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Dedicated to the patience of the wife who has vicariously been forced to live the adventure when the children and I have been so wrapped up in it.
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ORIGINS OF THE MAGDON:

VALLEY OF THE KINGS

 

 

 

 

 

 

	Valley Of The Kings
 A valley on the west bank of the Nile near 
the site of Thebes: the necropolis of many 
of the kings and queens of the 18th and 19th dynasties of ancient Egypt, c1350–c1200 b.c.




 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER ONE

An unexpected telegram

 

The sound of metal clashing against metal echoed around the vast hall. Two figures clad in protective clothing and head protectors danced an elegant dance as they attacked and parried each other. Both of them were confident in their movement and precise in their attacks.

	There was no other sound save for the metal of the swords as they clashed and clinked against one another. Finally one of the pair landed a glancing blow hard against the other’s right arm. Immediately the opponent dropped the sword to their side and bowed their head in defeat.

‘Giving up quickly today!’ A young woman’s voice mocked as she stepped back and raised her sword to her face in respect. ‘Surely it didn’t hurt that much.’

‘We’ve been at it an hour.’ Archy replied as he pulled the protective headgear off and wiped the beads of sweat from his brow.

	Archy had changed in the last three years. Having followed his heart into history after the events at Vercovicium, he had enrolled at King’s College London and begun studying ancient history and archaeology. The events of summer 1911 gave him the edge over his fellow students. He had become fuelled by the desire to know more about what had happened to him and understand more about what he had seen.

	Archy’s blonde hair was longer now, messily hanging over his ears. A little unkempt, much to the annoyance of his tutors. Archy kept it more out of defiance than anything else. Tussling his hair he now looked across at his opponent who had also removed her headwear allowing her vibrant red hair to cascade down over her shoulders.

‘You’ve hardly even broken into a sweat.’ Archy chuckled as he stepped across the impressive hall to deposit his sword onto a nearby bench.

	Lily Creswell was a year younger than Archy, at nineteen she was an athletic young woman. The pair had met when they had both enrolled in the fencing team which had been initially unwilling to accept Lily into the fold. Archy had fought her corner and reluctantly she had been allowed a place and since then the pair had been inseparable.

Their friendship flourished as did their skills with sabres and swords as they practised daily after lectures.

Tonight being no exception.

‘We could always go again.’ Lily offered with a giggle as she began to step out of her protective clothing.

‘Not a chance,’ Archy smiled warmly. ‘I know when I'm beaten.’

	It didn’t take long for the pair to pack their things away. As the late-spring drizzle began to fall from the heavy clouded sky, they stepped out of the hall. The campus was an impressive sight and even though the hour was late some students still meandered around the campus clutching books and papers against the inclement weather.

‘Archy, Archy.’ Now within the large courtyard, an eager voice bellowed from somewhere across it.

	Scanning around Archy searched for the source of the voice and sighed when he recognised who had been shouting.

	Dickie was a first-year student who Archy’s tutors paired him with as a sort of mentor. The younger man was keen but to an uncomfortable level and followed Archy like a lost puppy whenever he was able to.

Dickie was overweight and already showing the signs of thinning hair even at such a young age. Archy had managed to avoid the eager panting of the young man all of the day so far, but the sense of dismay was undeniable as he tried to paint an awkward smile on his face.

‘What is it, Dickie?’ Archy asked, rolling his eyes at Lily, who suppressed her smile and chuckle.

‘Archy, Archy.’ He repeated as he waddled across the courtyard waving an envelope in his chubby hand.

‘I bloody know my name, what is it?’

	Panting from his sudden exertion and effort, Dickie stopped short of Archy and Lily struggling to catch his breath. The rotund young man leant himself forward and placed his hands on his knees trying to snatch enough air into his lungs to be able to speak.

‘This just came for you; I was told to bring it to you straight away.’

	There was an undeniable excitement in Dickie’s tone as he finally managed to calm his ragged breaths. With enough composure to stand tall, the younger man held out the envelope. Archy took it and moved back to the doorway from which he had come to shelter from the rain.

	Opening the blank envelope Archy withdrew a neatly folded telegram and began reading the contents. Archy could smell the fresh ink of the printed letters as he slowly read its contents:

	

April 21st 1914
Cairo, Egypt to
London, King’s College
Archibald Skevington

 

I am currently employed by Lord Carnarvon and undertaking excavations at the Valley of The Kings in Egypt. A dear friend of mine has spoken vehemently of you regarding a recent discovery within the Valley.
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