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It was the first day of autumn, and mystery cooled the 

morning air in the Adirondacks, in a dense fog. 
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Whynn was up all-night peering into the ruby gem her team 

uncovered at the ancient site this past summer. She had to 

turn it in, to the Museum; but she convinced herself to hold 

on to it for just one more day. 

 

Suddenly, there was a loud bang on the front door. “Who 

could be coming to call at four in the morning,” she 

wondered. 

 

She threw her robe over her pajamas, and tip-toed on the 

cold tiles, down the steps to her front door. 

 

She opened the door to greet the smiling visage of her co-

worker Meg. 

 

“Heyyy Professor Whynn, we were all worried. You didn’t 

return to work yesterday. Everything okay?” 

 

“What do you mean?” Whynn said, frowning. 

 

“I was there: you were wearing your favorite ruby red shirt, 

Sheila from Human Resources, off on maternity leave, 
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brought in her new baby boy to meet everyone. And, 

Charles in Anthropology, brought Krispy Kreme donuts. I 

was most certainly, at work yesterday. What are you talking 

about?” 

 

Seemingly embarrassed, Meg made her apologies and 

walked slowly away into the thick fog. 

 

The next morning at the exact same time, there was a bang 

on the door, this time more urgent. Whynn answered the 

door. It was Meg again. Her red coat damp with dew 

droplets from the heavy fog. 

 

Almost out of breath, Meg uttered, “You remember all those 

things you told me which happened, the day before 

yesterday?” 

 

“Yes—what about them?” Whynn asked, still holding the 

gem tightly in her palm behind her back. 

 

“Well,” bubbled Meg, “They sort of happened, but not in the 

timeline you suggested.” 
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“First,” Meg continued as if making a closing argument in 

court, “Professor you were supposed to return to work two 

days ago. However, no one has seen you at work. 

 

Second, how did you know about my ruby red shirt? My 

husband gave it to me for our anniversary three days ago. 

How did you know it was my favorite shirt, I told no one that 

it was. 

 

Third, Sheila in HR just announced by email only yesterday, 

that she is expecting her first baby, a boy, in February next 

year. 

 

And fourth, Charles, rest his soul, passed five years ago, 

before you were hired. He used to bring Krispy Kreme 

donuts on the first day of autumn every year to celebrate 

his birthday!” 

 

“This does not make any sense,” Whynn interjected, 

wishing Megan a pleasant day as she closed the front door, 

as politely as she could. 
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Three days later, still holding the gem tightly in her palm, 

while shopping at Walmart, Whynn saw Meg. 

 

“Hello Meg, how are you? Apologies for my rudeness the 

other day. I am sorry, I am not much of an early morning 

person.” 

 

The woman wearing a ruby red shirt said, “I am not Meg, 

but something closer at hand, Whynn. Do you recognize 

me? You have been holding me in your palm for the past 

five days.” 

 

The gem in Whynn’s possession had been written up the 

ancient books reputedly, from Alexander The Great’s lost 

library. 

 

Legend had it that the gem was an enchanted talisman. 

And, trapped within it, was an entity who held the secrets to 

time itself. 

 

Examining events of the past few days in her mind, as she 

performed her weekly shopping, Whynn began to suspect 
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that the gem and instances of seeing Meg were somehow 

related. 

 

Therefore, when suddenly, a visage standing in front of her 

confirmed that she was not Meg, startled, Whynn dropped 

the gem, on the floor of her neighborhood Walmart store, 

and ran. 

 

She rushed out of the store without her shopping and 

dashed feverishly to her Volvo station wagon. 

 

Fumbling anxiously in her bag for her cell phone, she called 

her supervisor. Whynn expressed her regret for withholding 

the gem she and her dig team found in King Fahamuiti’s 

sorcerer’s tomb this past Summer. 

 

“What are talking about Whynn,” Greg, her supervisor 

asked, having listened patiently to her confession. “I was 

just on the other line with the Antiquities Representative of 

the Cairo Museum, New York Division. A few moments ago, 

a package with the gem and your research notes from the 

dig, was left on the Museum’s loading dock. No apologies 
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needed Whynn, thanks for sending it to them. See you at 

work on Monday.” 

 

“Oh, by the way,” her supervisor continued, “Something 

strange happened before you called. A woman came by to 

see you. Said she was a friend. She left you a gift in a red 

box with “thank you,” written on the outside envelope.” 

