodations for the two of us?” he asked.


Thalia shook her head. “I cannot, you will have to undertake this journey alone. I wish you well but warn you: if the story is true, something dangerous guards the pyramid and the scrolls. Perhaps it is best to leave them, Yahweh only knows what dangers you may find in your path.”


Samuel rose from his chair and embraced her. “I’ll be safe,” he said. “I promise.”



The Valley of the Kings, Egypt

1201 A.D.:



A small party of men made their way from their horse-drawn carriage along the dusty road towards the burial complex. The sun beat down mercilessly on them, making them squint and sweat profusely as they struggled along the narrow pathway that led towards the entrance of the tombs.


“How much further?” One of the men asked. His name was Moses; he sported a graying beard, a white linen kilt and leather sandals. He was an old man with a cane that he needed to support himself while walking. He looked around at his fellow companions with tired eyes as they trudged on in silence. They had been walking for hours; including Moses, who had stubbornly insisted on not only walking with his cane but also carrying his own pack.


Samuel looked up from his reading. “Not much further now. Speaking of it, I think at this point our paths must diverge as your destination is not mine.” Samuel jumped off his horse and quickly hugged Moses while considering the others gratefully. “Thank you for accompanying me this far in my journey; I don’t know that I would have survived the desert if you hadn’t found me.”


Smiling good-naturedly at Samuel, Moses returned the man’s embrace before stepping back.


“Is your intention still to seek out the Pharaoh’s scrolls?”


“Yes, I will seek them out” Samuel answered. “Though I know you do not agree.”


Solemnly staring back, Moses said “If that is the case then I won’t stop you on your journey. However, beware, many have tried to find them and have died. Do not risk your life for a legend. You are young still and have much yet to do in this world. Don’t end your journey too soon for some foolish treasure.”


“I understand your concern, and I will take care of myself. You don’t need to worry.” Samuel replied easily, dismissing the old man’s concerns.


Turning from the group, Samuel mounted his horse and led it away from them. Taking out a chart, he located the Valley of the Kings and with his compass set his course. Riding through the desert on his horse for hours, Samuel took time to stop along the way at a well to water his horse and rest.


After his short break, he moved onward as the heat continued to build in the desert, and he squinted to protect his eyes from the sun’s glare off the sand before him. Finally arriving at his destination, he tied his horse off to a nearby date palm tree before approaching the base of the pyramid. His journey had taken the better part of the day, and the sun was rapidly setting on the sand dunes around the pyramid.


Throwing caution to the wind, Samuel decided he wouldn’t wait for the following morning and set out along the pyramid’s base surveying it. He lit a torch and saw that sand had covered up most of the pyramid, however one area was still well exposed. In this area, evidence of work and excavation was evident and a small gap between the sand and the stone of the pyramid’s base was visible.


Samuel walked around it cautiously before removing his robes, bringing only his basic clothing and his bag. He crawled slowly into the hole. After a few seconds he emerged into a dark open space and heard shuffling noises coming from around him. ‘Snakes or scorpions?’ he thought to himself. Attempting to stifle his rising panic, he relit his torch which had sputtered out, illuminating his surroundings and causing tall shadows to leap and undulate onto the walls as the flame flickered.


Looking around him, it was apparent that he had entered a tunnel that was hewn into the pyramid itself. On the floor of the entrance, ancient and primitive wood, metal, and stone tools had been thrown to the ground. It was evident someone had been here years prior, however from the dust on the floor, it didn’t look like anyone had disturbed the pyramid since. The noises he had heard earlier were from several scorpions that fled from the light of his torch, crawling through the debris of the tools. Mentally Samuel made a note to himself to avoid the scorpions; their sting could prove fatal if left untreated.


Pulling himself further into the space, he advanced slowly, steadily moving deeper into the pyramid. In the darkness, he came to a fork in the tunnel. Deciding to go right at the fork, Samuel quickly noticed that the path had narrowed around him, becoming more cramped. Battling claustrophobia, he continued onward, willing himself to keep going.


Eventually, after pulling himself through the tight space, he entered a straight tunnel where he noticed the floor seemed to have raised stones interspersed among the flush ones. Presuming the raised stones to be a trap, Samuel reached into his bag and grabbed a rock he had picked up earlier while stopping at the desert well. Gauging the distance, he threw the rock across the floor aiming for one of the raised blocks. To his relief, it landed atop one of the raised stones, creating a clatter but the chamber remained still and quiet around him.


“Raised stones it is then” Samuel muttered aloud to himself.


Bracing himself, he leapt across the floor aiming for the nearest raised stone and succeeded in landing perfectly in its centre. He continued jumping down the corridor, careful to land on the raised stones, though there were a few close calls. Moving quickly and methodically, Samuel was able to reach the end of the hall with just one leap left before getting to ‘safe’ ground. He took one final jump and landed on the safe tunnel ground, however his bag slipped from his shoulder, and it fell to the floor between the raised stones with



























* * *


























































