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Preface

When at home in his bedroom, Kevin hears the clock strike one. Moments later it once
more strikes one and then it strikes for a third time. The air seems to shimmer and a circle of
light shines and he hears a chant telling him to come through. He enters the ring of light to
find he has been transmitted back in time to an age of the pyramids where he is mistaken for
a god. But everything is not as it first appears as the people speak his tongue and have not
heard of the pharaohs.
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Chapter 1
Robbers

A scrape of a chisel on a piece of hard rock screeched out a loud scream into the still black
night.
“Shh, be careful or they’ll hear us,” sounded a voice in a hushed whisper.
“Don’t worry; they’ll be tucked up in their beds at this time of night.”
“What if the priests send someone to check? It’s just the thing that they’re likely to do.
They rob us blind and then stop us from getting our fair share with the threat of death while
they live in luxury in the palace.”
“When you’re the Grand Master of the Temple then you too will want to protect your
position and you’ll torture anyone who threatens you, just as he will if he finds us.” The first
man gave a sniff but said nothing and carried on digging. They were out in the desert in the
valley of the gods. This is the place where all the great tombs are located and it was only a
few weeks that the last king was laid to rest in his great tomb. The priests had warned
everyone connected with the building of the tomb not to reveal its location but the robbers at
present digging, had soon found it by looking for a pile of recent debris showing that
excavations had taken place near here and the only thing that was being built would be a new
tomb.
The sun was rising and a streak of light lit up the west wall. In another hour the whole
valley would be in bright sunshine making it possible for any watcher or traveller to see into
the whole valley and take note of their presence. The tomb robbers must be undercover
before then. They collected their tools and made their way directly across the valley going to
an old tomb that had been robbed many years before. This tomb had been left plundered and
the body had gone leaving the tomb empty and more importantly because the body had been
taken, no one had bothered to seal up the entrance. It made a cool place for the men to rest
through the daytime and the new tomb was in sight across the valley. They could leave one
man to watch and see if the priests sent the temple guards to check the latest tomb. The men
relaxed on their bedrolls knowing that in a couple of nights the steps leading to the sealed
entrance would be reached.
After a day sleeping and relaxing the sun finally dipped down below the mountains rim.
The lookout reported that all was clear and the men gathered their tools and made their way
back to the tomb. Within the hour the top of the doorway had been reached and now the men
set about their task with renewed vigour. It took most of the night to clear the door and now
they had to decide whether to risk trying to break through or leave it and break in when it
became dark once more. The risk was that now any traveller could see that fresh digging was
being carried out and that spelt danger for them.
As they were tired from digging they decided to sleep. Crossing the valley again the
lookout was told to keep a sharp eye out as they were close to getting their hands on some
treasure.
An hour before sundown the men were awoken for a small meal and after being reassured
that no one had been seen in the valley they set out to go across to the new tomb. With the
only path leading in or out not being used their secret was safe. The three men arrived at the
doorway before the sun had set to use the last of the light to break into the tomb. The
doorway had been covered by a wall of plaster with a cartouche of the dead king set in relief
in the middle. A metal bar soon broke through to reveal the door with its seal. A sharp knife
was produced and used to cut the rope holding a great seal that proclaimed the name of the
king occupying the tomb and telling all who saw the seal that the tomb was protected by gods

of the underworld and a horrible death awaited those who would dare to interfere with the last
resting place of the king.
The rope holding the seal was thick and had also been soaked in a tar like substance to
preserve it from rot. The tar had set hard and took a lot of cutting before it fell apart.
The iron bar was hammered into the wood and levered out to force the door. With a
splintering sound of tortured wood the door gave and the robbers entered the passage of the
tomb.
The last rays of the sun lit the doorway and a little way into the tomb. One of the robbers
rummaged in a bag and brought out a small oil lamp. A scrape of flint and a feeble yellow
light lit the passage. The air had a sweet pungent aroma from the various scents and herbs
used in the burial rites and also from the food that was left for the king’s last journey that was
now rotting. A few grave goods had been placed besides the plastered wall but these were
ignored. Ahead was another door but this time one made from metal with strips of bronze
inlaid in the middle. The men had expected something like this and brought the chisels out to
attack the stone where the hinges were inset as being the weakest place. An hour later both
hinges on the right hand side were exposed and door levered open.
Two rooms set at either side of the passage were crammed with goods and also food and
jars of wine. One of the robbers broke open the seal on one of the jars and poured out a
generous helping of wine into a metal goblet. After drinking deeply he handed the goblet to
his companions. Moments later a long low whistle sounded from the entrance. The men froze
at the sound because it meant that someone had entered the valley. The lookout has spotted a
group of travellers going in a diagonal direction enter the valley but not directly passing the
tomb.
The sound of hammering could carry a long way at sunset when the air was still and he
waited until they had gone out of sight before giving the all clear to the robbers inside. It
would have been very awkward if the group had decided to make camp in the valley but they
had now left.
The robbers started to examine the two rooms for anything valuable that they could easily
carry away. Large statues were of no use as they couldn’t sell them, but anything small was
piled up by the entrance.
The main thing was golden objects and they were in the burial chamber along with the
sarcophagus holding the dead king, but the entrance to that was through solid stone blocks
that had been man handled by an army of men and too much for just three men. The only way
in was to cut through one of the blocks and that could take a week of hard chiselling. The
lookout man was sent for a small handcart that was in the empty tomb. When he returned the
piled up goods were loaded onto the cart and some of the loose rubble was scraped back to
cover the doorway from the valley floor. If the temple guards came they would see that the
tomb had been desecrated but it looked alright to anyone giving it a passing glance.
The cart was wheeled over to the empty tomb with the tracks being grubbed out so not to
give their position away, and then they retired for the night.
A little under two weeks later the robbers returned to find that the tomb had lain
undisturbed since their last visit. This suited them as it meant that the Temple Guards weren’t
doing their job and they could work without the fear of discovery. Heavy hammers made the
stone blocks shudder under their blows and pieces were soon flying off and into the passage.
A day later the first little hole appeared and after enlargement the lowest block was pushed
aside, they were in the main chamber. A glint of gold gleamed in the light given by the oil
lamp. The first man crawled through and began to pass out objects to his companions. For
two days they collected the valuable objects and took them across to the empty tomb to stash
them until ready to leave. The only thing left was the sarcophagus that was made of stone
with a very heavy lid. The robbers simply attacked the side panel and smashed their way in.
Four small chest of gold were found along with some gold religious trinkets. The men left
with enough treasure to last them for the rest of their lives. A few weeks later they arrived in
the next kingdom in a land ruled by King Goran.

