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Prologue 

In ancient Egypt, there was no divide between sacred and secular. Governance, agriculture, speech, 

and ritual were all bound by the demands of ma’at—a cosmic order of balance and justice upheld not 

by belief, but by practice. The Pharaoh, per-aa or “Great House,” was not merely a man, but a locus 

of divine presence, the living junction between heaven and earth. 

Religion was never fixed doctrine. It was lived tradition—a ritual memory rooted in place, gesture, 

and repetition. Before temples rose and gods were named, sacred power resided in stones, trees, and 

riverbends, imbued with sekhem - the animating force of life and potency.  Over time, these animistic 

impressions coalesced into cultic forms. The local became national. Symbols became names. But the 

old reverence—intimate, bodily, and immediate—remained sedimented beneath the grandeur in the 

lives of the people. 

This was the landscape inherited by Amenhotep IV. Born into the 18th Dynasty’s imperial apex, 

amid wealth, stability, and a resurgent solar theology, he did not reform Egypt’s ritual grammar—he 

ruptured it. Renaming himself Akhenaten, “He Who Is Beneficial to the Aten,” he centralized 

worship around a single solar force – the sun’s manifestation as the golden disc, the Aten. He built a 

new capital, Akhetaten, and chiseled Amun’s name from stone. In doing so, he unseated not only a 

god, but the economic and ideological bedrock of Egypt’s priesthood. 

At first, his Atenism echoed familiar hymns to Ra. But his vision narrowed. Orthopraxy became 

exclusivity. The Pharaoh alone became the mediator of light. Temples closed. Ritual plurality 

collapsed. This was no mere theological shift—it was a reallocation of power, an authoritarian 

consolidation dressed in solar garb. 

The aftermath of this disruptive time was swift and thorough. After Akhenaten’s death, a short-lived 

and unclear succession gave way to the boy-king Tutankhaten—renamed Tutankhamun—who, 

under advisors Ay and Horemheb, restored the old order. Akhetaten was abandoned. The gods 

returned. Akhenaten’s name was struck from record. Memory itself became contested terrain. 

Yet traces survived. Stones were reused, but not forgotten. Names were effaced, but not erased. 

When Seti I came to the throne, he did not merely restore temples—he reasserted Egypt’s sacred 



equilibrium. The Nile once more bore the weight of divine speech. This book is a retelling of that 

recovery—a time when the river remembered, and the gods returned. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Author’s Preface 

Why When the River Dreamed Had to Be Written 

I have spent most of my life standing in the long shadow of Egypt’s temples, tombs, and texts. First, 

as a young boy, I sat enthralled as I watched my father in the role of pharaoh in Verdi’s Aida. That 

was the spark. Then, as a student, I read all I could find on Egypt, eventually majoring in ancient 

history. And although my life’s vocation was that of a Lutheran pastor, my fascination for the ‘Black 

Land’ has never wavered. Finally, all of this has led me to the role of a storyteller who could no 

longer keep silent. When the River Dreamed is the result: a novel that refuses to treat ancient Egypt as a 

mere setting or colorful backdrop. Instead, I invite readers to cross a ritual threshold and inhabit a 

world where speech shapes reality, silence listens back, and the divine is as near as the dust beneath 

one’s feet. 

What makes this book different? 

Most historical fiction about Egypt looks at the past from a comfortable distance—characters think 

like moderns, speak in modern cadences, and the gods appear only as stage props. I wanted 

something else: a narrative told from within the Egyptian imagination. That meant embracing the 

vocabulary, theology, and ritual logic of the time. You will meet netjeru, not “gods”; you will sail 

the Iteru, not “the Nile”; you will walk the courts of Waset and Akhetaten under names that still taste 

of sun-baked limestone. You will pray with villagers, untethered from the djesu of Maat, their world 

of meaning. I have provided a glossary to help the reader navigate these grammatical waters. 

Words that act 

Ancient Egyptians believed that heka—creative utterance—held the cosmos together. Ritual 

language was not symbolic; it was performative. To name a netjer was to make it present. The ancient 

Egyptians did not ‘believe’ in the netjeru. They lived among them as relational fact. 

And those beautiful, enigmatic hieroglyphs? They were not mere writing. They were sacred images, 

each a vessel for divine essence. Even a carved name could radiate power. To erase one was not 

simple censorship. It was to erase a being from the order of things. When a scribe set ink to papyrus, 

of course, much of the everyday writing was pragmatic. But the scribe also knew that he was not 



merely recording, he was summoning. Each stroke of reed pen or chisel was a measured invocation. 

Writing was a ritual act, a way of binding presence to the world.  

To be silent before the written word was to listen with the soul, to enter into a space where even 

unspoken language could work upon the world.  

This is beautifully expressed in the context of the Pharaoh’s final descent into the tomb.	The body 

of the Pharaoh was carried down the long corridor, past stars painted on ceilings and serpents coiled 

into spells. The hush of torchlight and the soft breath of linen was accompanied by the recitation of 

utterances from the Amduat and the Book of the Dead. But the walls also spoke. Not with sound, 

but with power. With meaning pressed into stone by the fingers of scribes who knew the language 

that outlives speech. 

My novel tries to honor that worldview. Every invocation, every carved name, every moment of 

silence in these pages carries weight. Spoken or unspoken, words do things. That premise shapes not 

only the plot but the very texture of the prose. 

Why it matters 

The focus of this book is upon the Amarna and post-Amarna years. That time saw an existential 

earthquake: names erased, gods unseated, cosmic order renegotiated. By stepping inside that 

upheaval—through the eyes of priests, farmers, scribes, women, children, and pharaohs—I hope 

readers will feel the stakes of a world where forgetting a name could unmake a soul and where 

silence could be an act of both reverence and revolt. 

Fiction forged from fragments 

History gives us tantalizing shards: Akhenaten’s hymns, erasures in temple reliefs, cryptic tomb 

scenes. It does not give us a verbatim throne-room showdown between Ahkenaten, Nefertiti, and 

the High Priest of Amun—so I created one. I condensed years of political and theological tension 

into a single charged encounter. Such scenes, along with others in my story, are speculative, but they 

are anchored in what the evidence allows and animated by what the evidence suggests yet never says 

aloud. 



Fidelity without anachronism 

As I have made clear, I am not an Egyptologist. I am a passionate amateur. My goal is fidelity, not 

pedantry. Where sources are firm, I stay close. Where they fall silent, I let the ancient logic guide my 

imagination, resisting the temptation to smuggle in modern theology, romanticism, or tidy moral 

lessons. 

My background as a pastor in a liturgical tradition has deeply shaped my understanding of how ritual 

moves and breathes. It has taught me that ritual is not merely something we perform, but something 

that forms us—its movement mirrors the contours of the human soul, rising and falling like breath. 

Ritual teaches us how to listen. 

In this way, my experience aligns not so distantly from how the ancient Egyptians might have 

understood not just temple rites, but the sacred machinery of life itself—where the rituals enacted 

were not symbols of reality, but its very scaffolding. Through this lens, I’ve learned to attend not 

only to the structure of sacred acts, but to their pulse—to how they gather people, shape 

community, and open doors to mystery. 

A liturgy of chapters 

Think of each chapter as a station in a sacred procession: episodic, symbolic, occasionally out of 

chronological order. I ask readers to pause, breathe, and read slowly—much as a worshipper might 

linger before a cult statue or a painted wall—because time inside ritual does not flow in straight 

lines. 

So, dear reader, cross the veil with me. Let the columns breathe, let the walls remember, let the river 

dream again. Take a deep breath. Be patient. For you are entering a time when words were weighty, 

when silence listened, and when the cosmos echoed with the language of divinity. 

Mark C. Anderson 

 

 



𓇾	𓆣𓊪𓂋𓅱	𓅱𓐍𓏏	𓉐𓂋	𓈙𓏏 

THE LAND OF BECOMING RISES IN SILENCE 
Ta Kheperu Uakhet Her Seshet  

 

The stars were losing their grip as Mandjet, the barque of Ra, crested the morning gate, casting a 

golden shroud across the river, threading light through the reeds where the restless herons stirred. 

The sky awakened with colors that trembled at the edges. The barley whispered first, a ripple of 

silver as the stalks turned their faces eastward, drinking deep of the morning’s breath. The rich land, 

still damp with the hush of night, exhaled. 

 

The air of Kemet, the Black Land, was thick with the scent of burning myrrh and baking bread, the 

mingled perfume of labor and devotion, a hymn rising into the waking world. 

And the Pharaoh? The Pharaoh did not rise so much as unfold, like papyrus teased open by water. 

He woke as the sun rose, not by choice but by design. The breath he took was not entirely his own, 

nor was the bed, nor the silence around it. The chamber held its breath before he did. Even the 

walls remembered to hush. 

The scent of the world reached him before sound: the myrrh, the bread not yet hardened by the 

oven’s tongue, oils whispering up from the skin of the acolyte kneeling beyond the veil. Someone 

had stirred coals. Someone had shaken linen robes in the air to lift the sleep from them. Someone 

was already singing to a god not yet visible. 

His eyelids opened with the slow reverence of temple doors. Beyond the columns, light was 

happening to the land.  A priest stood waiting, silent as the moon’s reflection. Another entered 

without entering, as though borne on the incense itself. The Pharaoh sat, but it was not a sitting. It 

was the shift of a mountain. He was shaved. Was washed. Was wrapped. Not as a man dresses, but 

as the statue of a god is dressed: with care that reorders the world. 



Voices murmured in the half-light: prayers without verbs, words that asked nothing but still held the 

sun in place. He tasted honey at his lips. His hands were anointed. He stepped forward into the day 

already set before him like an offering plate—each moment weighed, recorded, perfumed. 

From the great temples buried in the desert’s heat to the reed-woven shrines crouched at the river’s 

edge, the daily choreography began, a thousand hands reaching, lifting, pouring, shaping, offering. 

The villagers knelt, their fingers trailing through the current as they murmured prayers, their breath 

mingling with the morning mist. The river slid past, its surface a mirror to the sky’s vast blue. It 

carried on its back the reflections of palms and pylons, of farmers and pharaohs, bearing silent 

witness to the eternal cycle of sowing and reaping, of rising and falling, that bound the land together. 

 

In the temple precincts, priests and priestesses stepped barefoot across the cool stone, their heads 

gleaming with the oil of purification. The sweetness of incense lingered in the air, folding around 

them like sleep that forgot to leave.	Their linen robes moved through colonnades still blue with 

morning shade, their voices low with the first invocations, their hands steady as they unsealed the 

inner sanctum doors, waking the netjeru. Their skin of gold were bathed in perfumed water, their lips 

brushed with fresh honey, their shoulders draped in fine linen, while the air thickened with incense, 

rising in slow spirals to feed the nostrils of the divine. Scribes marked each offering received: bread, 

fowl, beer, a fistful of dates, all of it counted, blessed, recorded, binding netjeru and men to the 

meticulous order of things. 

 

In the workshops, potters bent over their wheels, their fingers slick with river clay, shaping vessels 

that would hold the grain and wine of the temples, their surfaces smoothed with sacred symbols; 

they called out to one another in the way of men who rise early and speak before thought arrives, 

gruff affection wrapped in laughter, the same old jokes about stubborn donkeys or the overseer’s 

lousy breath, voices tumbling over one another like the low murmur of doves at dawn. The air was 

thick with the warm breath of kiln fires and the clink of tools, the steady beat of labor binding the 

living to the holy. 

 

Amulets dangled from their necks, scarabs strung on cords, and small charms pressed into the clay 

before the kiln’s fire-hardened them into permanence. At the bakeries, firelight flickered through 



narrow doorways, illuminating the hunched backs of men kneading dough, their hands pressing, 

folding, pressing again, a rhythm so unthinking and ancient that it was written into their blood.  

 

And woven through these moments, between the wheel's spin and the loaf's turning, rose the low 

murmur of talk, the eternal talk: of life as it passes, of sons and daughters born and buried, of wives 

and wandering hearts, of harvests lost and found. They spoke in the pauses, in the silences between 

labors, as though Maat leaned in to listen, threading into the dust, fire, and the bread's slow rise. The 

potter muttered of Osiris while smoothing a jar’s lip; the baker cursed Set beneath his breath as the 

wind stirred ashes. Even the children, squatting at the thresholds, echoed the names with the casual 

reverence of the born faithful, the sacred names slipping from their tongues like breadcrumbs.  

And always, it was the women who carried the silence between the names. They moved among the 

shadows of the house, unrecorded, yet known by the grain’s smoothness, by the scarab tucked into 

the child’s hem, by the way the water jar was never empty. They spoke the gods’ names not in 

declaration but in motion: in the setting of bricks, in the binding of hair, in the kiss pressed to a 

fevered brow. It was not for them to carve prayers into stone. They etched their offering in the 

body’s rhythm—in birth and balm, in grief folded into linen, in the stillness they held when others 

turned away. Maat did not need to find them. They were her breath. Her weight. The hidden balance 

that kept the doorways upright and the morning arriving. 

They remembered. And in that remembering, the world did not tip. 

It was all of a piece: the clay, the wheat, the loss, the loves, the longing, and the netjeru.	In Dendera, 

they called her simply Our Lady, as if she were the neighbor who nursed their infants and sang the 

moon to sleep. In Esna, Khnum was the Potter, who shaped limbs and patience from mud. In 

Abydos, they whispered of the Weeper, Osiris, whose tears fed the barley. Names folded into air like 

breath into flour. They said the One who listens, the Bright One, He who rides the wind, as if the divine were 

not a host of distant deities but the old friend who bent down to tie the river’s sandals. 

And pharaoh was the thread that held the world taut—not woven, but taut, like a bowstring in the 

hand of time. Not a man, not quite. A man does not walk barefoot through thresholds others only 

dare kiss with their foreheads. He moved through them as if through water—slow, deliberate, parted 

by nothing. 



He was the hinge on which the morning creaked open. The first to inhale when the netjeru shifted in 

their long, slumbering dark. Their silence pooled in his lungs. Their absence pressed upon his 

shoulders like stone. But still, he stood. Still, he moved. 

Without him, the prayers might not rise but unravel—scatter like chaff in the dry wind, words half-

born and unsaid. He did not rule; he held. Held the order, held the turning, held the gaze of heaven 

when no one else could. 

The gods dreamed through him—dreams wide and shimmering and half-forgotten by morning. And 

the people? They planted. They harvested. They bore children and named them in trust that he, this 

solitary keeper of dawn, would remember to wake – and to bow. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



𓏠𓇋𓏏𓁏 
LAMENT 

(Menit) 

Aten, dazzling in the high sky, 
your rays fall on the great and the mighty, 

But where are they for me? 

The fields are dry, the barley withers, 
The river swells not as before. 

My hands are cracked like the earth, 
my children cry for bread, 

My wife’s eyes are hollow with sickness. 

Once, the gods sat in their temples, 
Their ears open to the poor. 

Now, there is but one, 
And do you listen only to pharaoh? 

I lift my hands to the sky, 
But you are distant, you do not answer. 

Shall I plead to Amun, who heard the prayers of my father? 
Or Ptah, who gave strength to the laborer? 

But they are Gone, he says. Gone like the flood that fails to come! 

Still, I believe you are the sun; you ride the heavens with glory, 
Your light touches every living thing. 
Why, then, this silence, this hunger? 

Is your warmth for him alone? 

O Aten, if you are truly a god, be god for the poor! 
Let my children eat, Let my wife find health, 

Let my hands rest, 
Let the land be whole once more! 

Or shall we lie in the dust, as the gods your servant has cast aside? 

The Whispered Lament of Menna, the Farmer 



𓉐𓍿𓏏𓏭 

THE HOUSE OF THOTH 
(Per Thot) 

 

The Village of Thot, Middle Egypt, Season of Peret, Year 4 of Amenhotep IV 

 

Per Thot breathed in sleep. The thatch roofs were still shadowed, and the doorways were still dark. 

Somewhere in the fields, a goat stirred, bleating once before settling again. Iteru, unseen but 

inevitable, heaved its slow weight against the banks, whispering in reeds, lapping at the moorings of 

fishing boats tethered like waiting animals.  

 

Menna lay awake, hands folded behind his head. The roof above him was patched with palm ribs 

and daub, the beams dark with soot from winters long past. A single jar caught the last of the night’s 

dew as it dripped through the clay spout from the rooftop basin—its rim was worn smooth by 

fingers, its base blackened from being placed too near the hearth. 

 

The walls were coated in red-ochre plaster, flecked with old soot from oil lamps hung in shell 

niches. A spindle leaned against the far wall, thread still caught around it, abandoned mid-weave. By 

the doorway, a reed mat curled at the edges, worn thin by feet that knew their way without seeing. 

Hanging from a nail was a net bag filled with figs, hard bread, and salt. A grinding stone, sunk into 

the floor, waited for the morning meal: emmer still in its husk. 

 

Chickens scuttled from their woven pen in the courtyard corner, dust rising from their wings like 

incense. A cracked pot of fermented barley mash steamed by the wall, left out to sour for morning 

cakes. 

 



The Two Lands, slowly stirred in its measured rhythms, each motion as deliberate as the turning of 

the stars.	The towns and villages awakened in tandem, a slow, careful unfurling, like the petals of the 

blue lotus rising to meet the sun.	
 

Menna’s wife, Sitre, stirred beside him, shifting the baby from the crook of her arm to the woven 

reed mat. The house was cool, the mudbrick walls holding the night’s breath, and the air was thick 

with the scent of sleep, straw mats, clay dust, and the lingering smoke from yesterday’s fire. The 

older children curled together like sleeping cats, did not move yet, but soon they would. Menna 

pulled himself up, stretched muscles stiff from yesterday’s work, and stepped quietly across the 

packed earth floor. Somewhere in the village, a donkey brayed, its voice splitting the silence wide 

open. 

 

Menna did not need to wake them. One by one, they rose, his wife, his eldest son, the girls rubbing 

their eyes with small, dark hands, the youngest blinking up at him with the wide, startled gaze of the 

newly woken. There was no speaking yet. Words did not belong to this hour. 

 

Together, they gathered at a niche carved deep into the wall, a pocket of shadow and reverence, its 

edges darkened by years of smoke and oil. Sitre lit the short and curled candle wicks that swelled in 

tiny orbs of yellow light; their wax pooled and hardened in thick rivers of amber and ivory. Within, 

the wooden stela glowed with faded pigments, the reds of old ochre, the deep blue of lapis, and the 

precious, lingering streaks of gold leaf that clung stubbornly to the edges of the carvings, glinting like 

trapped sunlight. 

 

They stood in careful order, their colors softened by time but still present; Bes, squat and grinning, 

his thick limbs painted in smudged rust-red, his eyes deep pools of black kohl; Taweret, her belly a 

shade of dusky rose, her crocodile tail still bearing a trace of green, as if the river had left a mark on 

her; Hathor, serene, untouched by time, her cow’s ears brushed with warm brown, her headdress 

lined in faint but unmistakable blue. Their faces, carved with devotion, seemed to shift in the 

wavering candlelight, flickering between presence and absence. 

 

The altar stone, smooth with years of touch, held its offerings in quiet display. Natron, pale as desert 

sand, was scattered across the surface in careless constellations. A small ceramic jug, its blue glaze 



cracked with a spiderweb of fine lines, sat beside a dish of figs, dark, almost black, their skins split 

open to reveal the deep red of their syrupy flesh. Barley bread, dense and browned at the edges, 

leaned against a cup of beer, the liquid settling into a shade of murky amber, the cup's rim stained 

from use.  

 

Incense rose in slow, twisting ribbons, drifting from a bronze burner in shades of soft gray and blue, 

curling against the ceiling like whispers. The room was quiet, save for the hush of breathing. The 

shrine glowed with its secret colors, the unseen world pressing close, silent, waiting, watching. 

 

Menna knelt, touching his forehead against the packed earth. His wife brought clear, cold water, 

pouring a thin stream into the offering bowl. The children watched as the ripples moved across its 

surface, a mirror for the slow brightening of the world outside. 

 

He lifted his hands in quiet invocation. The words came without thought, drawn from years of pious 

memory, from mornings when his father knelt the same way, from his mother’s murmured prayers 

as she pressed bread into the sun’s warmth to rise. The words were older than him, older than their 

house of mud and reed, older than the river’s steady breath. 

 

“I͗awa-k naka Ra, peraka m akheta abaty,” 

“Hail to you, Ra, who rises in the eastern horizon,” he said, voice low but sure, a thread in the long 

weave of time. 

“Diyu naka khewa, diyu naka anekha, neb pet.” 

“Bringer of light, giver of life, lord of the sky.” 

 

Sitre listened, lips moving with him, her hands still damp from the water’s touch. The children, half-

watching, half-dreaming, traced lines in the dust with their fingers. 

 

“Khepeka m keku, sekhera-ka gereha, akhu-ka djehena ta, anekha na kheti nebu m taau-ka.” 

“You have crossed the darkness, you have driven away night, your rays shine upon the land, and all 

things live by your breath.” 

 



He paused, the silence filling itself with the scent of damp earth, the rustle of straw in the rising 

morning wind. 

 

“O Aa-a nety, mekhet-ka me-a na per pen. Dedu khemaw-ka m qadu-f. Waha khewa-ka re sehtepa heru Isfeta.” 

“O Great One, may your eye watch over this house. May your warmth fill its walls. May your light 

drive away the forces of chaos.” 

 

Menna touched his forehead to the floor in final reverence, then stood. The words settled in the 

room like dust in the morning sun. No one spoke. The shrine was honored. The day had begun. 

 

Sitre moved first. She did not think about how it had always been her, how it would always be her. 

She moved because she was awake. Her hands knew the work before her mind did. The clay jars sat 

in their places, waiting. She lifted one, feeling its weight and the cool, round press against her palms. 

The lid came free with a soft sigh, and the grain scent rose to meet her. 

 

Paheri, her eldest, was next. He crouched beside her, his fingers already measuring barley flour, the 

dust catching in the air, clinging to his forearms. He did not speak yet. He was like his father that 

way. But his hands worked, and that was enough. 

 

The twins, Rennu and Nebet, tumbled in behind him, their movements still half-dreamed, their hair 

wild. Rennu had already started to hum, some half-formed tune that lived only in mornings like this. 

Nebet pressed her palms into the date paste, shaping it between her fingers. The sweet scent of it 

thickened in the air. 

 

Iset watched them all. She was too small to join them, but she watched. Her gaze was solemn, and 

she had the wide-eyed patience of a child who had not yet learned what it meant to hurry. She 

clutched a date, pressing it into her palm to keep it safe. 

 

Outside, Menna stirred the embers. The fire had never really gone out, only retreated, banked low 

beneath its memory. He turned it back to life with a breath, a push, a careful hand. The lentils from 

yesterday waited in the pot, settled thick and dark. The beer waited, too, heavy and cool in its jug. 

He poured a measure, watching the bubbles rise, as the morning stretched across the threshold. 



 

The griddle hissed as the first flatbread hit the heat, and the scent lifted, filling the room and seeping 

into the very bones of the house. 

 

Rennu reached for the first piece, but Sitre caught her wrist without looking. 

"Not yet," she said with a smile. 

 

Rennu sighed, but she waited. The bread was pulled from the heat, handed off, and torn. The onions 

scattered across the lentils. The beer passed from hand to hand, the cup's rim darkened from years 

of lips pressing to clay. 

 

Menna chewed slowly, watching his children. "Work today. First, the goats," he said to Paheri. Not a 

question, not a command. Just a fact. Paheri nodded. 

 

Sitre touched Kha’s cheek, the baby still blinking himself awake, his round hands curling and 

uncurling, his mouth working at the soft bread she had pressed into his grip. 

Nebet giggled, her fingers sticky with date paste. 

 

"You look like a frog," she told Rennu, giggling. Rennu scowled before laughing, shoving her gently. 

Iset said nothing. She only watched. 

 

The morning settled itself. The barley bent in the fields. The dust moved in slow, curling threads 

where the light caught it. The river, Iteru, lay unseen but near. Its waters gleamed a silver thread 

stitched through the black earth, catching the morning sun in fleeting sparks. The world began again, 

as it always did.  

 

Menna stood first. He did not need to speak. Paheri knew. The boy wiped his mouth with the back 

of his hand and brushed the crumbs from his chest. Sitre nodded them away as they stepped into 

the light. 

She lingered behind a breath longer, as she always did, to close the space. Her hand passed over the 

rim of the jar, over the cooling hearth, over the corner where the sun crept in. She did not command 



the house; she inhabited it, as the horizon inhabits the morning, as a name inhabits breath. The 

women of the village watched her without watching—watched the way she gathered the child’s 

laughter like herbs, or stitched a silence between two arguing sisters without a word. 

Sitre was not the loudest voice. She was the weight of the roofbeam, the hush of the oven lid lifted 

just enough to check the bread. She carried memory the way others carried jars—balanced, 

unwasted, necessary. The girls brought their bleeding questions to her—not to be answered, but to 

be heard. Widows laid their tears into her lap like folded cloth. Even the midwives waited for her 

nod before naming what the body already knew. 

She did not pray aloud. She ground her prayers into meal, rubbed them into the child’s chest with 

oil, laid them down like mats beneath the feet of the weary. She was the still center, where the gods 

rested their gaze when no one else was looking. Where the old songs were kept alive in the way she 

salted the lentils. Where Maat, weary of temples, came to sit for a while and warm her hands. 

Menna moved the way a man moved when the day had already claimed him. The fields were calling, 

and the sun would not wait. Paheri followed, his feet quick, his shadow still slim and boyish beside 

his father’s broader shape. 

 

The fields spread before them, drinking in the light. The river moved somewhere beyond, steady 

and certain. Menna felt it. He had always felt it, the way the earth depended on it, the way the crops 

leaned toward the promise of water.  

 

Menna watched as his son tossed a handful of grain into the goat pen. The animals came at it like a 

river breaking through a dam, a sudden, muscular tide of hunger. The home, the family, the barley, 

the beasts, the river, and the flood were all bound; all of it was willed. And yet, his son did not yet 

see the sacred ink written upon the world. 

 

“Father,” the boy said, turning. His voice held that unshaped weight of thought, the kind that 

gathers not in the mind but in the gut, swelling there like floodwaters behind a dike. 

“Is there one name that could hear all prayers?” 

 



The words did not drift gently. They struck like something hurled. Menna did not let his face show 

it. He did not blink, though inside, his lungs clutched, his ribs locked like gates. The boy’s question 

came soft, but he felt the weight of it. 

 

Had the boy heard something, some merchant’s whisper, some scribe’s half-joke trailing through the 

marketplace, through the reeds along the canal? Or was it a test, a warning? 

 

His breath came shallow. The air smelled of dust and goat and morning barley. He told himself it 

was nothing. A child’s question. Harmless as wind across the fields. But wind could carry fire. And 

even the words of children could carry ruin. 

 

Menna smiled, slow and deliberate, letting the silence stretch just enough. He let the question settle, 

let it fade. 

 

A heron rose from the river’s edge. The bird flapped once, twice, its wings long and measured, 

lifting into the sky with an ease Menna envied. 

 

He bent, brushing his hand against the grain, feeling the brittle stalks give beneath his fingers. 

 

"You ask much for one so young. But tell me, what do you think?" 

It was a way to turn the tide, to shift the current. He would not answer first. Let the boy speak, let 

the question lose shape in the wind. And yet, beneath his calm, the thought remained. The ground 

beneath his feet felt less steady than it had a moment before. 

 

"What makes the barley grow?" 

 

Paheri answered, sure of himself. 

"The flood." 

 

"And what brings the flood?" 

 



The boy hesitated. He frowned.   

"The river rises every year." 

 

Menna turned his gaze toward the dark ribbon of water. 

"By itself?" 

 

Paheri bent and picked up a stone, turning it over in his palm." 

"No, Hapy brings it." 

 

Menna ran his fingers over his knee, tracing old scars earned by sickles and time. The world was a 

vast net, woven so tightly that to pull one thread loose would unravel everything. A thousand hands 

held it together, seen and unseen, bright as the stars, hidden as the roots beneath their feet. 

 

"When your mother bore you, she prayed to Taweret. And when my father died, we called on Osiris. 

And when you were sick, during that time we repaired the roof?  It was Sekhmet we begged to spare 

you. Do you not see, Paheri? The gods do not exist because we cannot choose. They exist because 

we must." 

 

The boy frowned, shifting his weight.   

"But if there was only one? One to do it all?" 

 

Menna smiled, a slow thing, deep as a well. 

"Come here." 

 

Paheri stepped closer. Menna knelt and reached for the boy’s hands, palms upturned, small still, but 

calloused already from labor. 

 

"Can one hand sow the field, harvest the grain, grind the flour, knead the bread, and tend the fire all 

at once?" 

 

Paheri frowned, trying to mimic the thought in his fingers.   

"No, father. One hand cannot do all things at once." 



 

Menna released him. 

 

"A temple stands on many pillars, my son. Take one away, and it weakens. Remove them all, and the 

roof falls upon your head!" 

 

Paheri chuckled. His mind was reaching out, stretching like the sycamore branches that shaded their 

home, looking for the light. 

"But what if one was stronger than the rest?" 

 

Menna inhaled slowly, tasting the earth on his tongue, the morning air filling his lungs. 

 

"My son, a man may build his house strong, but without the river, he will die of thirst. Without the 

sun, he will freeze in the cold. Without the earth, he has nothing to build upon." 

 

“I understand,” he said, nodding to himself. “Even Pharaoh cannot do all things at once.”  

Menna watched him for a moment, then let out a slow, pleased breath. “Come,” he said, “the fields 

are waiting.”  

 

They walked along the edge of the barley to the river. The stalks were uneven, some brittle, some 

blackened, and others bending under the weight of grain that was too full and too soon.  

 

The river glinted hard under the sun, a sharp blade of impatient light flashing off the water. Menna 

shielded his eyes. The heat was wrong, thick, and pressing. The barley ripened in gold patches where 

it should have been green, straining as if the fields had been forced forward, as if the sun had pulled 

too hard.  

 

Menna bent low over his field, fingers working absentmindedly through the dry soil, breaking it 

apart in small, useless handfuls. A stunted barley stalk, stiff as reed paper, stuck up from the earth at 

his knee. The morning light spread gold and thin over the Nile’s edge, not yet fully committed to the 

heat it would bring later. 

 



From across the adjacent field, a figure moved. A shimmer at first, a ripple in the heat rising from 

the earth. Then the shimmer took shape: a man, stepping with the loose gait of someone who had 

spent a lifetime measuring land by strides, not boundaries. Bakhenkhonsu, from the next farm over. 

His linen kilt flared and settled again as he walked. His arms swung easy at his sides, and his shadow 

stretched long, a dark stripe across the dry ground. 

 

"Life! Prosperity! Health! to you, Menna," Bakhenkhonsu called, his voice carrying, unhurried, like 

water moving over stones. His face bore the deep-etched lines of the sun’s long habit. Beneath his 

words lay an understanding, a weariness older than either of them. 

 

Menna did not rise. He knelt in the dust, fingering a brittle stalk, rolling it between his thumb and 

forefinger until it snapped. A papery sound, barely anything. He lifted his chin in acknowledgment. 

 

"And to you, neighbor," he murmured. 

 

Bakhenkhonsu stood over the crop, studying the spindly stalks, the dull, empty husks. His hands 

hung open at his sides. 

 

"She’s taken her price from you too, then." He meant the land. The river. The fickle netjeru who 

carved their names in flood and famine alike. 

 

Menna exhaled through his nose, watching the broken husk in his palm. It weighed nothing. “Ra is 

angry,” he said. His voice was low, as if speaking the name too boldly might summon the full heat of 

the sun at once. “The flood has barely gone, and already the stalks bow. Ra demands too much, too 

soon. The water rose, then fled. Too quick. Not deep enough. Left us with dirt instead of silt." 

 

Bakhenkhonsu crouched beside him, pressing his thumb into the earth. It crumbled, collapsed 

inward, lifeless as ash. 

 

"Not worth the threshing," he said. 

 



Menna let out a sharp breath, half a laugh, half a curse. He tossed the barley husk aside, watched it 

catch in the wind before vanishing into the dust. "Hardly worth the reaping, either." 

 

The silence stretched between them, old and familiar. The sun climbed, the shadow of date palms 

shrinking against the baked mud walls of the village. Somewhere, a cart jostled over uneven stones, 

its wooden wheels grinding. A bird flapped lazily overhead, casting a momentary flicker of shade 

before it was gone. 

 

As Bakhenkhonsu turned to walk away, he shrugged, voice thin as thread, “We have beer if nothing 

else." 

 

Menna nodded with a slight smile. The barley husk had vanished, lost to the wind. He watched his 

neighbor go, the footprints holding shape in the dust for a few moments before the earth swallowed 

them too. A rooster, persistent and certain, called out over the rooftops, its voice sharp against the 

air.  

 

By nightfall, Ra, in his barque of millions of years, Mesektet, would slip beneath the western horizon, 

swallowed into the Duat, where he braved the hours of shadow, the coils of Apophis tightening 

around him. The world would fold itself back into silence, waiting, holding its breath. But what if 

the battle had already begun? What if Ra’s struggle was not confined to the underworld, but 

breaking loose into the day? What if the serpent had found a crack in the darkness and pressed 

through, its hunger spilling into the land?  

 

Menna swallowed, the barley bending under his hands, dry, brittle. He did not ask the question 

curling on his tongue. But the air had felt heavy, thick with something he could not yet name, 

something pressing at the edges of the world like a flood rising in the night. He did not pray aloud, 

not then. But in his heart, he pressed his forehead to the dust, whispering a question the gods did 

not answer. The world did not change in a season, nor did the gods fade from stone overnight. 

But—  

 

Then, a sudden crash! The snapping of stalks, the sharp bleat of a goat breaking through the quiet. 

Menna turned just in time to see a flurry of dust and pale, flashing hooves tearing through the field. 



The barley snapped under their hooves, the grain crushed into dust, the earth scoured as if by a 

god’s careless hand. Their thick bodies pressed through the grain as if it were nothing but reeds in 

the river.  

 

“Paheri!” Menna’s voice rang sharp across the field. The boy was already running, bare feet kicking 

up dust as he chased after them, arms outstretched, trying to cut them off before they trampled 

more of the precious crop.  

 

“Get behind them! Push them toward the pen!” Paheri veered right, breathless, his young limbs 

quick but the goats quicker, dodging and weaving in a tangle of muscle and wild hunger. Menna 

cursed under his breath and joined the chase, his mind snapping away from Pharaoh and priests and 

forgotten gods. There was no time for thoughts of order or balance when chaos had taken the shape 

of runaway goats.  

 

He moved with the instinct of a man who had spent his life working the land, his voice 

commanding, his body steady as he cut off the leader, a shaggy old ram with curling horns that 

glinted gold in the sun. The ram hesitated, nostrils flaring, hooves stamping as if weighing its 

options. Menna took one step forward. The ram bolted. From beneath the layered stalks where the 

barley bowed and trembled, a startled cobra slid loose, vanishing toward the river’s edge, its passage 

marked only by a sudden parting of grass as if the earth itself had drawn a breath. It coiled there, 

silent, sinuous, pure muscle and warning. 

 

“Cut him off!” Menna shouted, and Paheri leapt forward, arms wide, herding the rest into a narrow 

gap between the field and the low stone wall. Dust rose, barley snapped underfoot, and at last the 

animals turned, stumbling toward the enclosure where they belonged. Menna exhaled, wiping the 

sweat from his brow as Paheri fastened the gate behind them. The boy grinned, panting. “That was 

almost bad.” Menna shot him a look, but the corner of his mouth twitched. “Almost?” Paheri 

laughed, brushing dirt from his knees. 

 

Menna turned back toward the fields. The barley lay in ruined patches where the goats had run 

through, the stalks crushed and broken, some flattened into the earth, others sheared clean by eager 

teeth. A waste. A loss. 



 

He felt the weight of it settle in his chest. Not just the ruined grain but the ruin of something larger, 

something still distant but moving closer. The world did not tilt all at once.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



𓆓𓊃𓏭	𓏏𓁦 

THE LEVERS OF ORDER 

"Djesu Ma’at" 

 

Per Hut, Season of Shemu, Year 5 of Amenhotep IV, soon to be Akhenaten 

While Menna knelt in his field, hands buried in the black breath of the earth, far to the south, the 

palace at Waset stirred in silence. Per-Hay, the House of Rejoicing, lay stretched like a mirage between 

sky and sand, its docks crowded with stillness. The flotilla of Pharaoh’s radiant ships waited at She-

Net-Neferu, The Lake of Beauties. They did not sleep. They rocked gently in their moorings, as if 

stirred by a god’s dreaming. Their hulls caught the light, flashes like hammered gold, like the breath 

of Ra warming the world. Each ship bore a name etched in devotion: Splendor of the Aten, Horizon 

of Light. Sails wound tight in linen folds, like swaddling cloth, waiting. 

On the stone quay, the oarsmen sat in circles, their backs curved like scythes, smoking long pipes of 

sweet rush. Laughter drifted up from their throats like birds startled from reeds, low, sudden, then 

gone. They played at dice with carved shells and bits of bone, telling stories in the shade of the mast 

poles, their feet bare, their hands callused, their eyes squinting toward the heat haze where lake met 

sky. They were all men of Ined Hedj, the “City of the White Walls”, Memphis far to the north, river-

born, river-shaped, who knew the moods of the water the way a potter knows clay, who had rowed 

papyrus barges before they had grown beards, who could read the current from the Delta to the 

cataracts, the way priests read entrails. Even they, in their looseness and smoke, seemed to be 

nervous, waiting. 

The light did not strike—it descended, soft as a verdict, slanting westward across the sandstone 

geometry of Per-Hay. It settled like thought, like ash. Once a place of royal festivity, it had thickened 

into another form entirely: a citadel of deliberation. Its joy had been archived. In its place stood the 

scaffolding of a new reality. 



In a garden pavilion, four now conferred—not as equals, but as participants in a liturgy of transition. 

They stood not amid empire, but amid its reconfiguration. 

Amenhotep, no longer content with being netjer nefer—the “perfect god” in a sequence of ancestral 

gods—had begun to dissolve the very categories of divine plurality. He stood slightly removed, 

where the golden light touched him like the first movement of a cult statue emerging from its shrine. 

He did not appeal to the gods. He circumvented them. 

Beside him stood Ramose, vizier and engineer of the new regime. His scrolls did not contain hymns 

but inventories—temple incomes, redistributed land, names of officials unseated and replaced. He 

was not scribe as servant of memory, but scribe as agent of erasure. 

The third, Ay—uncle, regent, and surviving artisan of dynastic stability—watched both men waiting 

for the moment between breaths. 

And she—Ankhetkheperure Neferneferuaten, who had stood beside the king in ritual, who had spoken 

the offerings at dawn—stood not as consort, but as one who had walked beneath the Aten, anointed 

and anointing. 

Pharaoh spoke with the clarity of one who believes memory itself may be reset: 

“Amun’s temples have become a second crown,” he said. “They draw a third of the harvest, more 

copper than the arsenals, more incense than all the divine barques combined. And in return? Silence. 

Gold-sheltered silence.” 

It was not a complaint. It was a diagnosis of a system in terminal excess. Religious order had become 

opaque—deferred, delayed through veils and corridors, guarded by priesthoods who rationed 

divinity like tribute. 

Ay’s response was not defense but reminder: 

“Yes, Majesty. But those priesthoods do more than govern smoke and song. They regulate Nile 

festivals. They oversee calendrical rites. They do not merely reflect cosmic order—they enact it. 

Their rituals are time.” 



Ramose unrolled his chart, not of topography, but of memory networks: temples, estates, hereditary 

offices, foundations of social trust. These were not superstitions. These were Egypt’s memory 

infrastructure. 

“And so they must be fractured,” he said. “You do not erase a god by toppling his statue. You 

redirect the source of offerings. You do not cast another shadow to end one. You break the lamp. 

We’ve begun reassigning regional treasuries in Iunu, retraining scribes in Hut-Heryib. When Pharaoh 

becomes the storehouse, he becomes the sun by which all fields grow.” 

Amenhotep did not object. He clarified. 

“The Aten is not a rupture. He is a restoration—Ra made transparent. No myths. No descent into 

the Duat. No masks. Light without mediation. Presence without myth. This is not reform. It is 

recurrence, the light returning to itself.” 

He turned, his shadow stretching across the painted tiles, not toward Ma’at, but into abstraction. 

“I would leave them their rituals,” he said. “But stripped of sculpture. Of darkness. Let them rise, 

vertical—uninterrupted. No intercessor. No Osiris. No underground reversal.” 

Nefertiti spoke. Not softly. But as one who had carried the altar with her own arms. 

“And the rites of bread and milk? Of fever and recovery? The morning libation poured by a mother 

whose son returns from war, or who does not return at all?” 

She stepped forward. 

“I have stood in the House of Re and poured the morning libation. I have bound the sacred 

bouquets. I have whispered the names of the gods before sunrise so the clay jars would not shatter 

in the kiln. These are not fragments. They are ligaments. The women who grind grain sing hymns. 

The midwives who wrap the dead speak the names. These rites breathe through the fingers of 

daughters and grandmothers. Not in myths—but in marrow.” 

Ramose hesitated. Ay bowed his head slightly. Amenhotep did not speak. 



“You would give them light,” she continued. “But light does not wrap the dead. It does not wash 

the wounds of birth. It does not carry the grief of a still body from the threshold to the tomb.” 

Ay lifted his gaze. 

“What of the hands that memorize the old weights? 

The farmers who tithe to Amun, whose songs are prayers wrapped in dust? 

What of the artisans whose tools bear the names of netjeru now to be unspoken? 

What of the scribes, whose fingers know the curve of Amun’s name better than their wives’ cheeks? 

To shift the light is to blind the eyes trained on another flame. 

The temples are ballast. They employ. They feed. They order. They remember. 

Grain is not stored—it is translated. 

Incense is not burned—it is breathed. 

To untether these rites is not innovation, but amputation. 

The Aten shimmers, yes, but light does not grind grain or repair sandals. 

It does not bind wounds or carry the dead. 

The Aten might shine without veil, but it offers no roof.” 

Nefertiti stood still now. She did not gesture, did not plead. 

“The Aten shines,” Ay continued, “but he does not listen to grief.” 

Amenhotep did not bristle. He absorbed the objection. 

“Let them whisper,” he said. “The sun does not listen. It shines. That is enough.” 

Ramose looked down, fingers tracing the papyrus where old names curled like drying roots. 

“And if they are blinded?” 

Ay answered before Pharaoh could. 

“Then they will grope back toward the shadows. 

And there, in the familiar silence, they will find the names—old, waiting, remembered like embers 

beneath ash.” 



The air grew still. Not with tension, but with something heavier: consequence. What was being 

discussed was not a policy, but a replacement of the cosmic architecture. 

Ramose folded the scroll. “The priests will arrive by second light.” 

Amenhotep gazed upward. He looked to a palm as it swayed, Ma’at moving gently within its arc, not 

resisting, but remembering. She offered balance, as she always had: shadow braided with sun. But 

Pharaoh’s eyes were fixed on the light alone, and he did not see her. 

His voice came slow, not because he searched for words, but because each word was already a 

verdict. 

Amenhotep lifted his hand and slowly traced the oval of his cartouche engraved on the wide gold 

band at his wrist, his fingertip circling the name. 

“They will speak of Ma’at,” he said. “Of balance, of the Two Lands, of alignment. They will say I 

have severed the rope.” 

His finger paused at the top of the loop, where name meets sky. He let the silence hold the weight 

of it—let the air still itself as if to listen. Then he continued, each phrase a quiet unmaking. 

“The rope that circles the name. That binds the sky to the earth, the morning to the grain, the word 

to the wind. 

They will say I have cut it. 

That in breaking the temples, I have broken the world.” 

He turned now—not as gesture, but as eclipse. 

“But they do not understand. 

That rope was never meant to bind. 

It was meant to rise. 

Not to encircle, but to open. 

Not to protect the name, but to reveal the light behind it.” 

His silhouette lengthened, a shadow without edges, stretching westward like a sun about to speak. 



“Let them say I have severed the rope. 

I have. 

I will.” 

Amenhotep’s voice remained calm—unchallenged, unhurried. 

“The sun does not debate its rising.” 

The scroll in Ramose’s hands remained sealed, though the truth of its contents had already spoken. 

Ay did not move. The lines around his eyes deepened, not with anger, but with foreknowledge. 

Only Nefertiti turned. 

She said nothing. 

The pavilion’s painted pillars swayed ever so slightly with the afternoon breeze, and in the distance, a 

tamarisk leaf fell—not straight, but curling—touched by wind and its own weight. 

She looked not at her husband, nor at the vizier’s hands, nor even at Ay’s familiar caution. 

She looked to the low altar by the wall, where no incense burned. 

She looked at the light—not as symbol, but as silence. 

And she held the moment within her, like a scribe holds a blank tablet before the first mark is made. 

What had been spoken could not be recalled. Tomorrow the priests would gather. There would be 

scrolls. There would be faces—some defiant, some obedient, all bearing the strain of what had been 

unmoored. 

She did not breathe deeply. She did not look away. 

She simply remained—measuring the weight of what had been said, as if Ma’at herself stood beside 

her, feather in hand, and waited. 

 



The next morning the palace was thick with stillness. Courtiers and priests moved through the halls 

like fish in a current, their whispers eddying and pooling in corners. The air moved with the sharp 

tang of incense, and the murmur of voices held low. Above, the sun climbed, its light filtering 

through high windows to cast long fingers across the great hall, touching the empty thrones as if in 

blessing - or warning. 

 

The priests of Amun sat cross-legged on the floor in the vast, gold-lit hall.  Their faces solemn, 

waiting. These were not petitioners. They had come not to advise. They had been summoned.   

Beside them, a high priest of Ptah kept his fingers laced tight around the carved seal of Memphis. 

Farther back, a scribe-priest of Thoth—ink still fresh beneath his fingernails—watched with a 

stillness that might have been dread. A solitary solar priest from Heliopolis glanced skyward, lips 

unmoving. No incense burned for Khonsu today. Even the priestess of Mut, her veil drawn low, 

said nothing as she clasped her hands—too tightly for reverence. 
 

Outside, to the east, the Iteru moved, its waters indifferent, its course unchanged by the quarrels of 

men. But inside, within these walls, a course was being set, one that would stretch beyond the breath 

of those gathered, beyond the weight of their own bones. 

 

The room billowed with silk, scarves of every dye and weave draping from columns, pooling in 

corners, shifting with the motion of courtiers and councilors alike. They hung like the banners of a 

forgotten war, whispered like the rustling of unseen voices.  

 

The clerestory windows let in only a thin, pale light, unable to fill the vastness of the hall. The ceiling 

stretched above like the sky before a storm. Deep blues, gold stars, and a procession of vultures, 

their wings outstretched, their eyes sharp, watching, waiting.  

 

Twenty towering wooden columns lined the hall in paired rows, their shafts painted the color of the 

deep desert sky at dusk, and their capitals flared like blooming papyrus, gilded at the tips. The walls 

were a riot of pigment ,ochre, lapis, and green malachite, proclaiming scenes not of conquest but of 

creation: the horizon embraced by twin mountains, the birth of the sun each morning from the 

womb of the sky. 

 



Upon a raised dais, two thrones had been placed. Signs of power, but also division. One for 

Amenhotep. The other, equal in height, belonged to his queen, Nefertiti, who had once bowed before 

Amun but now sat at her husband's side in the light of a new god. Two servants stood, poised like 

statues beside the thrones, each holding a fan made of fine ostrich feathers, their shafts gleaming 

with gold, catching the flicker of torchlight. 

 

Along the outer columns of the throne room, half-shadowed by the great lotus-blooming capitals, 

the scribes sat in still formation, backs straight, palettes ready. Their reed pens hovered over fresh 

scrolls of papyrus, prepared to record every word spoken, every breath of decree or dissent. Their 

presence was quiet, almost ghostlike, but necessary. They were the memory of the court, its ears, its 

ink, its long witness. 

 

The throne hall, the Djeser Wer, was not built for grandeur alone; it was a theater of divinity, shaped 

to echo the wind that bore the names of the netjeru. 

 

The Iri Ra, the One Who Makes the Voice, entered the hall. And as he entered, the assembly rose. 

He stepped forward, a figure of austere grace and ceremonial weight. He was clad in a linen tunic so 

fine it caught the torchlight like the shimmer of reeds in shallow water, its pleats crisp as papyrus 

leaves. Over his shoulders, a wide collar of faience and gold tiles fanned outward, glinting with every 

breath he took. Around his waist was bound a sash of indigo-dyed cloth, rare, reserved, 

unmistakable. 

 

His shaved head gleamed with perfumed oil, and a single earring of lapis marked him as one 

permitted to speak in the presence of gods. In his hands, he held no staff or scroll; his authority was 

his voice alone. 

 

When he spoke, he did so without haste, each syllable a deliberate offering. His tone was smooth 

but unyielding, echoing through the hall with the resonance of ritual, neither servant nor priest, but 

something between: the mouthpiece of protocol. 

 



He did not glance aside. He did not stammer. His eyes, rimmed with kohl against the light, fixed 

forward as if seeing the divine architecture of the world taking shape with every word he 

pronounced. 

 

“Let the bearers of Pharaoh’s wisdom come forth. Let those entrusted with the order of Ma’at take 

their places. Enter now the stewards of the Two Lands, Guardians of grain and gold, Commanders 

of chariot and sword, Scribes of the house of life and law. By the will of the Living Horus, they 

serve. By the light of the sun, they are seen.” 

