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AUTHOR’S NOTE

The Ancient Egyptians gave many names to their
land. In this story of the time of the First Dynasty, it
is called ‘Kam’ and also ‘The Two Lands’; Sumer,
the land of the forerunners of the Babylonians, is
called ‘Zuma’; and Crete, the centre of the Minoan
civilisation, is called ‘Minoas’. Except for the city of
‘Men-atetiss’, which is Memphis, near Cairo, the lo-
cality of all sites is shown clearly enough for the pur-
poses of the story. ‘Abidwa’ is the modern Abydos,
and the ‘Amphitheatre of Grain’ is now the site of
Tell el Amarna. “The Narrow Land’ is Sinai, and ‘the
Narrow Sea’ is the Red Sea. There is no standard
system for the spelling of Egyptian words and names;;
inmy spelling the ‘a’ is pronounced long, asin ‘calm’.

The emblems of Upper Egypt, ‘The South’, were
the Lotus and the Reed; its crown, the White crown.
The Red crown was of “The North’, whose emblems
were the Papyrus and the Bee.

Though horses are introduced into this story, I am
aware that no record has so far been found of the
horse in Egypt prior to the XVIIIth Dynasty.
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CHAPTER ONE
INTO EXILE

When the time came for me to return to Earth, a Mes-
senger of the Great Overlords told me that I should be
re-born in Kam; and the two who would fashion my new
body would welcome me, for we had been companions
aforetime and the ties between us were of love and not of
hatred, which are the two threads that bind men most
closely together upon Earth; and for my brother I should
have one with whom I had travelled long upon the great
journey.

When this was told to me, the sorrow, which all know
when they must leave their true home and go to the place
of mists upon another day’s journey, was lightened: for I
should have companions in my exile.

While my mother still sheltered me with her body, my
father sought to find a gift that would tell her of the love
that filled his heart. He could not tell her of his love in
words, for words are but the fleeting shadows of reality.
Carvers in turquoise nor workers in gold or ivory could
please him with their finest craftsmanship. One day, as he
was walking in the gardens of the palace in the cool of the
evening, he thought of making a garden for my mother, a
garden such as had never been seen before. Only by this
could he symbolize his love. For nothing can be greater
than its creator; and though a carving may be a song in
stone, it is born of the sculptor: but the plants of the earth
are the children of the Gods.

And so, in a curve like the young moon, he planted
trees to shade her from the sun at noonday, and bushes
with aromatic leaves to sp101e4the air for her refreshment.



And for the bow-string of this living bow, there was the
lapping water of the lake, which stretched its silver to the
setting sun, Amenti in the West. Then he mustered a host
of grassy spears, which closed their ranks to make the
smooth green lawns; and he starred them with little flow-
ers, scarlet and yellow, violet, blue and white, which grew
to make a carpet for her feet. From lands beyond the
boundaries of Kam he brought the scarlet lilies of the
Land of Gold, and trumpet vines that grow far to the
south, where men walk in their own shadow; and from the
north he summoned lemon trees, white oleanders and
anemones, and flowers that. keep their perfume for the
moon, to fill the dusk with their drowsy sweetness. And
honeysuckle entwined arbeeta flowers and the blue con-
volvulus to make her wreaths.

When I was twelve days old, my father for the first time
took her to this garden that he had made for her. It was
surrounded by a guardian wall, and upon the lintel of the
door of cedarwood were carved their names, Za Atet, and
Meri-nesut, ‘the beloved of Pharaoh’s heart’. Together
they went into the flowering shade, where the paths were
secret as gazelle tracks through the reeds. When she
reached the heart of the green quiet and saw a garden
more beautiful than any she had dreamed, she said that
here the petals of the flowers were as though the clouds of
sunset had been carved in blossoms by the Sun-god Ra,
who upon Earth could never before have found such
pleasure for his rays. And both agreed that it must have
pleased the god to see his children here so glorified.

So they named this place Sekhet-a-ra, ‘the meadow of
Ra’. And to me also they gave this name.

My brother, who had returned to Earth three years
before me, was called Neyah. For at his birth the Priest of
Maat in attendance, seeing those who came to speed him
on his way, had said: “Here is one who is worthy to rule
over the people of Kam, for the companions of his spirit
are long in years. And this child shall be called Neyah,
‘born with wisdom’; for his master bore this name when
in the Old Land he listened to the voice that warned him
of the coming of the Great Rain. And just as his master
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guided his people when the evil ones had disappeared
beneath the waters, so shall this child guide the people of
Kam when they are assailed by ‘evil ones, who in their
turn shall be engulfed by the sea.”

CHAPTER TWO
ANUBIS

When I was very little and walking was still a new
adventure, Maata took Neyah and me with her to the
temple. Neyah held my hand going up the steps. Every-
thing was very big, and it was cold after the hot sunshine
in the courtyard. In one of the rooms there was an enor-
mous wooden animal like a hunting-dog, painted black. I
wanted to touch it, but Neyah said I mustn’t, because it
was the statue of a god, and it was called Anubis. And
suddenly I felt much older than two, and as wise as Maata
my nurse; and I thought I knew all about Anubis, but I
couldn’t find words to explain it to Neyah.

When we got home I told Mother about it; and she
gave me a little statue of Anubis, just the same only
child’s size, with a little painted wooden house for it to
live in. And I kept it beside my bed, so that I could see it
the first thing in the morning when I woke up. Mother
said that Anubis was the bringer of dreams to children.
Sometimes I dreamed of being grown up and doinglots of
very important things. I couldn’t quite remember them,
but in the morning it seemed very unfamiliar to be only
two.

Neyah didn’t have to go to bed until long after me,
because he was five. Quite often, before I went to sleep,
he used to come and tell me stories. I had a very specially
favourite story about a lion and a wild-cat and a hare. The
hare lived with his mother in the reeds. He could run
much faster than all his brothers and sisters, and although
his mother warned him not to go too far fronx home, he
didn’t listen, for he thought he could run away from any
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danger however sudden. He used to creep out at night and
look up at the moon, where he could see the Father of all
the Hares, and he used to tell him all about the clever
things he had done.

One day, when he was busy thinking about himself, a
huge wild-cat sprang upon him; and she picked him up in
her mouth and took him home to ker cubs for their
breakfast. But the cubs had had plenty of breakfast, so the
wild-cat put him down at the entrance to her cave and
told him that if he moved she would kill him at once. The
poor hare was so frightened he kept quite, quite still. Then
he looked up at the god of the hares, and he said, “Please,
please look down out of the moon and help me. I made
such a mistake about being clever. I'll always listen to
people who know more than I do, if only you’ll save me
from this wild-cat.”

