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    7 treasures


    7 continents


    7 days


    7 books


    6 changes of clothes


    5 suspicious sightings


    4 close shaves


    3 wrong turns


    2 maps


    1 treasure hunter


    p.s. + 1 treasure hunter’s helper


    p.p.s. ++ 1 treasure hunter’s helper’s super-snooper dog


    The biggest treasure hunt in the world is about to begin


    Eleven-year-old Arkie Sparkle’s archaeologist parents have been kidnapped. With the help of her genius cousin TJ and basset hound Cleo, she must find seven treasures across the seven continents in seven days.


    CODE CRIMSON


    DAY 1: Egypt


    A golden queen, a famous pharaoh, greedy explorers, a pair of pyramid pants


    Arkie Sparkle must find the first treasure in the temple of the famous Egyptian pharaoh, Ramses II. But first she has to find the temple, buried deep in the sands of the Sahara Desert.
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    treasure hunter / n 1. a person who hunts for wealth or riches or jewels or gold statues or anything that is treasured by someone.


    2. Arkie Sparkle

  


  
    Treasure Hunter’s Diary


    


    This is my last entry in the diary.


    I know you’re just beginning the story so it won’t make much sense to you yet but TJ says that beginnings and endings belong together. Like green eggs and ham, marshmallows and jam. Courage and fear.


    One without the other is only half the picture, and I want you to see the whole picture.


    I’ll never forget what happened but, sometimes, I almost feel as though it happened to someone else — not me, Arkie Sparkle.


    Maybe we’ll talk about it one day.


    I’d like that.


    


    Love from Arkie xox
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    Home Alone


    Arkie Sparkle found the note at 3.05 pm.


    She knew exactly what time it was because HAL, the House ALarm, had beeped her in five minutes earlier.


    ‘Welcome, Arkie,’ HAL had said as she finished entering the code ARKS-323. ‘Gate opening sequence initiated in 60 seconds 55 . . . 40 . . . 30 . . . 30 . . . 20 . . . 10 . . . 3 . . . 2 . . . 1 . . . ’


    HAL kept a precise record of all their comings and goings. Ted Sparkle, Arkie’s dad, said that patterns were important. They told you things about people.


    ‘Xie xie, HAL,’ said Arkie as the iron gate creaked open and clanged closed behind her.


    ‘Bu yong xie, Arkie,’ said HAL.


    Arkie was learning Mandarin at school and HAL was helping her with essential vocabulary such as ‘thank you’, ‘you are welcome’, and ‘fried rice, please’ – wo yao chao fan (Arkie’s mum said you should never be hungry in another language).


    Arkie swung her schoolbag over her shoulder and walked up the drive to her house. Her dark brown hair was still wet from swimming squad, and her t-shirt stuck to her skin.


    She knew she had five minutes to reach the front door, which opened automatically once the gate had been activated.


    The Sparkles lived in the last house on Artemis Street, bordering a huge forest where trees blocked every sliver of sunlight. Sometimes the house almost disappeared in the shadow of their branches.


    As Arkie passed the rose and magnolia bushes and followed the curve of the driveway up to the house, she could see that the front door was ajar.


    That’s weird, she thought. The door shouldn’t be opening for another . . . she checked her watch . . . 12 seconds. Maybe HAL’s had a glitch?


    Then Arkie saw that a bag of shopping was propping the door open. A carton of eggs had fallen out and a couple of the eggs had cracked. Their yellow goo trickled down the sides.


    We’ve got a new treasure hunt, thought Arkie. Broken eggs – they’re a sure sign.


    Martha Sparkle, Arkie’s mum, often forgot things like unpacking the shopping, cooking and eating when she had caught the scent of a hunt.
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    Arkie picked up the bag of shopping, walked through the hall and into the kitchen. ‘MUM, DAD,’ she shouted as she dropped the bag by the kitchen bench. ‘I’m home. Where’s the hunt? What’s for dinner? S T A R V I N G.’


    Her words echoed through the kitchen. A half-eaten sandwich and a cup of tea were on the bench, next to the latest edition of the Archaeological Society’s magazine. Her dad’s glasses were sitting on top of it.


    Arkie touched the side of the cup. It was still warm.


    Even weirder, thought Arkie. Mum must be downstairs in the THinc Tank. She’s probably downloading files onto datamax and Dad will be refuelling BLUR. And I’d better recharge Codemode.


    Arkie thought of their last treasure hunt three weeks ago in Mesopotamia. They had just crossed a rickety wooden bridge swinging high above the icy depths of a river, slithered through a narrow airshaft, and were one code away from discovering the lost tomb of Queen Puabi of Ur, when Codemode ran out of power.


    Luckily, her dad remembered Point 42b from the Treasure Hunter’s Handbook. He took the battery out and sat on it. ‘If you warm up a battery on the blink,’ he had said, ‘you can squeeze out just a little more energy before it kaputs completely.’


    Dad’s smart like that, thought Arkie. He’s the best treasure hunter in the world.


    She sniffed the air hopefully. Nope. No cooking smells. Takeaway pizza for dinner, she thought. But I need something to eat right now. I’m ravenous.
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    She headed straight for the third shelf in the pantry. The chocolate-chip cookie jar.


    But when she opened it, Arkie gasped.


    There was only one cookie left in the cookie jar.


    Dad is such a cookie guts, she thought.


    That’s when she saw the note. It was folded up underneath the cookie.


    Arkie smiled as she started to eat the cookie and picked up the note.


    Her dad was always leaving coded notes around the house, asking her to finish her homework; file the expedition notes from their recent hunt; unpack the dishwasher; or write the entry for ‘L’ in the ‘Top Tips for Treasure Tracking’ in the Treasure Hunter’s Field Guide he was compiling.


    Sometimes the notes were in special spy codes. Or Greek. Or Latin.
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    ‘The languages of the past are the key to the future,’ Ted Sparkle often said. He liked the picture languages best.


    Last week, Arkie had taken a sick note to school in Ancient Egyptian hieroglyphs.
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    Mrs Malakoff, her teacher, had frowned as she had turned the note one way, then the other. ‘Why can’t your parents be like other parents?’ she had sighed, filing the note under IP for Impossible Parents.


    Arkie thought her parents were like other parents until she started school. She could still remember the shocking moment when she realised that other parents didn’t travel around the world digging up old cities and finding treasures.
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    Some of them even had nine to five jobs.


    Arkie Sparkle’s parents were archaeologists and treasure hunters, commissioned by museums or other cultural institutions to travel around the world searching for lost treasures.


    They had known Arkie was going to join the family business when she was two and they were on a dig in Pompeii.


    Her mother had been dusting dirt away from the small statue of a Roman house god.


    ‘T is for Trivia,’ she had said, ‘the Roman goddess of witchcraft and the Queen of Ghosts.’


    Her father had been roping off a new area for excavating. ‘And T is for the mighty Titans,’ he had said.


    ‘Arkie,’ her mother had said. ‘T is for —’


    ‘TREASURE,’ Arkie had shouted, clutching the half-chewed plastic spoon she had just found buried in a pile of dirt.


    Her father had clapped with delight. ‘That’s my little Sparkle,’ he had said. ‘It’s time to put the “inc” into “TH”, Martha.’
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    Arkie loved to hear that story about finding her first treasure. She made her parents tell it again and again. And she still had the plastic spoon. It was in her jewellery box, next to the gold scarab beetle broach Aunt Edie had given her. (Edie was in another branch of the treasure-hunting business.)


    Arkie licked the last cookie crumb off her THinc ring and unfolded the note on the kitchen table.


    She started to read.
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    Arkie dropped the note.


    A deadly chill spread through her – more deadly than the chill that froze her words on speech day last Wednesday.


    Ted and Martha Sparkle had been kidnapped.

  


  
    Code Crimson


    Arkie raced to her schoolbag and pulled out a red mobile – the THinc hotline.


    It was used for AEs – Archaeological Emergencies.


    ‘CODE CRIMSON!’ she shouted.


    Then she dropped the phone and crumpled onto the floor, trying to breathe, the words in the note cascading through her head:


    WEHAVESTOLENYOURPARENTSWEHAVE

    STOLENYOURPARENTSWEHAVESTOLEN

    YOURPARENTSWEHAVESTOLENYOUR

    PARENTSWEHAVESTOLENYOURPARENTS

    WEHAVESTOLENYOURPARENTSWEHAVE
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    Theodora Junior arrived 1 minute and 28 seconds later. She was wearing her special response sunglasses and a polka-dot action headband. Her blue eyes were glowing with excitement.


    Cleopatra, TJ’s basset hound, followed five seconds later, skidding to a stop with slippery, s l i d i n g paws.


    Arkie’s first cousin, best friend and undervalued genius – TJ – lived next door. She was a standby member of THinc. Her parents said that when she was sixteen they’d consider giving her permission to fly around the world on treasure hunts. ‘Five years on standby,’ TJ lamented nearly every week. ‘My parents are so unreasonable!’


    Luckily, TJ had been preparing for an exciting life since she had taught herself to read from The Encyclopaedia Britannica when she was two. She was ready for a Code Crimson.


    ‘My best response time yet,’ she puffed, clicking her stopwatch. ‘Although one of us licked our dog bowl before leaping into response mode.’ She frowned at Cleo who was sniffing the floor for food. ‘You’re such a dog sometimes, Cleo,’ she said. ‘Well, what’s up, Arkie? I hope it’s important. I was watching reruns of Junior Genius.’
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    ‘It’s Mum and Dad,’ said Arkie. ‘LOOK.’ She held out the note. ‘It was under a chocolate-chip cookie.’


    TJ read the note, her face creasing with shock. ‘A ransom note? Uncle Ted and Aunt Martha have been kidnapped?’ She looked up at Arkie. ‘It’s not an early April Fool’s joke, is it?’


    ‘No,’ said Arkie. ‘Mum and Dad would never scare me like this. Mum hates practical jokes. She says that giving someone a fright is not practical. The note’s for real – I’m sure it is. The door was open when I got home and Dad’s tea was untouched. And you know how he loves security and a cup of tea.’


    ‘Have you called the police?’ said TJ.


    ‘No, just you. I needed someone calm and logical. And the note says not to call the police. We need to do exactly what it says. Mum and Dad are in terrible danger already. We can’t make it any worse. We can’t tell anyone – not even your parents.’