 

Whynn, stunned by all that she had just heard from her 

supervisor over the phone, rushed to her office. Her 

Supervisor Greg was at a lunch meeting away from his 

office— according to the note on his door. Trembling with 

anticipation, she unlocked her office, which was next door 

to his. 

 

She saw the gift he had mentioned on the phone. It was a 

red box, the same color as the ruby gem exactly. She 

approached the note with the same hesitant caution, as a 

demolitions expert. Carefully, lifting the small envelope with 

“Thank You” handwritten in red ink, she unfolded, and then 

closed the envelope’s flap. 
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The envelope appeared empty inside. The box too, seemed 

devoid of contents. 

 

Just then, an urgent knock at her door flew her into a terrible 

fright, she was alone in her wing of offices, as best as she 

could tell. Hesitantly, she opened the door. It was the real 

Meg, her neighbor and colleague at the University’s 

Antiquities Department. 

 

“Are you okay Whynn, you look so pale? Or should I say, 

now that you are famous and tenured as a result, Professor 

Prentice.” 

 

“I am okay, I just…well, let’s just say, I have had quite a day 

thus far. And, it is just Whynn like always, my friend.” 

 

“I saw your Volvo in the parking lot and came to say, 

‘Welcome back.'” 

 

“Thank you, my friend. Oh, by the way, and this may sound 

strange, but just humor me,” said Whynn, choosing her 

words very carefully, “Did you at anytime over the past five 

days come knocking at my door at home.” 
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“Oh no, the hubby and I were on our anniversary get away. 

We were in California for the past six days. We got back in 

town last night. I hired someone to house-sit, though. A very 

nice lady. She said she was your friend, so I hired her on 

the spot. She left the place really tidy. Thanks, Whynn.” 

 

Whynn, staring out the closed window in her office said, 

“And if I may ask, what was her name?” 

 

“Oh, I keep all the paperwork for taxes, you know. On her 

application she said her name was Ruby Fahamuiti. Her 

family was from Egypt, a long time ago. They appeared to 

be in the antiquities business. Or, rather, I assumed that 

from her in depth, strangely personal, knowledge of ancient 

Egyptian times. 

 

“Are you sure you are okay, you seem…distracted Whynn.” 

 

“Thank you, Meg, for your concern. I know you have a class 

to teach, I won’t keep you.” 
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Startled, Meg quizzed her, “How did you know that I got the 

promotion? I found out before my holiday; but I was told to 

keep it quiet until Greg made it official to the class this 

afternoon. Did Greg tell you?” 

 

“No, I just somehow knew…I don’t know how.” 

 

“Well, somebody told you. Its okay, you can keep your 

source secret,” said Meg as she left Whynn’s office smiling. 

 

As Meg was leaving, Whynn turned around at the sensation 

of a bone-chilling breeze coming from the direction of her 

closed office window. 

 

The envelope flap she had carefully closed was now open. 

And inside, the edge of a piece of paper was now visible. 

Whynn’s curiosity got the better of her alarm at the strange 

event. She picked up the envelope and pulled out the note. 

Scribbling excitedly on a paper napkin on her desk, Whynn 

translated the note from the ancient Egyptian language in 

which it was written. It read: 

“Time is a circle— 

The present its diameter, 
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the past its circumference. 

In addition to the note, to her shock—materializing before 

her eyes in the once empty gift box, were her research 

notes in her own handwriting; however, to her dismay, the 

notes were not in English as per her original version, but in 

ancient Egyptian. 

 

Normally of strong stuff, travelling the world, digging up 

bones in ancient soil, Professor Whynn Prentice thrived in 

her career’s related perils. However, present events, finally 

took their toll. 

 

Therefore, at the vision of her notes materializing in the 

once apparently empty gift box—she fainted. 

 

She came to, to Greg’s voice, and to a paramedic holding 

her wrist checking her pulse, “Are you okay Whynn?” 

 

Embarrassed more than anything, pulling her arm away, 

she quipped, “I am fine, why did you call 911. It was 

nothing.” 
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“Well, I saw your car in the parking lot. Then, when I 

knocked on your office door, several times, there was no 

answer. I opened the door with my key to find you on the 

floor. So yes, I phoned for an ambulance.” 

