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Preparing the dead



The place where the dead are prepared for their final journey through the gates of Amenti is far away from civilisation, in a walled tent camp guarded by the king’s soldiers. Everyone involved in the mummification stays within the enclosure of the camp during the entire process.



When I enter the square in front of the temple, the sun appears just above the horizon.



At this hour of the day there is a lot of activity around the water wells. People flock from far and wide to fill their jugs with the cool water. As people collect their water they share the latest news and juicy gossip, flirt and tell need-to-know anecdotes, while children run around splashing water on each other and screaming with joy.



It is the place to make plans and negotiate.



Ini-Nerit looks down on this crowd of people from his horse. He tries to spot his daughter and starts to wave when he sees her. Then he rides towards the water well where his servants are busy filling up water bags for the trip.



‘A blessed day, aba. How wonderful that I can go with you!’ He dismounts his horse and gives me a hug. ‘A blessed day to you too, sweet girl. I’m glad that you’re coming with me. Then you can see with your own eyes what kind of things your father is doing. I just hope that you can handle it out there. You won’t be able to just leave if it gets too much.’



‘Don’t worry, aba. I will handle it.’ ‘Very well, we’ll be going then.’



Everything is ready. Six servants are coming with us to accompany the mules. They have been loaded up with baskets and chests filled with jewellery and amulets for the deceased.



There is also a regiment of soldiers to guard all this during the trip.



Aba helps me on a tame black gelding he picked out for me in the royal stables. He has a brown mare himself. At the command of the superior, the procession starts moving. On the way I discuss Merenit’s lessons with aba. Of course, as it’s related to the purpose of our trip, we also talk about ‘life after death’. Life in Amenti is at least as important to the Kemets as life on Earth.



Halfway through, the procession stops at a farm where my father is warmly welcomed by the owner. The two men have known each other for years.



We are taken to his roofed courtyard where the lady of the house and her daughters have prepared a meal. With a cheerful smile on his sun-weathered face, the host invites us to sit down.



We squat down on a large brightly coloured rug around a pot of tea and a few bowls. After the daughters have poured the tea, they go into the house and return a little later with plates of bread, fried chicken and a pot of lentil soup.



The delicious-smelling food is placed between us. I’m thoroughly enjoying this trip.



The soldiers and servants receive their meals at the water well in front of the farm, where the farmer’s sons water and feed the horses and mules. They sit comfortably in the shade of the palm trees. An hour later we move on and after two hours the tent camp appears on the horizon.



As we approach the camp, I hear the sounds of wailing women. When I enter I see the women walking back and forth across the terrain. They’re dressed in dirty light blue robes and their breasts, arms and legs are covered in mud. Their long, messy dreads are also smeared with it. Alternately, the women raise their arms theatrically in the air and let them fall on their bare breasts, while wailing loudly.



My face probably speaks volumes, because aba looks at me with a knowing smile, shrugs and says: ‘The wailing women are working here twenty-four hours a day. They have been hired to keep the evil jinn away from the deceased with their wailing.’ I nod, think about my night’s sleep, but don’t say anything. Aba laughs: ‘I warned you, dear daughter!’



The camp consists of quite a lot of tents and four brick houses. First we ride towards a large tent where the women’s quarters are. There I dismount my horse and aba directs a servant to carry my travel bag inside.



A woman comes out who introduces herself as Istra, priestess of Anubis.



My father informs the priestess about the purpose of my visit. The woman saya nothing, just nods with a stern face.



‘Shoshana, I’ll see you later in my quarters’ I nod at Aba and wave goodbye.



Istra asks me to follow her and we go inside the tent. I look around in horror at the dirty, messy interior. Istra looks at me indifferently, shrugs and says, ‘Lady, we have no other accommodation for you. I will instruct the wailing women to tidy up.’



The priestess clears a sleeping mat, throws on a few cloths and a grey linen robe and says: ‘These are for you. I will take you to the washing area.’ I silently pick up the robe and cloths.



The washing area is at the back of the tent, behind a screen of woven palm leaves. There are only a few jugs filled with water and a barrel of salt. I look around with a dirty look on my face. The ground is covered with a thick layer of mud and in a corner lies a heap of dirty cloths. Istra notices my horror, but doesn’t flinch. ‘Take off your clothes, please.’



I do as she asks. The trip was hot and dusty, so I’m happy to cool down. Istra scoops bowls of water over my naked body. Then she gives me a handful of salt which I rub all over myself.



She then rinses my body and hands me a cloth to dry myself with. The grey linen jellabiya is on the wide side, but I make it fit with the brown cord that Istra gives me.



‘This clothing is worn by all the women here. You can get a clean jellabiya every day, if you wish. I will take your travel clothes and see to it that they are washed.’



I thank her and ask if she can take me to my father’s quarters on the other side of the camp.



When I report to the entrance of the tile stone house, I notice that my father has also freshened up and changed clothes. I look around. His quarters are spacious, and look clean and tidy. There is a comfortable bed and rugs and thick pillows on the floor.



I let myself fall on one of the pillows and sigh deeply. Aba laughs and says cheerfully: ‘You’re already dressed in your work clothes, I see. They look good on you!’



I react just as cheerfully and say: ‘Yes, wonderful, don’t you think. Aba, I’m fine with it, I don’t have to wash anything.’ Outside, someone calls out: ‘Dear high priest.’



