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And Solomon II did send Ahmose a gift of rare beauty, seed of the first Solomon, descendant of a Queen.
Ahmose did take the woman in lust, and from their union came a mysterious stranger son.
During the early years of the boy’s life Ahmose was gripped by an illness no court physician could cure. One day during a fit of madness he murdered the woman and shut the boy away in a small up river temple saying to the priests of the temple, ‘And I see his face abroad this land thy lives be forfeit.’
Returning to Thebes, the madness of Ahmose fell away. Nor did he remember what he had done. And when the voice of reason asked where was the woman from Solomon? He was told the slave woman Sh’e’aába had died of a sudden illness and was laid away. Of her mysterious stranger son he asked not at all.
from The (temple) Dynastic Papyrus PP No 6
circa 1st Century BC
L

ong was the journey. Hot the sun on my pallid flesh, and I all atremble with fear, like a young bird fallen out the nest. Where was my mother? Why was she not with me? Tears of self-pity coursed down my face.
It is a fearsome, shivering thing to be so young and alone with grim faced soldiers and know not the reason why.
Sniffling, I wiped tears away with the back of my hand and struggled along as best I could. Determined not to be left behind else I die here, I thought worriedly. Even so, my young legs, unaccustomed to desert travel became ever more weary as I dropped farther and farther behind.
By the time the sun reached its zenith I could do no more than stagger, and then I was on my knees, feeling faint and distant, the head of me buzzing with sound. Head hanging low, lips cracked and split from the terrible heat of the sun. Mind dazed from heat, thirst and exhaustion. Blood dripped from my lips. As each ruby droplet fell, I stared in morbid fascination as the hot, dry sands greedily drank up the unlooked for moisture. I tried to move, but my body refused to obey. With a quivering sigh I fell face down and thought in a vague sort of way; that surely I be too young to die; and then, strong hands lifting me, cool, cool water on my lips and the far away sound of a rough, growling voice.
‘Carry him; of course I’m going to bloody well carry him. Orders are to deliver him to the temple, not kill him along the way. Besides,’ the gruff voice continued, ‘he’ll be a fine looking lad once he toughens up a bit. Hey you, yes you Sakid. Blast yer eyes get over ‘ere, an’ help lard brains with me gear. Well you’ll just ‘ave to carry me pack an’ weapons between ya now won’t yer. Oh, he’s a bastard is he, an’ what do you think you lot are then. Now move yourselves, MOVE,’ the voice growled, and then I was falling, falling down into a cool, deep well of darkness.
So it was that I came to the small, almost forgotten Temple of Horus, some four days march up river from Thebes, and the start of a new and very different way of life.
Nor did I forget Kalid, the coarse voiced soldier who carried me here.
The day had begun to wane when we came in sight of the temple. Its ancient stones shiny like pale, river gold in the last of the sun’s throw away light, the belly of me tight with fear.
Still riding on Kalid’s back I stared at the temple in dismay. ‘It looks like a fortress,’ I whispered.
‘Aye, that it does,’ answered Kalid, the gravel voice of him softening as he sensed my uncertainty and fear.
Why here, I thought soundlessly, why here? Fear dropped down through my flesh like stone as I clutched Kalid tightly.
‘Easy, lad, easy,’ he soothed. ‘Lonely you might be in yon place, but no one will harm thee, my word on it,’ he added menacingly, as he strode forward.
Even so, I was sore afraid and uncertain. All I had known since birth was life in a dim shadowed place, with a now and then walk in a courtyard shut away from the outside world, the occasional high pitched voices of castratos who served as guards drifting in.
I never saw the one who was rumored to be my father. Though I did think it odd that I was never allowed to play with other children. Perhaps that is why I came to live inside my head. Certainly I was never bored, lonely yes, but never bored. Indeed, how can one be bored, when it is so easy to simply sit and look at a never-ending stream of moving pictures inside your head, sometimes sounds and feelings accompany the pictures, but not always, only sometimes.
I did not then know that what I viewed so casually were scenes from the past. Before the spirit of me entered this new house of flesh that is.
Even so, the day I entered the temple I knew little of anything at all, other than fear tightening my gut with a cold, vicious hand.
Kalid put me down, and though I wobbled a bit, I was able to walk. Oddly he held my hand as we entered the temple, curtly ordering his men to remain outside.
Cool was the temple. Cool and dim and hushed with peace. The quailing heart of me strengthening a little as something of the fear inside me leaked away, just a little.
As my eyes adjusted to the gloom I could see columns, or pylons as some do call them, of polished red granite soaring up towards an impossibly high roof hidden in shadow. I couldn’t see the roof but I knew it was there, at least I hoped it was. Off to either side of the huge chamber, and partially hidden by the columns, Gods of stone and painted wood stared down from out arched alcoves set into the walls.