The wild-cat listened to what he was saying, and she
licked her whiskers and laughed to think that any hare,
even if he lived in the moon, could attack a wild-cat.

Suddenly in the shadows outside the cave there was a
great roaring, and an enormous lion sprang upon the
wild-cat and ate her right up.

The little hare saw that his prayers had been answered,
and he wasn’t at all frightened of the lion, because he
knew that the answer to a prayer is always good, whatever
shape it comes in. So he went up to the lion and thanked
him. Then the lion lay down so that the hare could climb
on his back. And he nestled in the lion’s mane while he
rode back home to his mother.

When the little hare grew up, he told this story over and
over again, and he always finished up by saying, ‘“Look to
the moon and you will see the wisest of us all.”
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CHAPTER THREE
DREAM COUNTRY

One day, when I was three years old, I was with my
mother by the swimming-pool. One end of it was quite
shallow, and I could stand there alone. I took off my
necklace of lapis and shell beads and my little white linen
kilt, and played in the water, banging it with my hands, so
that the drops leapt into the air. When I had finished with
the water, I ran about in the sun without any clothes on;
and I picked some flowers and made them into'a bunch to
give to Neyah, who was out with my father.

Then Maata came and said that it was time for me to
go to bed. But I didn’t want to go, and I said, “No,
won’t,” because I wanted to stay with my mother in the
sun. Maata looked very stern, and as tall as one of the
pillars in the great hall. I jumped back into the pool and
splashed very hard, so that she couldn’t come near me
without getting wet. And then Mother asked me to come
out, so I did. Maata got cross, so I lay on my back and
yelled very loud, “I won’t go to sleep. I won’t go to sleep.
I won’t.”” And I drummed my heels on the ground so that
she would know I really meant it and stop bothering me.
This was a good idea, because Mother told Maata to
leave me alone with her. So Maata had to go; and I was
very pleased.

Then Mother asked me why I didn’t want to go to
sleep. And I said, “Because it’s dull, and because I'm
enjoying myself having a lovely time.”

And she said, ““You can have a lovely time when you
are asleep.” I didn’t quite know what she meant, until she
pointed to my kilt, which was still lying by the edge of the
pool, and went on, “Sometimes you wear that kilt and
sometimes you don’t. Just because you haven’t got your
kilt on it doesn’t mean you have to be dull. When you
want to get into the water you take your kilt off—you love



being in the water, don’t you? Well, when you go to sleep
you take your body off and you leave it in your bed, and
then you go and have a lovely time; and you can do lots of
exciting things you can’t do when you’re in your body,
just the same as you can’t go into the pool when you are
in your kilt. . . . Don’t you ever have dreams?”

And I said, “Of course I do.” Then she told me that
dreams were memories of things I did when I left my
body asleep. . . . “When you are in bed, if you still want
to bathe you can leave your body there, which will please
Maata, and you can come and play in the pool, which will
please yourself. And in the Dream Country, water is just
as wet; and you can have even more fun playing there
than when you are awake.”

After she had told me that, I thought I had been very
silly to mind having to go to sleep. So I gave her lots of
kisses, and went to my room and told Maata I was sorry
I’d been horrid. Then she stopped being a long way off
like a pillar and became all near and friendly again.

When Mother came to say good-niglit she sat beside me
and stroked my forehead with her cool hand as her soft
voice caressed me,

“Sleep, my daughter,
For the sun has drawn the curtains of the night,
Leaving the stars to watch you while you rest.
The sails of all the river boats are furled,
And birds have folded their far-flying wings.
Lion cubs are sleeping in the mother’s warmth,
And fish dream in the shelter of the reeds.
The flowers breathe out their perfume on the dusk,
And all is still, save the night-singing bird.
So sleep, my daughter, and close your drowsy lids;
Sleep with the world and let your spirit free.”

And I curled up in my bed and tried to go to sleep very
quickly so as to get to know more about the Dream Coun-

try.
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CHAPTER FOUR
NEYAH’S NEWEST ADVENTURE

Sometimes Maata used to take Neyah and me for walks
along the river bank. It was quite a long way from the
palace, so we usually went as far as the river in a litter.
We used to see the fishing boats and want to go on them,
but Maata wouldn’t let us.

One day Neyah told me he wasn’t going to have Maata
interfering with what he wanted to do, and if I liked, he
would let me join in his newest adventure. And I said, “Of
course I’d like. It wouldn’t be a proper adventure without
me in it too.”

So the next morning we got up very early when it was
only just beginning to get light, and we put on our very
oldest clothes so as to look like village children. First we
climbed over the wall of the vineyard and picked four of
the best bunches of grapes. Neyah carried them, and I
took some figs and put them in the napkin with the four
lligt!e loaves of bread that I'd hidden in my room the night

ore.

We walked a very long way, until we came to the river.
A little way along the bank there were some fishermen
getting their boats ready. Neyah went up to the oldest of
them and asked if he would exchange some fish for the
grapes. The man said that he would, but that we were too
early, for he was only just setting out to spread his nets.
Neyah pretended to be very surprised and said sadly, “We
will have to wait until you come back, for we dare not go
home without fish, or our uncle will be angry with us.”
And then he said, “Can my sister get into your boat just
for a moment? She has always longed to go in one. And
then we’ll just sit on the bank and wait until you come
back.”

The fisherman seemed to be fond of children—he told
us that he had five of his o;s(r)n. And he said, “If you are



very good and sit in the bottom of the boat and don’t get
in my way, you can both come with me.”

So we thanked him very much, and jumped in quickly,
before he could change his mind.

The nets were piled up in the bottom of the boat and
smelt very fishy. The boat was very clumsy. It had no
paintings on it, and the sail was stained and patched; but
the wind soon took us out into the middle of the river. The
nets were thrown over the sides, and they trailed out
beside the boat while it moved slowly downstream.

The fisherman was a very nice man. I didn’t like to ask
him his name in case he asked us ours; and we hadn’t
arranged what we should say. He let Neyah hold the
steering oar for a bit, and I made a face at Neyah to
remind him that he mustn’t show he knew how to do it,
because we had both said we hadn’t been in a boat before.
Then I asked the fisherman if he would sing us one of the
songs we had heard from the bank, but never clearly
enough to hear the words.

He had a nice voice, very loud and deep. The song
didn’t have much tune, just two or three notes like a sort
of chant.

“O my net! swing widely for your master.
Call to the fish that you would give them shelter
From the monsters of the river.
O fish! leave the caverns of the reeds
And drowse in the shadow of my boat.
Blow softly, wind! so that my boat glides through the
water
Quiet as a naked girl swimming at sunset.
O fish! hear me and join your brothers in my net
So that it be weighted with silver
So that all my family rejoice with me.”

