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The first time Melanie Ross meets April Hall, she’s not sure they have anything in common. But
she soon discovers that they both love anything to do with ancient Egypt. When they stumble
upon a deserted storage yard, Melanie and April decide it’s the perfect spot for the Egypt
Game. Before long there are six Egyptians, and they all meet to wear costumes, hold
ceremonies, and work on their secret code. Everyone thinks it’s just a game until strange things
start happening. Has the Egypt Game gone too far?
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Escape ExcerptAbout Zilpha Keatley SnyderTo the boys and girls I knew at Washington School
and to Susan and Tammy for the loan of some secretsINTRODUCTION BY THE
AUTHOROver the years since The Egypt Game was first published, I’ve heard from a great
many readers. Their letters have been wonderful, telling me how much they enjoyed the book
and how they made up their own versions of the game, and almost always asking me the
following question: “Where do you get your ideas?”That question is perhaps the one fiction
writers hear more frequently than any other. But it’s the wrong question. A better one would be
“How do you get your ideas?” Because getting story ideas is pretty much a matter of habit—the
habit of taking interesting, but rather ordinary, bits and pieces of reality and building on them,
weaving them together until a story emerges. Ideas can come from anywhere. Everyone has
good sources of ideas. But the building and weaving part can be hard—fun and exciting but
also difficult and demanding.I’ve often used The Egypt Game to illustrate how any story can
have “idea roots” that go back to different periods in one’s life. The longest root goes back to
when I was in fifth grade and became fascinated by the culture of ancient Egypt. I read
everything I could find on the subject, made up my own hieroglyphic alphabet, and played my
own rather simple, and very private, Egypt Game, which included walking to school like an
Egyptian—imagining myself as Queen Nefertiti, actually.A somewhat shorter root goes back to
when I was teaching in Berkeley, California, while my husband was in graduate school. My
classes usually consisted of American kids of all races, as well as a few whose parents were
graduate students from other countries. All six of the main characters in The Egypt Game are
based, loosely but with ethnic accuracy, on people who were in my class one year—even
Marshall, whom I had to imagine backward in time to four years of age.And the shortest root
goes back to when my own daughter, a sixth-grader at the time, became intrigued by my
stories about my “Egyptian period” and started her own version of the Egypt Game. Her game
was much more complicated than mine and involved many of the activities I described in the
story, including the mummification of our parakeet, who, like Elizabeth’s Prince Pete-ho-tep,
died by feline assassination. A few years later, when my daughter was in her teens, she
sometimes threatened to go through every one of my books looking for all the good ideas she
had given me—and charge me for them!But as I said before, all these idea roots came from
rather ordinary sources that needed to be built on and woven together until they became the
story of The Egypt Game.Zilpha Keatley SnyderThe Discovery of EgyptNOT LONG AGO IN A
LARGE UNIVERSITY TOWN IN California, on a street called Orchard Avenue, a strange old
man ran a dusty shabby store. Above the dirty show windows a faded peeling sign said:A-
ZANTIQUESCURIOSUSED MERCHANDISENobody knew for sure what the A-Z meant.
Perhaps it referred to the fact that all sorts of strange things—everything from A to Z—were
sold in the store. Or perhaps it had something to do with the owner’s name. However, no one
seemed to know for sure what his name actually was. It was all part of a mysterious
uncertainty about even the smallest item of public information about the old man. Nobody



