
Jimmy and the Pharaoh
Chapter 1 
Jimmy lay in his bed and closed his eyes. He was thinking about all 
the good things that had happened on the school trip earlier that 
day. Mrs Richards had forced the class to wander around a boring 
old museum just because they were learning about the ancient 
Egyptians. Everyone knew that visiting a museum was the worst 
kind of school trip teachers had ever invented, but luckily Jimmy 
had come prepared. He smiled as he thought about it. It wasn’t the 
frog he’d let loose in the ladies’ toilets that made him smile, or when 
he’d let off a stink bomb during lunch – it wasn’t even when he’d 
sneaked a fake poo into Alice Thornley’s sandwich (which made her 
throw up) - no, it was what he’d ‘borrowed’ from the museum as a 
souvenir that Jimmy was so happy about. 

Jimmy was too excited to sleep. He opened one eye and uncurled 
his fingers. ‘Wow,’ he thought to himself, twiddling what looked 
like a model of a shiny beetle in his hand, Tutankhamun’s lost heart 
scarab! He’d ‘borrowed’ it when the boring old museum guide was 
droning on about the pharaoh’s curse or something. It just kind 
of called out to him so he grabbed it when she wasn’t looking. He 
kissed the scarab for good luck then tried to drift off to sleep.

POOOOF!

Suddenly, out of thin air, a rather thin-looking, half-naked man appeared with a strange hat 
and a funny little beard. 

“Waaaaghh!” the man squealed, jumping in fright. 

“Arrgghh!” Jimmy squealed back.   

The strange man seemed confused and peered around Jimmy’s bedroom. “Okaaaaay,” he said, 
shrugging. “Wasn’t expecting that.” 

Jimmy stared at the scarab then back at the man. 

“Anyhoo, let’s get on with this shall we?” the man said cheerfully before clearing his throat. “Ahem. 
Right then. Osiris! Great god of the underworld!” he boomed. “I am Tutankhamun, King of Egypt,  
living image of Amun! Will you let me pass?” 

Jimmy pulled the covers high over his nose. 

The man waited, arms stretched in the air. Then he smiled. 

That’s when Jimmy lost it. “Mummy!” he shrieked.  
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Chapter 2 
“Well, yes, I suppose I am,” the strange man said.

Jimmy peeked over his duvet. “What?” he murmured. 

The man let out a loud sigh. “You’ve got me. OK, 
yes, technically I am a mummy. Well done. Full 
marks. But do you mind if you didn’t call me that? 
I really don’t like to think of myself as having no 
internal organs. It makes me feel rather queasy. 
Now, can we get on with the weighing of the heart? 
I’m sure you are very busy man.”

Jimmy pulled the duvet down slightly more. “A busy man?” he repeated. 

“Well, yes, I assumed you would be. You know, being god of the underworld and all that?”

Jimmy stared at the strange man. He was wearing a white robe and had weird markings on 
his face. “Why are you wearing all that make up?” Jimmy asked. “And what are you doing in 
my bedroom?” 

“Oh, please!” the strange man bleated, throwing his arms in the air. “I had nooooooo idea 
being dead would be such a bore! OK, you win. The great Osiris is a comedian. Lovely. Ha, 
ha. There, see? I laughed. Now, if you don’t mind I’ve got a date with Ra’s boat so he can sail 
me into the Land of Two Fields where I can enjoy my eternal rest! Is that really too much  
to ask?”

Jimmy continued to stare at the strange man who was looking particularly unimpressed. The 
only explanation for all this was that the lost heart scarab held some sort of magical power and 
had brought this odd-looking pharaoh back to life. He peered down at the scarab and kissed it 
again. Poof! The strange man disappeared! Jimmy looked around. He really had disappeared! 
He kissed it again. Poof! The pharaoh re-appeared looking a bit dizzy. 

“What just happened?!” the man screeched.

“Oh, nothing,” Jimmy smiled, sitting up in his bed. “OK, let me get this straight. You are a 
pharaoh?”

“Ugh!” the strange man groaned, rolling his eyes. “Yes!”

“And your name is Tooting Carmen?”

“Tutankhamun!” the man corrected him. “Pharaoh of the 18th dynasty.”

“Oh, from ancient Egypt like we’re learning at school?”

“Give me strength,” the man sighed. “Yes!”
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“But you’re dead and now you’re a mummy but without the bandages?”

“Yes, but don’t call me a mummy!”

“And you think I’m some sort of god of the underworld?”

“Yes!” the man cried. “And soon you will call upon Thoth and Ma’at to 
carry out the weighing of the heart ceremony!” He peered at Jimmy 
suspiciously. “You are Osiris, are you not?” 