    TJ inspected the note more closely. ‘Hmm,’ she said. ‘What about the curly Z at the end of the note? Do you know anyone called Zac, Zander, Zacheus or Zena?’


    ‘No, no, no, no,’ said Arkie, shaking her head.


    ‘Well, the ransom note itself is the standard kind,’ said TJ. ‘It’s mixed-up typefaces from old newspapers and magazines. Looks to me like they used the website Faster ransom notes for busy kidnappers. It’s brilliant if you don’t have time to chop up old newspapers, or don’t want to rummage in the stinky recycling bin, but it’s not going to tell us much. Where’s the chocolate-chip cookie?’


    ‘I ate it,’ said Arkie.


    TJ slapped her forehead. ‘Geez, Arkie. You ate the evidence. How can I examine the cookie for DNA or fingerprints if it’s inside your stomach combining furiously with hydrochloric acid. It’s probably en route to your small intestine already.’


    ‘Well, I didn’t know it was evidence when I ate it,’ said Arkie. ‘It was still just a chocolate-chip cookie.’
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    TJ read the note aloud.


    ‘The kidnapper isn’t very good at poetry,’ she said.


    ‘The rhymes in the last two lines are so predictable.’


    ‘That’s because they’ve given up poetry and taken up kidnapping,’ said Arkie.


    ‘Yeah, it probably pays better,’ said TJ. ‘I don’t think poets make much —’


    ‘TJ,’ shouted Arkie. ‘FOCUS. What are we going to do?’


    ‘Find your parents, of course,’ said TJ. ‘Okay. Let’s think like evil kidnappers. Why did they put the note under the cookie?’


    ‘Because,’ said Arkie, thinking, ‘they knew I’d find it there.’ She could hear her dad’s voice in her head. Patterns, Arkie. See the patterns. ‘I always go straight to the cookie jar after school.’


    She stared suspiciously at the pots and pans hanging on hooks in the kitchen. ‘Maybe they’ve been watching us.’


    ‘But who?’ said TJ. ‘And why?’
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    Arkie took the note again. ‘I don’t know but Mum and Dad are out there somewhere. Probably in a damp dark dungeon with rats. And Mum hates rats. She says they’re the worst part of being a treasure hunter. We need to find them, TJ.


    It says the first clue is close to my heart so let’s start by looking in the house. Spread out. We need to search everywhere. Here, Cleo,’ she said, putting the ransom note under Cleo’s nose. ‘Find the clue.’


    Cleo wagged her tail and set off, nose to the ground.


    ‘Try not to eat the clue this time, Arkie,’ shouted TJ as she disappeared into the study.
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    Two hours later, they’d searched upstairs and downstairs – in the basement, the garage, the attic.


    They were slumped on the leather couch in the THinc Tank, the underground headquarters of THinc. The walls were covered with faded old maps and post-it notes, and a Zulu spear was suspended – pointy end down – above the large mahogany desk. Arkie’s dad said danger helped him think.
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    ‘We’ve found nothing,’ said Arkie. ‘It’s not going to be much of a clue if we can’t find it. We need a clue to the clue. This is disastrous.’


    ‘Where’s Cleo?’ said TJ, looking behind the couch and under the stairwell. ‘Cleopatra. Meeting.’


    Cleopatra came clanking down the spiral staircase, her ears swaying with each step. She was dragging a jacket behind her.


    ‘Hey, that’s my jacket,’ said Arkie. ‘What are you doing with it, Cleo?’


    As Cleo came closer, they could see she also had a piece of paper in her mouth.


    ‘Great,’ said TJ as she tugged the paper out of Cleo’s mouth. ‘Another eater of clues.’ She bent down to talk to Cleo. ‘Remember point 29 of How to be a Better Hound, Cleo?’ she said. ‘Paper is not food. You don’t eat the mail, my homework or kidnapper’s clues.’


    Cleo nuzzled into TJ’s hand and looked at her with sad eyes.


    ‘That’s okay, girl,’ said TJ, tickling her under the chin. ‘You’ll get it right next time.’


    ‘The front pocket’s all soggy,’ said Arkie, holding the jacket at arm’s length. ‘Cleo must have slobbered all over it.’


    ‘That’s because the paper must have been in the pocket,’ said TJ. ‘We’re talking about a hound with an insatiable nose for clues, remember.’


    ‘Of course,’ said Arkie. ‘Clever Cleo. The pocket. That’s right on top of my heart.’


    TJ flattened the paper out on the table. ‘And this is without a doubt a clue,’ she said. ‘It’s got the same curly Z.’


    She whipped out a hairbrush from her handbag, unscrewed the handle and folded it out into a miniature microscope. She put the note on a slide and looked through the lens. ‘Hmm,’ she said. ‘Dog saliva and partially digested dog food: chopped liver, carrots and a hint of coriander.’
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    ‘What’s that in the corner?’ said Arkie, peering over TJ’s shoulder.
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    ‘Definitely of ancient origin,’ said TJ.


    ‘Wait a nanosecond,’ said Arkie. ‘I know what it is. It’s the cartouche for Ramses II, the great pharaoh of Egypt.’


    ‘How in Ancient Egypt did you know that?’ said TJ, looking impressed.


    ‘Dad signed himself as Ramses II on my sick note, last week,’ said Arkie. ‘He thought it would make Mrs Malakoff laugh.’ She sighed. ‘It didn’t.’
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    ‘What about that cartouche?’ said TJ, pointing to the other symbols on the paper.
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    ‘Let’s see what DATAMAX says,’ said Arkie, picking up a small tablet and scanning the cartouche. DATAMAX was linked to all the databases of museums around the world so THinc always had the most up-to-date archaeological information.


    ‘Analysis confirmed,’ she said, when DATAMAX beeped. ‘It’s Queen Nefertari’s cartouche. She was Ramses’ no. 1 wife.’


    [image: image]


    ‘Number 1?’ said TJ. ‘How many wives did he have?’


    ‘Lots,’ said Arkie. ‘The pharaohs liked wives.’


    TJ held the paper up to the light. ‘I’ve got a feeling there’s more of a clue here,’ she said. ‘Hold on.’


    She took a bottle of nail polish remover out of her bag and poured it over the note.


    ‘VisiInk. My own formula for making invisible ink visible,’ she said as words appeared on the paper. ‘Made from the seed pod oil of the Kapok, the tallest tree in the Amazon Rainforest, and 100 percent guaranteed.’ She began to read:
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    ‘Great – a riddle,’ said TJ. ‘Why couldn’t it be a mathematical hypothesis, or a philosophical conundrum? I’m hopeless at anything illogical like riddles.’


    ‘But I’m not,’ said Arkie. ‘I was Top of the Rhyming Tots in kindergarten. A golden queen. Well, that’s got to be Nefertari.’


    She turned on her dad’s computer. ‘Dad’s got a list of all the missing treasures in the world so maybe there’s something listed for her.’ She scanned through the entries. ‘. . . J, K, L, M, N . . . Nefertari – yes, there is! There’s a gold statue of Queen Nefertari that hasn’t been seen for nearly 200 years. An Italian called Giovanni Belzoni took all the treasures from the temple of Ramses, and he listed this statue in his journals. But it hasn’t been seen since.’


    ‘But what does the rest of the riddle mean?’ said TJ.


    ‘Let’s ask DATAMAX,’ said Arkie. She typed in RAMSES II, GODS and LIGHT and a holographic image of the temple of Ramses appeared before them. Then, an electronic voice began to speak:


    ≥≥ Welcome to DATAMAX, Arkie Sparkle. Your search words have resulted in the following:


    The temple of RAMSES II at Abu Simbel is positioned so that twice a year, on 22 February and 22 October, the first rays of the morning sun pierce the temple and LIGHT up the back wall of the inner shrine and the statues of three of the GODS seated there. The statue of Ptah, the God of the Underworld, however, remains forever in the dark.


    Have you found the information you seek, Arkie Sparkle? ≤≤


    ‘I’m not sure yet but thanks, DATAMAX,’ said Arkie.


    ‘Poor old Ptah,’ said TJ. ‘Doomed to the dark.’


    ‘So we’ve got three gods bathed in light,’ said Arkie.


    ‘One lonely god forever lost from sight,’ said TJ. ‘And a golden queen who’s lost as well.’


    ‘I hope she’s not in the Underworld,’ said Arkie. ‘ “A place where the sun has never been.” ’ Arkie didn’t like cold dark places.


    ‘So we need to be in Abu Simbel for 22 February,’ said TJ.


    They looked at the Archaeological Society calendar hanging on the wall above an 18th-century globe of the world.


    ‘That’s tomorrow,’ said Arkie.

  


  
    Super Speedy


    BLUR was fuelled and ready to go.


    The supersonic mini-jet was always on standby. It was super speedy so a trip around the world took no time at all.


    The Sparkles had flown to Venice for lunch last Sunday. They had moored their gondola with a rainbow canopy under the Bridge of Sighs and eaten pesce e patate fritte.


    Last Sunday, thought Arkie, as she stored two treasure hunters’ backpacks in BLUR’s overhead locker. When we had cheese toasties for dinner and watched Great Treasure Hoaxes and Heists on TV. When everything was normal.


    [image: image]


    She was just placing some sandwiches in the mini fridge when TJ arrived back from her house with a small travel bag. ‘Was your Mum okay?’ said Arkie.


    ‘Well, of course I didn’t tell her exactly what we were doing,’ said TJ. ‘My explanation was more like an impressionistic painting with lots of smudgy bits and hardly any detail. Anyway, Dad’s away on business and Mum’s writing her presentation for an exotic fish conference so she said it was fine to hang out with you this week as long as Uncle Ted and Aunt Martha didn’t mind. She always says we’re like sisters anyway – just like her and Aunt Martha – which is perfect because you’re an only child, so you have a vacancy for a sibling, and although I have a sister, Isabella’s a troubled adolescent so she hates me.’


    ‘I know Mum and Dad would be really happy you were helping me,’ said Arkie. ‘And I’ve taken care of school. I emailed Mrs Malakoff one of the notes Mum sends when they want to take me out of school to join them on a treasure hunt.’


    To: <Mrs Malakoff>


    From: <Martha Sparkle>


    Dear Mrs Malakoff


    I’m afraid Arkie and TJ will not be attending school this week. They will be learning from life instead, and will catch up on all missed homework when they return.