And then fading sunlight poured in behind us, laying bars of dusky orange fire across the polished marble floor, filling the temple with a soft eerie glow that seemed to my young eyes to lend the silent Gods of the hall, a brief tenure of flaring life. I stood in awe and silence. Will they speak, I wondered, and then quickly realised I wasn’t at all sure I wanted to hear Gods speak. I clutched Kalid’s hand tightly, and then as the sun sank lower the light moved on and the moment was broken. Perhaps I did hear something way back inside my head, though I dare say it was nothing but a scared young boy’s fancy, and then the light moved on and the moment was lost forever.
‘I am Rahn,’ I whispered, ‘and I am not afraid.’ Only I was, but no one else need know that, and then Kalid was tugging me forward to meet a group of priests gliding out from the shadows that all but concealed the rear of the temple chamber.
A tall, thin, bald, old man with stooped shoulders stepped forward. ‘Who are you, and what do you want?’ he demanded authoritatively.
Kalid came to a halt; nudging me forward he said tonelessly, ‘Your are to care for the boy.’
The old man looked down at me, his expression unreadable.
Kalid said again, ‘you are to care for the boy,’ and added with a growl, ‘and keep him here, not in the village.’
All temples have a village nearby and this one was larger than most, according to Kalid that is.
Oddly, the priest did not refuse to take me. Did he know I was coming? How could he, I wondered? Not that it mattered, fear or no, I have ever a curious mind, but then what child has not.
The priest asked softly, ‘For how long?’
Kalid replied in an equally soft voice, ‘Whilst Pharaoh lives.’
The old priest’s eyes widened in shocked surprise, ‘Who is he?’
Kalid shrugged, ‘son of a slave woman.’
The priest frowned in confusion, ‘Son of a slave, why bring him here, we neither keep nor want slaves.’
‘Perhaps the lad is not all he seems,’ answered Kalid in a cold, deadly voice.
‘What do you mean?’ demanded the priest suspiciously.
Again Kalid shrugged, ‘I be a soldier,’ he said gruffly, ‘I follow orders and interest myself in Pharaoh’s affairs not at all.’
The old priest blanched at the implied threat.
‘Tis rumored,’ Kalid continued, ‘the lad’s mother be of royal lineage but,’ he added, ‘a slave, nonetheless.’
‘And his father?’ stuttered the priest.
Kalid stared at him, hard of eye, and remained silent.
The priest’s eyes widened in stunned surprise, as some unspoken truth slid inside his head. Soft voiced he asked, ‘and what exactly are we to do with him? Speak plainly now,’ he added.
Kalid looked uncomfortable. ‘Keep him here,’ he said in a flat voice, ‘or he dies.’
My blood ran cold. He doesn’t mean it; I thought desperately, only deep down inside I knew he did.
‘And the mother?’ asked the priest.
Kalid shook his head and drew a finger across his throat.
The old priest sighed, ‘We will do what we can for the boy,’ he muttered, ‘though it will be little enough, I’m thinking.’
Kalid stood in silence, eyes locked on the priest, as a breathless hush seemed to gather around them. No one moved or spoke. It was unnerving, and frightening, as though the rough soldier somehow held the priests in thrall.
I shuffled my feet breaking the spell, the creaky sound of my sandals scraping the marble slabbed floor loud in the silence.
Kalid speared the old priest with a baleful stare. His voice shivered me through, flat and cold, cutting through the air like a weapon. ‘Do more than a little old man, else I be ordered to return with a few good lads and admonish the lot of you.’
The face of the old priest drained of colour.
‘Nothing personal you understand,’ Kalid continued, ‘but like I said yer scholarship, I do be no more than a simple soldier who does what he’s told.’ He grinned like a hunting cat, ‘I follows orders see. An’ you lot,’ he waved his hand towards a group of priests huddled together in fright, ‘had better take good care of this ‘ere lad or maybe I won’t be needin’ no orders to be a coming ‘ere and asking why.’
At that exact moment, as Kalid turned towards me, I looked up straight into his eyes. The force of his gaze like a bolt piercing my head and I knew, as young as I was, I knew without knowing how it was possible for me to know, that Kalid was far more than the simple coarse voiced soldier he pretended to be. Though what else he was I had no idea. But then, I was young and owned knowledge of nothing at all.
