During our 2002/2003 field season we spent most of our time working in a tomb. We were documenting to create a digital reconstruction of the space. We were also documenting the decoration in the burial chamber, a chapter from the Book of the Dead, to create 3D animations.

On our last day of work, one of our team members complained of feeling dizzy, sat down on a wooden crate, and hit the ground within 60 seconds. His body was stiff and his eyes were wide open. It was terrifying, especially since he was in his 60s. Kevin, our director, ran to get help. This was his dad. 

I stayed with the stricken. He came to in a few minutes. He had merely fainted, probably from dehydration. But I accompanied him back to the French Mission house and sat outside his door while he slept, just in case. 

The year prior while I was in Luxor, my own dad had a heart attack back in the States. My mom could not find me out there in the Third World desert, where toilet paper was a rare luxury let alone international phone lines and internet connections. I didn't find out about my dad's heart attack and four flat-line episodes until I returned to California.

It was weird because I had this rogue thought before I left that my dad might die while I was gone. When I was 8, 9, 10 years old I was obsessed with Egypt. My dad encouraged this interest because he liked history, too. Egypt became our father-daughter bonding point.

SO before I left I had this thought in my head in his voice, something like, "Well, Heather is married now and Casondra has finally made it to Egypt." --like everything was in place, his daughters were well set on paths to their happiness, and he could go.
