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FOR ELLIE - HW

FOR HARRIET - BM


This is a story about Violet Remy-Robinson.

Violet lives with her parents, Camille and Benedict, as well as her cat, Pudding, and her cockatoo, the Maharani. Her home is a flat that backs onto a large garden, called a communal garden, which is shared by all the people who live in the houses around it. Violet’s special friends who live there are Rose and Art and Art’s great-aunt, an eccentric lady called Dee Dee Derota.

Violet is always on the lookout for a mystery and, together with Rose and Art, she has already solved three crimes – the theft of an expensive jewel that belonged to Dee Dee, the kidnapping of the cockatoo who now lives with her, the Maharani, and last year, when the three friends were on holiday in Venice, they even helped catch a gang of smugglers! In each of these cases, they had a little help from a policeman called PC Green. (Very little, Violet would say, although PC Green may say differently.)
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Now, as you may have guessed from the title, this book is about mummies and all things Ancient Egyptian, so I thought I would introduce you to the main characters in the story by telling you their favourite Ancient Egyptian fact.
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It all began on a miserable, wet and cold January afternoon.

It was just the sort of weather that makes you want to curl up and eat warm, buttery crumpets and drink hot chocolate, so you will be pleased to hear that is exactly what Violet was doing. She was sitting in her cosy kitchen, after a very dull day at school and a soaking-wet walk home with her best friend, Rose, and she was trying to warm up and cheer up. Pudding, Violet’s cat, was on her knee, hoping a bit of crumpet would miss Violet’s mouth and end up in his. And the Maharani, Violet’s cockatoo, was perched by the window, surveying the wintry weather with disgust.
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‘Did you see the postcards for you?’ Norma, the Remy-Robinsons’ housekeeper, asked.

Violet shook her head and Norma handed them to her.

The first was a picture of a bright red sports car and, when she turned it over, her godfather, Johnny, had written on the back, Your First Car?!

Violet giggled. At Christmas, she had spent a very jolly week in Dorset with her parents, Benedict and Camille, and Johnny and his wife Elena. They had stayed in a cottage that was at the end of a long dirt track. Much to Camille’s disapproval, Johnny and Benedict had taught Violet how to drive a car. She had loved it, almost as much as playing poker, which Johnny had taught her when she was very little, and they always had a game when they were together.

The other postcard had a picture of an Egyptian mummy on the front, with the words, ‘Greetings from the Museum of Egyptian Antiquities, Cairo’. As you may know, Cairo is the capital city of Egypt and, although Violet had never been there, she knew all about the museum, because it was where her Aunt Matilde, Camille’s sister, worked as a Professor of Egyptology.
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Matilde was the opposite of Camille – she never wore a skirt or carried a handbag and her pockets were always full of penknives, magnifying glasses and strange ancient objects that she had found. She had crazy, curly black hair and little square glasses that always seemed to be slipping down her nose. Matilde had a daughter named Agnes, who looked exactly like a mini version of Matilde, except she had her father’s dark skin. He was an Egyptian archaeologist named Akhil and, although Matilde and he were divorced, they were still great friends. Akhil lived around the corner from Matilde, and Agnes went between the two houses. Violet and Agnes were almost exactly the same age and, despite the fact that Violet lived in London and Agnes lived in Cairo, they knew each other very well because they often stayed together with Grand-mère in the south of France.
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Agnes and Violet got on brilliantly most of the time, but they did have their quarrels, usually because Agnes was what you would describe as a little, or more accurately a lot, on the naughty side. She particularly loved practical jokes. Sometimes they were great fun and Violet was happy to play along, but sometimes Agnes went too far and got them into lots of trouble. For instance, last time they had all stayed at Grand-mère’s, Agnes had persuaded Violet to hide Agnes’s pet rat, Mr Ratty, in Benedict and Camille’s bed. Agnes adored Mr Ratty and Violet could see that he was rather sweet in a furry, brown, ratty sort of way. He lived in a small bag, called the Ratbag, which Agnes carried everywhere. Anyway, for most people, finding a rat in your bed would be bad enough, but Mr Ratty had a particular fondness for people’s noses and had bitten Benedict’s as Violet’s father had tried to remove the rat from the bed. Benedict had ended up with a large plaster on his nose and had failed to see anything funny about the joke.

I could go on, but we need to get back to the postcard. On it, written in Agnes’s large, loopy handwriting, were the words, J’ARRIVE!!! which means I’M COMING!!! in French. Violet was baffled. Her mother hadn’t mentioned that her aunt and cousin were coming to stay, and when she asked Norma she had no idea either. Oh well, Violet thought, I’ll ask Mama later.
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Six o’clock was the magical hour for the Remy-Robinsons, when Violet’s mother and father, having finished work, would drink a cocktail and discuss their day with Violet. That evening, as her parents sipped hot rum punch, Violet showed them the postcard. Camille was as puzzled as Violet, and was about to say so, when the telephone rang. Benedict picked it up, while Camille and Violet listened.
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‘Hello? Hello, Matilde, how are you? We were just talking about you . . . You have some exciting news? . . . Shall I pass you to Camille? . . . No, okay . . .’ There was a long pause. ‘Well, that does sound exciting. Queen Nefertiti? Really? And the mummy is here in the British Museum? . . . So you’re coming to London next week . . . and Agnes? She’s coming too . . . How . . . er . . . marvellous . . . Here’s Camille . . . she’s desperate to talk to you . . .’