seemed certain, for instance, just why he was known as the Professor.The neighborhood
surrounding the Professor’s store was made up of inexpensive apartment houses, little family-
owned shops, and small, aging homes. The people of the area, many of whom had some
connection with the university, could trace their ancestors to every continent, and just about
every country in the world.There were dozens of children in the neighborhood; boys and girls
of every size and style and color, some of whom could speak more than one language when
they wanted to. But in their schools and on the streets they all seemed to speak the same
language and to have a number of things in common. And one of the things they had in
common, at that time, was a vague and mysterious fear of the old man called the
Professor.Just what was so dangerous about the Professor was uncertain, like everything else
about him, but his appearance undoubtedly had something to do with the rumors. He was tall
and bent and his thin beard straggled up his cheeks like dry moss on gray rocks. His eyes were
dark and expressionless, and set so deep under heavy brows that from a distance they looked
like dark empty holes. And from a distance was the only way that most of the children of
Orchard Avenue cared to see them. The Professor lived somewhere at the back of his dingy
store, and when he came out to stand in the sun in his doorway, smaller children would cross
the street if they had to walk by.Now and then, older and braver boys, inspired by the old man’s
strangeness, would dare each other into an attempt to tease or torment him—but not for long.
Their absolute failure to get any sort of a reaction from their victim was not only discouraging, it
was weird enough to spoil the fun for even the bravest of bullies.Since there were several
antique stores in the area to draw the buyers, the Professor seemed to do a fairly good
business with out-of-town collectors; but his local trade was very small. It was said that he sold
items that were used, but not antique, very cheaply, but even for grown-ups the prospect of a
bargain was often not enough to offset the discomfort of the old man’s stony stare.It was one
day early in a recent September that the Professor happened to be the only witness to the very
beginning of the Egypt Game. He had been looking for something in a seldom used storeroom
at the back of his shop, when a slight noise drew him to a window. He lifted a gunnysack
curtain, rubbed a peephole in the thick coating of dirt, and peered through. Outside that
particular window was a small storage yard surrounded by a high board fence. It had been
years since the Professor had made any use of the area, and the weed-grown yard and open
lean-to shed were empty except for a few pieces of forgotten junk. But as the old man peered
through his dirty window, two girls were pulling a much smaller boy through a hole in the
fence.The Professor had seen both of the girls before. They were about the same age and
size, perhaps eleven or twelve years old. The one who was tugging at the little boy’s leg was
thin and palely blond, and her hair was arranged in a straggly pile on the top of her head. Her
high cheekbones and short nose were faintly spattered with freckles and there was a strange
droopy look to her eyes. The old man recalled that she had been in his store not long before,
and along with some other improbable information she had disclosed that her name was
April.The other girl, who had the little boy by the shoulders, was African American, as was the
little boy himself. A similarity in their pert features and slender arching eyebrows indicated that
they were probably brother and sister. The Professor had seen them pass his store many times
and knew that they were residents of the neighborhood.The fence that surrounded the storage
yard was high and strong and topped by strands of barbed wire, but one thin plank had come
loose so that it was possible to swing it to one side. Both the girls were very slender and they
had apparently squeezed through without much trouble, but the boy was causing a problem.
He was only about four years old but he was sturdily built; moreover, he was clutching a large
stuffed toy to his chest with both arms. He paid not the slightest attention to the demands of the