    Yours sincerely


    Martha Sparkle [image: image]


    Arkie flicked the switch for the steel doors of the THinc Tank and a dense thicket of trees and bushes opened up before them.


    As they watched, the trees and bushes parted, revealing a short runway. Lights flickered on either side. The runway was ready for take-off.


    ‘I’ve been thinking about our code names,’ said TJ. ‘The NATO phonetic alphabet seems highly appropriate for this occasion. You’ll be Alfa Sierra and I’ll be Tango Juliet. Okay?’


    ‘Okay, Tango Juliet,’ said Arkie.


    ‘Flight time 2 hours and 20 minutes,’ said TJ, climbing into the pilot’s seat. ‘Buckle up, Alfa Sierra. You too, Charlie.’ Cleo pricked up her ears and looked around for Charlie.


    ‘I know you’re a genius, TJ,’ said Arkie. ‘But shouldn’t I fly BLUR? I’m usually in the back seat but at least I’ve been in BLUR before. You haven’t.’


    ‘But I’m a very fast learner,’ said TJ, ‘and I memorised BLUR’s flying manual yesterday when I had a spare ten minutes. Anyway, these A42-500 mini-jets virtually fly themselves.’


    ‘Well, okay, I guess,’ said Arkie, checking TIC, the Times International Clock, on the control panel. ‘Egypt is behind us timewise, so our ETA is 5.45 am, 22 February.’


    She looked at the hundreds of switches and gauges on the control panel in front of her. ‘Are you sure BLUR flies itself?’
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    TJ nodded but didn’t answer. She was looking above, below and beside her.


    ‘What are you looking for?’ said Arkie.


    ‘The start button,’ said TJ. ‘I know it’s around here somewhere.’


    ‘I thought you’d memorised the manual?’ said Arkie.


    ‘I did, but I must have skipped some of the start section because I wanted to get straight to the chapter on isentropic flows,’ said TJ. ‘It was really fascinating.’


    ‘What about this?’ said Arkie, reaching out to a large red button on the control panel.


    ‘NO,’ shouted TJ. ‘Don’t touch that. That’s the turbo-charged start, only to be used when —’
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    There was a race of engines and a burst of brilliant light as BLUR shuddered and surged forwards.


    ‘WHHHHHOOOOOOAAAAA,’ screamed Arkie and TJ as BLUR rose suddenly up, up, up — a turbo blaze of sound and speed.


    Arkie clenched the armrest as her head was flung backwards. Her eyes were wild and her mouth stretched open.


    ‘. . . rapid . . . exit . . . required,’ shouted TJ above the deafening noise of supersonic take-off – and Cleopatra’s howling.


    They braced themselves against velocity as BLUR climbed higher and higher – slicing through the clouds.


    Sixty slow seconds later, they began to level out.


    ‘PHEW,’ said TJ as they settled into supersonic cruise speed. ‘Not exactly a textbook take-off.’


    ‘At least we know how to make a quick getaway if we have to,’ said Arkie. ‘And I think we might have to on this treasure hunt.’ She frowned.


    ‘Don’t worry, Arkie,’ said TJ, smiling at her. ‘We’ll solve this treasure hunt. With my extraordinary brains, photographic memory, technological brilliance and your . . .’ She paused. ‘Your —’


    ‘I know how to find treasure,’ said Arkie. ‘I’m the best treasure hunter for this treasure hunt.’


    She looked out the window as BLUR’s slipstream was swallowed by the clouds below. Wobbly moment thoughts were clanging and crashing in her head:


    I’ve never been on a hunt by myself.


    I’ve never discovered a treasure on my own.


    I’ve never co-piloted BLUR


    I’ve never done any of these things without Mum and Dad.


    Until this very moment.


    She took a deep breath.


    I’m coming, Mum and Dad, she said to herself as they sped across the world.


    I’m coming to find you.
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    Egyptian Dawn


    Arkie was being chased by a giant frying pan with slicing teeth and a staring eye.


    She had seen that eye before in a book on Ancient Egypt: it was the eye of Ra, the Egyptian sun god.
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    She ran faster and faster, ducking and dodging as the frying pan threw knives, forks and plates at her. And still it came closer and closer.


    I didn’t know frying pans could run so fast, she thought. It’s probably because they get very hot. They’re always on their toes.


    Then Arkie came to a concrete wall, surrounded by high fences. Barbed wire glinted at the top. She was puffed. And trapped.


    She turned to face the frying pan. ‘Where are my parents?’ she screamed.


    ‘I’m frying them up for dinner,’ the pan sizzled and a lick of oil leapt into the air and hurtled towards her – a dagger of fire.


    Arkie shut her eyes tight as the flames fanned around her face, scorching and stinky. They smelt like . . . dog breath.


    DOG BREATH?


    Arkie jerked awake and opened her eyes. Cleo was licking her face.


    ‘OH, YUCK, Cleo,’ she said as she wiped her cheeks. ‘Stop it!’


    ‘She’s hungry,’ said TJ. ‘There are some dog treats in my travel bag, Cleo. Help yourself.’


    Cleo snuffled into the bag and was soon snuggling under Arkie’s seat with a dried pig’s ear.


    Arkie rubbed her eyes and looked at TIC. It was five o’clock in the morning.


    ‘Where are we?’ she said.


    ‘Just flying over the pyramids at Giza,’ said TJ. ‘Not that you can see much through this low-lying cloud. The temple is at Abu Simbel, about 800 kilometres away, across the Sahara Desert. There shouldn’t be too many people around at this time of the morning but I’ve activated Camouflage Option 7 just in case. We’re disguised as a cloud at the moment. A cumulus, to be exact.’


    Arkie looked out the window. The edges of BLUR were shrouded in a fluffy cloud. ‘I went to school as a cloud once,’ said Arkie. ‘Mum wrapped me up in tons and tons of cotton wool.’


    ‘I remember,’ said TJ. ‘But I thought you were a meringue?’


    ‘I wondered why everyone said I looked so sweet,’ said Arkie.


    ‘While you were sleeping,’ said TJ, ‘I got to know BLUR better. Frankly, I couldn’t have designed it better myself. Professor Quince is an amazing inventor. BLUR’s got all the necessary features I could think of, and heaps of others besides. Here’s your molecularly compressed, protein-powered banana and berry breakfast smoothie.’ She handed Arkie a purple tablet.
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    ‘Quincy wanted to develop blueprints for an A–Z of Amazing Aerodynamic Aircraft,’ said Arkie, swallowing the tablet, ‘but he only got to B and BLUR before he disappeared. It’s been more than six weeks since we’ve heard from him. He might be one of Dad’s oldest friends and my godfather but Mum says he’s never been the most reliable member of THinc.’


    ‘He’s a mad scientist,’ said TJ. ‘Isn’t he always disappearing?’


    ‘But never for this long before,’ said Arkie. ‘Dad’s really worried about him.’ She paused. ‘Or he was really worried about him because now Dad’s disappeared too. Don’t you think that’s strange, TJ? First Quincy, now Mum and Dad?’


    ‘Maybe,’ said TJ. ‘But Quincy disappeared weeks ago, and he has a pattern of erratic behaviour. It might just be one of those coincidences that seem too coincidental to be a coincidence but that is just what it is.’


    She flicked a switch on the control panel. ‘I’m just activating the Radar Repellent so we don’t show up on any airport radars,’ she said. ‘We don’t want tricky questions from Egyptian airspace authorities, like what are two eleven year olds and a hungry dog doing in a supersonic mini-jet a long way from home? You can see how it might look a bit suspicious from their point of view.’


    She looked out the window at the small town becoming visible in the distance. ‘Abu Simbel ahead,’ she said. ‘Time to slow down for our descent.’


    TJ pulled the throttle hard and BLUR began to drop through the sky.


    Arkie could feel her stomach rising towards her head as the pressure of their descent intensified.


    She could see the altimeter on BLUR’s control panel plummeting:


    35,000 feet

    30,000

    25,000

    20,000

    15,000

    10,000

    5000

    4000

        3000 . . .


    Then they were hovering.


    ‘That’s about as low as BLUR can go,’ said Arkie.


    She pushed the third button on the left of the control panel, and a telescope dropped down from the roof. Arkie opened out its arms, and switched to NV for night vision.


    The airstrip at Abu Simbel was deserted. A huge sign flapped in the wind outside the main airport building.
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    Arkie orientated the telescope towards the road leading to the airstrip. She could see dust clouds from buses that were already grinding down the dirt road.


    ‘Tourists at two o’clock,’ she said. ‘We’d better get to the temple of Ramses before it gets too crowded.’


    ‘OK,’ said TJ. ‘Ready in five. I’ll just get changed.’


    ‘Changed?’ said Arkie. ‘Into what?’


    ‘My desert daywear,’ said TJ.


    ‘You’ve got desert daywear?’ said Arkie.


    ‘Of course,’ said TJ. ‘I’ve always got several looks on the go. And, luckily, I’d just updated my desert range to include this year’s colour: camel.’
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    TJ was soon wearing pyramid pants that were clinched tight at the waist and ballooned out at the bottom, a tank top, a headscarf, a camel-coloured hoodie and a snake-skin cuff.


    Arkie looked down at her cargo pants and t-shirt. There was a stain on the front of her t-shirt. She’d forgotten to put a clean one on this morning. She changed into the clothes TJ handed her.


    ‘What about Cleo?’ said TJ.

  


  
    TJ’s Style File


    HOT TIPS FOR DESERT DAYWEAR


    Loose is Cool


    Create your own breeze on a breezeless day by wearing light, loose clothing, such as pyramid pants. Guaranteed to be cool.
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    Be natural


    Nature is full of excellent fashion ideas. Embrace your inner desert.
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    Camel is the new black


    Although described disparagingly as muddy beige in some colour circles, camel-coloured clothing could save your life in the desert. If you ever need to bury yourself in the sand, for example, you will be instantly camouflaged.
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    Must have headscarf


    Water is scarce in the desert and your next shower could be sand dunes away. Avoid DHS (Dirty Hair Syndrome) by always carrying a selection of headscarves. A headscarf can also be very stylish in a sandstorm.
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    Remember:


    Someone, somewhere, always has a camera.


    ‘We’ll have to leave her behind,’ said Arkie. ‘The Egyptians aren’t really into dogs. They’re more cat people. In the really old days, they treated their cats like gods. They even mummified them and buried them in special tombs.’