Then he called to the other man, who was right up in
the front of the boat, hidden by the sail, and they started
to pull in the nets, with Neyah and me helping. The fish
poured over the side in a wriggling silver flood; they
jumped and flapped against my legs and I would have
liked to climb up on the s:izclle of the boat, only Neyah



didn’t seem to be minding it. He was helping the men to
sort the fish into different kinds and to put them into reed
baskets. I think if there had been any eels, I would have
had to get out of the way, but luckily there weren’t.

When we got back, there were several people on the
bank waiting to get fish. For a moment I was afraid they
might recognise us, but I looked at Neyah and was sure
we were all right, because there were scales all stuck to his
arms, and smears of fish blood on his forehead.

Neyah tried to give the fisherman the grapes as a
present for taking us out in his boat, but he laughed very
friendlily and said, ‘““You shall have four fine fish for the
grapes, and two extra for helping me; and you can come
out with me any time you like. Ask any fisherman where
Das is, and they’ll always tell you where to find me.”

Then he threaded six fish on a reed through their gills
and gave them to Neyah. We thanked him very much for
everything and set off for home.

It seemed a much, much longer walk than it had on the
way out. I got tireder and tireder, and the loop-thong of
my sandal broke, and every time I walked it flapped, and
then a stone got in and cut my foot. Neyah knew how
tired I was, but he said it was just one of those things that
thinking about made worse. And I said, “Well, you
haven’t got a sore foot; and when I’ve got a sore foot it’s
the thing I think about.”

And Neyah said, “If you fuss about a foot, you’ll never
be able to come with me when I’'m a warrior. Warriors are
always getting spears stuck into them, and arrows, and
quite often they get hit by maceheads, but they’re so brave
they hardly notice it. They certainly don’t make a fuss.”

After that I would have gone on walking until my feet
were worn right off. It must be much easier being born a
boy, because then you don’t have to keep on pretending to
be brave to get taken on adventures: you just go any-
way.

Then Neyah said, “I’ll tell you a new story. Listen very
hard and you’ll forget about being tired.

“In the middle of a garden there was a very large and
beautiful pool. It was tiled in turquoise colour, and fresh
water always ran into it through a little stone channel and



out again through a grid at the other end.

“In it there lived a lot of very, very fat contented fishes;
and one little scarlet fish. The big fat fishes ate up all the
flies and all the worms, and they took for themselves all
the nicest shadow caves, which the lotus leaves made. But
the poor little scarlet fish had very little to eat and no
private place where he could sleep out of the hot sun-
shine. He couldn’t spend his time eating or being lazy in
the shade, so he had to do a lot of thinking to keep himself
from going sad. And he explored every bit of the pool,
until he knew just how many tiles were on the walls, and
which lotus bud was going to open next.

“The fat fishes got greedier and greedier, and the little
scarlet fish got thinner and thinner, until one day, when he
was swimming past the grating, he knew that he was thin
enough to swim right through it. It was rather a struggle
getting through, and he lost quite a lot of his scales doing
it, but at last he was free. He swam down the water-
channels until he got to the great river; and he swam on
and 6n down the great river until he came to the sea. And
there he found lots of things that were very beautiful, and
lots of things that were very frightening.

“Once he saw a fish so big that it could have drunk the
whole of his home pool for breakfast and still have been
thirsty. The great fish was swimming along with his mouth
open, collecting his breakfast, just like a fisherman
drawing in his net, and the poor little scarlet fish went
right down his throat into the awful churning darkness of
the great fish’s belly. Then the little scarlet fish prayed
very hard to the god of fishes; and the god heard him in
spite of his being in such a dark place. And the god made
the big fish have hiccoughs; and he hiccoughed the little
scarlet fish back into the sea again.

“Then the little scarlet fish found a beautiful palace of
coral in the clear, green depths of the sea; and beautiful
little fishes with blue and gold spots brought him the most
lovely fat worms on mother-of-pearl plates. He enjoyed it
so much that he might have stayed there the rest of his
life; but he wanted to go back to his own home pool and
tell the fat fishes all the exciting things they were missing
by being too big to go thr0121§h the grating. So he left the



sea and swam back up the river. And on the way he had
many more adventures; and some were nearly as beautiful
as the palace of coral, and some were nearly as danger-
ous as being swallowed by the great big fish. And he swam
and he swam up the long river, and up the water-channels,
until he came to his own grating, and now he was so thin
ti'lrom all his adventures, that he got through it quite eas-
y.

“He thought everybody would be very surprised to see
him again, but nobody had even noticed he had been
away. He swam up to a big, very fat fish, who was the
king fish of the pool, and he said, ‘Stop eating and blow-
ing bubbles, and listen to me, you fat and foolish fish! I
have come to tell you of all the wonderful things that hap-
pened to me on the other side of the grating; and I shall
teach you to grow thin, so that you, too, may go upon the
same journey and become as wise as I am.’

“The fat fish swam towards the grating, and when he
saw that the bars were so close together that not even one
of his fins could go between them, he blew two bubbles,
slowly and scornfully, and said, ‘Silly little scarlet fish!Do
not disturb my meditations with your foolish chatter. Iam
much wiser than you are, for I am king of all the fish.
How could you have got through the grating when even I
cannot put a fin through it?’

“And the big fat fish swam back to the shadows under
the lotus leaves. The little scarlet fish was very sad that
nobody would listen to him; so he slipped through the
grating and swam back towards the sea.

“Quite soon afterwards there was a drought, and the
water-channel ceased to flow; the fish pool got lower and
lower, and the fat fishes got more and more frightened,
until they lay gasping in the mud at the bottom of the
pool. And then they died.

“But the little scarlet fish was hvmg very, very happily
in the coral palace under the sea.’

It was such a lovely story that I had forgotten about my
sore foot. When Neyah had finished, we were at the edge
of the vineyards. I took off my sandals and walked along
the water-channels beside the vines, and it washed the rest
of the soreness out of my fcz)gt.



Then I remembered Maata and how cross she was
going to be. So I said, “Neyah, do you think we should
bury the fish or give them away to one of the gardeners, so
Maata won’t know where we’ve been?”

And Neyah said, “No, it was such a good adventure
I’'m going to tell Father about it. And anyway, I want to
send a present to the fisherman, because he was so nice to
us—but we won’t let Maata see us till we find Father.”