 

“She should be fine, just have her rest,” said the paramedic, 

as he and his partner, packed up their equipment, and 

departed Whynn’s office. 

 

Still concerned, her Supervisor Greg inquired, “Have you 

had anything to eat? 

 

“No, I have not eaten. Meg should be here shortly asking 

whether I need anything. I am certain that she will get me 

something from the cafeteria…” 

 

Before she finished speaking, Meg rushed in. 

 

“I just heard. Are you okay? Can I get you anything?” 
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“I could do with some lunch,” said Whynn, raising herself 

upright on the small, uncomfortable, tattered red sofa by her 

window. 

 

A sofa which she kept for sentimental reasons over comfort; 

for, it belonged to her mother. Her mother’s favorite scent, 

oil of Argan, still clinging to the buttons, and seams of its 

gently cared for fabric. 

 

Meg wheeled around on her heels, and rushed out of 

Whynn’s office, “I will get you something from the cafeteria. 

I will be right back.” 

 

Greg, flabbergasted by Whynn’s inexplicably accurate 

depiction of future events, shuddered as an eerie chill ran 

down his spine, “How did you know that Meg was 

coming…and what she would…” His dismay, and his 

shivering core choked the rest of his sentence in an 

inaudible whisper. 

 

Whynn replied, “I don’t know. I just knew.” 
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Suddenly, as a strange draft of cool air drifted around her 

office, a whiff of Argan oil kissed Whynn’s nostrils, at which, 

her mind vaulted into an epiphany. 

 

It was no accident that she was determined to investigate 

the legend of King Fumauiti and his sorcerer’s gem. 

 

She smiled as she looked out her office window, recalling 

the story her mother told her every night until she was eight 

years old. It was of a once royal Fumauiti family, who 

escaped Egypt, presumably, to protect the location of a 

precious gem. 

 

As the story goes, the family arrived on Ellis Island in the 

autumn of 1892. And there, among the wave of wondering 

souls roaming the earth for a place of freedom, to call home, 

they landed on America’s shores. The family changed their 

last name to Prentice, the same as Whynn’s family name. 

 

In her teenage years, whenever Whynn questioned her 

mother on the veracity of that story, her mother would 

change the subject quickly. 
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It was the mystery of that childhood story, which sparked 

Whynn’s interest in ancient Egypt, its ancient languages, 

and in archeology. 

 

Very early, the next morning, after a sleepless night, finally 

Whynn fell asleep and dreamed a dream. The following 

narrative in italics describes Whynn’s dream. 

 

******* 

 

Whynn, “awoke” (while in her dream state) to the sound of 

her cellphone ringing. It played her real ringtone—the 

opening bars of “Back in Time” by Huey Lewis and The 

News, her mother’s favorite song from the ’80’s. 

 

Still in her dream, Whynn answered her phone and listened. 

The caller did not speak, and after a few brief moments, 

hung up. 

 

Whynn was certain there was someone at the other end of 

the line. She recognized the background noises. They were 

the same sounds she remembered from this past summer 
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when she and her team found the gem in King Fahamuiti‘s 

sorcerer’s tomb. 

 

As her dream continued, suddenly, Whynn heard a strange 

doorbell rang; it sounded more like distant church bells 

striking midnight, than a doorbell. In the next moment, she 

was transported somehow to a dark cave-like place or a 

tomb. There, she met herself. There was someone else 

there in the darkness. A tall angel-like figure with deep 

navy-blue wings stood beside her other self. Whynn 

watched in awe as the angel-like figure opened his right 

hand to reveal the gem. 

 

****** 

 

In the next moment, Whynn was jolted awake out of her 

dream back to her own bed. Her blanket in a heap on the 

floor, sweat forming on her brow, her heart racing, she sat 

up in her bed. 

 

Then, her doorbell rang. 
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Slipping on her robe and into her slippers, she rushed 

downstairs. 

 

Opening the door, she discovered an always welcomed 

visitor — Dr. Niles D’jet, the curator in charge of the gem 

and other early Egyptian artifacts, at the New York Division 

of the Cairo Museum. His warm smile meant he came 

seeking her opinion on a pressing matter in his collection. 

 

“Hello Professor Prentice, first, I am not a medical doctor, 

but I heard of the little emergency at your office. I wanted to 

see if you were okay.” 

 

“Surely, you could have phoned. Is there something else I 

can do for you Doctor? Whynn paused. “I am very sorry for 

my sharpness my friend. I have not had much sleep.” 