 

The court officials entered in solemn procession. Each bore the symbols of their office, gold-inlaid 

staffs, seal rings, belts weighed with amulets of rank. They took their places with practiced grace, 

seating themselves on low benches or cushioned stools arranged on either side of the dais.  

He spoke again. 

“The Vizier of the South and North, The Staff of Pharaoh’s right hand, 

The Listener of petitions and Keeper of the King’s Seal, Ramose, Pillar of the House of the King 

takes his place at the throne.” 

 

The vizier entered and stood near the thrones. His hands were clasped before him, his shoulders 

straight, his gaze unreadable. Though his face was composed, his nearness to the throne told all who 

looked where he stood, in body and in favor. His mind calculated the moment. “Perhaps today will 

be the naming,” he thought. 

 

For a third time, an announcement came. 

“Behold— 

He comes, the Living Horus, 

Strong Bull, Perfect of Plumes, 

The Son of Ra, 

Beloved of the Sun, 

Dazzling in Truth, Radiant in Ma’at, 

Pharaoh of Upper and Lower Egypt, 

Amenhotep, Ruler of Thebes, 



Servant of the Light,  

enters the House of Appearances.” 

A pause, then: 

“With him walks the Great Royal Wife, 

Mistress of Grace, Lady of All Women, 

She whose beauty causes the Two Lands to bloom, 

Nefertiti, Living in Beauty, 

Beloved of Ra, 

She who raises her face to the Light 

And sits beside Pharaoh in radiance.” 

 

The Iri Ra bowed, then stepped aside, his voice now redundant. Presence had replaced 

pronouncement. 

 

A murmur rippled through the hall, cloth rustling, sandals shifting, the assembly bowed low. But not 

all. Among the priests of Amun, one sat, arms folded, defiance etched in his stance. 

Amenhotep ascended the dais, Nefertiti at his side. 

They sat. Pharaoh gave no greeting. No word, no nod, not even the soft hiss of his breath against 

the air. Silence pooled around them, thick and sullen, like a mist rising off the river at dawn, cool, 

but not refreshing. It pressed on their chests, pried at their patience. The courtiers dared not stir, 

their eyes slipping down to the polished floor, where the faintest quiver in the oil lamp’s light 

seemed louder than the absence of his voice. 

In that silence, the vast hall seemed to narrow, the soaring columns no longer pillars of majesty but 

the ribs of some great, waiting beast. The stone walls bore down, the painted gods frozen in their 

gestures, their painted eyes fixed, seeing but saying nothing. The absence of a greeting was not a 

pause, it was a weight, a thing with form and shape, a judgment without a word.  

The king felt their eyes on him like sand in the wound, watching not to learn but to measure. To 

weigh. To disbelieve. The court shimmered in gold and linen, but his breath caught on the scent of 

scorched myrrh, too much of it, an omen. He remembered the stifling silence of boyhood feasts 



beside some of these men. Men who called him strange behind their wine cups. They still did. Now 

they wore badges. 

 

The king’s stomach tightened. He had dreamed of this moment under stars, singing to the Aten, 

thinking the light would part all things. But it did not part this. 

 

Beside him, Nefertiti did not move. Her fingers rested on the gilded armrest, still and sculpted. But 

her gaze was hard. Beautiful and hard. She looked not at the men but through them, as if watching 

some invisible tide rise behind their faces. She too knew them, had danced beside their daughters, 

blessed their wives at childbirth, been crowned beneath their hymns. Now, their mouths were shut 

against her like sealed tombs. 

 

She felt the sting of betrayal more keenly than the king did. His was the pain of the prophet; hers, 

the pain of the beloved who had been erased. In their silence, she heard a verdict already passed. 

They sat, surrounded by breath and judgment. Between them, the air did not move. 

 

“You come before me in linen heavy with memory.” Amenhotep said, his voice sharp with fervor, 

slow, cutting through the stillness.  

“You have come from your sanctuaries, your courts, your cloisters, bearing the weight of Ra’s 

countless turnings stitched into your hems. I do not mistake your silence for reverence. I know what 

it is to carry fear inside a mask of ritual. But hear me now. 

I do not cast down the netjeru in spite, but to unveil the truth long veiled by shadows. The Aten is 

not new, nor foreign to the Two Lands, but Ra revealed in his essence—light unadorned by myth, 

unshaped by mortal hands, unhidden by temple curtains. He rides no barque, for He is the sky itself. 

He descends into no tomb, for He is the breath of life eternal. His will is made manifest, binding the 

earth to the light above. 

Why must you veil the light who lights your path? Why encase His body in stone and seal His name 

in muttered hymns? 



You call yourselves guardians of Ma’at, but you have traded balance for power. You have made the 

flood your servant and bound mourning in tariffs. You have built palaces beside temples and 

whispered judgment in my ear. But no longer. The time of riddles has passed. Kemet will no longer 

be ruled by absence. 

The Aten’s rays do not choose. His justice is not decreed by priestly hand, but given freely through 

growth and warmth and breath. In His light, no one is invisible. In His presence, no one 

speaks for Him, for He speaks Himself—through light, through rhythm, through the return of 

morning.” 

Silence met him, heavy and unyielding.  

 

Then a voice rose from the side of the hall, thick with restrained anguish. “Amun has never been 

silent.” 

One voice, flung like a clay jar into still water. A man's voice, dry and sudden. It clattered into the 
silence, then cracked itself against the invisible. 

The fan-bearer did not breathe. A scribe’s reed paused mid-ink. The soldiers, motionless, became 
more so.  

In that moment, all time stilled, not in reverence, but in recoil. And the air, now aware of itself, 
watched. 

Pharaoh did not stir.  

The priest stepped forward. “Amun, hidden in wind and will, has borne us since the first rising of 

the Benben. His breath stirring kings, his silence shaping fate. Beside him, Mut, mother of crowns, 

holds the throne in her gaze, and Khonsu walks the sky with measured steps, keeping order in flesh 

and stars. Their house stands not merely of stone but of Maat herself. Older than your lineage. And 

now you would sever the root of the Iteru to plant a dream of fire and light?” 

 

Amenhotep’s fingers tightened on his throne. He looked down from the dais, past the incense, past 

the carved falcons and golden stems of papyrus, and found the face. 

 

“Heb-Maat, my old shadow,” he said, low but firm, a faint warmth beneath the steel.  



 

“You speak unbidden, as always. We have outgrown the echoes of our youth. We whispered the 

names of the stars, once. In the garden by the pool, before I wore a crown. Do you remember what 

you said when I asked why the gods did not speak?” 

 

The High Priest said nothing. The hall was silent. 

 

“You said the gods speak in silence, and that the wise learn to listen.” He paused, letting the weight 

of it settle. “I have listened, old friend. And I have heard only one name. Now you sit beneath my 

sun and will not rise.” 

 

Nefertiti leaned forward. “The Aten’s light falls on us all,” she said, smooth as polished stone, yet 

unyielding. “Amun thrives in darkness, fed by those who profit from fear. What hides cannot be 

trusted, surely even the priests see that.” Her gaze held steady. “Unless they think their shadows 

outshine the sun.” 

 

She let her words settle like incense curling through the air, her eyes still locked on the High Priest. 

 

A ripple passed through the chamber, not of noise, but of tension sharpened to a point. A few heads 

turned, others lowered. Heb-Maat’s jaw clenched.  

 

Nefertiti sat back with the poise of a woman not merely seated beside the throne but enthroned in 

her own right. She did not raise her voice. She did not need to. 

She held stillness the way others held scepters. She did not speak to be heard—she spoke to shape 

the air. Her silence was not vacancy but vector, an unseen geometry that turned the room. Around 

her, time slowed—not in reverence, but in recognition. She was not echo. She was axis. 

The queen was the unblinking eye at the center of the storm, the calm that precedes naming. Her 

body did not strain. Her breath did not quicken. She wore her role as the sky wears dusk—without 

effort, without noise, bearing the weight of transition so lightly it seemed like grace. 



And yet, the court moved around her like water around stone. The priests who dared not speak her 

name still measured their glances against her gaze. The scribes’ pens paused at her stillness. She did 

not argue. She did not plead. She simply was. For they knew: the Aten may shine from above, but its 

reflection took flesh beside the throne. 

She was not merely wife to the king. She was the other half of the flame. The co-breath. The second 

voice in a god who had no chorus. 

Even the painted netjeru on the walls seemed unsure whether to avert their eyes or bow. She did 

neither. She watched. And the weight of her watching was equal to any edict. 

 

Heb-Maat offered the	faintest incline of his head. A gesture that was not assent, nor surrender, but 

something cooler, an acknowledgment of her presence, as one might regard the heat of the sun: 

inescapable but not eternal. 

 

“Great Wife of pharaoh, Mistress of Grace, Ornament of the Two Lands. And yet,” he said, his 

words measured, deliberate, “the Aten does not speak.” 

 

Again, a ripple of tension passed through the court. The words had not been shouted, yet they 

carried a weight greater than any pronouncement. 

 

For a long moment, they did not answer. Pharaoh shook his head slowly, his eyes, hollow yet 

burning. Nefertiti fixed upon the priest as though willing him to crumble beneath her gaze. But the 

man stood firm, the lines of age upon his face not of weakness but of years spent in devotion. 

 

Amenhotep leaned forward, pressing his foot onto the gilded footstool where the bound bodies of 

foreign lands had been carved, meant to be crushed beneath Pharaoh’s heel. Then, he stood. 

But when he spoke, his voice no longer held the certainty of a decree, but something searching, 

probing. 

 

“You say the Aten has no voice?” 

 



The king steadied his gaze as if only the two of them remained, no court, no scribes, no air between 

the walls. Then, slow as dawn lifting over stone, he raised his hands, not in command, but in 

revelation. The linen of his sleeves fell back like wings unspooled. His face fixed like stone, the 

bones of it catching the light like cliffs at sunrise. 

 

“I,” he said, the word not spoken but exhaled, “Akhenaten… am his voice.” 

And the silence that followed was not empty, it was listening. 

 

Ma’at slipped among the columns. She thought, not in words, but in weight and balance, that names do not alter 

truth, only test it. That even light must answer to measure. She did not fear the name spoken, only what might follow 

if it stood alone, untethered. “Let him speak the sun”, she mused, “but let him not forget the shadow it casts.” 

 

The name settled like ash after a fire, soft, final, suffocating. The scribes sat frozen, styluses 

hovering, hands poised in the air like birds uncertain where to land. Time stilled. Even the oil lamps 

seemed to dim. 

 

In the silence that followed, they heard it, the shudder of meaning. This was not a new name. It was 

an unmaking. A scribe did not look up but whispered to another, “He has broken the silence of 

stone.” 

 

One scribe, oldest among them, felt the edges of his soul pull inward. He had written the 

name Amenhotep so many times that his wrist followed the shape in sleep. To write this new name 

would be like chiseling over the bones of a father. To hesitate, though, could be seen as defiance. 

Treason, even. And yet—how could he write it, and not tremble? The stylus cracked. A dry, 

deliberate snap against the taut skin of the papyrus, like bone meeting shell. The others looked up, 

not startled, but hollowed—as if something ancient had shifted just beneath the floor of the world.  

 

Another stared at the pharaoh’s lips, wondering if he had heard wrong. He hadn’t. No one had. His 

fingers twitched. The blank sheet before him felt wider than the Nile, and more dangerous. 

 

Another, bolder, began slowly. Akh–en–a-ten. He whispered it in his mind, tasting its strangeness. 

This was not a correction. It was a creation. A first word in a new genesis. He would be held to it. If 



the world unraveled, the blame might lie in the line of his brush. They all felt it: the weight of what 

they were. They were not mere copyists. They were the mouth of memory, the ones who etched 

truth into time. And now the truth had changed 

 

The ink was darker now. They all felt it. He had spoken. And what he spoke, they must make real.  

None dared speak. And there, just for a heartbeat, passed a flicker through the gathering: fear, not of 

the man on the throne, but of what he had become. 

 

The name rang like a stone dropped into a sacred well. It did not ripple. It sank. The vizers face 

remained composed, his eyes half-lidded. He did not look to the priests nor to the scribes. He 

looked only at the man who had spoken, not with the curiosity of one surprised, but the quiet 

recognition of one who knew this moment would come. 

 

“So. It is spoken aloud now. The Aten has a voice”, he thought. “And it wears a crown.” 

 

Ay sat among the courtiers, hands folded. Inwardly, a wheel turned, slow and deliberate. The name 

had crossed the pharaoh’s lips, not as a rumor, not as future, but as a claim. His posture did not 

shift. But within, he bowed to nothing and continued to plan. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



𓎛𓋴𓃀	𓈖	𓌳𓄿𓂝𓏏 

THE RECKONING 
(Heseb en Maat) 

 

Images of the Pharaoh in his youth flashed through Heb-Maat’s mind, not as paintings or 

monuments, but as the sudden turn of a face in shadow, the way a boy runs barefoot through dust, 

laughing, the way the reed-beds whispered secrets in the breathless dusk. He heard it, unmistakably, 

in the voice, that thread of old friendship woven thin but still intact, like the river's scent in dry 

wind. For a moment, the years lifted, and there they were again: two boys crouched in the temple's 

shade, trading stories, daring silence to speak first. 

 

But memory is not obedient. It comes like the ibis, white, startling, lifting from the water, and then it 

is gone. The voice finished speaking. The air settled. And what had flickered like gold on water 

vanished beneath the weight of now. 

 

There was no haste in his movement, no fire in his gaze. He did not bristle, did not flinch. Instead, 

he regarded them both with the quiet patience of a man who had weathered many seasons and knew 

the cycle of power as well as he knew the rise and fall of the Iteru. 

 

He sensed that this was the moment, the moment the silence must break, the moment the gods 

might lean in.  He stepped from the hush of the side wall, where the shadows pooled like old wine, 

and moved, not hurriedly, not hesitantly, into the marrow of the room. The air itself noticed. Light 

shifted, stirred as though a wind had passed through a sealed chamber. 

He did not stop. Not at the edge where others paused, heads bowed like papyrus in flood season. 

He moved into the raw, central axis, the path only sunlight and kings may tread, and came to stand 

before the dais, not in speech, but in heseb, when silence measures speech, when the unseen tests the 

seen, and when power must answer to truth. 



He stepped through the low screen of gilded cedar, copper-laced, carved with sun-feathers and the 

open eye. It did not rise high, but it shimmered like heat where ground meets sky. Not a wall, but a 

veil of meaning. No one passed it. No one was permitted. It was the final line, the breath between  

mortal men and the place where divinity was close enough to burn.  Even the voices of the court 

stopped there. But the high priest walked through, unarmed, unhurried, as if time itself parted, not 

for his rank, but for what he carried: memory, and a name spoken rightly. 

Across the court, it moved like a shudder through water, a shared knowledge, unspoken but clear: he 

had crossed the veil. It was as if a single hair had been plucked from the skin of a god, and all 

creation waited to see if it would bleed. 

 

The fan-bearers did not sway. The scribes did not write. Even the vultures on the painted ceiling 

seemed to pause mid-wingbeat, uncertain whether to land or vanish. No word passed between them. 

No rebuke, no cry. And yet in the stillness, each heart beat its own alarm. For this was not protocol,  

it was the kind of silence that cracks, the kind that precedes flood or flame. 

 

He had stepped into the eye of the thing and now the court, every painted lid and painted lip, waited 

to see if the sky would fall.  

 

Ay stiffened, fists clenched, as murmur swept the chamber — stifled, but real. Someone exhaled too 

loudly. One of the Medjay guards near the colonnade took a half-step forward, reaching for his 

sword, before a commander’s eyes froze him in place.  

 

Ahkenaten did not move. 

Not a flinch. Not a twitch of the jaw. 

 

But something ancient in him coiled — not anger, but recognition, the way a lion might stir at the 

scent of another hunter. The god in gold, painted in sunlight, felt for a moment the cold breath of 

another altar. His eyes, rimmed in kohl, did not blink. They became dark stones — opaque, 

reflective, dangerous. 

 



He saw himself — not as Pharaoh, not as Akhenaten, not even as Nesu-by, King of Upper and 

Lower Egypt, but as an isolated point, abstracted from the long arc of divinity stretching backward 

and forward, through netjeru who spoke and netjeru who had gone quiet.  

 

And in that arc, this moment gleamed like a knife. 

 

Beside him, Nefertiti’s hands tensed, though her face remained as still as the stone queens of the 

necropolis. But her silence had weight. It stormed through her like weather. 

 

She was not only queen, not only consort, but embodied Hathor, the veiled radiance, the eye of Ra, 

and the priest’s intrusion into that space was not merely offense. It was rupture. 

 

She turned her face slightly toward her husband, not to speak, not to question, but to signal: the 

center does not hold. 

 

Her gaze was sharp, like the moment the ibis strikes the fish. Her breath barely stirred the broad 

collar at her throat. But within her, the geometry of the court tilted. This man had moved through 

the wall of ceremony as if it were smoke, and now, all eyes turned toward them for verdict. 

Amenhotep’s hand rested on the crook of the throne, motionless. But a tremor passed through the 

gold worked into the armrest. The living god was still flesh. 

 

He could have spoken. Could have commanded. But instead, pharaoh sat in the full weight of the 

thing, sat in the rift that had opened at his feet, and listened. 

 

Heb Maat stood. A standing stone, set in the ground long before maps or names. He stood directly 

in front of Pharaoh, the god in gold. A ripple went out from his body like the first tremor beneath 

the earth. No one breathed. The birds on the frescoed walls looked away. He remembered the first 

time he held an offering bowl—no taller than a jackal’s knee, hands trembling as the scent of myrrh 

rose to meet the gods. The old priest beside him had whispered, “Keep your breath steady, boy. 

This is not for you.” Now, he held no bowl, but the weight was heavier. And there was no one to 

whisper. 
 



His voice, when he spoke, was calm, deliberate, measured like the chisel upon stone. 

“Falcon of Gold and Lady of Grace,” he said, eyes steady on the dais, “a single breath does not shift 

the balance of Ta Ankh, the Living World.” 

 

His words floated out into the air, soft but sharp, like a reed flute played in mourning. 

“Iteru does not flow at the will of priests or pharaohs, but by the order of the netjeru. The flood 

comes because it is commanded by the unseen, not by the crowned. Does Ra burn brighter because 

a temple is built in his name? Will the stars rearrange themselves because we speak?” 

A murmur stirred at the edges of the hall, but the priest did not flinch. 

 

“Since the first dawn, Kemet has stood by the favor of the netjeru, upheld by the balance they wove 

into the beginning. It is not the mouth of man that turns the years, but the breath of the eternal sky, 

the utterance of creation that still speaks beneath the stars.” 

 

“But if your voice does make it so,” he said, “then what netjer speaks through you, that it would 

unbind what Ra himself has ordered?” 

 

The hall was silent. No one moved. In the dead silence, a young priest suppressed a cough, his heart 

pounding. And in that stillness—thick as oil, taut as linen drawn over a tomb—the world tilted. Not 

with noise, but with the weight of a question that had never before been spoken aloud in light. 

They sat beneath the painted heavens, beneath gold stars and vultures caught mid-wing, and felt the 

scaffolding of their certainty begin to buckle. Not collapse—buckle. It was more dangerous than 

collapse. Collapse is loud, dramatic, clear. This was quiet. This was the ceiling breathing. This was 

the wall wondering if it had been painted with the wrong name. 

His voice changed now, almost pleading. 

 

“Your father built a Great House. Now he is gone, but order remains. It is not silence or darkness 

that should threatens us, but forgetfulness. Forgetfulness of what has preserved the Two Lands 

since the first dawn. We do not oppose you, Great king. Are we not all born for that which is greater 

than ourselves?   



Nefertiti did not flinch. She did not rise. She tilted her head—not in deference, but like a hawk 

appraising a movement in the grass. Her eyes, rimmed in kohl, narrowed—not from confusion, not 

from fear, but from the old and bitter fatigue of hearing the same question rise again, this time 

wrapped in reverence like a dagger in linen. 

Her stillness sharpened. It was no longer serenity—it was control honed to a blade’s edge. Her 

breath deepened but did not quicken. Her pulse did not betray her. But the court felt it: something 

had tensed in the air around her, like the hush before bronze is struck. 

And yet she said nothing. That was her power. She let the silence harden. She let it echo with the 

question not yet spoken: What gives you the right to ask what netjeru speaks through him? And who, priest, 

speaks through you? 

Her spine did not bow. But her gaze flared, unmistakable as fire glimpsed through a slit in the 

mountain. 

She had been mother to daughters, consort to kings, eye of Ra incarnate. She had walked through 

columns of doubt before and left them crumbled in her wake. Let the priest speak in riddles. Let 

him cloak resistance in poetry. She had no need to answer in kind. She was already the reply. 

And in the quiet that followed, it was not Pharaoh’s will the court braced for—it was hers. 

 
“You speak as if we would undo the Iteru itself,” she said gently, but without retreat. “But the river 

still flows, doesn’t it? Ra still rises. And yet you fear us because we pray with open hands, unhidden, 

beneath the eye of the sun? You, who whisper in shadows, believe that voices lifted in light could 

undo the sky? Do you think so little of Maat, and too much of your walls? 

 

Her voice became low, but steady. 

“My sovereign, beloved of Aten, with whom I rise daily,	has stripped away what had become clutter 

and noise, not to erase the gods, but to listen. Truly listen. Maybe that terrifies you more than 

change itself. That he listens for a voice beyond the chants you’ve memorized since childhood.” 

She paused, then softened, not pleading but offering something true. 

 



“You say we forget. But perhaps it is memory that has grown too heavy, too sacred to touch. Maybe 

the netjeru are not offended, but waiting. Waiting for hearts that seek, not only recite.” 

 

They felt him before they heard him, felt the weight of him pressing in, like the thick stillness before 

a summer storm, when every creature held its breath. Not a man, but a tide advancing. Not a 

servant, but a reckoning. 

 

He spoke again, voice softer now, not pleading, but honest, like one speaking not to a king and 

queen but to someone he knew well. He bowed as he spoke. 

 

“Before the crown ever touched your heads, before your names were carved into stone and sung in 

courtyards, there was Maat. She doesn’t need gold or ceremony, light or dark. She’s not something 

made up in temple rituals. She’s just... there. The quiet center. The way things hold together. The 

reason the stars don’t fall out of the sky.” 

 

He searched their faces, found nothing but stillness, and pressed on. 

 

“She doesn’t need to be crowned or sculpted to be real. She is what measures kings. And queens.” 

Nefertiti didn’t move. Her stillness wasn’t respect, it was calculation, defense. Rage without a crack 

to slip through. Heb-Maat could feel it, could see what it was costing him to speak. 

 

He took a breath. 

 

“We can try to shape the river, dig canals, stake out its edges, but the river doesn’t answer to plans. 

It was here before we were. Before any of this. It floods when it wants. It washes away what doesn’t 

belong. We may think we are shaping the world. But the world doesn’t forget who it belongs to.” 

The High Priest took a step forward. “You lift no offerings to the West. You speak not the names 

that bind heaven and earth. You shine, but you do not hear. Would you shatter the djesu of Ma’at?” 



The silence that followed was not mere pause. The court chamber, fragrant with blue lotus and 

sweltering with the weight of linen and gold, suddenly felt airless. Ankhs clenched in sweating fists. 

The scribes froze. Eyes darted—not to the speaker, but to the thrones. 

Even the great columns seemed to lean in. 

Among the priests, a tremor passed—visibly, like a gust through barley. The High Priest of Ptah 

blinked slowly, as though re-translating each syllable. One old servant of Thoth, long-honed in 

courtly restraint, covered his mouth not from offense but from awe. 

The charge had not been made in anger. That was the terror of it. 

It had been spoken plainly—like a stone placed in a foundation—and yet its echo cracked the room. 

The speaker had not cursed the throne. He had questioned its source. And in doing so, he laid bare a 

fear none dared name: 

What if Ma’at was no longer in the palace? 

What if the sun shone without listening? 

What if the rituals were not only suspended—but unmoored? 

A young scribe at the edge of the court whispered to no one, “To lift no offerings to the West…” 

His voice fell away like sand through fingers. 

And then, at the center—Pharaoh. Unmoving. Unblinking. 

He did not rise. He did not rage. But something behind his stillness deepened. Whether it was fury 

or grief, revelation or resolve, no one could tell. Only that something in the chamber had shifted. 

No decree was spoken. No god invoked. 

But the question now hung in the air like incense with no altar: 

If he is the light, who listens? 

And if the djesu are shattered, what binds the world now? 



Nefertiti sat motionless, one hand resting lightly in her lap, the other on the hand of her husband. 

She studied the priest closely. Others had bristled, others had raged, but he was different. He did not 

fight as men fight, with passion and force. She knew his mind and the strength of his will. He fought 

with patience, with certainty. 

 

She glanced at Akhenaten, watching the flicker of something unreadable cross his face. Was it fury? 

Doubt? Even she could not yet tell.  

 

Akhenaten’s gaze lingered on the priest, not with scorn, but with something quieter, weariness, 

perhaps, or the ache of long disappointment. He stood and once again stepped down, the hem of 

his robe whispering as the frieze of cobras over the dais followed his steps.  

 

Halfway down, Akhenaten turned and caught Nefertiti’s eyes. 

 

For a moment, the court fell away. There was only the flame of her gaze, steady, unblinking, terrible 

in its stillness. Not a wife’s gaze, not even a queen’s. It was the gaze of stone, of the sycamore that 

watches whole villages vanish in flood. In it he saw nothing offered and nothing withheld. 

 

The hem of his robe stirred again. He stepped onto the floor. Each step wrote a line through the 

chamber’s memory. Where others had bowed, he advanced. Where gods had sat, he walked. The 

dais was not a sanctuary for the old gods. It was no longer a mountain for Amun’s thunder or the 

feather of Ma’at to rest. It belonged now to light — to the disc without tongue or temple, to the 

voice that spoke only in radiance and sky. 

 

He walked not as a man defending power, but as one reclaiming space, reconsecrating it. Not for 

himself alone, but for the Aten, whose reach had no wall, whose light poured past lintel and stele, 

uninvited, unanswerable. 

 

The hall itself seemed to pulse, confused, stone caught between two dreams. On the painted floor, 

birds looked both directions. The lilies curled slightly inward. 

 



When he finally spoke, his voice carried the warmth of familiarity but also the cool edge of distance. 

A voice that had once blessed, now weighed. 

 

“Do you forget where you stand?” he said, and the words did not rise, did not strike, they settled, 

like dust disturbed in a tomb, soft but final. 

 

“This ground is not yours to name.” 

 

He did not shout. He had no need. The fire, when banked, burns cleaner. What moved beneath his 

words was older than defiance, tectonic anger, not born of wounded pride but of long erosion. Not 

the flare of insult, but the quiet fury of the sun blocked too long by smoke. 

 

He looked at the priest as a farmer might look at a tree that refused to fruit, not without affection, 

but with a patience grown brittle. He looked, and in the looking said everything: You were warned. You 

were loved. And now you are neither. 

 

A new stillness grew in the room, dense and hot. The painted birds no longer looked away. They 

watched. And among their wings, Ma’at moved, unseen but felt, passing like a feather through 

breath, testing the weight of silence. 

 

Akhenaten took another step. 

 

“I will not be challenged in the house of light,” he said, not to the man, but to the space between 

them, to the air that had dared remember another god. 

 

His words curled around the columns like smoke seeking a spark. He did not need to command 

removal. The rebuke had already opened its wings. 

 

“Old friend, we are no longer boys, racing beneath the pylons, speaking of the gods as if they might 

answer us. You believed they listened. I believed they watched.” 

 

He stepped forward, not as a king, but as a man who had already crossed the line he now pointed to. 



And now he stood so close that their breath mingled, the dry heat of the desert and the slow incense 

of old sanctuaries braided between them. The air between their mouths was shared, human, moist, 

as if their ka’s leaned close to listen. 

 

The priest did not flinch, but the flicker of his eyelid betrayed him. This was not command. This 

was confrontation in its most elemental form, not shouted across throne rooms but spoken from 

the lungs of memory, shared breath to breath. 

 

Here, in the breath of kings and priests, of childhood and broken gods, hung all that was left unsaid. 

And still Akhenaten did not raise his voice. His fury, deep-veined and controlled, moved like a 

current beneath calm water, Iteru in flood beneath the placid lotus leaves. 

 

“You would have us rule with echoes. With shadows, stone, and silence. With secrets handed down, 

with scrolls no one is allowed to read. You guard the mysteries like traders guarding grain, afraid it 

will spoil if shared. But the Aten is no secret. He has no doorway, no gate. He is not hidden in stone 

chambers or cloaked in incense.” 

 

His voice steadied. The fire was in his eyes, not his tone. 

 

“You still wait for gods who never speak, who need darkness, whose presence arrives only when the 

air is thick with smoke and chanting. But the Aten hides nothing. He pours himself over field and 

child and stranger alike. Always seen. Always present.” 

 

He let out a breath, not exasperated, just final. 

 

“Those who clutch the garments of ghosts rarely notice they’ve passed into the Duat.” 

 

He let that hang between them. Then, more quietly, more personal: 

“We raised the Gem Pa Aten so even those who doubted might see. Its light reached into the very 

court of Amun. We thought, perhaps foolishly, that clarity would stir something in you. That truth, 

when it touched your skin, might make its way to your heart.” 

 



His expression softened, but only briefly. The smile that followed was faint, almost sad. 

“But nothing moved. Not in you. Not in your brothers. The sun burned above you, and you called it 

a trick. You stood in its blaze and said, ‘This is shadow.’ 

 

He looked away for a moment, not in doubt, but as though consulting something just outside the 

visible world, something only he could read.  And when he lifted his eyes again, they were no longer 

the eyes of a man. They were apertures. Caverns. Mirrors turned inward and aflame. 

 

He looked into the priest — not at him, but through him — as if peeling back sinew and robe and 

memory, as if searching for some last relic buried beneath dust. It was not anger that lived there, 

but conviction stripped of gentleness, a light that had forgotten how to dim. 

 

The priest held his ground, but something shifted in his breath. A minute recalibration of posture. A 

thinning of certainty. 

For Akhenaten’s gaze was not the gaze of a ruler weighing loyalty. It was the gaze of a flame testing 

the wick. Of the sun staring directly into the eye of the mountain. 

Do you see now? the silence seemed to ask. 

Do you still believe you are the one who guards the threshold? 

 

The room, which had already stilled, sank deeper. Time began to ache. The painted birds on the 

wall, caught mid-wing, seemed to hover there not in life but in warning. 

 

And between them, just inches now, their breath mingled again. Not as warmth, but as weather. The 

old and the new pressing upon one another, looking for a seam. The hush was already so complete, 

so taut, that even the columns seemed to lean even closer. The light itself held its breath. 

 

And now, his words were not for the hall. They were spoken just above silence, a whisper 

that threaded the space between two men — between what was remembered and its undoing. 

 

“You are not wicked,” pharaoh said, voice barely more than wind against reed. “But you are still.” 



The words hung there, unadorned, unguarded, and the silence that followed was not absence but 

revelation. Their eyes locked—old friends, old rivals, twin pillars of a world crumbling beneath 

them. 

And then nothing. 

Not a breath. Not a flicker. 

Time faltered. 

The court faded. The columns disappeared. Even Nefertiti, the painted ceiling, the scribe’s breath—

vanished. 

There was only the space between two men, and in that space, a weight so absolute it cracked the 

air. 

Not fury. 

Not pity. 

Recognition. 

A silence so long it began to change shape—first awkward, then reverent, then unbearable. Like the 

moment before the storm decides whether to break. Like a verdict too heavy to be spoken. 

The priest did not move. But something within him trembled, the way stone shudders under water 

long before it splits. Pharaoh’s gaze held him there—not in violence, not in triumph, but in the slow, 

relentless gravity of truth. 

It was not a blow. 

It was a mirror. 

A reckoning not shouted but held, like the blade of the sun just before it crests the edge of the 

horizon, illuminating everything that has tried to stay hidden. 



And still, Akhenaten did not look away. 

Nor did the priest. 

What passed between them was not history, not doctrine, not politics. It was older. 

It was what remains when the gods fall silent and two men must decide if they will still speak. 

Finally, so all could hear. “You are the sand that swallows the temple. Grain by grain. Never striking, 

never yielding. And you are right. I do not lift offerings to the West. The West offers itself to me.” 

 

Each word landed with the weight of collapse, not shouted like a herald’s charge, but settled, like 

time, like dust, like judgment that doesn’t announce itself but waits patiently for the roof to give 

way. A sharp intake of breath passed through the rows of priests. Not loud, but collective—as if 

every throat had sealed in disbelief. It was not defiance they felt, but vertigo—an unmooring of the 

axis they had once trusted to hold the world upright. 
 

Heb-Maat did not answer. How could he? There was no counter to erosion, only the knowledge that 

it had begun. 

 

And still, they stood, breath mingling, memory trembling in the air like heat above the stone. 

No decree was issued. No guards called. And in that silence, the hall listened. Not for a command. 

But for what would remain.  

Pharoah gave a final glance. Not long. Not lingering. 

Yet in it lived the entire weight of what had passed: sorrow mingled with volcanic fire, grief braided 

to unrelenting vision. His eyes did not plead. They did not harden. They burned. Burned with the 

memory of friendship forfeited, of temples undone, of truths spoken too late. 

And then he turned away and walked across the chamber floor and up onto the dais.  

 



No curtain fell. No anthem sounded. Only the rustle of linen and the long, slow hush of history 

exhaling. 

He turned to Nefertiti and extended his hand. 

She placed hers in his without hesitation, pale against the deep gold of his arm, light meeting light. 

Together, they stood, twin flames drawn upward by the same unseen breath, bound not by law but 

by vision. Their thrones lay behind them, empty now, like discarded shells. 

 
He pointed across the hall to the silent scribes. 

 
“Write this. Etch it so the sand remembers.” he said, his voice low, measured, a sound like distant 

thunder. “A new city of the sun shall rise in flame and light. A new temple will be built, not for the 

gods of concealment, but for the Aten who walks unveiled among men. A new city, radiant and 

righteous, will be drawn from the light itself, and from it, we will rule the Two Lands, not in the 

name of fear or tradition, but in truth.” 

 

The words were final. A decree.  

 

“Akhetaten, the Horizon of the Aten, shall rise. From the dust of what was, we will build what must 

be. Upon ground not claimed by any god, where the river bows in humility and the cliffs rise like 

arms of stone, upholding the horizon. In a place	unspoiled by the rites of the old ways, a new capital 

shall stand, a city for the Aten alone. Kemet will know that the dawn does not ask permission from 

the night.” 

 

The hush stretched through the room save for the soft scratch of stylus on papyrus. The torches 

flickered. The vultures on the painted ceiling, once flat and fixed in pigment, now seemed to tilt, to 

labor, not in flight, but in strain, like truths disturbed from their resting place.	 
 

The priests did not move. Their faces remained still, carved into the impassive calm that had 

weathered dynasties. But something passed among them, a ripple without motion, a shudder without 

sound. One clenched his jaw, twisting his robe with his fists. Not fear, not yet. Disbelief, perhaps. 



The stunned silence of men who had heard a thing they never expected to hear yet, somehow, knew 

it would be spoken. 

 

But behind the eyes of one young priest, something trembled. The shape of the world was shifting, 

not in defiance but in quiet wonder. He felt it not as a threat but as an invitation. A pull, vast and 

luminous, as if the light itself had spoken his name. It stirred in him like the ground yielding beneath 

a flood, like a root-breaking stone, not to destroy but to reach. 

 

Heb-Maat stood before them, naked. The sacred distance had been crossed, and what filled the 

space was not power, but the unbearable weight of being known. He could not speak. What answer 

could there be to those who had already decided the world would be remade? 

 

Pharaoh turned, and the queen with him, light withdrawing from a room. Their sandals did not 

whisper. They did not bow. No farewell, no gesture to the men who had knelt in temples longer 

than the sun had known their names. The court followed through the great doors at the end of the 

hall opened as if to the breath of a god, and the light that entered was white and empty, a blade of 

air across the floor.  

 

Ay lingered at the threshold. Behind him, the chamber exhaled the last of its fire, the silence 

returning like silt after flood. He turned, not from duty, but from the weight, and his eyes met Heb-

Maat’s across the drift of incense. 

 

There was no signal, no nod. Just the long gaze of two men deep in the knowledge that something 

ancient had shifted. Not broken. Tilted. 

 

Ay saw it then, not defiance in the priest’s face, nor grief, but gravity. A mutual knowing, unspoken 

and unbearable: that the thread was pulled, and whether it unraveled or rewove the world, they 

would bear witness. 

 

Ay turned again, the silk of his cloak trailing behind like twilight off a sun-warmed stone. 

And then they were gone. Like the sun behind cloud, like fire drowned in wind. The thrones stood 

bare, still warm with presence but already cooling. 



 

The priests sat like statues carved to watch something that had already passed. Abandoned. Silence 

grew in the chamber, not imposed, not chosen, but born, like mist from still water. It thickened, 

gathered between the columns and in the folds of linen robes. It curled into the corners like incense 

smoke without scent, without altar. 

 

Outside, a bird called once, thin and sharp, a single note against the hush. No one turned toward it. 

Heb-Maat remained still, his eyes on the place where the pharaoh had stood. Not in defiance, not in 

awe, only in the stillness of one who waits for the stars to return. 

 

A servant dropped a fan. The sound startled no one. It settled onto the floor like a leaf, forgotten in 

its fall. 

 

Then, one by one, the priests rose. They did not speak. They did not bow to the thrones. They 

gathered their silence as a mantle, as if it were the only thing left to carry. Sandals scraped faintly. 

Robes stirred. A murmur of linen and footfall, of age and breath. They moved as men who had 

heard an oracle and had nothing left to ask. 

 

Speech would come later, at the water’s edge, in the quiet rooms of the old temples, between the 

lines of prayers offered not for change, but for the memory of what once anchored the world. 

The hall was empty. The breath of incense fled the cracks in the stone. But the images remained. 

The cobras that crowned the dais no longer raised their hoods. They had been guardians once. Now 

they circled inward, their bronze backs dulled to the color of old teeth. One had begun to split at the 

neck, a fine crack too small for eyes but known to the stone. They did not strike. They mourned. 

High above, the stars painted into the lapis ceiling did not shimmer. They ached. Their gold had 

dulled, not by age, but by knowing.  

On the walls, the marsh still bloomed. The herons stood frozen mid-stride, one foot forever lifted 

above painted reeds. Their wings were open, caught in a gesture that no longer meant arrival. A 

papyrus thicket leaned in a painted wind and could not find where to bend. 



The fish below the surface no longer swam. They hovered, eyes wide, silver arcs stilled beneath a 

skin of water that never moved. They waited for the splash that would never come, for the king who 

would not cast his line, for the gods who no longer passed through. 

A lotus began to close, but could not. Its petals curled inward, halfway, suspended between waking 

and retreat. 

A painted hawk above the lintel had once flown across the breath of Ra. Now he drooped slightly at 

the wings, as if mid-wingbeat he realized the sun no longer followed. His beak, once proud, now 

curved earthward, unsure what to proclaim. 

Nothing moved. And yet everything did. The throne hall did not collapse. It did not weep. But 

it grieved. Quietly. Deeply. As only stone can grieve—the kind of grief not poured out, but held. 

Held in pigment. In line. In the inward curve of a reed. In the papyrus that will not sway. In the gold 

that no longer shines but still remembers how to reflect. 

And the hall, built to bind the earth to heaven, now held only the weight of absence. It did not speak 

Ma’at’s name. But the absence of her name pulsed like a wound in the painted stars. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



𓐍𓎡𓂝𓅱	

INTO THE SHADOWS 
r kheka’u 

 

 

The lake outside did not speak. It held the sky with a patience only still water knows, reflecting light 

without question, without choice. The wind traced its surface in soft skeins, pulling threads of 

brightness across the dark. Around its edge, reeds swayed, their dry whispers older than voices. 

 

Two priests moved along the quay, their feet silent against the dusted stone. The older, Amenmose, 

walked slowly, his robe lifting faintly with each step. He did not speak. Not yet. The younger, Penre, 

walked beside him, uncertain, his hands tucked into his sleeves as if to keep the heat of something 

he wasn’t sure he believed. 

 

Above them, the sun had begun to drop, softening the outlines of stone and man alike. Light gilded 

the palace walls behind them but did not warm them. The sun here did not bless, it revealed. 

Penre exhaled. “He is not what I thought,” he said at last. “He is not a madman.” 

Amenmose’s eyes stayed on the water. “No,” he said quietly. “Madness burns fast. This… this has 

roots.” 

 

The young priest hesitated. “Then what is it?” 

 

Amenmose stopped. He looked out across the lake, the line of his gaze as steady as the water’s edge. 

“Conviction,” he said. “And the kind of light that blinds.” 

 

They stood a moment in the hush, the evening stretching out like linen being pulled taut. 

Somewhere, birds lifted into the sky and drifted away, wings like quiet oars against the fading blue. 

 



“I heard him,” Penre said, voice low. “And I believed him. For a moment, I believed him. Not 

because he is pharaoh, but because he... believes. He stands entirely inside his own vision.” 

 

Amenmose turned to him now, and his face did not judge. “I know,” he said. “That is the danger.” 

 

Penre looked down, as if ashamed of some private warmth. “And yet… when he spoke of light, I 

felt it. As if the world could be new. As if the old ways had gathered too much dust, too many doors 

behind which no one listens.” 

 

Amenmose nodded, once. “The doors have not closed. But yes, there is dust. There is always dust. 

That is why we sweep. That is why we remember.” 

 

Silence pressed in again, thick and warm. The lake breathed mist into the air. The sky, now darker, 

pooled into the stillness like ink poured gently into water. 

 

He was silent again, the hush around him as ancient as the reeds. Then he turned slightly, his profile 

etched with time. 

 

“I once copied a scroll that bore the maxims of the Vizier Ptahhotep, who served long before our 

grandfathers’ grandfathers were born. He warned, ‘Do not be arrogant because of what you know; converse 

with the ignorant as with the wise, for the limits of craft are not yet fixed, and no man has mastered it.’ 

Ptah-Hotep lifted a hand and let it fall, like the passing of a season. 

 

“But when a man believes he sees the sun and sees nothing else, when he refuses to listen, refuses to 

bend, then he walks not in the path of Ma’at, but into the arms of his own shadow. That is what the 

Aten has become for him: a fire that burns rather than warms. Light, yes, but without direction. And 

light without Ma’at is not illumination. It is destruction.” 

 

“I do not know what to do,” Penre answered. “I serve Amun. But I see the fire in Aten. And I 

wonder… can both be true?” 

 



Amenmose smiled then, not with joy but with sorrow. “Truth does not need to compete,” he said. 

“It is men who make gods jealous.” 

 

They sat cross-legged on the deck as the great temple boat was rowed out of the palace lake. The 

canal turned slow and narrow, brushing against thickets of papyrus that whispered like old priests. 

Then, sudden as revelation, the shadow of the Great Temple of Amenhotep III rose to meet them, a 

vast monument to time, to self, to the gods who once listened.  

 

Here was the temple of Millions of Years, built by his father for whom eternity was not enough. 

Here, Akhenaten had once walked, first as son, now as stranger. The boat did not pause, yet the 

moment stretched like linen on a loom, threaded with memory, heavy with what could not be 

spoken. The water lapped against the prow like breath. And the pylons watched them pass, 

unmoving, but not unseeing. 

 

The oarsmen stood barefoot, lean as reeds, moving in unspoken rhythm. Their weight shifted in 

unison, paddles biting the water with practiced grace. Each stroke pulled the boat from the canal 

into the current of Iteru, gliding, turning as if they rowed not just through water, but time itself.  

Behind, loomed the great seated statues of Amenhotep III, Nebmaatre, the Lord of Truth, hands 

rested on their knees, still and immense. They gathered the fading light like sorrow, casting long 

shadows that lay across the earth like veils. They were not weeping, but something in their silence, 

wide-limbed, unmoved, seemed to echo grief at a discarded name. 

 

Approaching now, the House of Amun, enormous, unanswering, opened before them like a 

darkened mouth. The gentle quieting of day into dusk folded certainty into doubt, light into silence.  

The river murmured but said nothing. It passed, as it always had, carrying the weight of names. It 

bore the ka of the land upon its back and held Ma’at in its flow—not remembering aloud, but never 

forgetting. From the temple ship, the priests stepped onto the stone quay like shadows released into 

mist, their linen robes stirring softly as they moved—less walking than drifting, as if drawn by the 

river itself, part of its long remembering. 

 



𓅓𓂧𓅱	𓋴𓏏𓇋 

WORDS OF DROUGHT 

Medu Seti 

 

Village of Per Thot, Season of Shemu, Year 5 of Amenhotep IV/ Akhenaten  

 

The sun sagged toward the horizon, a weary god spilling its gold across the barley fields, painting 

shadows that reached for Menna’s mudbrick house like hands too tired to grasp. Inside, the air hung 

heavy, baked earth and the faint, overripe sweetness of figs left to soften in the day’s heat. Menna sat 

by the fire, a barley stalk rolling between his calloused fingers, its brittleness a quiet accusation 

against the flood that never came. It snapped, sharp as a word too long held, and the pieces fell to 

the floor, small and useless as forgotten prayers. 

 

Sitre moved in the dimness, her shadow swaying against the wall like a reed caught in a current. The 

baby stirred in her arms, its tiny fists blooming and closing, a lotus unaware of the drought. Paheri 

crouched nearby, his boy’s face half-caught in the firelight, eyes wide as if the flames might speak. 

A knock, soft, persistent—a pebble against the stillness. 

 

Menna nodded Paheri to the door. “Uncle Asha! he cried, the name bright as new copper. 

 

But something in the doorway made him stop short. He stood now a few paces away, uncertain, the 

excitement dimming like a lamp without oil. The man before him was not the uncle who once lifted 

him high above the palms, laughing like the gods were good. This man carried something vast and 

silent. His shoulders sagged, not with age, but with announcement. With ending. Still, Paheri 

straightened his back, just as his father had taught him. He crossed his arms in respect, palms down, 

and bowed his head low. 

 



“You return with the setting sun,” he said, the greeting old and practiced, but his voice wavered. 

“May your ka be strong.” 

He stepped back, a courtesy like opening the gate of a tomb. But Asha did not move. His feet were 

planted in the threshold as though the earth was unsure whether to keep or release him. His mouth 

formed a shape, but no word was born.  

 

“Amenmose, has come from Waset,” he said at last, his voice brittle as reeds in drought. 

Menna stepped up to the doorway. “He has completed his time of service, then?” 

Asha’s head bowed, heavy and slow, like a bull yoked to an invisible weight. 

“He is home,” he said. “To stay.” 

 

The next words didn’t come. They fought him. His jaw worked. A swallow. A pause. Then a breath 

pulled ragged through the reeds of his throat. 

“Ipet-Sut is…”—he stopped, as if the name burned his tongue. His eyes closed. His mouth trembled 

open again. 

“…shut.” 

The word broke from him like a bone snapping beneath the skin. Not spoken, but wrenched—a thing 

torn loose. 

 

And with it, the room fell in. 

 

Sitre froze mid-motion, her hand hovering above the stove as if she’d forgotten the fire would burn 

her. Menna turned—not to Asha, but to the absence his words had summoned. They stared at the 

emptiness, as though something had died in the room and still refused to fall. 

 

“Ipet-Sut?” Menna whispered. The syllables barely crossed his lips, hollowed of breath, stunned of 

meaning. 

 

Asha nodded once, and it was the kind of nod a man makes to a stone marking a grave. 

“But, but, why?” 

At last, Asha looked up. His gaze met Menna’s, flat, brittle, breaking with the weight of something 

too large to say. The fear in his eyes was not a flicker. It was lodged there, full-grown. 



 

“The king,” he said, voice barely tethered to breath, “the king is Akhenaten now. Servant of the 

Aten.” 

 

He swallowed again, this time failing. 

 

“He’s laid Amun aside like a robe fallen from his shoulders.” 

 

Asha blinked hard. His voice caught on the edge of it, raw. 

“And he’s building,” he said. “A…a, new city. A new temple. For the Aten alone.” 

 

Something in the air had changed. The silence wasn’t still anymore—it was watching. Sitre reached 

for the amulet at her breast with the blind urgency of the drowning. She looked toward the children. 

Their games had ceased long before their ears had caught the meaning. For this was not a thing of 

words. This was a tremor in the marrow. The youngest gripped his brother’s hand; a girl clutched 

her cloak though the air was warm.  

 

“New?” she whispered, as if saying it might call the world back into place. 

Asha nodded and spoke as if coughing up dust from an ancient crypt. Then, quieter, as if afraid the 

walls might overhear, he said, “The priests are banished. Sent out like smoke into the wilderness.” 

His eyes, dry and reddened, did not lift. 

“They have begun the unaming.” 

 

The word fell like a stone dropped into a still pool—soundless, but the ripples reached everywhere. 

“Ptah, Thoth, Amun—will be scraped from stone like scabs. Even the dust is watched. Even silence 

must now be faithful to the sun.” 

 

Behind him, the light faded further, as if the dusk itself recoiled. The house seemed to shrink, to 

draw its breath and hold it. 

 

Something cracked in the fire. The log split, protesting the heat. Outside, a heron called into the 

gathering dark—and no thing, no god, no wind replied. 



Menna’s hand found Asha’s sleeve, knuckles white with the grip. The world had tilted. 

“So it wasn’t just smoke, the rumors,” Menna said. “The fire is real.” 

“What of your son?” Menna asked. 

Asha stared past him, into the flicker of the flame as if it might offer a different answer than the one 

he carried. 

“He’s with her,” he murmured.  