Aba confirms his presence and the curtain, which serves as a door, is pulled aside. A servant enters. He is carrying a tray with a simple meal of lentil soup, bread and beer.



As we eat, I complain about the filthy women’s quarters and the muddy washing area. Aba looks at me, makes a dirty face and shakes his head, but doesn’t say anything.



The soup tastes good. When we’ve finished the meal he gets up, assembles a few pillows and says: ‘Lie on this for now. I’ll see if I can arrange something for you.’



“The sounds of those wailing women are not as loud here,’ I say.



‘Yes, that’s correct. My quarters are on the other side of the camp and the wind doesn’t usually blow this way. Fourteen wailing women work here and they regularly relieve each other.’



‘Aba, I can’t imagine having to sleep in those women’s quarters tonight. I won’t get any sleep if that wailing continues all night long!’



He nods and says: ‘Let’s rest first.’ An hour later, he gently wakes me up.



I turn on my back and stretch with a smile. On the low table are bowls of sugar cane juice and some date cakes.



‘Shoshana, I have one more inspection to carry out and a few things to discuss with the responsible priests. I also want to visit the kitchen and the workshop. Would you like to join me?’



‘Yes, of course, aba, that’s why I came here!’



The embalming workshop is hidden behind a wall. The entrance is guarded. My father is respectfully welcomed and he informs the guard about the purpose of my visit. The watchman nods at me with a surprised look in his eyes.



We enter a courtyard. There’s a large building of tile stones. It has a roof of palm leaves and there are large holes in the walls, which are also covered with palm leaves. There are several tents surrounding this building.



Ini-Nerit walks towards the largest tent.



‘This tent is called the Hall of Anubis. It is the cleaning tent. This is where the deceased go when they are brought in. There is nobody at the moment.’ We go inside and aba explains the usual procedure to me.



‘The deceased is washed with holy water from the river on that large limestone table in the middle. A natron solution is added to the water.’



He points to a few barrels along the sides that are filled with salt.



I nod. It smells musty in the tent and I feel a bit sick. Aba continues.



‘After the dead body has been stripped of its clothes and been ritually washed, it is taken to the Per-Nefer, the Good House of Anubis. That’s the embalming workshop.’



I interrupt him, irritated.



‘Aba, how come those women wailing all day don’t drive you crazy? Their screaming makes my blood curdle.’ Aba smiles: ‘That’s just part of it. It’s beneficial for the dead. You’ll be used to it after a few days and then you won’t even notice it.’



I shake my head and shrug. ‘Yes, I know it’s necessary, but does it have to be so loud? And then those women. They have made wailing their profession. I cannot understand that. They’re always those folksy types as well, who don’t care about anything and have learned little to nothing. Aba, I don’t want that sort of woman at my funeral. I know they are not sincere anyway and that they’re only doing it for the money.’



Dear daughter, it’s not about whether or not they are sincere. Their only task is to keep the jinn away from the deceased with their wailing. That’s the most important thing. I shudder to think of your Ka or Ba being harmed by evil spirits after your death.’ I nod and just twist my lips without saying anything.



We leave the tent and walk to the tile stone building.



‘Are you sure you want to go in?’ Ini-Nerit asks. ‘That’s where the embalming takes place.’



‘Yes, aba, I’m going in. I’m not afraid. I know what baboons look like when they’re being embalmed, so I can imagine what people would look like. Their faces and bodies will be shrivelled and blackened as a result of the natron drying them out.’ Ini-Nerit nods and says: ‘Don’t forget about the smell. Not everyone is able to tolerate the stench caused by the embalming. I am currently embalming the body of lady Sahirah with my assistants, the Chenty-irty priests. After sixty days, the process is now almost complete. The worst stench around her body has largely dissipated. But there is also a young man inside. It’s the son of Ramose, the mayor of Achetaton. His body is still in the early stages of the mummification process. I therefore recommend that you wrap your headscarf around your nose and mouth.’



I do as he says and follow him into the hallway of the building. Aba is the highest embalming priest, the Hery Sheshta, also known as the Hetemu Netjer or the Seal Keeper of God. He controls the mysteries of death and he is the Keeper of the Secrets of the Place.



Together with the Chenty-irty priests, he prepares the dead for burial.



Storage spaces are located on either side of the hallway. An indescribable stench washes over me that is only getting stronger with every step I take. I moan and gag in disgust and press the headscarf tighter against my mouth and nose. Aba slows down for a moment and looks back in concern. I nod reassuringly and gesture him to keep walking.



First, he shows me the storage spaces on the left. These are filled with barrels of natron. The spaces on the right are filled with jugs of resin, sawdust, chaff, dyes, herbs and various oils. There are also large baskets with strips of linen wraps in different sizes. At the end of the hallway, aba enters a large square space on the left. It’s all blurry in there from the incense. But not even the smell of the incense can hide the stench, which is irrevocably caused by the decomposition of bodies. Upon entering, my father is greeted respectfully by the Chentyirty priests. They stare at me in surprise. The priests have apparently not been informed of my arrival and aba briefly explains my presence.



