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THE MUMMY sat bolt upright sn the cperating table and cursed Litterly in ancient
Coptic.

"Parm your blundering fingers)" she snarled, "By Thoth! Rats shall gnaw your
vitals while your loved ones watch and weep!" '

Marsden stepred back, the syringe in hLis hand,

Jran ccreamed, a half-cheled, frenbic little sound.

I langhed, nervously., I sounded to myself as if I were scared to death. I was.

Unless you've been in the old werkshep of cur museum's Egrptian wing, I afraid
I can't give you a decent picture of the scene, but try to visualize the three of
us in a sharp cone of light over a regulation hospital operating table,gatherc
to unwrap a mwagy. Ve had been curious because this mummy, newly avrived  frem
Egypt, had secmed urusually heavy, '

lichael Marsden is our curator,a big rough-hevn guy wvho looks mcre like & re-
tired pugilist than an authority on archaeolegy. Huge hands and feet, a rat's
rest of yellow hair, a bent nose, souvenir of a vicicus battle with an Arab thief
at the Tell liebireh excavation, I'd say he was about:35.,

I'm only the assistant curator, a bit ycunger.

Jzan is our Ho. 3, a wall, long=legred female with a tawny mane, a spring-steel
body and an incurable drunkard!s thirst for life. For a time, while Marsden was
still in Yueotan at. the kayan diggings, she was mine, Therets a couch in the car
ner cf the workshop, despite the building code, for these who have to worl late.
Joan and I worked late., Then larsden came hack and she wasn't mine any more,
Hareder 2id the late werking. _

One thing about Jean: Her dad, an Egyptolsgist, held ncbedy could .actually
learn a deas languasre, He taught her ancient Cepiic,which is absurdly simple, a
sort of ctylizcd bavy tolk, as if it were a living tongue. Handy for the  work
she was in,

For s full minute the mummy sat there, cursing, I didn't get much of it,mere=-
ly an eccasinonal refererce Lo tortures which sounded as if they might be painful,

Marsdents voice as siaky but he tried to put a laugh into it, ®Calm down,
baby, " he said, Mlelre doing the best we can,”

Joan sveke in Ceptic, soothingly. The cursing stapped,

Ve worized with biunt scissoers, cutting away the crisp wrappings,that we uncov-
ered vas ohwicucly o veren, crusted with dead skin end urkempt, straggly  black
hair, vith a ©ilk dress hanging to her irn rolten strips, Only her cyes scemed o

ive, She -iidntt movt
hvﬁﬁubh’]}ggrflﬂnsL;,n.,-;-_ j_;;_ys,'? said Marsden., "Gect her circplating going," .T.’he
My greaned sud I heard her gritting her teeth as the blood pumped back  into
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disnsed veins but finally she was able to move toes and fingers. Marsden and I

carried her to the wecmen's washroom and left her with Jo:n.

"Poe certainly cid some gcod guessing," said Marsden.

I didn*t get it and said eso, :

He went oi: Don 't you rerember that kidding yarn about a method of embaln-
ing which suspended animation, so that an Egyptian historian might return tolife
every couple of hundred years to check up on the records? Foe thought he was
joking, Apparently he wasntt."

"You think this is genuine?! . : ) ,

"What else cen it be? The girl sSpeaks ancient Goptic."  For the first time
he grew really excited, "Ged! Think of the possibilities! Thirk ef the possi-
bilities! Think how many geps in our knowledge we're going to te able:te fillll

Joan came back frem the washroom, as excited as larsden, )

nListen," I said, still the doubter,"is that really Ceptic, good Coptic?"

"Tt!s a hell of a lot better than mine," said, Joan. _

"But how can you understand it at all? We've had to guess at so nany promun-
ciations, TakKe Thothmos, For all we know, that was pronounced Thotmosis.or Tut-
mosis,"

nSome of it I don!t get and have to ask her to repeat," said Joan, "It!s like
an Italian trying to understand a Spaniard, Some of it she wrote for me, and
that was the most amazing part of all, She says she'!s been aslecp for three
thousand four hundred years~—dnd is Makara,!

"Eakarad" exclaimed Marsden, WMakara? Cub it out, Joan, This is no time for
nonsénse, " ,

UNothing of the kind, Thatis what she claims. I believe-her,"

Makara was the birth-neme of Queen Hatasu, who livedabout 1500 B.C. She was
ruler or cc~ruler in the rcigns of Thotmes I, IT and IIi, spending seventeen yars
on the throne, starting when she was just a kid. Although she was the greatest
woman in Egyptian history unmtil Cleopatra, she dropped-completely cut of  sight
and her tcmb has never been discovered.

"Look, " saild Marsden, "Thotmes III erased her name from every monument he could
find, Did she tell you why?"

"Yes, I asked her, It was because she never died and accordingly couldn!t be
treated with the respect due the dead. Sheld decided to go in for the new embaln-
ing method and wake up a couple of hundred years later,"

"hat happened after thatin

"You know more about it than she does, Apparently neglect or polities or some-
thing prevented her being brought to life again, She slept on and on until you
stuck her with the syringe." B

larsden shrugged. "T don't blame them for letting her sleep." he said, "Sus-
pended animation certainly didn!t do anything for her beauty. Shets a reck,"

Joan looked at him with a funny smile, Then she went to her locker, pulled
out an armful of clothes and a box of cosmetics and dicsapoeared &vm the hall,

"Clothes," mused arsden, . "That brings up a question. What do you do with a
queen. of ancient Egypt when she drops into your lsp? Can she get a jok from the
United States Employment Service?" .

