When Larrived at the hospital Grandad
) W,

was at the asa
far end of the ward - i .y sleep, He
quiet g
pot,

orning’, thankfuﬂy

; ) ce.I'd h .
him propped up in bed, glad to see me bucipaesdI to find
g Ppassed

the other pati
" patients my heart sank: no one he 1
well enough for visitors. iy

said a different nurse to this m

with a lovely, soft-as-feathers voi

fre}j;l;l:de?nfiad S b.ed, the windows were open. Th
e blanka .c 1lt so bitterly cold the bed was hea ede
o r:tts. allT could see was a tuft of his stee]- i
gout from underneath iy

Ipulled up a chair, .

‘That you, Lily?’ id wi

“How z e ul);uilscs ?s’ald without looking,

You smell of rain, he re

lied. ¢
had the good sense to by plied. "Your mother would've

e £ bring her umbrella.’
ankets twitched, Grandad’s face appeared
peared. I

wasn't ready f,
Y for the shock. It was only a few d
ays since
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like his

her? he croaked.

been feeding
1l Mum but

t? You
)
‘Dont te€

» ] admitted-

come and see you:
ing urned into a horrible cough.

passing on the infection,
¢ far more was how sick he Jooked.
hing to tell you.” I dropped my
parcel curned up at your
Hanawati, and

q'ye been trying
off school to
catlaugh
d about him

[ skived
His attempP
Mum had worrie
put what bothered M
‘Listen, I've somet
to a nervous whisper. A
om a man called Professor
he most wonderful—’
» Grandad interrupte

yoice
shop- It’s fr
inside it is ¢

‘He sent the jar
and failed — 0 sit up-

I nodded. It was becoming pain
s. And how stupid I’d been to

d. He tried -

fully obvious how

important this jar wa

Jet i out of my sight.
‘Why did the professor send

9t looks like it belongs ina museum.
Grandad spluttercd. ‘A museum? That's ho

it to you?" I asked.

w all this

terrible business started!’
W hat terrible business?’

“The curse, he whispered.
He looked sicker than ever, suddenly. Sweat rolled
aking

off his face, pooling in his collarbones and so
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the pillow and bl
ankets.
like this. > 16 was hortible 1o e,
et Im
I.t s an unusual jar, that’s all. I'm sy
I'said, trying to reassure him )
He e
e gr'abbed my arm. Tmean it, Lily. There’
; : jar. It took Hanawati twenty years to ' alcursc
. r ' ’
. erhaps it was only the fever talking, but I Zil ‘Sf-
egan to feel unsettled. The professor’s death w .
strange, and the jar had certainly unnerved me e

3 B > ¢ 3
IfI d n 1S
ont I'CCOVCI‘, Grandad Croade. Ifthe curse
on me now—

1LS not curgey »

s Sss'h! Don't say that!” I broke in, though it wa
aw S
o x;mg on me that he might be talking sense. Since

tletter had come from the professor, he’d got sicker

and SiCkCr, and .
oy now the jar had been passed on to

I grew suddenly afraid.

“What do you want m
e to do?’ ‘ Bt
curse, what will break jc?’ 02’ I asked. “If this is 2
‘Send the jar back, Lilyr’
“To Egypt?’ y" Grandad gasped.

He nodded desperately. “To the hotel

Ibrahim ... before the curse .

Mr

I sat b.ack in my seat, stumped already, 1,
was I going to get ajar back to Egypvy. Ow on earth
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d him. ‘And who’s

Which houglelidlis presse
[brahim?’ ’
M‘r\)(/intcr ... palace .- reception . . - he wheezed.
“Winter palace? Is that the hotel’s name?’
rink, but he

d.1 cried to help himwithad

he
s g water all over the bed.

pushcd the cup away, sloshin
“You have to - - - otherwise . . . t0O late ... Another

hing fit seized him. It wasa horrible, bed-shaking,
¢ went on and on until the nurse
came running with a bowl. I didn’t see what Grandad
but it sounded wet and solid. When
h afterwards there was blood on

coug
scouring noise tha

spat into it,
he wiped his mout
the cloth.

It was awful to see him so unwell.

The nice nurse, seeing my shock, nudge
my seat. ‘You'd better go, love.