The words came like breath through a cracked jar, soft, leaking, uneven. He didn’t need to say her 

name. Amenmose was always with his mother when grief sat at the table. 

 

A pause. Then Asha stepped over the threshold, finally, like a man yielding not to welcome, but to 

gravity. The door sighed shut behind him and dusk sealed the room like resin around something 

ancient and dying. 

 

“They sat in silence as I left,” he said. “She couldn’t look at me. He held her hands like they were the 

last true things in this world. Maybe they are.” 

“He has changed. Amenmose. His eyes see past things now. Or through them.” 

“He has spoken,” he said, “but it’s like listening to wind talk through a broken seal. He sounds 

familiar, but nothing lands the same. He told her—” 

He stopped. Shook his head. Began again. 

“Ipet-Sut,” He said, “was like a burial without rites. They were told to leave their names behind.” 

Something flinched in the firelight. 

“He said,” Asha went on, slower now, “he said the sun god has no use for intermediaries. That they 

were warned. That they are… obsolete.” 

Obsolete. 

 

The word hung there, unclaimed. A lamp flickered, casting long shadows up the mudbrick walls, 

dancing faintly over baskets, tools.  Asha’s face turned toward the fire, but his thoughts were 

somewhere else, carved into temple walls already half-erased. 

“He said we wouldn’t understand at first. That no one does. But he will remain true.” 

Menna's voice broke in the dryness of the air. 

“What will he do?” 

Asha didn't answer. He didn't need to.  



Instead, he looked at Menna, really looked, and his voice dropped into the hollow left behind by all 

they'd lost. 

 

“What will we do? We have forgotten,” he said, “what happens when a god dies. We never knew 

what it meant to lose one. It feels like we are losing all of them.” 

A long pause. The house listened. Held its breath. Even the fire dared not crack. 

Asha turned toward the door, pausing as he laid his hand upon the worn wood. The silence grew, 

presence thickening, like oil settling in the cracks. 

Then, without turning: 

“Some of the men will be gathering tomorrow, at the house of Bahkenkhonshu,” he said. The words 

came like stones placed carefully, one after another. “At dusk. Come to my house. We’ll go on from 

there.” 

 

He let the moment breathe. The fire flickered behind them like a heartbeat remembering. 

“Amenmose will speak of everything, of… Ahkenaten.” 

He said it not as promise, nor warning. Only as a thing that would be.  

Then he opened the door. 

 

The night moved in around him, soft and total. The wind caught the edge of his cloak like a whisper 

reaching for him, but he did not look back. 

 

Only Paheri saw it, how his uncle paused for the smallest moment before crossing the threshold, as 

if speaking that name, Ahkenaten, had changed the shape of the air itself. 

 

Then he was gone. Menna looked into the fire and saw the collapse of a thousand stones.  

 

 

 

 



𓂧𓏌𓏏 𓎛𓈖𓅱 𓈙𓋴𓊪𓅱 𓅭𓐍𓅱 

WHERE THE LAMPS STILL BURN 

(Djat Henu Shesepu Dekhu) 
 

Per Thot, House of Bahkenkhonshu, Season of Shemu, Year 5 of Akhenaten 

The tamarisks had begun their shedding early, leaves like red husks littering the packed earth 

beneath the men’s feet. The river flowed, listening to the low chitter of frogs in the reeds, the hiss of 

wind dragging through sedge. The barque of the sun made its slow descent toward the horizon, its 

golden sail fading behind the veil of dust. The gods were silent passengers now. The world, for a 

moment, tilted westward with the weight of something leaving.	Somewhere, a child laughed and 

then hushed. 

The men sat in a large circle, legs tucked beneath them, sandals off. Hori the potter, who formed the 

temple clay. Henenu the basket-weaver, old Sabu whose voice rasped like papyrus being torn. 

Menna and Bahkenkhonsu sat side by side. And many others, young and old.  

 

Neferura and Sitre moved among the men not as attendants, but as women who knew the weight of 

gatherings—not in the voice, but in the air between them. They poured the beer with hands that had 

folded linen for burial, stirred grain for firstborns, turned back fever with oil. There was no 

ceremony to their gestures, but there was memory. Their movements held the quiet grammar of 

caretaking too long dismissed: a mat straightened with a foot, a shoulder steadied without a word. 

They did not hover, they circled, like wind through temple colonnades—subtle, necessary, unclaimed. 

No one spoke their names, but the room settled around them. Grief did not announce itself, so they 

answered without asking. A pitcher offered, a glance held, a silence shaped into hospitality. They did 

not minister. They maintained. Not as priestesses, not as symbols, but as those who remember what 

even the gods forget: that mourning lives first in the body—thirst, stillness, the unfallen tear—and 

that it is no small thing to bear witness with a bowl in one hand and a quiet word in the other. 



They knew grief could be carried on trays and not collapse the floor. 

 

Amenmose sat with them, not as priest, not anymore, but as kin. He sat cross-legged, spine straight, 

as he always had in the sanctuaries. His linen robe was simple now, unadorned. But his hands still 

moved like they remembered the weight of sacred things. The light through the tamarisks mottled 

his face in gold and shadow. 

The wind moved softly across the compound, stirring the dust. The murmuring settled into silence. 

"Tell us," Asha urged softly, "of the gathering at Malkata." 

He did not speak quickly. He never had. The silence around him was not waiting to be filled. It 

invited something, something slower than speech, something shaped like grief. 

Amenmose rubbed his chin with his thumb. “He… he stood there. In the hall. The Sun crept in 

through the windows, hitting the floor like... like something being judged. The priests didn’t say 

anything. Just sat there. Still. Too still. And Pharaoh—he wasn’t... he wasn’t Amenhotep anymore. 

He said the name. Akhenaten. Said it like it had always been true. And something, something 

shifted. Not loudly. It was quiet, actually. But it felt like... like a door shut behind all of us. And none 

of us knew we’d walked through it.” 

He looked up, eyes a little too wide. “When he said he was the voice of the Aten, it—it wasn’t 

madness. I thought it would sound mad. But it didn’t. It sounded... certain. Certain in a way that 

frightens. The scribes, they hesitated. Not because they didn’t know how to write it, but because, 

because it felt like writing over your own name. And the priests—” He shook his head. “We just 

watched. That was the worst part. No curses, no shouting. Just... nothing. The high priest spoke 

with courage. But at the end, just silence. And light that wouldn’t stop.” 

A voice came from one of the old men. “What of Ipet-Sut?” 

“It ended without even a final offering.” 

No one stirred. 



Menna glanced away; another swallowed hard but said nothing. Someone’s hands tightened around a 

walking stick, knuckles whitening, then loosening again. The rest remained still, not in shock, but in 

the familiarity of loss that had no new words left to offer. Only silence, and the ache behind the ribs. 

“They came early. Scribes, porters, guards. I was already there. I had been asked to supervise, to 

make an account. Pharaoh’s barges were waiting at the docks. The rest was to go to the temple 

storehouse. Locked. Cataloged. Forgotten.” 

Henenu shifted on the ground, his reed belt creaking. “What of the shrines? The barques?” 

Amenmose looked up. “Empty. Even the place where we bathed before entering was drained. They 

packed the vessels in linen and counted the gold and bronze bowls like spoils. No one bowed. Not 

once.” 

Old Sabu breathed in sharply. “And you?” 

“I bowed,” Amenmose said. “To the air. Out of habit, maybe. Or defiance. I don’t know.” 

A breeze lifted and dropped again. Dust danced briefly at the edges of their circle. 

Kheti rubbed his palm slowly along the back of his neck. “But why? If they didn’t believe, why not 

let it be?” 

Amenmoses’s hands rested palm-up in his lap. “Because belief is not the same as power. And power 

is at work here.” 

He paused, then added, “They are not destroying the gods. They cannot. Just removing them from 

sight. Hiding them behind sunlight.” 

The men sat with this, unmoving. The frogs in the reeds fell silent, as if listening. Neferura crouched 

again to refill the cups. Someone shifted on a reed mat. Still, no one spoke. 

“I watched them carry the ram-headed staff of the high priest. They tossed it in a crate marked for 

‘transfer.’ The gold was flaking. It looked tired.” 

Henenu blinked, hard. “And you allowed it?” 



Amenmose looked him in the eye, palms lifted; “What answer was there to give?” 

The question hung, not as a challenge but as a hollow. No one answered. 

Amenmose’s voice thinned. Amenmose looked him in the eye, then downward, his palms open and 

motionless on his knees. “Yes,” he said quietly. “But don’t mistake silence for virtue.” 

He rubbed the creases of his linen robe between thumb and finger, then continued, slower. “There 

were those of us who watched because we were afraid. But there were also those who watched 

because we were calculating. Because power was moving. And we had learned—too well—that the 

netjeru are not the only force that shapes a man’s fate.” 

He glanced up at the circle, his voice sharpening just enough to slice through the hush. “We were 

not all victims. Some priests stood closer to Pharaoh than to Amun. Some adjusted. Shifted titles. 

Made offerings to light instead of shadow. One does not survive in the sanctuaries by being only 

faithful. One survives by reading the wind.” 

A few of the older men stirred at that, uncertain whether to nod or look away. 

Amenmose’s voice softened again. “I was not one of the brave ones. I stayed longer than I should 

have. I told myself I could preserve something from within. But there comes a point when the 

preservation becomes compromise. And the line between the two grows too thin to name.” 

He looked across the courtyard where Neferura now knelt refilling cups, her movements calm, 

unshaken. “And so I left. Not in protest. Not even in clarity. Just... in the absence of a lie I could still 

tell myself.” 

He paused. “Now it is being said that the Image of Amun will be taken from the Pure Place, the 

Inner Sanctum. Carried out beneath the open sky like a prisoner. They will melt him down.” 

A sound moved through the women and men like a ripple in deep reeds—low murmurs, the intake 

of breath, a woman’s hand drawn to her mouth. One of the old men let out a dry sob and turned his 

face to the earth. 



The priest looked down at the dust by his knee and drew a slow line through it with one finger. 

“There are moments,” he said, “when the gods go quiet.” 

“But Amun—” Menna began. 

He lifted his head. “Amun is still Amun. But he is no longer ours to tend at Ipet-Sut. Not now.” 

Sabu whispered, “Then what do we do? Is the Aten the only god now?” 

Amenmose looked at them, his cousins, his neighbors, men and women who’d sent their boys to the 

temple once, who’d baked the bread for offerings. He took a long breath. His voice was low. 

“You tend to the gods now as we always have, in your homes, in the midst of your daily work. We 

wait. We remember. We light lamps when we can. The gods don’t end when we stop speaking their 

names. They end when we stop listening.” 

A silence followed, deep and heavy, but not hopeless. 

Then, one of the younger men said quietly, “Will you offer a prayer, Servant of Amun?” 

Amenmose looked at him for a long time. Then he nodded and rose slowly. 

The others fell quiet. He looked out across the village as if to ask for their stillness, not just of voice, 

but of spirit. Then he turned his face toward the east and lifted his hands. 

"Amen-seta, Imen. Neb nesu tawi." 

“O hidden one, Amun, Lord of the Thrones of the Two Lands,” 

 

"Tjen tefesh em reshenu. Hesy em ibw." 

“You are the breath in our nostrils, the silence in our hearts,” 

 

"Sheshu em sekhem, hꜥy em geret djeret." 

“the shade in the heat and the light in the deep night.” 

 

"Em-nek nesek meret netjer.Henu-k em tafenet, per em wadj renpet." 



“Though you are veiled from our eyes, your presence moves like wind through the papyrus reeds.” 

 

"Nebu ma set-k. Ankh nebu hes em khetep-k." 

“No one sees your coming, yet all life stirs at your touch.” 

 

"Shedi Maat, Nesut netjeru. Uashu khepenu neshut em hesy." 

“Protect the balance, O King of Gods. Strengthen the arms of those who still serve in quiet.” 

 

"Dua niwet-seta, hekau neshe, Ikhetu sehedj em akhet setem." 

“Bless the hidden altars, the whispered hymns, the lamps lit behind closed doors.” 

 

"Em petren-k medu senef, setesu." "Iten, hesy, sehenu, sedjem." 

“For though your names are carved and broken you remain; silent, patient, listening.” 

 

He lowered his hands. The wind stirred the dust. Bahkenkhonsu reached for a lamp and shielded its 

flame from the wind. 

All along the river, tremors of unease were moving. A storm that did not come with wind or rain, 

but with the turning of something older than flesh—a voice declaring that the gods were too many, 

that one alone was enough, that the sun itself would swallow the heavens and leave no room for 

shadow. 

And Amenmose, who had whispered prayers in the hidden sanctuaries of Karnak, felt it like a 

pressure behind his eyes: a dream not his own, curling and sharp, stirring like smoke, stinging like 

nettles. Not a dream for sleeping. A dream with teeth. 

He saw it not as prophecy, but as the weight that gathers in the chest before the flood. 

He saw the statues stripped from their sanctuaries, the incense gone cold in the censers, and the 

names of the old gods chiseled away, buried beneath new names, new prayers, and new truths. 

A truth that could not hold. 



He hoped for what might come after the famine, the silence, the long forgetting. A new Pharaoh. 

One who would scrape memory from the stone, who would return the gods to their places, who 

would swear by the breath of Amun that balance had been restored. 

Maat would be preserved. But was it preservation or forgetting? Would the world be set right, or 

would a dead seed be buried in the black earth, waiting, unseen, only to rise again? 

Only the river knew. And the river does not speak. It only carries the past in its current, slipping 

beneath the reeds, dreaming, waiting for the day the flood will come once more. 

After the cups were drained, the men stretched their backs and wandered back into the night in twos 

and threes, sandals in hand, feet dusted red from the courtyard. Menna lingered, saying little, then 

rose to clasp his nephew by the shoulder. 

“Walk with me,” he said. “The boy’s still awake. He is frightened.” 

Amenmose followed him past the tamarisk grove, the branches stirring in the night wind, 

whispering secrets to no one. The moon, swollen and pale, hung just above the palm crowns, not a 

deity, not tonight—just a silver eye, watching. They came to a low wall near the granary where 

Paheri sat alone, scratching signs into the dust with a fig branch. 

The boy looked up at their steps. Paheri stood and bowed. 

 Menna nodded to his son as he and Sitre turned back toward the house, leaving them in the hush. 

Amenmose slowly lowered himself beside the boy, knees careful, bones announcing their wear. 

“You’re drawing,” he said, eyes soft. 

“It helps me think,” Paheri answered. “When I draw the signs, they feel like more than words. They 

feel like… remembering.” 

“What are you remembering?” Amenmose asked. 

The boy looked at him sidelong, then pointed at a symbol he had half-sketched: the heron-foot 

of akhet, the horizon. “The stories. About when the gods walked.” 



The priest watched him. The silence between them widened, not awkward, but holy—like the pause 

before an offering is made. 

“Where did you learn that word?” 

“My father. And the shrine songs. I listen. I try to remember.” 

The priest’s mouth curved, almost a smile. “That is not an easy thing. To listen to silence.” 

Paheri shrugged, then added, “But sometimes it feels like the silence is saying something. Like it 

wants to be read.” 

The moonlight touched the boy’s face, lit it as if from within. 

“Paheri, the priest said slowly, “you have the ears of a scribe. And the heart of one who keeps the 

flame.” 

The boy blinked, unsure. 

“I mean this,” Amenmose continued. “There is a house,” he caught himself. “There was a house, Per 

Ankh, the House of Life, in the great temple at Waset. Where men learn to listen with their eyes. 

Where memory is kept not in bone, but in ink.” 

“I know of it,” the boy whispered. “I’ve dreamed of it.” 

Amenmose placed a hand, lined like dry riverbeds, on the boy’s shoulder. 

“It may be that your path will lead there. I cannot say how. The gods sometimes whisper through 

the small ones. The watchers. The rememberers. I know you are afraid. So am I. But there is no 

foundation beneath what frightens us. The river will wash it away. We must be patient.” 

They sat there, unmoving, looking to the sky. A soft wind passed between them, lifting a few loose 

tamarisk leaves into a slow spiral, quiet as the exhale of Maat herself, whose breath was holding the 

stars in place and teaching the river to remember its course. 



“In every generation, someone listens,” he said. “That is how the lamps are kept lit. Not with oil, but 

with longing. The silence that says something… is the same silence the gods leave behind.” 

And Paheri, son of Menna, watched the leaves fall and did not speak. The signs in the dirt were 

already fading under the breeze, but the shape of them, and the silence that held them, remained. 

The years narrowed like a river choked by sand. Crops rose and fell with a sigh, and the granaries, 

once fat with grain, clenched shut their wooden mouths. From Waset, no more footsteps. The 

priests ceased. No glint of bronze, no drone of chant, no trails of myrrh curling like prayer into the 

rafters. Only wind. Only dust that settled in the corners of thought and refused to be swept. 

Amenmose remained. He and his father tilled the earth with the same rhythm they once gave to 

hymns. But it was in the twilight—those weightless hours when light grew thin and the world forgot 

its edges—that he found the boy. Paheri. He did not instruct him as one might a servant of the 

temple. He lit him. A hush between two flames. No declaration. No rite. Just the old signs passed 

hand to hand, the scratch of reed against parchment, breath held over ink, silence observed as 

reverence.  

And so it went. In villages forgotten by the festivals of the gods, the people remembered, not loudly, 

not to oppose, but as roots remember the shape of rain. A hidden pulse, a resistance made of 

memory. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



𓅓𓈖𓐍 𓅓𓏏𓎛 𓏏𓅱𓊃 𓎛𓏏 

THE TAKING OF THE PUPIL 

(Menekh Methu Tu sa Het) 

 

Per Thot, Season of Akhet, Year 5 of Akhenaten 

The rains did not come. The fields slept under dust, and the river whispered only in its deepest 

channels. But on the morning of the first cool wind—when the sycamore leaves trembled not with 

drought but with promise, Amenmose returned from the fields with a scroll bound in faded linen, its 

edges frayed like memory too long kept. 

He did not summon the boy. He sat by the granary wall, unwrapped the scroll with slow fingers, and 

waited. The sun was pale, filtered through low clouds, as if the Aten, too, had grown weary of 

proclaiming himself. 

Paheri came without being called. He had seen the priest pass, seen the thing he carried beneath his 

arm. Something had shifted in the dust. Not sound. Not light. Something else. 

He stood before the elder, waiting—not as one who expects, but as one who hopes. 

Amenmose did not speak. He looked down at the scroll, traced one line with his finger, then turned 

it so the boy could see. 

“Read,” he said. 

Paheri blinked. “I—I only know some signs. From the shrine. From—” 

“Read what you know,” Amenmose said gently. “What you do not know, I will give you.” 



The boy knelt. His knees pressed into the hard-packed earth, the dust gathering at his cuffs. His eyes 

moved slowly over the faded ink, lips barely parting, as if tasting the words before daring to form 

them. 

Amenmose watched. Not the reading, but the stillness. The reverence. 

“This sign,” the boy said, pointing. “It means ‘to give,’ or ‘to offer.’” 

The priest nodded. “And the one after it?” 

The boy hesitated. Then shook his head. 

Amenmose leaned forward. “That one is ‘ren’—name. What is offered, if not a name? That is where 

all things begin.” 

He rolled the scroll again and tied the cord. Then, without flourish, he stood and placed it into the 

boy’s hands. 

Paheri looked up, startled. “I—am I to keep this?” 

“No,” Amenmose said, eyes warm. “You are to remember it. When the ink fades, when the linen 

rots, when the wind carries away the scraps of papyrus, then you will still carry it. In the chest. In the 

marrow. That is the only place the gods cannot be erased.” 

He stood fully now, and for the first time, he placed his hand upon the boy’s crown. 

“You are not a priest,” he said. “The temples are closed. You are not a scribe—not yet. There is no 

House of Life to send you to. But I have named you in silence. You are my pupil. You are to 

remember. That is enough.” 

The wind moved then, a hush drawn down from the palms. The world did not change. The gods did 

not answer. But something shifted in the boy’s face, like a flame taking shape behind the eyes. 

They walked together, toward the slope where the river sometimes shimmered when the light was 

right. 



There, Amenmose bent and drew in the dust a single sign: the heron-foot horizon. 

Paheri knelt and copied it, the line uncertain but true. 

Amenmose smiled. “That is how it begins. With one sign, in quiet, in the dust.” 

And above them, the sky was silent. But not empty. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 𓏠𓈖𓏏𓏤 𓅱 𓆑𓏏𓏤 

THE SEAL AND THE ASH 

 
"Medjat u Wefet" 

 

 

Per Thot, Season of Shemu, Year 5 of Akhenaten – pre-dawn 

The air had not yet warmed, and the stars still pricked the sky like forgotten ink dots on an unrolled 

scroll. The tamarisks swayed, whispering in a tongue older than men, and Amenmose walked alone, 

slowly, along the edge of the barley field. 

He knew the footsteps before they spoke. Not the cautious tread of a stranger, nor the bare slap of a 

farmer’s feet, but the deliberate rhythm of sandals worn with authority. A man used to being heard. 

“Nakhtmenu,” Amenmose said without turning. 

“The lamps,” came the reply, low and almost apologetic. “You still light them.” 

Amenmose stopped. “Not as offerings. Just... memory.” 

Nakhtmenu emerged from the half-light, wrapped in a traveler's cloak too fine for the village but 

dusted gray at the hem. The seal-ring on his hand glinted in the moonlight—cartouche of the Aten, 

flanked by rays. 

He looked older than he had when Amenmose had last seen him—less like the student from the 

temple precincts and more like the men who made lists of names to forget. 

“You were always better at silence than I was,” Nakhtmenu said, voice dry. “Even back in Waset. 

You used to say the gods came to quiet places.” 

“And now you make noise for Pharaoh.” 



Nakhtmenu flinched. “I make records. I carry scrolls. I write what I am told to write.” 

“And when they ask you to strike out the name of Amun from the village stele?” 

“They already have.”  

Amenmose exhaled through his nose. He said nothing. 

Nakhtmenu looked away, toward the edge of the fields where the river waited, unseen, listening. 

“I thought maybe you’d curse me,” he said quietly. “Or call me traitor.” 

“I don’t waste curses,” Amenmose answered. “They are sacred words. And you’re not a traitor, 

Nakhtmenu. Just a man trying not to drown while he carries someone else’s grain. You and I, we 

once guarded the same names. I have not forgotten.” 

Nakhtmenu’s mouth twisted—grief or gratitude, Amenmose couldn’t tell. 

“I remember the old rites,” Nakhtmenu said suddenly. “I remember the sound the bronze bowls 

made when you struck them with water. I remember the songs we sang to Montu in the inner court. 

But none of that feeds a family now. The temple lands are being remeasured. I have to sign the new 

records. I have to redirect offerings to Akhetaten. Even from here.” 

“Even from here,” Amenmose repeated. His voice was flat. 

Nakhtmenu rubbed the seal-ring absently with his thumb. “You think we’ve forgotten who we are.” 

“No,” said Amenmose. “I think we’ve remembered too many things at once. And now we don’t 

know which ones we’re allowed to speak.” 

Silence settled between them like ash. A dog barked far off. The first light was beginning to stain the 

eastern edge of the sky. 

Nakhtmenu shifted, lowering his voice. “There are rumors… that the image of Amun is still hidden 

somewhere near the shrine of Nebtu. Buried. Unbroken.” 



Amenmose turned to him, slowly. “And what would you do if it were true?” 

Nakhtmenu’s throat moved as he swallowed. “Nothing. But I would… mark it as a boundary. On a 

map no one else will see.” 

A pause. Then Amenmose nodded once. “You are still a scribe.” 

Nakhtmenu smiled, but his eyes didn’t. 

“I came to ask you something,” he said. “as your old brother-in-study.” 

Amenmose raised an eyebrow. 

“If the boy—the one who sits in the dust, drawing signs. If he is learning from you, then let him 

learn everything. Not just the laments. Not just how to grieve. But how to read the world as it is. And 

how to survive it.” 

Amenmose nodded slowly. “I will teach him what I can. And you, Nakhtmenu?” 

“I will keep pretending that I believe what I write,” he said. “And maybe... leave enough space in the 

margins.” 

The wind stirred again. Somewhere beyond them, the river exhaled. 

Nakhtmenu turned to go, but paused. 

“You were always the better priest,” he said. 

“No,” Amenmose replied. “I only stepped back before the incense cooled.” 

 

 

 



𓄤	𓈖	𓇯𓏏𓈖 

HOTEP N ATEN 
(Offering to the Aten) 

 

"I shall make Akhetaten for the Aten, my father, in this place. 

It does not belong to a god, it does not belong to a goddess, 

it does not belong to a ruler, it does not belong to a female ruler, 

and it does not belong to any people. 

This is the place where I shall make 

Akhetaten for the Aten, my father." 

 

"Let a tomb be made for me in the eastern mountain of Akhetaten. 

Let my burial be made in it, 

in the millions of jubilees which the Aten, 

my father, has decreed for me. 

Let the burial of the Great King's Wife, Nefertiti, be made in it... 

Let the burial of the King's Daughter, Meritaten, be made in it..." 

 

"Sweet love fills my heart for the queen, 

for her young children. Grant a great age to 

the Queen Nefertiti in long years; 

may she keep the hand of Pharaoh! 

Grant a great age to the royal daughter Meritaten..." 

From a Boundary Stelae of Ahkenaten 

 

 



𓅱𓆓𓏏	𓇳 

THE HORIZON OF THE ATEN 
(Ahketaten) 

 

 

The Season of Peret, Year 5 of Ahkenaten 

 

The fishermen called it Menwet-Khast , “The Shoulder of the Cliffs”. It was the place where the cliffs 

gazed from afar. The fish were fat there. And the wind never came too hard. These were not men of 

temples or courts, but of current and silence. For generations they hauled silver from the dark river, 

working the same eddies, reading the same bends, as if deciphering some ancient script the river 

kept rewriting. The Iteru gave, and they took, not greedily, not with ceremony, but with the reverent 

ease of those who know the giver by name. 

 

The father was called Huy, a name plain as mud and just as ancient. It clung to him without 

ceremony, the way river silt clings to reed-bound ankles. No one remembered what it once meant, 

perhaps “scribe,” perhaps “messenger”, but it no longer mattered. Huy was a man of the river, not 

of ink. His knowledge was older than writing. His silence was practiced, his patience deep. He stood 

like a tamarisk rooted in current, unshaken by time, his eyes watching for something only the river 

could bring or take away. 

 

The son was Pa-Sobek, “son of the crocodile god,” a name given at birth. A charm for luck, for 

strength, for the hope that he might someday understand the depths like his father. He was thin still, 

not yet filled out by labor or loss, but his fingers moved with instinct, and his eyes had already 

learned how to follow shadows on water. 

 

Huy and Pa-Sobek, two names in a long unrolling scroll of fishermen, keepers of rhythm, patience, 

and the silent grammar of the Iteru. 

 



Now Huy stood, legs bowed to the gentle pitch of the boat, spine like a drawn bow, not from pride 

but from practice. His eyes were river eyes, creased and steady, slow to blink. The son beside him, all 

bone and wire, was still learning to listen. Still casting questions like stones into the deep. But his 

hands were right on the ropes. That was something. 

 

They did not speak often. They didn’t need to. The river spoke to them. The sky turned. The cliffs 

watched. And the work, as always, remained. 

 

On that day they hauled their net heavy and dripping, scales glittering like scattered jewels caught in 

sunlight. Their narrow boat rocked gently beneath their weight, weathered wood creaking softly. The 

older man, his face deeply lined from years beneath the sun, stood tall, balancing expertly on sturdy, 

calloused feet.  

 

Suddenly, he raised a sinewy arm to shade his sharp, observant eyes, his posture reflecting decades 

of patient watchfulness. Large ships glided silently up the Iteru, catching the sun in bursts of gold. 

Beside him, Pa-Sobek crouched slightly, fingers tangled loosely in the coarse ropes of their nets, 

curiosity flickering in his wide, youthful gaze. 

 

Sails caught the sun like open pages, rising one by one on the horizon, flaring squares of white and 

gold against the blue vault of the sky. The boats drew nearer, their movement almost imperceptible 

at first, a whisper of line and curve, as if the river dreamed them forward. And then the details came 

clear. These were the golden ships of Pharaoh. 

 

Their prows opened like lotus blooms at dawn, petals flaring from stems of burnished cedar. Rows 

of oars dipped and lifted in perfect rhythm, dozens of men moving as one body, muscles wound 

tight as rope. The river split quietly at their coming. Each stroke drew them closer to the 

unwelcoming shore. 

 

No docks awaited them. No mooring stones, no pylons, no servants. Only a long tongue of sand, 

still untouched by footprint. And still they came. 

 



Huy saw it at once, and the recognition moved through him like a ripple under the skin. The sails 

bore no falcon, no jackal, no seated triad crowned with horns. There was only the disc. 

Aten. Painted in radiant ochre, haloed in strokes of red and copper, the disc unfurled its rays in fine 

straight lines that reached down as if groping for the earth. Each ray ended not in flame or spear, 

but in a tiny open hand. Dozens of them, hundreds, blessing the air, grasping nothing, touching 

everything. 

 

“Look there,” said his father shading his gaze further, "Pharaoh himself comes!”  

 

From their perch on the swaying boat, the fishermen could see the unfolding spectacle on the banks 

of the Iteru up ahead. Distance softened detail but could not diminish grandeur. The older man 

narrowed his eyes. Even at this distance, movement along the shore stirred a subtle unease in his 

gut, orderly, deliberate. Figures were disembarking. He could see the rhythmic descent of soldiers, 

small as ants at first glance, but unmistakable in their discipline. Lines of men, armor catching the 

light like chips of fire, moved with fluid precision.  

 

Behind them, taller shapes, horses, emerged, stamping and tossing their heads, their manes flickering 

like banners. The flash of bronze bridles, the pale dust kicked by hooves. Then, heavier forms, 

gilded chariots, rolled down from the ships' ramp. Teams of men guided them swiftly into rank, 

their gestures sharp, purposeful. 

 

He could not see their faces, not clearly. But the way they moved, fast, with practiced intent, told 

him all he needed. These were not mere courtiers or servants. These were warriors.  

The younger man shifted, and the boat shifted with him, a slow protest from the hull. He crouched 

lower, elbows on knees, hands loose in the net’s tangled hair. He let the ropes slip from his fingers. 

He leaned forward, wide-eyed.  

 

“Why are they landing here, father?” he asked, not loud, but the question carried, like wind across 

flat water. “There is nothing but rock. No fields. Nothing but sun.” 

 

His eyes swept the cliffs that arched around the great plain that had watched the boy’s grandfather, 

and his grandfather’s grandfather, and the nameless others before them, long gone into the west.  



 

Huy did not answer, not at first. He watched the procession with the patience of someone who has 

learned that the world never explains itself in the moment. The plain, hard earth, dry and clean as 

bone, offered no shade, no welcome. And yet the golden ships emptied themselves like vessels of 

oil, slow and gleaming. 

 

Pharaoh stood still beneath his canopy. The Aten above him, invisible and everywhere, poured its 

rays like fingers onto his brow. His face, even at this distance, could be seen, long, unreadable. 

Huy exhaled through his nose, as though answering something deeper than the question. 

Neither father or son spoke again for a long time as the sunlight and silence, carried both men and 

omens ashore. 

 

“Folks whisper odd things, father.” Pa-Sobek said finally. “Strange dreams, they say. Gods and 

sunlight. Don’t know what to make of it.” 

 

His father looked thoughtfully across the water. The young man continued. “Feels off,” he 

murmured uneasily, his eyes still fixed on the distant figures. “Village folk whisper, priests quiet, 

nobody talks clear anymore.” 

 

The older man nodded slowly, eyes narrowed, thoughtful. He knew the rumors. “Stay with the nets, 

son. Fish stay fish, the river stays the river. Let Pharaoh dream all he likes.” 

 

Ducks rose from hidden nests, wings whispering as they scattered toward open sky. Far off, another 

solitary fishing boat tacked gently toward the western bank, sailing northward, carried softly 

downstream by the invisible pull of the river. 

 

Akhenaten and Nefertiti bent low, cupping clear water in their hands marked by sun and memory. 

They drank and then wiped the moisture against the fine weave of their robes. Wind rustled softly 

through thick papyrus stalks, whispering old stories as the royal couple stepped from the marsh's 

embrace onto the shore. 

The sudden memory of the assembly at Malaka stirred unease and anger in her. It rose in her like a 

shadow beneath the sun, not yet banished by light. Their cautious nods, the weight of old gods 



buried beneath their silence. The wind stirred the hem of her robe, and the dust curled at her feet 

like an omen. Nefertiti’s silence deepened unnaturally, not merely from contemplation but as if she 

were containing something sharp. Her shadow stretched ahead of her across the sand, longer than it 

should have, as if racing toward the city not yet built. The light loved her still, but the silence around 

her had changed, it clung to her like a question.  

Nearby, the chariots gleamed, restless horses shifting in their harnesses, breath soft and white 

against the morning air. The grooms, waited calmly, reins taut in gentle hands. Akhenaten moved 

forward, eyes darkened by reflection and anticipation. He had come not only to walk, not only to 

gaze, but to lay out the bones of a city. 

 

One of the soldiers, knee-deep in rope and straps, paused as he fastened a bundle to the side of a 

braying donkey. His hands moved out of habit, but his eyes wandered—drawn upward, past the 

plain, to the cliffs that loomed like judges. He squinted into the light, the sun, the dust, the heat. A 

muscle in his jaw flickered. For a moment, he didn’t move. The donkey shifted, and the load tugged 

at his shoulder, but he didn’t notice. His gaze held. Then, with a short breath through his nose—half 

curse, half dismissal—he turned back to the task, yanked the knot tight, and said nothing. 

 

The Aten had spoken, not with thunder, but with light, pouring revelation into the cracks of his 

mind. The god had revealed boundaries, not as lines drawn by men, but as absence, a clearing, a rift 

in the old order. Here, where no temple stood, where the land was bare and dumb as rock, the god 

had intruded. A divine incision. Not a blessing, but a severing. 

Huy’s boat drifted slow with the current, the papyrus skimming the hull with a whisper. He had let 

the current take him, trailing the shore lazily, but now it pulled him nearer, unasked, to the place 

where the procession had begun to stir. 

He saw them first as silhouettes, motion caught in the glare between river and cliff. Chariots rolled 

forward in measured arcs, dust curling beneath the wheels. The king led them, unmistakable even at 

a distance, upright and alone in his gilded frame of wood and sun. Beside him, another chariot: 

Nefertiti, tall and silent, the light touching only the sharp planes of her profile.  



Behind them, the litters moved, held aloft on the shoulders of servants whose steps fell in practiced 

rhythm. Within, the daughters swayed, half-veiled, faces turned toward the horizon as though it 

might reveal their father's vision. Donkeys stirred at the rear, burdened with supplies and shadowed 

by guards on foot. The whole procession began to press forward across the open plain, toward 

stone, toward something unseen but already spoken in the king’s silence. 

Huy and his son watched them go. Dust rising. Cloth stirring. And that peculiar stillness—the kind 

that comes before something is named. 

The place felt peeled back. Unclothed. Hallowed not by presence but by disruption. What had been 

settled was unsettled. What had once belonged to jackals would now burn beneath the gaze of a new 

sun. 

 

A flicker of motion broke the scene. Three soldiers detached from the orderly lines. They moved 

quickly down the shoreline, heads low, strides purposeful and fast. Not toward the cliffs. Not inland. 

Toward the water. Toward them. 

 

Pas-Sobek saw them first, and his breath caught. “They’re coming this way,” he said, voice tight. 

 His father turned, one hand already reaching for the sail’s rope. “Up,” he said. That one word 

carried all the urgency the river ever needed. 

 

They worked quickly, not frantic, but with the smooth efficiency of men used to sudden weather. 

The sail caught the wind with a sigh and billowed like the throat of a heron taking flight. The boat 

swung across the current, water slapping against the hull in small, panicked kisses. 

It came from one of the soldiers, young, maybe bored, maybe showing off. An arrow sailed high, 

off-course, and vanished with a soft, wet syllable into the river not far from Huy’s hull. The water 

closed over it without remark. But the laughter that followed was loud, cracked open by curses and 

mock bravado. One voice shouted something about fish, another about ghosts in boats. 

Huy stood still, the sail pulling them westward across the river, away from the gold and silence 

trailing away on the far shore. He did not glance back, but the weight of the scene pressed behind 

his eyes like heat before a storm. The cliffs no longer seemed silent, they seemed to wait. 



The boy crouched low, watching his father’s face, hoping for something solid to grip, some word 

that might anchor the strange morning. 

 

After a long silence, Huy spoke, not to his son, not even to the wind, but to the river itself, as if it 

might remember the warning. 

 

“He comes with light, they say,” Huy said, voice like worn wood, “but nothing that grows turns 

toward it.” 

 

Then he fell silent again, as the sail caught full and the river bore them forward. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



𓇋𓄿𓈖𓎡 𓏏𓎛𓏏 𓅭𓐍𓏏 
LIFE UNDER THE HORIZON 

Ankh taht Akhet 
 

 

Season of Shemu, The City of Ahketaten, Year 7 of Akhenaten 

 

Renet, wide-eyed and in her tenth year, stood at the rail, her hands curled tight against the sun-

warmed wood. The wind moved through her hair like a question with no answer, thick with the 

scent of river mud, green stalks, ash, and the breath of distant fires. Her mother, Tia, stood behind 

her, steady, her baby brother tucked like a bundle of barley at her breast. And beside them, silent as 

a date palm in windless heat, stood Hori, her father, summoned from Per Thot with the weight of 

royal wax and river-born dust still clinging to his sleeves. 

The boat moved as if thinking. Slow, certain, carried by current and will and something else, 

something beneath the surface. They were not alone. The river swelled with boats, the water pressed 

by prows and voices and the soft sound of paddles dipping like priests into sacred basins. Each ship 

bore people: red-skinned, sun-drunk, singing, silent, open-eyed and tight-lipped, drawn, summoned 

by something larger than command. 

Akhetaten revealed itself not with majesty but with a kind of slow insistence, as if the horizon were 

giving birth to something too large to hold. Its towers rose first, pale and blinding, not softened by 

age or soot. Then the wide roads appeared, splayed like open arms. No shadow. No curve. No 

mystery. The city stretched across a vast crescent of flat desert, cradled by cliffs that rose a hundred 

meters, their limestone faces etched by time. To the west, the Nile unfurled, a ribbon of life 

separating the city's sun-baked stones from the verdant fields and swaying palms.  

"Do you hear it?" Hori asked. The words were thin, nearly lost in the folds of wind. 

Renet nodded. "The music?" 

"No," he said. 

She waited, the air pressing. 



"The city," he said. "It is speaking." 

The drums were distant but regular. The flutes fell in and out of wind. And beneath it all, a vibration 

not a sound, but a pressure. A presence. A breath that did not belong to men. 

Drifting past in the sluggish current, a dead Ibis, its white feathers stained and matted. Thoth’s bird, 

lifeless in the river, wisdom itself adrift, untethered. The Nile, bearer of omens, carried the weight of 

a world shifting, the balance of Maat trembling at its edges. The boat rocked beneath them, 

unsteady.  One of the rowers crossed himself in the old way, fingers brushing shoulder and chest, as 

if to pin his heart back in place. Another muttered a prayer to Maat under his breath, barely more 

than wind through reeds. They knew. A dead ibis was not just death. It was a message. Thoth no 

longer watching, or no longer welcome. The god’s scribe silenced. Ink spilled from the world’s pen. 

What truths, then, could be trusted? The helmsman steadied the rudder with trembling hands, and 

the water lapped against the hull like an old woman weeping into her apron. 

 

They stepped off the boat not as visitors but as things subsumed. The air did not welcome. It did 

not resist. It only wrapped itself around them like sun-warmed linen. The city was built not for 

shelter but for openness. Roads wide enough for gods to walk without brushing the walls. Every 

stone new. Every symbol radiant. No beasts. No wings. No scepters. Only the Aten, arms 

outstretched in rays with hands for fingers, reaching into every corner. 

Tia adjusted the sling at her shoulder. The baby exhaled with the slow finality of sleep. Renet turned 

toward the walls where the rays touched painted children, offerings, kings. All blessed by the same 

hand. 

"Where are the other gods?" she asked. 

Tia did not answer. The question hung in the heat, joined the dust. 

A priest met them at the threshold. Thin as a reed, his robe catching the light like dust suspended in 

still air. He said his name, Penre, with the quiet finality of someone who had long ago chosen a 

direction and never turned back. The same Penre who, once a priest among many at Malkata, had 

heard the Pharaoh speak and did not sleep that night. Something in the voice, in the air, in the 

impossible fervor of the sun’s disciple, had caught him. Not by reason. Not by rank. But as a moth 

is caught by flame. And so he burned. 

"Potter from Per Thot?" he asked. 



Hori stepped forward. "Yes. I am to work in the pottery workshops that produce the sacred 

vessels.” 

"That is the House of Flame. And your tools?" 

Hori nodded once, tapping the bag hanging from his shoulder. 

Tia touched his arm. A gesture full of everything she would not say aloud. 

They separated like branches in wind. Hori following the priest toward the bright-cut workshops 

where fires burned low and regulated. No smoke, only discipline. 

The House of Flame did not breathe. It pulsed. Even the kilns were quiet, their mouths like tamed 

beasts. Rows of molds stretched in silent precision. One symbol repeated: the disk, the hands. Over 

and over. The clay did not resist, but it did not sing either. 

Hori lifted it anyway, his hands recalling the river's softness, the press of thumb and palm, the turn 

of wet earth becoming vessel. The turner’s wheel silent. He would shape what was asked, and 

somewhere in the hollows of each bowl or jar, his memory would remain—the curve of Bes’s belly, 

the snarl of Sekhmet hidden beneath the rim. 

Meanwhile, in the quarter where the families waited, Tia entered the room they had been given. 

White walls. Painted sun. No shrine. No soot. No breath of the old world. Only one symbol again, 

arms stretched like a net catching all things. 

Renet pressed her finger to it. "He’s always looking." 

Tia nodded. "That’s what they say." 

"Do you believe it?" 

"I believe we will need a lamp." 

And so, she lit one. In the corner. On a plain stone. With no name above it. No eyes to see. But 

flame is a kind of seeing. 

The next morning, Renet wandered the street with dust on her feet and wonder in her ribs. She met 

a boy, Khay, her age crouched at the edge of a dry fountain, whispering to a beetle he had cupped in 

his hands. 

"Does he see the bugs too?" she asked. 

He looked up. "Who?" 



"The Aten." 

The boy looked at her quickly and shrugged. "He already knows. My father says that is why we don’t 

have to ask." 

"I still do." 

"Ask what?" 

"If my gods came too." 

Khay didn’t answer. Just opened his hand and let the beetle crawl away. 

Far away, Hori was shaping a new form. One of the officials had asked for a ceremonial basin with 

no marks. No names. Only the light. He shaped it with skill, but the clay had its own memory. When 

it dried, there would be a curve, just beneath the rim, that remembered Hathor’s horn. Not carved. 

Not marked. But there, all the same. 

In the women's quarter, Tia met a neighbor with thick braids and tired eyes. Her name was Nesera, a 

weaver from the eastern delta, now folded into this new world like thread into linen. They traded 

barley. They traded silence. And then, finally, the woman spoke. 

“There is a place,” she said. “South of the last pillar. Where the light does not reach.” 

Tia nodded slowly. “I will find it.” 

Nesera glanced toward the painted wall, then back again. “The officials, the soldiers, the priests. 

They are counting. Watching.” 

Tia shifted the weight of the barley. “What do they count?” 

“Faces. Voices. Lamps that should not burn.” 

Tia studied her. “Have they spoken to you?” 

Nesera looked down at her hands, calloused from cord and loom. “Not in words. But they mark 

things. A pot left out too long. A prayer said too loudly. They don’t forbid. They remember.” 

Tia was quiet a moment. Then: “And the people? Are they content?” 



Nesera gave a tired smile. “They are quiet. That is not the same.” 

“Do the children play?” 

“They do. But only in the open. There are no games in the shadows.” 

Tia looked toward the doorway where Renet had vanished chasing dust. “And the gods?” 

At that, Nesera’s fingers tightened around the barley. “Some are still here. In the corners. In the 

things we don’t say.” 

Tia touched her arm. A gesture not of agreement, but of recognition. 

“That place,” Nesera said again, softer this time. “It is not far. The light forgets it.” 

Tia nodded. “Then I will remember.” 

The night deepened. The air cooled. The city shimmered under the weight of its own certainty. 

And still, in the corner of the room, the lamp burned. 

The next morning, before the heat grew heavy, the city paused. 

Tia held Renet’s hand and the family stepped out into the wide corridor of the Royal Road. Dust 

gathered in low halos around their feet. Already the streets were lined with others, hushed, 

unmoving, backs straight, hands clasped or hidden in linen folds.  

And then they came. Soldiers, walking with the looseness of men long trained in discipline, their 

bodies bare to the sun but for short kilts that flared with each step. Their sandals scuffed the pale 

road, raising whispers of dust that clung to the hems of their garments like memory. Leather caps sat 

snug on shaven heads, and their arms bore the tools of order; bows slung over shoulders, shields 

like upright shadows, quivers tight with fletched silence, spears like second spines. 

They moved not with pomp but with a practiced grace, fluid and unhurried, the kind of motion that 

spoke of heat endured and battles rehearsed beneath stars. Around them, the city of Akhetaten 

stretched and blinked itself awake. The sun, rising over the cliffs, struck their bronze points and hilts 

until they glowed, like the god's own teeth gritted in light. They did not speak. Their presence said it: 

the god-king walks today. Let the stones be still. Let the balance not tip. 



Behind them, royalty shimmered like a mirage, the linen awnings fluttering with divine breath, and 

the family of the Aten appeared as the soldiers cleared a passage through the fragile skin between 

this world and something more blinding. 

Not a procession. Not entirely. It was something more elemental, a migration of light and symbol. 

After the dancers had carved time into motion after the flutes had emptied their breath into the air 

like offerings after the sacred path had been softened by smoke and song, they came. 

The golden chariots shimmered like mirages, like fire caught and hammered into form. Sunlight did 

not strike them. It bowed, catching in the repoussé of lion hunts and lotus scrolls, dancing along 

inlays of glass and faience, clinging to the embossed gods that chased one another across their 

flanks. Every surface was story. The axles gleamed with lapis, the yoke sockets burnished smooth by 

the hands of grooms who spoke to them like sons. 

Drawn by horses pale as sunlight, no, paler, like linen bleached by years of morning, they moved 

with a restless beauty, eyes rimmed with kohl, manes braided with beads, nostrils flaring as if sniffing 

the breath of the divine. Their hooves struck the stones in a rhythm that seemed rehearsed before 

time began, a staccato prayer echoing between cliff and column. Plumes rose from their bridles, not 

for display but to remind the world that the wind too must attend. 

The chariots did not race; they pronounced. They moved not with speed, but with inevitability, as if 

they had never not been coming. Wheels gilded and spoke-woven turned in a hush, their rotation 

too elegant for sound, as though even the air parted out of reverence, unwilling to resist. They were 

not vehicles; they were thrones in motion, altars on wheels, bearing not just royalty but the weight of 

myth made mobile. 

In the first stood Akhenaten, tall and slender, drenched in gold, his elongated form wrapped in linen 

the hue of early light. His arms were lifted, not to bless, but to receive. The rays of the Aten reached 

for him, long fingers ending in tiny hands, as if the god were trying to remember his own shape. He 

did not speak. He did not look down. His face was bare and blank, like the desert before it dreams a 

river. 

Beside him, Nefertiti, radiant and remote, a crown of lotus and gold balanced impossibly on her 

brow. Her eyes did not scan the people but remained fixed on the horizon, as if something there 



were unfolding only for her. She was the axis of the morning, stillness wrapped in grace, presence 

without weight. Her eyes searched the horizon not for wonder, but for something not yet named, 

something perhaps already lost. Her silence lengthened like a thread unspooling into the sun. 

Behind them, the daughters, their limbs like reeds, their faces painted with the calm of sunlit pools. 

They clutched bouquets of blue lotus. They leaned toward one another and then away again, a 

shifting constellation of royal blood and divine attention. 

Around the chariots walked guards in feathered helmets, bearing staffs and fans, not to protect, but 

to frame—to remind the world that these were not merely human beings but intermediaries, 

boundary stones between heaven and earth. 

The crowd did not cheer. They bowed, or knelt, or simply stood still, as one might before the first 

breaking of a storm. This was not joy. It was awe. It was the weight of something ancient made new, 

and strange. 

And the sun, at last, came up. It burned away the mists, lit the gold into flame, and turned every eye 

toward the god who needed no temple—only light, only sky, only silence wide enough to hold the 

shape of wonder. 

The family did not wave. They did not smile. They simply passed. 

And the people, Tia, Hori, Renet, all watched. 

It was not the watching of curiosity. 

It was the watching of drought toward rain. 

Of embers toward spark. 

Of clay toward flame. 

The dust settled long after the wheels were gone. But in its wake, a stillness remained. Not peace. 

Not awe. Something else. It was too quiet, too symmetrical, to rehearsed. 

Renet whispered, "Did they see us?" 

Tia placed her hand over her daughter's heart. "The sun sees all things," she said. 



But in her chest, something else stirred. The memory of her mother tending a darker shrine. A 

quieter god. A breath not made of fire. She thought of the gods who met her in silence, in shadow, 

in the kitchen smoke and the ache of labor. Not a god far off, but the gods who stoop. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



𓂝𓏏𓏤𓁐𓏤	𓋴𓂷𓏤	𓈖	𓏃𓏏𓏤 

“Women Who Guard the Stillness” 

Ḥemetut Seheyu En Seshet 

 

At the South Pillar, Ahketaten, Where the Light Does Not Reach 

They sat in the shadow where no lamp reached, where the southmost pillar leaned into silence. 

