
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



[image: ]

The Pharaoh's Whisper

Unwrapping the Curse of Tutankhamun

[image: ][image: ]

––––––––

Author

Dr Reda Hamed



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE PHARAOH'S WHISPER: UNWRAPPING THE CURSE OF TUTANKHAMUN

    

    
      First edition. August 26, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Dr Reda Hamed.

    

    
    
      Written by Dr Reda Hamed.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Dr Reda Hamed

	    

      
	    
          
	      AI IN BUSINESS

          
        
          
	          Smart Scale: AI For Business

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Guardians of the Pyramid

          
        
          
	          The Book of the Dead

          
        
          
	          The Pharaoh's Whisper: Unwrapping the Curse of Tutankhamun

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      mystery of KHAFRE Pyramid

          
        
          
	          The 432 Code

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      self-help and personnel development

          
        
          
	          Awaken Your Inner Power

          
        
          
	          Unlock Your Potential: AI Awakened

          
        
      

      
    
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Introduction
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The Breath of the Ancients

The sand of the Valley of the Kings holds a memory. It recalls the chisel strokes of ancient craftsmen, the silent footsteps of priests, and the solemn processions that laid god-kings to rest. For over three millennia, it has kept a secret slumbering in the deep, hot darkness—a secret named Tutankhamun.
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[image: ]


Then, on a day like any other in 1922, the sand shifted: a step was found, a seal was broken, and with the first crack of light piercing the eternal darkness, the modern world collided with the ancient. A legend was born not from gold, but from fear.

––––––––
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This is not just the story of the greatest archaeological discovery of all time. It is not merely a catalog of breathtaking artifacts—thrones of lapis lazuli, chariots of gilded wood, a death mask of pure, haunting gold. This is the story of the shadow that followed the light. It is the story of a whisper on the wind that grew into a scream in the headlines: the curse of the pharaohs.

––––––––
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“Death shall come on swift wings to him who disturbs the peace of the King.” Therefore, the legend goes. However, did those words ever truly exist? On the other hand, were they a phantom conjured by a sensational press and a world hungry for mystery after the horrors of a world war?

In this book, we will descend those sixteen steps with Howard Carter and Lord Carnarvon. We will feel the awe of that first glimpse into “wonderful things.” However, we will also stand in the hospital room as Carnarvon takes his final, feverish breath in Cairo, and we will watch as the city’s lights mysteriously flicker and die. We will follow the trail of tragedy, coincidence, and media frenzy that claimed the lives of two dozen people connected to the tomb and branded a supernatural warning onto the collective consciousness of humanity.

We will sift through the sands of fact and fiction, consulting the excavators’ journals, the sensational reports of journalists such as Arthur Wigfall, and the sober analyses of modern scientists. We will explore the psychological power of such a curse and its enduring grip on our imagination.

––––––––
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Prepare to unlock the tomb once more. However, be warned: some doors, once opened, can never truly be closed. The pharaoh’s whisper awaits.

Introduction of the Author

At the beginning of the twentieth century, this great discovery, which was considered the greatest archaeological discovery in the history of humanity, was accompanied by many mysterious and exciting events that some interpreted as the curse of the pharaohs. I narrated the historical events as they were in a literary and interesting style for the reader, and I relied on documented sources that I mentioned at the end of the book for those who wanted to refer to them. I left it to the reader to judge what happened. Is it really the curse of the Pharaohs? Or are they supernatural phenomena with another name? Let the judgment be yours, dear reader. I hope you enjoy this book, which narrates historical facts in an enjoyable literary form. In the end, you are the one who judge these events.

Dr Reda Hamed 
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Chapter 1: The Sealed Door
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The sun over the Valley of the Kings did not rise as much as ignite. A slow, brutal combustion set the limestone cliffs ablaze, bleaching the sky a pale, unforgiving blue and pouring heat into the deep, dry wound in the earth that was the Theban necropolis. By eight in the morning, it was already an anvil. The air, thick and heavy, shimmered over the desolation like a waking dream, distorting the tombs of forgotten pharaohs that pockmarked the hillsides.

For Howard Carter, the heat was a familiar adversary, a constant companion in his seven-year quest. It was November 1, 1922, and this season felt different. It was saturated with a finality that clung to him like the ever-present dust. Six previous campaigns, funded by his patient, long-suffering patron, George Edward Stanhope Molyneux Herbert, the 5th Earl of Carnarvon, had yielded little more than frustration and the mocking whispers of his peers. The consensus in the smoky drawing rooms of London and the crowded cafés of Cairo was clear: the Valley was exhausted. The American dilettante, Theodore Davis, had even published a book proclaiming just that, smugly titled The Tombs of Harmhabi and Touatânkhamoun. The Valley, he declared, was done. There was nothing left to find.