 

“No apologies necessary, my friend. You are not sleeping 

well— are you plagued perhaps with episodic dreams, as 

if…” 
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Dr. D’jet paused looking at Whynn who seemed even more 

pale, than when she first greeted him at the door, a few 

moments earlier. 

 

“As if what?” Whynn asked holding her breath, already 

knowing what he would say. 

 

“As if you were an observer, watching yourself in another 

location or time. As if you knew events before they occur.” 

 

“What exactly do you mean?” 

 

“Ah, Professor Prentice you of all people, with your family 

background should know that there is a great deal of truth 

in the royal Fahamuiti family legend as it relates to the gem. 

I would stake my PhD reputation on my belief that the gem 

has the power within it to affect time.” 

 

Buoyed by the emotional toll of inadequate sleep, by recent 

events, and by her affection for her mother’s story about the 

Fahamuiti family—Wynn wept. 
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For a moment, her soul grieved, bereft of comfort at her 

mother’s unexplained disappearance twenty years ago. 

One day, Whynn’s mother Gemma, vanished from her 

office (the same office which Whynn now occupied at the 

University), without a trace. The authorities concluded that 

no foul play was suspected. 

 

As it so happens, Whynn and her team discovered the gem 

inside King Fahamuiti’s sorcerer’s tomb, this past summer 

on July 7, 2019—exactly twenty years to the day since her 

mother Gemma’s mysterious disappearance. 

 

Whynn sat on her living room chaise nestled among her 

library of ancient text replicas, wiping her tears with the back 

of her hand, 

 

“Its okay, I just need a minute. Don’t bother with the water. 

I will be alright.” 

 

Doctor D’jet slumped down into the other end of chaise, 
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“Of course, you would know that I would rush to offer you 

water, or a tissue. It is as I suspected, you know things, 

events before they happen…because of…” 

 

“Because of…what?” Whynn, now composed and alert 

asked. 

 

“Because your contact with the gem, possibly, somehow 

triggered something in your inherited DNA lineage. I mean 

on your mother’s side. 

 

“What lineage!” 

 

“Oh, come now, Whynn you must have suspected 

something. Since your eighth birthday, suddenly and 

without any academic credentials, your mother travels the 

world lecturing on Egyptian alchemy. I attended one of her 

lectures when I studied at Cairo University. Her expertise 

was out-of-this world uncannily brilliant. As if, she knew the 

subject firsthand.” 

 

Sensing that Whynn’s interest was peaked, Dr. D’jet 

continued, 
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“Years later, after that lecture, I searched out your mother 

to obtain her assistance on my PHD thesis into the 

Fahamuiti royal family’s role in the demise of Egyptian 

alchemy. She told me in confidence that she had traced her 

genealogy back to the apprentice to King Fahamuiti’s 

sorcerer. On his death bed, Fahamuiti’s sorcerer charged 

his apprentice with hiding the gem from the royal family, 

forever. Your mother’s search led her to the records for Ellis 

Island immigration. And the rest you know as a bedtime 

story. Did you suspect that your mother’s story was real?” 

 

“Yes! And, I can see now, she wanted me to be curious just 

enough to pursue it. She knew me well. Given a puzzle, I 

will comb the earth until I find a solution.” 

 

“Well, enough about me. You came here to see me. From 

the moment I saw you earlier, I knew that the gem did not 

make it safely to Cairo, despite your painstaking security 

and oversight in its shipment. And now, you are in a bind. 

Your head office, in Egypt wants you to locate the gem, or 

else.” 
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Looking at Dr. D’jet who was now pale from Whynn’s 

exacting summary of his current predicament, Whynn 

inquired, 

 

“Am I right?” 

 

Shifting his weight in the chaise and cupping his hands 

under his chin, he replied in hushed tones, as if he was 

revealing a secret to a confidante. 

 

“Yes, the gem disappeared in-flight, between here and 

Cairo. I placed it in the diplomatic pouch and locked it with 

the official seal; then I drove with it to JFK Airport and 

checked it in personally on the scheduled freight flight to 

Cairo. Hours later at Cairo International, Cairo Museum 

staff opened the still-sealed diplomatic pouch, only to find 

that the gem was gone. It had somehow vanished! And yes, 

I could use your help.” 