Nothing in this corner asked to be seen. 

Tia and Nesera leaned their backs into that cold stone, pressed shoulder to shoulder but not 

touching. A small bowl of lentils rested between them, still faintly warm. Neither woman moved 

toward it. Steam rose and vanished, as quiet as breath. 

They had come here before—not for the light, which never came, nor for ritual, which never 

reached so far—but because something about the dark beneath the south pillar offered the kind of 

listening. Here, the gods were not praised; they were remembered. 

Tia spoke first, and softly, as if her words were stepping carefully across wet clay. 

“When I was a girl,” she said, “I thought the netjeru were above me—up in the sky, up in the pylons, 

up where the incense rises.” 

Nesera didn’t turn her head. “That’s how they teach us,” she said. “To look up.” 

Tia let her gaze fall instead to the hem of her tunic, where it touched the stone. “But I’ve come to 

think they crouch lower than that. In the folds of linen. In the crust of the bread. In the silence 

between the frogs.” 

“They kneel where we kneel,” Nesera whispered. 



Tia nodded, the movement more felt than seen. “And when we forget to kneel?” 

Nesera’s breath left her slowly. “Then they wait.” 

A single ibis cried across the outer marshes, its call dry and long. The sound reached the temple but 

not the pillar. It broke against the air and fell. 

Tia shifted, her spine stiff against the stone. “Sometimes I think the netjeru aren’t watching at all,” 

she murmured. “I think they remember us the way stone remembers water—but they do not 

watch.” 

Nesera spoke without lifting her voice. “Memory is its own kind of vision,” she said. “It holds 

without staring.” 

“That’s what frightens me,” Tia said. “I want a netjer who sees me now.” 

“But we’re not only what we are now,” Nesera said. “We’re yesterday’s dust and tomorrow’s bone. 

Perhaps to be remembered is the truest kind of seeing.” 

They listened to the sound of their lentils cooling. The stale incense from the altar reached them as 

ghost—thin, threadlike, already half-forgotten. 

Tia asked, “Do you think they listen when we speak aloud? Or only when we move rightly?” 

“Both,” said Nesera. “But mostly when we do neither. When we ache without name.” 

A long silence followed. Then Tia said, “I once buried a lock of my daughter’s hair beneath a 

tamarisk tree. I didn’t say a word. But the wind changed. Just slightly.” 

Nesera turned her head, just enough to speak softly into the space between them. “That’s a kind of 

offering. A silence tied with thread.” 

Tia almost smiled. “And what do the netjeru give us in return?” 

“The river,” Nesera said. “The breath to ask that question. The grief that doesn’t unmake us.” 



Tia leaned back, the back of her head resting now against the pillar’s cold skin. But the stone felt 

warm, the way old hands do—not from sun, but from holding. 

“My husband used to say the netjeru were tired of words,” she said. “That they only came where the 

ground was soft enough for footprints.” 

Nesera, her hands folded like reeds across her lap, nodded slowly. “Then let’s stay soft.” 

They did not speak again. A long time passed, though neither measured it. A heron lifted one leg 

and then the other. A fish rose in the river and fell again without a sound. 

In the shadow of the south pillar, where light never touched and names were not spoken, the netjeru 

listened—not with ears, but with the old hush of stone. And the women stayed, not out of fear, but 

because silence had finally found its shape. 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 



𓆓𓏏𓏤 

DAWN IN THE PALACE OF NAMES 

Dawan m Per Medu-Ren 

 

 
Akhetaten – Season of Shemu, Year 17 

The light came sideways that morning, as if the sun itself hesitated at the gate. 

It slid across the plastered wall in a slow, deliberate stroke, catching on the bronze edge of a basin, 

the pale curl of an unfinished scroll, the fine web strung from one acacia beam to another. Dust 

spun in its descent—like language waiting to be spoken. 

They sat without ceremony, mother and daughter, between two open colonnades. The breeze 

moved through the tamarisk leaves, brushing against the hem of the queen’s linen robe, now twice 

mended at the sleeve. No guards stood nearby. The scribes had not yet arrived. The court was late to 

stir. 

Meritaten unrolled a scroll and pressed the weight of her palm flat against it. “The steward from Per-

Bastet has sent no accounts,” she said. “Nor the governor from the southern bend. The offerings 

from Per-Hathor have not moved. There’s word that the granaries in the Fayum remain shut.” 

Nefertiti did not speak. She followed the line of the horizon where the cliffs began their slow 

undressing of shadow. 

Meritaten glanced up. “If they are waiting, they are waiting for something older than Aten.” 

“They are waiting for the weight to shift,” Nefertiti replied. “And for someone to carry it.” 

Her voice was not bitter. It was simply accurate, the tone of a woman who had worn both crowns 

and silence. She folded her hands and leaned forward, elbows on her knees. The khepresh lay beside 

her on a low stool, rimmed with gold leaf, unpolished. 



Meritaten set the scroll aside. Her face was leaner now, the softness of youth narrowed by sun and 

scrutiny. She had once danced in the Festival of the Horizon, her arms lifted like praise. Now her 

hands moved across ledgers, not lyres. 

“They no longer call you Hemet Nesut Weret,” she said. “Even the stewards speak 

only Ankhetkheperure.” 

Nefertiti allowed herself a small breath. “A name is not a veil, Meri. It is a vessel. And this one is 

heavy.” 

She turned her face toward the girl—not a girl now, not really—and studied the slight crease above 

her brow, the mark left by waking too early to read broken seals. “You must understand,” she said. 

“We once moved the gods with ceremony. With priests. With granaries beneath the temples. That 

machinery is gone. All that remains is what can be carried in hand or remembered in the heart. And 

it is not enough.” 

Meritaten did not flinch. “Then build new machinery. If the temples of Amun gave grain, give grain. 

If priests gave omens, give truth.” 

A sycamore seed floated past them on a breeze, caught in the barest crosscurrent. 

Nefertiti turned her gaze inward. “We declared a world without shadow,” she murmured. “And so 

we abandoned the rituals that named it. But now there is no one to speak the names of the dead. No 

one to measure Ma’at. Even silence must be carried by a chorus, and I am the only voice left in the 

chamber.” 

“You are not alone,” Meritaten said quietly. 

“I am alone with the throne,” Nefertiti answered. “And that is not the same.” 

There was no reproach in her tone. Only the knowledge that power could not be shared without 

risk—and that the court, though silent, had already begun its shifting. 



Meritaten rose, smoothed her linen, and returned the scroll to its case. “If silence is what remains,” 

she said, “then write it in stone. If we cannot offer incense, offer grain. If they will not name Aten, 

let them name justice. But do not disappear. The world watches.” 

The queen did not look up. But she reached for the khepresh. 

“I will not disappear,” Nefertiti said. “I will stand where no one else can. But you, my daughter—

learn their ledgers. Read their silences. Let your voice be one they remember when the scales are 

raised again.” 

The sun crested the lintel. 

And in that hour, two women rose—not as priestesses, not as consorts, not as god-bearers—but as 

rulers in a land where even the light had grown unsure of its own order. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



𓉐 𓂋𓈖 𓂝𓎛 𓊵 

THE ROOM WHERE NOTHING ANSWERED 

Ahut netet nen kheper shesep 

 

Akhetaten, Great Palace – Season of Shemu, Year 17  

Six months had passed. The pharaoh was dead. But the sun still came. 

It moved without pause across the vault of the sky, casting its piercing light through the high stone 

slits above the hall. The Aten’s rays—long and forked—still reached toward the earth, but no longer 

for him. The thrones sat in silence. The painted floor held no recent footprints. 

She stood where he had once stood—at the meeting point of earth and sky. The heart of the palace. 

The place where names had once been changed, where temples had been closed, where the light had 

been declared sufficient for the world’s life. 

Now that same light cast silence. 

She wore the khepresh crown. Not the white linen of mourning, not the braided wig of the consort. 

Not even the ritual veil of the God's Wife. She was no longer simply Hemet Nesut Weret, the Great 

King's Wife. She was Ankhetkheperure Neferneferuaten—"Living are the Manifestations of Re, Beautiful 

are the Beauties of the Aten." 

Her names had once filled lintels and stelae, her prenomen joined with royal 

epithets: Ankhetkheperure Neferneferuaten, effective for her husband, beloved of Waenre. Two cartouches. One 

throne. A king in the light—whose memory wore a queen’s face. 

She had ruled with him. Then in his name. And now alone. No child had yet stepped forward from 

the margins with the name of a god upon his lips. 



But rule did not wait for succession. She knew the registers, the lines of supply and the oaths sworn 

in old temples. The council of elders had not dissolved. The treasury still held ledgers. The reins of 

power had not dropped from her hands; they had shifted their weight. 

On the lintel behind her, her names had been carved with clean lines but no color. The paint trays 

had not been opened. The plasterer had not returned. She looked at the hieroglyphs. How quickly 

dust gathered in their grooves. How easy it would be for a chisel to find them. 

The high window faced the eastern cliffs. Beyond them, the dry gorge of the royal tomb: a hollowed 

stone shaft left waiting. No procession had walked its path. No smoke of incense had risen. There 

had been no rites of Osiris, no recitation of the sacred chapters. The Aten had no night. No 

judgment. No west. Only radiance. 

And radiance does not grieve. 

She had wrapped her husband’s body herself, drawing linen across his mouth. Not as a gesture of 

mourning, but as a sovereign act—because no priest had come to do it, and the body of the king 

belonged to no one else. She had overseen the rites that were not rites, spoken the names no chapter 

preserved. She had preserved the body—and the throne—by her own decision. 

The burial chamber was not still—it was hollow. 

Without the gods of the west, there could be no rebirth. Without the balance of Ma’at, no weighing 

of the heart. Without shadow, no soul. 

They had built a city for the sun. But not a path through the Duat. 

Within the palace, the steady flow of provisions slowed. The steward from Hut-Sekhem had not 

arrived. The granaries from the southern nomes remained unopened. Reports came with fewer seals. 

Scrolls grew sparse. Couriers delayed without excuse. The storerooms whispered of famine though 

the flood had been kind. 

These were not accidents. They were signs. 



And she, queen-regnant, read them not as omens but as realities of power. This was the fault line 

beneath the Aten’s temple: it had no arms. No priesthood broad enough to hold the kingdom. No 

temples with granaries, no ancestral estates to shelter the court. No sacred tombs aligned with the 

cycles of death. What had been born in light had no roots in shadow. The vision had fire, but not 

soil. 

The court’s gaze shifted—subtly, but not without meaning. To the old names. The old cities. 

The netjeru whose temples still stood. 

Even the scribes hesitated. Her royal name, once written in full, now appeared faintly. Some scrolls 

bore no seal. Conversations ended when she entered. Kneelings became nods. Nods became 

glances. 

She saw it all. She had practiced such silence herself—once as a tool of strategy, now as a test of 

endurance. 

She thought of her daughters. Meritaten no longer sang to the dawn—but she had begun to ask for 

scrolls. Her curiosity turned toward the palace accounts, toward the estates left untended, toward the 

shape of inheritance. Ankhesenpaaten’s steps no longer echoed through the temple corridors, 

though her blood still carried the sun. At the southern edge of Akhetaten, beyond the city’s dust and 

judgment, the younger girls kept to the shaded gardens, the Maru Aten, now overgrown and quiet, 

where sycamores whispered and water lilies turned their faces upward without fear. It was not 

disobedience—it was instinct. They had once stood like living rays, drawn by the Aten’s gaze. Now 

they bent toward the shadows, like reeds before the flood. 

Nefertiti closed her eyes. She could still hear Akhenaten’s voice—not in its final fading, but in the 

first days, when he stood before the court and spoke the name of the Aten without fear. When he 

took her hand and declared a new beginning. When her own name had been spoken with divine 

breath. She remembered the festival canopy, the dancers, the music like bronze wings. The scent of 

pressed lotus from the broad collars around their necks. Once, her name had filled every lintel, every 

hymn, every rising sun. 

She had believed. She had stepped into the place of pharaohs. She had drawn down the light—and 

directed it, not merely received it. She had issued decrees, sent officials, presided over council. 



But now the light had gone silent. And with it, all certainty. 

She stepped from the dais. The twin thrones behind her stood untouched. His was carved from 

tamarisk and rimmed with gold, already dulled with dust. Hers, narrow and austere, had never been 

replaced with statecraft’s fullness. The cushion bore the imprint of long stillness. 

The stewards had not inquired. Perhaps they would not. 

She placed her hand on the edge of her cartouche. Ankhetkheperure. They had once spoken it softly, 

before walls or scrolls bore it. To take the name of kingship was not to be feared—it was to be 

remembered. But now, even memory had begun to falter. 

A child had been overheard whispering a prayer to Amun in the courtyard. The nursemaid who 

hushed him had done so too gently. Once, such a name would have drawn punishment. 

Now it drew patience. 

They were watching. Not with reverence, but with expectation. 

She saw it in their stillness. They waited for a new direction. A firmer hand. A different name. 

She crossed the chamber and knelt before the large ceremonial chest. She lifted the lid. Inside lay the 

crook and flail, set atop folded linen, still sharp with dye. The wood was polished, the gold intact. 

She took them in her hands, one in each. Not as decoration. As inheritance. As decision. 

The flail’s cords hung like unanswered petitions. The crook curved toward no flock. These were not 

tools of devotion. They were instruments of rule. She held them and did not move. The silence did 

not offer direction. Only weight. 

She placed the crook and flail back into the chest. 

She closed the lid. Slowly. As one does with relics. Or bones. 

Then she saw it—half-curled, beneath the tray of unguents: a scroll tucked into the cedar lining, the 

seal broken, its linen brittle with time. She reached for it gently. The ink had faded to the brown of 

old blood, but the script was his. Unmistakable. 



Akhenaten’s. 

She unrolled it carefully and read—not for anyone's hearing, but for the sake of remembering. 

“This is the place where light first kissed the earth. 

The Mansion of the Benben is not built; it is born—risen from the silence before sound, stone 

shaped by the rays that speak. 

It stands not only for Nefertiti, but through her. She commands not by reflection, but by fire. As 

Aten has no image, she has made the image of kingship anew. 

In this house, no statue is needed. The queen acts, and that is enough. Her words summon provision, 

her hand steers the court. 

The Het Benben is not a shrine to stillness, but a chamber of becoming. She does not echo the 

Aten—she governs in his name.” 

She held the scroll in both hands. The parchment trembled slightly, not from wind, but from within. 

Now, as her mind moved among the temples, it was like walking Ta Djeser—the Sacred Land—the 

place of burials, painted prayers and stone doors that breathed. The silence beneath Mennefer, 

where Sokar waits beneath the sand. 

That was how memory came now: not as narrative, but as a corridor with no turning, a chamber 

where light lingered, but did not warm. 

The Het Benben had once stood golden in the breath of morning. But in thought, it was cooling—

like a lamp after the oil has gone. 

Its silence was not absence, but waiting. 

She had ruled at the center of the sun. Now she stood at its fading rim. 

There was no veil behind which to retreat. No priesthood to shield her. No regent to summon. She 

had crossed the threshold. And now the air behind her was empty. 



Once, she had believed that silence could be sacred—that the god who had no stories would bring 

purity. But she now understood: a pharaoh without rites is a figure left to the dust. A queen without 

a chorus is a sovereign left to write her own liturgy. 

Still, she did not fall. 

She rose. 

Because the throne did not lean. Because names do not bury themselves. Because the Aten still 

crossed the sky, and no one had yet spoken another's name in her place. 

She remained. And if she did not answer, the walls would speak for her. 

The breeze stirred the curtains just beyond the colonnade, toyed with the tamarisk leaves in the 

outer court—but stopped. As though the threshold itself repelled breath. The chamber held its own 

stale air, unmoved. Heavy. Unmeasured. 

Nefertiti stood before the lintel. She touched the hem of her robe. It clung oddly, folding too soon 

on one side, dragging too long on the other. No matter how she straightened it, the cloth refused to 

fall in line. She frowned—not in vanity, but with quiet alarm. This robe had once been stitched to 

the measurements of order. 

Now, it resisted symmetry. 

She stepped forward. The seam whispered at her ankles, snagging against the floor’s uneven rise. 

The tiles, once laid in a perfect grid of river gods and grain, seemed now to tilt. Not enough to 

stumble. Just enough to remind her that the world had come loose. 

The balance was off. 

Not broken. Not shattered. Just tilted. Enough to unsettle the fall of fabric. Enough to hold the 

breeze outside. 

Enough to make a queen pause in her own house, and wonder if the horizon itself had begun to 

slant. 



The room was silent. 

But she stood. 

Crowned. 

Alone. 

Listening for a reply. 

No scales in the hall. 

No plume in the crown. 

Only the weight. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



𓂧𓅱𓈖 

DAWN 
Duwan 

 

Akhetaten, Season of Peret, Year 1 of Tutankhamun 

 
The lamp was smaller now. It burned low and uneven, not from lack of oil, but from age, as if it, 

too, remembered too much. It flickered in the corner like a tired eye that would not close. 

Tia sat beside it, her knees drawn up, a wrap gathered over her shoulders though the air was still 

warm. Nesera sat opposite her, spindle and thread abandoned in her lap. They were close now, like 

sisters. Her braids had come loose. Their children slept in the quiet behind them, limbs tangled, 

breaths soft as shifting sand. 

 

“The boy rules now,” Nesera continued. “TutAnkhAten, though some say the old name will return 

with him. Amun’s son.” 

 

Tia reached for the lamp and adjusted the wick. It flared, then steadied. 

 

“They will leave,” Nesera said. “North, to Thebes. The gods are rising again.” 

 

“Is it true?” Tia asked. “That they will abandon it? This place?” 

 

Nesera shrugged, the motion small, contained.  

 

Tia traced a circle on the floor with her thumb. “And us?” 

 

Nesera’s eyes followed the movement. “We sweep away like dust.” 

 

A silence fell. But it was not empty. It was filled with breath, and memory, and things neither would 

name. They sat in it like figures in bas relief, still, carved by something beyond their choosing. 



In the House of Flame, fewer kilns burned and no one came to ask why. No orders. No seals. Only 

silence. 

Hori stood over his wheel. His hands rested on the clay, though he did not shape it. Across from 

him, Khay arranged the tools, wrapping them in linen one by one. 

“Will you go back?” Khay asked. 

Hori looked up. “To Per Thot. Yes. I was once commanded to come. Now, I choose to leave.” 

The boy nodded, brushing dust from a mold. “They say the priests walk openly in Waset now. 

Amun’s name is no longer whispered. It’s painted again. Spoken aloud.” 

Hori thought of Amenmose, imagined him deep in the hush of Ipet-Sut, coaxing breath back into 

walls that had forgotten how to echo. Hori smiled, the kind of smile that moves no muscle but 

lingers behind the eyes. He turned the clay slightly. It sagged in his palm, formless, soft, obedient. 

Not yet a vessel, only the ghost of one. A mound remembering shape. He pressed his thumb into 

the center of the form. A small indentation, a beginning. 

Khay broke the quiet again. “Did you ever think to leave sooner?” 

Hori’s hands paused. The clay turned still. He breathed through his nose, long and slow. 

“I asked once,” he said. “Only once. When the first rumors came, when the name was spoken again 

in the outer nomes.” 

“And?” 

“They said no. No discussion. No reason given. A single word from the steward of the stores. 

‘Remain.’” 

He glanced up, saw the boy’s brow furrow, but offered no comfort. There was none to give. 

“I was told I was still needed,” he continued, “though the orders stopped arriving. I told myself the 

silence was its own kind of command. So I stayed.” 



Khay frowned. “Even with no work?” 

“There is always work.” Hori’s voice was quiet. “If not for the state, then for the soul. I shaped 

vessels for the storerooms no one entered. I taught the boys who stopped coming. I mended what 

was not broken. I cleaned soot from the kilns though they had cooled. I rose before dawn. I tended 

to my wife’s garden. I watched my son grow like papyrus after flood season—too fast to follow, too 

precious to disturb.” 

He turned the clay again, but did not press. “And I told myself if I could keep the fire alive in this 

house, maybe the gods would notice. Maybe they would return.” 

“But they didn’t,” Khay said softly. 

“No,” Hori said. “Not here.” 

He stood straighter. “So I kept my head down. I let the world shrink to what I could hold in my 

hands. Clay. Bread. A warm bowl. My son’s voice at dusk. Everything else I held at a distance.” 

Khay tied the last of the tools. “And now?” 

Hori looked at the clay. “Now we go home.” He pressed his thumb into the center of the form. A 

small indentation, a beginning. 

 

The Great Aten temple stretched out before him. The sun moved across it unbroken. The painted 

rays on the walls had faded, flaked, and peeled. Dust settled in the corners where incense had once 

risen. 

Khay stood at the gate, his sandals silent on the stone. Renet walked up to him. She was taller now, 

and her eyes were darker and more still. 

 

“You came,” he said. 

 

“I wanted to see it again. Before it disappears.” 

 



He gestured to the open sky. “It’s already gone.” 

 

Renet approached. She carried something small in her hand. 

 

“Do you remember the processions?” she asked. 

 

Khay nodded. “The gold. The horses. The silence.” 

 

“They were beautiful.” 

 

He looked at her. “And empty.” 

 

She crouched and placed the object at the base of the column. A blue lotus, wilted but still fragrant. 

The wind stirred, lifting the edges of her robe. She closed her eyes. 

 

“This is the heart of Kemet, the light.” she said. 

 

Khay turned away, then looked back. “A light that blinded but did not bless.” 

 

She had no answer. Only the quiet of stone and sun. She did not cry. She only listened. 

 

They had waited with her. Not out of stubbornness or pride, but with the slow patience of those 

who plant seeds and cannot tell if the season will come again. In Akhetaten, nothing held. Stone 

cracked in the heat, promises evaporated with the dew. The old rhythms were gone—no grain rites, 

no temple blessings, only the king’s light that blistered but did not warm. 

Suitors came, to be sure. Boys with quick hands and shallow eyes, men who spoke like hollow flutes. 

But her father, Hori, who once carved boats from driftwood just to show her how the river moves, 

would not give her to a name that might not last the month. Tia watched the sky for signs—not 

omens, just permission—and kept Renet close, brushing her hair with the same care she gave to 

mending nets. 



Renet learned to wait without bitterness, to listen to silence as if it, too, could be trusted. And now, 

they would return to the village where barley bowed and herons whispered like they used to. The old 

questions stirred again. But she was no longer a girl to be promised. She had lived through the 

undoing of a city, and she carried the quiet wisdom of things not hurried. 

The houses had begun to close themselves. Shutters tied down. Lintels rubbed clean and bare. 

Offerings no longer left at sunrise. The pigeons circled the rooftops with less confidence, as if the 

memory of bread were slipping from the city’s walls. 

Tia crossed the southern courtyard with a basket of roasted barley. Her steps made no sound on the 

worn stones. A dog barked twice, then thought better of it. 

By the time she reached the garden shade of the outer compound, six women had already gathered. 

Not a circle—Egyptian women did not sit in circles—but an arc, as though something unseen sat 

with them. The tamarisk branches moved above their heads like old hands turning over thoughts. 

Nesera was already seated, her spindle turning slowly, though her thread had no tension. 

“They say the governor of Tjeni is calling his people back,” someone said. 

“My cousin’s husband left this morning,” added another. “Took the goats. Left the cookpot.” 

Tia passed the barley. A few reached for it. Most did not. 

“It’s the silence,” said a woman named Kepi. “It’s too thick here now. The kind that settles behind 

your ears.” 

Renet spoke softly. “It isn’t just the silence. It’s the forgetting. The hymns have stopped. The temple 

boys have gone. Even the men who cleaned the courtyards now walk around them.” 

One of the older women, Harwaset, tilted her chin. Her hands were stained with henna, her hair 

tightly bound. “They thought if they named one god, all the rest would disappear. But we never 

named our gods to make others vanish. We named them so the world would stay.” 

A murmur passed—not agreement or dissent, but recognition. 



Kepi looked toward the palace wall, half lost in dust. “They keep waiting for a priest to declare 

what’s next. Or a royal decree. But I say—if we wait for the court to feed us, we’ll starve.” 

“The court feeds what it sees,” Nesera said. “We feed what endures.” 

Her spindle stopped. She looked down at the loosened thread. “The gods don’t need to be rescued. 

But our daughters might.” 

Tia let that settle. 

She leaned forward slightly, gathering her wrap beneath her knees. “We taught them the names. Not 

just Aten’s, but the ones that came before. We showed them how to press dough with a prayer. How 

to tuck a reed beneath a child’s head for protection. We told them stories—not because they were 

forbidden, but because they were true.” 

Kepi’s jaw set. “And when the scrolls are burned and the statues fall, that’s what stays.” 

Harwaset nodded. “When my son swore by the flood and not by Aten, I said nothing. But my heart 

opened like a well. We cannot speak everything. But we can nod. We can kneel where they cannot 

kneel.” 

They were quiet for a while. 

A lark called from the cracked garden basin. Someone passed dates, soft and split down the center. 

Then Nesera spoke, her voice low but certain: 

“The Pharaoh does not raise our children. We do. The court does not guard the threshold when the 

birth pains come or when the neighbor’s son returns with fever. We do.” 

“The gods do not plant herbs,” said Renet. “But they remember who did.” 

They laughed—softly, not bitterly. A long laugh. One with use behind it. 

Tia reached for the barley, but not to eat. She laid a few grains into the dust beside her knee. A 

gesture old as riverbed shrines. 



“When we leave,” she said, “we’ll carry more than bundles. We’ll carry the way the light fell on the 

lintels. The songs they didn’t erase. The words we still whisper when no one listens.” 

“And what if they come for those too?” asked Kepi. 

Nesera did not hesitate. “Then we speak them in silence. And teach our daughters how to hear.” 

No one stood. No command was given. But the women leaned in now, closer—not afraid, not 

fleeing, not defeated. 

Only gathered. 

Like the river gathers the silt that the flood forgets. 

Like the gods gather meaning where incense no longer burns. 

The spindle turned again. The barley cooled. The child beneath a linen wrap had fallen asleep. 

The city was emptying. But here, at the edge of a garden where no records were kept, women held 

the memory together with hands that had never once been idle. 

At the edge of a garden, where the papyrus bowed and the pool lay still as breath, two girls moved 

like thoughts unspoken. 

One knelt beside the reeds. Her fingers—brown, narrow, sun-quick—parted the stalks until she 

found it: a heron fledgling, leg caught in the sinew of root and water-thread. It did not cry. It only 

blinked. The girl did not speak. She bent closer, cupped the trembling joint, and worked the net of 

reed from the limb with the care of a priest unbinding a sacred knot. The bird shuddered once, then 

stillness returned. She held it for a moment longer, not as a possession, but as a question. Then she 

opened her hands. 

It did not fly. It walked. Softly, with the dignity of release. 

Farther in, beneath the wide shade of a fig, a younger child whimpered. The girl beside him did not 

scold. She took from her belt a small feather—white, likely ibis—and pressed it gently to his lips. 

Not to silence him, but to ask for stillness. The boy blinked once and went quiet, not from fear, but 



from wonder. The feather quivered in his breath. She held it there, between them, as if it might draw 

from the air a word not yet spoken. 

The wind moved through the branches, slow and sure, as if remembering how to walk. 

There was no procession. No decree. Only these small gestures—bare as bone, exact as stars. But 

something had shifted. 

Ma’at had not come back in trumpet or law. 

She had returned in touch. In mercy that does not name itself. In the silence between a cry and a 

breath. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



 

𓅓𓋴𓅱	𓈖𓏏	𓊹 
CHILDREN OF THE GODS 

Mesu net Netjeru 

 

Season of Ahket, The Village or Per Thot, Year 2 of TutAnkhAmun 

The news came like the Nile in flood, not all at once, but with a quiet insistence, rising, spreading, 

soaking into the cracks of every courtyard and the folds of every robe. A boy had spoken. A boy-

king with a new name. And the name held a god in it. 

The scroll was read aloud at the village well, where the water still tasted of clay and tamarisk bark. 

The elders stood still as stelae while children climbed the trees, and mothers hushed their infants not 

out of duty but instinct, somehow knowing this was not a day for noise. 

Amenmose listened, his eyes half-closed against the wind. He did not weep. But something passed 

over his face, like the shadow of a hawk overhead. Beside him stood Paheri, seventeen and tall for 

his age, his hands sun-browned from work in the barley fields. He watched Amenmose without 

speaking, as he always did. He had taught him to whisper words no one else remembered. 

Amenmose sat with his mother beneath the sycamore tree that shaded their small courtyard. She was 

nearly blind now, her eyes pale as milky quartz, but she still wove baskets without looking. Her 

fingers moved like water: slow, certain, worn. 

“They have called Amun back,” he said, not as announcement, but as confession. 

She paused in her weaving. A thread of rush slipped between her fingers. 

“I know,” she said. “The birds have changed their flight. The stars wait longer before they set.” 



He smiled. She always knew. She had outlived three kings and two husbands. She had given birth 

beneath a red moon and sung the lullaby of the Fields of Reeds to children who never saw their first 

flood. She did not ask if he would return. 

She only reached for his hand and pressed something into it. A small amulet of faience, cracked and 

blue. “Your father wore this the day you first entered the court of Amun. Let it go home.” 

Amenmose kissed her forehead. The skin there was paper-thin, as if time itself had grown 

translucent. 

Three weeks passed, Paheri stood at the threshold of his father’s house, the lamp flickering behind 

him as the stars were fading. The sky above the eastern hills had just begun to breathe. A silver 

thread unspooled along the spine of the desert. The fields, once furrowed and cracked with last 

season’s dust, now lay beneath a quiet, shimmering sheet. The Nile had risen, slow as breath, sure as 

judgment. It had come without fanfare, pressing into every low place, filling furrows, swallowing the 

borders of fields and roads alike. 

He watched the moon’s reflection ripple across what used to be his grandfather’s barley plot. All was 

water now. Inundation. The season when the gods took the land into themselves and remade it in 

silence. There would be no plowing, no sowing, not yet. The people would wait. They would stand 

at thresholds, watchful, still. Nothing moved but the reeds and the waterbirds. 

He remembered what his uncle used to say: the land must drown before it can breathe again. This, 

too, was part of the order of things. Osiris had gone down into the silt and would rise again when 

the flood retreated. 

The flickering behind him was dimming. A new light was gathering, the kind that called the scribes 

to their ink and the farmers to their patience. Somewhere far off, a hawk lifted into the air. 

His mother wrapped dates in a palm-leaf bundle and tied it with a strip of old linen from his 

childhood blanket. She did not look up when she handed it to him. Her lips trembled, but she said 

nothing. 



His father, Menna, had grown old looking into the backs of oxen. He stood now with his arms 

crossed, his face unreadable in the firelight. 

“I thought you’d marry Netiy before planting season,” his father said, voice dry as threshed chaff. “I 

thought I’d give you the field by the hill.” 

“I know,” said Paheri. 

He looked down at his hands, still stained from the reeds he had stripped that morning. “We will 

marry,” he added, after a breath that trembled. “When I return.” 

The words were not loud. They did not need to be. They fell between them like seeds pressed into 

earth, small, silent, but sure. His father didn’t move. 

Paheri kept speaking, though no one had asked him to. 

“She understands”, he said with a smile. “She said the stars could wait. That she would carry water 

for her father a little longer, that she would leave the door unlatched.” 

A breeze passed between them. It stirred the ash in the hearth and lifted the edge of his tunic. 

Somewhere a donkey brayed once, then went silent again. 

Menna looked not at his son, but at the dark horizon. The fields were black with sleep, waiting for 

the season to turn. He had seen seasons turn. He had bent his back beneath them. 

“Good girls don’t wait forever,” he said. 

“She isn’t waiting,” Paheri said softly. “She’s watching.” 

That changed something. His father looked at him, really looked, and for the first time, Paheri saw 

his father not as the man who lifted plows, but as one who had once lifted hopes. The lines on his 

face were not only from sun and wind, but from years of loving in silence. 

“She has your mother’s eyes,” Menna murmured. “Strong eyes. They don’t cry unless they mean it.” 



Then, unexpectedly, he reached out, not to stop him or hold him, but to place one broad hand on 

his shoulder, the way farmers press down soil over a freshly planted root. Not to keep it—but to 

bless it. To give it over to the earth. To trust it to grow. 

“When you return,” he said, and turned toward the darkened doorway. “She will wear white.” 

Paheri stood for a long while afterward beneath the fig tree. The branches above him creaked in the 

wind, shedding leaves one by one. He thought of Netiy, of the way her hands moved when she 

ground barley, of how she tilted her head when she listened. He imagined her combing her hair, 

watching the stars rise behind the date palms, waiting, not like someone left behind, but like 

someone already keeping vigil at the gate of the god’s house. 

Amenmose approached where the road waited. The river’s edge was quiet except for the low call of 

ibis.  

They boarded at dawn, stepping over ropes and baskets, their writing kits slung under their arms. 

They sat near the mast of the cargo ship, its deck broad and weathered.  The oarsmen moved in 

unison, not like men at work, but like a single creature breathing in long, muscular rhythm. The oars 

dipped and rose, caught the river’s skin, and pressed it back. The ship shuddered once, then slid 

forward, parting the current as if it had been born to it. The first light of sun flickered on the water 

like broken glass, and the mast creaked overhead, a slow wooden hymn to motion and weight. 

The river widened as they left the dock. The shore began to recede, reed beds, stone walls, voices, all 

dissolving into brightness. The boat moved not swiftly but surely, like a thought becoming speech. 

Each stroke of the oars was a heartbeat. Each splash was time itself, folding into the wake behind 

them. 

The prow split the current like a reed pen across fresh papyrus. Behind them, Per Thot faded into 

haze. The vessel was built for grain and temple goods, but this season, it bore priests, priestesses, 

scribes, and scrolls, bound south for Waset.  

As the sun rose, the north wind pressed full into the sail, broad and hot as a priest’s breath in prayer, 

driving them upriver through the flooded vein of the Two Lands. The sail snapped, the oars rested, 

and the helmsman grinned into the wind. 



Along the deck, other travelers shared smiles and greetings, men in linen robes bound for the House 

of Sokar at Abydos, for Hathor’s sanctuary at Dendera, and for the great lioness Sekhmet in her 

hidden court at Esna. A chant for safe passage rose from the stern, light as incense. Some offered 

dates or stories; others simply nodded, scribes recognizing scribes. 

Ahead lay Waset, city of golden halls and hidden tombs, where fate waited, inked already in the mind 

of Amun. 

They did not speak much. What was there to say? The journey itself was the prayer. 

On the evening of the second day, the wind held steady, but the voices on deck did not. 

As the cliffs of Ahetkaten came into view, rising like half-forgotten commandments from the earth, 

the priests fell silent but not still. One clenched his jaw. Another gripped the rail as if the stones 

themselves might reach from shore and drag the ship down. Their faces darkened, not only with 

shadow but with the weight of memory: of desecrated altars, broken gods, names chiseled out, 

prayers unspoken for too many years. 

Anger shimmered just beneath the silence, tightly coiled with something older, a dread that still 

lingered, like the echo of a forbidden hymn. One priest muttered a curse under his breath and made 

the sign of protection on his chest. Another bowed his head, not in reverence, but as if dodging the 

eye of a god gone mad. 

The dying light of Ra struck the cliffs, igniting them in a brief, accusing blaze before fading to ash. 

The city of the sun still clung to the banks, empty-eyed and wide-mouthed, its sanctuaries swept 

bare, its causeways silent. But its name, Akhetaten, drifted on the wind like the last breath of 

incense, refusing to die. 

The ship slowed, not from reverence, but as if the river itself remembered. The helmsman said 

nothing. He tapped the tiller gently, steering the broad vessel through the bend with care, like one 

stepping through a graveyard where the dead might stir. 

Paheri stood near the rail, his hands folded tight. His mind, usually full of words and symbols, now 

felt scraped clean. Was it horror he felt? Or awe? 



And yet, beneath it all, a flicker of something else stirred in a few hearts. Gratitude. That it was over. 

That Amun had returned. That the temples had endured, though scarred. 

No one spoke. Even the river seemed to hush. 

Then, slowly, the wind caught the sail again, and the ship passed on. 

By the eighth day, the wind had become their companion, faithful, full-bellied, patient as a god. The 

river, wide and slow, opened before them like a scroll, unrolling toward memory. 

Then, just past the red rocks of Inerty, where Hathor stood in silence, arms outstretched to receive the 

weary sun and the dust-covered traveler, the desert tightened, and the green banks narrowed. The 

skyline shifted, a shimmer at first, then shapes, then stone. With a gaze older than kings, Hathor 

turned and pointed toward Ipet-Sut. There, Waset, the City of the Scepter, rose like a memory from 

the earth. 

The priests saw it before the helmsman called out. The sacred pylons of Amun's southern sanctuary, 

lifted their squared shoulders against the sky, scarred yet unbroken. Obelisks shimmered like spears 

of frozen light. Flagstaffs rattled gently in the wind, still bearing the colors of reborn festivals.  

A cry rose, half laughter, half weeping, and the priests broke into song. 

"Amun, hidden in the wind! Amun, lord of silence and return! 

Your house stands. Your name endures. 

We have passed through the waste. We have come home." 

It was not the polished hymn of state processions. It was ragged, off-key, broken by sobs, but it was 

the most true. The wind caught their voices and flung them against the riverbank, where children 

ran to meet the docking lines, and old women knelt in thanks. 

The helmsman, brown arms corded with years of current and sun, nodded once, then gave the 

signal. The sail dropped with a sigh. Oars were dipped gently to guide the hull. The ship turned 

wide, as though bowing to the temple. Long poles braced and pushed along the east bank, where the 

landing stones of Ipet-Sut were smoothed by centuries of offerings, sandals, and tears. 



When the vessel touched stone, there was no ceremony, only urgency. The priests stepped down 

barefoot. Not a word was spoken. They bent low, not in performance, but in release, and kissed the 

ancient dock. Some pressed foreheads to the slab. Others trembled. Tears fell freely, not as shame, 

but as libation. 

Paheri and Amenmose followed, kneeling last. The sun bathed the temple, a light not harsh, but 

golden, refracted through dust and river spray. Paheri looked up and saw the glyph for Amun carved 

on the lintel, half lost in shadow. 

He said nothing. Words, for once, were not enough. 

At the gates of Ipet-Sut, Amenmose stopped.  

He turned to Paheri and placed both hands on the boy’s shoulders. His palms were rough as rush 

matting, his thumbs stained faintly with ink. He did not speak at first. He looked into the boy’s face, 

the wide eyes, the clenched jaw, the silence that held its breath behind his lips. Then he nodded, just 

once, as if confirming something already known. 

“Look well, my son,” he said, voice low and threaded with awe. “There are places where stone 

remembers what men forget. This is one. You will serve here, not only in light, but in shadow. Not 

only in incense, but in ash. This house has endured collapse and silence, betrayal and forgetfulness. 

And still… it stands.” 

His hands tightened slightly. 

“We passed through fire to reach this stone. Never take it lightly. Kiss it each morning if you must. 

Speak the name even when no one listens. And when you doubt, because you will, come back to this 

place and remember how it felt to arrive.” 

Amenmose looked past Paheri now, to the rising pylons and the shimmer of banners high above. 

His voice grew softer. 

“The gods do not abandon us. But sometimes, they let us walk far enough away to know what 

returning means.” 



Then, without another word, he released the boy and stepped forward into the shadowed gate. 

A priest met them, bare-headed, in a robe of unbleached linen, his eyes lined with kohl that made 

him seem carved from memory. He stood in the half-light of the forecourt where the sandstone 

turned gold with morning, where ivy had begun to creep again between the stones. His face was 

older, but the bones of it were the same. The kind of face that held its past not in wrinkles but in 

quiet. 

He looked at Amenmose, and there, a stillness passed between them. The kind of recognition not 

born in speech, but in the breath caught between two men who had once spoken the god’s name 

together in the dark, who had whispered hymns beneath forbidden stars, who had hidden inkpots 

when the soldiers came. 

“Paser!,” said Amenmose. 

“Amenmose,” said the priest, and stepped forward, not to embrace, but to clasp both of his friend’s 

forearms, the old way, the priestly way, from wrist to elbow. Their hands held fast. Then they stood 

apart, studying what the years had made of them. 

“I remember your letter,” Paser said, voice rough like papyrus torn too quickly. “Your words were 

like water after drought. I knew you would come.” 

“I would not come alone,” Amenmose said, and turned slightly. 

Then Paser looked at Paheri. 

“Is this the one?” he asked, his voice quieter now. “The son of your teaching. The one you wrote 

of.” 

“He is,” said Amenmose. 

Paheri stepped forward then, uncertain. He bowed low, not from fear, but from the weight of the 

place and the gaze of the men who stood like pillars. Men who had spoken with the god and lived 

through his silence. 



Paser looked at him for a long while. His eyes were unreadable, though not unkind. He saw 

something. The way elders see shape in uncut stone. 

“You said in your letter,” Paser murmured, “that he carries the old words in his bones.” 

“He does,” Amenmose replied. “But he carries something else too. He knows how to wait. And 

how to watch.” 

Paser nodded once, slowly. Then he reached forward, not to test, not to bless, but simply to lay one 

hand over Paheri’s heart. He closed his eyes. 

“Then he will serve,” he said. “The hidden god will not have forgotten his name.” 

Paheri held a breath. The warmth of Paser’s hand stayed even after it was withdrawn. 

They led him into the outer court, where the sunlight filtered down like sifted wheat, and the dust of 

centuries danced like incense in the shafts of light. Somewhere ahead, a conch shell sounded once, 

and the great door groaned as it opened, not fully, but just enough for the boy to pass. 

Amenmose did not follow. He stood beside Paser and watched. 

“He reminds me of us,” Paser said, barely audible. 

“No,” Amenmose replied. “He remembers us. That’s different.” 

And then they stood together, silent, barefoot, trembling, ready. 

A priest moved like a shadow along the wall and beckoned. Without a word, Paheri followed him 

through a narrow hall veiled in dusk. They passed beneath stone lintels low enough to bow the head, 

through arches carved with stars whose points had long since softened. The air thickened with old 

papyrus, sand-polished sandals, the breath of beeswax and resin. A smell not of decay, but of 

keeping. 

They entered the Per Ankh, the House of Life. The name alone trembled with contradiction, this 

was a house, yes, but it had no hearth. And it held life, yes, but a life bled slowly through reed pens, 

dripped like ink, black and red, into the veins of scrolls that no one dared to misread. This was not 



the bustling noise of childhood or the laughter of mothers. This was the patient hush of memory 

transcribed. The stillness of words that remembered more than the ones who wrote them. 

Shelves rose like petrified forests, each papyrus roll wrapped in linen or tied with faded threads. 

Some bore seals, others bore prayers. The walls were inked with fragments of creation, spells to 

untangle the soul from the body, records of fields long silted over, names of kings who had fallen 

into their own tombs. 

Scribes moved among the shelves, men with ink-dark fingertips and eyes ringed with years of 

squinting at the silence between words. They did not look up. Their bodies were still, but their ears 

pricked toward the boy, measuring him by the rhythm of his steps. One of them hummed, not a 

tune, but a cadence, an old scribal chant, perhaps. Or a habit. Or a ward. 

The priest guiding him did not speak. He only nodded toward a table in a small side chamber, low 

and worn, its surface scarred with the work of generations. A reed pen and ink cakes lay beside a 

shard of limestone inscribed with a single glyph, ren. Name. 

Paheri stopped. He did not sit. 

Something inside him gave way, like a rope uncoiled too fast. His knees did not buckle, but his 

hands trembled, and his breath caught in the base of his throat. He looked at the stone slab, at the 

glyph, at the empty space beside it. 

And then he whispered, not loudly, but with a fullness that surprised even him: 

“Father, Mother… I am here.” 

The words fell softly. But in the echoing chamber, they rang like bronze. 

They did not mean simply that he had arrived. 

They meant: I have remembered. 

They meant: I have crossed the river. 

They meant: I will write your names so that they do not die. 

The chamber breathed around him. A dust mote turned in the beam of light and drifted down like 

the feather of Maat. 



He knelt before the table, the reed pen before him. He did not yet reach for it. 

Behind him, the priest paused, then turned to go. But not before whispering, almost too quietly to 

hear: 

“Write only when the silence insists.” 

And Paheri nodded. 

Not because he understood, but because something inside him already had. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



𓎛𓈖𓅱𓏏𓋴 𓂋𓏏 𓇋𓂋𓏏 

“When the Voice Returned” 

Henut Ret Iret 

 

Ipet-Sut, Waset — Season of Akhet, Year 2 of Tutankhamun 

Ipet-Sut had been stripped of song for too long. It had learned silence under the Aten, a silence that 

rang louder than chant. But now, the sound was returning—not in thunder, but in rustle, in hush, in 

low murmurs of priests practicing lines long forgotten. 

This was a time of slow reawakening. The great pylons were being cleaned of soot and neglect. 

Sacred texts, once hidden or defaced, were being copied again—tentatively at first, as if unsure the 

netjeru would welcome the return. Meetings were held in colonnaded courts and shaded sanctuaries: 

not of kings and generals, but of ritualists, scribes, overseers of purification, voices that had long 

whispered only in private. 

The sanctuaries breathed again. Statues unwrapped. Offerings recalculated. The old names were 

spoken aloud, not yet with confidence, but with reverence—and sometimes, even with joy. 

And in the Wabet, the Pure Place—where light touched the whitewashed walls like a breath 

withheld, where silence pooled thicker than oil—the High Priest of Amun stood in quiet conference 

with Neferet, the head of the chantresses. The columns did not rise here in grandeur; they leaned 

inward, solemn and close, like elders listening to a story nearly forgotten, now spoken again with 

care. 

 “The gods blinked, Neferet. Or perhaps we did. Perhaps we closed our eyes to them and blamed 

the darkness on their retreat.” 

She stood in profile to him, not as servant but as counterpart. Her hair was bound in lotus-stained 

linen, her hand resting lightly on the neck of a silent sistrum. 



“They were not gone,” Neferet said. “Only waiting. We called to them still—when we ground barley 

for bread, when we bathed our dead, when we soothed crying children. You are wise, Neb-i. You 

know that the netjeru were never confined to these columns. They dwell in rhythm. In breath. In 

voice.” 

He looked at her then—truly looked. This woman who had outlasted kings, not through power or 

privilege, but by remembering. Her posture was neither proud nor deferent. It was certain, as stone is 

certain. 

“You kept the thread,” he said, voice dropping like a cloth across a reliquary. “While we were swept 

into decree and heresy, you—your women—sang into the dust.” 

She turned fully to him, her gaze steady, the light catching the gold thread at her brow. 

“We are the memory of the breath,” she said, her voice steady, low. “While scrolls burned and 

names were scrubbed from stone, my mother and I sang to the walls. Mudbrick ones, cracked and 

lean, with smoke-stained ceilings and reed mats for doors. We were sent away, you know. Exiled by 

decree.” 

She looked past him now, past the whitewashed stone of the Wabet, as if seeing another place 

entirely—one built not of limestone but of memory. 

“In those years, we lived in the southern quarter, near the canals, where the temple’s shadow did not 

reach. We had no shrine. Only an altar made from a storage box, covered with linen gone soft from 

wear. But still, we sang. In the mornings while kneading bread, and in the evenings, when the sky 

dimmed like a god drawing his cloak. We sang to the sky when it forgot its color. We hummed the 

names under our breath, not daring to speak them aloud.” 

She turned back to him, her gaze held more than defiance—it held survival. 

“What was whispered in back rooms now will rise in the open again.” 

He nodded, once. Slowly. 

Then he turned. 



His steps were soft, deliberate. He moved a short distance across the chamber, pausing beneath a 

painted beam where falcons soared against a field of blue. His back rose and fell once with a breath 

too deep to name. The silence that followed was not awkward—it was ritual. Something old pressing 

into the moment. 

He looked up. Touched the painted cedar with his fingers. Then turned back to face her. 

“Henut Netjer, Lady of the God,” he said, voice low. “We thought we were guarding the temple. But 

you—you were the temple. We forgot that the netjeru have daughters.” 

She did not smile. Her eyes widened. 

“They remember the sound,” she said. “Even after silence.” 

He stood still for a moment longer. Then, quietly: 

“At the festival,” he said, “you will lead. Before the barque leaves its shrine. Before even I speak. Let 

the chantresses call Amun forth from his chamber.” 

Neferet narrowed her gaze with the gravity of a woman who has walked alongside truth and seen it 

ignored. 

“You would break the order?” she asked, though she already knew. 

Amenhotep’s voice was low. 

“No,” he said. “I would restore it.” 

She exhaled, and it sounded like incense settling on warm stone. 

“Then we will prepare,” she said. “We will not sing from shadows this time. The god will hear his 

name from the lips of daughters.” 

He bowed—not deeply, not publicly, but enough. 

“May Amun draw breath through your song,” he said. 



“And may Ma’at step lightly where you walk,” she replied. Then, after a pause: “And this time, let no 

one silence the voice again.” 

They parted in silence, not out of formality, but out of something older. Something like reverence. 

Something like promise. The halls stirred—not with decree, but with memory. Not with the power 

of kings, but the power of names spoken rightly.  