I nod and blink a little uncertainly behind my headscarf. Sparse daylight is peeking through the ceiling, which is made of beams with palm branches over it. There are holes everywhere in the walls. These are also covered with palm branches. This is to keep out the flies that are drawn to the stench of the decomposing bodies. The many holes keep the air circulating. This is necessary to stimulate the drying of the bodies.



In the middle are two slightly angled alabaster tables. The dead bodies of the woman and the young man are lying on there. There are priests sitting next to the tables, softly reciting prayers. The naked bodies are lying on wooden blocks. The body of Mayor Ramose’s son is covered with a thick layer of natron. A thin stream of smelly liquid drips into a reservoir which is located under his table.



I look at it in horror. Aba explains that those are bodily fluids which are released by the natron treatment. He adds that natron is a mixture of table salt, soda and other sodium compounds. It’s extracted from salt lakes in the western desert and at Wadi El Natrun in the river delta.



I point to a few small tables with dangerous looking instruments on them. Aba explains to me that the stone and bronze knives are used to remove the organs. The hooks and spirals are used to remove the brain.



I take a step towards the table with Lady Sahirah on it. The natron has been removed and the priests are cleaning her body, which has turned black during the drying process. I look with suspicion at her thin chest where the ribs are clearly visible. There’s a large hole on the left of her hollow belly. I point at her blackened face. The lady’s nose is severely damaged and I ask aba if the lady might have fallen before she died?



Ini-Nerit shakes his head. Her nose is unfortunately damaged because it was difficult to remove the brain. That’s not always easy to do. The brain is removed through the left nostril with a designated hook which is pushed through the ethmoid bone. Then we take out the brain in parts. Her nose will be all right. When we are done, the skull is filled up with resin and with that we can also neatly reshape her nose.



The hole you see in her belly was needed to remove the organs. If we leave the soft tissues in the body, the mummy will still decay. The brain that has been removed will not be preserved. A dead person doesn’t need a brain in the spiritual world.



The heart will stay in place. It will be weighed on the scale of the Cosmic Court, after which Osiris will cast his judgement upon it.’



Aba points to the back wall of the room. There are a few bowls on a table. Under the table is also a reservoir, into which pungent bodily fluids are slowly dripping. ‘The bodies of the dead are in those bowls. They’re the lungs, liver, pancreas, stomach and intestines. They are dried separately and put in canopic jars. It’s too risky to put them back in the body because they’re very sensitive to decay. That’s because organisms settle in the organs during life. The kidneys remain in the body. These are too stuck in the connective tissue, but they are treated with extra natron.’



I hear voices and turn around. Four priests enter the room. They respectfully greet my father and nod politely at me. But the looks in their eyes say it all. I can almost hear them thinking: what in heaven’s name is this woman doing here?



One of the priests steps forward. ‘Honourable high priest, could you approve the embalming process of lady Sahirah?’



Ini-Nerit approaches the table with the lady on it. He inspects her from all angles. ‘Too bad about the nose, but I trust you will properly reconstruct it. Well, the body has been sufficiently dried. Just transfer it to the dry room, we’ll start the finishing process tomorrow.’



He gestures to me and says: ‘My daughter will be observing the finishing process this week. I expect you to treat her with respect and to answer all her questions.’



The priest nods at me with a mischievous look in his eyes. My father notices this. He sternly asks the priest: ‘Has the dry room been prepared and is the funerary barge ready?’



The priest submissively bows his head and answers affirmatively.



‘I have received some special requests from the family regarding the jewellery and the amulets. Tomorrow morning, I want to take stock of everything and then go over the work schedule. Make sure that everyone I’ve appointed to this work is present.



The priests nod, fold their hands across their chests and bow their heads. Then aba walks over to the young man’s corpse. He looks critically at the body and comments: ‘The drying process on the back isn’t working properly. The body is quite voluptuous. Get some higher blocks so that the back receives better ventilation and move them twice a day. Double the natron layer as well.’



A few priests turn around, go to the storage space and return with higher blocks. Four men lift up the body simultaneously and two other priests exchange the blocks. Then they take a bowl of natron and cover the body with it again. They can now reach the back more easily. The organs in the bowls are also covered with natron again.



‘Repeat these actions more often than usual. There’s a lot of body fat, so that requires extra salt treatments. Make sure that the reservoirs are emptied and cleaned every time. Well, gentlemen, I’ll see you again tomorrow.’ Ini-Nerit nods approvingly at the priests and then turns to me with a smile. ‘Come, I will show you the dry room, where you will attend the rest of the mummification tomorrow.’



The dry room is on the other side of the hallway.



When I enter, I immediately notice the beautiful ebony wooden bed with the lion’s feet. It is painted in a deep red-brown colour. On the ends are beautifully carved lion heads, painted with gold leaf. There are slats between the legs.



‘Is that a funerary bed, aba?’



‘Yes, this is a particularly beautiful one. It is truly royal.’



There’s admiration in his voice. We walk past the tables located against the wall.



‘On these are the necessities to finish the body.’



I see long, curved needles and thread. Everything is ready to sew up the body once it’s been stuffed with sawdust and chaff. There are also pots with oil and different colours of powdered paint. Along the other wall are large baskets with linen bandages in different sizes.