two girls that he, “Turn loose of that thing for just a minute, can’t you?” and, “Let me hold
Security for you just till you get through, Marshall.” Marshall remained very calm and patient,
but his grip on his toy didn’t relax for a second.When the little boy and his huge plush octopus
at last popped free into the yard, the girls turned to inspect their discovery. Their eyes flew over
the broken birdbath, the crumbling statue of Diana the Huntress, and the stack of fancy
wooden porch pillars, and came to rest on something in the lean-to shack. It was a cracked and
chipped plaster reproduction of the famous bust of Nefertiti. The two girls stared at it for a long
breathless moment and then they turned and looked at each other. They didn’t say a word, but
with widening eyes and small taut smiles they sent a charge of excitement dancing between
them like a crackle of electricity.The customer, an antique dealer from San Francisco, was
stirring restlessly in the main room of the store. Hearing him, the Professor was reminded of his
errand. He replaced the sacking curtain and left the storeroom. It was more than an hour later
that he remembered the children and returned to the peephole in the dirty window.There had
been some changes made in the storage yard. Some of the ornate old porch pillars had been
propped up around the lean-to so that they seemed to be supporting its sagging tin roof; the
statue of Diana had been moved into position near this improvised temple; and in the place of
honor at the back and center of the shed, the bust of Nefertiti was enthroned in the broken
birdbath. The little boy was playing quietly with his octopus on the floor of the shed and the two
girls were busily pulling the tall dry weeds that choked the yard, and stacking them in a pile
near the fence.“Look, Melanie,” the girl named April said. She displayed a prickly bouquet of
thistle blossoms.“Neat!” Melanie nodded enthusiastically. “Lotus blossoms?”April considered
her uninviting bouquet with new appreciation. “Yeah,” she agreed. “Lotus blossoms.”Melanie
had another inspiration. She stood up, dumping her lap full of weeds, and reached for the
blossoms—gingerly because of the prickles. Holding them at arm’s length, she announced
dramatically, “The Sacred Flower of Egypt.” Then she paced with dignity to the birdbath and
with a curtsy presented them to Nefertiti.April had followed, watching approvingly, but now she
suddenly objected. “No! Like this,” she said.Taking the thistle flowers, she dropped to her knees
and bent low before the birdbath. Then she crawled backward out of the lean-to. “Neat,”
Melanie said, and, taking the flowers back, she repeated the ritual, adding another refinement
by tapping her forehead to the floor three times. April gave her stamp of approval to this latest
innovation by trying it out herself, doing the forehead taps very slowly and dramatically. Then
the two girls went back to their weed pulling, leaving the thistles before the altar of Nefertiti.A
few moments later the blond girl sat back suddenly on her heels and clapped a hand to her
right eye. When she took it away the Professor, peering through his spy hole, noticed that the
eye had lost its strange droopy appearance. “Melanie,” April said. “They’re gone. I’ve lost my
eyelashes.”At about that point, a customer, entering the Professor’s store, forced him to leave
his vantage point at the dirty window. So he missed the frantic search that followed. He also
missed the indignant scolding when the girls discovered that April’s false eye lashes had fallen
before the altar of Nefertiti, where Marshall had found them and quietly beautified one of the
button eyes of his octopus.When the Professor finally was free to return to his peephole the
children had gone home, leaving the storage yard almost free from weeds, and a thistle
blossom offering before the birdbath.Enter AprilHER NAME WAS APRIL HALL, BUT SHE
OFTEN CALLED herself April Dawn. Exactly one month before the Egypt Game began in the
Professor’s backyard she had come, very reluctantly, to live in the shabby splendor of an old
California-Spanish apartment house called the Casa Rosada. She came because she had
been sent away by Dorothea, her beautiful and glamorous mother, to live with a grandmother
she hardly knew, and who wore her gray hair in a bun on the back of her head. None of April



