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FADE IN:

EXT. EGYPTIAN DESERT - NIGHT  

Wind shifts the sands surrounding a lonely tomb, part of the 
Memphite Necropolis. This is the MASTABAT EL-FARA’UN, a flat-
roofed rectangular structure with outward sloping sides that 
appear to be the beginnings of a pyramid.  

TITLE:  SAQQARA, EGYPT - 1897

In darkness, a band of MEN ON HORSEBACK ride through the city 
of the dead to the tomb.  Archaeological teams have come and 
gone through the years leaving an open passage. 

INT. MASTABAT EL-FARA’UN

The men are British and Egyptian. SIR NIGEL ALLYN, 40s, a 
flinty-eyed Victorian aristocrat leads this expedition with 
his zealous greed and entitlement.  

Torches illuminate the narrow passageways that have been 
previously excavated.

SIGNS section off each area.  One sign points to a tomb for 
STAGE 1 - SHEPSESKAF and another sign for STAGE 2 - KHEPERA. 
The raiders follow the path toward Khepera.

FOUR ROYAL EGYPTIAN GUARDS in uniform protect the treasures 
and coffin of Khepera.  

Their sabers and rifles are no match for Nigel and his 
heavily armed raiders who surprise them.

GUNFIRE. Nigel shoots two of the guards, while several of the 
raiders are killed. They disarm the two remaining guards and 
have a clear path to the sarcophagus.

INT. ROYAL CHAMBER - TOMB OF KHEPERA

The tomb raiders enter the chamber filled with gold coins, 
artifacts and a sarcophagus.  Despite being awed by the 
obscene bounty, Nigel has an agenda. He and the men pry open 
the heavy sandstone sarcophagus to see-- THE MUMMY.   



EXT./INT. LOS ANGELES COUNTY MUSEUM OF MODERN ART - DAY

A giant photo banner of an ancient pharaoh advertises the 
exhibit for the TOMB OF SHEPSESKAF.  

TITLE:  TODAY

SCHOOL GROUPS, TOURISTS and ART PATRONS pass through the 
lobby.  A tour group forms near the Information Desk.

At the end of the line, ARTHUR TOMLINSON, 30s, very 
attractive, and well-groomed, stands a head above the rest. 
Each person steps forward, puts on museum-issued headphones 
and follows the fussy-looking male DOCENT to the gallery.

INT. CHINESE EXHIBIT

The group views Ming Dynasty paintings.  The docent does his 
best to be an effervescent pop of art education, but fizzes.

DOCENT
These masterpieces were from the 
Zhe school executed in the 
Forbidden City in the fifteenth and 
sixteenth centuries.  Maybe I 
shouldn’t use a word like execute.  
In some countries admiring these 
paintings could cost me my head.

His self-reverential chuckle elicits a smattering of awkward 
nods from the group, including Tomlinson sizing him up.

INT. DECORATIVE ARTS EXHIBIT

In the TYPOGRAPHY ROOM, Tomlinson leans against the glass to 
take a closer look at the PRINTING TOOLS.  He’s drawn to the 
clean, sharp points and edges gleaming under the light.

DOCENT
Please, sir, I’ve asked you before.  
Don’t lean against the glass.

The docent makes a show of using his crisp WHITE HANDKERCHIEF 
to wipe Tomlinson’s prints off the glass case.

TOMLINSON
My apologies.

His accent is hard to place. Somewhere in the British Empire, 
that is if Britain still had an empire.
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INT. EGYPTIAN EXHIBIT

The tour stops to examine a SARCOPHAGUS (the one opened in 
1897) STATUES, PAINTINGS, TEXTILES with HIEROGLYPHICS.  The 
docent gathers the group around a piece of cloth.

DOCENT
Gather round.  We’re a fairly large 
group, so we may have to squeeze 
in. Can everyone hear me? 

(adjusts the mic volume)
Perhaps the taller folks can stand 
in the back to let everyone see.

(to Tomlinson)
Sir?  Yes, could you... thank you, 
so everyone can see.

Tomlinson’s amused by the docent; steps behind everyone else.

DOCENT (CONT’D)
In 1790, a Frenchman named Jean 
Francois Champollion deciphered the 
Rosetta Stone and enabled us to 
understand hieroglyphics.  This 
cloth was from a shawl used as part 
of a ritual. The symbols are a 
prayer for protection.

Tomlinson speaks out, unable to hide his derision.

TOMLINSON
It’s a blanket. And the translation 
is the owner’s name.  That last bit 
there, says, roughly, “Don’t touch 
or I’ll tear your bollocks off.” 

A few laughs. The docent fumes at Tomlinson’s smugness.

DOCENT
I’m sure after thousands of years 
hieroglyphic decoding is not an 
exact science.  Shall we move on?

Next is the closed sarcophagus and PHOTOS of a MUMMY with 
most of the wrapping deteriorated.

DOCENT (CONT’D)
This sarcophagus is empty, but the 
photos are of the body of a servant 
to the royal family over four 
thousand years old likely to have 
been inside. 
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Mummification required the removal 
of the inner organs, then the body 
cavity was stuffed with natron. 
Which is salt. 