Ini-Nerit grabs the linen and nods approvingly after feeling its quality. He looks into the jugs with stuffing materials one more time and says: ‘Shoshana, tomorrow the lady’s body will be stuffed and closed up. Then it will be painted and put in oil. When that’s done, it will be wrapped in the linen bandages and I will apply ceremoniously apply the amulets.’
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Third sand healing



Anne and Ralph arrived last night. Now our group is complete for the El Amarna project.



Wonderfully rested, I arrive at the ticket booth of the temple at seven o’clock. Ticket prices have increased by 10 pounds across Egypt today. This means that entrance to the temple of Seti now costs 40 EP. This converts to a little under 4 euros.



In the forecourt, I sit down in my favourite spot near the water wells.



From a distance, I see the guards walking back and forth restlessly at the entrance. They appear to be agitated about something. Every now and again, they scream at each other. I want to concentrate, but I can’t under these circumstances. Maybe it’s quieter at the Osirion. I walk to the entrance of the temple.



When I kindly greet the guards, they don’t respond. They just nod sternly. Their faces look tense, even hostile. As soon as I’ve passed them, they continue their heated argument. I go straight to the back exit of the temple and walk to the Osirion, but it’s also busy here.



Workers are cutting the reed that is growing in the tunnel of the old entrance. Maintenance is needed urgently. I sit down and observe the scene.



These men also argue fiercely as they work. The atmosphere is hostile. I wonder if their arguments are related to the fights that have broken out in Cairo and Port Said. I go back to the House of Life, hoping it’ll be quieter later in the day.



After breakfast, we discuss the chapter about the pharaohs of the 18th and 19th Dynasties. After lunch, everyone goes back to their rooms to escape the hottest part of the day. The town goes quiet. The guards are probably also sleeping at the entrance of the temple. This would be the best time to go back, but I don’t because of the heat.



At half past four, after tea, Tamir arrives. Ralph and Marijke are also coming this time to experience the atmosphere of the desert. With four women in the back seat of the old Mercedes and three men in the front, Ralph with Marijke on his lap, we drive to the Desert Place. We draw a lot of attention along the way. The exhaust of the old car dangerously scratches the high bumps in the road. But anything is possible here in Egypt and we’re having great fun.



When we arrive in the desert it turns out to be extremely windy. Desert sand is very fine, almost powdery. It finds its way into your clothes, your eyes, your mouth, your nose, your ears and your hair.



I can deal with it lying in the hole with a scarf wrapped around my head, but I feel bad for our wonderful caretakers sitting next to us.



Listening to the rustle of the wind, I can quickly surrender to the hot sand and before I realise it, I sink into the eternal now.



Although my consciousness has decreased, I can still tell Aset what I see and experience. She writes everything down.



A large wooden gate appears in my mind’s eye, of which the door is invitingly ajar. I approach it and know that if I want to know what’s behind the gate, I have to open it myself. I go through the gate and enter a pitch black room. I feel someone grabbing my hand.



Then I get to a next gate, which I go through as well. The space I’m in now appears to be a vestibule. It is a bit brighter there. In the half-dark, I walk alone towards what looks like a thick curtain. The curtain is semi-transparent. It is made of a soft, light blue glass-like material that contains light. When I look for an opening, I notice that I can go right through the curtain. I enter an illuminated room, which looks a bit like an amphitheatre. The light has a blue-white colour and the building material is translucent, crystal-like.



I move further into the amphitheatre. I stand in the centre and see benches around me, cascading from the bottom to the top, with figures of light on them. Somehow I know I have to lie down there in the centre.



As I lie on my back, two figures of light float down. It looks like they have wings. They have humanoid shapes, but appear light as a feather. One sits by my head, the other at my feet. I receive a password, intended only for me, in the form of vocal sounds: .. - .. -.. -…



After a while I am helped to my feet. All the figures sitting on the benches float towards me and congratulate me. I am intensely happy and feel connected to them.



I want to stay here, but I have to go back. My time hasn’t come yet …



I retrace my steps to the transparent curtain, go through it, and find myself back in the dimly lit vestibule. I turn around, walk towards the door, which is ajar, and enter the pitch black room again. Here I’m taken by the hand again and led outside. When I’m outside, I look around. I feel lonely and abandoned and desperately want to go back.



Then, I suddenly smell a pungent scent that I vaguely recognise. The ground begins to shake under the weight of heavy footsteps and a huge lion appears.



He approaches me and stands before me. I’m not afraid. The animal rises up and puts his right paw on my left shoulder for a moment. Then he invites me to sit between his legs. I do as she says. It feels good, protective. Aset asks: ‘Isn’t it a lioness?’



‘No, it’s a lion, I can tell by the pungent scent and his mane.’



Let the lion into your heart and take him with you,’ Aset tells me.



Slowly, I return to the here and now. First I move my toes out of the sand. Then my legs. Before I’m dug out, we evaluate my experience. I can still clearly remember it all now.



I tell Aset that in the event I sometimes felt like a spectator and sometimes like a participant. I observed myself and experienced myself.



Aset looks at me and smiles: ‘You’ve just been initiated and received a password. The lion is your spirit animal. And you now know where you’ll go after you die.’ I nod and say: ‘Know yourself, then you know the Divine. That’s the most important task in a person’s life.’



The rest of the sand is swept from my torso and arms and then I once again enjoy a hot cup of tea.