and Dorothea’s Hollywood friends ever had gray hair, except the kind you have on purpose, no
matter how old they got otherwise.It had been on that very first day, early in August, that April
and the Professor first met. On that first morning of her new life April had spent half an hour
arranging her limp blond hair in a high upsweep, such as Dorothea sometimes wore. It was
hard work, much harder than it looked when Dorothea did it. As she pinned and repinned, April
told herself with righteous bitterness that Caroline was sure to make her take it all down again
anyway, and all her hard work would be for nothing.But if her grandmother noticed the hairdo,
she said nothing about it at the breakfast table. She didn’t even seem to notice how quiet and
depressed April was and try to cheer her up with questions and conversation. April decided
that Caroline must be the uninterested kind of person who didn’t notice much of anything. Well,
that was good. Because, for the short while she was here, April intended to go right on leading
the kind of life she was used to, and if Caroline didn’t even notice—well, at least there wouldn’t
be any trouble. All through breakfast Caroline went on saying almost nothing, but finally when
she was almost through she did say that she wouldn’t mind being called Grandma or even
Grannie, if April liked.“Oh, I guess I’ll just go on calling you Caroline,” April said. And then with
pointed sweetness she added, “That is, unless you’d rather I didn’t.” Dorothea always called her
Caroline instead of Mother, so what was wrong with Caroline instead of Grandmother? Of
course, Caroline wasn’t Dorothea’s mother. She was the mother of April’s father, who had died
in an accident before April even had a chance to get to know him.Nothing more was said until
Caroline began to clear the table. Then she said, “I’ve arranged for you to have lunch with Mrs.
Ross and her children on the second floor. She said she’d send Melanie, her little girl, up for
you about twelve o’clock. The rest of the time you’ll be more or less on your own, but I’d
appreciate it if you’d let Mrs. Ross know if you leave the building. Just tell her where you’re
going and how soon you’ll be back.”“I could get my own lunch,” April said. “I cooked a lot at
home.”“I know,” Caroline said, “but I’ve made this arrangement with Mrs. Ross, so we’ll try it for
a while, just till school starts. The Rosses are very nice people. Mrs. Ross teaches school and
her husband is a graduate student at the university. Their little girl is about your age, and they
have a boy about four. They’re African Americans,” she added.April shrugged. “Dorothea and I
know a lot of black people. There are a lot of black people in show business.”Caroline smiled. “I
see,” she said. “Tell me, April, what do you think of the Casa Rosada?”“The what?” April
said.“The Casa Rosada, this apartment house.”“Oh.” April repeated her shrug. “It’s okay.”
Actually it had been a pleasant surprise—that is, it would have been if she’d been in the mood
for pleasant surprises. The last time she’d visited Caroline, she’d lived in a tiny supermodern
apartment, like a cell, only with paintings. The Casa Rosada was very different. Somehow it
made April think of Hollywood and home. It was very Spanishy-looking with great thick walls,
arched doorways, fancy iron grillwork, stained-glass panels in the windows and tile floors in the
lobby. Outside it was painted pink.Caroline smiled her small prim smile. “Mr. Ross calls it the
Petrified Birthday Cake, and I’m afraid that’s a pretty good description. It must have been quite
the thing when it was built back in the twenties. Of course, it’s terribly run down now, but the
apartments are roomy. It’s so hard to find a modern place with two bedrooms that’s not awfully
expensive.”It hadn’t occurred to April that Caroline had moved because of her—so she could
have a bedroom of her own. She knew she ought to feel grateful, but for some reason what she
really felt was angry. What made Caroline think that April was going to be with her long enough
for it to make any difference whether she had a room of her own or not? Dorothea had
promised it would only be for a little while. Only until things got more settled down and she
wasn’t on tour so much of the time.Before Caroline left she wrote down the phone number of
the library at the university, where she worked, in case there was an emergency and April