However, Carter, a man built of wiry resilience and obsessional focus, refused to believe it. His mind kept returning to a faience cup and a tiny, overlooked cache of funerary items, all bearing the name of an obscure, almost erased pharaoh: Tutankhamun. These fragments were clues, and to Carter, they were a siren's call. He had mapped the Valley with a scholar's precision and a gambler's intuition. There was one last spot, a small triangle of land littered with the ancient rubble of workmen's huts, right at the base of the towering tomb of Rameses VI. It was the only place he had not fully excavated, a victim of its inconvenient location and its unassuming appearance. To everyone else, it was inconsequential. To Carter, it was the last card he had to play.

Convincing Lord Carnarvon to fund one last season had been a delicate operation. His Lordship, ensconced in the gilded luxury of Highclere Castle, was a connoisseur of speed and sensation—fast cars and ancient mysteries. However, even his considerable fortune and patience were not infinite. The romance of Egypt was fading under the harsh, unproductive light of empty ledgers. The correspondence between them that summer had been tense. Carnarvon’s letters, typed on thick, crested stationery, were polite but firm; the funding could not continue indefinitely. Carter’s replies, scrawled in his precise hand from his modest house at Deir el-Bahri, were desperate, pleading, and utterly convinced. He had staked his entire professional reputation, his very identity, on this one patch of ground.

Now, standing on that very patch, he felt the pressure like a physical weight on his shoulders. He adjusted his pith helmet, the felt lining already damp with sweat, and surveyed his small crew. His foreman, the serious and efficient Ahmed Gerigar, stood ready. A dozen workers, their faces etched by sun and hardship, leaned on their picks, waiting for the command. They were the best in the business, handpicked by Carter for their skill and discretion. They had shared in his disappointments; he prayed they would now share in his triumph.

"Yalla," he said his voice rough from dust and tobacco. The word, an Arabic imperative to begin, was all that was needed.

The work began with a rhythm born of long practice. The men swung their picks, the sound a dull, metallic chunk against the compacted shale and limestone chip. Boys, their small frames straining, followed behind, hauling the debris away in large, woven wicker baskets. The dust rose in great, suffocating plumes, coating everything—their lungs, their skin, their simple galabiyas—in a fine, pale powder, turning them into ghosts of their labor.

Day one yielded nothing but the foundations of the ancient huts. Carter supervised every moment, his hawk-like eyes missing nothing. He would kneel, sift through a basket of rubble, examine a potsherd, and toss it aside with a grunt. The tension was a live wire.

Day 2 was a carbon copy. More heat, more dust, more nothing. The workers' initial energy began to wane, replaced by the stoic resignation of men digging their own graves. Carter felt a cold knot of dread tightening in his stomach. What if he was wrong? What if Carnarvon’s skepticism was justified? The specter of returning to England, to a life of painting watercolors for tourists and being a footnote in the history of Egyptology was a humiliation he could not bear.

The morning of the third day, November 4, dawned with a peculiar, heavy silence. The optimism of a new season had been utterly sandblasted away. Carter moved among the men, not barking orders, but watching, his silence more intimidating than any shout.

Then, just after the simple breakfast of bread and beans, the world shifted on its axis.

The sound was different. Not the dull chunk against stone, but a hollow, empty thud. It was the sound of emptiness, of a void. It came from a seemingly barren spot near the entrance to the tomb of Rameses VI, where a young water-boy was idly swinging his pick to clear a path.

The boy froze his eyes wide. The unnatural sound cut through the morning’s rhythm like a knife. All activity ceased. The other workers turned, their tools falling silent. Carter, his senses instantly electrified, was at the boy's side in three long strides.

"Effendim..." the boy stammered, pointing at the ground. Mabrouk!" Congratulations. However, it was not a congratulation; it was a statement of awe, a superstitious acknowledgment of fate.

Carter dropped to his knees, ignoring the sharp stones that dug into his flesh. He brushed away the dry soil with his bare hands, his fingers, though calloused, moving with a delicate, urgent precision. His heart was a frantic drumbeat against his ribs, so loud he was sure the men could hear it.

He uncovered not the bedrock of the valley, but a hard, dressed surface. A step. Cut cleanly and deliberately into the living rock beneath the debris of centuries.

A profound silence fell over the crew, a silence so deep and complete it seemed to swallow the very wind. The only sounds were Carter's ragged breathing and the frantic, scraping whisper of small hand tools as he and Gerigar worked together to clear more of the find.

Another step was revealed. In addition, another. A staircase, descending steeply into the dark, cool belly of the mountain, following the natural slope of the valley. The air that wafted from the opening was startlingly cool and carried the faint, dry scent of immense age.