That evening I have another foot bath and a neck and shoulder massage. I can completely surrender to it now. It feels good. On the porch we drink Bierel, an Egyptian non-alcoholic beer, until late in the evening. It tastes great when it’s been chilled properly.



The atmosphere is relaxed. The men are sitting at the side of the road, the children are off school for the holidays and play noisily outside until long after midnight. I enjoy this peaceful, uncomplicated town scene.
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Mummification continued



When we leave the embalming workshop, aba says: ‘Let’s visit the kitchen. The temple complex of Abdju has a good kitchen, but it’s a bit more primitive here. That’s why I always pay the chef a little extra so that he can prepare a good meal for me. After all, I’m here regularly and want to stay healthy.’



Upon entering, he greets the cook warmly. He jovially hugs the short, chubby man who immediately asks with a smile:



‘Honourable high priest, what kind of delicious meal may I serve you? Roast duck perhaps, or a nice catfish?’



‘Wonderful, Wazir, at least you know what I need! Look, Wazir, this is my daughter.’



‘Welcome to our camp, lady, welcome,’ the chef says, somewhat surprised. ‘Tell me what you like and I’ll make sure you get anything you want.’



Ini-Nerit smiles and reaches into the pouch that’s hanging from his cord. The generous reward makes Wazir glow. With a greedy look in his eyes, he looks at the beautiful golden ring and says: ‘My wife will be happy with this!’



‘Do with it what you will, Wazir. You deserve it.’ After I’ve informed Wazir what I would like, aba and I leave the kitchen.



On our way to the next section, in a different corner of the site, aba says: ‘I usually eat here alone. Occasionally, if there is something to discuss, I invite the overseer of the workshop and the chief assistant, but I prefer to be alone. The other priests eat together next to the kitchen and the women do so in the women’s quarters.’



‘Aba, it seems horrible having to be here for so long. How do you do it?’



‘Oh my dear, it’s not that bad. I’m also often away attending meetings with officials of the king or other dignitaries. I used to be here during the entire process, but now that I’m in charge,



I’m only here for the most important moments and the Chentyirty priests do the ‘dirty work’. I see to it that all the regulations are being followed. I order the amulets and the jewellery and make sure they’re being put in the right place.



No, Shoshana, you don’t have to worry about me. I love this work. It’s a challenge every single time to embalm the deceased as well and as beautifully as possible. It is a great honour for me to serve the souls that are entrusted to me. I care for the mental well-being of their Ka’s with love.’



We are approaching a large building made of tile stones. It sounds like people are working here. I hear hammers and saws, but above that I hear singing. They’re male voices. They are truly going all out. Aba laughs and says:



‘The man who’s singing the loudest is the overseer. Singing is his main hobby. He is very talented.’



‘Yes, I hear that,’ I say admirably, ‘but what is he doing in this far end of the country?’



Aba shrugs.



‘I don’t know, maybe also the love for his profession.’



When we enter the carpentry workshop, the noise dies down and the workers raise their arms in unison as a greeting sign. The overseer is a huge man, clean-shaven and muscular. He approaches my father laughing, while ordering the others to continue with their work. He claps his hands.



The two men greet each other warmly. My father’s face shows that he’s happy to see this man again. For me, the overseer bows slightly and says in a nasal tone: ‘Welcome, lady.



Professional work is being done here. May I give you both a tour?’



‘Please, Isesi. I’m curious to see if it all worked out.’ Isesi leads us through the different sections and passionately explains to me what’s going on here.



‘The pre-processed sarcophagi are brought to this workshop and we prepare them for use. We sand them smooth and apply the wood carvings. Then they go to the painters who put ritualistic and personal writings on them. When the deceased has been prepared, we take the sarcophagus to the embalming workshop.’



Isesi shows me the storage spaces, where the stocks of powdered paint, tools and other supplies are being kept. Then we walk to an adjacent building. It’s very quiet here. There are eight men working in deep concentration. When they notice me, they look up in surprise from what they’re doing. Isesi loudly introduces me to the artists and explains my presence.



What a lovely place, I think to myself. This workshop reminds me of my childhood in Khemnu. I loved being there and I often helped to colour the hieroglyphics on the sarcophagi of the baboons and ibises.



Aba asks Isesi about the sarcophagus of lady Sahirah. He follows the overseer, who stops in front of a sarcophagus covered with a cloth. When Isesi pulls the cloth away, aba’s face starts to shine. ‘Wonderful, Isesi. Amazing, such craftsmanship!’ He walks around it and caresses the paintwork in admiration. The gold leaf is sparkling at us. Aba inspects the sarcophagus from all angles and says: ‘The portrait even resembles lady Sahirah. Beautiful!’



This is just one of the coffins that will contain her body,’ Isesi says, and he walks over to three other ones that are also meant for the lady.



The coffins are made to neatly fit inside one another.



‘Look, Shoshana, that last coffin is her home, as it were. It has a false door. This allows the lady’s Ka to go in and out freely and enjoy the gifts that will be put in her grave.’



I look around in amazement. While my father is talking to the overseer, I walk around.



I’ve always been interested in art. I would love to work in a shop like this. But this seems to be a man’s world.