Kalid gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod of his head, as though he had somehow divined the very thoughts behind my eyes, and then the moment passed as he lay a hand on my shoulder and gently pushed me towards the silent, anxious looking group of priests. Then suddenly, before ever I could voice a cry of protest, Kalid spun on his heel and marched out and away from the temple. His detail trailing behind as the figure of him merged into the fading light of a burnished copper sunset, the back of him stiff and straight. Never a once did he look back though the heart of me willed him to do so, and then he was gone, not even his shadow remained.
I swallowed nervously, the guts of me hollow and tight. I am Rahn; I thought desperately, I am not afraid. Even so, Kalid’s going left me feeling more alone than ever I cared to admit. I have never had a friend, and had no idea what a friend was, and isn’t that a terrible thing to be saying? Was Kalid a friend? I do not know. Only, he had carried me on his back when he might just as easily have left me to die in the desert, but he did not, and companionship of sorts had grown between us. Or was that just a scared young boy’s fancy? Was his action that of a friend? I didn’t know, how could I? Young I was and the very foundations of my life had been ripped away. I shivered a little though the air was warm enough, and wondered; what was to become of me in this strange, eerie place of old men.
Silent crying, weeping inside for the loss of something I could not begin to name. It was then, as a priest led me away to begin who knows what kind of life, that I realised within the heart of me that Sh’e’aába, my mother of the long dark hair and voice of summer, walked no more this earth of life. Pain of it all pierced me through, too young to think of more, too weary and too alone to wonder why? Dazed, I trailed behind a soft voiced priest who had bidden me to follow. What else was there for me to do?
I am not afraid, I thought soundlessly. I am Rahn, I am not afraid, only, I have never had a friend. What is a friend?
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Who will care for the child when no mother is near?
Who will croon away fears?
When in darkness the child sleeps alone?
Who will sing to the child of warmth and light?
Who will love the child?
When mother’s bones molder beneath a weight of stone?
Who will abandon the child in the name of a blind god?
The Desert Tablet
(So called due to the piece of polished limestone being found in the desert with no trace at all of from where it came. The piece of worked stone however, presents a problem. It is thought to be older than recorded history. Found by Sir Philip Ambrose Thar Desert, upper Indus Valley region, 1899)
The concept of freedom remains a meaningless abstraction to those who remain unaware there is anything to be free from.
‘The Prisoner’ by James Brooke 17th Century
(James Brooke, son of a titled though penurious landowner was incarcerated for 18 years for the crime of advocating freedom of investigative research, freedom of speech and the equality of women. 1671-1689)
K

alid is with me now. Nor am I his master, though he is content for me to lead now and then. He is my friend. I who once knew not the meaning of friendship, came to know the rare and precious value of selfless friendship, during the seasons of my confinement behind the high stone walls of a forgotten desert temple dedicated to Horus, savior son of the virgin mother Isis, the eternal flame.
Even so, I ever lived in fear that Ahmose might one day remember my name, Rahn, son of Sh’e’aába, a slave given in tribute to Ahmose by Solomon II of the contested house of Da’vid.
Though it be true Nebuchadnezzar of Babylon has crushed the house and taken the people into slavery, even as he will one day defeat the army of Ahmose.
Nor did Nebuchadnezzar find the Ark of the Covenant and its precious store of sacred science that he so ardently sought. Perhaps it is I, who one day will steal the flame Nebuchadnezzar would own or quench. And yet for all of that, I be no thief. Should I seek to find such written treasure it be with good intent. Though it is true the way of coming to who and what I am was long and arduous. Even so, of Atet I sing only his praise, and of the small dark man known as Jamil the Traveler there is little I can say, other than he be not the least of all my captive years. Indeed, his arrival was timely, and if not for what he did impart, I doubt I would have survived to cross the sands.
My mother never spoke of who my father might be. Therefore, like freedom, the word remained meaningless to me. I never suffered from cold or hunger and at night there was always a place to lay my head.
Sometimes, when the light began to fade and long shadows prowled our room, my mother would sing a soft sad song with tears in her eyes. I once asked why it was she cried? She said, that as she sang she thought of desert sunsets, and of the one she once thought loved her. He did not; he betrayed her and gave her in tribute to Ahmose. She said her love was a king, a man of God and Scripture.
I knew nothing of love or kings and could find no words of comfort to offer when she cried. All I could do was put my young arms around her and hold her tight. She liked that I think, and would soon drift away into sleep.
Before the soldiers came. I had no songs to sing. The words my mother sang were foreign and strange, nor did she care to teach me their sound. Perhaps I should have paid more attention; perhaps I should have hummed the sound. But I did not and was too young to care.
The songs of Sh’e’aába are lost now, thistle drifting on night winds. And of all the things I can remember, to my sorrow I can never quite recall the song of Sh’e’aába that once she did say was sometimes known as the Song of Solomon I.