    Cleo looked up at them with big droopy eyes. ‘But cats don’t have your super snooper nose,’ said Arkie, tickling Cleo under all her chins. ‘Back soon.’


    She handed TJ a treasure hunter’s backpack and a small umbrella.


    ‘Is it raining?’ said TJ.


    ‘This is a parabrella,’ said Arkie. ‘So we can come and go from BLUR without having to land. There’s a rotor motor in the spikes.’ She pointed to the two small buttons on the handle. ‘Just press PC for parachute to descend, and PA for parascend to come back up.’
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    ‘Excellent,’ said TJ, twirling her parabrella. ‘It goes perfectly with my outfit. And it can double as a parasol in the hot desert sun.’


    ‘It was Mum’s idea,’ said Arkie. ‘Mary Poppins is her favourite movie. We’ve watched it six times already this year. We’re going to watch it again this weekend.’ Arkie’s face fell as she suddenly realised this wasn’t going to happen. She wasn’t going to see her mother again until they had travelled across the seven continents and found seven treasures.


    TJ looked at her. ‘No time for doubts and dark thoughts,’ she said. ‘We’ve got a job to do.’ She tucked her hair behind her ears and put on her Super Enhanced Goggles.


    ‘Ready?’ said Arkie, adjusting the band of her SEGs.


    ‘Ready,’ said TJ.
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    They opened the hatch and the freezing air engulfed them.


    ‘On the count of chim chimn-ey eee,’ shouted Arkie, crouching into a jump position.


                 ‘Chim, chimn-ey.’


                              ‘EEEEEE’ yelled TJ.


                                         They leapt into the clouds.

  


  
    The Temple of the Gods


    The blanket of night was retreating as the sky prepared for dawn.


    The air was still and chilly, and the waters of Lake Nasser twinkled in the half-light as Arkie and TJ glided down beside it.


    Arkie looked around her. This desert world seemed divided perfectly into two: sand and sky. Expanses of both stretched before her.


    ‘Have parabrella will travel,’ said TJ, folding the parabrella carefully and putting it into her backpack. ‘Did you know that the Chinese invented umbrellas about 2500 years ago? They are also called brollies, gamps and bumbershoots.’


    ‘You sound just like an encyclopedia sometimes,’ said Arkie, smoothing out the spikes of her parabrella.


    ‘Accurate observation,’ said TJ. ‘It’s just that I’ve got so much knowledge, I want to share it.’


    ‘Thanks, I guess,’ said Arkie pulling her hoodie tight around her neck. ‘Brrrr.’


    ‘Double brrrr,’ said TJ. ‘It’s because we’re in a desert. They get very cold and very hot. And the Sahara Desert is the hottest desert in the world. Temperatures can get up to 58 degrees Celsius.’


    ‘Doesn’t your head hurt with all those facts constantly bumping into each other?’ said Arkie.


    ‘No, I’m very neat and my brain is too,’ said TJ. ‘Everything’s filed in the right cortex. And that’s just as well because did you know that the average human has about 70,000 thoughts a day? Of course, considering I’m not your average human, I probably have at least double that.’


    She squeezed out some cream from a red and white tube and handed it to Arkie. ‘I found this in BLUR’s glove box. We might need it.’


    ‘What is it?’ said Arkie. ‘Kidnapper repellent? Invisibility cream?’


    ‘No, it’s sunblock,’ said TJ. ‘I wear it every day.’


    Arkie looked at her watch. It was nearly six o’clock. Buses were pulling up in front of them and excited chatter in many different languages jostled in the air as the tourists spilled into the desert morning.


    ‘Come on,’ said Arkie. ‘Let’s mingle. Mum says a crowd is the best camouflage.’


    As they walked up the hill from the lake, they could see a small temple on their right, nestled into the mountain.


    ‘That’s Queen Nefertari’s temple, also dedicated to the goddess Hathor,’ said Arkie, reading from DATAMAX. ‘Nefertari is one of the best-known Egyptian queens, along with Hatshepsut and Cleopatra.’


    ‘I hope our Cleopatra’s okay by herself,’ said TJ.


    ‘She’ll be fine,’ said Arkie. ‘I left her watching Stuart Little on Dad’s iPad.’


    ‘She loves that mouse,’ said TJ.


    They were now standing in front of the temple of Ramses II. Four giant statues of the pharaoh guarded the entrance, while smaller statues of Ramses’ children, and Nefertari, stood at their feet.
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    Arkie had seen pictures of the temple before but a picture was nothing like the real thing.


    As she gazed at the enormous statues before her, so solid and ageless, she was overwhelmed. I am a tiny speck of nothing, she thought. This temple has been here for thousands and thousands of years! I’ve only been here for eleven years. How can I find seven treasures and rescue Mum and Dad – in seven days?


    TJ didn’t say anything but Arkie could tell she was thinking the same small thing.


    But no one else is going to find Mum and Dad, thought Arkie. We’re all they’ve got.


    ‘Come on, TJ,’ she said, shaking her thoughts away as people pushed behind them, eager to see inside the temple. ‘We’ve got a treasure to find.’


    They walked into the Grand Hall, a cavernous space – tall and wide – filled with more massive statues of Ramses II. They stood on both sides of the hall, attached to pillars that supported the roof. Their hands were folded across their chests and they were all holding the hook and scourge – the emblems of the god Osiris.


    ‘Do you think there was a typo on the order form?’ said TJ, counting the statues. ‘Maybe Ramses asked for two statues in total and an ancient scribe with a dodgy reed wrote twelve by mistake.’


    ‘They had lots of statues to show their power,’ said Arkie. ‘Ramses is saying: “I am so mighty I am ME times twelve.”’


    ‘Hey, I like that idea,’ said TJ.


    They walked further into the temple – through the fusty air and the dimming light. As they passed the many side chambers, the rooms became smaller.
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    Finally, they reached the innermost chapel, which was cordoned off by rope. It was dark and gloomy, and people were squeezing into every corner. Pictures of the king in his chariot, shooting arrows against his enemies, covered the walls.


    The four gods were sitting against the back wall of the room, waiting.


    ‘What are we looking for exactly?’ said TJ.
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    ‘Something that doesn’t fit,’ said Arkie. Her dad always said treasure hunts were like jigsaw puzzles. But you had to find all the pieces first.


    ‘Doesn’t fit how?’ said TJ.


    ‘I don’t know yet,’ said Arkie. ‘But just keep looking. We’ll know it when we see it.’


    I hope, she thought.


    ‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ said a guide, holding his hand up to silence the crowd. ‘The great sun god Ra is about to begin his journey across the sky. We shall begin the countdown to this momentous event.


                                   10


                                            9


                                                  8 . . .


    Everyone began to count with him. The numbers boomed through the temple and around the statues of Ramses as though he too was joining the chant.


    Arkie glanced around her nervously. She touched her THinc ring for good luck. This was it. There was no turning back.


    She took a deep breath. And the mighty sun began to creep through the gloom of the temple.

  


  
    Sun Ray, Sun Say


    At first, it was a tiny toe of light, peeking around the entrance to the temple.


    Then the light surged forward – powerful and growing even more so – swift and precise, like an arrow seeking its mark.


    Everyone was hushed, following the path of the sun’s rays through the temple.


    And the gods sat immobile, unblinking; watched and watching.


    Arkie held her breath as the light edged closer and closer to the gods.


    Then, it struck.


    As the shrine was illuminated by the sun, Ramses, Ra and Amun suddenly shone, as though lit from within.


    People gasped. They clapped and shouted in excitement, cheers echoing around them. It was a moment of the gods – a gift for the mortals.


    TJ and Arkie clapped in delight too. TJ was even speechless.


    As the light blazed around the three gods – the chosen ones – Ptah retreated further and further into darkness.


    Arkie imagined him scowling in the shadows as his companions basked in the glory of the sun. And the words of the clue ran through her head:
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    What does Ptah know? she thought.


    She put on her SEGs so she could see Ptah more clearly.


    His hands were folded in his lap but as Arkie looked closely, she could see a glimmer of light on his finger – as though his finger was moving up and down – pointing to the base of his statue. It was like a shadow puppet – the kind she used to play when she was little.


    Was it a trick of the light, or was someone sending her a message?


    Arkie watched carefully. No, it couldn’t be a trick of the light. The glimmer was too insistent, too regular, and it was always pointing to the same spot – Ptah’s foot.
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    Arkie looked behind her. The faces of many strangers stared back. And when she turned to look at Ptah once more, the flicker of light had gone.


    Arkie took off her SEGs and rubbed her eyes. Maybe I’m trying so hard to see things I am seeing things, she thought. But then she saw a movement to her right. A quick parting of the crowd.


    Everyone was still staring at the statues, mesmerised by the scene before them, but someone was leaving – before the show was over.


    She could see the back of a stranger, weaving through the crowd. Was it a man? Or maybe a woman? Arkie tried to untangle herself from the crowd to follow the stranger, but she was locked in on both sides by people pressing forwards – eager to see all they could of the spectacle before them. She tried to signal to TJ for help but TJ was now stuck behind a tall man in a Texan hat.


    And just as the stranger was nearly out of sight, he or she turned. Their head was covered completely by a scarf and Arkie could see only their eyes – green eyes that were staring straight at her. Then the stranger turned, and hurried out of the chapel.


    As the sun began to move higher in the sky, the light of the gods began to fade.
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    The magnificence of the moment had passed, and Ramses, Ra and Amun joined Ptah once again in darkness. People began to talk excitedly.


    ‘TJ,’ said Arkie, ducking by the tall Texan, ‘did you see that?’


    ‘Yes, it was brilliant,’ said TJ. ‘Just like that scene in Raiders of the Lost Ark.’


    ‘No, not that,’ said Arkie. ‘Did you see Ptah?’


    ‘No one saw Ptah,’ said TJ. ‘Isn’t that the point? Poor old Ptah – forever out of sight.’


    ‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ interrupted the guide. ‘The Festival of the Sun – celebrated for more than 4000 years – has now begun. Please leave the temple to enjoy the festivities.’


    The sounds of music and smells of food wafted through the temple, enticing the crowd – and TJ – outside.


    Arkie hurried after her, pushing through the people. ‘Excuse me. Sorry. Whoops, was that your foot?’ she mumbled before she managed finally to grab TJ by the arm. ‘We haven’t finished yet, TJ,’ she said. ‘Where are you going?’


    ‘To find a stall selling kushari,’ said TJ. ‘I’m so hungry I could eat a camel.’