When aba has discussed his affairs with Isesi, he thanks him for the tour and together we walk back to his quarters. The sun is about to set and the sky turns red. It’s nice and cool inside and I stretch out on my father’s comfortable bed. The many impressions have excited me and my cheeks are glowing. Then a servant appears in the doorway. He carries dates cooked in goat’s milk and asks aba when he would like to eat. A few more servants appear shortly afterwards. They carry a bed and my belongings.



Pleasantly surprised, I get up and give aba a spontaneous kiss on his bald head. He smiles and says: ‘You will sleep here. My daughter doesn’t belong on the ground with hirelings.’ ‘Great, aba. I am very grateful!’



After the servants have put my bed together, I try it out. It feels wonderful.



Meanwhile, my father has lit a few oil lamps and moments later the meal is brought in. The food smells delicious. On a large plate are pieces of roast duck, chickpea paste with garlic, a bowl with asparagus salad, some pieces of melon and a basket of bread. For drink, we have beer.



‘Aba, now that I see this I no longer feel sorry for you. This looks like a royal meal!’



He laughs. ‘Yes, wonderful. Wazir knows what I need.’



We eat in silence. Every now and then, I look at my father. He eats slowly. He looks tired. He has aged quickly in the past six months and when he hasn’t shaved, I notice his hair is starting to turn grey.



‘Aba, are you tired. Or are you worried?



He shakes his head with a smile. ‘It’s nice that you are so concerned about your father. No, my daughter, I am all right, but I cannot deny that I’m getting older. I am indeed tired. Getting up early this morning, the long trip and arranging these burials are starting to take their toll. High-ranking people are quite demanding and capricious, you know.’



I nod understandingly. It has slowly become clear to me that my father has a tough and responsible job. Only now I understand why, whenever he is back home for three months, he doesn’t want to see anyone for the first week and sleeps a lot.



When we’ve finished eating, I have to go to the toilet. I don’t want to go all the way to the women’s quarters in the dark and ask: ‘Aba, may I use your washing area?’



‘Of course, dear. There’s a latrine behind my washing area. I’ll take you there. Nobody else should be using it.’



When we return, I get ready for bed. ‘Shoshana, if you want, you may observe the stuffing, oiling and painting of the body all day tomorrow.’



‘I’d like that, aba. I’m excited, very excited.’ ‘So you weren’t put off by the stench?’ ‘No, aba, sleep well.’



‘That’s good. Sleep well’. Then aba puts out the oil lamps.
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Rest day after the third sand healing



Just after six o’clock I wake up, make some coffee and take a seat on my balcony.



The temperature is pleasant and the town is quiet. After three sand healings, a rest day has been scheduled. Looking at the temple, I reflect on my experiences of the past few days. I make a start on working out the notes Aset has made during the first three sand healings.



Around eight o’clock I walk up the steps to the restaurant for the joint meditation and then I draw a card.



For Egypt I draw the card Compassion. For myself, the card Strength. I smile and Aset says happily: ‘Look, there’s the lion again.’



The Osirion keeps calling me and I go there after breakfast. When I sit down at the Osirion, a guard approaches me. He is willing to let me go down the wooden steps to meditate by the water of the Osirion, in exchange for baksheesh. I give him ten pounds. Way too much, of course, but I’d like to finally meditate without being disturbed.



After barely two minutes, he starts calling me and gestures me to come back up. I feel myself getting angry and I tell him that I’ll discuss his behaviour with Horus. He lets out a mocking laugh, looks at me defiantly, then turns around, walks for 10 metres, stops and stares at me. The man doesn’t realise that because of his attitude he won’t be earning any more money from us. I am fed up with the new guards and leave. They try to sabotage our meditations in every way possible.



I now know from Horus that the Muslim Brotherhood rejects Ancient Egyptian wisdom. They see it as a form of paganism. It’s even rumoured that extremists within the Muslim Brotherhood would rather blow up the ancient temples and pyramids. This would be a disaster for Egypt. Many Egyptians rely on tourism for their income.



When I enter the square upon leaving the temple, the souvenir vendors are talking excitedly. To find out more, I decide to have tea at café Omm Seti.



The terrace is full and the TV is blaring. The men are talking excitedly with each other. The owner Ahmed, who speaks good English, approaches me and points to the footage of the revolt. He explains to me what’s going on. The protests in Cairo and Port Said have intensified. The protesters demand the departure of president Morsi and the Muslim Brotherhood.



There’s also excitement in the House of Life when I return. Aset tells us that there’s been another coup d’etat. The military has forced president Morsi to resign. Tanks are rolling through the streets of Cairo in order to suppress the rioters. It will be another tense time for Egypt.



Aset looks worried. Then she cautiously tells us to keep in mind that we may not be able to travel to Tell el-Amarna. Whenever there are riots in the country, the authorities usually impose a travel ban. It’s difficult for them to guarantee the safety of the tourists during their travels.



Understandable of course, but it would be a disappointment. There’s nothing for us to do but wait.



The Arab Spring is a delicate event. It could easily turn into Autumn. The peoples of North Africa and the countries east of the Mediterranean Sea have consisted of different tribes with chieftains fighting each other since the beginning of time. In ancient times, the pharaohs tried to end this by bringing all tribes under the flag of a unified Egypt. The resulting peace allowed an economy to emerge based on hierarchically structured barter. There was little room for democracy. Democracy doesn’t work if consciousness has not yet developed properly to forge compromises. It’s impossible to create a workable system if every ego wants to be seen and heard. There are usually two systems in these countries: religious or military. People accepted this until recently, but nowadays mainly the youth have been exposed to other forms of government through the media and study programs in the West. They want representation and more democracy in Egypt, but the citizens, the polity, the army and religion must evolve to that level first. Both the military and Islam have a hierarchical and undemocratic structure.