 

Whynn, paused for a moment. Her reply came with an 

absolute certainty in her voice, which made the hair on the 

back of his neck stand on edge, 
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“The gem is safe, I know exactly where it is.” 

 

“Dr. D’jet you must leave quickly; I will contact you when I 

confirm my theory. Please keep this between us for now.” 

 

Puzzled, but hopeful that Whynn had a solid lead, he 

agreed as the two parted company at her front door. 

 

Whynn, picked up her cellphone on the armoire near her 

front door and dialed, 

 

“It’s you, isn’t it? Can we talk in private? 

 

The women’s voice at the other end of the call said, “I will 

be right over, Whynn.” 

 

Whynn, stood at her front door waiting for her visitor to 

arrive. In a moment of clarity, she realized that she was still 

in her pajamas; she decided to run upstairs to change 

before her visitor arrived. 
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Then, Whynn turned around to make her way upstairs. 

 

Suddenly, an ancient life-sized gleaming hourglass formed 

at the top of the stairs, and out of it stepped, Meg. 

 

“You wanted to see me?” 

 

Frozen in her steps from the vision before her eyes, Whynn, 

almost out of breath stammered, “Yyy..yes I did wish to see 

you…You are the gem.” 

 

Whynn, transfixed by the scene before her, was in shock. 

She stood at the bottom of the staircase, her legs wobbled, 

and her palms drenched in sweat as she grabbed hold of 

the railing. Unsuccessfully, she tried to steady herself. Her 

throat was dry and tightened around her voice, she tried to 

speak, to ask the question forming in her mind - “What just 

happened?” – but no sound escaped from her lips. 

 

Meg walked down the steps to meet Whynn, and in soft 

gentle tones explained, 
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“From your phone call to me just now, I gathered that you 

have worked out a corner piece to the puzzle of the gem. I 

suspect that my name tipped you off: Meg is a reversal of 

GEM. And yes, I am the gem, but not in the way you think. 

My family and I are its eternal guardians, traveling 

throughout time, snatching it back into obscurity, whenever 

it becomes exposed. The secrets contained in the gem are 

in grave danger at this time in your history. You must be the 

one to return the gem to the tomb where you found it, to 

where your mother, my sister who traveled forward in time, 

hid it from the world with a powerful shape-shifting talisman. 

You of all people were not supposed to find it. Not every 

puzzle needs to be solved. Not everything hidden ought to 

be uncovered, Whynn Prentice.” 

 

Then, Whynn collapsed in Meg’s arms. 

Startled and trembling, Whynn awoke in a terrible fright. Out 

of the corner of her sight, she thought she saw her mother 

in her bedroom. However, it was a dream. In her dream, 

which was so real down to the aroma of oil of Aragon, her 

mother repeated two sentences; but Whynn could only 

make out the words to the second sentence, “Do not trust 

Dr. D’jet.” 
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Whynn sat up in bed in a cold sweat. Meg was at her 

bedside with a look of deep concern. Suddenly, the aroma 

of Wynn’s favorite soup drifted around the room― French 

Canadian pea soup with hotdogs. 

 

A bowl of the soup, her childhood favorite, was on her 

nightstand. 

 

“Are you okay? I was going to give you another fifteen 

minutes, if you did not wake up, I was calling 911.” 

 

“I had the strangest dream. My mother was warning me 

about… Oh never mind, it’s just my mind playing tricks, 

perhaps,” said Whynn. Cupping the warm bowl in her 

hands, she tasted the soup, and smiled gratefully. 

 

“This tastes just like my mother would make it! Thank you.” 

 

“You did not have much in your pantry. There were several 

cans of that soup and some hot dogs in your refrigerator. 

So, I just whipped up something warm for you.” 
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“Thank you very much, that hit the spot, in many ways, Meg. 

Or should I say, aunt Meg?” 

 

“So, you believe me?’ asked Meg. 

 

“What you told me makes sense. I don’t understand one 

thing, however. Where is the actual physical gem, right 

now?” 

 

“You have it Whynn. I went back in the recent past to a week 

ago when you held on to the gem, remember? It is hidden 

in an altered version of your past where, when you dropped 

the gem on the grocery floor, I picked it up and gave it back 

to you. 

 

“So, the gem can alter time?” 

 

“It can create different versions of it, yes. As its protectors, 

we use that feature to hide the gem in the past. 