Camille took the receiver and immediately started gabbling in French to her sister.

‘Matilde thinks that there’s a link between Queen Nefertiti and a mummy in the British Museum. She’s coming over to investigate further. She thinks the mummy may lead to Nefertiti’s long-lost tomb!’ Benedict explained to Violet.

‘Wow! That would be amazing!’ Violet gasped. ‘It would be as incredible as when Tutankhamun was found.’ As far as Violet was concerned, Ancient Egypt was the most interesting thing that she had ever studied at school.

‘I agree that is very exciting, but Akhil is away on a dig, so it does mean that Agnes is coming with Matilde,’ Benedict said rather unenthusiastically, taking a large slurp of rum punch.

‘Oh, it’s going to be such fun!’ Camille exclaimed, having said goodbye to her sister.

‘I’m just saying this now so there’s absolutely no confusion,’ Benedict said, stroking his nose protectively. ‘I am not having that rat in our flat under any circumstances.’
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Camille swung immediately into action and over the next week she had arranged for Matilde and Agnes to rent a teeny flat across the garden, in the building next to Violet’s great friends, Dee Dee and Art. And, because they might be spending some time in England, Camille had persuaded Violet’s headmistress, Mrs Rumperbottom, to allow Agnes to attend St Catherine’s for the rest of the term.

‘Are you sure that’s a good idea?’ Benedict had asked, when he thought Violet wasn’t listening. ‘Agnes can be quite . . . boisterous.’

‘I’m aware of that but Matilde assures me that she is much calmer, and has hardly been in trouble at all recently, so I’m sure it will work out perfectly,’ Camille replied with a dismissive wave of her hand.
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8.30 a.m.: Mrs Register, the form teacher

‘Well, girls, I’d like you all to welcome Violet’s cousin, Agnes. She lives in Cairo in Egypt normally, but she’s going to spend the rest of the term with us here, which is nice. So I’d like you all to be kind to Agnes while she settles in. It can be very scary starting a new school.’

10.30 a.m.: Mr Comma, the English teacher

‘I know it’s your first day, Agnes, but I would appreciate it if you would stop talking. And Violet and Rose, stop listening. Thank you.’

10.35 a.m.

‘Agnes!’

10.40 a.m.

‘I’m sorry to do this on your first day, Agnes, but I am going to have to warn you properly. At St Catherine’s, if you talk in class, you get something called a debit. If you say another word, you are going to get one. If you get three debits in a week then you have to go and see the headmistress.’

10.45 a.m.

‘I’m sorry, but I am going to give you all – Violet, Rose and Agnes – a debit.’

11 a.m.: Agnes and Violet, breaktime

‘I cannot believe, Violet, that you have a best friend who cries when she gets told off.’

‘Don’t be mean. Rose has just never had a debit before.’

11.30 a.m.: Miss Sums, the maths teacher

‘Is that a note in your hand, Violet? Bring it up here immediately! Well, I can see it’s not your writing, but you know we don’t pass notes here. I’m giving you a debit for setting such a bad example to your cousin. And whoever wrote this, I’m sorry you felt the need to be rude about the size of my bottom.’

1 p.m.: Rose, lunchtime

‘No, really, Violet, you must sit with Agnes – she’s your cousin and it’s her first day. I’m quite happy sitting with Lydia.’
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2 p.m.: Mr Paint, the art teacher

‘Is that a RAT in here? How revolting! Up on your chairs while I try and catch it! How did it get in here? What did you say, Agnes? I see. Kindly get your rat then and, since it’s your first day, as long as you don’t ever, ever bring it back into school, we won’t say anything else about it.’

3.45 p.m.: Violet, Rose and Agnes, on the way home from school

A frosty silence, broken by Agnes.

‘So, Violet, can we play in the garden when we get back?’

‘I’ve got a climbing lesson and then a chess lesson, but maybe quickly after that.’

‘Would you like to play?’ Agnes asked Rose half-heartedly.

‘No thank you,’ Rose replied briskly. ‘I’ve got my ballet class.’

‘Ballet?’ Agnes sneered. ‘What – do you waltz around in a tutu – all la-la-la? Don’t you find that SO boring?’

‘No, not at all,’ Rose replied coldly.

‘You should try kung fu, it’s so much more fun!’ And Agnes did a few moves for Rose. ‘Did I tell you I’m a black belt? Which is, like, the best. I am a lethal weapon.’
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‘Yes, I think you did mention it on the way to school, and then at breaktime, and then again at lunchtime,’ Rose said.

5.45 p.m.: the communal garden

By coincidence, Violet and Rose wandered out into the garden at the same moment that evening, having finished their homework and activities. It was practically dark and Art and some other children were finishing a game of football. Both girls saw Agnes tackle Stanley, Rose’s older brother, and then kick the ball effortlessly through the goal. Everyone cheered and slapped her on the back.
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