Tomlinson looks at the other items in the exhibit.

DOCENT (CONT'D)
The brain was then removed through 
the nose using long hooks. Since 
the ancient Egyptians considered 
the brain unimportant, it was 
probably thrown away.  After the 
embalming, the body was ritually 
wrapped and prepped for an 
elaborate burial.

Tomlinson has a few private moments to analyze the ALABASTER 
BUST of the pharaoh SHEPSESKAF before the tour joins him.

DOCENT (CONT’D)
Here we have a bust of Shepseskaf 
who ruled during the Fourth 
Dynasty.  These were the rulers who 
built the great pyramids.  But 
Shepseskaf, who reigned between 
2503 and 2498 B.C. E, broke the 
family tradition of pyramid 
building and instead had the 
Mastabat el-Fara’un built for 
himself.

TOMLINSON
He was too cheap to hire a proper 
architect.  

The docent glowers at Tomlinson who is bemused and not 
through yet.

INT. LACMA - EMPLOYEE ENTRANCE - NIGHT

Checking out for the evening, the docent passes a display 
case listing the day’s open exhibits.  He notices smudges on 
the glass and reaches into his pocket for his handkerchief, 
but... can’t find it.

DOCENT
Night, Les.

LACMA SECURITY GUARD
Have a good one. Lose something?
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DOCENT
My handkerchief, to get the 
smudges. I must have dropped it.

LACMA SECURITY GUARD
I’ll make sure the cleaning crew 
wipes it down.

INT. LACMA - EMPLOYEE PARKING GARAGE

The docent walks alone.  Quiet.  Then footsteps, not his own.  
Another set of steps - in heels.  He turns to see a FEMALE 
EMPLOYEE.  Her car alarm BEEPS when she unlocks the door.

With relief, the docent continues.  Only two cars remain on 
the level.  A strange gust of wind blows through the garage.  
He gets a chill, then a fright.  Just a feeling.

The docent walks quickly.  Then runs.  He reaches his car and 
fumbles with the keys.  He shakes, but why?  Looking around,  
nothing.  Not a sound.  Not a person.  Only fear.

His keys fall to the ground, near the back tire.  With his 
heart pounding out of his chest, the docent gets on his knees 
to pick them up.

When he rises, Tomlinson stands behind him.  He takes the 
docent’s handkerchief from his pocket. 

With one deft movement-- Tomlinson covers the docent’s nose 
and mouth with the handkerchief until he passes out.

INT. RITUAL ROOM - NIGHT

The docent rouses to find himself in a windowless room.  A 
gag in his mouth so he can’t speak.  Or scream.

Egyptian hieroglyphics and a SCARAB with an ANKH are painted 
on the white walls.  A MUMMIFIED HAND hangs from the ceiling. 
Graphic nineteenth century anatomy drawings hang above a prep 
table where there are CHEMICALS and SURGEON’S INSTRUMENTS.     

The docent is strapped nude to a wood table.  Tomlinson wears 
an apron and stands with his back to him.  He pours some oil 
into a basin filled with water. 

TOMLINSON
I enjoyed your tour.  

Cool, suave.  Tomlinson brings over the basin and a sponge. 
The docent flinches, but is afraid to struggle.
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TOMLINSON (CONT'D)
But I was disappointed at how you 
glossed over the art of 
mummification. It’s fascinating 
really. First, the body is washed.

Tomlinson dips the sponge into the basin and begins to 
meticulously wash the docent’s arms, legs, torso.

TOMLINSON (CONT'D)
Then the deceased person's inner 
organs are removed. 

Dread widens the docent’s eyes.  Tomlinson goes back to the 
table for FOUR COVERED JARS- CANOPIC JARS that look like 
spice cannisters. The lids represent a falcon, a jackal, a 
baboon and a man.

TOMLINSON (CONT’D)
They’re placed in Canopic jars with 
lids depicting the four sons of 
Horus: Qebehsenuef, the falcon 
head.  For the intestines.

As he speaks, he displays each of the jars.

TOMLINSON (CONT’D)
Duamutef, the jackal head; stomach. 
Hapy, the baboon head gets the 
lungs. And Imsety, the human head 
for the liver. 

Tomlinson pulls a lever on the table that tilts it up.

TOMLINSON (CONT'D)
The body is placed on a slanted 
embalming table, the cavity rinsed 
in palm wine and completely covered 
with natron. This allows fluids to 
drip away as the body slowly turns 
into a dried, shrunken corpse. 

Tomlinson takes his time, enjoys the terror he’s causing in 
his victim.  He gets a sack of what looks like salt (natron) 
from a corner of the room and brings it to the prep table. 
Next, he opens a cabinet and pulls out sheets of gauze.  

TOMLINSON (CONT'D)
It’s stuffed with packing. And oils 
applied to preserve the skin. The 
whole process used to take about 
seventy days. That was five 
thousand years ago.  Now, we live 
in a high tech age.  
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When he finishes preparing the ingredients, he grabs a 
SCALPEL made from obsidian and returns to the docent.