needed her. There wasn’t much likelihood of that. April was used to taking care of herself.When
she was alone April went out on the tiny iron balcony and looked around. Caroline’s apartment
was on the third and top floor and fronted on the avenue. Most of the buildings in the
neighborhood were only one or two stories high, so from where she stood she could get a
pretty good idea of the lay of the land. On one side of the Casa Rosada were some small shops
—a florist, a doughnut shop and some others. On the other, across a narrow alley, was a tall
billboard that pretty much blocked the view, but by leaning forward April could see the façade of
a long low building. She could tell that it was very dingy and the windows were badly in need of
washing. From her position—high and to one side—she couldn’t make out the sign; but from
the interesting clutter in the show windows it seemed to be some sort of secondhand store.A
store of that type always offered an interesting possibility for exploring, but April was really
looking for something else at the moment. A drugstore might do or perhaps a beauty shop.
When Dorothea and Nick, Dorothea’s agent and good friend, had put April on the bus the
morning before, they had each slipped her some money. It added up to quite a bit more than
April was used to having all at once, and she wanted to make some purchases before Caroline
found out about it. Not that she really thought that Caroline would take the money away, but it
would be just like a grandmother to insist that it be spent on something “sensible” like new
shoes or a school dress.A few minutes later April was taking the old-fashioned elevator, with its
door like a folding iron fence, down to the lobby. It wasn’t until she was out on the sidewalk that
she remembered what Caroline had said about reporting to Mrs. Ross before she left the
building. She paused long enough to decide that reporting wouldn’t be possible until that
afternoon. After all, Caroline hadn’t even told her where the Rosses lived, at least not exactly.
With that settled to her satisfaction she went on up the street.The girl in the drugstore looked
surprised, but she didn’t make too much of a big deal out of April’s purchases. When she got
out the false eyelashes, she did ask if they were to be a present for someone. But when April
made her smile poisonously sweet and said, “Oh no,” she seemed to get the point and stopped
asking questions. On the way home April decided that since there was still plenty of time before
twelve o’clock, she might as well explore the store she had seen from the balcony.The store
was called A–Z, and its dusty show windows were crammed with a weird clutter of old and
exotic-looking objects—huge bronze oriental vases next to some beat-up old pots and pans.
An old-fashioned crank telephone, a primitive-looking wooden mask and a treadle sewing
machine. Two kerosene lamps and a huge broad-bladed knife with a carved ivory handle. April
felt a tiny tingle of excitement. She always felt that way about old stuff. It had been one of the
few things that she and Dorothea didn’t agree on. Dorothea always said, “I’ll take mine new and
shiny.”It was dusky inside the store after the outdoor brightness. There didn’t seem to be any
clerks at all. Not that it mattered, because April was only looking. She squatted down in front of
a glass case full of small objects: vases and jars, some partly cracked or broken, crudely made
jewelry and tiny statues. All of it looked terribly ancient and interesting. She was pressing her
nose to the glass when suddenly she knew she was being watched.An old man was leaning
over the counter right above her head. “Oh hello,” April said and went on looking at a tiny statue
with broad shoulders, short legs and a hole in the top of its head. It looked almost Egyptian and
April had always been especially interested in Egyptian stuff. After a moment she looked up
again and the man was still there. “What’s that?” she asked, pointing to the tiny figure.“That is a
pre-Columbian burial figure. It was made in Mexico about two thousand years ago.” The old
man’s voice was slow and rusty.April looked up again quickly. “Two thousand—you’re kidding,”
she said. But on second glance she was sure he wasn’t. He wasn’t kidding and he wasn’t quite
like anyone she’d ever seen before. He had a strange skimpy-looking little beard and his eyes