“And what am I suppose to do with that, it’s got the cartouche of your old king on it.”
The man speaking was a dealer examining the objects being offered for sale.
“You can always melt it down; you can see that it’s pure gold.” The dealer already knew
that it was gold and had hoped that the man hadn’t realised its worth.
“Well that’s going to give me a lot of trouble of melting it and then having to pay for it to
be turned into something else.” The robber knew that the dealer was just trying to get the
price down and was simply giving excuses. Finally a price was agreed and the loot from the
tomb exchanged hands.
A week later a stranger was in the dealers store when he spotted a trinket with the name
of a dead king, a name that he knew well as he had supplied some of the goods that went into
the tomb and this piece was one of them. He bought the object and returned to King Sallium
whose father had been buried in the tomb. When he told of the trinket being bought the king
at once sent for his Chief Priest and demanded an explanation. The chief was responsible for
the safety of the tomb and sent the Temple guards to investigate. They found the tomb
desecrated and stripped of all valuables. The king was furious with the Chief Priest for
neglecting his duty and exiled him from the country leaving his second in command to
become head of the temple.
Harlan was the Chief of the temple. He was fifty four years old and had reached the top
position in the priesthood at an unusually early age. It would normally take a priest many
years to reach such a high rank but Harlan had been aided by a succession of unfortunate
accidents to his superiors, such as one who had suddenly died by choking on his food, and
another who had fallen from the top staircase and had suffered a broken neck and a third who
had lost a sacred scroll that the king had entrusted to him and he had left the palace in a
hurry.
Harlan dismissed the junior priest and locked the door. Moving to a wall covered by a
drape he touched a hidden switch and a mosaic on the wall opened. It led to a small room that
was unknown to the rest of the priests but Harlan had found out about it by chance when the
old Chief thinking that he was alone, had locked the door and opened the panel. Harlan was
serving the chief and had dropped some raisins onto the floor and had stooped down to pick
them up hidden by a small table from the sight of the chief. He saw the chief lock the door
and wondered what was going on but had the idea that it would be better to stay hidden now
that he had seen the hidden door.
After a few minutes the chief closed the panel and unlocked the door leaving to conduct
one of the many ceremonies of the temple. Harlan knew that the chief would be away for a
good hour and went over to the drape to search for the hidden switch. The mosaic opened and
Harlan entered the room. He found a lot of sacred text heaped up in piles on the table and a
chest containing some precious stones and gold but in another chest were little packets of
herbs and instructions how to apply them to either kill or cure the person taking them and that
gave him an idea. Within seven years he was number two when the king died and was buried
in the valley. The chief priest at the time had hidden the tomb but within weeks it had been
robbed and the new king blamed the chief.
This time Harlan had nothing to do with the chief being dismissed and exiled from the
country. Harlan was made Chief Priest of the Temple and grand master. He at once sought to
protect his position and decided that the valley was too far away from the palace and
therefore proposed to the king that the new tomb was constructed in the very cliffs where the
palace was situated. After talking it over the king agreed and work began on the new tomb at
the new site.
Harlan still fretted about the possibility that the new tomb wasn’t safe although it was
quiet near. The new king also named Sallium after his father, had the power to dismiss him if
anything occurred at the new site and that worried him. The only solution was to remove the
king and his family permanently when the chance presented itself, and then to seize power
and start a new dynasty with Harlan as the king.

After a few weeks of rushed work with a lot of manpower the new tomb was ready and
the old king’s body was brought down from the valley and reburied. The process was then
started again with the beginning of a new tomb for the next king. A further precaution would
be to isolated the workmen who built the new tomb and once finish they would be buried
with the king when the time came and be there to serve the king in the afterlife and keep the
location secret from grave robbers.

Buy the B&N ePub version at:http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/books/1115238489?ean=2940016669885

Buy the Kindle version at:http://www.amazon.com/The-Eighth-Dimension-ebook/dp/B00CMJBD94/