The preamble to both awareness and democracy is a process that will probably take centuries. Just look at European history. How long did the battle between state, king and church rage there before people could speak of democracy and equal rights? And how long did the mutual religious divisions last after that?



It will not be any different in the Arabic world. Before spring turns into summer here, there will be many more ‘storms’.



Meanwhile, every moderate third party is crushed between the military and Islam.



Ralph receives a phone call from Arke Reizen. To his dismay, he is told that Arke is repatriating all their tourists from Egypt. The message hits him like a ton of bricks. He may stay in Egypt, but at his own risk. That’s not an option for him, because his wife and children have travelled on to Hurghada on the Red Sea. They’re staying in one of the resorts and Arke is also repatriating everyone there.



Ralph doesn’t want to be separated from his family under these circumstances and decides to fly from Luxor to Hurghada tomorrow. It is all so surreal. Here in Abydos, you hardly notice the effects of the coup and the riots, apart from when you hear the men talking at café Omm Seti.



Aset calls Transavia, the travel company for the others.



Transavia is not repatriating its travellers. It’s up to us to decide whether or not we stay.



As we sit on the porch after dinner, Horus has some disappointing news.



The trip to Tell el-Amarna has been cancelled. The authorities have imposed a temporary travel ban for central Egypt. They are unable to guarantee our safety. Horus raises his hands and apologises, but adds with a smile: ‘I have an alternative in mind.’
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Fourth sand healing



The next morning, I draw the card Trust for Egypt and for myself Six Cups: The Healer.



At half past twelve the taxi arrives to take Ralph to Luxor airport. When Ralph has left and we are having tea, the energy within the group has noticeably changed. I feel more harmony.



We drive to the desert late afternoon for the fourth sand healing. Yesterday’s break has done me good. I’ve worked out the impressive experiences of the first three sand healings, let them settle and given them a place in my imagination.



When we get out of the car, there’s a strong wind in the desert.



‘We’ll be eating sand again,’ Inge says cheerfully.



When I’m fully buried under the sand with my head wrapped in a scarf, the wind lifts the umbrella above my head and blows it away. Nadir jumps up and chases after it. The umbrella doesn’t stop until it has reached the foot of the mountains.



I don’t notice much of this hilarious incident, because I’m cut off from my surroundings with the scarf covering my face. I only hear the sound of the wind and feel the weight of the pleasantly warm sand.



I relax from head to toe and I focus inward.



Again, I let the healing spiral do its cleansing work around my energy centres. Then I recall the experiences of the previous sand healings in my memory. First, I visualise the djed on my buried body and greet the sister. Then I try to remember the amphitheatre, let the lion return to my side and repeat the password that I received.



In this inward-turned state of Being, I begin to experience light. In that light, I feel connected with souls that have passed on. They have found their way to that same Light. I can describe that experience as a flowing river of light.



I am both myself and the river of light. The light is within me and surrounding me. I am one with it and a part of it, like water drops in a river. I don’t see any energies, but I know they surround me. It feels protective and familiar. Then I sink into a deep meditation …



I am pulled towards the mountain range which encircles Umm el Qa’ab. When I reach the foot of it, the mountain opens up to me. I go in with the lion by my side. I enter a corridor which is getting narrower and dustier. It seems to be endless.



Suddenly, there’s a tall figure standing before me. He blocks my way and is looking straight at me. I notice that the lion, who is still walking beside me, holds back and bends his legs slightly. He appears to be losing strength.



In a flash, Aset’s words come back to my mind: the lion is your spirit animal, let him into your heart.



It’s not the lion who hesitates or becomes weak. I am the one who hesitates and weakens. I recover my strength and the tall figure dissolves.



I turn around and walk back through the corridor, out of the mountain. When I get outside, I feel myself growing taller. I’ve grown figuratively, gotten bigger.



The message is clear to me. I shouldn’t seek the attributes of Courage and Strength without myself, but trust in my Inner Strength.



I’ve just been tested. I let this experience into my heart as well.



It’s starting to look like the sand healings are following a path of initiation. I recognise a progressive pattern in the experiences. In the first session, my True Self, symbolised in the djed, was erected. Then my emotional body was cleansed via the cleansing ritual with the circles. After that, I was initiated in the amphitheatre. There, I received the corresponding password and my spirit animal. Then my courage was tested in the mountain range which encircles the 5000-year-old cemetery Umm el Qa’ab, allowing me to become aware of my inner strength, symbolised by the lion.
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Fifth sand healing



This morning, I draw the card The entrepreneur. Now I can put what I have learned into practice. Entrepreneurship also means collaboration.



The morning programme consists of going through the materials of course III, then we have lunch and most of us take an afternoon nap.



At half past four, we go to the desert for the fifth sand healing.



When I lie comfortably under the warm sand, I recall the lion in my memory, let him into my heart and name him Everything. Then I go back in my mind to the dream I had before the first sand healing, to the moment I woke up. I ask my inner master about the meaning of the golden Ankh which the man sitting across from me pushed towards me.