    Arkie dragged TJ behind a pillar. ‘We can eat later. Right now we need to take a closer look at Ptah. I think he’s trying to tell us something.’


    ‘OK, but we need to hurry in case they run out of kushari,’ said TJ. ‘My holiday research has determined that tourists are at least 25 percent hungrier than normal people.’
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    They walked quickly back to the shrine, and the four gods. Arkie took out her Vision x 400 torch and shone it at the base of Ptah’s statue, inspecting every millimetre of it. ‘There’s something inscribed on Ptah’s foot. There,’ she said.


    They both crouched closer to look. ‘There are some letters and numbers: GB, L 44, R 19.’ Arkie looked up at TJ. ‘It’s a message from the past.’
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    ‘Looks more like some random old graffiti to me,’ said TJ. ‘Did you know that the first graffiti was found —’


    ‘No, this is important,’ said Arkie. ‘I know it is.’ She took out DATAMAX from her backpack and scanned it across the markings. ‘DATAMAX can analyse the geological residue of the markings and narrow down when it was done to within a few years.’


    Soon, a date flashed up on DATAMAX’s screen:
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    ‘But that still doesn’t tell us what it means,’ said TJ. ‘And who wrote it?’


    ‘Maybe it was Giovanni Belzoni,’ said Arkie. ‘His initials are GB and he was the one who took all the treasures from the temple after it had been buried in the sand for thousands of years.’


    ‘So it is a message from the past,’ said TJ.


    Arkie nodded. ‘And it must have something to do with our treasure. If we can find out why this was carved here, it might help us find the treasure. We have to go back to the first possible date – 1813. We have to timeslip.’

  


  
    TimeSlip


    ‘I’ll go,’ said TJ.


    ‘No, I’ll go,’ said Arkie. ‘It’s my mum and dad.’


    Arkie and TJ had parabrelled back to BLUR and were getting ready to program TimeSlip.


    ‘Let’s both go,’ said TJ.


    ‘We can’t,’ said Arkie. ‘It would overload TimeSlip. It’s too unstable at the moment. Dad had to wait a day for his right arm to rematerialise after one hunt. Quincy promised to sort out the re-entry reconstruction sequence on TimeSlip ages ago but he never got around to it. Anyway, you need to keep BLUR ready in case we have to fly out of here quickly. And Cleo needs dinner at four o’clock. You know how barky she gets if it’s late.’


    ‘But have you ever timeslipped before?’ said TJ.


    ‘No, Mum said I have to be able to drive a car before she would even consider letting me go back in time. And possibly not even then.’ Arkie sighed. ‘But Mum’s not here, is she?’ Where is she?


    TJ was inspecting TimeSlip. ‘Interesting,’ she said. ‘It looks just like a shower.’


    ‘You can shower in it,’ said Arkie, packing her treasure hunter’s backpack for the timeslip. ‘You just have to remember to switch the gauge on the nozzle from PAST to PRESENT otherwise it could be really embarrassing. Quincy likes his inventions to resemble everyday things. He says it’s the best way to disguise them. Then you’ve always got the element of surprise. And a treasure hunter should always be one step ahead.’
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    She did a quick check of her backpack. ‘Camel pack topped up with water, GPS, trowel, camera, SEGs and Lexi,’ she said, clipping the language communicator to her ear.


    Lexi had a voice synthesiser and a lexiconic program that coded and decoded words so Arkie would be able to speak and understand any language in the world. It was also a two-way radio so she and TJ could communicate with each other.
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    ‘Okay, stand by,’ said TJ as Arkie climbed into the shower and closed the door. ‘Activating the molecular reconstruction sequence and keying-in sequence parameters now.’
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    TJ crossed her fingers as she watched the time count down on the TimeSlip clock:
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    TimeSlip was steaming up as a red light started to flash on its control panel.


    ‘Arkie, wait, don’t move,’ said TJ. ‘There’s a light flashing. I don’t know what that means. I’m just looking it up in the TimeSlip manual. Don’t go anywhere.’ She thumbed through the pages of the manual. ‘Do you think it’s under Red Light Flashing or TimeSlip Malfunction?’ she shouted.


    ‘WHAT?’ yelled Arkie. ‘I can’t hear you.’ She was surrounded by steam.


    ‘I SAID: DON’T MOVE. Something’s not right,’ said TJ. ‘ARKIE. Get out of the shower. NOW.’


    But Arkie was already disappearing from the feet up.


    TJ watched in horror as Arkie was swallowed by steam. The last thing she saw was Arkie’s mouth moving – saying one word over and over again. She couldn’t hear Arkie but she knew what the word was:
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    Arkie breathed in relief. She was all there. She rubbed her tummy. She felt okay on the inside too.


    Then she patted her head and rubbed her tummy at the same time. Excellent hand-eye coordination.


    Her mum and dad always had a CAT scan when they returned from timeslipping – just to make sure all the important organs were still in the right places.


    ‘I don’t want my heart in my mouth,’ her dad had used to joke. ‘Or my kidneys on top of my head.’


    Once, he laughed that he had returned without a heart – like the Tin Man from The Wizard of Oz.


    Arkie had laughed too but thinking of his words now she suddenly realised just how that would feel:
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    Because that’s how I feel, she thought. Without Mum and Dad, part of my heart – part of me – is missing.


    As the sand and sky stretched before her in an endless landscape, fear nibbled at the edges of her thoughts. The world is so vast. Mum and Dad could be anywhere. There must be thousands – millions – billions – billion of billons! – of places to hide two average-sized humans.


    Arkie so wanted her mum to be with her right now, to kiss her on the forehead, to tell her it would all be okay. Her mum always knew what to say in times of deep despair.
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    And as she thought of her mother, Arkie suddenly knew just what she would say if she were there: Don’t be afraid, Arkie. Fear is only courage pausing in the shade.


    As the sun burned deep into her, Arkie knew there wasn’t a skerrick of shade in which she could pause. I have to be brave. For Mum.


    She took out her SEGs and put them on. They had high-frequency binoculars so she could see a long way ahead of her.


    Then she switched on Lexi. ‘Tango Juliet. Come in, Tango Juliet. Can you hear me?’


    The sound of static greeted her.


    Temporary transmission hitch, that’s all, she thought, trying to stay calm.


    Arkie looked around. The sun was high in the sky and bleached white heat shimmied around her. The whole desert seemed wrapped in bright light.


    It’s much later than early morning, she thought. It’s more like midday. Something’s not right.


    She checked the temperature on her THinc ring – 35 degrees Celsius and rising. It was supposed to be the middle of winter but, already, it was unseasonably hot.


    In biology last week, Mrs Malakoff told them that the human body is so finely balanced it’s only ever 5 degrees from overheating. Overheating means:
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    Arkie knew she had to get moving. Quickly. She had to find the temple.


    She took out her GPS, and trudged through the sand, following its instructions: 62 steps northeast.


    1, 2, 3, 4, 5 steps . . .


    Her feet sank deep into the sand, becoming heavier with each step forwards. It was like walking through layers and layers of porridge.


    The heat bit at her face and hands. The wind swirled into dust devils that whipped around her ankles and stung her legs.


    She kept walking: 51, 52, 53, 54 steps . . .


    Right foot, left foot she said to herself, over and over again. 12 steps east.


    Her feet were concrete poles. Unbending. And heavy. So very heavy.


    Arkie was sweating. She needed water. She knew that sweat without water = very bad.


    She guzzled some water from her camel pack. A dribble escaped and sizzled down her chin, evaporating in a second.


    Lexi hissed and fizzed in her ear, and then she heard TJ’s voice.


    ‘Alfa Sierra,’ she said. ‘It’s me, Tango Juliet. There was a technical problem with reception but I’ve got your vitals on screen now. But what’s happening? Your core temperature is way too hot.’


    ‘That’s because I’m in the hottest desert in the world in the hottest part of the day,’ snapped Arkie.


    ‘Yeah, sorry about that,’ said TJ. ‘The six and twelve buttons are next to each other on the control panel. A mistake waiting to happen, I reckon.’


    Easy to say when you’re not the one stuck in the mistake, fumed Arkie.


    ‘Latest barometric news is not good, either,’ said TJ. ‘There’s a heatwave travelling across Africa and we seem to be in the middle of it. But I’ve been reading How to survive a deadly desert so I can be an exemplary mission controller and did you know you can drink camel urine if you run out of water?’


    ‘Gross ,’ said Arkie. ‘Remind me if I’m about to die.’


    ‘Well, your temperature is getting pretty high,’ said TJ. ‘I think you should timeslip back. It’s too dangerous. We’ll work out another plan.’


    ‘There is no other plan,’ gasped Arkie. ‘I’ve got to do this.’


    ‘I’m monitoring you closely,’ said TJ, ‘and switching Lexi onto Automatic Body Alerts. First ABA on its way.’


    A robotic voice spoke in Arkie’s ear:


    < ABA 1 >


    ONCE YOU LOSE 1 LITRE OF WATER, YOUR BODY


    FUNCTIONS BECOME IMPAIRED.


    Arkie heard the words and strained to think what they meant but her brain felt muddled and gluggy. She trudged on through the sand and the heat, matching words to her footsteps:
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    < ABA 2 >


    ONCE YOU LOSE 5 LITRES OF WATER, YOU FEEL TIRED AND DIZZY. YOU MAY BURST SPONTANEOUSLY INTO SONG.


    ‘All I want for Christmas is my two front teeth,’ she sang as her head began to feel light and airy, as if it could float away like a balloon on the breeze, racing to join the clouds.


    < ABA 3 >


    ONCE YOU LOSE 10 LITRES OF WATER, YOU CAN’T SEE OR HEAR VERY WELL.


    YOUR BLOOD BECOMES THICK.


    YOUR INTERNAL ORGANS START TO BREAK DOWN.


    ‘My kidneys are so HOT,’ Arkie shouted, slumping forwards into the sand. As she lay there in a heap, sand trickled into every little space around her, swallowing her. A black scarab beetle, its busy body half submerged in the sand, scuttled by her hand.


    ‘ARKIE,’ yelled TJ. ‘What are you doing? Get up! You can’t stop.’


    ‘I just need to rest for a minute,’ said Arkie. ‘Just a teeny little minute – it’s only 60 seconds.’


    ‘No, you can’t,’ said TJ. ‘Not in this heat. Every second is dangerous. Keep walking.’