We saw him coming out of the room that leads to the
Hall of Audience. He still had on his ceremonial beard,
which he wore only when sitting in judgment. It was fixed
to the head-dress by two straps, hidden by the side-pieces.
He took off his head-dress and gave it to an attendant,
and said he was going for a bathe in the pool, and that we
could go with him. He wasn’t surprised to see us, so
Maata couldn’t have told him about losing us.

When we showed him the fish and told him all about
our adventure, he wasn’t at all cross, although he did say
we ought not to have gone out without telling somebody.
And Neyah said, “I would have told Maata, but she
would only have told me not to go, and I didn’t want to
be rude and disobey her.”

And Father said we would eat the fish that evening.
Then Neyah asked him if we could have a present for the
boatman, and he said we could go to Nu-setees and ask
him to make us something.
~ Nu-setees had a lovely little gold fish for wearing round
the neck; and he scribed my name and Neyah’s on it.

Next morning we put on our best clothes and Harka
took us in a chariot down to the river to give Das his
present. When he realised who we were, he would have
knelt upon the ground before us. But Neyah told him we
werlc: all fishermen together, and I tied the fish round his
neck.



CHAPTER FIVE
BABY LION

When 1 was six I wanted a baby lion.

I had a black hound-puppy and two pigeons and a
quail with a broken leg. Maata said to me, “Lions are fit
playmates for warriors, but not for children.”

One of the gardeners, Pakeewi, was my friend. He had
only one eye and he had lost three fingers on his left
hand, fighting for my father in the south. He worked in
the vegetable garden, which was some way from the pal-
ate. Maata had a brother who worked there also, being
the Overseer of the Gardeners; and while she talked to
him, Pakeewi would tell of his travels to Neyah and me.
He told us many stories of our father’s deeds in battle.
But when we asked Father about them, he laughed and -
said that, if reality were like a figurine, Pakeewi’s stories
were like the giant shadow that a lamp would throw of it
upon a wall.

There was a little mud-brick house where Pakeewi kept
his garden tools, and here he let us keep the animals that
we were not allowed to take home. I had a horned toad,
and two white rats with pink eyes, and a little jerboa,
which had big gentle eyes and sat on its hind legs when I
talked to it. Neyah kept a young wild-cat, which he was
trying to tame, in a box with wooden bars in front of it;
and he had a yellow sand-snake. I thought he was very
brave to play with it; and so did he. ... “I want a baby
lion! If T had a baby lion and it grew into a very big lion
and it still slept in my room, no boy could say I wasn’t
brave because I wouldn’t play with snakes.”

Pakeewi had a son called Serten, who was one of the
boys who ran with the hunting-dogs; I had told him how
much I wanted a baby lion, and he had promised to bring
me one next time a wild lioness had to be killed for getting
savage and left a cub. :
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One day I went to see Serten, and I found him sitting
on the edge of a stone trough, polishing a bit of harness.
When he saw me he looked round to see that no one was
watching, and then he beckoned me to follow him quietly.
He took me to an empty stable, and there, in the far cor-
ner, I saw a big mongrel bitch suckling a tiny lion cub with
her own two puppies. It was very small, and its eyes were
still shut. I stroked its dappled, golden wool. And I made
Segen promise to bring it to me when I was alone for the
night.

When Maata was putting me to bed, she seemed to take
even longer than usual over combing my hair; but at last
she left me. Nothing happened for such a long time that I
was sure Serten had forgotten his promise. Then I heard a
soft tapping on the shutter. I ran over to the window and
saw Serten with the lion puppy in his arms. He handed it
up to me and it whimpered a little; but it was very sleepy,
and soon it curled up beside me under the warm cover of
my bed. Pt

When all was quiet, I did our secret whistle for Neyah.
I must have woken him, for he came in looking very
?)leeggy and rather cross, “Neyah, I've got a lion in my

“Don’t be silly, you’re wide awake.”

“It’s not a dream-lion, it’s a down-here lion.” He still
didlrlzl’rtn believe me, so I pulled the cover off and showed it
to him.

And he said, “Where did you get it?”

I told him; and then I said, “It’s very brave of me to
like lions sleeping on my bed!” :

“Well, it’s only a very little lion.” :

“It’ll soon be a very big lion, and it will bite anyone
who’s ever horrid to me.”

“They won’t let you keep it when it’s got its real
teeth.”

“Well, your snakes haven’t got any sting.”

And then Neyah said, “That only makes you twice as
cq\évirdly not to touch them.” And I got so angry, I
cri

Then Neyah was very nicze:7and said he was sure it was



a very fierce lion to anyone but me. And he sat on my bed
and told me a story about a monkey and a crocodile until
I went to sleep.

dilAnd this was the story of the monkey and the croco-

e:

Long, long ago there was a family of monkeys who
lived at the top of a tall tree in the middle of a forest.
There was a mother monkey and a father monkey, two
little girl monkeys and a little boy monkey. The two little
girl monkeys were very good, and listened to all their
mother told them: of how to swing by their tails, and how
to keep to the thin branches, which wouldn’t bear the
weight of any dangerous animal that might hurt them. She
taught them what fruit to eat, and what things would
make them sick, and how to comb their fur with their
fingers so that their coats should be smooth and tidy.

But the little boy monkey wouldn’t listen to her, for he
thought he was the cleverest monkey in the whole forest.
He was too grand to play with his sisters, and he used to
go for walks by himself on the tops of the trees.

One day, in the middle of the forest, he found a big
clearing where there lived a lot of human beings. He
thought they must be a very royal sort of monkey that he
had never heard of before, and he said to himself, “These
aﬂl;e my proper companions, and I will try to be just like

em.”

He saw that they hadn’t got any tails, so he put his own
tail over his arm as though he were carrying something.
But because he was used to having it to climb with, he
often fell out of trees and bumped himself quite badly.
But that didn’t teach him anything. And he saw, also, that
the human beings had no fur on their bodies, and he tried
to pluck out his coat so as to look more like them. But he
made himself so sore, and the bare patches felt so cold,
that he stopped doing that.

Then one day he saw one of the human beings alone in
the forest. And he went up to h1m and said, “I should like
to join your tribe of monkeys.”

Now the human being was a very wise man who knew
the speech of animals, and he said, “We are not monkeys,
we are men.’
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And the monkey said, “Well, I want to be a man-
too.”

And the wise man said to him, “The time will come
when all the animals in the forest will be men. Do not be
impatient. When your time is ready you shall leave the
companionship of monkeys and know the loneliness of
man. Learn all there is to be learned as a monkey, and in
so doing you will learn wisdom more speedily. And stop
carrying your tail over your arm! If you do not use what
ﬂ}e Gods have given you, one day you shall weep the lack
of it.”