Jimmy considered this question for a moment. Obviously, he was just a 
normal sweet-loving ten-year-old boy who enjoyed playing computer 
games and wasn’t an ancient Egyptian god of the underworld at all. 
The pharaoh had made a simple mistake thinking this and it was 
wrong to mislead him. Then again… 

“Well?” Tutankhamun yelled impatiently. 

“Yes, of course I’m the god-thingy of the underworld,” Jimmy smiled, 
resting his hands behind his head. “Er, what’s my name again?”

“Osiris.”

“Yes, that’s it!” Jimmy laughed, snapping his fingers. “Ossissis.”

Tutankhamun glared at Jimmy with a puzzled look on his face. “I suppose this is all part of the 
perilous journey where I have to prove myself before the Hall of Judgement?” 

“Er, yeah, yeah, that’s it,” Jimmy nodded. “It all starts tomorrow at a place called school.”

“School?” the pharaoh spat. 

“Yeah, you’ll love it. We’re doing a special ceremony known as ‘Show and Tell’,” Jimmy smiled. 
“See you in the morning,” he added, before kissing the heart scarab for the fourth time.

Before he could say anything, King Tutankhamun had disappeared. Jimmy laid back, closed his 
eyes and began looking forward to school for the first time in his life. 

Chapter 3 
“Mr Jones, you have something to actually show this week I trust?” Mrs Richards yawned 
towards the back of the classroom. She had been really grumpy all morning (even grumpier 
than usual) and had already confiscated Jimmy’s bag of jelly babies just because he was eating 
them under the table (which was really unfair because he hadn’t thrown them at anyone yet).

“Yes, Miss,” Jimmy replied politely. 

“And it’s to do with our topic, the ancient Egyptians?” she asked, lazily slurping coffee from 
her mug.

Jimmy and the Pharaoh
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“Yes, Miss.” 

“Really?” his teacher said. She sounded shocked. 

“Yes, Miss.”

She raised her eyebrows. “Very well, young man. Out 
you come.”

Jimmy made his way to the front of the classroom and 
took a deep breath. “I need you all to close your eyes,” 
he said.

“Mr Jones, we don’t think much of magic tricks here,” Mrs Richards warned from her desk. 

“Trust me, Miss,” Jimmy smiled innocently. 

Jimmy’s grumpy teacher glared at him for a moment. “Oh, very well,” she said irritably. 
“Class, close your eyes.”

“No peeping,” Jimmy added, scanning around the room. Once he was satisfied no one was 
looking he brought the heart scarab out of his pocket and gave it a kiss.

Poof!

Out of nowhere, King Tutankhamun appeared looking rather bewildered.  

“Waaaaagghhh!” Mrs Richards screeched, throwing stale coffee into the air. The panic in her 
voice set off a chain reaction of screaming children. Most of the front row fell off their chairs 
and some of the boys started crying. Billy Fingers’ building-brick pyramid got smashed and 
Alice Thornley was sick all over the packed lunches. 

“It’s OK!” Jimmy shouted over the horde of hysterical children. “It’s just a real-life pharoah!”

Everyone froze for a split second then started screaming even louder. 

“Osiris!” the  pharaoh bellowed. “What is this trickery? Are these whimpering devils here to 
judge me?”

“Er, yeah, sort of,” Jimmy smiled weakly.

“Their screams torment me!” the pharaoh winced. “Be hushed, you quivering wrecks, for I am 
Tutankhamun! King of Egypt! Living image of Amun! I demand safe passage to the afterlife!” 

It was at this point that Mrs Richards slipped off her chair and fainted, spilling even more 
coffee all over the children’s maths books.  

Chapter 4
“Ah, Jimmy, so nice to see you again. I think that’s twice this week?”
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“Erm, three including the incident with the rotten 
tomato and Wendy Bridge’s pigtails, sir,” Jimmy 
replied, looking very sorry for himself.   

“Oh, yes, of course. Three. Silly me.” Mr Bradstock 
was a wiry old man who had been headteacher 
since before mobile phones were around. He had 
lots of lines on his face, bushy eyebrows and no 
hair. He sat at his desk, glaring at Jimmy and the 
pharaoh for a few moments before taking a deep 
breath. “Well, looks like Mrs Richards won’t be 
teaching for the rest of the week.”

“That’s good, sir,” Jimmy replied.

“No, that’s not good, Jimmy, that’s bad,” Mr Bradstock said, sounding remarkably calm. “Mrs 
Richards isn’t well now, which means I need to find a supply teacher at short notice. Do you 
know how hard it is to find a supply teacher at short notice, Jimmy?”

Jimmy shook his head glumly. 