    ‘Stop telling me what to do,’ shouted Arkie. She switched off Lexi.


    Silly Sally shouldn’t sell sea shells, she hummed. To the walrus and the snail, and the whale with a tail.


    ‘I’m so sorry, Mum and Dad,’ she cried to the wind. ‘I tried. I really tried.’


    But I didn’t try hard enough, she thought. I’ve failed on the very first test.


    She could see a shadow ahead – a shadow with long legs and a short head.


    It’s Ptah, she thought. He’s come to take me to the Underworld.


    ‘NO,’ she screamed. ‘I’m not coming with you. GO AWAY.’


    And then the shadow spoke.

  


  
    A Boy Called Abu Simbel


    ‘Am I dead?’ said Arkie.


    She was sitting under a handwoven Egyptian shawl, stretched between two sticks, drinking water from a cowhide satchel. The water was sweet and cold. She had never tasted anything so delicious.


    A boy was sitting opposite, watching her. He was about her age with curly black hair and a big smile.


    Arkie had switched Lexi to RECEIVE and REPLY as soon as he had spoken to her in Arabic and told her his name. Now she could understand him and speak to him in Arabic.


    ‘No, you are not dead,’ grinned the boy called Abu Simbel. ‘I shall pinch you to prove it.’


    ‘OUCH!’ said Arkie as he leaned over and squeezed her arm. ‘Okay. I believe you.’


    ‘I think the gods are smiling upon me today,’ he said. ‘First, I meet a famous history man – Mr Burckhardt from Switzerland. And now I meet you – Arkie Sparkle, a spirit from the world beyond.’


    Arkie smiled at him. ‘I’m not a famous anything though.’


    ‘Well, I have never met a spirit before,’ said Abu Simbel. He got up and started to pack the cowhide satchel away in a bag.


    ‘Abu Simbel was supposedly a legend,’ said TJ through Lexi.


    ‘Well, he looks pretty real to me,’ said Arkie, standing up and walking a few steps away so the boy could not hear her speaking.


    ‘According to DATAMAX,’ said TJ, ‘the site of the temple of Ramses was named after a local boy called Abu Simbel because he discovered it buried in the sand and told John Burckhardt. But no one knows for sure if Abu Simbel really —’


    Arkie jumped as she felt a hand on her shoulder.


    ‘It is time for us to leave, Arkie Sparkle,’ said Abu Simbel. ‘I am meeting Mr Burckhardt and his friend, Mr Belzoni.’ He lowered his head to hers. ‘They are on a secret mission,’ he whispered. ‘They told me not to tell anyone.’ He smiled at her. ‘For I have found something wondrous.’


    ‘I know,’ said Arkie, ‘and it is wondrous. You’re going to be famous. Your name will be remembered hundreds of years from now.’


    Abu Simbel clapped his hands. ‘I would like that very much.’ He bowed to her. ‘You must be a great spirit to see so far into the world beyond, but I think the gods have sent me to look after you in this world.’


    He offered her the shawl. ‘Please cover yourself with this. The desert sun is like no other.’


    With the sun even hotter and higher, they walked across the dunes and into a valley of sand. Desert eagles swooped in the sky, high above them. Ahead, they could see a rocky outcrop and a small cluster of palm trees. Canvas awnings had been strung between the trees, and beneath them men were eating and drinking, checking supplies and roping packs onto camels.


    A man with brown hair and glasses was sitting under one of the awnings, writing in a journal.
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    ‘It is best if I talk,’ said Abu Simbel as they approached him. ‘The men are suspicious, and hot. They may think you are a spy.’


    Arkie nodded. Good plan, she thought.


    ‘Ah, Abu Simbel,’ said the man looking up at them. ‘I was beginning to think you had forgotten me.’ He looked at Arkie. ‘And who is this?’


    ‘My cousin, Mr Burckhardt,’ said Abu Simbel. ‘She cannot speak. A tragic accident when she was a baby.’


    Burckhardt nodded a greeting to Arkie, and Abu Simbel winked at her.


    ‘Are we ready, Burckhardt?’ said a huge man appearing at the side of the awning. His head was wrapped in a turban and he had a long black beard. He was the tallest man Arkie had ever seen. His shadow even blocked out the sun.


    ‘Giovanni,’ said Burckhardt. ‘This is the boy I told you about, Abu Simbel. And his cousin,’ he added.


    Giovanni Belzoni – GB, thought Arkie. The man who took all the treasures from the temple of Ramses.
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    Belzoni stared at Arkie, and his deep brown eyes seemed to see right through her. She lowered her head and pulled the shawl further around her face.


    ‘Well, show us the way, boy,’ Belzoni said, after a minute. ‘You have kept us waiting long enough. Only a fool lingers in this heat.’


    He yelled instructions at the men who quickly finished their packing, and they set off in a slow procession across the sand. Arkie and Abu Simbel walked in front, leading the way.


    ‘We do not have much further to walk,’ said Abu Simbel as they trudged up the side of a sand dune. ‘Once we reach the top, you too will see what I have found.’


    Arkie looked ahead. Some of the men had already made it to the top of the dune and were standing still, transfixed. As she reached the top of the dune, she understood why.


    There was an enormous mound before them, rising like a monster in the sand. And erupting from the mound – buried up to their heads and still guarding the entrance to the temple – were the four giant statues of Ramses.


    Arkie could sense the excitement around her. She was excited too. Generations of treasure-hunting Sparkles knew all about the Treasure Hunter’s Thrill.


    It was the exhilaration of being so close to history, of finding something lost to the eyes of the world for hundreds or thousands of years and being the first to gaze upon it – the first to walk in the footsteps of people from the past.
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    It was the moment time itself dissolved.


    Belzoni pushed past her and tore down the dune, half running, half rolling, to the base of the mound.


    He began to tear the sand away with his hands. His eyes glowed and he shouted, ‘DIG!’ he cried.


    ‘DIG! ALL OF YOU!’

  


  
    Stealing Away


    They dug for hours.


    Until they dripped with heat and exhaustion. Until their eyes were raw from the glare of the sun. But the sand refused to reveal what it had claimed thousands of years before.


    As soon the men made one pile of sand, the desert winds danced around them, teasing them, heaping even more sand before them.


    Belzoni and Burckhardt willed the men on, promising great rewards to anyone who could clear the entrance to the temple.


    Arkie and Abu Simbel watched from the shade of a tent.


    ‘TJ,’ said Arkie into Lexi. ‘This is hopeless. They’re getting nowhere. They need more men, more equipment. They aren’t going to reach the temple today. Can you Fast Forward me? I need to be when they’re inside the temple – taking all the treasures. That must be when the message was carved.’


    ‘OK,’ said TJ. ‘Programming parameters now:


    [image: image]


    Locking onto you in 10 seconds and counting, 9, 8 . . .’


    Arkie turned to Abu Simbel. ‘Goodbye, Abu Simbel, and thank you. But I have to leave you now. What happens next is going to look really strange but if I tried to explain it to you the words would sound even stranger. You have to trust me.’


    ‘I know you are great and powerful, Arkie Sparkle,’ said Abu Simbel, smiling. ‘And trust is stronger than words.’ He grabbed her hand. ‘But I want to come with you – to see the world beyond.’


    ‘No, you can’t,’ yelled Arkie, trying to free her hand. ‘Let go. It’s too —!’


    It was too late.


    [image: image]


    Arkie and Abu Simbel were inside the Grand Hall of the Temple of Ramses. The huge statues of Ramses lining both sides of the hall gazed imperiously upon the scene of men and movement.


    Giovanni Belzoni was in the midst of it all, barking out orders for crates to be packed and transported out of the temple.


    Abu Simbel looked around him in confusion. ‘Where are we?’ he said. ‘We are here but here is not where we were before.’


    ‘Exactly,’ said Arkie. ‘But I can’t explain right now we need to hide. Quickly.’


    [image: image]


    She dragged him behind a crate and they peeked over the packing materials.


    John Burckhardt was striding through the temple, his face twitching with anger. He walked up to Belzoni and pushed him in the chest. Belzoni pushed him back, hard, and Burckhardt staggered into some boxes. He pulled himself up and both men started to shout at each other.


    ‘My friend Mr Burckhardt is not happy, I think,’ said Abu Simbel.


    ‘No,’ said Arkie. ‘I think they’ve had a big falling out. Let’s get closer so we can hear them.’


    The men were standing close together, Belzoni towering over Burckhardt, their angry words encircling them.


    ‘I should be remembered by history, Belzoni,’ Burckhardt cried. ‘Not you. I discovered the temple. The treasures belong to me.’


    ‘You’re a trusting fool, Burckhardt,’ said Belzoni. ‘History favours those who are strong – those who win. And there can only be one winner here. Me.’


    Belzoni signalled to two of his men. They grabbed Burckhardt, who was shouting, ‘You won’t get away with this, Belzoni,’ and dragged him to the front of the temple, where they threw him into the dirt.


    Arkie and Abu Simbel followed. They watched as Burckhardt picked himself up and dusted off his jacket. He was shaking with rage.


    One of Belzoni’s men was sealing up the crates by the entrance to the temple. Arkie and Abu Simbel watched as Burckhardt approached him, spoke quietly, and handed the man a huge wad of money. They shook hands and with a final angry glance, Burckhardt walked away.


    The man waited until Burckhardt was out of sight, checked no one was looking, then took a gold statue out of one of the crates. It was a gold statue of Queen Nefertari.


    Abu Simbel gasped. ‘What are —’ he began to shout but Arkie put her hand over his mouth.
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    ‘Shhh,’ she whispered. ‘We have to see what he does next.’


    Arkie and Abu Simbel followed the man as he crept through the temple, weaving in and out of the shadows, until he reached the innermost shrine.


    There, they watched as he buried the statue, filled the hole back in and smoothed the dirt over with his shoes. Then, he measured out his footsteps:


    Left 44, Right 19.


    With a penknife, he carved GB L 44, R 19 onto the foot of Ptah.


    Once satisfied with his handiwork, he hurried back to the Grand Hall.


    ‘So the statue never left the temple,’ said Arkie to TJ. ‘Burckhardt paid someone to hide it and leave him directions.’


    ‘But why did he write GB?’ said TJ.


    ‘I think I can guess,’ said Arkie. ‘The man who hid the statue was Italian – one of Belzoni’s men – and Giovanni is Italian for John. What if he just made a spelling mistake and GB actually means John Burckhardt?’