This made the monkey very cross, for he still thought
that men were a very special tribe of monkeys who con-
sidered themselves too grand to play with him—just as he
was too grand to play with his sisters. And he chattered
very rudely at the wise man and ran away into the for-
est.

One day he was walking by the river—still carrying his
tail over his arm—and he saw a man paddling a raft, and
he said to himself, ““That same thing will I do also, and
then at last they will believe I am their sort of monkey.”
In the water he saw what he thought was a log of wood,
and he jumped on to it. It started to move along the
water, and he felt very grand and important.

Suddenly the log of wood opened two very wicked eyes
and looked at him. And he knew it for a crocodile. He
was so frightened that he jumped into the water and swam
away very fast.

But, just as he reached the bank, the crocodile bit his
tail—right off!

And as he walked home to his mother all the monkeys,
whom he had been too proud to play with, pointed and
laughed and chattered at him. Nobody was at all sorry for
him, except his mother, who of course still loved him in
spite of his horridness.

Soon after, there was a great storm, and the tree they
lived in swayed about so fiercely that the poor monkey
who hadn’t got a tail to hold on with fell off on to his head
and was killed.

And before a year had passed, he was born again to the
same mother. He learned tozsgving by his tail quicker than



any child she had ever known; and he listened to every-
thing she told him; and he became the nicest and friend-
liest monkey in all the forest.

For now he knew that wisdom and happiness can only
be found by learning that which the wise Gods have
arranged for one to be taught.

CHAPTER SIX
ZEB THE LION BOY

I called my lion cub ‘Natee’, and until he was a year old
he was allowed to sleep in my room on a mattress at the
foot of my bed. Then my father decided he must be kept
with the other tame lions where they lived in the court
next to the hunting-dogs, but I was sure I could persuade
him to let him stay with me.

I had been down by the marsh with Neyah. Very early
that morning he had woken me to tell me that I could go
swan shooting with him.

We crept past Maata’s window, in case she should hear
us, and beyond the garden we found three boys, who were
friends of Neyah’s, waiting for us. We had bow-cases
slung over our shoulders, and little arrows for wild-fowl,
in bark quivers. It was still dark, with a faint line of light
on the horizon. When we got to the marsh we crawled
through the reeds until we came to the lake. Then we lay
on the damp earth at the edge of the shallow water, wait-
ing for the birds to return from feeding.

It was getting light when we heard the curious creaking
noise that wild swans make with their wings. It was a
flight of about thirty, shaped like an arrowhead, and as
they flew over us, we loosed our arrows at them. One
dropped a tuft of feathers, but flew on unharmed.

Then we heard voices and knew it was the fowlers
coming to search their snares, so we crept away very quiet-
ly. We didn’t want to be seen, because we had promised
not to go out without telling our attendants.

When I got back I found0 that Natee was not in my
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room, so I went to the lion court to see if he was there. No
one was about. I unbolted the door of the courtyard and
saw Natee asleep in the sun with a young lioness of about
the same age as himself. I called him, and he swung across
the court to me. One of the lion boys heard me; he came
running up and said that Natee was to stay in the court,
for he had been given orders that I was not to take him
out unless I had somebody with me. I took Natee by the
collar and started to lead him away, but the boy stood in
the gateway and would not let me pass. ‘

I ordered him out of my way, but he would not move. I
saw a heavy whip of plaited hide lying on a bench by the
wall, and I picked it up and lashed the boy again and
again across his face and shoulders. He didn’t cry out; he
just stood there, looking at me. I was so angry that
nothing existed for me but the boy standing in front of
me and the weals the whip was cutting across his face and
shoulders.

Then Natee sprang forward and knocked the boy
down. Natee wasn’t angry, but he was growling, and there
was blood all down the boy’s arm where Natee had
mouthed him roughly; but the boy was frightened and lay
on the ground, so I called to Natee and he followed me.
Then I took him by the collar and led him to my room.

Natee was very glad to be back with me. I shut him in
‘my room while I went to bathe, and when I got back he
had chewed another hole in my mattress and pulled some
of the feathers out; and he had gnawed the leg off my bed,
which was a pity, because it was a very nice bed, and the
legs of it were like antelopes’ legs, with little gilt hooves. I
loved Natee very much, but I scolded him sternly. He
didn’t mind at all, and licked my arm affectionately with
his rough tongue.

Someone came to the door, which I had bolted, and
said that my father wished to see me at once in the room
where he set his seal.

He was looking at a papyrus roll when I went in. He
had just come from giving audience and still wore ceremo-
nial dress; and the Flail was on the table by his hand.
When he saw me he did not smile; he looked like a statue,
as if he was sitting in judgn;tint. He said, “A whip in the



hand of one of the Royal House is a symbol of justice. In
your hand it was an instrument of injustice and of cow-
ardice; for you struck one who was but showing his
loyalty to Pharaoh and obeying the orders of your father.
Moreover, you have injured a boy who, because of his
rank and yours, could not strike back. To strike such a
one is the action of an arrogant coward and is unworthy
of our tradition. If you were a man, or in fact, if you were
not a young girl-child, I should order you to be whipped.
Then, had you done this wilfully, you would gain a just
reward; and had you done it through ignorance, you
would gain an experience that would remind you that he
who raises a lash unjustly shall have weals upon his own
back. As you are but a child, I hope that the flail of my
anger will be sufficient to teach you this law.”

It was the first time I had realised what I had done; and
I thought how brave the boy had been, and how he had
never moved all the time T was hitting him. I so wished I
wasn’t a girl, and that I could be beaten instead of seeing
my father so cold and stern and far away. I tried to make
myself angry, so that I shouldn’t cry. ... ’m not a cow-
ard! I’ll show him I’m not ... and I put my wrist in my
mouth and bit it until the blood ran through my teeth. It
was very difficult to do, because it hurt, a lot! Then I held
out my wrist with the blood on it and said, “That’s quite
as much as Natee bit the boy, and I’ll go and tell him he
can hit me back without remembering who I am, or that
I’'m a girl. I’'m not a coward.”

Then I turned and ran out of the room.

When I got back to my room Natee was gone. I bolted
the door and lay face downwards on my bed, and I cried
and I cried and I cried, and my mouth got full of feathers.
Then I heard a tapping on the door, and I thought it was
Neyah pretending to be Father. Neyah was the only per-
son I didn’t mind crying in front of, because he said it was
only like having a stomach-ache and nothing to be
ashamed of. So I unbolted the door. But it was not
Neyah; it was my father. He had taken off his head-dress
and his beard, and he was smiling. He took me in his arms
and sat down on the bed with me on his lap. He never
said anything about all the feathers, or about my bed
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being so rickety with its chewed leg. I was so relieved that
he didn’t hate me that I couldn’t help crying three tears on
to his bare shoulder; and when I licked them off again,
they tasted very salt.