were deep set and as blank as an empty well. He said nothing more, and not by so much as a
flicker did his face reveal what he was thinking.April was impressed. A deadpan was something
she’d cultivated herself, and she knew from experience that such a perfect one was not easily
come by. “I mean,” she said with respectful caution, “is it really that old?”The old man only tilted
his stone face downward in a stiff nod. April went back to studying the objects in the case, but
now her interest was divided. The old man was almost as unusual as the strange things behind
the dusty glass. In a few moments she stood up and smiled at him. It was a real smile, small
and quick, not the gooey kind she usually used on grown-ups. Somehow she had a notion he
wouldn’t fool easily.“My name is April Hall,” she said. “I’ve just come to live in the apartment
house next door, with my grandmother. I used to live in Hollywood with my mother.” She
paused. For a moment it looked as if the old man wasn’t going to answer at all, but at last his
craggy face cracked enough to allow the escape of two small words, “I see.”April regarded him
with grudging admiration. It usually wasn’t very hard to pick the real meaning out of things
people said, if you watched them closely. But this one wasn’t going to be easy. The “I see” said
nothing at all. It wasn’t friendly, or angry, or curious, or even bored. In fact, there was something
about the absolute nothingness behind it that was a little bit frightening, like putting out your
hand to touch something that wasn’t really there. April began to chatter a little nervously. “I’m a
nut about things like that.” She motioned towards the case. “I’m always reading about ancient
times and stuff like that. You know, Babylonia and Egypt and Greece and China. It’s kind of a
hobby of mine. As a matter of fact, I’m even planning to be an archaeologist when I grow up.
Some people think that’s a pretty kooky ambition for a girl—but I like it. You see, I have this
theory about how I was a high priestess once, in an earlier reincarnation. Do you think that’s
possible?”“Possible?” The old man’s voice quavered the word into a whole flock of syllables.
“Many things are possible.”“That’s what I think, too. A lot of people don’t think so, though. When
I told Nick—he’s my mother’s agent—about the high priestess thing he just laughed. He said, ‘I
don’t know about those other reincarnations, kiddo, but in this one you’re a nut.’ ”Before the old
man could answer, if he was going to, a couple of ladies breezed in the doorway. Of course,
they interrupted right away when they saw that April was just a kid.As she drifted out the door
and back to the Casa Rosada, April wondered why she’d gabbed so much. It wasn’t really like
her. She’d started out just trying to get the old man to talk and then somehow she couldn’t quit.
It was almost as if the old man’s deadly silence was a dangerous dark hole that had to be filled
up quickly with lots of words.Enter Melanie—and MarshallON THAT SAME DAY IN AUGUST,
JUST A FEW MINUTES before twelve, Melanie Ross arrived at the door of Mrs. Hall’s
apartment on the third floor. Melanie was eleven years old and she had lived in the Casa
Rosada since she was only seven. During that time she’d welcomed a lot of new people to the
apartment house. Apartment dwellers, particularly near a university, are apt to come and go.
Melanie always looked forward to meeting new tenants, and today was going to be especially
interesting. Today, Melanie had been sent up to get Mrs. Hall’s granddaughter to come down
and have lunch with the Rosses. Melanie didn’t know much about the new girl except that her
name was April and that she had come from Hollywood to live with Mrs. Hall, who was her
grandmother.It would be neat if she turned out to be a real friend. There hadn’t been any girls
the right age in the Casa Rosada lately. To have a handy friend again, for spur-of-the-moment
visiting, would be great. However, she had overheard something that didn’t sound too
promising. Just the other day she’d heard Mrs. Hall telling Mom that April was a strange little
thing because she’d been brought up all over everywhere and never had much of a chance to
associate with other children. You wouldn’t know what to expect of someone like that. But then,
you never knew what to expect of any new kid, not really. So Melanie knocked hopefully at the



door of apartment 312.Meeting people had always been easy for Melanie. Most people she
liked right away, and they usually seemed to feel the same way about her. But when the door to
312 opened that morning, for just a moment she was almost speechless. Surprise can do that
to a person, and at first glance April really was a surprise. Her hair was stacked up in a pile that
seemed to be more pins than hair, and the whole thing teetered forward over her thin pale face.
She was wearing a big, yellowish-white fur thing around her shoulders, and carrying a plastic
purse almost as big as a suitcase. But most of all it was the eyelashes. They were black and
bushy looking, and the ones on her left eye were higher up and sloped in a different direction.
Melanie’s mouth opened and closed a few times before anything came out.April adjusted
Dorothea’s old fur stole, patted up some sliding strands of hair and waited—warily. She didn’t
expect this Melanie to like her—kids hardly ever did—but she did intend to make a very definite
impression; and she could see that she’d done that all right.

The Egypt dad gifts

From the Mixed-Up Files of Mrs. Basil E. Frankweiler: Special Edition, The Westing Game
(Puffin Modern Classics), The Phantom Tollbooth, The Famous Stanley Kidnapping Case (The
Stanley Family Book 2), The Twenty-One Balloons (Puffin Modern Classics), The Will To
Power, Season on the Brink: A Year with Bob Knight and the Indiana Hoosiers