Before the soldiers came, I lived my young life in and about a maze of dimly lit passageways; halls of stone, silence, and an occasional glimpse of a far and high impossibly blue sky.
I would daydream now and then of what it would be like to play and run beneath such a sky with a feel of winds blowing against my face, and then I would shrug and push aside such dreaming fancies. Young years are like that, full of dreaming fancies.
It never occurred to me to break free of the confines of my world or to protest restraints. Was I not free within the boundaries of my world, what then was there for me to be free from?
Young was I, with no idea at all of the meaning of the word only, now and then, when I caught a glimpse of the high blue sky, a yearning kind of feeling ached my throat, pulling the belly of me hollow and tight with longing, for what, I had no idea.
Is that what freedom is? Is that how it begins, with an achy, yearning feeling inside that makes you want to reach out towards something you have no name for?
I lived inside my head. A young boy no one cared to talk with or otherwise acknowledge he existed at all.
My mother taught me to read and write the Egyptian way, more I think to help fill her hours, than with any expectation that I would use such skills.
Walls of stone, dimly lit corridors, closed doors and an occasional shiver of fear of something stalking down my dreams as though it would steal my very soul. For a young boy, who did not then know his life was odd, indeed strange to the extreme, what else was there for me to know other than a castrati’s heavy hand, should ever I attempt to draw near other children I spied now and then, playing in the walled garden where I was sometimes allowed to walk alone. That I might be a prisoner for reasons beyond my youthful head to understand never occurred to me. Why should it? Apart from my mother, no one spoke to me at all.
Shadow Life of the Undead, though I knew not the name of it then.
Before the soldiers came, I thought I had lived forever, so long were the days of my life. Perhaps silence had something to do with the way of my thinking, and the long days that wound down so very slowly towards the empty hours of night.
I feared the nights with a child’s fear of trembling. No moonlight shadows could I see, only darkness, thick and awful pressing in around me. I am Rahn. I am not afraid. I repeated endlessly inside my head. It did no good; dreams always came like thieves in the night to steal my soul. I would jolt awake then with dream haunt fogging my senses. Eyes staring into darkness, heart pounding, mouth dry and the face of me all a sweat?
Young as I was, in the brave new light of day, I often wondered where dreams come from when you sleep and where they might go when you awaken? Is there something inside our heads that needs dreaming to know it lives, and if it lives what might it be that seemingly we are unaware of, and when I fall in my sleep, where do I fall from?
I know the answers now. I did not then.
And in these later years have had cause to think that all too often, those who have young ones in their care seem not to remember their own childhood fears and uncertainties, and become intolerant of the very fears and uncertainties they once feared when night lay thick around them.
Then one day, soldiers carried me away from the only life I had known, and it seemed to me that all my childhood fears came true.
How vast the sky, how achingly bright and full of light, how lovely, even so; the desert was terrifying, a wasteland of stupefying heat and thirst that seemingly stretched out towards forever. And the legs of me too short to match the stride of foul mouthed soldiers who, I quickly realised, would just as soon leave me to die and have done with it, than to carry the burden of me overlong. I who came out from silence and solitude knew nothing of this terrible place. The very land of my birth whose name I did not then know. This very land I have no care for, no care at all.
If not for Kalid I would surely have perished. Perhaps that is why he was there. Perhaps for that reason alone he had somehow managed to gain command of the detail assigned to accompany me to the temple. An assignment I later came to learn he would not otherwise have been chosen for. What with Kalid being a Blue Crane. A first rank fighting man with something of a reputation gained from the border wars with Babylon. No, such as he would never be detailed to escort a child, and a bastard at that.
But then Kalid is something of a mystery to me. In some ways he reminds me of a certain legendary hero who figures so prominently in some few ancient tales Atet loved to relate during my early uncertain years at the temple.
However that may be, the man I have become is a far cry from the terrified boy Kalid carried here so long ago. And of love, yes, that too I came to know. Though I had not the wit to recognise what it was, until love seared my very soul, and the way of my life changed forever. I became something else then. Something neither Atet nor Kalid expected to find. Perhaps there is an ancient piece of memory lodged in all of humankind. Needing only special circumstances to surface and haunt forever the way of our life, a piece of memory, of light and darkness between which we must ever choose. And who will know if so our choice is wrong? You will know, your actions will say so. Actions display silent song of choice. Beware then, what your actions show you to be. So it is Atet once taught, and I uncaring to know, or even heed what I then failed to understand. Until Nafraya came, the soul of me was stone, the heart of me ice and adamant. And of the Gods of Egypt I cared for not a one.