Unfortunately, the gem can do the same thing to the future. 

But as you can well imagine, it is too dangerous for all living, 

to force the gem to tamper with the future, which is what 
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King Fahamuiti wanted to do during his reign, and what his 

descendants still want to do today.” 

 

Meg continued. “By the way…in your dream, what did your 

mother, my sister say?” 

 

“I’d rather not talk about it, Meg. I have been missing her so 

much lately. I guess in my mind I wanted to see her.” 

 

“Okay, Whynn. I am sorry, I won’t press the issue. Perhaps 

get some more rest, if you can. I’ll go to the store for some 

groceries for you.” 

 

Whynn still exhausted, fell asleep soon after Meg left. 

 

Her mother appeared in her dream once again. This time 

Whynn heard both sentences her mother repeated. Her 

words were: “He is King Fahamuiti. Do not trust Dr. D’jet!” 

 

Whynn was shaken out of her finally peaceful sleep by her 

aunt Meg tugging on her arm. 
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“Come on Whynn. He’s coming. We have to leave now!” 

 

Accompanying Meg’s voice was a deep eerie booming 

sound emanating from a darkness spiraling in the walls 

behind her in Whynn’s bedroom. It was sucking everything 

in the room into itself, fast. 

 

“He knows you have the gem. He’s coming for it. Move now 

Whynn!” 

 

Just then, the same ornate hourglass Meg had stepped out 

of earlier, appeared next to Whynn’s bed. 

 

And, before Whynn could finish her query… 

 

“What’s happenin….?” 

 

In a flash of blue light, Whynn and Meg were transported 

across time from the present moment back into the recent 

past. 
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They arrived back in Whynn’s bedroom, a week ago, when 

she had the gem in her possession. 

 

Stepping out of the hourglass with Meg—Whynn saw her 

past self. 

 

Meg, holding Whynn’s arm gently said, “Hurry, you have to 

summon all your courage. You must convince your past self 

to put down the gem. Then you take it and return to my side. 

I will wait here.” 

 

Just then, her mother appeared surrounded by a navy-blue 

aura. She stood next to Meg and said, 

 

“You can do it Whynn, you have to.” 

 

Then, as strangely as she appeared, her mother 

disappeared. 
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Whynn asked Meg. “Was that real. You saw her too, right? 

My mother, I mean?” 

 

“Yes, and yes. Now please, go! We don’t have much time, 

Whynn!” 

 

Whynn took a deep breath and walked slowly over to herself 

from a week ago. Her past self held the gem tightly in her 

palm. Her past self could not see her present self but could 

hear her voice. 

 

Whynn said to her past self, “You know you cannot keep 

that. It won’t bring mom back. That’s why you are holding 

on to it. Isn’t it? She is always with you. You don’t need a 

gem, or a talisman, or to travel the world looking for her.” 

 

Then suddenly, Whynn’s past self was in tears as she 

slowly laid down the gem on her nightstand. 

 

Present version Whynn, quickly picked up the gem just as 

the dark spiraling abyss from which they ran, opened. Like 

an invisible vacuum cleaner, it began pulling everything in 
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the room into itself, into the dark precipice between time and 

space. 

 

Present version Whynn raced back to Meg’s side with the 

gem. In a flash of blue light, the two were whisked away in 

the hourglass. 

Ancient King (Pharoah) of Egypt’s Zin valley, King Fumauiti 

did not die. 

 

He lives. He lives on in his descendants. And most 

dangerously, his original consciousness lives on forever, by 

an incantation gone wrong thousands of years ago, while 

he was alive in his body. 

 

Now, he “lives” forever chasing the gem throughout time. 

The gem would give him, once the world’s richest individual, 

the one thing he now lacks—an eternal physical form. 

 

Dr. D’Jet is King Fumauiti’s consciousness. For short 

periods he can appear in human form through an 

incantation; however, its effect lasts but one hour. As it so 

happens, in the ancient Egyptian language, the word “djet” 

means time outside of linear time as we know it. 
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Unbeknownst to Whynn, Greg, her supervisor at the 

University, is one of King Fumauiti’s descendants. His 

role—keep an eye on Whynn’s family and report to King 

Fumauiti. 

 

It was because of Greg that Whynn’s mother disappeared 

from her office (the same office Whynn now occupied at the 

University). She was forced to go into hiding in the past to 

protect her daughter Whynn’s life, and her future. 