By noon, under the merciless zenith of the sun, they had cleared twelve steps. This revealed the upper portion of a doorway, sealed with ancient plaster that was the color of old ivory. In addition, stamped across the plaster were the distinct oval impressions of seals.

Carter's hands trembled slightly as he took a soft brush from his pocket and gently dusted the surface of one seal. His experienced eyes, squinting in the shadow of the staircase, scanned the imagery. It was a necropolis seal: the jackal god Anubis, crouching over nine bound captives—the unmistakable symbol of the royal guards who patrolled this sacred city of the dead. His torch beam danced over the surface of the next seal. The plaster was ancient, cracked with a web of fine lines, but it was intact. It had not been disturbed for millennia.

A wild, soaring elation threatened to overwhelm him. This was it. The moment he had lived for. However, instantly, it was tempered by a cold, professional splash of reality. His trained eye caught something else. Just to the side of the sealed entrance, the rubble was different. The type of stone chips, the way they had fallen... He saw the unmistakable signs of a later, crude repair job. This doorway had been opened, at least once, and then re-sealed. This was not a pristine, untouched discovery. It was a puzzle. Had it been plundered in antiquity? Was he staring at another empty shell, like all the others Davis had found? The boy-king's rest had been disturbed. The question was, to what extent?

The emotional whiplash was dizzying. From the pinnacle of hope to the abyss of doubt in a single second. He looked at the faces of his crew, their eyes wide with a mixture of excitement and superstitious fear. They understood the magnitude of the find. They also understood the taboos.

He had to know more. The urge to take a pick and smash through the door now was almost a physical pain. However, Howard Carter was a man of rigid principle and Victorian discipline. This was Carnarvon's dig. Carnarvon's money. Carnarvon's moment. To open it without him would be the deepest betrayal of trust and professionalism. The find belonged to them both.

He made a fateful, almost superhuman decision. He stood up, his knees cracking, and turned to Ahmed Gerigar.

"We will fill it in," he said, his voice surprisingly steady.

Gerigar stared at him, disbelief etched on his face. "Effendi?"

"Fill it in," Carter repeated, more firmly. "Every single step. Then you will post a guard. Four men. They will sleep here, they will eat here. They will not leave this spot until I return. Do you understand?"

––––––––
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To the watching workers, it must have seemed like madness. To unearth a king's tomb and then bury it again? However, Carter's authority was absolute. The order was followed without question. As the men began the heartbreaking task of shoveling back the earth they had so painstakingly removed, Carter turned and strode quickly back to his house.

His mind was racing. Security was paramount. News of such a discovery would spread through the villages of Gurna and the bazaars of Luxor like wildfire, attracting every thief, opportunist, and official from the Antiquities Service. It had to be protected until the man who held the excavation permit—Lord Carnarvon—could be present.

He entered his modest home, the stonewalls offering a respite from the hammering sun. He went straight to his desk, a chaotic mess of papers, sketches, and pottery fragments. He needed to send a telegram. However, it had to be perfect. It had to convey the seismic importance of the discovery without explicitly stating it, in case the nosy telegraph operators in Luxor intercepted it. It had to be a message that only Carnarvon would fully understand.

He picked up his pen, dipped it in the inkwell, and stared at the blank page. Only the frantic buzzing of a fly against the windowpane broke the silence in the room. He took a deep breath, the image of the sealed doorway burning behind his eyes.

He began to write, his hand steady now, each word chosen with the care of a jeweler selecting gems.

"At last have made wonderful discovery in Valley; a magnificent tomb with seals intact; re-covered same for your arrival; congratulations."

He read it over. "Wonderful discovery." "Magnificent tomb." "Seals intact." It was a masterpiece of British understatement and coded excitement. It would ignite Carnarvon's imagination without providing any concrete details that could be leaked. The final word, "congratulations," was not from an employee to his boss, but from one partner to another. They had done it.

He gave the message to his most trusted servant, ordering him to take the ferry across the Nile to the telegraph office in Luxor immediately and to wait for a reply.

The hours that followed were an exquisite torture. Carter paced the veranda, his gaze constantly drawn to the distant, now-quiet excavation site. He chain-smoked his way through a pack of Egyptian cigarettes, the smoke a poor substitute for the dust of the valley. His mind was a riot of possibilities. He imagined chamber after chamber overflowing with gold, the untouched burial of a pharaoh. Then, he imagined a single, plundered room, containing only a broken pot and the bitter taste of failure. The duality was maddening.

He checked and re-checked his photographic equipment, his excavation notebooks, his stores of packing materials. Every noise from the path made him start, expecting a messenger with a return cable.

Two days later, the reply came. It was brief and to the point: Carnarvon and his daughter, Lady Evelyn Herbert, were departing immediately. They would sail from Marseilles and arrive in Luxor as soon as humanly possible.
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