And Amun, in his dark sanctuary, stirred. He did not rise. He did not speak. But within the 

sanctuary's hidden chamber—where the air itself bent to silence and the limestone walls had 

forgotten sunlight—he waited. Encased in his sacred neshmet barque, swathed in cedar and gold leaf, 

his image sat still. A figure of solid gold, carved with arms crossed and gaze eternal, his brow 

crowned with twin plumes, his body gleaming even in the absence of flame. He was presence 

without motion, weight without sound. 

No priest had yet drawn back the veil. No chant had yet broken the hush. But something shifted—

not in the statue, but in the air around it. As if the gold remembered heat. As if the god within the 

form, buried yet eternal, had inhaled the first breath of his name rising again from mortal tongues. 

He did not need to move. The world moved for him. 

He was still hidden. But no longer absent. 

The god who had watched in silence would hear his name called—not by decree, but by love. 

And he would listen. 

 For his daughters would sing once more. 

 
 
 

 



𓄿𓂋 𓂝 𓈖 𓎛𓂝𓄿 

Iret en Heka 
 

The Work of Silence 

 

Akhetaten, Final Day, Year 3 of Tutankhamun 

The cliffs above Akhetaten did not move. The heat rose, but the cliffs stayed still, stone indifferent 

to the burning. 

Pentu, Chief Scribe, sat in a room open to the courtyard. Light—thin, almost silver—sliced through 

the doorway like a knife. The shutters creaked. A linen satchel waited to be tied. The inventory tablet 

laid open on his knees, ink dry, stylus resting beside it like a bone. 

He was leaving. They were all leaving: the city, the scribes, the hollow-eyed laborers, even the sun-

chanting priests who once called this place divine. They were gone. Their god was gone. Only the 

river remained. 

And memory. Memory remained, like a stone in the mouth. 

Only days ago, he rode a donkey as it picked its path through the throat of the Wadi. He 

remembered the soft crunch of gravel and the rope swaying in the hand of his servant. They were a 

column of shadows against the cliff. Men without songs. 

The tomb had been opened not in desecration but in ceremony. That was the word Ay had chosen. 

Not exhumation, not theft—ceremony. The dead were not broken. The gods had not yet devoured 

them. The hieroglyphs still sang on the coffin lids. Aten still stretched his thin fingers down over the 

names of his children. Ahkenaten and Nefertiti were encased in hammered gold, frozen beneath 

sheets of beaten sun, terrible in their silence. 

Breath was gone, but the silence had weight. 



Ay stood where the tomb fractured into morning, his silhouette backlit, more shadow than man, like 

something remembered from a dream but never seen clearly. Once, he had bowed—palms pressed, 

knees kissed to the stone. Bowed to the Aten when it rose, when it set, when it sang from the lips of 

a king. But now he bowed to a boy. 

He did not grieve. He watched. 

He watched as the tomb disgorged its gods and ghosts, its velvet shadows and sunlit secrets. The 

lion-footed beds still sweet with cedar, the alabaster jars like frozen breath, the gold shrines with 

their goddess-arms outstretched. Mirrors still held the last faces they had captured. The fans still 

held air. Coffers emerged like memories too long buried. His eyes passed over them not as a priest’s 

would, but as a builder’s might—a man sealing up a room inside himself, brick by brick. 

He did not weep. He counted. 

The light struck the curve of his face, the glint of his headdress, the tip of his staff. Pentu caught his 

eye briefly and looked away. And still the tomb gave up more. Still the silence came with it. 

Pentu marked it all. The count. The shape. The material. He did not write their names, not aloud. 

But he saw them. 

And above, the Aten did not blink. 

Its light fell like it always had—without interest, without pause. It did not look. It simply was. Long 

rays fanned down across the slope, across the carts, across the linen-wrapped workmen. One by one, 

the shapes of kings and queens were drawn out like teeth, and the light touched every corner of 

them—not in revelation, not in grace, but in exposure. 

The Aten did not notice. It never had. 

This was not a god who came down in storm or voice. No flame leapt. No thunder groaned. The 

light did not lean in; it did not even change. It simply draped them, as it had draped the cliffs, the 

wadi floor, the half-crushed beetle near Pentu’s heel. The same light that warmed jackals on the 

ridge now lay across the smooth foreheads of the dead. 



Akhenaten’s brow was polished to mirror the sun—still, the light did not see him. 

Nefertiti’s arms were crossed in majesty—still, the light did not choose her. 

They were gold, yes, and their names once rang through the land like gongs. But the light was not 

for them. The light was not for anyone. 

It touched all and claimed nothing. 

The column of sledges, laden with sacred goods, creaked slowly down the winding path. More than 

two dozen workmen strained under the weight of burial equipment—timber panels, alabaster jars, 

baskets sealed with resin, and gilded furniture once destined for eternity. The oxen pulled, while men 

guided the runners over rock and loose sand. The procession moved without haste and without 

noise, save for the muted thud of sandals and the low groan of the oxen and wood on stone. 

They moved in silence. No chants, no drums. Just the creak of wood and rope. Just the rasp of 

sandals against rock. Just the hush of men who had seen too much. 

The descent took hours. The narrow wadi twisted and dropped through the barren stone hills. Every 

curve brought new challenges, and once or twice, the procession halted to right a leaning cart or 

redistribute its weight. 

Late in the afternoon they emerged from the valley into the eastern plain, the city of Akhetaten 

spread faintly in the west—its colonnades bleached white in the heat, its temples still intact but 

already fading from memory. Rather than pass through the heart of the city, the workmen followed 

a southern route, skirting the great road of the Aten and avoiding the gaze of half-abandoned houses 

and shuttered sanctuaries. Dust rose around them, veiling the sledges as they moved across the 

sunlit flatland. 

They reached the southern docks. Iteru did not greet them. 

There, the barge waited, low and linen-wrapped, its hull unmarked by god or pharaoh. Only the 

painted glyph for silence adorned its prow. The river licked its sides, slow and thoughtful. The barge 

was not merely to carry. It was to remember what no mouth dared speak. 



The High Priest of Amun stood like driftwood beside Ay and Horemheb. He did not bless. He did 

not weep. His hand moved once across a loop of beads beneath his sleeve, the only prayer he would 

utter. 

“They are untouched,” he said, as the first coffin vanished into the shadowed hold. 

“For now,” said Horemheb. 

“And later?” 

A pause. The wind had no answer. 

“Let the gods decide in Waset.” 

This was no looting, no vandalism. This was the transfer of a memory still breathing. The coffins 

were not pried open. The shrines were not burned. Not yet. The gods would decide. And gods, as 

Pentu knew, take their time. 

The barge filled. It groaned. It leaned into the weight of belief abandoned. When the last crate was 

loaded—the lamps, the scrolls, the soot-black bowls, Ay lifted his hand, and the barge moved. Not 

fast. Not slow. It simply moved. The prow parted the water like a stylus across unmarked papyrus. 

The towing boat was broad and low, lashed together from cedar ribs and painted with prayers. The 

oarsmen—twenty of them, barefoot and bare-chested did not speak to one another. Their hands 

flexed against the polished shafts of their oars, already slick with sweat though the sun had not yet 

crowned the cliffs. 

The barge did not creak as it moved. It slid. When it touched the water, a sound rose—not a splash, 

but the wet inhalation of the river itself. 

They pulled. One oar after another bit the river. The current caught the barge and turned it with the 

deliberation of a god. The men bent to the rhythm, not of drums, but of their own breath, shallow 

and syncopated. They rowed not as soldiers nor as mourners but as men delivering something too 

sacred to carry and too cursed to keep. None of them looked back. 



The river was mirror-flat, except where their oars broke its skin. And still they feared. Not the body 

itself, but what rode with it. What might wake in the reeds, or watch from the papyrus, or follow in 

the water’s reflection? Some rowed with their eyes fixed on the horizon. Some closed their eyes 

altogether. 

The light reached everything, paddle, the long curve of the barge’s flank, but warmed nothing. It 

touched but did not hold. It lit the water, but the dead did not stir. 

The Aten’s fingers, so long drawn in stone, so reverently painted, stretched once more across the 

world, useless. They offered no breath. No balm. No answer. They fanned out across the river like 

broken reeds, all gesture, no grip. 

They towed the barge out into the current, out where the river deepened, where names were 

forgotten, and silence did not end. 

Pentu stayed behind. He packed the last of his scrolls. His house, his room, the board beneath his 

hands would all be dust by next flood. The ledger he would hand over to the High Priest of Amun. 

No one spoke the names that day. But Pentu had written them. And ink remembers what lips forget. 

At the water’s edge, where reeds bent without sound and the mud held the warmth of day, an ibis 

stood. 

It had not moved when the sledges came. Had not startled at the groan of oxen, nor taken wing 

when the first coffin vanished into the barge’s hold. It watched. 

One leg tucked beneath it, the other rooted in the silt, it stood as if carved—not summoned, not 

sent, only present. Its black beak curved like a question the gods no longer answered. Its pale feathers 

caught the last slant of the Aten’s light, dull and even. 

The barge moved farther down the river, deliberate as sleep, the towing boat catching the wind. And 

still the ibis watched. Not as omen, not as guardian. As witness. Its eye did not blink. 

It had seen many go this way. It would see more 



𓋴𓏭𓅓	𓂋𓈖 
TO MAKE THE NAME UNHEARD 

(SEDJEM-REN) 

 
Waset, Season of Shemu, Year 4 of Tutankhamun 

The Nile moved as if under some ancient spell, its silence louder than the murmurs of oars, its 

glimmer smeared gold where the sun struck it. The temple pylons of Ipet Sut faded into the haze 

behind them, half-lost in the smoke of incense and dust. The chants were over. The stela had been 

raised, cut deep with the young pharaoh’s vow to restore what had been desecrated. 

Tutankhamun sat on a gilded stool in the shade of a canopy, its platform pillars surrounded by 

cobras, their hoods flared in a perpetual warning. The gold leaf trembled faintly as the great boat 

shifted, as though the gods had breathed on it. Around him, forty men rowed, twenty to a side, bare-

backed and sun-dark, their bodies lean with rhythm, not force. The oars dipped in staggered silence, 

then rose in gleaming arcs, flinging sunlight like knives. Each stroke pulled the barge forward with 

the grace of certainty. They did not look up. They did not speak. They were not men so much 

as limbs of a single creature, a river-born being of breath and repetition. 

The helmsman stood at the stern, where the twin tillers arched like arms of a deity reaching back 

toward the current. He was barefoot, as all who listened to the river were, and his feet gripped the 

planks with the memory of every bend from Memphis to Waset. His shoulders, corded and dark as 

river-polished wood, moved only when the current shifted, not to fight it, but to coax it, like a man 

quieting a beast he had raised from birth. 

The boy-king’s eyes traced the surface of the water, its dull gleam like old bronze. He did not move. 

He had not spoken since they stepped off the holy ground, since that moment, when Pareneffer, the 

High Priest of Amun, held his gaze just enough to let silence speak in his place. A pause before the 

blessing. Averted eyes as the stela was blessed in Amun’s name. 



“What waits for us in Memphis?” he asked, not turning his head. 

Aye, looking through the scroll resting on his lap, answered as if dictating to the wind. “Reports 

from the Delta. A statue’s form awaits your blessing. A new ship is nearly ready for dedication. I’ve 

attended to a few lesser things myself.” The oars dipped and rose, each pulling a phrase in the long 

prayer of statecraft. 

“And when do we leave?, the king asked. 

“In three days. We will stop at Dendera, Abydos, and Ahketaten” 

TutAnkhAmun nodded. He did not speak. 

The palace at Malkata would rise into view before long, a mirage of order and painted calm. But the 

river held them now, as if it had not yet decided whether to carry them forward or draw them back. 

Aye leaned forward slightly. “Son of the Sun,” he said, and the words drifted like incense above a 

spent brazier, “you must take care how you treat the priests of Amun.” 

The king’s gaze did not shift. “I attend their rites. I make the offerings. Was I not the one who gave 

them back their temples?” 

“Yes,” said Aye, “but you treat the high priest poorly.” 

TutAnkhAmun’s mouth curled into something too slight to be a smile. “That tired old jackal.”  

“You have said as much before.” Aye’s voice was low, dry as sand in the teeth. “But he helped seat 

you on the throne. And he knows it. Did you not feel his anger today? That long pause as he stood 

beside the stela? That silence, before he offered the words of consecration?” 

“I ignored him,” the king said, sharper now. “He was likely preparing to ask for more gold. Or 

land.” 

“Perhaps,” Aye said. “But what he did not say, what he withheld, spoke louder. The netjeru have no 

need of words, and neither do the men who serve them.” 



The boat rocked slightly. A heron lifted from the water’s edge and swept past without sound. 

“Listen to me,” Aye said, his eyes resting on the line where papyrus met sky. “For the sake of the 

Black Land, listen. The people have begun to breathe again. Maat—she has returned to the 

riverbanks.” 

TutAnkhAmun watched him. 

“But—” the boy began. 

“But you must see what I have tried to keep from you,” Aye said, voice now low and measured. 

“You are a child of the Aten. I have been careful to murmur to the temples that your name was 

given in innocence, that your heart was never lit by that strange sun. Today, I watched him watch 

you. He does not believe you.” 

Tutankhamun closed his eyes. The sunlight caught the curve of the golden serpent at his brow, 

gilding his lashes. His fingers rose slowly to touch it, as though he might find an answer in the 

sacred metal. 

Then, quiet as prayer: “Was my father a criminal, as they say? Or was he… enlightened by 

something true? Would you not know, Lord Ay? You were there with him.” 

The words did not fall, they sank into Aye's chest like a stone into the floodplain, vanishing but 

rippling, marking the surface long after they had gone under. The boy had spoken, and now the 

netjeru leaned forward. 

Aye did not answer at once. The water hissed against the hull. A breeze passed through the reeds 

like a whisper no one wanted to claim. The silence was too precise to be empty; it held the weight of 

old vows, the breath of broken idols, the scent of gypsum dust from smashed talatat. 

He remembered. He remembered the boy's father, the hollow-eyed pharaoh who had spoken with 

the certainty of fire. He remembered the long corridors of Akhetaten where the sun blazed without 

mercy and cast no shadows, only glare. He remembered the moment the statues of the old gods 

were dragged from their sanctuaries, their faces chiseled to nothing. And he remembered his own 



hands, calloused not from labor, but from the careful work of approval, of signatures, of 

acquiescence. Yes, he had been there. 

He had stood beside Akhenaten as the world unraveled under too much light. 

 Aye reached for the young man’s arm. The touch was familiar, ceremonial, the way one steadies a 

statue before it is raised. 

Their eyes met. 

“What does it matter, Son of the Sun?” Aye said, his voice soft but unyielding. “If you do not let 

him go, he will return and ruin you.” 

He felt it then, the stir within the painted silence of the netjeru. They had seen it all. They had 

watched him follow Akhenaten. They had watched him trim the wick of every lie into something 

that passed for order. And Aye, though he said no more, sat with the weight of what he had not 

said, and the echo of what had been too late to unsay. 

But now the boy had asked, because the boy had seen. And somewhere in the reeds, something old 

exhaled. And the river listened.  

The prow scraped against the dock with the sound of dry reeds pulled from mud. The boat 

shuddered once, reluctantly returning to the earth. Men with shaved heads stepped forward without 

speaking, their arms already outstretched for the ropes. The boy-king stood, slow and deliberate, like 

a statue preparing to walk. 

Aye followed, brushing sand from the folds of his kilt as if to rid himself of what clung too long. 

They stepped off together, Tutankhamun first, then Ay, Malkata spread before them: colonnades 

bleached and sun-scoured, murals faded like dreams remembered only in color.  

They walked without guards. 

Tutankhamun looked straight ahead, as if walking into the next day. But his voice, when it came, was 

low and sideways, meant only for the man beside him. 



“Will it be done properly?” he asked. 

The wind had picked up. It tugged at the linen hems, lifted dust into delicate spirals like spirits 

unsure where to settle. 

“It will be done with silence, where speech would be dangerous.” 

The king glanced at him, then back to the stone path underfoot. “You mean it will be buried.” 

“Not just him,” Aye said. “The name. The Aten.” 

“The memory,” said the king. 

Aye did not correct him. The boy was not wrong. 

They passed under a row of columns, each carved with the blue lotus, now dulled by sun and years. 

A gecko darted across the plaster. A breeze stirred the painted linen awnings, and the palace exhaled 

dust, as though waking from a long sleep. 

“The valley was never meant for him,” Tutankhamun said. 

“No,” Aye replied. “But it has always been meant for pharaohs. It is meant for you.” 

They walked a few more paces in silence. The palace doors loomed, tall and cool in shadow, flanked 

by two lions whose manes were carved in long, stylized spirals. Their eyes had been once inlaid with 

obsidian; now they were hollow sockets that watched without seeing. 

“Will they come?” the king asked. “The priests?” 

“They will come,” said Aye. “But they will not pray.” 

Tutankhamun paused before the threshold. The door was open. Beyond it, the air was darker, 

cooler, steeped in the scent of resin and age. 



“I have dreamed of him,” the pharoah said, without looking at his companion. “But in the dream, he 

does not speak. He only stares. And his hands are covered in dust. He looks in a mirror, but there is 

no reflection.” 

Aye said nothing. 

“Must I go?” the king asked. His voice was low, boyish, not from fear but from the weight of 

something unnamed. “To the tomb?” 

Aye drew in a breath, long and tired, like a scroll unfurling across the years. 

“You must,” he said. “The high priest doubts. If you stay away, the tomb will not close. Not in his 

eyes. He needs your presence more than your belief.” 

Tutankhamun turned his face toward the light, though it was fading. He looked as if he were 

listening for something, some echo of his own name from a deeper chamber. 

“Then the gods will remain silent,” said Aye, “but the men will be satisfied.” 

Tomorrow, they would bury a god whose sun had burned too bright. And the earth, as always, 

would cover what the sky could not forgive. 

 

 

 

 

 



𓍱𓏏	𓄿𓅓𓈖 
THE HIDDEN PLACE 

(Set Amun) 
 

Valley of the Kings, Season of Shemu, Year 4 of Tutankhamun 

The sun burned white on its throne, impartial and high, as if it, too, had no memory of the city it 

once ruled. It cast no shadow of favor or grief, only heat, relentless and dumb. Now and then it 

tilted its gaze, almost sideways, as though surprised that the story went on at all.	The procession 

moved westward, like a long scar drawn over old stone and sand, between the cliffs that lifted 

skyward like two hands at prayer. The wind moved, lifting dust from the feet of the living and the 

dead alike. 

There were guards in rows of two, brown arms slick with sweat, white kilts stiff with dust. Their 

spears rose and fell in rhythm, not with threat, but with duty. 

Tutankhamun rode not in the gilded chariot of processions, not the one inscribed with falcon-

winged victories and chased in electrum for foreign eyes. No dancers led the way. No incense veiled 

the wheels. This was a chariot of wood, plain and precise, worn smooth where fingers had held, and 

sand had worried. The joinery was tight, the axles clean, the wheels rimmed in rawhide that creaked 

only when the road turned. Above him, a sunshade bloomed, an umbrella of linen stretched taut on 

ribs of tamarisk, flickering shadows across his brow like wings of a bird that never lands. 

The boy-king jostled beside his driver, both hands resting lightly on the rail, not with command, but 

with care. The wood beneath his palms was sun-warmed and pitted with use, the kind that 

remembers both ceremony and escape. The horses were beautiful, not for their decoration, for there 

was none, but for the living curve of their flanks, the wet gleam of muscle along their shoulders, the 

quiet intelligence of ears that flicked toward sound. Their coats were brushed to a dull shine, their 

hooves dark and honest. No feathers. No bells. No gold. 

The team moved with the rhythm of breath, forward, not fast, but sure.  



Tutankhamun’s face was painted, yes, but not garish. Kohl traced the edge of the eye like a question 

asked at the edge of sleep. His spine was straight. His mouth closed. The cobra and vulture on his 

brow caught the light, glinting not like power, but like relics unsure of the gods they claimed to 

represent. 

He was flanked by attendants, but he was alone. A boy standing inside a crown too large, in a chariot 

too small to carry all that had been broken before him. 

Behind pharaoh came three priests, the silence of Amun walking side by side. Their heads were 

shaven like repentance; their mouths pursed into the shape of ancient words. They did not speak 

them aloud. Not here. Not yet. This was not a place for sound. This was a place for endurance. 

At the center walked the High Priest of Amun, robe long, linen fine as woven breath. His presence 

did not command, it collected. Like gravity gathers stars. His eyes, dark and unblinking, had seen the 

sanctuary cracked and sealed, had traced the outline of the god’s name in ash when no one dared say 

it. Now he returned not in triumph, but in truth. 

To his right walked Amenmose, sem priest, lean and weathered as the temple stones themselves. No 

leopard skin draped his shoulders, yet the invisible mantle of the rite rested on him. He had not 

broken in exile. He had not bent in the heat of false gods. He had held memory in the hollow of his 

chest like a coal not yet extinguished. 

And to the left, Paheri, wab priest, consecrated but new, his oil still fragrant, his silence still learning 

the weight of the words he had not yet been asked to speak. He carried scrolls, yes, but more than 

that, he carried lineage into a new generation. To walk beside the High Priest and a sem was more 

than an apprenticeship. It was calling. It was confirmation of his depth. It was a beginning etched 

into the dust of history. 

They moved like part of the procession of stone itself, slow, measured, unbreaking. Their steps were 

not loud, but the earth remembered them. For in this moment, Amun was not absent. Amun was 

not distant. Amun, hidden and returning, walked with them in the spaces between. 

And then came the sledges, drawn by oxen that walked as if under the weight of history itself. One 

carried burial goods, impious, desecrated.  Another bore a coffin, once royal, now mute. Its 



cartouches were gouged and scraped into scars. What name it once carried was now a hollow space. 

The desecration had not happened here. That work had been done at Ahketaten, where the stone 

had been made to forget, and sunlight no longer sang. 

Donkeys, small, dust-colored beasts with hooves worn smooth, moved without complaint, without 

ceremony. Their ears flicked at flies and whispers alike. Their eyes, rimmed in dust and sunlight, held 

the dull patience of creatures long resigned to the burdens of men. 

They bore the work on their backs, wide jars sloshing with Nile water, the clay sweat-streaked and 

warm. Leather sacks sagged with plaster dust, fine as flour, ghosting out with every jolt like breath 

from a sleeping god. Bundles of chisels and mallets clinked softly with the rhythm of their gait, the 

metal dulled from use, their edges smelling faintly of stone and effort. 

Ropes creaked. Hooves stirred the sand in small, perfect half-moons. The procession was quiet, save 

for the occasional grunt or shudder of weight shifting. No one watched them closely, they were 

beasts, not symbols. But they bore the bones of the ritual as surely as the priests carried its soul. 

One donkey paused, braying once, sharp, discordant, startling in the hush. The sound hung in the 

valley like a question no one would answer. Then it moved on, plodding forward, its shadow long 

and broken beneath the slats of its load. 

They passed the sealed tombs without glancing, their burdens unchanged. There was no awe in 

them, no fear. Only the simple obedience of backs shaped by centuries, and the dust of something 

ancient, clinging to their flanks like memory. 

The coffin rode alone. 

It lay beneath a canvas of coarse flax, its edges fraying where sun and time had chewed the threads. 

The cloth lifted slightly with the wind, then settled again like breath over a chest that would not rise.  

This was not how pharaohs were carried. 

The body of a pharaoh is swaddled in wealth and life: a nest of golden coffins, each fitted inside the 

other like prayers echoing inward. Around them, shrines stand in layers, four, sometimes five, each 

sheathed in gold leaf, their surfaces alive with hieroglyphs and protection spells. Friezes of cobras 



crown the roofs, rearing in defiance, hissing eternity. The shrine walls sing with divine embrace: Isis, 

Nephthys, Horus, all offering arms, all whispering names that would endure as long as the sun rose. 

But this coffin was mute, borrowed, not made for a pharaoh. Its interior too narrow, reworked 

awkwardly to hold a man who had once reimagined the cosmos. The canvas sagged at the edges, 

darkened with sweat and oil, and the shape beneath it did not gleam. It dulled. 

Still it moved westward. Not toward ritual, but retreat. Not into a sky of painted stars, but into a 

wound hacked hastily into the mountain's side, stone scraped just deep enough to forget. There 

would be no feather of Ma’at, no judgment scene, no weighing of the heart. The coffin would be set 

into the earth like a stone thrown into a well. A seal would follow. Then silence. 

The canvas fluttered again in the wind, and for a moment, the corner lifted. Someone reached out 

and pressed the cloth down. There would be no unveiling. No mourning. No name. 

Only this box of ruin, on a bed of dust, pulled through a world that no longer claimed it. 

And beside him, though not too near, not sharing the same breath of eternity, a third sledge groaned 

over the earth. Upon it lay the mummy of Queen Tiye, Great Royal Wife, mother of Ahkenaten. 

Her bones, once crowned in lapis and carnelian, had crossed kingdoms and curses. She too was 

taken from Amarna, swept along with the remnants of that bright and broken experiment. Her 

burial once basked in Aten’s light; now it followed the shadows home, back to Thebes, back to 

Amun. 

Two stories braided in linen and incense. One a king, praised and reviled; the other a matriarch, 

iron-willed, whose gaze once shaped the throne. Together they rode the long silence, drawn across 

the desert like the aftertaste of thunder. 

The Valley yawned like a mouth long shut, ready to swallow again. The Pharaohs waited, silent, 

incorruptible, in chambers carved into the ribs of the mountain. Now, this one was to be buried 

among them. Not as pharaoh. Not as kin. As burden. 



A lark broke the silence behind them and was lost. The guards did not look up. The priests did not 

break pace. The oxen trudged forward. Dust rose behind them like incense to a god who had turned 

his face. 

The whole line moved like a hymn no one had written, each footstep the syllable of a forgetting. 

At the end of the column rode Lord Ay. His gaze was fixed not on the horizon, but on the ground. 

He was not counting steps, but sins. He had once stood beside them and spoken the praises of Aten 

with conviction. Now, he rode as the architect of this reburial, shaping the forgetting, wielding it like 

a trowel in his hand. He said nothing. But beneath the quiet, shame stirred like dust unsettled by 

wind. He whispered the old names under his breath not as prayers, but as apologies. 

He did not speak. He watched. 

TutAnkhAmun looked up at the glowering cliffs. He was Pharaoh now, though the throne still felt 

like something borrowed. He had been raised under the light of Aten, then returned to Amun by 

decree. He understood little of what had passed, only that he must not look back. And yet, his gaze 

lingered on the coffin. What truth could survive under layers of dust and silence? The tomb was not 

just a grave. It was a wall between memory and myth. 

The wind tugged at the hem of his cloak, lifted it like a question. The valley drew them forward, 

toward the place where silence lived in the stone. 

His mind swam, not with thoughts, but with broken pictures. A corridor flooded with light. His 

father’s silhouette kneeling to the sun, arms raised, body too thin, too still. The hushed talking of 

Akhetaten, Nefertiti, and the daughters in the morning, white walls catching fire in the dawn. He 

remembered walking barefoot across polished courtyards, the stone still cool from the night. A 

voice, maybe his mother's, singing something soft, wordless, as she drew a protective sign over his 

brow. 

Now, those walls were rubble. The songs were gone. The gods had returned, thick with shadow and 

gold and secrets whispered in the dark. And still, something in him ached toward that other light, 

the one that had once seemed to speak, not from behind veils, but from the sky itself. 



He passed the sealed tombs of the ancestors, their doors tight and quiet, names intact, guarded by 

jackals and prayers. But the one they carried today bore no name. Only dust, canvas, silence. 

The boy-king blinked, slowly. He did not know what he believed. He only knew what he must not 

say. 

The air grew closer. His heart beat not with fear, but with a strange remembering, a recognition he 

could not trace. The coffin would be buried like a crime, quickly, quietly, without music. He would 

not enter the tomb. He would not speak the name. But as the horses slowed and the last turn was 

made, something in him reached backward, like a hand through water, toward a voice that had once 

shaped the very light. 

He gripped the rail more tightly. The chariot jolted, then steadied. The valley opened before him like 

a mouth that had forgotten how to sing. 

They reached the tomb before the shadows lengthened. It was small, straight corridor, single 

chamber, undecorated. No hymns adorned its walls. It had not been built for a king. It had not been 

built for remembrance. The air inside was stale and close, thick with the breath of stone and regret. 

Ay stepped off his chariot. He whispered to the High priest, who nodded: “There will be no naming. 

Only sealing.” 

The priests moved forward. Their feet knew the rituals, but their mouths did not open. This was 

burial without blessing. The man inside had rejected the gods, abolished their names, and silenced 

their priests. And yet here they were, laying him to rest with hands still shaped by centuries of 

reverence. Would he wander, restless and resentful, unreceived by the gods he denied and forgotten 

by the god he made? 

Inside, the workers moved deliberately, their hands steady even in the half-light. The chamber was 

small, the angles stubborn, the silence thick with dust. The coffins long, their weight unbalanced, 

gold still clung to their sides. They lowered them with care, ropes groaning, wood creaking faintly as 

it touched stone. And as they bore him inward, the stone did not speak. It ached. No blessing 

echoed. Only the sound of men breathing—low, mortal, burdened—and the hush of a room 

remembering what it had been told to forget. 



Around them, the pieces lay arranged like a thought half-formed. Not a burial, not exactly. More a 

gathering, a gathering-up of remnants: a queen’s canopic jars, perfect and gleaming, but separated 

from their mistress. Panels of gilded wood leaned in quiet formation, each waiting without context, 

like actors without a stage. 

The room held no oils, no garlands, no sacred songs. There were no servants of the ka, no mourning 

rituals, no painted procession marching into eternity. No mouths were opened. Only objects, solemn 

in their displacement. Each one whole enough to remember its purpose, but none complete enough 

to fulfill it. 

Still, the work was done as if it mattered. As if reverence could be rebuilt from fragments. Each 

piece placed not in haste, but in obedience to a silence deeper than custom. A cache, yes, but one 

arranged with the memory of a ritual too costly to perform, too sacred to forget. 

Tutankhamun stood at the threshold but did not enter. His shadow fell across the valley floor. 

The sealing went quickly, more quickly than any of them had expected. Just the practical rhythm of 

hands doing what they were told, stone set upon stone, each piece squared and pressed, a dry rattle 

of limestone echoed in the narrow chamber mouth. 

The wall rose from the tomb’s threshold like a wound being stitched shut. One man, bare-chested, 

skin flaked with dust and sweat, lifted the final blocks with the help of two others. His arms 

trembled slightly, though not from effort. When the last stone was wedged in place, he stepped 

back, staring at the seam where darkness met light. 

Another worker followed behind with a bowl of wet plaster, gray and thick as river mud. He dipped 

his fingers in and began smoothing it over the joins, pressing it into cracks with the heel of his palm, 

sealing history with silence. The plaster steamed faintly where the sun touched it, white breath rising 

off the stone like the tomb exhaling for the last time. 

The man with the plaster paused. His name was Menru. He had helped close many tombs, but none 

of them had made his chest feel like this: as if something was watching him from the other side of 

the wall. Something listening. 



He pressed another smear of plaster into place. He told himself the usual words. The dead are still. The 

dead are at peace. We close the door, and the gods open the next. 

But this did not feel like a passage. It felt like a warning. 

Menru’s breath hitched. He spread the plaster a little faster, as if speed could keep fear at bay. Then 

it was done. The entrance no longer looked like a door at all, only stone, smooth and featureless, as 

if the mountain had never opened. 

As the last of the plaster was smoothed over the seam, Menru stepped back, his hands still white 

with dust. He turned, quietly wiping his palms against his kilt, and nearly collided with Amenmose, 

whose shaven head gleamed with sweat and oil. 

Their eyes met. 

The priest did not scold him or gesture him away. Instead, he reached out and, with two fingers, 

brushed a streak of plaster from Menru’s brow. A silent anointing. A touch both accidental and 

deliberate. 

Menru blinked. 

Amenmose said nothing, but his gaze lingered a breath too long, just enough to acknowledge the 

tremor in Menru’s hands. Then he stepped aside, robes whispering like reeds in wind, and returned 

to his place in the rite. 

Menru exhaled, and for the first time since dawn, realized he had been holding his breath. 

Paheri stood before the entrance. He did not speak beyond the words the rite required. He did not 

weep. His hands, stained with natron and incense, moved through the air like birds whose wings 

remembered older skies. 

The royal seal was pressed into the wet mortar. The name was gone. The memory was buried with 

the body. 



Every hand that had touched the coffin or the furnishings or walked the stone floor, was brought 

forward for purification. One by one, they were made to kneel. The High Priest poured water over 

their hands, their foreheads, their feet. Natron rubbed across their shoulders and faces. The ritual 

was not punishment, but return. Menru felt the water pulling him back from the edge of something 

that could not be named aloud.  

Paheri anointed their wrists with oil scented of myrrh and sedge, marking them as those who had 

stood too near the mouth of the Duat. No one spoke during this. Even the youngest among them 

knew: the tomb, and what it held, had to be sealed not only in stone, but in the flesh of memory. 

Amenmose scattered sand laced with salt, a line drawn across the earth, fragile as breath, meant to 

mark the edge between this world and what had been relinquished. The High Priest poured three 

precise libations across the entrance and steam rose faintly from the stone. The tomb itself exhaled. 

He swung the bronze censer in wide, slow arcs. The smoke curled upward and did not disperse, it 

hung in the still air, clinging to the limestone, winding into the cracks like spirit drawn back into 

bone. It was not fragrant. It smelled of dust and forgotten rooms, of bark stripped and burned, of 

sweetness turned sharp with time. 

The priests chanted, low and without inflection, the words more rhythm than meaning, older than 

grammar, older than the netjeru. Their voices caught in the folds of the valley like something half-

remembered, a lullaby for the dead, a warning. 

They circled the door three times. With each pass, the High Priest dipped a reed brush into the 

water, flicking droplets onto the lintel and jamb, the motion spare and clean, as if absolving the 

stone of what it now held. The tomb did not answer. 

Two soldiers stood to the side, their spears resting lightly against their shoulders, more ceremony 

than defense. The wind stirred their cloaks, though they felt no chill. Dust clung to their sandals, 

their tongues. One leaned slightly toward the other, not turning his head. 

“I’ve stood here before,” he whispered, the words barely carried.  

“But this, this is not a burial.” 



“No,” the other man whispered. “It is to make a name unheard.” 

They did not elaborate. They had no need. They had walked behind the funeral sledges of men great 

and small. They had watched mourners wail and singers pour dust into their hair. They had stood at 

attention while prayers were chanted over jars and linen and names carved into the limestone like 

promises. 

But this one left no promise. Only absence. 

The smoke drifted toward them, thin as thread, and caught in their throats. One coughed, gently, as 

if to avoid disturbing something already too fragile. 

The High Priest lifted two vessels of red clay and shattered them at the threshold, their shards 

leaping like insects and falling still. The sound rang sharply in the air, brief, exacting, final. It was not 

mourning. It was dismissal. 

Tutankhamun watched without blinking. Ay stood beside him, the tilt of his head unreadable. But 

the priests saw neither. Their work was not for the living. 

When it was done, they stepped back in unison, their robes brushing the stone with a sound like dry 

leaves. They did not bow. They did not speak. They turned and began the walk down, single file, 

their shadows long and broken on the valley floor. 

Paheri, who kept the record, reached for his stylus, dipped it in ink thick as dried blood, and wrote 

in the ledger, not a name, but a phrase: 

“The Hidden Place.” To the south of the low rise, near the crook of the wadi where the valley turns 

in on itself. Beneath the slope where the cliffs do not tower, but seem to bow, as if remembering 

something they cannot say.” 

Not in reverence, but necessity. The burial had to be noted. The ledger would pass to the temple of 

Amun, and from there into the silence of archives. The words would fade with the papyrus. But for 

a moment, the tomb had a name. Not one to be spoken, only remembered. 



The tomb behind them cooled in silence, sealed not just with stone but with the weight of names no 

longer welcome in the sun. The purification was complete. The world, as it had always done, turned 

quietly away. 

Ay looked up at the empty sky, the fading light. His gaze turned to the boy pharaoh. They did not 

speak. There was no need to. Tutankhamun mounted the chariot. He took the reins from the driver. 

They fell into his hands like questions no one would answer. He snapped them across the backs of 

the horses without looking back. 

The column followed, a thin line of figures swallowed by dust, oxen lowing softly, priests with eyes 

cast down. Amenmose turned a gaze to Paheri and nodded. The guards no longer marched in 

rhythm. Their spears drooped like stalks after harvest. One man stumbled. No one paused. 

Behind them, the cliffs closed in. The tomb, still warm from breath and labor, sealed its mouth like 

something that had changed its mind. 

Above, the sun slipped behind the ridge, not in glory, but as if retreating from its own reflection, 

bored or bitter, casting no blessing. 

At the end of the column rode Lord Ay. The reins rested across the chariot rail, forgotten. Dust 

gathered in the folds of his cloak like the years themselves, heavy with things unsaid. He had 

orchestrated this day with precision, silenced the name, buried the body, and choreographed the 

forgetting like a rite. And yet, as the cliffs closed behind them, he felt none of the certainty he had 

once wielded like a staff. There was no triumph in this silence. No victory in this erasure. Power, he 

now saw, could command men, shape ceremonies, seal tombs, but it could not unmake the past. It 

could not extinguish a god once called into being. And it could not quiet the questions that still 

burned behind a boy-king’s eyes. Ay exhaled, but the weight did not leave him. The gods had 

accepted his silence. But they had not absolved it. 

Maat did not descend like thunder. She did not rend the sky with light or write her judgment across 

the cliff face in blood. She came like the breath between footsteps, like the hush that settles just after 

a word that should not have been spoken is swallowed again. She did not weep for the forgotten—

she was not a mother. Nor did she condemn—she was not a judge. She was the balance itself, the 

thread pulled taut between breath and dust, name and silence, act and memory. 



And so it was that as Ay passed into the cradle of stone, where the living are smaller than their 

shadows and the tomb doors swing heavier than sin, Maat emerged—not as a vision, but 

as resistance. Not against Ay, nor against kings, but against the lie that forgetting is a kind of healing. 

She was the weight in the chariot that did not shift. The presence behind his shoulder that did not 

speak. She rode beside him in the dust, not accusing but abiding—because the scales are never 

fooled. Not by gold, not by ritual, not even by silence. Especially not by silence. 

The valley took the body, yes. But it did not take the truth. That lay somewhere beneath the stone, 

beneath the name half-carved and half-erased, beneath the breath Ay could not catch. 

Maat did not punish. She waited. And in waiting, endured. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



𓂝	𓉐	𓊹 
SON OF THE HOUSE OF THE GOD 

Sa Hut-Netjer 

 

Season of Shemu, The Village of Per Thot, Year 5 of TutAnkhAmun 

In the fields beyond the village, the wheat bowed in the wind as if blessing the day. Paheri returned 

home under the shadow of the tamarisk trees, their branches laced with birdsong and bees. His linen 

was clean, his shoulders darkened by temple sun, and in the fold of his tunic he carried a gift, oil 

scented with myrrh, wrapped in papyrus. He had finished his term of temple service at  Ipet-Sut, the 

Southern Heliopolis, where sandstone columns rose like frozen chants and the breath of Amun 

pooled in the sanctuary like mist. There, he had learned to read the wind through temple walls, to 

weigh words before uttering them. But now he had come back to his own: to family, to the village 

edge where dust and sky met without border, and to the girl he had long spoken to only through 

glances and gestures across grain baskets and shrine festivals. 

His parents, bent and slow like river reeds in late flood, waited by the threshold. Their faces had 

thinned, their hair silvered. But their eyes lit with the old spark, the one that says the gods have not 

yet forgotten us. 

The wedding was not royal, not carved into walls. It would leave no stele, no gold-struck image of 

the netjeru clasping hands above them. But it was real. The kind of wedding repeated through 

centuries, carried by the lives of fishermen, potters, and herdsmen, the quiet scaffolding of the Two 

Lands. 

The feast began in the courtyard of his uncle’s house, with a low table laid with figs, garlic, salted 

fish, lentils, and the sweet barley beer that tasted of clay pots and fermenting sunlight. The women 

sang as they wove lotus flowers into wreaths. Children ran like sparks between the legs of oxen, dust 

rising behind them. Neighbors brought gifts wrapped in linen: new sandals, a bronze mirror, a 

carved kohl pot. An old priest from the local chapel offered a prayer to Hathor, Mistress of Love, 

and to Amun, who gives the ka its breath. 



There was no priestly pronouncement. No legal contract read aloud. The marriage was marked in 

simpler things: the offering shared, the meal eaten before the family, the incense burned beside the 

small household shrine. Their union was carved into the bones of the land, not papyrus. 

Netiy wore white, linen spun not of thread but of wind and sun, bleached and beaten by hands older 

than time. Her dress clung reverently, like a breath held by the air itself, and as she walked, the cloth 

whispered over the dust, a hush like the Nile drawing back before it floods. Her mother wept softly 

into her veil, not from sorrow but from the unbearable fullness of watching a daughter become 

something ancient and new. Children ran ahead, barefoot and shouting, their laughter scattering the 

silence like birds startled into flight.  

Paheri wore linen too, not the sanctified white of dreams, but the worn pale of sand softened by 

labor. His kilt was folded with care, its pleats pressed like lines in a scroll, each crease a glyph of 

quiet duty. A simple necklace of beads rested on his chest, not for adornment but for remembrance: 

his father’s, now his, warm from the morning sun. His eyes, though calm, searched for hers with the 

aching astonishment of one who had studied the stars and now stood beneath one that moved 

toward him. The villagers gathered in stillness, leaning against sun-warmed walls and fig trees as if 

bearing witness to a promise etched in time. Together, they moved not like a wedding procession 

but like a ritual half-remembered by the land itself, solemn and slow, trembling at the edges, as if 

Egypt were dreaming them into being once more. 

That night, they lay beneath a roof of palm beams and stars. Outside, the donkeys shifted in their 

sleep, and the wind brushed the door’s reed mat like a whispered hymn. 

And the days unfolded, not in haste but in fullness. Seasons turned. Grief came as it always did. And 

joy. 

Years passed like the Nile’s turning, slow and full. Three children, then four. And in the eleventh 

year of Horemheb they had a son. They named Pahensy, after a grandfather whose sandals now 

hung on a hook by the door—worn smooth at the heel, still scented faintly with river and sweat. 

The boy would wear them one day, but not yet. He was born during the flood season when the 

fields drank deep, and the air smelled of wet earth and milk. Pahensy grew with temple dust on his 

knees and pomegranate juice on his chin. When he was old enough to read the stars and speak 



without fear to statues, Paheri led him through the gates of the precinct of Amun, back into the 

stone belly of the god, where chants echo in the ribs and light filters down like sifted flour. 

And so it went. 

The old ones died, their names painted on walls, their bowls still catching offerings. The grain rose 

and fell. The boy became a man. And in time, Panehsy, son of Paheri, son of Menna, stood in the 

cool shadow of the ips trees, where a priest’s sandals always leave soft prints in the dust. And the 

House of the God remembered the name of the son, even as the river carried it forward. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



𓇋𓏏𓊹 
IT NETJER 

(The God’s Father) 

 

The Season of Ahket, Waset, Ipet-Sut, at the Sacred Lake of Amun, year 4 of Ay 

The sun had long since passed the pylons, and now it clung low over the cliffs of the West like a 

spent ember. The water was still, save for the insects skating its skin and the long, slow breaths of 

lotus pads rising and falling. They walked on the eastern side of the sacred lake with the quiet like a 

third companion.  

“Word has come from Memphis. Pharaoh is dying,” Amenmose said, not looking up. His voice was 

low, like a chant half-swallowed by wind. 

Paheri nodded. “The light at this hour reminds me of the night Ay brought his body in, 

Tutankhamun. Remember how broken it was?” 

Amenmose took a deep breath, then swallowed hard. His voice had turned inward, tunneling into 

the dim corridors of recollection. “The burial. Too little had been prepared. But Ay pushed us. We 

borrowed, stole from the stores, like we were dressing the boy for a feast he hadn’t been invited to. 

It all smelled of other names.” 

He paused, eyes narrowing on something that wasn’t there. “Even the mask, remember? The mask, 

gold, yes, but repurposed. They removed her face, Nefertiti. It still bore her scent, if you knew 

where to breathe.”  

He turned, eyes glassed with memory or dust. “There was a wrongness to it. Not just what is 

missing—but what refused to stay gone. The linens were stitched with borrowed prayers. The oils 

were poured from jars marked for someone else. And the mouth—” he touched his own lips— “the 

mouth was not opened. Not properly. Not fully. As if even the gods didn’t know what to say to 

him.” 



Paheri asked, “Then is he at peace?” 

The priest looked back toward the dark. The moon touched the water like a hand offering no help. 

“There are burials,” he said slowly, “that seal the body in stillness. And there are burials that throb 

like wounds beneath the earth. His… still bleeds.” 

The wind stirred the edge of his robe. A hush fell between them, not the silence of absence, but the 

weighted stillness of what had been done, what had passed. In that stillness, the truth did not accuse. 

It simply remained, like light through linen, falling on whatever it touched. 

Paheri shook his head. “At the tomb he ordered them to hack away the foot end of the coffin, so 

the lid would drop. It broke the first time. I remember the way you looked at him, they way we all 

looked at him.” 

“He was standing too close to the edge, and he knew it,” Amenmose replied. “He didn’t meet my 

eyes. Just turned slightly. Said nothing. Only watched, while the chisel struck again and again. I can 

still hear the wood and lacquer cracking like bone.” 

“The poor workman begged you afterward to purify him.”  

He smiled faintly. “Ay was cold and already buried under it all. It was as if he was already made of 

stone. Or wished to be. As if he thought that by not speaking, he could make the moment pass like a 

dream. But this was not how we send a pharaoh to the West.” 

The lake was still, but Paheri felt the undercurrent in Amenmose’s words—the weight of memory, 

the gravity of things unsaid for too long. 

Amenmose paused again, his eyes no longer on the water, but far away—somewhere down the 

shadowed hallways of memory where scent and silence cling longer than words. 

“There’s one thing I have never told,” he said, his voice thinner now. His fingers drifted, slowly, as if 

shaping something unseen. 



“Before the closing, Ankhesenamun carried a small wreath, a sheshen. Just flowers. The kind that 

grow where no one tends them. Blue lotus, maybe. Bit of desert sage.” He paused. “She laid it on his 

forehead. Just there, where the cobra and vulture guarded his name.” 

The wind across the lake fell still. 

“I wasn’t meant to hear it, but I was standing near. She leaned close and whispered. Her voice barely 

more than breath.” 

He looked down, as if reading the words from the ripples at his feet. 

“My Beloved,” she said. “My Little Horus.” 

Paheri closed his eyes. 

“That was the last true act,” Amenmose said. “Not the tomb sealing. Not the prayers. That whisper. 

That hand on his brow. The crown meant nothing after that.”  

“That was Ma’at,” he added, barely audible. “Not the speeches. Not the stone. That moment. That 

touch. That... was balance.” 

“Then she turned,” he said. “And the silence followed her out. Ay commanded the rites, but he did 

not embody them.” 

The reeds rustled again. The lake shimmered then stilled. 

“She did not vanish without witness,” he said. “Her handmaiden, Tiaa, was sent here, to Waset. 

Banished, quietly, by Ay himself.” 

Paheri turned to him, startled. “She lives here?” 

Amenmose nodded slowly. “With her cousin, in a house near the palm groves.” 

He paused, eyes drifting across the lake’s surface as if searching for a reflection half-buried in 

time. “I recognized her the moment I saw her. Not by name, by her gait. By the way she carried the 

lamp at the Festival of Opet. She used to walk, tall and proud, behind the queen.” 



Paheri blinked. “I remember her.” 

Amenmose nodded again. “She would accompany them, Ankhesenamun and her train, when the 

god’s barque passed through the streets. Her face was always calm. Always watching.” He gave a 

soft breath. “In exile, she moves the same way. Like a flame that knew it might still be blown out.” 

He looked toward the temple rooftops as if expecting her silhouette to still be there. 

“She has told me,” he continued, voice low. “Told me of his anger when he learned of the letter—

the one the queen sent north. When he discovered she had begged the Hittite king for a son, for a 

husband. He burst into her chambers like wind and fire. He was not just furious. He was afraid. She 

had acted without him. And she had almost succeeded. But his spies were everywhere. The Hittite 

prince was slain.” 

Paheri said nothing. 

“She spoke of how after he left the queen rose without a word, her hands brushing the folds of her 

robe as if to gather herself. She walked, no, drifted, toward the balcony that overlooked the river, 

shoulders rigid, eyes distant. Tia did not follow. She only watched. And she remembered. Her profile 

was carved against the light. 

“She was broken,” Tiaa said. 

Tiaa saw the queen lift her face to the river, lips moving, not in complaint, nor lament, but in 

something more fragile. A plea. 

“I ask you,” she said, her voice carried only by memory, “not to remember me. Not even him. 

But… the Hidden Ones.” 

Tiaa said she can never forget the way the light fell on Ankhesenamun’s hands, trembling slightly, 

knuckles white against the stone rail”. 

He drew a slow breath. 

“And then, he put her away.” 



Paheri's brow furrowed. “Where?” 

Amenmose shook his head. “No one knows. After the coronation Tiaa never saw her again. Some 

say she was taken to a northern estate. Others…” He let the words soften like a lost trail of incense. 

The reeds swayed gently as if disturbed by something deeper than wind. 

“He has erased her with silence,” Amenmose said. “But she has whispered once more, through Tiaa. 

That’s how I know.” 

Paheri looked at him, the full weight of it settling in his chest. 

“Why would she risk it?” he asked. “The letter?” 