Ebook Tops Reader, “Great book. My daughters school chose this book as her required
summer reading between 5th and 6th grade. I had her read it aloud to me at bedtime so I could
make sure she was responding to her packet correctly and it was a great book. It covered
some historical Egyptian topics in a way that would appeal to younger children while also
introducing some points that I wasn’t expecting. For instance, there is someone murdering
children, there is a girl being left behind by her narcisstic mom, and there is a scary antique
shop owner that people try to avoid. I was confused as to why these topics were being
explored in a book that I expected to be only about Egyptian history but I think it was beneficial
overall. This book allowed us to have a conversation about the importance of safety and the
impact of judgement. We’ve had conversations on this topic several times but now that she’s
older I think she was able to understand on a deeper level than she previously had and this
book helped her gain perspective on that same level.”

Carolina West, “Egypt Dream. I can't remember how old I was when I first read this book, but
having always been a fan of ancient Egypt, I knew from the start I'd enjoy it. The first of our
main characters, April, who's also quite interested in historical peoples, starts off feeling bitter
and dejected because her semi-famous mother has sent her to live with a grandmother she
barely knows, but that quickly changes when she meets Melanie. Melanie is just as imaginative
as April, so the two quickly form a bond, and along with Melanie's little brother Marshall,
eventually stumble upon a decrepit, empty lot behind a local store. Their new game only
includes the three of them at first, then slowly expands to include Elizabeth, the new girl in their
apartment building, and Toby and Ken, a couple of popular wise-crackers from their school. As
the mystery and intrigue of the Egypt Game grows, so does the danger in their town, though
exactly what happens, I'll leave a mystery. Suffice it to say the gang may just be in over their
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heads.”

High Altitude Reader, “THE TEST OF TIME. The year this book was published was the first
time I read it aloud to my sixth grade class. We all fell in love with the characters, except the
red hair man with red dots. Every year after that until I retired I read the Egypt Game to my
sixth graders. I was asked the first day of school if I was going to read the Egypt Game to
them by those who had older brothers, sisters or neighbors who had been in my class before.
For over twenty years I read that book aloud to many children and it never lost it's appeal or
became out of date. I taught my children that the real test of good literature was that it could
pass the test of time.My daughter and I had been talking about the book just a few days before
it appeared. When I saw it I had to buy it for a quick reread. It still stood the test of time even
though I have been retired for twenty- two years.”

D Kelleher, “Wonderful book. Our favorite book when we were kids in the 60’s. Along with The
Forgotten Door. This was the first book we read that had a multiracial cast. Also the first with a
serious subplot. Wonderfully written. Stands the test of time-except no cell phones, but you
hardly miss them.”

Dina, “Kid’s book for school. My kid needed this book for school. He wasn’t thrilled with the
story but that’s coming from an 11 year old who loves Fortnite”

Sarah, “My childhood classic. The one of two novels that first got me hooked on the mystery
genre when I was still in elementary school. It's cute, and quick (at least now, a decade later). It
also is what fed my interest into ancient civilizations and writing in general. It has a dear place
in my heart and never disappoints the child inside of me. Would recommend to parents looking
for something their children can read.”

Emma Taylor, “Five Stars. Great book. Year three class loved it and tied well with Egyptian
topic.”

Nadine, “Enjoyable story. I had a tough job trying to find a book related to Egypt for a topic in
school. This book was suitable for my Year 5 class and an enjoyable read frommy point of view,
also!”

Liliane Binnie, “Five Stars. My granddaughter loves it”

Ed Gostyn, “Este é O clássico de Zilpha... Pena que não há em Português!. Um livro
cativante... Mesmo para um adulto, nos meus 45, me sinto como um dos participantes do
"Jogo Egípcio".A autora com sua experiência em magistério sabe desenvolver com perfeição
os personagens de crianças. Os adultos, nem tanto. Mas para quê, se a história está sob o
foco das crianças?É um clássico nos Estados Unidos. Se viesse para o Brasil, certamente
faria também muito sucesso!”

The book by Zilpha Keatley Snyder has a rating of 5 out of 4.6. 987 people have provided
feedback.
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