    ‘Arkie – you’re a genius,’ said TJ. ‘Well, obviously not a bona fide genius like me because I have the IQ to substantiate the term – but in the way that non-genius people can sometimes do something really really brilliant. You know – something out of character.’


    ‘Thanks, I think,’ said Arkie.


    ‘So Burckhardt meant to return to recover the statue – to claim at least one of the treasures – but he never did,’ said TJ.


    As Abu Simbel kept watch, Arkie dug into the dirt with her trowel. She hadn’t dug very deep when she heard the twang of the trowel hitting something. Carefully, she pulled the dirt away from the hole and there it was – the gold statue of Nefertari, glimmering in the dim light.


    ‘Queen Nefertari,’ she said. ‘I’ve found you.’


    She clutched the statue tightly. And if I can find you, she thought, maybe I can find Mum and Dad.

  


  
    The Eye of the Storm


    ‘Can you take a photo of me with the statue, please?’ said Arkie.


    She gave Abu Simbel her camera. ‘You just have to look through here and press this,’ she said.


    Abu Simbel’s eyes were wide as he pressed the button. When the light flashed he dropped the camera in fright.


    ‘Great, thank you,’ said Arkie. ‘I just need a second to bury the statue again.’


    She was smoothing the dirt over the hole as Abu Simbel came rushing back into the chapel.


    ‘Please hurry, Arkie,’ said Abu Simbel. ‘We must leave. The men are shouting from outside. There is a sandstorm coming. This is not good. We could be trapped inside the temple.’


    Arkie grabbed her pack and they hurried through the chaos of the temple as treasures were packed and crates sealed in double quick time.


    Outside the temple, they saw enormous clouds of dust forming on the horizon.


    ‘Did you hear what Abu Simbel said, Tango Juliet?’ said Arkie. ‘There’s a sandstorm coming and that’s not good. Can you timeslip us out of here?’


    ‘No, I can’t lock on to you,’ said TJ. ‘The storm’s interfering with TimeSlip’s locking system. I’ll keep trying to zero in on you but in the meantime I’ve downloaded all the information on sandstorms in How to survive a deadly desert. Here are a few tips:


    


    1. Wear goggles


    2. Run really fast


    3. Find somewhere to shelter


    4. Drink lots of water


    5. Get to higher ground.


    


    ‘Is that it?’ said Arkie, as she and Abu Simbel fled across the sand.


    ‘No, there’s more,’ said TJ. ‘Sandstorms in the Sahara Desert are the largest in the world. Sometimes they can even be seen from space.’


    ‘Well, I think it’s too late for 2, 3 and 5,’ shouted Arkie, looking behind her. Clouds of sand were already racing towards them – a swooshing avalanche of dust, growing higher and faster.


    The speed of the storm was mesmerising; its power so immense. Arkie was unable to move. There didn’t seem to be any point in running. There couldn’t be any escape from a storm like this. It might be the last thing she ever saw.


    Abu Simbel grabbed her arm and yanked her from her daze just as the storm overtook them in a thunderous cocoon of sound.


    Arkie coughed as the sand clogged her throat and the wind stung her eyes. Her arms and legs were being lashed by waves of sand. Her pyramid pants billowed in the fury of the wind.


    Abu Simbel wet his scarf with his water bottle and wrapped it around his head. Arkie put on her SEGs but all she could see was the dense brownish cloud swarming around them.


    They couldn’t even see the temple any more. They couldn’t go back – they had to keep going forwards.


    ‘There’s a large rock ahead,’ said Abu Simbel. ‘It will give us some shelter. We must try to reach it.’


    ‘Okay,’ yelled Arkie above the wind. ‘I’ll follow you.’


    ‘Stay close,’ said Abu Simbel, shouting in her ear. ‘If we are parted, we shall never find each other again.’


    They stumbled forwards, fighting against the storm. It was impossible to tell if they were going in the right direction.


    Arkie fell and pulled Abu Simbel down next to her, resting for a moment. He looked at her. ‘I sense you are on a quest, Arkie Sparkle. May the gods guide you.’


    And that was the last thing she heard him say.


    alone alone alone alone alone alone


    Abu Simbel had vanished.


    And Arkie was trapped by a wall of sand; there was no way around or through it.


    ‘Abu Simbel,’ she shouted. ‘Where are you?’


    The thundering wind replied.


    ‘TJ,’ shouted Arkie. ‘Can you hear me?’ She shook Lexi and sand dribbled from the earring. She tried again.


    ‘TJ,’ she said. ‘I’ve lost Abu Simbel. Can you get me out of this?’


    After a few long seconds, TJ finally answered, but her words were punctuated by static.


    ‘. . .here . . . but . . . breaking up . . . sandstorm is . . .with . . . radar . . . still . . . zone . . . you.’


    ‘Hurry, TJ,’ shouted Arkie. ‘PLEASE. I can’t breathe.’ She coughed again and again as her nose and mouth filled with sand and dust, and her ears rang with the storm.


    She was going to die here. Never seeing her mum and dad again. Never being able to tell them what had happened. Would they die too, with all hope of seeing her again – of being rescued – disappearing each day?


    Then Arkie felt herself being pulled apart as TimeSlip locked onto her and reconstructed her nearly 200 years later.


    She collapsed on the sand. She was still in the desert but it was a desert without wind, and the sky was calm and cloudless.


    Arkie coughed the sand from her lungs and took a deep, sand-free breath.


    ‘TJ,’ she said. ‘I’m back, I think.’ She checked the date on her THinc ring. ‘YES,’ she cried.


    ‘Arkie,’ said TJ. ‘Phew. That was way too close. Are you okay?’


    ‘I think so,’ said Arkie. ‘But what about Abu Simbel? And where are you?’


    ‘CamOp 18,’ said TJ. ‘BLUR is disguised as a sand dune.’


    Arkie looked around her.


    There were hundreds of sand dunes in every direction she looked.
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    Debrief


    ‘I’m never going to the beach again,’ said Arkie.


    She was standing on her head in BLUR – trying to dislodge every grain of sand that was in her hair, her ears, her nose, her teeth.


    ‘And you’ve ruined your pyramid pants,’ said TJ, inspecting the holes in them.


    ‘Well, they weren’t that great in the middle of a raging sandstorm,’ said Arkie. ‘It was like wearing a parachute. They just wanted to float in the wind.’


    ‘Well I didn’t know there was going to be a sandstorm when I designed them,’ said TJ.


    ‘It’s the desert,’ sighed Arkie. ‘There are always sandstorms.’


    Every time she spoke sand crunched through her teeth. ‘And I can’t believe you disguised BLUR as a sand dune? I could have been searching for days, months, lifetimes. It was just as well you sent Cleo out to find me.’


    Cleo barked.


    ‘Yes, you’re an excellent treasure hunter’s helper’s super-snooper dog,’ said Arkie, tickling her tummy and giving her a beef jerky treat.


    ‘Well, I’m sorry,’ said TJ in a quiet voice. ‘Even geniuses can make mistakes. And I’m still getting the hang of this treasure-hunting business.’


    Arkie smiled at her. ‘Yeah, me too,’ she said. ‘And the main thing is that we found the statue and I got the photo. But what about Abu Simbel? We were together in the sandstorm and then he just disappeared.’


    ‘I didn’t have time to explain,’ said TJ, ‘but, apparently, when two people timeslip it operates on a last-in, first-out basis so I had to timeslip Abu Simbel before you. And because he was never really there in 1817 – it was more just an impression of him – I was able to Rewind him back to 1813 to just before he met you.’


    ‘So he’s okay,’ said Arkie, smiling. ‘That’s good.’ Then she thought about TJ’s words. ‘Before he met me? So that means he won’t remember me at all?’


    ‘No,’ said TJ. ‘He won’t remember a thing about Arkie Sparkle from the world beyond.’


    ‘Nobody would believe him anyway,’ said Arkie. But now I know you really did exist, she thought.


    ‘Setting flight coordinates for home,’ said TJ. ‘According to TIC, we’ll be back just in time for dinner. I’m still starving.’


    ‘We’ve just got one more thing to do,’ said Arkie. She keyed her password into BLUR’s computer and emailed the photo of herself and Queen Nefertari to: k.napper@treasurehunt.com
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    She received a reply immediately:


    


    Treasure No. 1 verified and credit registered in treasure bank.


    Await instructions. [image: image]


    The kidnapper was online now. She emailed back as quickly as she could:


    Are Mum and Dad okay?

    Please let me speak to them.

    I just need to know they’re all right.
 [image: image]

    She stared at the screen, anxious, hopeful. The email back was prompt, and cold.


    No further communication allowed.

    This will not be repeated again: await instructions!


    [image: image]


    Arkie slumped back in her seat. Maybe next time, she thought. Maybe they’ll let me speak to Mum and Dad then. If I just keep doing everything they tell me, it will all be okay.


    ‘While you were surviving sandstorms and finding Queen Nefertari,’ said TJ, interrupting her thoughts, ‘I fixed the molecular reconstruction sequence on TimeSlip so that we can both timeslip next time. And I’ve made a special map so that we can track our travels across the world.’


    Arkie looked at the map and the small dot marking Egypt.


    One tiny dot.


    One big world.
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    What Next?


    Arkie and TJ were eating pasta in the kitchen when Cleo started barking.


    Then the doorbell rang.


    Arkie and TJ jumped off their stools and scrambled under the kitchen bench as fast as they could.


    Someone was outside.


    Someone was coming closer and closer to the window, trying to peer through the kitchen blinds.


    ‘How did they get past the front gate?’ whispered TJ as they huddled under the bench.


    ‘I don’t know,’ said Arkie. ‘I’m sure I alarmed HAL when I got home. But maybe I didn’t?’


    They could hear the person still moving around outside. Then the sound of a car door closing. Then silence.


    ‘Do you think they’ve gone?’ said TJ, after a couple of minutes.


    ‘I think so,’ said Arkie. ‘It’s quiet, and Cleo’s stopped barking.’ She crawled out from under the kitchen bench and over to the window.


    ‘There’s no one there,’ she said, lifting the blinds. ‘I’m going to check the front door.’


    She unlocked the door and opened it slowly. The driveway was empty and the front gate was closed.


    Arkie looked down at her feet.


    There was a small box on the doorstep.