Amenmose’s voice softened, as if he were remembering not the story, but the woman. 

“She despised him. She would not surrender. She had no brothers. No sons. No voice in the 

council. Only ink.”  

He turned back toward the path. “And sometimes, ink is the last weapon left to the righteous.” 

The wind picked up for a moment, then died again. 

Amenmose stopped, his eyes far away. “He was never Pharaoh,” he said. “Not truly. Not in the way 

we speak of in the halls. He served the one before and the one before that. He buried them all. He 

smiled, but never with his eyes.” 

“He lied,” Paheri said. “He bent things.” 

“He bent because everything was breaking,” Amenmose replied. “We all did.” 

A long pause. 

They continued walking, as if in vigil. The light across the water dimmed. Frogs began to sing. 



“He will go where the others have gone,” Amenmose said with a deep breath. “To the West. To the 

chamber of judgment.” 

Paheri touched the amulet at his throat. “He tried to return the gods to their places,” he whispered. 

“Even if he didn’t know quite how.” 

Amenmose spoke without feeling. “He was the last man who remembered how to kneel in both 

directions.” 

They looked at one another then, not as priest to priest, but as brothers, as men who had touched 

the faces of the dead and lived to speak of it, to remember. 

Far to the north, in Memphis, a breath caught. A thread pulled taught then loosed. All along the 

Iteru, the netjeru turned their heads. He who had hurried the boy into the afterlife now lay in the 

Wabet, the House of Purity, his own passage slow, deliberate, wrapped in every rite. As though time 

could be bribed and the netjeru convinced to forget. But the netjeru never forget. They remember in 

silence, in stone, in shadow. 

Once more, Amenmose and Paheri, priests of Amun, accompanied Ay to the West. The tomb lay 

deep in the fold of the high cliffs, where the sun came late and the wind moved like a whisper that 

had forgotten its name. Not in the great valley, not among the pharaohs crowned by the gods, but in 

a side channel, a wound in the earth chosen for its silence. 

Ay had not claimed the wide western tombs where Amenhotep the Magnificent had stretched his 

arms toward Ra in a palace of stone. He had not returned to Akhetaten, though his heart had once 

beat to its hymns. Instead, he chose this cleft, a place removed, uncertain, hidden among the ridges 

like a thought half-withheld. 

Some said it was caution. Others said it was shame. The priests knew better. He buried himself 

where the netjeru might forget to look. 

Here the dust did not echo with names. Here there was no lineage to honor, no carved procession 

of royal fathers stretching into eternity. Just rock, heat, and the work of hands that feared what the 



years might remember. A tomb not of legacy, but of survival. A place chosen not because it was 

holy, but because it was unoccupied. 

And yet, even here, Ay reached. The paintings spoke of a king who had walked with gods, of 

offerings and spells, of judgment and triumph. But those who stood in the tomb on that last day, 

Amenmose among them, knew the truth. 

He had borrowed the valley. He had borrowed the crown. Even the silence here was not his own. 

The tomb was still warm with their breath. The oil from their hands lingered on the stone, their 

footsteps printed in the soft dust like a prayer half-formed. The last torch had guttered; its smoke 

had drawn a final black ribbon along the ceiling, a scar beneath the painted sky. Ay lay sealed in 

stone. A god of clay, bandaged and anointed, tucked beneath the arms of the gods he once 

commanded by decree. 

 

The air trembled. Not with sound, but with the memory of sound. Chants had only just ceased, and 

the silence that followed was thick, wet with frankincense and myrrh. You could reach out and part 

it with your fingers. The tomb was drunk with perfume. Resin pooled in the joints of the floor. 

There was sweetness in the rot, holiness in the sweat still clinging to the base of the pillars. 

 

On the walls, the gods shone. The Sons of Horus, fresh-painted, bright-eyed, uncracked. Thoth with 

his ibis head, clever and grave; baboons, counting the hours; Horus, hawk-headed, stern in profile; 

Osiris, green-faced, yet waiting. They looked down not at Ay, but past him, searching the distance 

for the next pharoah.  

 

As Amenmose crossed the threshold into the light, with a single step, he dragged his heel through 

the swept dust, smearing the careful line of purification. A priest, yes, but no longer a witness. A 

desecrator, a defiler. The gods would judge without his consent. 

 

The door had been sealed. The desert pressed its weight above. Sand shifted like time around the 

mouth of the tomb. The sun burned on, indifferent.  For now, the tomb listened. It listened for 

breath that will not come. It listened to the echo of a man who made himself king. It kept the quiet 

like a vow. 



 

But not all minds are given to sleep. 

Another mind, a living one, full of judgment, has turned toward this place. It thinks in the cadence 

of chisels and swords. It walks in the armor of memory re-written. It carries the silence of the gods 

like a blade. This mind does not mourn. It measures. It weighs. And it finds the balance wanting. 

Already, Horemheb dreams of un-naming. 

 

Already, his hands reach for hammer and mallet, for ochre to overwrite gold, for stone to erase 

stone. It is not the mind of time; it is the will of man, armored in restoration, clothed in revenge. It 

will come in daylight. It will come with edicts. It will come not to weep but to undo. And it will not 

leave until the god is unseated and the king's face is peeled from the wall. 

The tomb does not yet know this. It slumbers, heavy with rite and reverence. 

But something approaches. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



𓉐𓂉 

THE HOUSE OF LIFE 
(Per Ankh) 

 

The Season of Khoiak, Ipet-Sut, Year 2 of Horemheb 

They came in silence, as one does into a temple, or a tomb. Three boys and their fathers, walking 

single file beneath the morning sycamores, their sandals whispering over the swept courtyard of 

Ipet-Sut. The light had not yet broken fully past the pylons; it slanted in low, like a priest’s gaze, 

brushing the columns with gold and shadow. The stone still held the night’s breath, cool and grave-

scented. 

Pahensy, son of Paheri, walked by his father, his linen tunic stiff with newness. His mother had 

pressed it, her fingers smoothing the folds not with speech, but with rhythm, as if ironing memory 

into cloth. She did not walk with them, but her scent, a mixture of barley and rose oil, clung faintly 

to his collar. Beneath the edge of his tunic, tucked near his ribs, she had sewn a tiny knot of palm 

fiber and turquoise, a mother’s knot, she called it. “To remind the gods whose child you are,” she 

whispered, brushing his brow with her thumb. 

He was eleven, but he walked like one much younger, held together by ceremony and awe. His 

father's hand brushed his shoulder once, a signal and a blessing. No words passed between them. 

The boy knew this place. He had followed his father’s feet through the precinct since he could 

toddle, watching dust rise in the wake of priestly sandals like prayers undone. 

Now, he would stay behind. 

A scribe met them at the threshold of the House of Life, a narrow-shouldered man with fingers 

stained black from ink cakes and years. His eyes had the long look of those who read stars more 



often than faces. In his hands, he held a reed stylus and a clean scrap of papyrus, curled like a closed 

shell. 

"Does the boy know silence?" the scribe asked, not to the father, but to the gods or the air or 

perhaps to no one at all. 

Nekhu did not answer. 

The man nodded. “Good. He will learn to hold it like a lamp.” 

They passed beneath the lintel, into a cool chamber where the walls were etched with spells, farming 

accounts, hymns to gods whose names were old when the hills were young. The air tasted of dust 

and ink, bitter and clean. It smelled like the skin of eternity. 

The scribe pointed to a low stool and a board where water still beaded in the grooves of yesterday’s 

lesson. Pahensy sat, his knees close, his spine straight. The papyrus was unrolled before him like a 

path he had not yet walked. He reached for the reed. 

“No,” the scribe said. “First, you watch.” 

A bee bumbled through the slatted window. The scent of myrrh drifted in from the courtyard altar. 

Somewhere beyond, a drumbeat marked the slaughter of the morning calf. But here, all was still. 

Even the gods seemed to hold their breath. 

His father was gone now. The gate had closed behind him. Paheri did not turn. 

Outside, the tamarisks swayed. Inside, the first letter of a lifetime settled into the page like a 

footprint in wet clay. 

And the boy began. 

 

 

 



𓅃𓂋𓇓𓎛𓃀 𓈙𓂧𓐍𓄿𓊪𓂋𓅱 

HOREMHEB, HE WHO CAUSES 

TRANSFORMATIONS    

Horemheb, Shedkheperu 

 

East Bank of the Nile at Ahketaten, Dawn, Year 4 of Horemheb  

The limestone cliffs loomed like witnesses who forgot how to close their eyes. Their pale faces, 

mottled by wind and aeon, had looked on once when banners snapped in the Aten's golden breath 

and the white city below sang hymns to a god with no body. They had watched the rising, stone on 

stone, voice upon voice, decree wrapped in sunlight, Akhetaten born in the bowl of their silence. 

The cliffs did not blink. 

Nothing escaped their gaze. Not the boy-king, not the priests in their linen fury, not even the 

scavengers rooting through sanctuaries like jackals. The cliffs remained. Watching. Waiting. 

The river smoked under the dawn. The low, ghost-colored fog, silver and hushed, clung to the 

surface of the Nile like breath on glass. It rolled over the anchored barges, flat-bellied beasts of 

burden, stacked high with talatat blocks, each stone a ghost of a god no longer named. The blocks 

bore half-faces, lotus stems, ankhs held aloft by fingers long turned to dust. Some had once been 

sunlit and sacred. Now, they were cargo. 

On a ridge above the river, Horemheb stood in the half-light, motionless. His arms were folded, 

sleeves stiff with dust. The wind rose tugging at his cloak like a child demanding to go home. Before 

him, the city sighed. 



The overseer, face carved by sun and years, one eye twitching from some old battle or pestilence, 

cleared his throat as though pulling a boulder from his chest. 

“The work goes,” he said, flatly. “The name is gone from five lintels since yesterday. The sculptors 

work in teams. Aten’s cartouche—” he made a vague gesture in the air, as if brushing away a fly, or a 

god, “—is almost scrubbed from the Hall of Appearings. We’ll need another two weeks for the 

reliefs in the Queen’s pavilion. The stone there is stubborn.” 

The overseer wiped his face with a rag the color of ash and squinted up at Horemheb. 

“It was never meant to last,” the overseer said, voice brittle from breathing dust. “Not really. You 

build this fast; you don’t build for time.” 

Horemheb didn’t turn. His gaze followed the outline of a frieze being hammered into silence. A boy 

climbed a scaffold to chip away the final curve of Aten’s sunray, its delicate hand reaching for a 

forgotten face. 

“He built for vision,” Horemheb muttered. 

“Aye,” the overseer said, “but he used talatat. Small blocks. Quick to carve, easy to carry. Stack ‘em 

like prayer beads, one after another. But they don’t cling. They shift. They crack.” 

He picked up a fragment and turned it in his hand. It had once been a priest’s eye, almond-shaped, 

lined in pigment that now flaked like old scabs. 

“No deep foundation,” he went on. “Laid it shallow, some of it straight on the desert. No footings. 

The stone’s soft too, like chalk when the rains come.”  

Horemheb took a breath through his nose, slow and sharp. “Visions. They glow hot, rise fast, and 

fall without sound.” 

Horemheb’s jaw shifted like tectonic plates beneath skin. He said nothing for a time. Then, softly, 

like a man speaking to a fire whose heat he fears but needs: 

“He wanted to make them holy. Every stone.” 



“Well, sire, after this even the sun will forget him,” the overseer said. 

“No,” Horemheb murmured, as if to the bird. “The sun never forgets.” He looked the foreman in 

the eye. “It only moves on.” 

Hundreds of men swarmed through the carcass of Akhetaten like ants through a dry hive. Masons, 

soldiers, men with shovels, levers, chisels. They moved like a tide, pulling stones from the bones of 

temples. The sound was relentless. Stone rasping stone, the low moan of pulled carts, shouts in the 

mud. Every few minutes, a section of wall came down with a thud that made the cliffs wince. 

“Ten more for the southern barge,” barked ‘old stoneback’, the foreman near the base of a once-

holy colonnade. He wiped his brow with a sleeve stiffened in red silt and paused as two workers 

hauled past a painted talatat. 

On it, the face of Akhenaten still lingered, elongated, strange. Eyes half-lidded, as if gazing through 

time. 

“Do you think he ever thought this would happen?” asked one of the younger workers, his voice 

muffled under the dust. 

The older man beside him grunted, levering a block onto a sled. “Pharaohs don’t think of endings. 

Only eternity.” 

“But this—” the boy looked around, at the temples hollowed like skulls, at the broken causeways, 

the empty House of Rejoicing in the Horizon, its roof torn down and scattered like leaves.  

“This was a city. It had music. Priests. Bread ovens.” 

The older man didn’t answer at first. He tied a rope around the sled and heaved. The stone groaned. 

“They say the king forgot the old gods. That’s why it’s all coming down.” 

The boy stared at a barge as it moved out into the current. A crocodile slid soundless from the bank, 

an old god in green armor. Its eyes, half-lidded and ancient, broke the water’s skin like twin lanterns 



glimpsed through fog. The barge drifted on, indifferent. But the boy did not move. Something in the 

low ripple, the quiet rupture, held him, a secret, old as riverlight, drifting beneath the world’s noise. 

“They say forgetting is a kind of death,” he murmured. 

Horemheb walked along the ruined avenue. His boots crunched over shards of alabaster. He paused 

before a half-standing pillar, its hieroglyphs half-erased. His eyes traced a faint carving: the Aten’s 

rays ending in hands. One still cradled an ankh. 

He touched it. 

Briefly, he closed his eyes. He had once stood in this city as a young general, knees bent before a 

pharaoh who called himself the Son of Aten. He had believed then in victory, in order, in pharaoh. 

Now, he believed in the silence left behind. 

Behind him, a cry rose, sharp, urgent, human. 

“Move! Move, all of you!” 

Another wall gave way with a sound like thunder, remembering its name. Stones folded inward, too 

tired to hold their shape. Dust climbed into the morning, curling in slow spirals, reaching up as if 

still hoping for acknowledgment. It touched the sky with fingers of ash, and for a moment, it looked 

like praise. 

He turned and walked back toward the barges, where the city was being unmade, stone by stone, 

memory by memory. The river would carry it away, into other walls, other shrines. The face of 

Akhenaten might one day appear in a grain silo in Memphis. A hymn to the Aten might sleep in the 

foundations of a goat shed in Abydos, or the pylons of Karnak. 

This was how empires remembered: by forgetting. 

 

 



𓏏𓐍	𓎛𓈖𓈖	𓈖	𓅓𓂝𓄿𓏏	𓐍𓂋	𓄿𓐍𓏏	𓈖	𓇳 

STELA OF JUDGMENT SET UPON  

THE HORIZON OF THE ATEN 

Ta hen'a en Ma'at kher Akhet en Aten 

 

Year 5, Third Month of Inundation, under His Majesty Djeserkheperure-Setepenre, 

Horemheb-Meryamun, Living Horus, Restorer of Maat. 

Thus speaks His Majesty: 

Behold this place, once called Akhetaten, "The Horizon of the Aten," now fallen into shadow. It rose not by the will 
of the gods but by the pride of one who called himself their equal. He cast down the names of the Ancients. He struck 
the images from the temples. He silenced the mouths of Amun, of Ptah, of Thoth and of Osiris. And he made his god 

without face or form, a disc without memory, and set himself alone beneath it. 

He built this city quickly, like a fire in dry reeds. Its walls were thin, its stone soft, its prayers painted on plaster. It 
was not made for time, nor for the West, nor for the gods. It was made for the eye of one man, and when that eye 

closed, the city blinked out. 

The stone of this city shall be carried away, repurposed for the glory of Amun and the balance of Maat. Its memory 
shall be scattered like chaff on the wind. Let none rebuild here. Let none raise a shrine to the one who forgot the gods. 

His name shall not be spoken. His image shall not be drawn. His heart shall not weigh against the feather. 

I, Horemheb, chosen by the gods, servant of the Two Lands, have come not in anger but in judgment. I have restored 
the temples, opened the mouths of the gods, called back the barques to their rightful sanctuaries. The names of the 

Ennead shall endure. The false light has been extinguished. 

So it is decreed. So it is chiseled. So it is forgotten. 

—By the hand of the scribe Nebra, overseer of temple restorations, in the presence of the high priest of Amun, on the 1 
1st day of Khoiak 



 

𓋴𓏏𓇋  𓐝𓂋𓇋  𓇋𓈖𓈖𓁐 

SETI, BELOVED OF AMUN 
(Sethi Mery-Imen) 

 

A Letter from Ipet-Sut/Year 2 of Seti 

To my brother Beku, 

whom I cherish, 

By the river at Per Thot 

May Ptah watch over you and bring peace to your house. 

May life, prosperity, and health fill your days like the flood. 

How is Mother? Is she still rising before the sun to sweep the courtyard like a priestess of her own? 

And the old scribe Meny, has his leg mended any since the last flood? I picture him still leaning too 

far over his board, muttering at the ink. 

Brother, you must read this carefully. The Great Festival of Opet has passed. Yet I still find dust in 

the folds of my robes, and the scent of incense clings faintly to my skin. I walked with the pharaoh, 

with Seti himself, through the very heart of Ipet-Sut, alongside the sacred barque of Amun. I held a 

corner of the veil with trembling hands. And I tell you truly: I saw things that I will carry with me to 

into the West. 

It began before dawn. The shrine of Amun still sealed, linen wound tight around the god like 

wrappings around the hidden stars. The gold had been polished to the edge of fire. The oil bowls 

smoked like small altars at the god’s feet. Then came Seti, silent, solemn, glittering like the sky’s own 

roof. His robe covered in stars, I swear it. I was close enough to see the wax on his brow soften in 

the heat. He looked not at us, but through us. 



He went first into the Inner Sanctuary, the place no one else may enter. We waited outside, heads 

bowed. I heard the oil fall in drops against the stone and the hush of old prayers rising like breath 

from the floor. They say Amun stirs when touched by his son. I believe them. 

Then came the Chapel of the Divine Birth. The wall carvings there show how Amun, taking the 

form of a man, entered the queen’s chamber and seeded the future king. The story was lit by 

flickering torches. Seti paused before it—no gesture, no word, but his face—something changed. I 

saw it. 

Then we moved to the Sanctuary of the Barque, where the god rested atop his pedestal of red 

granite, poles extended like wings ready to lift off the earth. The air was heavy—thick, like standing 

inside a drumbeat. I hardly dared breathe. Some say even the god’s breath waits here, watching. The 

veil was drawn. The pure ones took their places. 

And then, brother, the procession began. 

We passed through the Transverse Hall, lined with statues of the gods of the nomes. The drums 

began to speak, the deep ones. Flutes joined, strange and sorrowful. Women moved along the edges, 

hips swaying, sistrums rattling like bone-rain. It felt like the world remembering itself. 

Then we entered the Great Hypostyle Hall, and brother, I must tell you what I saw. 

It is not yet complete, not fully. Some columns still wear their scaffolds like linen wrappings. On this 

day, they were silent. But on most days, you can hear the steady tap of the chisels where the 

stonecutters still labor in the upper reaches. Wooden ramps snake between pillars, and pigment pots 

lie clustered near the base of the north wall. But even so, even unfinished, it is the most powerful 

thing I have ever walked beneath. 

The center columns, the tallest ones, already rise like trees toward the sky. Their tops are open 

papyrus blossoms, reaching for light. Between them, gaps still remain where the clerestory has yet to 

be capped with stone. Through those openings, the morning sun poured in, long and golden, 

striping the dust-filled air with light like a god’s own fingers. 



Seti walked slowly, beneath beams and shadows, as if beneath the bones of the sky. And we 

followed. The music echoed oddly in that vast chamber, bouncing off bare sandstone and 

scaffolding alike.  

You could still smell the chalk dust, the fresh-cut stone, the newness of it all. But I tell you, even in 

this state—half-built, half-born—the hall felt eternal. As if it had always been there. 

Outside, the Festival Court swelled with people. As always, they pressed in, shoulder to shoulder, 

silent and shouting at once. Some held infants, others tossed garlands, many just stood, stunned, 

reaching. All for a glimpse of the pharaoh and the god who remained hidden. Veiled. Yet felt. 

At the Eighth Pylon, we paused, and the pharaoh made his offering of papyrus and incense to bind 

the Two Lands. I stood just behind him. Even in that open court, it felt like being beneath the lid of 

a tomb: close, holy, watched. 

We passed the Ninth and Tenth Pylons. Do you remember? I wrote you once of how this is where 

the old stones still carry the scars of the Aten. I lowered my gaze out of habit. Seti did not. His face 

was firm, eyes steady. He was walking not through the past, but over it. 

We passed beneath the pylon like breath drawn into the earth’s lungs. The shadows stretched long 

now; the sun had tilted westward, gilding the edges of the stone with the color of honey and 

judgment. The pylon loomed behind us, twin towers of sandstone, still sharp with presence.  

I was close enough to see the sweat gather at the brows of the bearers. The sacred barque veiled and 

veiled again, swayed on its poles like a star gliding over water. Each step forward was a vow kept. 

The god’s weight was not merely gold and cedar. It was history, judgment, breath, and silence. 

As we emerged beyond the pylon, the stone gave way to packed earth, and there—

the canal shimmered ahead, carved like a silver ribbon cut from the Iteru. The great temple boat, 

moored in wait, glinted with electrum. Its prow rose high, shaped like the head of a lion and inlaid 

with lapis and red carnelian. Lotus petals fanned along its sides, their tips touching the water. It is no 

mere vessel. It is a throne that moves. 



To the left, just beyond the pylon’s southern face, a wide ceremonial ramp sloped gently down 

toward the landing platform. The air shifted there, cooler, touched by river wind. The ramp was 

paved smooth, worn faintly by festivals past, bordered by low curbs of carved stone. 

We turned. The bearers adjusted their grip. The barque rocked gently on the poles. You could hear 

the linen veils rustle as the wind caught them, as if the god inside were breathing, soft, patient, 

unseen. We began the descent. 

Each step down that ramp was slower than the last. Drummers at the edge of the canal beat a 

steady, heartbeat rhythm. Not loud. Just enough to mark time as something sacred. The priests in 

front scattered lotus petals in our path. The scent of myrrh rose behind us, carried from censers held 

aloft by boys no older than twelve, eyes wide with awe. 

I looked to the crowd lining the far edge of the canal, fishermen, old women, children lifted high on 

shoulders. All of them still. Even the birds had gone quiet. 

At the water’s edge, the bearers paused. A shallow platform had been built from limestone blocks, 

half submerged, dark with moss and river stain. The temple boat, its gangplank lowered, waited with 

ropes drawn taut. Its deck was dressed in fresh linen, and garlands of papyrus looped from mast to 

railing like green flames. 

The barque was lifted, one last breath, and moved across the gangway. The planks creaked. A 

sistrum rattled. A single ibis cried out from the reeds and then fell silent again. The god was aboard. 

With great care, the barque was settled into its cradle at the center of the boat. Ropes of silk and 

gold thread were fastened. A canopy was raised above it, white linen embroidered with tiny stars, 

and the veils drawn once more, hiding Amun from the sun, from the wind, from all but the pharaoh. 

And then the Seti himself stepped forward, robes rustling, arms lifted. No words. Just stillness. The 

kind of stillness the world makes when it knows it is being watched. 

Amun was on the water. 

We moved south to Luxor, to the place where Amun and his son would meet in secret. I will not 

speak of that part. Perhaps later. I will leave these things the silence of the sanctuary for now. 



And now, brother, a moment that is beyond remembrance. 

Just before the bearers stepped forward, as the god hovered between stone and water, Seti moved 

beside me. His hand brushed the air near mine, unintentional, or perhaps not. He leaned in, as if 

speaking to the barque itself, but the words were meant for my ears. 

“He goes ahead of us,” he said. “And we will follow.” 

His voice, brother, it undid me! Not the words alone, but the weight beneath them. It was not 

command, not even confession. It was longing. It was fear, and faith, and something I dare not 

name. 

I could not speak. I felt the tears rise so suddenly I had to bite the inside of my cheek to keep them 

from falling. I lowered my head, pretending reverence, when in truth, I was shaken, pierced. To hear 

pharaoh speak with such naked soul, with Amun listening close. It was as if the veil between worlds 

had torn for a breath. 

And I remember the stone where we stood, flat, worn, veined with the faint green of old water. 

Brother, I have returned to that place many times. Quietly. Alone. I say nothing. I only kneel and 

touch that stone. And though no one else knows, it has become a shrine. Not marked, not named, 

but holy. For it was there that the god passed over the water, and a man, who was also pharaoh, let 

himself be seen. 

I send this with the next courier north. Tell Father I served well. Tell Mother I kept clean. And tell 

them both of my love for them: 

Your brother, 

Nekhu 

Sem-priest of the Inner Court 

From the House where the god still walks unseen. 

Temple of Amun, Waset 

Year 2 of Seti, Beloved of Amun 

 



𓎼𓄿𓂡	𓇳 

BURY THE HORIZON 
Geh Ahket 

 

 

Akhetaten, Season of Shemu, Year 5 of Seti I 

There had been a rumor. A murmur behind a curtain; a whisper passed like oil from hand to hand. 

A mason, dying, perhaps dreaming, had spoken of something left behind. Not taken, not broken, 

but hidden. A relic, a word, a body with its mouth still sealed. 

Seti did not believe in rumors. And there had been many during the years of forgetting, years that 

thickened like sediment in the corners of the palace, decades since the boy-king Tutankhamun had 

vanished into a tomb too small for his name, since the priests had returned the netjeru to their 

temples. A generation had passed, then another. Pharaohs had risen, ruled, and been embalmed. 

Cities had shifted. Names had worn smooth. 

But Seti believed in dust. He believed in the way stone held its breath. In the way the earth, though 

silent, never truly forgot. 

The air hung undecided, slack, as if the day itself were uncertain whether to rise or to retreat back 

into the stones. They moved through the morning like ghosts, silent, bone-thin under linen. 

Khaemwaset led them, scribe, scholar, son of pharaoh. His eyes were the color of old papyrus. He 

walked not as one searching, but as one remembering. 

Khaemwaset did not ride. 

Though a litter had followed them from Waset, its poles wrapped in gold-threaded cloth, the prince 

had left it behind at the river’s bend. “Some ground,” he had said, “requires the weight of 

footsteps.” And so he walked—bareheaded, sandals powdered white, the seal of his father tucked 

beneath his robe. He moved not with the arrogance of descent but with the gravity of inheritance. 



Eight men. Two donkeys. Iron tools bundled in ropes, swaying like severed limbs. Jugs of water, 

sacks of barely cakes and dates. They said nothing. There are hours when even breath feels 

presumptuous. They walked across the vast plain the color of bone where the city of the sun once 

stood, now powdered limestone, scarred with foundations, bloodless as dust. The cliffs of Akhetaten 

loomed above, brittle and sun-bleached, ribcages turned vertical. 

The fifth mile was their goal. 

Not of the road, but of the thing below it. 

“Ever see a royal tomb?” one man asked, not caring who answered. 

“Yes. At Waset.” Someone answered. 

“This one’s been open so long the ghosts forgot to leave,” another man laughed. 

“Now they will.” 

“Now we make it forget.” 

Their voices were dry. Not from thirst. From distance. Not one of them had lived under 

Akhenaten’s sun. They had grown up with restored gods, with priests once again fattened by incense 

and grain. The boy pharaoh, Aye, Horemheb, Ramses I, all had done their part in the grim work of 

forgetting. The Aten now was a shimmer, half miracle, half plague, like heat that bends, shimmering 

the desert air. 

They sang by the third mile. Amun’s hymns, slow and hoarse. Not because they believed. But 

because the silence had begun to crowd them. 

They stopped singing by the fourth. 

The tomb waited. Not patiently. Not knowingly. It simply was. A gouge in the cliffside, long since 

emptied of echo. A mouth stopped mid-breath. Its threshold was choked with windblown brick, 

crumbled stone, a dozen years of goat droppings and undared approach. 

Kamau, the foreman, set down the sledge. 



“Start here.” 

Picks rose. Wedges bit. Stone split not in anger, but the way old things yield, reluctant, grain by 

grain. The first hole opened like a blister, then another. When they dragged the wall inward, it 

sighed. Not welcome. Not resistance. Just the rearrangement of time. 

They lit torches. The descent began. 

The corridor was straight. No curve to follow. A sloping tunnel built not for burial but assertion. 

The walls still held pigment: yellow, red, a blue that had not yet been named. Scenes of offerings, 

sunbeams, daughters with solemn faces. All of them lifted their hands upward, not pleading, not 

praising, simply trying to catch something falling. 

“These ones have eyes,” someone said. 

“Then take them,” Khaemwaset answered. 

Cloth-wrapped mallets rose like prayers gone wrong. Eyes were the first to fall. Then mouths. Then 

names. Then light itself. The men worked like they had been born in this place or would die here. 

Khaemwaset followed, stylus steady, marking absence into memory. 

The burial chamber had no breath left. 

In the center sat the remains of the sarcophagus. They circled the granite fragments like mourners 

pretending not to mourn. They did not curse. Horemheb’s men had been hurried, their work 

incomplete. So they struck. Bronze to iron. Iron to stone. The pieces cracked, and shattered. A man 

bled from the cheek. No one stopped. 

“Every ray,” Khaemwaset said. “Every name.” 

The face of the king collapsed inward. The hands of the Aten sheared off, dropped like insects in 

torchlight. One man struck with a rock, again and again, as if the rock needed reminding. 

“For my grandmother’s temple,” he muttered. “For every priest who starved.” 



They spent hours in the underworld of stone, moving through each chamber with the precision of 

those searching not for gold but for a fault in time. Hands traced seams in the walls; eyes lingered on 

lintels, floor joins, and faded plaster where once the sun god’s hands had touched. They knocked, 

they pried, they listened for the echo of the lost. Nothing answered. 

When it was done, there was nothing but dust and refusal. Granite in handfuls. Names in splinters. 

A floor that would not settle. The men gathered up the pieces and carried them off. The chamber 

held only what silence did not. 

The others were gone, up and out into the day. Khaemwaset stayed.  

He stayed not to pray. Not to marvel. Simply to see. To listen. He stood where what had been a 

coffin was now stone reduced to memory, pink as meat, fine as breath. A curve of the Aten’s hand 

lay near his foot. He lifted it. The fragment was warm, not from heat, but story. Something passed 

through it, still. It had not finished speaking. He tossed it away. 

He sat, the way scribes do. Back straight. Knees bent like humility. 

His stylus moved. He paused. Then added what no one asked for: 

“Light does not break like this. But stone does. The god is gone. The dust remains.” 

He closed the tablet. The air smelled like iron and sweat and the pigment, pulverized eternity.   

Khaemwaset climbed out of the burial chamber up the long corridor, then turned into a side 

chamber. 

The torch caught the lip of the threshold, flared against stone, and lashed the walls with trembling 

orange. Heat clung low, unwilling to rise. He stepped in. 

It was a room shaped like a breath held too long. 

The walls leaned in not to fall, but to listen. And there, in the flickering halo of flame, the painted 

scene swam forward from the dark. Not whole. Never whole. But enough. 

A girl. Or what was left of her. 



Her face was half-gone, sliced by rage, the eyes erased, the cheek collapsed to plaster. But the chin 

remained. That impossible tilt. Not defiant. Not afraid. Regal, yes, but tenderly so, like something 

that had not yet hardened into myth. 

He stood there for a long time. Let the light move across her broken shape. Let the silence say what 

the stone could not. 

“What were you promised?” he asked out loud. 

The air did not stir. The torch crackled softly, its smoke tracing the curve of the wall as it met the 

ceiling. She didn’t answer. But something behind the image, a brushstroke, a color left intact, seemed 

to remember. 

Khaemwaset waited. As if the chamber itself might exhale. 

But it didn’t. 

Only the light moved, dim and wavering, like a thought trying to return to its source. 

Then he followed the others up the corridor, out into the rising wind. 

And behind him, in the silence of the shattered chambers, the hand of the god reached still, blind. A 

shard buried, and unseen. 

But not gone. 

 

 

 

 

 



𓂝𓏤	𓇋𓂋	𓎛𓂝𓄿 

THE HAND THAT REMAINED 
(Djeret Ir Heya) 

 
 

Abdju, Season of Shemu, Year 5 of Seti I 

Abydos was quiet, not empty. Nothing is ever empty. 

The acacias trembled lightly. The long pool mirrored them like old promises, fractured in places, but 

never fully erased. 

Seti sat beneath a gilded canopy in half-shade. He leaned against the cushioned seat, watching the 

curtains ripple in the breath of the morning wind. He did not rise. But he smiled, faintly. 

“You return slower than you left, Khaemwaset.” 

“Dust slows all things, Father.” 

“And your words, they are heavy. Come sit.” 

Khaemwaset bowed first to his father, then turned to where Queen Tuya sat in another canopy 

nearby, clothed in linen pale as early sunlight. Her hands were still, resting atop a spindle of thread, 

though it had long since ceased to turn. 

He approached her with quiet reverence, knelt briefly, and kissed her brow. 

“Mother,” he said, his voice lowered not from formality, but love. 

“Welcome home, my son,” Tuya replied, her hand lifting briefly to his cheek. “The gods have 

brought you back from the mouth of a tomb. I give thanks for the breath you still carry.” 

 



He smiled faintly, then turned to Seti, stepping forward and placing the scroll in his father’s open 

hand—as one might offer flame to a brazier. 

Seti unrolled the papyrus. It opened in his lap like a wound. A dry whisper. The reeds of the pool 

did not stir. Only the scroll moved, line by line. 

For a moment he read in silence, lips barely parting, the words entering not just his eyes but his 

breath. Then, without looking away from the papyrus, he lifted his hand slightly, summoning the 

man who stood behind him beneath the edge of the canopy. 

"Meriptah," he said. 

The priest stepped forward—older, lean, his shoulders bent more from reverence than age. He was a 

Keeper of the Word, a servant of the House of Life, and his voice had spoken oaths over both kings 

and corpses. 

Seti held out the scroll, and Meriptah received it with both hands, bowing first to the king, then to 

the queen, then to the son. 

“Read,” Seti said, his voice low but firm. “Let the words be known. Let the gods and the stone and 

the wind hear what has been done.” 

Meriptah nodded. He unrolled the scroll with practiced hands and began to read. 

His voice was not loud, but it carried—measured and even, like a chisel tracing the outline of a name 

long buried. The words did not echo. They settled, each one falling into the stillness like a stone into 

a sacred pool. 

And the pool, as always, received them without ripple. 

Tuya listened, the kind of listening that gathers weight as it waits. Her gaze stayed not on the scroll, 
but on her son. 

Meriptah began. 

“Scroll of Report: 
The Final Examination of the Royal Tomb at Akhetaten 



Recorded by the hand of Khaemwaset, 
Prince and Servant of the Majesty of the King of Upper and Lower Egypt, Seti-Meryenptah (Life! Prosperity! 
Health!) 

Concerning the Assembly and Entry: 

By command of the Horus Mighty Bull, Seti I, Beloved of Ptah, Restorer of Ma’at (Life! Prosperity! Health!), a 
company of nine men was sent forth to the place of silence. 

These were: 
– Five skilled stonecutters 
– One overseer of labor 
– Two guards bearing weapons 
– One bearer of light 
– And the Chief Scribe 

Their feet were washed, their hearts made pure, and their hands consecrated according to the custom of the temple. 

The tomb, long sealed by stone, was opened by force, under royal order. 
The outer blocking bore signs of previous intrusion. 
No seal of the House of Life remained. 
The threshold was crossed without hindrance. 
No divine protection was found at the door. 

Concerning Rites Performed: 

At the mouth of the tomb, before descent, a libation was poured unto Ptah-Sokar, who fashions the form, and 
to Osiris, Foremost of the Westerners, who receives the justified. 

No incense was kindled. 
No utterance was spoken within. 
The place was declared defiled. 
We entered in silence, and no god answered. 

Concerning the Condition of the Chambers Within: 

The chambers were incomplete, as if abandoned in haste. 
Corridors and halls bore wounds of defacement. 
The names that once adorned the walls had been struck by others—some shallowly, as if in fear. 
Our work completed what they had begun, that these names might never again be spoken. 

All figures were rendered unrecognizable. 
The Aten is now broken and blind. 
No symbol of life remains. 
The walls are silent. 



Concerning That Which Yet Clings to the Walls: 

Traces remain. 
The Aten disc lingers like a hollow sun. 
Its rays end in stumps. 
The hands that once gave life have been gouged away. 
The ankh lies shattered. 

Of Akhenaten, no face remains. 
Only his posture persists—arms raised, head absent. 
Queens stand without crowns. 
Daughters without names. 
Limbs without lineage. 

They are shadows upon dust, 
Echoes of a breath that no longer stirs the air. 
All has been struck 

Concerning the Search for Secret Things: 

Each wall was sounded and struck. 
We examined beneath and behind, pressing every stone for hollowness. 

No passage was found. 
No cache. 

If anything had been hidden, it has long been taken. 
Or it was never there. 

Concerning the Chamber of Burial and the Place of Mourning: 

The chamber of rest held the shattered remains of a sarcophagus. 
It had been broken utterly. 
No canopic chest. 
No box of sacred oil. 
No seal of Anubis. 

The rays of the Aten were struck down. 
The names of the heretic gouged away. 
No god sits in that place. 

Beside it, the chamber where women may have wept is scarred and torn. 
Faces once painted in sorrow are now faceless. 
A few eyes remain, but they see nothing. 
No presence abides in the stone. 



Concerning the Debris and the Remnants: 

No offerings were found. 
No scrolls. 
No amulets. 
No tools of purification. 

One flake of blue faience bore the sun disc, broken. 
It was destroyed. 

All fragments of Atenist name and image were gathered, carried under guard to a pit west of the valley, and buried 
without prayer. 
No mark was left. 
No blessing was given. 

Concerning Rites Performed After the Work Was Fulfilled: 

When the striking was complete, and the last fragment gathered, the men withdrew. 
At the threshold, they shook the dust from their feet. 
Their hands were washed in natron. 
Their tools were left behind. 

A final libation was poured—this time to Thoth, Lord of True Speech, and to Ma’at, Lady of the Just Measure, 
that the balance be restored. 

No words were spoken aloud. 
The names of the living gods were whispered into clean linen and buried with the broken stone. 

The mouth of the tomb was sealed in the presence of light. 
No inscription was carved. 
No god was summoned to guard the door. 
Ash was scattered. 
The path erased. 

Concerning the Verdict and the Decree: 

Let it be known: 

– No image of the Aten survives intact. 
– No cartouche of he who shall not be named endures. 
– No figure remains whole. 
– No chamber hides what should not be. 
– Nothing lives. 

Therefore, it is spoken as the Good God Seti has commanded: 



– Let the tomb be closed with stone. 
– Let no inscription be carved. 
– Let no mourner come. 
– Let no return be made. 

So it is written by my hand, 
Khaemwaset, Prince of His Majesty, Seti, 
He Who Restores the Balance of the Two Lands. 

“Light does not break like this. 
But stone does. 
The god is gone. 
The dust remains.” 

The priest let the scroll fold itself in the wind. He did not move. 

“Light does not break, but stone does,” Seti said almost to himself. 

For a moment, the leaves stopped trembling. The pool went flat as copper. The reflection of the 

acacias shimmered, drawn into fine lines by the returning wind. 

“And the men?” Seti asked. 

Khaemwaset’s voice was low, unhurried. 

“They struck with discipline. They spoke the names of Amun as they worked. One wept.” 

“Why?” 

“His grandmother’s temple had burned. He struck for her.” 

Seti nodded. 

“And you, did you weep?” 

Khamwaset shook his head as he sat. 

Seti laid the scroll beside him. The papyrus curled softly, as if closing its own eyes. 

“You have served well, son,” he said. “This is the end.” 

“Yes, my lord.” 



“There will be no more tombs to strike. Only names to rebuild.” 

A breeze stirred the pool, drawing pale threads across the surface. Seti watched it, as if the wind 

were sketching something—a map, a face, a god who no longer reached. 

Then Tuya spoke. Her voice was gentle but clear. 

“I remember when the tombs were struck the first time,” she said. And I remember the silence that 

followed. It did not bring peace.” 

Khaemwaset turned to her. “Do you believe we have done right, Mother?” 

Tuya’s gaze turned to Seti and he nodded. 

“I believe the wound needed closing. But it will not vanish. A name erased is not a soul forgotten. 

The stone forgets nothing. And neither do the netjeru.” 

Seti’s eyes flicked toward her, and for a moment the old familiarity passed between them—not as 

king and queen, but as two who had survived too much to name. 

“Tell me,” Seti said softly, “did the tomb feel empty?” 

Khaemwaset paused. His hands folded. 

“It felt like a vessel poured out… but still warm.” 

“Still warm,” Seti repeated, closing his eyes. 

The silence was long, soft, not still. The scroll rested in his lap, though the words had already passed 

into him, line by line, like dust breathed in without knowing. 

The air had warmed. One of the acacia branches gave up a single leaf. It drifted to the surface of the 

pool, where it floated, untouched by ripple. The water accepted everything without resistance. 

Seti did not look at him. 

“You’ve seen what was left,” he said. “You’ve written what was removed.” 

“Yes, Father.” 



“Now you will write what remains.” 

Khaemwaset did not move. But something within his chest shifted. 

Tuya turned her head to him again, this time with the full force of her presence. “Write not only for 

kings,” she said softly. “Write for the mothers. For those who buried names inside their breath. Let 

the wall remember us too.” 

Seti turned, just slightly. The shadow of a smile passed across his lips—not warmth, but recognition. 

“The list,” he said. “For the wall. The true line of kings.” 

The artisans had already begun smoothing the chosen panel in the Temple of Abydos. It stood 

blank as bone. The priests had debated the order. The copper tools had been sharpened. But it 

would be Khaemwaset who would write the list of the dead. 

“You will begin with Narmer, as is proper. And proceed in full. When you come to the names 

between Amenhotep III and your grandfather, there will be no names.” 

Seti looked toward the temple, nearing completion, its walls clean and bright with his name. 

“There were no such pharaohs.” 

Khaemwaset looked up slowly. His eyes did not harden. They did not need to. 

The fig tree dropped another fruit. It struck the stone with a sound like punctuation: soft, round, 

full. 

Tuya reached forward and picked it up, pressing it gently in her palm before placing it in the basket 

beside her, as she had done for years with things broken but not ruined. 

But somewhere in the folds of his thought, a shape remained. 

Small. Unfinished. It had not been written. But it returned to him now, in stillness. 

A hand. Half-buried in the dust and ruin. Left unstruck. Not spared, but covered. 

He remembered it—Aten’s gesture: not reaching to give, nor to take, but simply to touch. 



𓅓𓏏𓏠𓂝𓂤𓆑 

ESTABLISHED IS THE JUSTICE OF RE 
(Men-Maat-Re) 

 
Season of Peret, Abydos, Year 5 of Seti 

Beyond the shadowed, watery chambers of the Osireion, past the carved reliefs worn soft by time, 

another monument was rising, unfinished, waiting. The air shifted as they entered, thick with dust 

and the scent of fresh-cut limestone. The torches, set at measured intervals, burned low, their light 

flickering against the smooth stone. They moved through the long, solemn corridor, its walls bare, 

expectant. Here, the past had been honored; here, the future was being carved. 

Seti stopped and stood silently, his hands clasped behind his back. The wall before them was bare 

but not empty. Soon, the chisels would bite into its surface, carving names that would live beyond 

the flesh of the men who bore them. A grid of measured intention, the first breath of order imposed 

upon the pale surface, stretched across the stone. No names yet, no pharaohs, no past written into 

permanence. Just the framework, horizontal and vertical, the bones of something waiting to be. 

Pharoah stepped forward and traced his fingers along the limestone, the tips feather-light against the 

lines of red ochre. The walls did not yet speak, but they would. He could almost hear them. The 

faint murmurs beneath the surface, waiting for the chisels to open their mouths. Soon, the names of 

the pharaohs would rise here, each cartouche an offering, each hieroglyph a tether to what had come 

before. The ancestors, drawn up from silence. 

When he spoke, his words fell like stones into still water. 

“The pharaohs of the Aten will not be remembered here.” 

“I understand,” said the high priest. “Khaemwaset consulted me before returning to Memphis”. 

Seti turned, his features unreadable, shifting in the unsteady glow. The light from the torches made a 

lattice of gold and shadow across his face, hiding his eyes in brief pockets of darkness. 



“Do you, Hem-netjer, understand?” His voice was low, the hush of the room swallowing it almost 

before it reached the ears of the high priest. 

The priest inclined his head. “You have spoken, Seti Menmaatre.” 

A torch sputtered, the flame licking upward before settling again. Shadows stretched and recoiled 

along the walls, their reflections rippling like things half-submerged in a black river. The corridor 

held its breath. 

“Yes, my old friend. This wall will carry the names of the pharaohs. But not all.” 

The old priest’s gaze was steady, deliberate. His robes gathered around him like river reeds, his voice 

low and measured, the way one speaks to a man standing at the edge of a precipice. 

“You think loss is silence?” His words settled in the room like dust over a forgotten tomb. “You 

think absence leaves no mark? You would strike Aye and Horemheb from memory. Yet were they 

not the hands that restored Ma’at when the world faltered? Aye was a guide, ensuring the old rites 

did not die; Horemheb wielded the rod of justice to bring the people back to the gods. They rebuilt 

the temples, restored the priesthoods, and their laws endure in our courts. You owe them the 

kingdom you now rule.” 

 
Seti did not blink. “Aye? Aye was a Tjaty, cunning, who stole the crown from a boy. He loved the 

gold of Akhenaten and let the stain of the Aten linger. Horemheb was strong, true of voice, but he 

had to erase before he could build. His reign was a cleansing, but the throne was not clean until my 

father restored it. My father’s power was his own.”	 

The high priest exhaled, measuring his words. There was no wind here, no passage of air except the 

faint shifting of torches.  

“I remember the day your father first brought you here, Mery-Netjeru.” It was not a memory that 

required an answer, yet the priest waited for one. 

Seti’s lips curled slightly, but it was not quite a smile. 

“You placed my hands on the stones and said, ‘This is how we remember. This is how we learn. You 

said we carve names so they will endure. We shape the stone so the gods will recognize those who 



have served them. A name written in the stone does not simply recall a life; it carries it on. Yes, I 

remember.” 

 The priest looked to the untouched wall. “And if a name is erased or never written?” 

Seti turned his palm upward, brushing the air. “Then it is as if that life was never lived. No offerings. 

No prayers. No voice left to call them back. To erase a name is to unmake the story it tells. It is not 

only the man who vanishes but all he has touched, all that grew from his deeds. The stone becomes 

silent where once it spoke. And no one remembers.” 

The priest’s eyes settled on him, deep and knowing.  “You were taught, my son, that sesh is not the 

work of scribes alone, it is the work of ma’at herself, laid in stone. When we write the names of 

pharaohs, we do not merely honor them. We bind history to truth. And the truth is this: Horemheb 

fought to restore the balance you now guard. Will you write Ma’at, or only power?” 

A long silence stretched between them. The stone, the torches, all of it listening. 

Seti’s voice came quieter now, “So, Ity Netjer, Wise Father, you would have their names spoken for 

eternity?” 

The priest touched the wall. The surface was cool, unyielding. “I would have you look well on 

Horemheb. He fought,” he said, his voice distant now, as though speaking to someone not 

there. “Though his hands were bound by fate, he fought to return Kemet to Ma’at.” His gaze lifted 

and met Seti’s eyes, dark and knowing. “He stepped into a storm that was not of his making.” 

The torches flickered. Their shadows danced and died. 

The priest did not flinch. “Even a sickness is recorded, Menmaatre, so that the healer may recognize 

its return. If Ma’at is to stand, it must know the storms that seek to unmake it.” 

His voice was steady, weighty with the certainty of stone. “The years of the Aten should not be 

erased, but written, written with care, with truth, and placed where those who hold Ma’at may guard 

them. Let the priests of Ipet-Sut keep them, sealed and hidden. Let them serve as warning, should the 

river ever threaten to break its banks again.” 



Seti’s smile was thin, unreadable. “You would have the words safeguarded by the keepers of 

Amun?” 

The priest inclined his head. “Where else should they rest, but in the hands of those who stand 

watch?” 

Seti’s jaw tightened. The torches flared for a moment as if stirred by an unseen breath. 

The priest turned to him fully now, his gaze deep, the weight of decades behind it. His voice 

dropped to a whisper, a tone of awe and reverence, a thing softer than sand shifting beneath a bare 

foot. 

"Many built in the hope of eternity, yet they did so in haste. They chased after vastness rather than 

beauty, raised monuments with no breath, no pulse. But your hands, Mery-Netjeru, do not settle for 

mere grandeur. They demand precision, refinement, and a depth of understanding that reaches 

beyond the weight of stone. You do not build to impress;	you build to endure, for you know you are 

bound to eternity. You are bound to Maat. And Maat demands truth.” 

Seti stood motionless, his breath even, his body still. His eyes stayed fixed on the unfinished wall, 

the pale expanse of limestone stretching before him. The red-ochre grid lay quiet against the surface, 

thin lines of intention waiting to be struck into permanence, waiting for the chisels to cut and 

wound and make meaning.  

At last, when the stillness had deepened around them, the high priest spoke. 

“You have built well here, Seti Menmaatre, and we will carve as you will. But stories will be told, 

even when no tongue or stone speaks them.”  

A slow breath filled Seti’s chest, and his face was still. The words of the High Priest stirred 

something deep in him, something that would not settle. But he would not name the feeling, make it 

real. Instead, he inclined his head, a motion small enough to be missed, and turned his gaze back to 

the wall. The work would go on. There would be no excess, no disorder. Only order, only balance, 

only the law that was spoken before the first dawn. But Seti knew. Truth remains, not because it is 

set in the walls of temples, but because it is carried in the hearts of men.  