Then he told me he had a much better idea about how
to make the Scales true again between me and the lion
boy. He said that although they could be adjusted by the
lion boy hitting me, a much better adjustment could be
made by my trying to undo the hurt of the whip. And he
said that he had a special ointment that would take the

ain out of the weals, and that he also would heal them.

o I blew my nose very hard and washed my face in cold
water, and then we went down to the court of the attend-
ants. The boy, who was called Zeb, was lying on a bench.
First I told him that I knew I had been wrong, and I
asked him to forgive me. And Zeb said it didn’t matter
at all and the weals didn’t hurt. I said, “Zeb, I'm very,
very sorry.” And he went down on one knee and took my
hands; he held the backs of them against his eyes and
said, “I will serve you truly with all my heart until I die.”
And my father told him that henceforward he should be
one of my own attendants.

Then my father showed me how to put the ointment on
his weals. And for five days I tended Zeb, until the weals
had quite gone.

I explained to my father that I had lashed Zeb unthink-
ingly, because I was so angry, that I could think of
nothing except that he stood in my way. It was when I
was walking with him by the marsh; Shamba, his favour-
ite lioness, who was more clever than any hunting-dog,
was with us. My father said, “Sekeeta, your temper should
be controlled by your will, as Shamba is controlled by
mine. Trained anger, like a trained lion, is a faithful pro-
tector and a powerful weapon. With controlled anger a
man can smite a wrong-doer as though he lashed him with
a flail. And the fear of such anger is a protection for the
weak against those who might hurt them if they did not
fear it, just as no one would dare attack a month-old child
if it were under Shamba’s protection. But he whose temper
is unmastered is like a child that is chained to a maddened
he-goat. He must follow whgre it leads; through village
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middens, and through swamps, and even into a cage of
wild leopards that would tear them both to pieces. And
s0, Sekeeta, remember: anger beneath your will is a flail
in your hand, but uncontrolled anger is a lash upon your
shoulders.”

CHAPTER SEVEN
SEERS IN JUDGMENT

Often Neyah would sit beside my father when he gave
judgment, to prepare him for the time when, at the age of
fourteen, he would be his co-ruler. Sometimes I would go
too, so that I also might learn of his justice.

Ptah-kefer, who was one of the chief officials of the
Royal Household, sat on the left side of the Hall of
Audience, between the throne of Pharaoh and the table of
the scribes. Being a seer priest of the highest grade of
initiation, he wore the double scarlet feather, which were
the Feathers of Maat, Goddess of Truth, meaning that
from his body he could see two truths, the truth of Earth
and the truth of the spirit.

Sometimes in his judgments my father would use Sham-
ba, his lioness, in what he used to call ‘the ordeal by lion’.
He would tell a man whose heart he was weighing to walk
up the room and put his hand in Shamba’s mouth; and he
would tell him that, if he were pure in heart, the lioness
would mouth him gently, but that, if he were guilty, then
she would crush his arm to pulp. If the man were inno-
cent, he would approach Shamba, and her teeth would be
so gentle that they would not have marked the feathers of
a bird. And the innocent man would depart with yet
another story to tell of the wisdom of Pharaoh, saying that
it was so great that even the lioness at his feet was bathed
in his glory and could weigh hearts as wisely as Tahiti.
But if the man were guilty, before he reached Shamba my
father would raise the Flail and pronounce judgment up-
on him. Neyah and I would keep our faces as calm as stat-
ues, although we knew that wilen Father had told Shamba
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to be at peace, if Set walked on Earth she would have
been gentle with him; and when he had told her to attack,
she would have torn out the throat of the great Ptah him-
self.

Once Father said to us: “Wise rulers know that many
of their people are but children, although they may have
the bodies of old men; so he treats them as children, in
ways that are within their understanding, so that they are
obedient and content.” )

I asked him how he was always sure when a man had
nothing to fear from Shamba. And he told me that Ptah-
kefer watched the man as he walked up the room; and if
he were afraid, then Ptah-kefer moved the ring on his
finger. But my father said that if we wanted to know why
he moved the ring, we had better ask him ourselves.

And Ptah-kefer told us, “With our earth eyes we cannot
see patience, or anger, or jealousy, or greed; we can only
see the reactions of them. But if I look at a man with
the eyes of my spirit, I can see his thoughts, perhaps I
should say his emotions, as colour; and the darker the
colour, the more clouded he is by Earth; and the paler the
colour, the nearer he is to the source of light, to which one
day we must all attain.

“Jealousy and greed I see as a dull dark green; but true
sympathy, which is compassion, is the pale green of the
sky before dawn. Wisdom is a pale clear yellow, like sun-
shine on a white wall; deceit, and lust for riches, are clay-
coloured, like the mud from which bricks are baked. And
in the same way every kind of emotion has its special
shade, and those that are most often experienced deter-
mine the colour of the light that shines from each one of
us. But fear clouds the colours with a dirty grey, like oily
smoke; and fierce impatience flecks them with a red, like
little drops’ of blood. There are many other signs like
these, by which I can judge a man; and if one walks to-
wards Shamba with no hidden fear, then do I know that
he has spoken truth.” .

I said, “But suppose the man was very silly and didn’t
like lions, the same as I don’t like even very small and
harmless snakes?”

“None who are not me;ls of evil fear the justice of



Pharaoh; for they know that his Flail is but to protect

them and the lion at his feet is part of his justice. He that

lv;vould fear Pharaoh or Shamba must fear his own
eart.”

“Well, suppose he was a guilty man but he was very
fond of lions, as I am, and he had one like Natee, then he
couldn’t be frightened of other people’s tame lions.”

“There are other ways by which I could tell a man
guilty. Say, for instance, that two men disputed about a
piece of land. If the colour of one man was heavy with
greed, and the other had the turquoise blue of the poet of
sculptor, and so much of it that I knew he thought too
little of riches and might let his children go hungry and his
wife patch her only tunic while he pondered on the small
embellishments of Earth, then I would know that if he
claimed the land, it was because it was rightfully his, and
not the greed of possessions.

“But it is seldom that your father needs my sight; for,
of his wisdom and understanding, he can read the hearts
of men; and though he sees not the colour of their
thoughts, to him their characters are as clear as though he
saw them written on a scroll.