“Not nice, Jimmy. Like a nasty mixture of old bins, cat food and mouldy cheese. The poor 
woman’s wet through and is now suffering from smell shock.”

“Sorry, sir,” Jimmy mumbled.  

Mr Bradstock took another deep breath and turned to Jimmy’s left. “And you are…?”  

“Tutankhamun! King of Egypt! Living image of—”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Mr Bradstock interrupted before the pharaoh could properly get going. “You’re 
not in character now Mr Inappropriately-Dressed, you’re in a school. You know, with children?”

“You mean the whining devils?” the pharaoh asked, his eyes wide with anger. 

“I beg your pardon?” Mr Bradstock replied.

“The devils! Were they supposed to test me, demon?”

“Demon?” Mr Bradstock gasped, open-mouthed. “Now hold on one moment—”

Suddenly, the pharaoh jumped up. “Lest you forget, demon,” he yelled furiously, “I am a god 
and this is the Hall of Judgement! The devils do not scare me! I pity them and I pity you!” 

“What…? Pity me? Judgement?” Mr Bradstock whimpered. He looked like he wanted to cry. 
“Oh, goodness… you’re not an OFSTED inspector, are you?”

“I am King, I am ruler, I am the living image of Amun. I am god!” Tutankhamun roared.
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“Oh, mummy!” Mr Bradstock yelped. “You really 
are an OFSTED inspector!” 

Tutankhamun leaned over the headteacher’s 
desk. “Do not call me mummy,” he growled. 

Mr Bradstock was visibly shaking. He had sunk 
very low into his seat. “Sorry!” he quivered. 
“But, um… weren’t you supposed to be here in 
the spring term?”

“Do not confuse me with words of trickery, demon!” the pharaoh shouted. “Now, do I pass?”

“P… pass?” Mr Bradstock mumbled. “Isn’t that what I should be asking you?”

“DO I PASS?” the pharaoh boomed. 

Mr Bradstock had tears in his eyes and he was making a strange whimpering noise. “Yes!” he 
blurted. “Yes, yes, of course…” 

King Tutankhamun turned to Jimmy. “Osiris,” he said. “I have been judged by the demons of 
this hell… this… school as you call it. I have passed your test. Now, I demand my right to the 
weighing of the heart.” 

Jimmy looked over to Mr Bradstock, who was quietly sobbing in his chair. He felt an odd 
swirling sensation inside his tummy “Right,” he said. “Sure thing. Um, is it all right if we go 
now, sir?” 

Mr Bradstock looked up. His eyes were red and his face paler than ever. “Hmm?” he squeaked. 

“Have you finished with us, sir? May we leave?” Jimmy asked.

“Oh, um, yes of course,” the headteacher said. “Whatever you like…” 

Jimmy and the pharaoh turned to go, but just as he got to the door, Jimmy turned back round. 
“Um, sir?” he said. “The inspector wants to know whether it’s OK for me to get out of all the 
lunchtime detentions this week. He says it will look better on his report.”

“Oh,” Mr Bradstock replied, wiping his nose with his sleeve. “Um, yes, of course. Is there 
anything else I can do?” 

Jimmy thought to himself for a moment and that strange feeling inside his belly began swirling 
again. “Well, there is one more thing, sir…” 

Chapter 5
It was good of Mr Bradstock to give Jimmy the rest of the day off school. There were a lot of 
things that he wanted to do, so many pranks and jokes he could do with his new ‘pet’ pharaoh. 
But something strange had happened while he was considering who to scare and who to amaze,
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something that hardly ever happened: Jimmy had started 
to feel bad. Every time Tutankhamun appeared after Jimmy 
had kissed the heart scarab he had droned on about the 
weighing of the heart. It was all the pharaoh talked about 
and it was something Jimmy couldn’t actually help him 
with. 

He had lied about being Osiris and he had allowed 
Tutankhamun to believe he was on his way to the afterlife 
in this Land of Two Fields or whatever it was. Jimmy was starting to feel sorry for the pharaoh 
and bad for what he was putting him through. It was a horrible feeling and not one he was 
used to. He’d also started to feel bad about making Mr Bradstock cry and Mrs Richards faint 
(well, maybe not so much Mrs Richards). It was almost as if the pharaoh’s lost heart scarab 
was changing the way Jimmy thought and felt. It was giving him a conscience! Ugh! It made 
him shiver all over just thinking about it. The only thing to do was to take the heart scarab 
back to the museum and say goodbye to the best practical joke of all time. It was a hard 
decision but one Jimmy felt he had to make. It was just too horrible feeling bad for all the 
things he had done. He couldn’t take much more of it. 