Seti’s eyes met those of the priest, then the pharaoh spoke.  



“Ity Netjer,” he began—not as king, but as son, as silt and breath and mortal vessel. “Wise Father. 

Horemheb was a man of war. A soldier who steadied the wheel when the chariot veered into fire. 

He was not born beneath the sign of kingship. No netjer crowned him in the cradle. Yet he bore 

Kemet on his shoulders as if he had been hewn from the Nile's very spine. I know that weight. I 

carry it.” 

The wind touched the temple banners, lightly, like a question not yet asked. 

“He gave us order,” Seti said. “He shattered what needed breaking. He burned the names that had 

burned the world. And when the embers cooled, he laid stone upon stone. He might have chosen a 

prince to follow him. But he did not. He chose Paramessu—my father. Not from blood, but from 

vision. Because he knew—his reign was not a door opening, but a door closing. He was not the 

seed. He was the plow.” 

He turned, eyes settling not on the priest, but on the stone. On the wall that remembered what men 

forgot. 

“I walk the path he carved,” he said. “And yet—he will not be carved here.” 

Seti’s fingers found the priest’s arm. Not with force. Not with affection. But with the weight of 

roots pressing into stone, seeking purchase beneath the world. 

“In the wisdom granted me by Osiris,” he said, “I have chosen otherwise.” 

The silence that followed was not empty. It was laden. Like dusk at the edge of the flood, when the 

waters have not yet spoken but you feel the river turning beneath your feet. 

“I have named kings,” he continued, softer now, voice descending like sand into an open tomb. 

“But I will not name him.” 

The priest did not answer. He bowed his head, not in assent, but in understanding. 

Seti’s voice dropped further, to something quieter than command—something sedimentary, like 

earth packing itself into layers over time. 



“He ruled,” he said. “Yes. But to name is to bind, to affirm, to offer the breath of eternity. And 

some reigns—however just—are not meant for that. Horemheb sealed the past. My father designed 

the future. I am the builder.” 

He stepped back from the wall where memory would not root. 

“And the others—the sun-mad, the defilers, the pretenders—will vanish. Not merely undone. 

Unwritten.” 

He looked past the walls, into the horizon where stone meets sky. 

Then he said the final thing, not as pharaoh, but as man: 

“There is no justice in remembering what the gods have turned their faces from. Ma’at is not a 

ledger. She is a river. And I—I release their names into the current.” 

His fingers, curled tight, loosened. A breath, long and slow. "Come now, my friend. Let this be 

finished." 

Seti turned and walked in measured steps, his sandals whispering against the smooth temple floor. 

The High Priest walked beside him, his own breath measured, his hands folded within the sleeves of 

his robe. He listened. He listened not only to the pharaoh’s words but to the silence that followed, 

to the weight of them sinking into the marrow of the walls, into the very bones of the earth. 

Seti would have it all undone. The Aten, that great eye in the sky, would blink and vanish, leaving no 

trace of its wild and blinding dream. His agents would scrape the walls, chisel the names into dust, 

bury the idols where even worms would not remember them. But a thing undone is not a thing 

unmade. No river forgets its old course, even as it is dammed. No temple forgets the prayers once 

spoken beneath its roof, even if the wind carries them away. 

The priest exhaled, slow, quiet. He had seen the sun rise over the Iteru in every season and had 

watched pharaohs and gods trade places in the prayers of men. He knew what Seti did not, or would 

not: that memory, even hunted, even driven into the cracks of the world, will not go willingly into 

silence. 

And so, he would remember. 



Not to worship, not to call Aten’s name where Seti's decree had forbidden it, but so Kemet would 

not be caught again in such blindness. He would remember how the sun-mad dream of Akhenaten 

had hollowed the temples, had left the gods untended, had turned men into shadows beneath an 

indifferent sky. He would remember, so that others might learn. 

The work of forgetting would be Seti’s. The work of remembering would be his own. The story, the 

names would be written. But he could not act alone.  

Seti walked ahead, each step sure, his shoulders square beneath the weight of a kingdom. The priest 

followed, his hands still folded, his face still solemn. But behind his eyes, the Aten burned, 

menacing, quiet, and unseen. 

The great doors loomed ahead. The two men stepped into the cool air. Seti lifted his gaze, turning 

his thoughts. Did the gods weigh these choices, tracing the hands that carved, the names that 

endured, the ones left unsaid? Or was it only men, chiseling their will into stone, shaping not truth 

but the echoes of their own desire? The gods, silent as the stars, did not say. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



𓇉𓏏𓂋𓅱 

THE NILE 
(ITERU) 

 

Season of Peret, Year 5 of Seti I 

The High Priest of Osiris, draped in white linen, a hood over his shaven head, moved without 

sound, along the limestone path. The courier followed, gripping the leather pouch, the wax seal 

smooth beneath his thumb. The night still held the breath of the river, the dark scent of silt and 

reeds curling at their ankles. 

At the water’s edge, where the quay sloped toward the waiting boat, the priest paused. He turned, his 

gaze sharp in the dim glow of the torches guttering along the docks. “You must not let it pass 

through any hands but his,” he said, his voice no more than a hush against the lapping water. “The 

Hem-Hetjer only, do you understand?” 

The courier nodded, his fingers tensed around the pouch. 

“You will leave the first at the House of Thoth. The scribe named Menna will take it. You know 

him? “Yes, lord Mery”, the courier replied. 

“Do not linger. The second you will place in the hands of the chief steward at Malqata. He will be 

waiting, but he does not know your face. The last is for the Hem-Netjer. This is the most important. 

Go, now. May the gods be with you.” 

A faint shudder passed through the courier as he bowed his head.  

The priest studied him a moment longer, then stepped back into the shadow of the quay. The 

courier stepped into the boat, as the lines were cast off. One of the boatmen let out a long sigh, 

stretching his shoulders. “A fine morning for rowing, brothers,” he muttered, voice thick with irony. 



“A fine morning for Pharaoh to trade places with us,” another shot back, setting his oar with a 

practiced thump. A third snorted, tightening the knot on his belt. “Hapi willing, he’d capsize before 

the first bend.” 

Laughter rippled low across the boat, swallowed almost immediately by the hush of the river. The 

oars dipped, caught, pulled, water parting in long, murmuring strokes. 

“Where’s this one off to?” someone asked, nodding toward the courier. The courier only gripped his 

pouch tighter, eyes fixed ahead. 

“Off to deliver Pharaoh’s love letters,” the first boatman joked. 

The men chuckled. Then, from the stern, the helmsman cleared his throat. 

“Enough talk, boys. Hapi doesn’t row, we do.” 

The laughter faded, replaced by the rhythm of labor. The boat drifted out into the current, its long 

hull gliding smooth as a blade over the water. Twenty rowers sat in two neat lines, their backs broad 

and bare, the sheen of morning sweat already forming as they dipped their oars in unison. The wood 

creaked, the river slapped against the hull, and the rhythmic splash of blades cutting water set the 

pace.	The prow split the water cleanly, a dark blade sliding through black silk. The High Priest 

remained on the bank, watching as the canal swallowed them, the hush of the city sealing itself once 

more behind the thick press of morning fog. Then, without another word, he turned and 

disappeared into the dark.  

The temple stones of Abdju shrank behind them as the canal entered the great river. Iteru flowed 

northward, a living deity, a ribbon of creation, its current a steady pulse, unhurried, indifferent to the 

passage of time. It drew all things toward the sea with the patience of centuries, a liquid eternity 

pressing against the boat with a slow, unwavering hand. The scent of the river was thick, green with 

the breath of papyrus, sour where fish rotted in the shallows, and heavy where a net of lotuses 

drifted near the bank. Water birds stalked the reeds, their long legs slicing the reflection of the 

opening sky, breaking it into a mosaic of light. A crocodile lay on a half-submerged log, its great tail 

trailing in the water, motionless as stone but watching, always watching. 



The wind stirred, shifting the balance of the sail. The boat lurched forward, its prow cutting through 

a swirl of floating petals. The oars lifted, dripped, and pulled again, southward on the glass path to 

the horizon. 

The men, as one, leaned into their oars, their bodies a chorus of taut muscles, each stroke a note in 

the river’s song. The oars groaned, and the river whispered back, a gentle reminder of its ancient 

dominion, its waters a liquid resistance that both challenged and cradled their journey. Yet there was 

no strife here, only harmony, a deep, unspoken accord between the men and the river’s ceaseless 

flow. 

The helmsman called out, his voice cracked but steady. The rowers followed, their voices rising in 

the rhythm of labor, in the rhythm of the tide. The boat urged forward with the beat of their chant. 

 

"Oars bite, river bends!" 

“Hapi rises, Hapi sends! 

 

 

“Flood and famine, mud and grain! 

"Hapi gives, Hapi drains!" 

 

The long strokes come. The song lingers, tossed up like a prayer, like an insult, like a promise. 

 

“Bend your backs, pull the day!” 

“Water sings, we slip away!” 

 

“Pharaoh speaks! Maat is strong!” 

“Hapi swells, we sing our song!” 

 

“Iteru is deep! Iteru is wide! 

"We row, we rise, we sing, we ride." 



The boat moved forward, thin as a reed across the endless, sun-struck water. A man laughed deep in 

his chest, but the oar did not falter. Another leaned back between strokes, rolling his shoulders, then 

turned and spat into the river. The drop vanished instantly, lost in the slow, endless current. An 

offering to Hapi, a challenge to him. A piece of himself given up to the water that bore him forward, 

indifferent yet immense. The river took it, as it took all things, grain and bodies, gods and pharaohs, 

folding it into its depths without a sound. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, set his 

grip, and pulled again. 

The vessel itself was a sturdy, elongated craft, fashioned from polished acacia wood that reflected 

the sunlight. Each plank was fitted with the precision of a temple stone. Between them, dark cords 

swelled with the river’s dampness, tightening their grip, holding the boat’s shape against the will of 

the water.  

The bow rose like the beak of a heron, its wood dark with resin, burnished smooth by wind and 

water. Just below the curve, painted in red and black ochre, the name of Seti I gleamed in the rising 

sunlight.  

The courier gazed out at the riverbanks, feeling the occasional breeze as the boat pressed forward, 

accompanied by the rhythmic splash of oars and the gentle creaking of the timbers. 

The water shivered before it broke. A rush, a scatter, the slick slap of wings beating against air thick 

with morning. The reeds bent, shuddering under the sudden weightlessness, the void left behind as 

the bodies lifted. 

 

The ducks did not rise so much as erupt, flung upward in a burst of spray and sunlit droplets, their 

bodies caught between the elements, neither water nor sky but something frantic in between. Wings 

hammered, sharp and rhythmic, their edges glinting bronze where the light caught them, their bodies 

dark against the pale sky. 

 

A cry, sharp and wild, cutting across the silence like a reed split down its center. Then another. And 

another. 

 



The courier watched as the hunter stood shifting his weight, the reed boat tilting beneath him. The 

throwing stick left his hand, spinning end over end, splashing uselessly into the reeds. The river 

rippled, remembering them, the surface breaking into slow, yawning circles where they had been. 

The papyrus stalks swayed, slow, unbothered as if the birds had never been there at all.  

The sun climbed, spilling light like molten gold over the reed-lined banks, turning the water’s surface 

into a shimmering mirror. At times, the wind, Shu, the fickle breath of the sky, filled the square sail, a 

gift of mercy that eased their toil, as if the river and air conspired to carry them along. Even when 

the wind fell still, the men did not falter; they moved with the river, not against it, their oars dipping, 

rising, dripping in a rhythm as natural as breath. Sweat gleamed on their skin, their chests heaved 

with sharp, living air, their labor a seamless thread woven into the river’s fabric. 

When the singing ceased, the helmsman called the cadence, his voice a hoarse murmur threading 

through the heat, not a command but a communion, binding their wills as one. Amidships, stood a 

gilded pavilion; its sides hung with sheets of fine linen. Its simple wooden frame topped with a 

canopy of blue canvas. Beneath this shelter, the temple courier sat cross-legged on a woven mat, his 

presence marking him as a figure of significance on this journey. The courier’s gaze drifted over the 

world sliding past: papyrus swaying in the shallows, fishermen casting nets in graceful arcs, children 

standing silent, waving at the water’s edge, their faces like small, curious stones. His mind floated 

free, carried by the river’s endless flow, and the river flowed on, unpausing, unbending, a vast 

current that held them all in its embrace. They did not seek to master it, nor did it resist them. They 

were its pulse, its quiet ripple. 

The river breathes. Not like a man, not like anything that dies, but like something endless, moving 

with a purpose too old to name. Beneath the boat, the water slides past, silent, undisturbed, slipping 

away as if it had never been touched. It has seen everything—pharaohs and beggars, feasts and 

famine, prayers sent up like smoke and swallowed whole before they reached the sky. 

“Does Iteru listen to us?” a young sailor asked, watching the dark water shift. 

The old sailor behind him does not pause in his rowing. His hands, cracked and worn, grip the oar 

with practiced ease. “Why should it?” he asks. “What do we have to say that it has not heard a 

thousand times before?” 



The oars pulled through the dark water. The current swirled and vanished as if I had never been 

there at all.  

“Does it hear the oars breaking its skin, opening it, then sealing it smooth again? And if it does, if it 

knows, what does it think of us?” 

The old man exhaled through his nose, the breath half a laugh, half a sigh. “You should not ask such 

foolish things aloud,” he mutters. “Not here. The gods listen.” 

The boat slid forward, the rhythm of the oars steady, unbroken. The river is wide here, the reeds 

thick along the banks, their tips shivering in the breeze. Then, a shadow, sudden, swift. An ibis, 

rising from the water’s edge, its wings dark against the bright sky. It does not waver. It does not 

hesitate. It moves as though it has already seen its path, already decided its course. The bird vanishes 

into the reeds without a sound, slipping into the hush of the unseen. 

The old sailor watched, his eyes narrow, thoughtful. “Look,” he whispered. “Thoth, listening.” 

“Do not speak his name,” he murmurs. 

“Why not?” asked the young sailor. 

“To gain the god’s ear is to summon judgment or wisdom.” He dips his oar into the river again, his 

tone dry. “And you are ready for neither!” 

He grinned, but his fingers tightened, just slightly, around the oar. 

Above them, a falcon wheels, turning against the deepening blue. It is too high to see its eyes, but 

they know it watches. Horus flies where no man may go, where the dead ascend and the living only 

dream. The oars dip, rise, dip again, the river breaking and healing, breaking and healing. The gods 

see. The gods know, always watching 

At midday, when the heat pressed down like a heavy hand, the boat slipped into the shallows, where 

date palms bowed in reverence, their fronds a delicate tracery of shade against the sky. The men 

drank deeply from clay jars, the water a cool blessing on their tongues, and chewed dried figs; each 

bite a taste of the earth’s quiet bounty. 

"Hapi takes and takes, never a word of thanks. Just swallows us whole,” one of them muttered, 

shaking a fig between his fingers before popping it into his mouth. 



"Hapi’s not the one who makes us row, brother," the helmsman said, stretching his legs in the 

shade. "You can take that up with the High Priest." 

A few of the men chuckled, low and breathy, the laughter of men too tired to waste air. Someone 

yawned. Someone else tossed a fig pit into the reeds. For a long moment, no one spoke. 

Then, without lifting his head, one of the rowers murmured, "Bet Pharaoh’s not chewing figs in this 

heat. Probably drinking wine, cool as the temple walls." 

"And watching dancers," another added. "Draped in linen so fine you could see the stars through it." 

Muted laughter spread among them.  

The helmsman exhaled and rolled to his side, propping himself on an elbow. His eyes drifted over to 

the courier, still upright, still clutching that sealed pouch as though it might slip from his grasp if he 

let his fingers loosen even a little. 

"You don’t eat?" the helmsman asked. 

The courier looked up, startled momentarily, as if he had forgotten himself. "I’m not hungry." 

The helmsman studied him, then gave a small shrug. "A man who doesn’t eat forgets he’s alive," he 

said.  

The courier said nothing. His fingers tensed around the pouch. 

The helmsman sat up and reached for his water jar, taking a long, slow drink before speaking again. 

"This thing you carry," he said, nodding at the sealed leather, "must be worth more than a man’s 

hunger." 

The courier met his gaze but did not answer. He did not know the contents of the message. He had 

not dared to ask, and it was not his place to know. But he had felt it, in the way the High Priest’s 

voice had dipped into something like caution, in the sharp press of his gaze before he stepped back 

into the shadows. Whatever was written on the papyrus inside that pouch, whatever words lay coiled 



beneath the wax seal, they carried weight. Not the weight of trade or priestly discourse, but 

something heavier, something edged. 

Danger. 

It had been there in the way the priest had hesitated, the slight tremor in his breath when he 

whispered the name. The urgency, the command to move swiftly, to leave no room for questions, 

no room for mistakes. It had been there in the hush of the city before dawn, the way the river had 

seemed to hold its breath as he stepped onto the boat. 

The courier’s fingers tensed around the pouch. 

The helmsman let out a low chuckle, shaking his head. “I’ve seen men carry gold with less care than 

you carry that scrap of leather.” He took another slow drink, watching him over the rim of the jar. 

“Best hope whatever’s in there is worth the weight it presses on your shoulders.” 

The courier forced a small, tight smile. The helmsman held his stare a moment longer, then gave a 

dry, knowing chuckle. The courier hesitated, then reached for a fig. The men had already begun 

shifting, murmuring to one another again, half-hearted complaints, the slow return to movement. 

The pulse of Iteru was steady, eternal, a rhythm that hummed in the bones of those who walked its 

shores. To live here was to know certainty, to live without fear, without longing for a horizon 

beyond the river’s reach. 

With the heat’s edge dulled, they pushed off again, the oars slipping into the water like hands into a 

friend’s grasp. The river welcomed them back, unchanging, eternal. The long afternoon thickened, 

the light shifting from amber to copper to deep red. The river, a mirror to the sky’s slow fire, 

darkened as the day waned, its surface a canvas where light and shadow danced in endless rhythm. 

Shadows stretched across the water like long, dark fingers trailing from the banks. The hills beyond 

the reeds softened, their edges blurred by the day’s last warmth, as if the world was melting into the 

river’s embrace, surrendering to its quiet, eternal pull. And the men, too, surrendered, not to defeat, 

but to belonging. Traveling with an ease born of unity, their passage as inevitable as the river’s own. 

Then, as the last ember of the sun bled into the horizon, the first silver curve of Khonsu, the moon 

god, lifted from the east, rising smooth and slow as a temple chant. His pale light unspooled across 



the water, stretching in wavering ribbons that shimmered and split with each stroke of the oars. He 

ascended without haste, solemn and sure, casting his cool gaze upon the river, upon the reeds, upon 

the men whose hands labored in time with the current. 

The boat slid onto the bank beneath the high cliffs at Dju-Ma’At, the oars lifting, dripping, settling. 

The rowers exhaled, their bodies sagging after the long pull against the current. The courier stepped 

ashore, his sandals pressing into the damp sand before he climbed the narrow incline where the rock 

met the river. Beyond the water’s edge, the land gave way to dust and stone, to the hollow silence of 

the desert. Dju-Ma’At stood waiting, its pale face streaked red in the last light of day. Its ridges, 

cutting into the darkening sky, had welcomed travelers for generations. 

The men made camp, spreading thin mats upon the ground, their woven fibers scratching softly 

against the earth. One man crouched near the shore, his fingers sifting through the driftwood, 

twisted branches bleached by the sun, splintered reeds carried from some distant bend in the river. 

He chose the driest pieces, knocking them together to hear the hollow sound of their readiness. 

Another unwrapped a leather pouch, revealing a small nest of shredded palm fiber, light as chaff, 

waiting to catch the first spark. He took up a fire drill, a slender rod of acacia wood, and set it to the 

shallow groove of a fireboard. His hands worked swiftly, rolling the rod between his palms, pressing 

it downward in a steady rhythm. The wood whispered as it turned, a soft scraping, the breath of 

something coming to life. 

Thin curls of smoke rose, first uncertain, then curling with purpose. One of the men bent close, 

cupping his hands to shield the ember that smoldered in the tiny hollow. He fed it carefully, pressing 

the palm fiber over it, then lifting it to his lips. He exhaled, slow and knowing, the breath of a man 

who had done this since boyhood. The ember flared, and in an instant, the nest of fiber burst into a 

fragile flame. 

They built the fire deliberately, feeding it with reeds and twigs until it crackled with confidence. The 

flames flickered against the growing dusk, casting long shadows on the ground, their glow reflecting 

in the water’s dark surface. The men sat close, talking, eating, and laughing as their hands stretched 

toward the warmth, the smell of burning wood mingling with the river’s breath. The night was 



coming, but the fire held its place, steady, alive, a golden heart beating at the center of their 

gathering. 

The courier sat apart, staring toward Waset, where the river led, where the temples and palaces 

waited. He ate in silence, tearing bread with his fingers and washing it down with cool water. The 

fire crackled, and the voices of other travelers rose and fell like wind over the dunes. He did not 

mean to listen. But then he heard the name. 

Aten. 

He glanced toward them. The men were older, their faces lined by the years, their hands worn thick 

by labor. They spoke low, the words passing between them like a secret, though the weight of it still 

hung in the air, even now, decades after the city of light had turned to ruin. 

“They have taken his name from the stones, but the sun still rises,” one of them said, rubbing his 

jaw, his gaze fixed on the fire. 

“Yes,” said another, stretching his legs. “And still, when I close my eyes, I see him, arms raised to 

the sun.”  

The man exhaled, staring past the moored boats where the river and night met in an unbroken line. 

The others waited. He had never spoken much about it, not in the way of men remembering old 

loves or bitter seasons, not as something to be turned over like a bead in the fingers. Ahketaten did 

not sit in the mind that way. It burned. Even now, the memory of it glowed like embers in the 

hollow of his ribs, waiting for the wrong breath to flare into flame. But the river rocked them, and 

the night was long, and for once, he let the words come. 

“It was white,” he said, finally. “White and bright and open. No corners, no shadows, no quiet 

places. The walls gleamed in the sun like salt, like bones. The houses had no doors, only curtains, 

and the wind carried voices like drifting sand. Always a voice calling, always a footstep behind you, 

and yet—” He hesitated, his thumb pressing into the scar on his arm. “And yet, I was alone. We all 

were. The city did not hold us. It did not embrace. It was a place for a god, not for men.” 



He paused, running his hand over his face, as if to wipe away the old dust of that place. “In the 

morning, the hymns would start. The king, his daughters, the great wife, they would stand beneath 

the sun disk, arms lifted, faces raised like flowers. We watched them from below, always below, 

while the priests chanted of warmth, of light, of love. But there was no coolness. No shade. No 

other gods. Only that one, that faceless, searing thing.” He shook his head. “Even the river seemed 

to narrow there, as if it, too, had no room to rest.” 

A fish leapt in the darkness, breaking the water with a sound like a soft slap. He glanced toward it, 

watching the ripples vanish. “The people were silent,” he went on, his voice lower now. “Not at 

first. At first, we sang because we were told to sing. But when the king’s god did not answer them, 

when the sun only burned and burned, when the old temples lay quiet, and the jackals made their 

homes in places where incense had once smoldered, then they stopped. And when they stopped, the 

wind carried nothing but emptiness.” He let out a short breath, something like a laugh with no joy in 

it. “I think that’s when the gods knew. They could wait longer than any man.” 

The man’s fingers tightened. He had not meant to remember this, but the river was patient, and so 

was the night. Memories rose when they wished, like crocodiles from the depths, and there was no 

stopping them once they came. 

"Once," he said, his voice rough, "they gathered us all, the potters and scribes, the masons and 

fishermen, the women and the children. They called us from the docks, from the markets, from the 

half-built halls of their god’s city. We stood in the square, packed so close the heat of the bodies 

around me felt like another layer of sun. No shade. No wind. Just the walls, white and watching. 

And soldiers everywhere." 

He swallowed, rubbed a hand over his jaw. "The king stood high above us, carved against the sky. 

Thin as a reed, his limbs long, his face strange. Beside him, Nefertiti, her jaw sharp as the prow of a 

ship, her eyes hollow as the dried-up wells beyond the city. And they spoke. No, they cried out." His 

hands clenched. "They harangued us, their voices rising like the heat rises over the Deshret. We were 

not devoted enough. We were not thankful enough. We did not love enough." 



His mouth twisted. "Love," he muttered, shaking his head. "They spoke of love, but they gave us no 

gods to hold, no statues to anoint with oil, no jackal-headed guardian to whisper our sins to. Only 

the sun, glaring and empty. No face. No ears to hear." 

He looked up, his eyes catching the soft gleam of the moon upon the water. "And we stood there, 

silent, while they scolded us like children who had left the offering table empty. They called us stiff-

necked, ungrateful, faithless. But I remember—" His voice dropped to a murmur. "I remember how 

the people looked at each other, side-eyed, quiet. We were not angry. We were not afraid. We 

were waiting." 

A long pause. The river sighed against the shore. Then he spoke again, softer now. "And the gods 

waited with us, whispering in our dreams." He exhaled, slow and deep. "They were already 

returning, even then. In the dark corners. In the hush of old prayers whispered at night. In the hands 

that shaped small amulets in secret, pressing the faces of forgotten gods into clay. He did not see it. 

She did not see it. But the gods did. And when they were gone, they rose again, shaking the dust 

from their names, stepping back into their temples as if they had never left." 

His fingers traced the ground next to him. "Akhetaten is sand now," he murmured. "But the houses 

of the gods stand." He tilted his head toward the sky, where Khonsu gleamed cold and bright. "And 

the gods still watch." 

Another silence. The fire popped, sending sparks into the dark. 

The courier looked back at the mountain. The cliffs were silent, content in their long, quiet 

watching. The stars were cold pinpricks against the night. The conversation behind him faded, the 

men retreating into their own thoughts, their own memories. 

He layed back, staring into the night sky. He had known men who spoke of Akhetaten in whispers, 

others who spat at its memory, still others who shook their heads and refused to speak at all. But 

this man, here by the river, spoke with a certainty that unnerved him. He was not guessing. He was 

not retelling the rumors that filled the taverns along the river. He had been there. 

His story was not merely words, not simply sentences strung together like beads on a brittle thread. 

But rather something submerged, an artifact of meaning that lay scattered across the floors of 



memory, waiting patiently for skilled hands to piece it back together. To become once again the 

seamless fabric it once was. Truth not crafted but rediscovered, shimmering just beneath the thin 

surface, like fish glinting beneath clear water, elusive but unmistakably alive. 

He rolled onto his side, resting his head against his arm as the fire crackled, its light deepening the 

lines on his face. And the river sighed. Tomorrow, they would pull for Waset. The temple walls 

would rise before them, steady and solid, the gods unshaken in their places. But history still 

whispered. The river had carried much away, but not everything. Not yet.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



𓂝𓏏𓀀 

HIGH PRIEST OF AMUN 
(Nebwenenef) 

 

 

Season of Peret, Ipet-Sut, Year 5 of Seti I 

The boat cut through the river, its wooden hull whispering against the slow pull of the current. 

Lantern light flickered along the reeds, the reflections stretching and bending across the ripples. 

Beyond the water, the vast pylons of Ipet-Sut loomed against the deepening sky, their sandstone faces 

absorbing the last warmth of the sun, their hieroglyphs edged in fire before fading into shadow. The 

city drowsed, the day’s heat lingering in stone and sand, the air thick with the scent of date palms 

and distant myrrh. 

At the dock, the boat’s prow scraped against the worn timbers. The courier stepped ashore. The 

linen of his tunic clung to his shoulders, damp from the sweat of travel, from the weight of what he 

carried. He moved with the practiced economy of a man who knew his place in the machinery of the 

world, one cog in the slow, deliberate movement of time. His sandals made little sound on the 

limestone steps. At the gate, the courier paused. Two temple guards, their hands resting on the hilts 

of bronze-tipped swords, watched him with the stillness of men accustomed to waiting. Behind 

them, torchlight flickered along the towering reliefs. 

The oil lamp’s flame stirred as he entered the doorway, the wind from the river following him in, 

curling against the walls like an unseen presence. 

The house was dark, its columns stretching into blackness, their lotus-form capitals lost in the hush 

of shadow. A young priest led him through a corridor where the air smelled of old parchment, 

melted beeswax, and something bitter, myrrh, perhaps, or resin still cooling from an evening 

offering. 



Then, the whisper of footsteps. A figure emerged from the unlit hallway, the weight of years 

gathered in his shoulders, his robe shifting in the half-light. The courier knelt, forehead pressed to 

the stone, but his mind would not bow. He felt the dust gather against his skin, the weight of silence 

coiling in his ribs.  

He was well-practiced in stillness, in the art of being present but unobserved, a man who carried 

messages but never the weight of their meaning. 

Nebwenenef motioned for him to stand. His voice was rough, disused, as though the night had 

settled too long in his throat. “What news from Abdju?” 

The courier did not answer. He only reached for the pouch, slipping it from his head, placing it in 

the his hands. His fingers traced the wax seal, pressing its ridges as if they might tell him something 

before he even cut them. The young priest stepped forward, a small knife glinting in his palm. 

Nebwenenef severed the twine. The scroll uncoiled like a snake. The words unfurled beneath the 

dim glow of an alabaster lamp, black ink drinking in the light. 

And then, stillness. He rolled out the parchment and read silently, showing no emotion. 

The young priest shifted, eyes flickering between the two men. When he had finished reading, 

Nebwenenef turned to the priest. “See to the crew,” he said, waving a hand. “Prepare him a room.” 

He did not speak again until the room was empty. 

Then, he turned, motioning to the courier. 

“Come.” 

The courier followed him into an adjoining chamber. The walls were lined with ebony shelves, their 

edges traced with ivory, the air thick with the scent of dust and ink. Rolls of papyrus lay stacked in 

neat bundles, silent witnesses to a hundred years of decrees, offerings, secrets. 

The High Priest’s voice was low, deliberate. “So, the work has begun?” 

“Yes, my Lord.” 

The priest closed his eyes, exhaling through his nose. He was silent for a long moment. Then he 

turned back, his gaze sharp, sudden. 

“Listen, courier. Complete your business, and then I want you to remain here. I will have something 

for you in a few days.” 



“Yes, my Lord.” 

Nebwenenef watched him a moment longer, then turned back to the table. 

The courier bowed then left him there, alone with the message. 

And when the door shut behind him, he read the words again. 

 

"To Nebwenenef, High Priest of Amun, Scribe of the House of Life, greetings in this season of Peret. 

The chisels are at work in Abdju. The pharaohs’ names will be set in stone, their deeds cast into eternity, their 

memories unbroken as the river’s course. And yet, hear me. No mark will bear their name. No ink will whisper their 

passage. It will be as though they never ruled, never walked the halls of the living, never raised their voices in prayer. 

The pharaoh has consented to remember Horemheb, but the rest will be forgotten. 

Hear this, my friend. The breath of the living carries them forward. They will seep through cracks in the walls, lingers 

in whispers, rises again when least expected. 

You know what this means. More than any of us, you know. You alone may preserve it. Better that it be known, even 

if hidden. Guard it, seal it in a place where time cannot devour it, where a future generation may uncover what this one 

seeks to destroy. When the last witness walks westward, and should the lie, dressed in gold be spoken again, the chest 

must be opened. The truth will not be silenced forever. You alone can do this. Let it not be said that no one remained 

to remember. May the gods grant you peace in this, though I fear they will not." 

“Written by my hand, I, Mery, High Priest of Osiris, the season of Peret, in the year 5 of Menmaatre Seti, given life 

forever.” 

Nebwenenef exhaled slowly, the breath leaving his chest in a thin stream. The ink glistened in the 

lamplight, unwavering, final. He ran his thumb along the edge of the scroll, feeling the rough grain 

of the papyrus on his skin. The letter was no surprise. He had known it would come. And yet, the 

weight of it pressed down on him, as inevitable as the stars wheeling in their courses. 

He stared back at the words, at their careful precision, their certainty. To be stricken from the stone 

was to be erased from the rhythm of the world, from the rising and setting of the sun, from the 

breath of those who came after. The river would carry no stories of them. The tombs would hold no 



offerings. No son would speak their names at the threshold of the afterlife. They were to slip into 

the silence of sand and shadow, swallowed whole by time 

An alabaster lamp burned steady on an ebony table, its flame a small, unwavering thing. He held the 

scroll above the flame, his hand trembling as if the words clung to his skin. Mery’s plea—guard it, seal 

it—flared in his chest, a truth too heavy to burn.  

Then, the paper caught. A black tongue licked its way up, curling and consuming, turning the careful 

words into fire and breath. The words unspoke themselves. 

He watched as the flame climbed higher, eating through each line, reducing the weight of the 

message to rising smoke. It should have made him lighter, unburdened, but instead, he felt 

something press deeper into his chest, a knowing that could not be burned away. 

 

He let the last ember fall into the dish as the glow of the red thread faded to black. Then, he 

exhaled, slow, controlled. He turned, but the scent of charred reed and ink clung to him, refusing to 

leave. 

 

The air stirred as he neared the window, cool against his face, carrying the scent of the river, damp 

reeds, silt, and the faint trace of temple incense drifting on the wind. He stood there, silent, looking 

out. He pressed his palm against the window ledge, the worn limestone warm beneath his touch, as 

though it still held the heat of the vanished sun. His heart ached in his chest, a slow, dull weight.  

The rooftops of Waset lay quiet, their edges softened by the hush of evening, by the dim glow of 

distant fires flickering in unseen courtyards.  

A temple gong shuttered, its deep rolling tone signaling the night prayers beginning at Ipet-Sut.  

A faint rustle at the door, then the soft creak of wood. Nebwenenef did not turn. He knew the 

sound, the measured steps, the presence hovering just inside the room. Nekhu moved without a 

word, as was his duty. He crossed the floor in silence, kneeling to open the chest, his hands careful, 

practiced. He lifted the robe, shaking out its folds, the linen whispering as it settled. 

Nebwenenef stood still as Nekhu draped it over his shoulders, smoothing the fabric with long, 

deliberate strokes. The scent of temple incense rose from its fibers, frankincense, cedar, the lingering 



trace of sanctified oil. He cinched the belt at his waist, adjusting the fall of the cloth, then stepped 

back, his head bowed, waiting. 

Nebwenenef exhaled, slow and steady, then turned. The priest straightened at the movement, eyes 

lowered, hands folded at his sides. A quiet understanding passed between them, nothing spoken, 

nothing needed. 

The door stood open now, the night beyond cool and waiting. Nebwenenef nodded, and they 

disappeared into the dark. 

The next evening the faint echo of temple hymns drifted from the great pylons, blending with the 

whisper of wind stirring the palm groves. Nebwenenef’s house stood in the hush between sunset 

and memory, where the last gold light brushed the stones along the river. He sat cross-legged on a 

reed mat, the dim glow of an oil lamp flickering against the polished curve of a half-written scroll. 

His hand moved, the reed scratching the smooth surface of the papyrus. 

“To Mery High Priest of Osiris, my brother, my friend, Overseer of the Divine Mysteries, Guardian of the Sacred 

Writings, in the holy city of Abdju; If you are reading this, your messenger has arrived, and you hold my answer. It 

shall be done as you asked of me. A shem priest will be anointed as a Keeper of Silence. He will know only of the 

place. He will know nothing of the gathered stories of those who dared to speak, whose memories carry the echoes of 

that time forsaken. Nothing, of the letters, hymns, prayers, treatises, his words. All from his hand, drawn from his 

library at Akhetaten. How they came to me is of no concern. The path was crooked, as all true paths are. Dust passed 

from one palm to the next until it found mine. He and I alone will know of the place. And care will be taken to 

ensure that those who come after are those who will hold silence.” 

“Written by my hand, I, Nebwenenef High Priest of Amun and Scribe of the Great House of Life, the season of 

Peret, in the year 5 of Menmaatre Seti, given life forever.” 

Outside, the distant murmur of the Great River ebbed and swelled, lapping against the banks as it 

had for a thousand lifetimes. How many times had it swallowed the past? How many names had it 

carried into silence? 



He exhaled slowly, watching the ink dry. A temple gong shuttered, its deep rolling tone signaling the 

night prayers beginning at Ipet-Sut. He should have been there, bowing with the others, lifting his 

voice in praise of Amun. And yet, here he sat, writing words that would not be spoken. 

The past was not a thing to be unmade. He had learned this in whispers, in the careful glances of 

those who had served the temples of Akhetaten, their faith gutted, their voices stilled. They had no 

monuments. They had no offerings. But they had their stories, and Nebwenenef had listened. 

He stared for a long moment at the chest, then pressed his palm against the scroll, feeling the thin 

fibers beneath his hand. 

Nebwenenef sat back, stretching his fingers, feeling the ache settle in his joints. The ink had dried, 

dark and final, sinking into the papyrus in thin, glistening strokes, the last mark pressed like a seal 

against the slow, patient erasure of time. He scanned the scroll in the unsteady lamplight, the 

flickering glow making the words tremble as if they were alive, as if the gods were speaking beneath 

the weight of his brush. He read each line, following the curves of each sign, hunting for the 

betraying stroke, a letter too heavy, a faltering line too faint, a whisper of error that might splinter 

meaning. 

Satisfied, he reached slowly for the polishing stone and ran it lightly over the surface, pressing the 

words deeper into the fibers, setting them firm, as footprints harden in wet clay before the sun dries 

them to dust. The ink held. Of course, it held. He had written a thousand scrolls, swallowed into 

temple archives, tied in reed bundles, tucked into chests, waiting for a time that might never come. 

He had seen papyrus yellow and curl at the edges, the ink fading, flaking, dissolving back into the 

breath of the world. But for now, for this moment, the words stood. 

Carefully, he took up a linen cloth, brushing away flecks of soot. Then, with slow, deliberate hands, 

he rolled the papyrus from its base, curling it tightly as the hand closes over a fading dream. When 

the last edge met the roll, he tied it with a strip of linen, fastening it just below the impression of his 

ring, a seal of his hand, his name, his place in time. The ink had dried, and for now, it remained.  

Before him, the chest stood open, its wooden ribs darkened by oil and time. Inside, the other scrolls 

lay in quiet repose, packed close; their edges frayed where he had once unrolled them, reading and 

rereading the lines that tethered him to a lost world. He placed the final scroll atop the rest. Then, 



with the same deliberate hands, he shut the lid. The wood gave a low creak, the sound of something 

settling, of memory yielding to the dark. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



𓏏𓂋𓂋 𓈖𓎛𓎼𓂝 

THE STONE THAT WAITS 
(Teri ne Hega) 

 

The Season of Khoiak, Ipet-Sut, Year 5 of Seti I 

The chapel stood apart from the temple of Mut, beyond the last line of shaped stone, where 

tamarisk trees leaned over the broken walls and the edge of Isheru lapped in slow circles. It was no 

longer marked on plans. The priests had stopped speaking of it generations ago. But it was not 

forgotten. 

The building leaned like a shoulder into time. Its door, carved from tamarisk and warped with 

seasons, opened not to petitioners but to those who had been summoned—not by voice, but by 

breath. The breath of Mut, the great mother, whose presence never thundered, only gathered. She 

had withdrawn from the upper courts long ago. But here, in this ruined fold, she remained. Hidden. 

Remembering. 

Inside, the light did not move. It settled in narrow shafts along the ground, where dust hung thick 

like incense too stubborn to forget. The air bore the weight of breath long held. The walls, close and 

plain, were neither adorned nor bare—they simply remembered. They knew what had been done 

here. 

Nebwenenef moved slowly through the hush, his linen brushing the earth in low circles. He did not 

carry a torch. This space had seen the god. It had been touched by her presence. Flame would have 

been a distraction. 

Behind him came Nekhu. Trusted. Drawn. His breathing was quiet, deliberate. His hands were 

open. He had not spoken since before dawn. The silence suited him. 



The chapel held absence. But not emptiness. The kind of absence where something had been so 

fully present that it left shape behind. It was not hollow—it was occupied by memory. 

Nekhu approached the altar: low, square, and worn. It bore no name, only a shallow depression at 

its center, where water and salt had been poured, again and again, by hands now long in the earth. 

He laid his palm upon it. The stone was cool, but not cold. It welcomed the touch like something 

that had waited for it. 

“You will not open the chest unless the line is broken. You will not speak of what is within unless it 

is sought.” 

Nekhu nodded. His eyes did not blink. He had been taught to listen with his whole body. 

“There is no greater burden,” Nebwenenef said. “Not because it is heavy—but because the goddess 

herself has trusted it to flesh.” 

Nekhu stood still. He had been born during the high flood, when the waters of Isheru rose and 

kissed the outer causeways. His mother, full with laughter and fruit, had brought pomegranates to 

the edge of the sacred lake and laid them there, wrapped in linen. The priestess had not spoken. 

Only nodded. And the offering had been taken. 

Now he stood again at the water’s edge, not of river, but of memory. He had not been chosen. He 

had been found. 

Nebwenenef reached beneath his robe and drew forth the wrapped object: the scroll and the amulet. 

He turned. “Do you know what this place is?” 

Nekhu shook his head. 

Nebwenenef smiled faintly. “Good. The right answer to the right question.” 

“You are not chosen,” he said. “You are taken.” 

“Now kneel.” 



He stepped back and recited—not as command, but as confirmation: 

"You are Shemsu, follower in the shadow. 

You are Keeper of Secrets. 

You hold what cannot be held. 

Guard what is not yours. 

Speak only in the place where words do not echo." 

He anointed without chant: three drops of water to the brow, three to the hands, three to the 

mouth. A trace of natron at each foot. The air thickened as if something immense had turned its 

gaze inward. 

The chapel leaned close. 

The stone received his knees like a waiting hand. He bowed, touching his forehead to the ground. 

Together, they lifted the floorstone. The groove had nearly vanished, save for a single bead of lapis 

pressed into the seam—blue as an eye that never closes. 

At first, the stone refused. Then, with a breath, it gave. 

Beneath, the recess yawned. Not a grave, but a cradle. Shallow, wide, sufficient. There, resting as if 

born from the earth itself, was the chest. 

It was built of cedar and ebony. The cedar still whispered of northern winds and mountain soil. The 

ebony drank what little light the chapel allowed. It bore no hieroglyph, no cartouche. Only the 

record of touch: fingers, time, silence. 

Nebwenenef’s gaze lingered—not on the chest, but on the young man beside it. 

Then they lowered the stone again. Not with urgency. Not with reverence. But with the simplicity of 

finality. The floor sealed, its face unreadable. Only the lapis bead remained, glinting faintly as if 

catching the reflection of stars remembered, not seen. 

No seal. No offering plate. The presence was the record. And memory would be kept in flesh. 



The High Priest handed him the scroll. “Read it once. Then burn it. Forget the words. But 

remember the weight.” 

He placed it in Nekhu’s hands as though returning something sacred that had only ever passed 

through him. 

“This is not a gift,” he said. “This is a silence you must carry.” 

Nekhu’s fingers closed around the linen, not in fear. In devotion. 

He extinguished the flame. The room filled with darkness that was not absence, but presence 

withdrawn. The goddess had been there. She had watched. And now, she had stepped back into 

herself. 

That night, in the priest’s quarters, Nekhu unbound the thread. He read. Once. The scroll filled him 

like something he already knew—but had never dared put into words. 

Then he burned it. 

The words did not chant. They did not bow. 

They stood—solitary, lit from within— 

As though written by the hand of one 

Who remembered the goddess before the world began. 

 

 

 

 

 



𓌳𓂧𓅱	𓄤	𓅨𓊃𓇋𓂋	𓂧𓇋	𓈖𓋹	𓋴𓍛𓇋 

A BEAUTIFUL SPEECH TO OSIRIS,  

WHO GIVES RULE TO SETI 
(Medu Nefer en Wesir, Dja ef Seti Heka) 

 
O Wesir, Justified One, Lord of Eternity, hear our praise! 

You who have passed through the shadows and risen anew, 

You who were cast down and yet stand unshaken, 

You whose throne is firm, whose crown endures— To you, we give thanks! 

O Osiris, Lord of the West, your justice fills the land! 

In the days of turmoil, when Ma’at wavered, 

When falsehood spoke and the earth trembled, 

When names were unspoken, and light turned harsh, 

You did not forget your children. You did not forsake the Two Lands. 

You have raised up Seti, Pharaoh in truth, son of your hand, 

A shepherd of your people, a warrior in your name, 

Strong as the djed pillar, firm as the river’s flood. 

By your decree, he has restored what was lost, 

He has cast down disorder, and Ma’at stands once more. 

O Osiris, the temples shine with your presence! The offering tables are filled, the incense rises, 

Your name is spoken at dawn, your hymns are sung at dusk. 

The river flows in its season, the fields are heavy with grain, 

The cattle are many, the storehouses are full. 

Praise to you, Osiris, who rules beyond the horizon! 

Your judgment is true, your blessing eternal. 

As you live in the West, so Seti reigns in the East, 

As you stand in stillness, so he walks in strength, Bound together, upholding Ma’at Forever! 

 



𓄿	𓃀	𓆓	𓅱	𓈉 

ABYDOS 

(ABDJU) 

 

Abdju, Season of Peret, Year 5 of Seti I 

At Waset, the Opet Festival, "Peret Amun m Ipet”, had passed. Amun’s secret journey between the 

temples was complete, his renewal sealed. The god rose from the temple’s shadowed heart, borne 

aloft on the river of his people, his golden barque swaying like breath upon the Nile. Amun, the 

hidden one, went forth, not merely in motion, but in purpose, to meet his faithful son, to enfold Seti 

Menmaatre in the weight of divinity. Through the gates of Ipet-sut, where time bends and walls 

murmur sacred stories, the festival pulsed with the rhythm of a world reborn. The god did not wait 

to be summoned; he strode into the world to embrace his chosen, to bind heaven and earth in the 

joy of renewal. 

Now, in the season of Peret, the river moved, drawing time along with it, pulling everything toward 

Abdju, toward Set-Netjer-Aa, the Great Divine Place, where Osiris sat in shadowed silence, and 

where the god did not walk but waited. Seti had come to dedicate. This was not a temple made for 

men to admire. It was a place meant to be endured. Measured. Touched only by those who knew 

how to kneel. And he would be renewed with prayers. Prayers of seed and flood spoken early in his 

reign. 

As the last sliver of sun bled into the horizon, the dusk ritual began. This is the underworld made 

visible, Osiris' domain set into stone, the language of stillness. Abdju was older than memory, older 

than longing. The air was thick, humming with a silence that is not empty but full of the drip of 

unseen water, the murmurs of something vast and forgotten, pressing against the edges of the mind. 

This is not stillness. This is waiting. Water moves there, not rushing, not still, but something in 

between, a slow, breathing thing. The channels cut through the rock, dark and glassy, curling around 

colossal blocks that rise like forgotten pillars in a flooded underworld.  



It crouches in the earth like a thought too heavy to lift. The Osireion—half-buried, half-drowned—

still incomplete, waits in its trench of shadow. The stones rise, hulking and blunt, megaliths flung 

down like the bones of some god who refused to die. Each block hums with its own silence, dense 

with the weight of having been placed, not by men, but by will. 

Dark water gathers between them, still and thick, as if remembering. It seeps through the cracks like 

memory, pooling at the base of pillars that do not lean. This is not a place for movement. This is 

where movement ends. 

And in the center, on the small island no wider than a breath, Osiris sits, not in flesh, not in stone, 

but in presence. The cenotaph holds no body because the body is everywhere. The god is absence 

shaped into form. The island is a hinge, a fulcrum where the world was once opened, where it was 

once closed. 

You cannot stand here and remain light. 

The procession moved down the sloping steps into the long corridor, shadows stretching and 

breaking against the flickering torchlight. The scent of kyphi hung in the air, sharp and sweet. They 

moved in a line, barefoot and bare-headed, a slow procession of robes and shadow. The air was 

thick, the weight of stone pressing against their backs as they descended. The steps slope downward, 

its incline subtle but relentless, pulling at their heels like the draw of the river’s undercurrent, like the 

hush before drowning. 

Their feet glide over the fresh stone, its surface gleaming not from age but from the care of 

craftsmen and the first solemn steps of worship. The path, unmarked but ancient, now bears the 

weight of bodies yielding to the gods.	Each step sinks them deeper into the hush, into the belly of 

the world, where light thins and the scent of damp stone rises like breath from a sleeping mouth. 

The walls of the corridor press close, cold and sweating, holding the gravity of time itself, the gravity 

of the Duat. 

The priests move without sound, eyes ahead, mouths empty. And among them, near the rear of the 

procession, walked Paheri, now bent with years, but unyielding in step. His hands, once deft with 

chalk and reed, hung at his sides, fingers curled slightly as though still cradling the memory of a 

stylus. The hem of his cloak brushed the stone like a whisper of old instruction, and though no title 



was spoken, the younger priests deferred to him in silence. He did not glance aside as they passed 

into the Duat. He had drawn its contours once, ink on limestone—now he walked them with his 

bones. The priestesses follow, silent as breath, their feet whispering across the stone. One lifts her 

hand and lets it hover, then fall, palm open to the wall, reading the stone as if it were scripture, as if 

it might bleed. The wall, cool and waiting, holds its silence like a lung. 

They move into, not toward, not through, but into, something vast and old, into the waiting 

embrace of the underworld, into the throat of Osiris himself. 

The silence is here, thick and patient, the breath of it curling along their ankles, coiling around their 

waists like the unseen arms of the dead. Their robes drag, and their bodies lean against the pull of 

the living world above, against the call of the sunlit sands. They are slipping down, not falling, but 

submitting. The way down is always smooth, always inevitable. 