“Long ago, when this earth was new, a wise man said,
‘Let thy light so shine forth, that wheresoever thou goest,
even if it be to the Caverns of the Underworld, those who
are with thee shall fear no darkness, for thou shalt light
them upon their journey.” And this light he talked of is the
selfsame light that shines from all of us, of which T have
told you. When our feet have reached the end of our earth
journey, then will the colours of Earth have been trans-
muted into the whiteness of pure light. But in this
whiteness is all pure colour; and 1n it there are the colours
of the three Wards of Earth: the pale clear yellow of
Wisdom, which is all experience; the gentle green of Com-
passion, which is perfect understanding; the true scarlet
tqf the Warriors of Maat, which is courage that is beyond

ear.”
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CHAPTER EIGHT
THE LEGEND OF CREATION

One day I questioned Ptah-kefer about the stars, and he
said, “There are other worlds like ours, numberless as the
drops of water in the river. To try to conceive of such an
immensity is foolish: for he that tries to stare the secrets
from the sun grows blind and cannot see even what is
beneath his hand.”

Then he told to me the Legend of Creation.

Long, long ago the Gods of Gods, who dwell so far
ahead of us that we cannot conceive a thousandth part of
their greatness, sent for their servant Ptah. And they gave
him a bowl of Life, which, though he emptied it, was al-
ways full; and they told him that he must teach this Life
how to gain wisdom, until at last it should become the
pure flame of spirit with all experience. And they ap-
pointed him the overlord of Earth, a place of insentient
sand and lifeless rock.

Then throughout Earth Ptah scattered Life, and the
mountains began to feel the sun that scorched their sides,
and the valleys knew the deep coldness of a winter night.
And the time came when this Life returned to Ptah; and
from his bowl! he heard a faint voice, which said, “Now
we know something of heat and cold. Let us go on.”

Then Ptah clothed the hills with trees, and the valleys
he covered with young grass and flowers; and into them
he poured his bowl. And Life learned how plants thrust
their roots through the ground in search of strength to
unfurl their blossoms to the sun; how some clasped the
rocks with tendrilled vines, and others threw their shade
beside the lake. But all that they gained they shared
among themselves, so that a blade of grass knew how
great winds stir the branches of a tree, and the fierce
cactus shared with t..e gentle moss its tenderness.

Then once more the bowé was filled by Life returning.
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Now it spoke with a stronger voice, and said, “We have
learned our lessons through the plants; now we want
bodies in which we can move and seek our destiny more
speedily.” ‘

Then Ptah made animals upon Earth. First, simple ones
like worms and snails; and then the bodies of hares and
antelopes, of lions and zebras, singing-birds and fish.

Then again Life returned, and said, ‘“Now we are wise;
we can cross a desert at night; we can find water and
shelter for ourselves; we have wandered far over Earth
and learned a great diversity of things. Make us bodies
worthy of ourselves.”

And Ptah answered them, and said, “I have sent you
forth into rocks, and into plants, and into animals. You
have returned to me sharing one another’s memory and
experience, and sharing also the friendliness of growing
things, which as animals you still haye, though long to
lose.. Now I will make you bodies like my own, and for
the first time you shall say, ‘I am’; and in saying this must
say, ‘I am alone’. No longer can I lead you on your way.
Now you must start upon a long journey, which does not
end until you can greet me, not as your creator but as
your brother.”

And Life said, “We demand this chance, this right, to
journey to your brotherhood.”

Then Ptah created man.

And man walked upon Earth, and he rejoiced in it. The
grassy valleys were soft beneath his feet; his nostrils de-
lighted in the scent of flowers, and the taste of fruits was
pleasant on his tongue. While in hot noons he rested in the
shade, gazelles would come and nuzzle in his hand; lions
would walk with him beside cool streams; and he would
test his fleetness with the deer.

But the words of Ptah kept echoing in his heart, saying,
“I am; I am alone,” until his loneliness made him afraid.
And he ieft the gentle places of Earth and ran despairingly
in search of one to end his solitude, and in his anguish he
cried upon the Gods.

And the great Min heard him and came down to Earth.
Then he caused man to fall into a sleep, and while he
slept, Min said, “No longer ghall you walk in loneliness.
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. . . Now you.are man and woman, and you shall go upon
your journey together. And to the two of you I give the
power, of your own bodies, to make others, which in their
turn shalf house the Life of Ptah. And when you see your
children, you shall cherish them, even as your creator has
cherished you.”

And of each animal, also, he made a pair. And now
more swiftly did all progress, with young to feed and
shelter and protect. For even the plants shared in this
godliness, and they thrust their roots deeper beneath the
ground in search of water for their ripening seed.

In those early days all living things knew of their
kinship, and on a cold night a little hare would lie for
warmth against a mighty lion, and men were grateful to
the plants and trees that sheltered them and gave them of
their fruits.

For in those vanished days, when Earth was young,
none had forgotten their creator.

CHAPTER NINE
THE BODY

I was looking for Neyah one day, and I found him with
my father in the room where the great rolls of papyrus are
kept, on which the scribes record those things that are the
fruits of wisdom; some were written many years ago, and
some were of our own time. Wisdom knows neither youth
nor age, for through all time it is the same.

Father was showing Neyah one of the new scrolls of
Zertar. Zertar lived in the palace, where he recorded all
that had been found out about the body of man, so that
they who came after might learn how to care for it and
house their spirits graciously.

On the papyrus there was a picture of a man without
his skin on; it was painted in pale brown, and from the
top of the skull red lines radiated throughout every part
of his body.
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Father was explaining that in the body there were little
paths that carried feeling to the commander of the body,
which was situated in the head; and that this was impor-
tant knowledge: for if one of these paths was injured, a
man might feel pain in his fingers while the injury was
really in his arm. And this knowledge helped both healers-
with-herbs and healers-with-the-knife when they had no
seer to guide them. He said, “This outermost part of our-
selves, although it is a part through which we gain experi-
ence, is to our real self only as the clothes we wear are to
our body. It is called the khat, and it is written as a
stranded fish: for when the spirit is joined to the body, the
body is like a fish swimming in the river; but when the
spirit is away from the body in sleep, the body is as help-
less as a fish stranded on the bank.”

And I asked, “When there are so many seers, why do
you have to make pictures of the insides of people?”

“Although in the Royal City there is no lack of seers,
there are always very few men who can go through the
great ordeals necessary to attain this power; and even at
the present time there are many people in Kam who might
be hurt or ill where there is no seer. There are many
countries where there are no seers or healers to succour
the injured and the sick, where the priests are without
power and the temples are not training-places. For such.
people—although it would not be as good as if they had
seers—accurate knowledge of the working of bodies is of
great value.”