 

Because of all this, Whynn’s aunt Meg—the gem’s eternal 

protector, worked at the University. 

 

Dr. D’jet was furious. He let the gem slip from his grasp 

when it showed up at the museum a week ago. 

 

Then recently, Whynn told him what he wanted to hear. She 

knew where the gem was. 

 

But his efforts to follow her through time a few moments ago 

to steal it, failed. 
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Now, Dr. D’jet/King Fumauiti, would make one last-ditch 

effort to rule the world from the darkness, forever—his 

greatest desire. 

 

But, in order to do so, he had to go to the one place he 

feared…to the place where it all began—once upon a time, 

in a tomb in Egypt. 

**** 

In the valley of Zin, there was a strange thunder. 

 

Above ground, it was deathly quiet. The Sunbaked sand 

dunes as high as Eiffel towers quivered unrelenting heat. 

Breezes from the far away Nile, provided no relief. 

 

Below ground, the source of the thunder came to life in a 

swirling wind. A wind that cooled the burial tombs to sub-

zero temperatures. 

 

Into this below-ground wasteland, the gleaming hourglass 

with Whynn and her aunt Meg inside teetered upon its 
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arrival. The hourglass abruptly expelled the two souls and 

then it vanished. 

 

The darkness was cold. The cold—was even darker. 

 

“I don’t like this place, Meg. Where are we? Are we lost?” 

 

“We are never lost Whynn. We are nowhere, and 

everywhere at the same time. Everything will be okay, 

follow my instructions, exactly.” 

 

Suddenly, deafening thunder roared. The tomb shook 

violently. Whynn and Meg were catapulted, with 

tremendous force. The force pulled them closer and closer 

to King Fumauiti’s sorcerer’s sarcophagus. The lid was 

sealed with a golden glow around its edges. A strange blue 

light suddenly illuminated the macabre environment. 

 

Whynn could not believe her eyes. 
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Her aunt Meg held her hand reassuringly and said: “Its okay 

Whynn. Take the gem, and give it away, for good. You will 

know when.” 

 

Suddenly, out of the sound of thunder, a living being 

formed. It rose tall and grand with blue wings. It held the 

hourglass which had just deposited Whynn and Meg into 

the tomb, in its right hand. Its height was as tall as the Burj 

Khalifa rising out of the sand. It had the face of a woman—

Whynn’s mother, Gemma. 

 

Its voice thundered with compassion, a voice—Whynn 

recognized immediately. It said, 

 

“Whynn, please give me the gem. You will never see it 

again. You will remember everything. Understand, my 

darling girl?” 

 

“Mom!” 

 

Sobbing until she had no more tears, Whynn took the gem 

from Meg, and with it in her outstretched hand said, 
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“I understand Mom.” 

 

Suddenly a swirling cavernous dark circle appeared. Its 

touch, so icy cold it burned, knocked the gem from Whynn’s 

hand. It was King Fumauiti's consciousness in the form of 

the person Whynn knew as Dr. D'jet. 

 

Dr. D’jet/King Fumauiti hurriedly began reciting the 

incantation he hoped would give him eternal physical form. 

The same incantation that failed thousands of years ago. 

 

Whynn’s mother’s voice reverberated, echoing from all 

sides in the tomb. “Stop!” she said, “Time is a circle. You, 

King Fumauiti cannot break it!” 

 

Then the being/Whynn’s mother picked up the gem before 

Dr. D’jet/King Fumauiti could complete the incantation. 

 

Howling a blood-curdling scream—a cry from deep within 

his soul, in dread at the thought of eternal darkness without 

form, Dr. D’jet/King Fumauiti vanished into the walls of his 
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sorcerer’s sarcophagus…entombed forever in the letters of 

its hieroglyph warning: “Meddle not in time’s circle of life, O 

King.” 

 

In the next moment, Whynn was in her bedroom dressed in 

her pajamas and robe. 

 

She remembered everything. 

 

She tiptoed on the cold floor tiles and made her way 

downstairs. There was a new spring in her step. She made 

herself a hot bowl of French-Canadian pea soup, just like 

her mother, Gemma used to make. 

 

Musing out loud to herself as she sipped the soothing hot 

soup, she whispered: 

 

“Not everything once hidden, is meant to be found.” 

 

*The End* 
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