    And a note.
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    In Real Life


    Abu Simbel


    Tour guides in Egypt today tell of a boy who found the temple of Ramses II nearly buried in the sand and showed John Burckhardt who then told Giovanni Belzoni. The site of the temple was named after this boy. Nothing else is known about him.
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    John Burckhardt


    John Burckhardt died in Cairo in 1817, only a few months after the temple of Ramses II had been cleared from the sand.
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    Giovanni Belzoni


    Belzoni was 1.8 metres tall and once worked as a strongman in a circus. Later, he excavated tombs and temples in Egypt. He was the first European to enter the temple of Ramses at Abu Simbel. He also discovered the entrance to the Great Pyramid at Giza and found five tombs in the Valley of the Kings, including that of the famous pharaoh Seti I.
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    The treasures of Ramses II


    Belzoni shipped all the antiquities he found in the temple back to the British Museum in London.
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    The temples at Abu Simbel


    When the two temples at Abu Simbel were in danger of being flooded by waters from Lake Nasser, a worldwide rescue plan, involving more than 100 countries, began. The temples were carefully cut into blocks by thousands of workers, numbered, and then reassembled on higher ground, like an enormous jigsaw puzzle. An artificial mountain was then built around them and that’s what you will see if you visit Egypt today.


    [image: image]

  


  
    First published 2012 in Pan by Pan Macmillan Australia Pty Ltd

    1 Market Street, Sydney 2000


    Copyright © Petra James 2012

    Illustrations copyright © Roy Chen 2012

    Copyright TJ’s Style File © Maddy Gerrard 2012


    The moral right of the author has been asserted.


    All rights reserved. This publication (or any part of it) may not be reproduced or transmitted, copied, stored, distributed or otherwise made available by any person or entity (including Google, Amazon or similar organisations), in any form (electronic, digital, optical, mechanical) or by any means (photocopying, recording, scanning or otherwise) without prior written permission from the publisher.


    This ebook may not include illustrations and/or photographs that may have been in the print edition.


    National Library of Australia

    Cataloguing-in-Publication data:

    James, Petra.


    Code crimson / Petra James.


    9781742611105 (pbk.)


    Arkie Sparkle. Treasure hunter ; 1.


    For children.


    A823.4


    Adobe eReader format: 9781743348246

    EPUB format: 9781743348253

    Online format: 9781743348239


    Typeset by XOU Creative

    Cover design by Mel Feddersen


    Macmillan Digital Australia: www.macmillandigital.com.au


    Visit www.panmacmillan.com.au to read more about all our books and to buy both print and ebooks online. You will also find features, author interviews and news of any author events.

  

OEBPS/Images/p52.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p51.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p56.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p55.jpg
But only he sees a golden queen
in a place where the sun has never been.





OEBPS/Images/p58.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p59.jpg
Kushap,

—
L U3 g
LENTIS gy





OEBPS/Images/p61.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p60.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p65.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p64.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p67.jpg
HELP!






OEBPS/Images/p66.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p69.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p68.jpg
10110






OEBPS/Styles/page-template.xpgt
 

  

  
	 
 

  
	 
 

  
	 
	 
 

  
	 
 

  
	 
	 
 

  
   
    
    
    
    
    
  
 

 

  
  
 









OEBPS/Images/p8_1.jpg
DR =57
FRERTI S o
HER Hah¥l

WSS B

Best,
Remses 11





OEBPS/Images/p71.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p74.jpg
q Cottofindthe temple.
e Got to find the treasure.
Got to find Mum and Dad






OEBPS/Images/p109_1.jpg





OEBPS/Fonts/OCRAStd.otf



OEBPS/Images/p65_2.jpg
lon: &0 ingrans

TIESIP PARBIETERS: WHIH W, Tl of R
PUACE: o S, St Il hset
TI0E: Gatlochin the mor





OEBPS/Images/p23_1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p42_1.jpg
Sunglasses





OEBPS/Images/p65_1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p42_2.jpg
a\) v
WAy
) €
\:ﬁ sand®®

a





OEBPS/Images/p67a.jpg
One head.
Check. v/
Two eyes.
Checks. V/
One nose, two arms, two feet.
Check, check, check. V///
Ten fingers, ten toes.

Check, check. //





OEBPS/Images/p23_2.jpg
MRS





OEBPS/Images/p81.jpg
Giovanni Belzoni





OEBPS/Images/p80.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p83.jpg
Qurptoms
0t
TReasWRE
uree’s THULL
&l ReSA™S
Wotsb:
okt
omg!)

*BlY EXUTENENS





OEBPS/Images/p85.jpg
011 Temple o Hamses I, elzon taking treastres





OEBPS/Images/p86.jpg
I g sacd





OEBPS/Images/p88.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p86a.jpg





OEBPS/Images/arrow.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p10.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p97.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p12.jpg
AR ESEARKLY
e Bots sifflen %R gRai
RY-AH N TG

Pl woad fo ol iiem alalay
[0 il ool fplollilce]

Gol o flenzlioe Bo0d 1iRe oo ol
T ANEIRneRseViEnRcntlncntisitoflunicoved]
finBonRes opopeall ol nem
ERugeRs ghel noll goetend o,

Deven olned fg pengles poon nlot
fion enlin foensnned ol oo fiat
fillg=R Gime Bz loss Bo pons Renod
iz o) oo neel Bo malie o cloak
[whEnge I RtheRureAsu: EcihaveloelEn} {lolunic
ol goneats whl] Be fofe oot sanaks
[ SURHAVERSEVENEDLS]
[CRIEISE) |

¥






OEBPS/Images/p11.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p112.jpg
D e,
K l Hunggs

1 Petradamey o°®°® 00
S
T

Ausgust 2012





OEBPS/Images/p111.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p14.jpg
CnnE ‘,}«/"“’ fims for o cop
NO time fo wf«f('u
wg mﬁwﬁ Mm URGENT

co0€ VERMLLON: URGEN
Covg CRIMSON s URAENT Nf UhnenT!





OEBPS/Images/p110.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p16.jpg
11 years old

Blue eyes
Brown hair

Oval glasses

140 cm tall (and hoping
for a growth spurt soon)

UMy ot

WY © @ s
" om

 Morddlssbaa (sister, 15 yoars ko)

- Barks n code
+ Smntastpose caadog

MyhoBBIES G 2 s
* Leariog Russian

MESSAGE BOARD

e

MY HEROES B ) s

" Centaoou Vo
promrol

oy

e i

oo

Totcuison P

enmavann < sg2

MY MOSTCHERISHED WISH 3 )
~ Tobo on urior Gonis.
—the best iz show it verkd

MyBESTRRIEND © D @5
e &





OEBPS/Images/p18.jpg





OEBPS/Images/title.jpg
ARKlE
SPARK LE

@
00@ e@@
000®
Petra James
Illustrated by Roy Chen

AN
PaoMacrtn R





OEBPS/Images/p19.jpg
- e
e o

~
You BN,
wATCHED 7






OEBPS/Images/p20_1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p43_1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p20.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p23.jpg
Wihea S Bl





OEBPS/Images/p22.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p100.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p25.jpg
When qods bathe in the light

One s farever lost from sight

Butonly he sees a golden queen

ina place where the sun has never been.
PP,

Taresste

etk st ol ourall it

R ———





OEBPS/Images/p24.jpg
DATANIAY





OEBPS/Images/p105.jpg
TENPLE OF RAMSES 11
Egypts A

Coirune: 223w
Uongitude: 31-626E_

DATAMAX





OEBPS/Images/p104.jpg
TENPLE OF RAMSES 11

Egypt. Arrics
Longitude:

3
irazhE_

S e e DATAMAX _





OEBPS/Images/p28.jpg
Fesce e
PaTATE fRiTTE
= FisH 4 Ciies

(bt it

Seunos
Muck
Funcier
W ITALT 4 W),





OEBPS/Images/p109.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p110_1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p107.jpg
Basae ¢

s

s

Look inside





OEBPS/Images/p1.jpg
THIRC

Treasure Hunter
1ncorporated






OEBPS/Images/p5.jpg
Sure ST
Y

TS U






OEBPS/Images/p6.jpg
Treasure Hunter's Handbook
42a Treasure hunters must be able to think on all
‘parts of their anatomy.

42D Batteries on the blink can be warmed up in
o ta caueeze a little more energy out before





OEBPS/Images/p7.jpg
Morse Code

Unpack the dishwesher





OEBPS/Images/p8.jpg
Greek.

ayopalovy Kevobpyta MexTpikés oTikes
Buy mew paterics





OEBPS/Images/p9.jpg
Kinds of Parents
Exams-are-bad parents
Boringlunch parents
Exams-are-good parents
Notenoughhomework parents
WhenT-wasyoung parents

‘Too-much-homework parents





OEBPS/Images/p30.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p32.jpg
\saratie A

Vet
complicated
Nads iy el
qroa Hom =

marent





OEBPS/Images/p31.jpg
SRRRRRS < o afkio' N o M KiE M NN R e NEEQu

The NATO

‘phanetic alphabet
Aipha (Altan)
B (B Vo)
e (Oharles)
bt @)
o (KON
Forrot  (Poks Tro)
wr  Gan
Bt (GoTaD
India (InDee AR)
Dl GowlesB)
Ko eyl
uma CeeMa)
MK )
November  (Ho Vom Ber)
Osear (@ssan)

@y
(xehBeck)
CRow e 0B)
(8eo AlrAY)
(Tang Go)
CXouNeo Porm)
ik
(Wi Ke)
(Bt Ray)
(Yang Key)

(o0 Loo)





OEBPS/Images/p34.jpg






OEBPS/Images/p35.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p37.jpg
(RMDMfLAf,E
0PTINnG

1. Cikcus Tgur
2-Smou can
T MR WPy
A- Eardors Machiwe
S Bouney Chsmg
b- 8us SToP
7. CUMULUS CLowey
8. LARSE Horge
9. FRENDLY GuanT
10 TELEPHDNIE Box.






OEBPS/Images/p41.jpg
LAST YE#

CLgruant
CREY





OEBPS/Images/p40.jpg
| WELGR A
USRS





OEBPS/Images/p43.jpg
Snake-skin cuff
(imitation, of course)





OEBPS/Images/p42.jpg
‘pyramid pants





OEBPS/Images/p45.jpg
—





OEBPS/Images/p44.jpg





OEBPS/Images/p49.jpg





OEBPS/Images/pi.jpg