TOMLINSON (CONT'D)
I’ll have your dried out husk done 
in eight hours.  This will hurt.

Tomlinson makes the fatal incision down the side of the 
docent’s body.  Through the gag, the docent lets out a BLOOD 
CURDLING DEATH SCREAM.  

The result is a bloody, gruesome crescendo where Tomlinson 
reaches into the docent’s body cavity to take out his organs.  
To him, this is better than sex.

INT. TOMLINSON’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAWN

Sunrise over Southern California.  An empty room in what 
appears to be a contemporary home overlooking the ocean.  

Tomlinson is exhausted after his exertions.  Freshly 
showered, he has a drink in his hand and stands at the glass 
wall staring at the waves lapping onto the beach.  He can see 
SURFERS paddle out for the first rides of the day.

INT. LACMA - EGYPTIAN EXHIBIT - DAY

The overnight LACMA Security Guard makes his final rounds. 
The infrared SENSORS BLINK but do not buzz on the map where 
the Egyptian exhibit is.

The guard uses his keys to get through the alarms and adjusts 
the lights.  His jaw drops when he finds--

--the MUMMIFIED CORPSE of the docent standing inside the open 
sarcophagus.  His face, hands and feet are exposed, drained 
and dried out.  The rest of his body is covered in several 
layers of gauzy wrap as any mummy would be.  

END OF TEASER
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ACT ONE

EXT. LOS ANGELES COUNTY MUSEUM OF MODERN ART - DAY

A standard SEDAN drives down a busy street; about to turn 
into the parking lot across the street from the museum.

INT. SEDAN

DETECTIVE RUDY MESSENGER, 30s, is handsome, but hard with the 
steely gaze of a man who has seen a lot of shit. He signals 
to change lanes and checks his rear view mirror.

He glimpses A MAN in the mirror.  In the back seat.  Pale, 
ghostly, dressed in late nineteenth century clothing.  

Messenger jumps-- Holy Fuck. He reflexively hits the gas and 
veers into traffic.  

The car swerves to avoid others and CRASHES INTO A MAILBOX.  
The front end is damaged, but Messenger is okay.

MESSENGER
Jesus.

He checks the mirror and the back seat.  There is no one.  
What the hell was that?

INT. LACMA - EGYPTIAN EXHIBIT

Messenger shows his detective’s badge to the UNIFORMED COPS 
on guard and crosses the crime scene tape. 

He finds his partner, DETECTIVE DANTÉ RICE, an African-
American family man ten years from his pension, using a pen 
to peek under the gauze wrapped around the docent’s torso. 

MESSENGER
Danté.

RICE
There he is. Got your message.  You 
all right?   

Messenger is still a little spooked.  So he lies.

MESSENGER
Yeah.  Just-- brakes went out.  Car 
jumped the curb.
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RICE
Did you see a doctor?

MESSENGER
I’m fine. Don’t make a big deal. 
What have we got?

RICE
Ever seen one of these close up?

He indicates the docent’s mummified corpse.

RICE (CONT’D)
Male, twenty-seven, according to 
his personnel file.  Can’t tell 
now, he’s a mummy.

MESSENGER
Say again.

RICE
You heard me. Ricky Engel was a 
docent yesterday. Today, he’s a 
rotted out corpse.

Messenger sees something sticking out of the docent’s mouth.

MESSENGER
What’s that?

Rice pulls up the white spot poking through the victim’s 
lips.  It’s the handkerchief.

MESSENGER (CONT’D)
The mummy’s got his mouth full.

INT. LACMA - SECURITY ROOM

Messenger sits with the LACMA Security Guard at the console 
viewing security camera footage of the employee parking 
garage.  Rice comes in writing in his notebook.

RICE
The docent clocked out at seven.  

MESSENGER
He was concerned about the 
handkerchief.  

LACMA SECURITY GUARD
Not concerned, but he noticed it 
was missing. He had a thing about 
fingerprints on the glass.
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RICE
So’s my wife. 

(re: the video)
See anything there?

MESSENGER
Engel walks to his car.  Then runs, 
but nothing’s chasing him. He gets 
to the car, drops his keys and--

The surveillance video: a FLASH takes out the shot.  When the 
picture returns, the docent and his car are gone.

RICE
What was that?

LACMA SECURITY GUARD
Nothing’s wrong with the tape.

MESSENGER
We still don’t know if he left 
under his own steam. 

(to the Security Guard)
Show the exhibit room this morning.

RICE
Patrol found his car parked down 
the street. Ticketed it at six a.m. 
for street cleaning violation.

The Security Guard pushes some buttons on the console to call 
the tape from the Egyptian exhibit of that morning.

RICE (CONT’D)
The sarcophagus is closed.

The same FLASH blinds the camera for a bit.

MESSENGER
There’s that flash.

When the picture clears, the sarcophagus is open and the 
docent’s corpse is inside.

MESSENGER (CONT’D)
Two minutes, eighteen seconds.  
Then there’s our victim.

RICE
So what have we got?

MESSENGER
Nothing.
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