But Grandad was beckoning me to come closer.

I shouldn’t have taken it. Not mine to decide ... all

d me from

those years ago ...
‘He’s rambling, the nurse insisted. ‘Really, you

should go’

‘He wants me to help him,’ Isaid desperately. Tdon’t

know what to do.
‘Give the poor chap a bit of peace and quiet,

what he needs, she replied.

that’s
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bowl back under Grandad’s chjp.
‘Believe me,

she said.

It was too late for that. I do
witnessed another living person j
state, never mind someone this dea
being thumped right in the hearr.

Knowing how much Grandad would hage
cry, L held on to my tears uncil I got outside. Fye
it was awkward to be sobbing in public, wich
staringand hurrying past as if my sadness was ca

Returning the jar to Egypt wasn’t going to be e
Grandad had asked me to,

I had to get it back from

it’s better if you dont see him Jjke this

n’t think I'd e
n such 3 dreadfy
I'to me. It wag like

me to
n then
people
tching,
asy. But
so I'd do it. First, though,
Tulip. It was too late — and

too far - to go to Highgate today. It would have to
be tomorrow, after school,

if Tulip didn’t turn up at St
Kilda’s. I wasn’t expecting her to, somehow,

Then there was Professor Hanawati’s letter to
Grandad, which might tell me somcthing about the
Egyptian hotel and, I thought with a shudder, the

curse. How strange that only days ago I’d mentioned

dying wishes, and now here We were - one man dead,
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st was
lyill - and what mattered mo

usly
gero

its rightful place. '
n(l:lcci l:(;x::: I cgaught myself remembering

Je of years ago. Dad had taken

another dan
a jar being retur

Onthelongwa
something from a coup

|: a big one = :
R off our best coats and, as it was

day, 1 was allowed to skip school to attend.
2L expected all along the route from
Cde‘s wezicon to Westminster Abbey where the
" Stlii be buried like a king’s. Not that we knew
Colfﬁnt}‘:,eotlcad person was, but that, said Dad, was
who

a procession, he’d called it.
ustod fu

Mum had brushed

he point. .
ex;jlf;mlz :Jnlfnown Warrior was what they called him.

Dad explained how, in the battlcfit‘:lds of F;ancc,
they'd dug up four unmarked bodies and c osen
one at random. That body could’ve been a pnvate,h a
Jieutenant, a captain — anyone. He represented all the
men of all ranks, all ages, who'd died in the war. Put
like that, it sounded grand and honourable.

Yet all week in the playground — I was still a.t .rny
local junior school back then — we’d been gossiping
about what would be inside the coffin. Neddy reckoned
it was full of jumbled-up body parts because tha.t was
all they could find. Someone else — Bobby, I think —-f
said it was actually a dead dog. But Rita Farley, one o
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and fascinated by this ide,. - horriﬁed

Mum had invited Grapg
the funeral. Tpe Plan w,
Woolworths. From there ywe

ad to COme Wi
S to Mmeet him
d catch the bus ¢

th us ¢
Ou[side
(0] GrCCn

was still no sign of Grandad. Dad said he wasn’t waiting
any longer, which meant we weren’t, either,

Boarding the bus, I was very close to tears. I didn’t
understand why a funeral for someone we didn’t know
Was more important than waiting for someone we did.
Even when the funeral was over, and I'd seen the black
shiny horses pulling the gun carriage and the coffin
draped with the Union tlag, which wasn’t open at all,
I still fele disappointed. All we saw of the Unknown
Soldier was a dented tin helmet. And even thar wasn’t

his, so Dad said.
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i explain
. 1¢ apologise OF
o (lill:tnday.l:;n fact, it was never
gt

- et — the dead

¢ whole process

the public
i i was
e bizarre situation I

h 1t d IClllUldCd G[alldad too, Of
en

h d t (o)1 ]la(l takell, I“ the Cnd, thC
“yhat e an he prOfCSS
was lald to rest n lllS hOl’I‘lC COUIltI y,

iles from Egypt —
11 thousands of mi eat i

P
s it now, th

in

Unknown Soldier

j sti
he jar was -
. Jin Highgate, t© be precise,

Ly,
e I'd only just met.

someone
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