After kissing the heart scarab and making the pharaoh disappear, Jimmy sneaked past the 
museum ticket office. He soon found the room with King Tutankhamun’s exhibition in it but 
for some reason the entire area had been blocked off. A sign hung on some yellow tape. “‘No 
en-try,’” Jimmy read out loud.

“Thief!” a voice snarled from behind him. Jimmy spun round to find the boring museum guide 
from the school visit standing in the doorway.

“Pardon?” Jimmy gulped.

“Thief,” the guide repeated. She was old and thin with wide goggling eyes that seemed to stare 
right through Jimmy’s head. “Stole Tutankhamun’s lost heart scarab,” she said.

Jimmy gulped loudly. He wasn’t sure if the guide was accusing him of stealing it or just telling 
him about it. Either way, he felt that strange swirling sensation twist inside his tummy. This 
must be what guilt feels like, he thought to himself. He didn’t like it.  

“Without the heart scarab, the exhibition’s ruined,” the guide mumbled. She stepped forward 
and bent her wiry neck towards Jimmy. “Beware the curse,” she whispered. 

“Curse?” Jimmy said, his eyes widening. widening. 

The guide edged even nearer. “Tutankhamun’s curse,” she nodded. “I wouldn’t want to be the 
one to have stolen his heart scarab, that’s all I’ll say…” The museum guide took a few steps 
back. “You take care,” she said with a wink and then disappeared back through the doorway. 
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Jimmy let out a deep breath and carefully fetched the 
heart scarab from inside his pocket. He rolled it around 
his fingers. It glinted in the warm glow of the museum 
light. He’d never noticed how beautiful it was before. 
Jimmy couldn’t but think of all the great things he could 
do with Tutankhamun; the adventures they could go on; 
the fun they’d have. Then that swirly feeling twisted 
itself inside his tummy again. Guilt, sorrow, regret and 
sadness all fizzed their way to Jimmy’s head and he knew this couldn’t go on. He kissed the 
heart scarab for the second-to-last time.

Poof!

The pharaoh appeared out of thin air. “What is this?” Tutankhamun boomed, staring at his 
own tomb. 

“Where you belong,” Jimmy replied.

The pharaoh spun around with a puzzled look on his face. “Osiris, I do not understand. Is this 
but more trickery?” 

Jimmy smiled and held out his hand “You’re right, I have been tricking you. I’m not Osiris. My 
name’s Jimmy and I’m a ten-year-old boy.”

The pharaoh glanced down at Jimmy’s hand. “Is this another test?”    

Jimmy shook his head. “I borrowed your heart scarab from your tomb. I shouldn’t have done, 
but I did.” Jimmy looked up. “I’m sorry,” he said. 

“So… this is not the underworld Duat?” Tutankhamun said.

“No,” Jimmy replied.

King Tutankhamun glared at Jimmy, his eyes wide and wild. “Great Lord of This-world,” 
he said, grabbing Jimmy’s hand. “I thank you for guiding me thus far on my journey to the 
afterlife.”

“You’re not mad with me?” Jimmy gasped. 

“Mad?” the pharaoh said, smiling down, “Jimmy-who-is-a-ten-year-old-boy, you have prepared 
the great King Tutankhamun for the trials that lie ahead. Nothing I am about to face could be 
as terrifying as that which you have shown me. I thank you.”

Jimmy looked up at the pharaoh and the horrible swirly feeling in his tummy began to slip 
away. “Am I cursed?” he said, nervously.  

“Cursed? Ha! You are blessed, young Jimmy!” the pharaoh boomed. “Farewell!”
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Jimmy smiled and let out a loud sigh. “Oh, thank goodness,” he whispered. “Goodbye, King 
Tut! I’ll miss you…” 

“And I you, Jimmy of This-world.”

Jimmy gave a sad wave then kissed Tutankhamun’s lost heart scarab for the last time. As soon 
as the pharaoh had disappeared, Jimmy nipped under the tape and carefully placed the scarab 
back where he had borrowed it from in the first place. 

That night, Jimmy lay in his bed and closed his eyes, wondering how King Tutankhamun was 
getting on with the real god of the underworld. 

He was glad Mrs Richards had forced the class to wander around a museum. Visiting a 
museum was like bringing the past to life and learning about history was the coolest thing 
ever. Although mucking around with jelly babies, jumping frogs and fake poo were sometimes 
funny, it stopped him from learning about all the awesome stuff – especially stuff about the 
ancient Egyptians. He turned over and promised himself he was going to be good from now on. 
For the second night in a row, Jimmy was looking forward to school.

As he drifted off to sleep, Jimmy began to dream of a man with a strange hat and a funny little 
beard. The man was sailing on Ra’s boat towards a glowing horizon, and there, far away in the 
distance beyond the setting sun, was a land of two fields…  
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