"Maybe she can'sell her reminiscences to some Sunday supplement," I said,
MPecple T . . - 2

ecple T have tortured to death and how they died,! That would be a2 good one.
Or, 'How I'd solve the American labor problem, ! ’ ' )

Nervously, not'making much sense, we stood there talking., It was like waiting
around while the workmen are breaking dowm the last door into the inner funerary
chamber, the one which didn't get touched, by some miracle,

Then we heard steps in the hall and turned.

Makara came in first, Apparently she hadn't theought much of American fashions,
for shg was wearing only the skirt of Joan's outfit, with a broad red sash about
zer wglgt, below her breasts. Her hair had beer cut in a leng bob, with the ends

urned in, ’



Seraned off and given a touch of rouge, she waz the mest thrillinsly beeuti-
ful woman I had ever secn, Her sidn was a living olive s WLThE A warm Dlush Lo-
neath ite Her noze vas natricisn, faintlr are ed, and her eves were deep wnd
liquid, Almect black, Hor mouth looked like crushed roscs, vith thst  slack-
ness about the corners thnt vou generalily find in women too pacsionatc for nor-
mal 1ivin :

Mien, ! she sadd, and I could undorstrnd nor zasily, "are bigger and stronger

then they were in ny 4
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Ve That is good.

We sert out for cone food and got down to businezs, ¥h
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arms behind her head, I think she must have sensed what we were discus‘silfg,for
her amused eyes went from liarsden to me, calculating, estir:.a,t}ng( apprelsing,

Finally Marsden shrugged his shoulders, "All right," he seaid,'"let's do it
that way." His eyes on me were hot, "But be careful, Billy," he said,

"T111 be very careful, Don't worry." I put my overcoat around ilakara and my
galoshes on hor bare feet. Joan let us out the side door of the muscum and I
carried the Egyptian queen across the strecet to my apartment, . .

The desk clerk hardly looked up when we went in, "Not toc much noise this ting
please, Mr, French," he said., "We've had complaints.”

Me'll be very, very quiet,”" I promised.

T had to show liakara how to work the shower,

[=m] oF two wocks she stayed with me. Rather than attract attention at the m-

. seum, we all worked in my rooms, questioning liakara and teking copious
' notes, She knew her history, and although her knowledge of the @ mmom peo-
ple of her time was confined to how they might be killed most amusingly,
she was an encyclopedia on the court and the priesthcod. I can let you
bave a copy of my monograph on her revelations beiwe you go. The  illus-
A4l bratod chapters on the rites and arts of love were made possible..... Bub
I must geb on with my story!

After two weeks of intense research into the life and knowledge of an-
cient Egypt, Makara left me. I had gone out to buy her some lengths of
scarlet silk and a broad golden girdle--for she still fancicd the ancient
style of dressing, with bare bosom, when in my apartment, Vhen I returned
I found Joan, wecping. She clung to me.

"Shels gone off with lMarsden," she said, "I tried to stop them but neither one
would listen to reason., What can we do, Billy? I can't let him go like this.
I love him so} What can we do?n

I didntt like it, either,

Neither llarsden nor Makara turned up at the museum or at my place for the next
several days and Central said that his phoné had been disconnected, Joen tried
to get in several times but he didn't answer the doorbells We went back to work
abt the miseum and gradually, because we were so often alonc together, scmething
of our old-time intimacy was r.stored. Joan was not liakara, of course, but Ma-
kara had taught me much and Jcan was an eager pupil,

And then Joan had her idea, For days I had suspected that something was up,
because she went singing about her work and was much more than usually compan-
ionable in her hours with me, Finally she showed me, It was a small bottle of
a yellowishw=green liquid, o ‘

"It's the formula, Billy," she said, "I had it mmde up. Now, look}l We'll
go up there about dawn tomorrow and put them botbtp sleepe Not kill them, of
course, but merely suspend animation for a time." '

npbout ten years?t I asked

"No. Of course not] I don't want them around enjoying life and youth when I'n
too old for it. Eighty yearsy I lave a key to Marsden's apartment. I can get
in without making any noise. Are you with me?"

"You bet! I'll get a couple of flashlights.n" ,

It worked just as Joan had phnned:-it, The key turned in the lock, soundlessly.
We slipped inside, each holding in one hand a small flashlight and in the  other
a syringe with just enough of the liquid t¢. suspend animation for about eighty
years, _Silently, in rubber-soled shoes, we tip=toed into the bedroom,

Makara and larsden were therc, all right, A street-light outside showed thef
clearly, in attitudes of complete exhaustion, sprawled across the bed,

Joan went first. She knelt at Marsden's side, inserted the needle of the sy*
rilrclge in his arm and pressed the plunger, He jerked spasmodically but never
woKe UDe

Then I went f rward,




Well, sir,that's the story. And that's how it happens that a former curator
of this museun and a verr beautiful woman are anong our vrize exhibits, e keen
them here in the neir workshop, of course, and only show them ©o COrMnisseurs,
such as you. Vould you likc to sez them? They'rc in the standing mumiy cases,
over there in the corner, and there they 'l romain until about 2026 AL,when Hi-
chacl iarsden should be ready to resume his old job lere,

There! Aren't they a handsome cousie? One thing about suspended animation is
that the hair seems 1o keep right on growing for a while, And do ¥ou know, I
never suspected for a moment that Joan bleached znnd dyed rer hair?

Yes, that's Jozn, T wasn't going to let her & uble~cross me again, VWhen she
straeightencd up from dealing with Marsden, I simply jebbed her with the needle
and pressed the plunger home,

Mekara? Yes, of course she came back to me and T was able to finish my mono~
graph, but cho only stayed for a month or two, The last I heard of her, shetd
mrried a Brooklyn subway contrnctor named William L. Phillips and had a child
named Aloysius Tuvtaniharmen Fhillips,

I'm afraid those ancient women weren't very dependsble.