And then the passage opens, the black water waits. The heartbeat of the temple, the stillness before 

the flood. The priests do not break stride. They walk forward, past the threshold, past the last breath 

of the world above. The Duat does not welcome, does not reject. It only is. And they, one by one, 

surrender. 

Seti, too, descended downward into a past that would outlast him. His steps slow and deliberate, the 

hem of his linen kilt brushing against his ankles, bare feet tracing the path of ancestors. The temple 

breathed in hues of earth and dusk: walls the color of ochre dust and fading saffron, stone pillars 

soaked in shadow so dense they seemed to drink the light.  

Before him, in the half-dark, Osiris sat, unmoving but not still. The stone of his skin, deep green, 

river-born, caught the flickering torchlight and drank it down, the color of reeds rising from the 

banks of Iteru, the color of the first shoots after floodwaters receded. His broad chest, wrapped 

tight in the smooth bands of eternity, gleamed with the deep blue of lapis inlays, the color of the sky 

just before the stars emerge, the place where the dead ascend. The crook and flail lay crossed against 

him, newborn in gold and lapiz. They shine with purpose, their surfaces are unscarred, reflecting 

torchlight-like eyes just opened. 

His face, still, watchful, was lined with kohl-dark eyes, inlaid obsidian catching firelight, swallowing it 

whole. A faint sheen of gold ringed his lids, as if dawn were just now breaking along the edges of his 



vision. The high, straight ridge of his nose, the full, curved mouth, each was deliberate, the fresh 

weight of their making still clinging to them, as if the sculptor had only just stepped away. 

The crown, tall and white, rose above him, its twin plumes edged with gold so fine it glowed when 

the flame moved. The braided beard, curved forward, caught the shadows in its carved ridges, its tip 

wrapped in gleaming metal. Around his neck, a broad collar spread like wings across his chest, rows 

of turquoise, deep carnelian, the endless shimmer of hammered gold, each piece fitted as if it had 

never belonged anywhere else. 

Beneath him, the throne was traced with the hieroglyphs of a world unbroken, the carved shapes 

deep with shadow. On its base, lotus and papyrus intertwined, roots locked in the silt of the river 

that had carried him, the river that would carry him again. 

The air pressed close. The silence was thick, alive. In the dim glow, the statue did not move, and yet 

it is watching. Osiris has always been watching. And then, Seti met the god’s gaze, and the world did 

not end, but it wavered, it thinned, it folded in on itself like the river bending at dusk, the water 

swallowing the sky whole; the eyes of Osiris, black as the mouth of the underworld, drank him 

down, and for a breath, a single, terrible breath, he was not pharaoh, not flesh, not man at all, but 

something waiting, something unmade, something seen. In that moment, Seti was absence and 

presence, form and void, death and eternal life. 

The Wer per Netjer, the High Priest, his shaven head gleaming in the torchlight, the scent of myrrh 

and lotus clinging to his linen robe, lifted the Uas-scepter, its forked base tapping a slow pulse 

against stone, a heartbeat in the dark. The sound led the drums, deep and resonant, their rhythm 

swelling like the river’s flood, the sistrums rising in reply, their gleaming bronze tongues shaking 

light into shadow.  

Priestesses of Isis and Nepthys	skirted the black pool, searching, their bare feet pressed against the 

smooth stone, their linen robes light as river mist. They moved in unison, arms raised, wrists 

adorned with gold, the delicate curve of their hands tracing silent prayers in the damp air. Each had 

been chosen not for lineage or wealth, but for piety, their voices steeped in the silence of long-held 

devotion. 



The priestesses swayed, sistrums ringing, their beauty luminous, untouched by time. Their faces 

serene, eyes dark with kohl, lips barely parted as they whispered invocations beneath their breath. 

Some wore veils so fine the torchlight traced their cheekbones, the suggestion of a smile flickering 

like a hidden flame. Others let their long, oiled braids fall over their shoulders, the scent of lotus and 

cinnamon rising from their skin. 

They shook the sistrums in perfect time, the movement measured, deliberate, each bronze tongue 

clashing in rhythm, a summoning, a sound that called to the unseen, that urged Osiris to rise, to 

listen, to return. The rhythm wove into the chant of the priests, into the steady pulse of the drums, 

into the slow, commanding, tap of the Uas-scepter against the stone. The air grew thick with 

incense, with devotion, with waiting. 

Opposite them, the Hem-netjer priests stood on the far side of the water,	their robes heavy with age, 

light as air. Each held a small alabaster vessel, smooth and cool, cradled in the hollow of their palms.	
The pool between them reflected back their tall, solemn forms, though not perfectly. Light rippled 

and broke, distorting them into something almost mythical. 

The High Priest nodded, and as one they unsealed the sacred vessels, the scent of myrrh, 

frankincense, cinnamon, and aromatic woods unfurled like a slow, invisible fire. They lifted their 

hands, rubbing the sacred oil into their skin, tracing the shape of the djed pillar upon their chests, the 

sign of the god’s spine, his strength, his return. A priestess scattered flakes of gold into the water, 

the metal sinking like lost stars. 

The High Priest bore it all. His eyes moving. His breath was steady, but inside, the task pressed 

against his ribs, heavy as stone. They could not falter. Each motion was a law unto itself, each word 

a thread binding earth to the unseen.  

And yet, there was another fear, one he never spoke aloud, one that still curled at the edges of his 

thoughts like smoke that refused to dissipate. What is forgotten should not always die. The Aten-

time, that time, was spoken of in whispers now, if at all, as though the horror of it could be buried 

beneath silence. But he knew better. That time was gone, erased, condemned. But Some memories 

warn and must be kept close. 



If naming ceased and the balance did not hold, what then? Would an unremembered foe undo the 

past? Would the faceless sun rise again, burning away the old gods? He pushed the thought aside. 

“No. Ma’at endures.” 

The leopard skin draped over his shoulder shifted as he raised the censer. The incense uncoiled, 

thick and slow, curling between him and the waiting face of Osiris. The smoke lingered, twisted, 

watching. Gold rings caught the torchlight as his fingers traced the sacred oil onto the altar, his 

touch practiced, certain, the weight of a lifetime’s devotion in the press of his palm. He struck the 

staff against the stone. Once. Twice. Three times. 

The water trembled. The flames bent. The unseen stirred. 

The High Priest raised his arms. 

"Wesir, Heqa Imentet, Ukheru Heh! Mesu em Mu, Per em Ma’at! Bes ek per nebet, per renu." 

"Osiris, Unwearying One, Lord of the West, who was broken and yet endured, enter now this place made holy by 

your name." 

The Sem priests answered in murmured chant: 

"Ita Hep, wesir seh." 

"As the river returned, so you returned." 

"Ita Hep, wesir seh." 

"As the river returned, so you returned.” 

"Ita Hep, wesir seh." 

"As the river returned, so you returned.” 

The high priest raised a slender blade of blackened iron, its edge glinting in the dim light. With 

deliberate care, he dipped its tip into a vessel of thick cedar oil, the liquid dark as river silt. Another 

priest, his shaven head gleaming, lifted a small alabaster jar, his fingers tracing the shape of the djed 

upon the blade before pouring a thin, steady stream into the hollow of his palm. The oil caught the 

light, viscous and golden, slipping over his skin as he pressed his hand first to his own brow, then to 

Seti’s, then to the High Priest beside him. 



And then, silence. The waiting. The moment between gesture and divinity. 

Seti did not move. The torchlight painted shadows across his face, but they were not his own. They 

were the lines of Osiris, the ridges of the god’s sculpted features cast upon the living. He did not yet 

belong to them, and yet he felt them pressing upon him, shaping him into something beyond 

himself. Something eternal. 

The high priest knelt before the god. The hush of linen settling, the sound of unseen water 

somewhere in the dark, the air drawn tight as a bowstring. His lips formed the sacred syllables, each 

word heavier than breath, an iron weight upon the air. The oil shimmered in the torchlight as he 

lifted his hands, pressing his fingers to Osiris’ lips, unmoving, but not still. Waiting. His fingertips, 

dark with resin and scented wood, smoothed over the sculpted brows, pressing the anointing deep 

into the cool weight of eternity. He spoke again. 

"Wepen ra, Neb Herkhenty. Senef mesu, Maa-Kheru. Djes her Wesir anew." 

"Open, O Lord of Silence. Take breath, O Justified One. Let the mouth of Osiris speak again." 

The priest lifted the blade, not as a weapon, but as an instrument of opening, of return. He hesitated 

for the span of a single breath. The blade hovered, its blackened edge mere inches from stone lips 

sealed by centuries of silence, then ran its edge gently along the god’s sealed lips. The iron kissed the 

stone and something in the air tightened. The torches flickered, bending inward, drawn toward the 

god’s still face.  

The gathered host bowed, entoning the response. 

"Wesir nefer. Wesir wenen. Wesir djed." 

“Osiris is beautiful. Osiris awakens. Osiris is established.” 

 

"Rekh-f nen shesep. Medu-f nen sekher. Wesir, Wenen!" 

"His voice is not lost. His speech is not ended. Osiris, Awaken." 

The room did not move, yet everything shifted. The silence deepened, filled, swelled, not empty, but 

expectant. The god did not stir. And yet, they knew. He had heard. 



The river had turned. The breath had returned. The god had spoken. 

The High Priest handed the blade to an attending priest and knelt again before the great god, arms 

raised, palms turned outward in reverence. Before him, laid in ordered rows upon a low alabaster 

table, were the offerings of the Two Lands, bounty drawn from field, river, and desert, gathered 

beneath the name of Seti. 

"Htp-di-nswt Wesir, Heqa Imentet," he intoned. 

"An offering the pharaoh gives to Osiris, Lord of the West." 

With slow, deliberate gestures, the priests moved, a choreography as old as the temple itself. Loaves 

of fine white bread were placed first, their surfaces smooth as the still water of the sacred lake. Jars 

of darkened beer and thick date wine followed, their scent mingling with the oil and incense that 

wreathed the chamber in an unseen shroud. A calf’s thigh, freshly cut, rested upon a platter of 

hammered bronze, the sheen of its flesh deep as carnelian in the torchlight. 

A priestess of Isis, veiled in linen so fine it caught the glow of the flame, bent low and lifted a bowl 

of milk, offering it to the silent god, her hands trembling as she spoke: 

"Nedjem enek, Wesir. Su heben rek." 

"Take your sweetness, Osiris. Drink your joy." 

Golden vessels of honey were lifted next, each drop an invocation of eternity, the nourishment of 

Ra himself, offered now to the one who had gone beyond the horizon. Figs, lotus seeds, and 

pomegranates lay in their appointed places, bright jewels set upon the dark altar. The scent 

of burning frankincense and juniper resin thickened, curling upward in slow, deliberate scented 

spirals, leading to the unseen. 

Seti himself approached now. The High Priest stepped aside. 

The king’s movements were measured, his expression unreadable. In his hands, he bore a golden 

censer, polished to mirror the face of the god before him. He bent slightly, pressing the censer to 

the altar, where the offering lay. The embers inside flared, sending up a fresh column of smoke. 

The flames licked the air, then subsided, obedient to the weight of the rite. 



Seti’s voice, quiet but unshaken, filled the chamber. 

"Di-ef Wesir peret-kheru. Nedjem enek her-ta, Wesir nefer." 

"Osiris is given the voice-offerings. Take your sustenance upon the earth, O Beautiful Osiris." 

The priests echoed his words, their voices rising and falling like wind across water, measured, 

ancient, belonging to no one and everyone at once. 

"Wesir wenen. Wesir seh. Wesir ankhu djet." 

"Osiris awakens. Osiris returns. Osiris lives forever. 

Seti lifted the golden censer, its polished rod catching the dim temple light, gleaming like the gold of 

the sun itself. The shallow cupped hand at its end cradled smoldering embers, their glow pulsing as 

he moved. Wisps of incense curled upward, thick and slow, unfurling in twisting ribbons that 

wrapped around his wrists and coiled through the red streamers trailing from his crown. They 

writhed like flame caught in an unseen wind, like the breath of a god exhaled into the dark. 

He circled the towering statue of Osiris, the censer tilting with each measured step, sending fresh 

tendrils of smoke cascading over the god’s carved form. The scent, earthy, bitter, sweet, clung to the 

air, a haze of offering thick enough to settle in the hollows of the stone eyes, to weave itself into the 

folds of eternity. 

The voices repeated the refrain. 

“Ita Hep, wesir seh,” the priests chanted, voices swelling like floodwaters.  

“As the river returned, so Osiris rises, unshaken.” 

The slow and sonorous chant rippled through the cavernous temple, echoing off the stone pillars 

and disappearing into the shadows above. Deep, measured, the sound swelled and faded, as if the 

temple itself were breathing. The words, ancient, unchanging, slid through the air like the incense 

winding around the massive form of Osiris, pooling in the god’s still lap, wreathing his unmoving 

lips in whispers of prayer. 



Seti moved in a slow orbit, his footsteps muffled by woven reeds, his body swaying in rhythm with 

the melody. The censer, its long golden rod an extension of his arm, tilted gently, offering fresh 

tendrils of fragrant smoke that bled into the lamplight, turning the air thick with resin and memory. 

The embers in the cup glowed brighter, flaring in his eyes as the rising heat carried their scent 

outward, weaving itself into the chant, into the breath of the gathered priests. 

He did not rush. The gods did not rush. His face was set, carved in the way stone anticipated 

stillness. The incense curled, a bridge between seen and unseen, between the heat of his skin and the 

still gaze of Osiris before him. It was an offering, but also a plea, but also a certainty. The smoke 

thickened, billowed, rose, and disappeared. It was a thing alive and then not. 

The Uas scepter sounded against the stone floor. The impact shuddered outward, a dense, single 

pulse deep and final. A priestess of Nephtys stepped forward and knelt at the edge of the black pool, 

her linen robe ghosting like wings over the stone. She cupped her hands into the water, cool and 

weighty, the flood that once bore the god’s body, the water that would bear it again. The surface 

shuddered at her touch, rippling outward, disappearing into the dark. 

She rose without speaking, water slipping from her fingers, falling in slow, silver threads. Step by 

step, trembling, she moved toward the altar, toward the waiting men. The torches flickered as she 

lifted her hands, the dampness still clinging, still alive. She pressed her palm to the brow of Seti, to 

the brow of the High Priest, her touch cool against skin hot with incense and the weight of the rite. 

The water traced a path down their faces, a blessing, a baptism, a binding. 

The Kheri-Heb, the	lector priest, entoned; 

"Ita Hep. Ita akhet. Mesu Wesir!" 

"This was the flood. This was the river. This was the blood of Osiris." 

"Sekher wesir imy Duat. Pesed wesir meru akhet!" 

"You were cast into the deep. You were gathered again. You reigned forever." 

Seti exhaled, steady, though his pulse betrayed him. The hands withdrew, cool against his heated 

skin, and for the briefest moment, his gaze caught hers. Awe flickered in her dark eyes before she 

looked away. He had seen that look before. He had worn it himself, once, long ago, when he first 



felt the weight of the gods pressing upon him, when he first learned that worship was not only an 

offering but a reckoning. And now, as he stood beneath Osiris' unblinking gaze, he wondered: Did 

the gods feel the burden of djet, the weight of time that does not die? 

Seti turned toward the image of Osiris and raised a cup of oil. Not high. Not in triumph. But low, in 
reverence. 

“Sedjem pen, Khenty Imentyiu. Me hetep, ne per akhat em akhet.” 

“Receive this, O Foremost of the Westerners. Not as a gift, but as a returning of the heart into the light.” 

He anointed the god’s brow. The gesture did not awaken stone. It awakened time. 

In that act, the kingship passed—not in loss, but in truth. 

Osiris, dismembered and mourned, now stood whole and crowned, not because he claimed it, but 
because Seti bowed. And in that bowing, the world aligned. 

Hekā em ḏeréf iwī nem kheze, Ḥem aḥ nesu en kheper nī em djet. 
“Rule where I am not strong, Hold the crown that one day will become mine in eternity.” 

Then he stepped back. The water beneath the Osireion stirred, and a reed bent without wind 
somewhere beyond the pillars. 

The priestesses bowed low, arms sweeping the stone, their wails beginning in a slow, keening note, 

rising like wind through the temple. They mourned the god, the broken body, the silence of the 

tomb. They called for Aset, for Nebt-het, for the hands that had gathered the pieces, for the voice that 

had called him back from the void. 

"N tem sekheru m met, sekheru m ankh." 

“You have not departed dead, you have departed alive.” 

"Djesu wesir! Ua-a wesir! Nen em set Ma’at, wesir!" 

"Awake, Osiris! Stand, Osiris! Walk, Unwearying One!" 

The High Priest lifted the scepter, striking it against the stone three times. The echoes reverberated. 

The chant built. 



"Mesu Wesir. Heka Wesir. Neh Wesir!" 

"He rose. He reigned. He endured." 

A Sem priest stepped forward, eyes wide, shoulders bare but for the drape of a leopard’s skin. At the 

far end of the chamber, near the altar, a broad, shallow basin held a bed of black sand, smooth as 

untouched silk. The priest knelt before it, the silence pressing around him like a living thing. The 

sand lay waiting, dark and expectant, a surface prepared for what lay beyond words. 

He curled his fingers around the reed stylus, its tip sharp as the beak of the ibis. The torchlight 

trembled. The priest’s breath was slow, measured. The reed stylus hovered over the black sand, its 

tip poised between this world and the next. The grains gleamed in the fading light. He began. 

Wenen Wesir! Neb Imentet, Djed m Djetet. 

"Rise, Osiris, Lord of the Westerners, stable for Eternity." 

Behind him, the altar loomed, its edges traced in flickering gold where the firelight caught. The 

reflection of flame wavered in the eyes of Osiris. 

The sand shifted beneath his hand. 

“Per meskhenet, wenen djed, ma'a-kheru!” 

"Come forth from darkness, rise as the Djed, O Justified One." 

"Wesir, ita rekhtu akhet. Wesir, hem su neb. Wesir, pet sekher duat. Medu sekhert wesir, mesu." 

"Osiris, who walked among the reeds, who stood upon the waters, who opened the West, hear us." 

The sistrums rattled to a crescendo. Three more times, the scepter hammered the floor, summoning. 

Silence fell like the stones that sealed the Ahket Khufu. 

After an eternal silence, deep as the Duat, a drum sounded. As one, they moved. A single motion, 

woven together as if the body of Kemet itself had folded to the ground. Linen whispered, a tide of 

white sweeping downward, knees pressing into stone, palms settling lightly on thighs. A rustle, a 

hush, the last quiet rearrangement of limbs before stillness took them.  

The High Priest raised his palms slowly upward. 



"Wesir nsw, sedjau! Djes her, sesep qas m khet-tek!" 

“Osiris the King, arise! Stand up, shake the dust from your flesh!” 

The torches shuddered, the flames drawn upward. The world took a breath. Then, deep within the 

black pool, the water rippled, dark and endless, a ripple breaking the stillness.  

They knelt, lips to stone, knowing. The god had passed this way. Osiris sank into the darkness, 

following the sun into the underworld, where even pharaohs must go, where even stone must 

crumble. 

The air shifted, weightier now, thick with breath held but not released. Not silence, but the shape of 

silence, the fullness of a world stilled in reverence. The torches flickered, their glow stretching long 

across the bowed heads, shadows bending, shifting, then holding. 

They did not move. They would not move. The gods were listening. 

In the flickering light, Seti alone stood, motionless. The Khepresh, the blue crown, rested on his head, 

a sign that he was the power, the ruler, the warrior, the driving force upholding Maat. It shone like 

the blue of the river at dusk, the torch light catching its smooth surface.  

 

The broad collar draped across his chest like the arc of the sky; deep lapiz lazuli, fierce carnelian, 

gold running in rivers between the stones. And between the crown and the collar, between the sky 

and the earth, Seti stood. The living embodiment of Wesir, Osiris. The fixed point, the stillness in the 

center of it all, the fulcrum that balanced the horizons. 

 

The High Priest, rising, turned from the altar, the crook and flail resting in his outstretched hands, 

the gold and lapiz dull in the low torchlight. He did not speak. There was no need. 

Seti reached for them, the weight of them familiar, heavier than memory. The crook, curved, 

guiding, the staff of the shepherd. The flail, braided, firm, the lash that warns and protects. He drew 

them to his chest, crossing them over his heart.	The man had passed. What remained was Pharaoh. 

It was not merely a ritual. 

Across the land, Maat stirred. 



Not the goddess in form—winged, delicate, crowned with her feather—but the weight and breath of 

her: the balance in grain and justice, the hush before verdict, the line between flood and famine. She 

moved not as a figure, but as alignment, as rightness breathed back into the bones of the world. 

When the crook and flail crossed Seti’s chest—wordless, exact—it was as though the fields 

themselves exhaled. The canals did not shift. The cattle did not raise their heads. But something 

older than time, older than rule, turned its face toward Abdju and said: yes. 

The gods did not thunder. The temples did not erupt in hymn. Instead, in the stillness, the geometry 

of things drew taut again: the plumb line restored, the axis reset. A leaf, falling in Per-Bast, veered 

slightly to the left. A child in Khemenu stood upright without knowing why. A hawk flew straighter. 

Maat, uncarved and unbound, passed like a current beneath the skin of Kemet. She asked no 

applause, required no witness. But the land knew. The river knew. Even the silence in the tombs 

knew. 

For the crook was not just a tool. It was the shepherd's question: Are you where you should be? 

And the flail was not just a weapon. It was the boundary’s whisper: Enough. 

Now they rested over a living heart. And the Two Lands, without trumpet or decree, consented. 

Seti had not claimed the role. 

It had claimed him 

Seti let his gaze sweep over the gathered ones, priests and temple singers, men and women of Kemet 

who had come to witness what their ancestors had known, what their children would know again.	
They were beautiful in the flickered torchlight. Their faces were solemn, eyes wide. Some were 

crying softly, their tears glistening in the shifting glow, not from sorrow but from the weight of 

something too vast for words, the quiet certainty of a world set right. 

These were not the hollow-eyed souls of those whispering prayers to a faceless sun, lost in a world 

unmade. These were the faithful children of Kemet, children of the gods, standing strong in the 

presence of the unseen, their shoulders unbowed, their hands steady.  They had come not only to 



witness, but to belong, to take their place again in the order of things, where gods reigned, where 

Pharaoh upheld Ma’at, where Osiris rose. 

A deep, shuddering tremor of emotion rose within him, catching in his throat and filling his chest 

with something both ancient and new. The sight of them, so unafraid, so sure, stirred something in 

him that no battlefield or throne room ever had. This was something pure, untouched by power or 

decree. It was faith. It was belonging. It was the unshakable knowledge that, in this moment, all was 

as it should be. 

With a solemn gesture, the assembly rose. The hush of linen sweeping stone whispered through the 

chamber, soft as the first wind before the flood. The black water between them did not ripple, but it 

was not still. Seti nodded, his face unreadable, carved in the way stone anticipates centuries.  

The voice of the High Priest moved through the dark like the first sound in a world before words. 

The benediction unfolded, syllables worn smooth by time, ancient even when the first hands 

chiseled them into temple walls. 

"Wesir wenen! Neb Imentet, Djed m Djetet! Di netjer akhet rek khet, Re heben rek m pet." 

"Osiris rises! Lord of the West, steadfast for eternity! “May the god of the horizon take your hand, may Re lift you up 

into the sky.” 

Then, the assembly processed down the long corridor, purified. Each footfall met the stone, and a 

breath later, the sistrum answered. A step. A hush. A chime. A step. A hush. A chime. The echoes 

did not break the silence; they threaded through it, wove into it, pulled it along like water trailing the 

bows of Hennu and Mandjet. 

As they rose up into the world of the living, the god traveled deeper into the dark. The river of stars, 

Iteru en Rekhit, ran overhead, a pale, silent flood, endless, unhurried. Beneath it, the land lay still, 

cradled between horizon and water, waiting for the first breath of dawn. The sky did not split. The 

river flowed in its time. The god had entered the West, and when the time came, he would return.  

 

 

 



𓋴𓈖𓏏	𓈖	𓇋𓏠𓈖𓏏𓏏 

SISTER OF THE WEST 
(Senet en Amentet) 

 

Abdju, Season of Peret, Year 5 of Seti I 

 

The road to Abydos shimmered with dust and sandals, with flutes whistling thin as reeds. Pilgrims 

pressed from every nome. Farmers with sun-thickened arms, priests in white linen, dancers clutching 

sistrums like sparrows. Smoke rose from early fires; children clutched lotus cakes; old men recited 

spells under their breath, so their tongues would remember the gods properly when they arrived. 

And there, folded into the multitude like a leaf caught in floodwaters, walked Renet. 

 

She came slowly, leaning on her husband’s arm, her bones murmuring with each step. Her hair, once 

as black as stormwater, now clung to her scalp in silvered threads. Yet her stride was steady, her eyes 

fixed on the pale silhouette of Seti’s great temple rising like a hymn out of the earth. 

 

The blue and gold banners of the festival snapped in the wind, and beneath them, she moved with 

the others, wrapped in silence, in thanks, in the ache of memory. She touched the amulet at her 

throat, carved of old turquoise, and whispered the names of the dead into the breeze. 

 

Now drums rolled, and singers began to call out the name of Osiris, Lord of Abydos, and the people 

lifted their hands, their voices braided in joy. Ma’at was firm again. The world tilted back into 

balance under Seti’s steady gaze. But as Renet joined the chorus, her voice rough with age and dust, 

she felt the echo of the Aten still lodged inside her. Not in loyalty, but as scar tissue. A trace of what 

the world had become when a pharaoh forgot how to bow. 

 

She stood among thousands, the air thick with incense and praise, and gave thanks with both hands: 

one for what had returned, one for what had not. 



 

And yet, still, the memory of the Aten flared beneath her breastbone. Not like a flame, no. Like light 

without fire. The kind that pours in after thunder, making all things too visible. She remembered 

those days of the sun’s eye unblinking.  

 

She remembered how light had ruled, how offerings had ceased. She remembered, too, how her 

mother had hidden small images of Amun beneath the threshold stone. And the flame—the flame 

she never let die. And she remembered Hori—her father—stooped over the clay, hands cupped 

around silence, faithful to the work, the day, the netjeru—always. His fingers moved with a slowness 

earned by knowing, shaping not just vessels but time itself.  

 

She remembered how they taught her to belong to that quiet kingdom beneath the noise, where 

belief was pressed, not spoken. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



𓊽	𓆄 
THE RIVER OF TRUTH 

Iteru Ma’at 
 

The evening begins not with silence, but with listening. 

A Sheneb sounds from the temple court of Thoth, its note long and hollow, winding through the blue 

corridors of dusk like the breath of the Ogdoad, the Eight gods who stirred the first waters. Young 

priests place bowls of cool natron and reeds bound with myrrh along the terraces that descend to 

the river. Smoke rises, not in plumes, but in threads, as if the air was being stitched shut. 

A priest, older than many floods, moves barefoot to the edge of the temple quay, where polished 

black basalt meets the water. He carries no idol, no scroll. Only a palmful of sacred oil, and the 

memory of a thousand evenings. 

Behind him, Khemenu stands in shadow: the city of scribes, the city of reckoners, where each god 

was counted, each breath measured, and each night watched. Here, where the Eight once whispered 

the world into becoming, the river is not a boundary. It is a body. It is the first body. 

O Iteru, you who remember the first time, 

Iteru, sa renpet, sa duat, 

You receive the god like a mother receiving her child back from war. 

The priest anoints the river with oil, three slow drips from his fingers. The surface takes it without 

protest. No ripple, no reply. The gesture is not for the river. It is for the gods who dwell within it, 

just beneath the shimmer. 



O Ra, descending in gold, trailing silence, 

Ra em shetay nub, kheper em heshesh, 

May your barque ride smooth upon the spine of the flood. 

A pair of boys, their heads newly shaven, kneel at the landing. They light shallow clay lamps, floating 

them into the current one by one. The flames tremble, then settle, pulled gently westward by the 

river’s slow exhale. 

You are the night’s first bearer of light, 

Tep en djeser en keku, 

Before stars speak, you speak to the deep. 

The sun now rests at the teeth of the horizon. Its edge flattens, bleeds, then disappears. The light in 

the lamps waver, small offerings trembling in the river’s mouth. The priest opens his hands, as 

though releasing a bird. 

Ra enters the west through the gate of flame, 

Ra em seti em bekh neshem, 

and the Iteru carries him like memory through the dark. 

The river swallows the sun without sound. 

All around, the shadows shift, not with fear, but with fullness. Dusk in Khemenu is not absence, it is 

gathering. The priests call it zawet netjer—the nesting of the god. Not death. Not even rest. Just 

retreat. 

A final chant echoes from the temple gate: 

“Amun set Kemet sheta…” 

O Hidden One, unseen in your own house… 

 

The priest kneels, palms open over the water. His voice falls to a whisper, as though even the gods 

must lean close to hear. The river laps once, twice, against the steps. The last lamp flickers. The 

priest breathes the name of Ra into the wind. 



The river does not answer. 

It carries. 

All along the Iteru, a living people knit the ancient tapestry of belief, each thread humming with its 

own tone, its own remembered shape of the divine. As the dusk descends and the river turns 

bronze, villages and shrines and lone priests unfold like petals in the dark, each reaching, not as one 

body, but as a thousand bodies remembering the same dream differently. 

Not all rites rise at once. The river does not require uniformity, only attention. 

In the great temples at Ipet-Sut, at Abdju, at On, and Khemenu, the priests move like shadows 

behind stone, bound to the arc of the sun. Their hands trace a liturgy inscribed in centuries, each 

step caught in the turning gears of celestial order. The offerings of Ma’at, the spoken fire of the 

evening hymn, are timed to the moment when the sun kisses the western horizon, no sooner, no 

later. To speak too soon is to wound the balance. To speak too late is to let Ra slip into the Duat 

alone. 

But beyond the pylons, beyond the cloisters of white robes, the people remember in their own ways. 

They calculate the sun’s position by the slant of shadows across their threshing floors, by the way 

oxen turn their heads toward the river at dusk. Their rites are not uniform; they do not need to be. 

They rise like birds startled from different fields: at once, yet not together. 

Some kneel before clay shrines as oil is poured. Others whisper blessings to the fields as they gather 

the last sheaves. A mother sings an old name while washing her child’s feet. These gestures are not 

errors. They are not omissions. They are the soft liturgy of a land where breath itself is a kind of 

offering. 

The priests keep the spine of the world straight. But the people, they keep it warm. 

In one bend of the river, an old woman hums as she dusts the lintel of a house shrine with a strip of 

linen that once wrapped her father's arm. In another, children chase after lamps drifting on reed 

rafts, calling to them by names they do not understand but which their grandmothers remember by 

heart. Somewhere, a pot cracks in the heat of a dying fire and is taken as an omen; somewhere. A 

heron lifts off, and the watchers say, See, the gods still breathe. 



These are not rehearsals. There is no conductor. The rites are older than their rubrics, their logic 

born not of law but of river. The people along Iteru do not all speak the same words or lift the same 

offerings. A bowl of lentils placed on a sun-warmed step is no less holy than incense burned on the 

altars of white stone. Every gesture is a stitch in the cloth of the land, a land of silence that does not 

forget. 

For them, the divine is not somewhere far away. It is not reached by climbing or by flight. It is 

already here, just beneath the skin of things, beneath the shimmer on the water, behind the eyes of 

cattle as they return from pasture, in the stillness before frogs begin their song. Priests speak to a 

silence shaped by the stones beneath their feet. 

And though they may not know each other, and no two ceremonies mirror each other entirely, they 

still move together like reeds in the same wind, different, bending, alive.  

The Iteru holds them all. It does not command. It carries. That is its teaching: to carry. The river 

teaches the people to remember, to release, to begin again. Even the dead are given to it, not as 

burdens, but as prayers folded into the current. 

So it goes: village by village, breath by breath, belief flowering in stone and in gesture, in landscape 

and memory. In the hush after dusk, the land listens to itself, not in unison, but in unity. 

Seti lies in his Eternal House of color and precision, a presence encased in gold, his form cradled by 

the sheen of eternity. Not merely buried but borne, wrapped in radiance, his name guarded by lapis 

and fire, his silence gilded with the weight of kingship, his coffin the color of divine flesh. Even 

now, the gold does not dull. It waits, as he does, beneath the earth, where time does not pass but 

listens. And there, too, rests his ka, nourished by offerings, upheld by remembrance, his ba, free to 

pass through the open sky like the heron it remembers; his akh, luminous, drawn upward through 

perfected silence, becoming a word among the stars.	Yet his legacy walks upright in the land: in 

pylons raised, in gods restored, in the silence he wrestled back from chaos. He is Pharaoh still, 

etched into the order of things, eternal not by force but by fidelity.  

	
Per Thot, now a quiet sanctuary upon the black earth, lay wrapped in silence beside the riverbank.	
The evening prayers were finished. Thin curls of smoke drifted from wickless bowls, and in the 



alcoves of the gods, the wax began to cool, soft gold thickening into stillness.	The husbands, wives, 

and children murmured, their voices low and close, pooling like water in the quiet. Whispers rose, 

then faded, the hush of a hand smoothing hair, the creak of shifting limbs on woven mats. The 

animals settling in their pens. The world exhaled.  

In the hush just outside their house, a mother stood with her child in her arms. The last light 

withdrew, slow and soundless, slipping beneath the horizon like a falcon vanishing into the dark. 

The little one stirred, resting her head on her mother’s shoulder, then lifted her face toward the 

stillness and asked, not loudly, not boldly, but as if asking the wind: 

“Do the gods dream when we forget them?” 

The mother held her close. The child said no more. 

The river moved, unhurried. 

And the reeds, brushed by evening, did not answer, but they did not let go of the question. 

 

Khonshu, the traveler, the timekeeper, moved with the weightless gait of moonlight, a hush of light 

over the valley, spilling benevolent silence over the fields. The pylons of the Two Lands, dark now 

but waiting, stood like open hands, touching the hem of his light. 

 

An ibis, still as thought, stood at the water’s edge, its long, curved beak tracing the shape of unseen 

prayers in the air. Then, a turn, slow and deliberate, as if the bird itself were marking time. The 

moon caught its eye, and for a breath, the reflection held: a silver disc, an oracle’s pupil, a mirror to 

the sky. The bird did not startle, did not blink. It only watched, knowing the weight of things that 

pass and return. 

For a single moment, no more, a disc of light, perfect and pale, slid across the water. It did not 

shine. It did not burn. It only shimmered. 

Not the sun itself, but its memory, caught in the angle of moonlight and river skin, a circle drawn by 
absence. 

No name spoke it. No priest marked it. It passed like breath on glass. 

The ibis at the shore did not stir. 



The river closed over it with the gentleness of forgetting. 

 

And Ma’at, bare-footed, walked the banks in silence, her step as weightless as breath, her feather 

unshaken by wind or will. She passed unnoticed among the sleeping reeds, straightening what had 

been bent, balancing what had drifted, her hand brushing the shoulder of night. In the hush, she 

breathed with the river. 

The river, sensing her presence, deepened its course and stilled its song, as if to listen. 

She had come. The one who remembers what must be restored. The one who walks when others 

sleep. 

No statues, no incense, no carved hymns, only netjeret and netjer, Ma’at and Iteru, meeting in the 

breath of dusk. And so, the river bowed, not in motion, but in silence, and carried her breath upon 

its current. 

Together they slipped through the hours - never asleep but dreaming - and smiled at the 

imperishable stars. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 



Afterword 

We have followed the river—through stone and shadow, ritual, ruin and renewal—across the 

landscape of Egypt's most fragile century. The Amarna period did not merely alter Egyptian religion; 

it disrupted the grammar of memory. This novel is a meditation on that disruption and the long 

work of healing that followed. 

At its heart, this is not a story about religion, power or history, though it wears those garments. It is 

a story about remembrance—how people remember differently: 

• in the dust of buried temples, 

• in the careful folds of linen pressed over forgotten names, 

• in a mother’s hush to her child beneath a quiet moon, 

• and in a priest’s silence, guarded like flame. 

The novel follows Pharaohs and farmers, priests and scribes, women and men who each carried a 

fragment of what was nearly lost in their own way. The gods, here, are not explained—they are 

encountered, not as characters, but as presence: vast, watching, and patient. 

In shaping this work, I have leaned on the insights of scholars whose contributions illuminate the 

deep strata of Egyptian civilization.	Egyptologists like Jan Assmann, Emily Teeter, Jaqueline 

Williamson, James Allen, Kara Cooney, Nicholas Reeves, Salima Ikram, Anna Stevens, Chris 

Naunton, and Kent Weeks. But this is not an academic text. It is an act of listening. It is a work 

of fiction as liturgy—written with the conviction that theology, like stone, endures longest when it 

is carried. 

If you hear echoes of ancient rites on these pages, it is because the rites were never far off. This 

earth we walk on is not newer than theirs. It is only more trampled. The constellations still swing 

their censers above our heads. The herons still preach with their wings. The dawn still arrives like 

anointed oil across the horizon, and the dusk departs with the slow grace of a procession returning 

to the hidden place. 

The rites were never far because they were never foreign. They belonged to a people who 

remembered what the land whispered and answered not with doctrine, but with gesture. A bowl of 



lentils. A hand on a brow. A name spoken aloud before sleep. We do not need to recreate their 

rituals. We only need to remember that ritual was never about the past. It was always about 

attention. 

And so, I offer this book not as an answer, but as a vessel. 

A cup for silence. A lamp for dusk. 

A way back to the river that dreamed. 

Mark C. Anderson 

Coto de Caza, California 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



GLOSSARY 

𓅓𓂧𓅱 𓅓 𓐍𓄿𓅱 

Words in the Dust 

Medu m khaw 

 
Collected from the silence between the lines, and from the lamps still burning. 

 
Ahkenaten (𓇳𓂝𓎛𓈖𓏏𓇳) – Formerly Amenhotep IV. The Pharaoh who declared the Aten as the sole 
god. He closed the temples, banished the old gods to silence, and carved a city from desert light. His 
name still stirs debate like dust in abandoned sanctuaries. 
 
Akh(et) (𓇳) – The horizon. The seam between worlds, where gods emerge and vanish. The name 
given to Akhetaten, the city where light became law and the gods were driven into silence. 
 
Amenhotep Nefer – “Amenhotep the Beautiful.” A name glimpsed in damaged reliefs and 
forgotten shrines. His name survives like a reed in the flood—uncertain, swaying, but still upright. 
 
Amun (𓀭𓅓𓈖) – The hidden god. Breath of the world. Lord of the throne room unseen. Though his 
temples were closed, his whisper moved still between papyrus reeds. He is the god who hides but 
does not vanish. 
Ankhesenamun (𓄿𓈖𓎛𓋴 𓄿𓈖 𓅱𓈖)	–	Born as Ankhesenpaaten in the sun-drenched certainty of 
Akhetaten, she knelt before the Aten while still a child. She became queen beside her brother 
Tutankhaten, and together they turned back toward Amun, their names changing like sails in shifting 
wind. She buried a king before her youth had faded, and wrote a letter across borders to save a 
throne. Her fate is lost to silence, but her name whispers still—between two gods, between two 
worlds, between memory and forgetting. 
 
Apophis (𓆷𓂋) – The serpent of unmaking. Enemy of Ra. He coils through the underworld, 
swallowing light, devouring order. He is not worshiped, but remembered in resistance. To name him 
is to prepare to speak against him at dawn. 
 
Asha – A villager of Per Thot. Brother of Menna. A quiet voice after a name is shouted too loudly. 
 
Aten (𓇳) – The sun disc made singular. He does not dwell in darkness, does not accept statues, does 
not listen in shadow. His hands reach through light itself. The god of the new order. 
 



Ay (𓇯𓂝𓇋) – Called "Father of the God," yet never divine. Vizier, counselor, architect of forgetting. 
He watched one world fall and helped lift another on thin shoulders. His voice was soft, but not 
without weight. Some say he served both gods and men; others say he served only the moment. 
 
Bahkenkhonsu – A man of the people, cousin to Menna. He shielded lamps with his hands. He 
asked no riddles and gave no prophecies, but he stayed. 
 
Benben (𓊽𓏏𓅱𓆑) – The first mound, the sacred rising. Where light first touched earth and spoke the 
world awake. The tip of time, kissed by Ra. 
 
Djeser Wer (𓂧𓏤𓊃𓂋 𓅨𓂋) – “The Great Sacred One.” A name for the holy of holies, or the sacred 
lake of Abydos. A place or a presence. Here the gods are not spoken of—they are awaited. 
 
Djesu (𓂧𓊃𓏭) – “The Levers.” The mechanisms of the world, unseen but felt. In stone, in ritual, in 
law. What raises or lowers the order of things. Not just tools, but the tension beneath balance. 
 
Gem Pa Aten (𓎼𓅓 𓉐 𓇳) – “The Aten is Found.” A temple built near Ipset Sut. Built to house 
presence without statue. Its open courts saw no night, only sky. Now it houses wind. 
 
Hapy (𓎛𓂝𓊪𓇋) – The inundation. The river risen as god. With breasts of plenty and hair of sedge, he 
fed the Two Lands with silence and silt. Hapy came unbidden, but always needed. A hymn that 
returned each year. 
 
Hem-Netjer (𓉔𓅓 𓊹) – “Servant of the god.” A priestly title, but more than a role, it is one who 
bears sacred burden, who acts not on their own behalf, but in silence, for another. A name with 
which Seti honored the High Priest of Osiris. 
 
Henenu – Basket-weaver of Per-Thoth. Keeper of blunt questions. He asked, “What of the 
shrines?” and meant, “What of us?” 
 
Hennu (𓉐𓂧𓎼) – A sacred boat used in ritual processions, especially those of Sokar. To move in the 
Hennu is to bear the weight of death toward the promise of renewal. 
 
Horemheb – General, regent, restorer. He followed chaos with command, rose from soldier to 
Pharaoh. Some say he rebuilt what was broken; others say he buried it deeper. 
 
Hori – The potter of Per Thot. Hands shaped both vessel and silence. 
 
Horus (𓅃) – Falcon of the sky. God of kingship. Son of Isis, avenger of Osiris. His eye sees balance 
or its breach. 
 
Huy – A fisherman, father to Pa-Sobek. A man whose silence was deeper than water. He saw ships 
come and knew what they carried. 
 



Ined Hedj (𓇋𓈖𓂧 𓉔𓏤𓆓) – “The White Fortress.” A stronghold of memory and stone. Memphis, a 
boundary between worlds. The place where laws were held like swords. 
 
Ipset Sut –The innermost place of Amun. “The most select of places.” Where gods once received 
bread, incense, and song. Now emptied. Now dust. 
 
Iri Ra (𓇋𓂋𓂋) – “Made by Ra.” A name touched by divine fire. To be Iri Ra is to be formed not by 
dust, but by daylight 
 
Kamau – Name meaning “Black One” or “Burnt One.” A Nubian in ancestry, foreman of workers 
in stone. 
 
Khay – Raised under the Aten, he hid from its light, immovable. 
 
Kheti – A man of Per Thot, the village of wisdom. One of those who asked why power feared 
silence. 
 
Khaemwaset – Son of Seti. Priest, scribe, prince, restorer of tombs. Called the “First Egyptologist.” 
He remembered what others forgot. 
 
Maat (𓌳𓂝𓏏) – Not a goddess to be petitioned, but a breath to be followed. Truth. Balance. 
Rightness. When forgotten, the stars forget their courses, and kings forget who they are. 
 
Medjay (𓐍𓂧𓏭) – Watchers from the desert. Guardians of tombs and silence. Not priests, not 
scribes, but a third way—those who carried the law without tablets. Their eyes held distance. Their 
oaths, the horizon. 
 
Menna – A farmer who knew sacred things. He remembered. He bore his silence like a tool, not a 
wound. Father to Paheri. 
 
Menru (𓅓𓈖𓂋𓅱) – A master-builder. One who shaped the temples where the gods once sat. Not 
famed, not named in stelae, but his hands are etched into stone. He built for silence to be filled. 
 
Mesektet (𓈖𓂝𓏏𓂻) – The boat of the setting sun. Ra’s vessel through the underworld. Where the 
sun does not vanish, but journeys. To ride it is to die rightly and rise again. 
 
Nefertiti (𓄤𓇓𓏏𓏠) – Great Wife of the King. Beautiful of face and terrible in silence. She stood beside 
the sun and cast no shadow. Light loved her, but her gaze sometimes unsettled it. Some called her 
goddess. Some called her mother. Others dared call her empty. 
 
Neferura – Keeper of cakes, jokes, and memory. A woman of Per Thot, whose presence stitched 
the broken places with kindness. 
 
Netjeru (𓊹𓊹) – The gods. The voices behind wind, the ears beneath earth, the hands that cradle sky. 
They are many, but they are one, stitched by Ma’at and breath. 



 
Neb-Maat – “Lord of Truth.” A title or a man? Perhaps both. Maat made flesh. The voice of 
reckoning. 
 
Nebwenenef – High Priest of Amun under Seti I. His name meant “Ra is good.” He rose as the 
gods returned to speech. 
 
Nekhu – He walks beside the river. A priest of Amun. The Keeper of Secrets. 
 
Nesu-by (𓈖𓋴𓅱 𓃀𓇋) – “He of the Reed and Bee.” The dual title of the Pharaoh—ruler of Upper and 
Lower Egypt. Not merely king, but balance incarnate. Where the Two Lands meet in one voice. 
 
Netiy – A name carried on the wind. A girl, perhaps a goddess in the making. 
 
Osiris (𓊽) – Lord of the West. God of death, rebirth, and judgment. He who was torn and 
reassembled. Silence is his throne. 
 
Paheri (𓊪𓐍𓂋𓇋) – The boy who drew signs in dust. The listener. The pupil without a temple. Scribe 
not yet named, but already remembering. The one who caught the silence when it fell, and kept it lit. 
Son of Menna. 
 
Pa-Sobek – Son of the fisherman Huy. “He of the Crocodile.” A name of strength in uncertain 
waters. 
 
Paser – A name that once stood near altars. Solid as walls and foundations. 
 
Penre – Mentioned in hush. A priest beguiled by the Aten. 
 
Per Ankh (𓉐𓁹) – The House of Life. A place of ink, scrolls, and the long memory of the gods. 
Where scribes learned to see with their ears and write with their breath. 
 
Peret – Season of emergence. When the flood recedes, and the fields breathe again. Time of 
planting, time of returning. 
 
Per Thot– Village of potters, fishermen, and priests made common. A place where the gods still 
visit, quietly, behind shut doors. Wisdom flourishes there. 
 
Ramses I – Founder of a dynasty. Once called Paramessu. A man who bore the crown after chaos, 
who seeded what his son, Seti, would grow. 
 
Ra / Re (𓂋) – The sun. The eye. The one who sails the sky in Mandet and Hennu. His light judges; 
his silence is feared. 
 
Ren (𓂋𓈖) – Name. More than a word. A soul spoken aloud. To name is to give life. To forget a 
name is to erase the one who bore it. 
 



Renet – She who weaves the thread of time. A name bound up with fate, with grain, with endings 
and beginnings. 
 
Setepet (𓊃𓏏𓊪𓏏) – The sacred domain, the celestial field. A place of divine choosing, where gods 
dwell and kings draw breath from eternity. Sometimes a name for heaven. Sometimes a whisper of a 
place remembered only by the dead. The throne room of divinity. 
 
Shemu – Season of heat and harvest. The final third of the year. When the river shrinks and the 
gods go still. 
 
Sem (𓊹𓂋) – A priestly title, often associated with funerary rites. The one who opens the mouth, 
who speaks the last sacred word. 
 
Seti-Menmaatre – Throne name of Seti I. “Established is the Justice of Ra.” A king who sought to 
restore balance after the storm. Restorer of temples, memory, and divine order. His reign was a 
hymn to what had been forgotten. 
 
She-Net-Neferu (𓈙𓏏𓄤𓆑𓅱) – “Lake of Beauties.” A place of royal mooring. Where barges glimmer 
and wait. The still water outside Per-Hay that caught the light like prophecy. 
 
Sitre – Wife of Menna, mother of Paheri. The soul of Per Thot. 
 
Ta Ankh (𓏏𓄿 𓋹) – “Land of Life.” Sometimes Egypt. Sometimes the afterlife. Sometimes both. The 
place where the gods walk, and memory never fades. 
 
Thoth (𓅓𓏏𓐍) – The divine scribe. Moon-browed, ibis-headed. He measures, records, balances. God 
of writing, reckoning, and right speech. Without him, names fade. With him, even silence is 
preserved. 
 
Tia – A woman of Per Thot. Her laughter once stopped a priest from despair. 
 
TutAnkhAten (𓏏𓅱𓏏 𓄿𓈖𓐍 𓇳)  – “Living Image of the Aten.” A name given to a boy-Pharaoh at the 
whim of light. He was born in a city where no shade was allowed. He knelt before the disc. 
 
TutAnkhAmun (𓏏𓅱𓏏 𓄿𓈖𓐍 𓄿𓅓𓅱𓈖) – “Living Image of Amun.” A name restored. A shadow 
reclaimed. The same boy, made twice. Once of the Aten, once of the Hidden One. His reign was 
short, but his tomb long remembered. 
 
Waset – The city now called Thebes. Pillars wide as boats, prayers that once rose like smoke. Now 
its gods are sealed in stone. But its breath stirs still. 
 
Wab (𓅱𓃀) – A priestly title meaning “pure one.” One who serves in ritual cleanliness. The silent 
bearer of sacred action. 



 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