I was still looking at the picture, and I saw that in the
top of the head, where the red lines sprang from, there
was a tiny man, dehcately drawn. I pointed to it, and said,
“Have we really got a little copy of ourselves inside our
heads, or is that just a way of writing?’

And Father said, “Yes, all human beings and animals
have it. It is through this that the commands of the spirit
are translated to the body. It cannot be seen except by a
seer ; if Ptah-kefer looked with the eyes of his spirit at this
part of a man who was about to raise his arm, then, a
flash of time before the earth arm was raised, he would see
it being done by the arm of what is called the ka-ibis.

“Do you remember the 4s(c))ldler from the garrison of



Na-Kish who was brought here to the temple ? His captain
sent him down in one of the empty grain-boats. He had
seen his wife seized and killed by a crocodile. The shock
was so terrible that he became dumb, and he was sent
here to see if we could cure him. Now this is what had
happened to him: so great had been his fear and horror,
that the force of his emotions ordering his body had
injured his ka-ibis. And, just as a man whose shoulder
muscles are torn cannot throw a spear, the ka-ibis could
not translate the orders of this man’s spirit to the speak-
ing muscles of his throat, and he became dumb. But when
Ptah-kefer saw what was wrong, the ka-ibis was strength-
ened with healing, until it was once more able to obey its
orders.

“The ka-ibis is written as a man walking, an action
which is an example of a man obeying his spirit through
the channel of the ka-ibis; and sometimes it is written just
as two legs, which means, as the scribe has taught you, ‘to
go’ or ‘to travel’.

“When the people of Athlanta first came to Kam they
found the ibis; and they said that its black and white
feathers symbolized the light of wisdom piercing the dark-
ness of ignorance. And the cry of the ibis is ‘Ah’; and
they said, ‘Here is a bird which speaks nothing but wis-
dom, and he that speaks nothing but wisdom speaks noth-
ing but truth.” Now in the old land the great Tahiiti, the
God of Wisdom, the Weigher of Hearts, was always sym-
bolized as the balanced scales, the same scales that you see
in the places of justice in Kam to-day. Later the people
called him Thoth, and they made statues of him with the
head of an ibis; and he became known as the Keeper of
the Great Records. For they said, ‘As the ibis speaks only
of truth, which is wisdom, so does Thoth record only
those things that are permanent, which are wisdom and
truth.” And so he has come to be known as the God of
Scribes. To-day there are many people who have forgot-
ten that Tahiati and Thoth are one god.

“And just as a scribe puts his thoughts into writing
signs, so does this little man in the head turn thoughts into
actions. And because it belongs to a part of us that,
though it dies with the boci)i, cannot be seen with earth



eyes, as does the ka, we call it the ka-ibis.”

Neyah had told me what the ka part of ourselves was,
but I wasn’t sure if I quite understood, so I asked Father
to explain it.

“In the body there are many parts which make use of
the things of Earth by which we live; our lungs purify us
with the air we breathe; our bowels and stomach and
many other organs transform our food and drink into
fresh blood, which our heart pumps through us. But we
have a greater need, which none of these can give us, and
that need is life, that life which is everywhere, and which
you have heard me call ‘the life of Ptah’. It is too fine to
contact the khat, and so we have a finer replica of our-
selves, which is a network, like thousands of invisible
veins; and through these channels flows this life of Ptah,
without which we would die. This part of ourselves is
called the ka, which means ‘gatherer of life’. It cannot be
seen by earth eyes, yet so important is it, that if these
channels are injured and cannot carry life, then the bod
will die. Only when we sleep can the kg re-store itself wit
life—and that is why we can live longer without food than
without sleep.

“The ka is written as two upstretched arms rising from
a straight line. The line used to mean ‘the horizon’ and
has come to mean ‘Earth’; the upstretched arms with
open hands symbolize one who is reaching upwards and
gathering the life of Ptah. Hundreds of years ago there
was a circle between and above the hands, symbolizing
the source of life. But now we use the simpler form.”

CHAPTER TEN
THE HEALER WITH HERBS

When my father became Pharaoh, twelve years before

the death of the great Meniss, there was little knowledge

in Kam of dealing with he‘:‘rbs. But under his guidance
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much old knowledge was remembered and much that was
new was added to the store.

The people of the Land of Gold had much of the old
knowledge of herbs, and many plants that were strange to
our country were brought back from there by my father.
Travellers from distant lands would bring him rare plants,
for which he often gave three times their weight in gold.
Although he loved flowers and trees, in the private garden
that adjoined his own apartments there were only those
plants that had healing virtue to men or animals. The
leaves of some of them were dried, then boiled in water,
and the liquid would cool fevers; some had roots that
were pounded into dust and on the tongue would cure a
disordered bowel; and there were some from which oint-
ments were made to cure sores, or to heal the angry flesh
round wounds. The bark of a low shrub with yellow
flowers was made into a lotion for the eyes. There were
tall poppies with crinkled, silky petals, from whose seeds
a draught was made, which drowsily soothed pain; and a
rare plant with a fleshy stalk, whose juice on linen, band-
aged round the eyes, would take away the yellow crust
that destroys sight.

Once my father said to me—it was after the stele had
been erected which told of the building of the palace—*“If
far in the future men shall think of me, I hope that I shalil
be remembered, not as a warrior or as a builder, but as a
man who healed with herbs. For it is greater to make a
blind man see the stars again than to build mightily in
stone.”

He would often tell us that plants had much to teach
us. “Mankind is often foolish: warriors throw doewn the
sword to drive the plough; and fields remain untilled
because the ploughman tries to paint frescoes on the cow-
shed wall; and the draughtsman throws away his reed,
wishing to be the bearer of a sword. But plants are wiser;
for they, in their several ways, gain each experience in its
turn: the violet does not cringe under its leaves because it
has no thorns upon its stalk; the verbena does not try to
flower like the convolvulus, but it is content to yield
refreshing scent from the rough greenness of its simple
leaves.”
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One day we found Father kneeling beside one of his
plants; its leaves were limp, and the flower-buds drooped
to the ground. He was pointing his fingers at it as if he
were healing a sick person, and when he had finished we
asked him what he was doing.

And he told us, “This plant was dying for lack of life.
Although the bodies of men and of animals collect new
life when they are empty and the spirit has left them in
sleep, plants cannot sleep or gather new life for them-
selves. And so Ptah made for each plant a little spirit to
look after it, which does for the plant what our ka does
for our body. These little plant-spirits take different forms,
but all of them spin very fast round and round, faster than
you can whirl a top with a cord.” And he reminded us of
the time we had seen a curious gust of wind, which had
drawn up sand and little bits of stick, sucking them to-
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