There is no clear answer, but I can see the face of the man who forced me to drink the white drink in my dream. The drink which I suspect clouded my brain, causing me to lose coordination over my muscles and speak gibberish. I’m greatly shocked. I know him from my hometown. Then images appear of his life back in Achetaton. He was a high priest of Amon. To save himself, he converted to the Aton religion, but continued to spy for the Amon priests of Thebes.



Then I get a clear picture of the surroundings in which this life was lived. I see a bright, white city with wide streets. All houses and buildings are square-shaped. The city looks clean and organised.



Ralph, the fellow student who had to leave early, also makes an appearance. He has a high, but questionable position. He is the mayor of Achetaton and a high priest of Aton. He is responsible for the treatment and well-being of priests and priestesses, including the ones of Thoth. I have a strong feeling that he made a mistake in the relational sphere back then. The anger, grief and frustration that ensued drove others to despair and wicked crimes. He was not really an evil genius in the Amarna period, yet the events of that incarnation left him feeling guilty. Many have much to forgive, others have much to make up for. Guilt and forgiveness play an important role in karmic processes.



When these things have been balanced, it’s at least as important to forgive yourself, otherwise you won’t progress on your evolutionary path.



I walk through Achetaton as if I’m the only conscious character in a silent film which I’m watching and play a role in at the same time. The vibration level in the city feels like a carefree hippylike cheerfulness to me, not entirely honest and also somewhat underhanded. I feel like I should have eyes in the back of my head. I’m constantly alert and see myself looking over my shoulder. A few people are abusing their positions here, as well as the trust they have been given.



Before I leave this place and this era, I receive a secret name …---…. I thank the cosmic and return to the present.



Aset is sitting next to me and has written down my story. She’s able to tell me that a person named Ramose was alive during the 18th Dynasty. He was pharaoh Akhenaten’s right hand man. Supposedly, he and Nefertiti, Akhenaten’s wife, had fallen in love with each other. Their relationship was discovered and Ramose was banished. Nefertiti was left lonely, got depressed and died shortly after. Ralph received clues to him having been Ramose during that incarnation.



I nod, but wonder why exactly I had to witness this.



The dream images seem to be connected to these ones. They both lead back to the Akhenaten period.



Then Aset tells me: ‘Your vision has taken you back to your previous life and showed you what you already knew, deep in your heart. We already knew that during the Amarna period, the priests and priestesses of Thoth were drugged by the priests of Aton. It was fate that brought us here together as a group, not coincidence.’



I’m increasingly convinced that people are generally karmically related and therefore condemned to each other.



I lie on my back in the warm sand, stare at the blue sky above me and return to Amarna in my memory. Back to the moment when I meditated in the grave, which is believed to have been Akhenaten’s. I can now better understand the emotions of sadness and frustration that came over me that day.



That evening, Inge and I talk about Thutmose IV, monotheism, Christianity and Christ consciousness. She has a feeling that she had an incarnation during the reign of Thutmose. When I show her a booklet from the AMORC, her interest is piqued. But she is troubled by the word secret. I explain to her that the word secret means occult, or hidden. It dates from earlier times, when the average person’s level of consciousness was less developed than it is today. It’s not been that long since Rosicrucians were beheaded and burned at the stake, because the Church viewed their philosophy of the Bible and the cosmic as heresy. The word hidden refers mainly to the meaning of certain theological texts, which the Rosicrucians explain in a gnostic way.








OEBPS/Images/361_img01.jpg





OEBPS/Images/161_img01.jpg





OEBPS/Images/161_img02.jpg





OEBPS/Images/auteur.jpg





OEBPS/Images/161_img03.jpg





OEBPS/Text/Section0012.html


[image: image]



Forced conversion to Aton



Meri-Re approaches me after the morning ritual. He informs me that I’ve been relieved from my temple service tonight. Because I’m expected in the meeting complex for a gathering, to which not only the Djehuti priests and priestesses have been summoned, but all those who’ve been trained outside the walls of Achetaton.



He has arranged a replacement for me.



Upon entering the walled meeting complex behind the temple, next to the gardens of the royal palace, we’re required to register with the archivist. When everyone is inside and seated on the stone benches arranged in a circle, we are welcomed by mayor Ramose. I sit six-high on the top bench, in the shade of a pergola covered with bougainvillea. Even from this position, I can see that the lines in his face are deeper than before. He makes nervous hand gestures, looks mainly down at the floor and regularly strokes his hair during his speech. When he’s finished, with an awkward gesture he gives the floor to Meri-Re, who’s standing next to him with an inscrutable expression on his face.



When Meri-Re begins to speak, his face, as if struck by a magic wand, lights up with a wide, forced smile from ear to ear. He starts his speech with many compliments for the king, but he gradually reveals himself as a fanatical champion of the Aton religion.



He announces several new rules of life and work which have been established for the entire priesthood. In short, these are all about making every priest, who hasn’t been trained here in Achetaton, convert wholeheartedly to the one true god, symbolised in Aton. They must thereby renounce the use of magic and agree to undergo a treatment which will remove the effects of magic schooling from their psyches. They are then expected to study the Aton mysteries.



As I’m looking at him make his speech, I start shivering involuntarily. Bright red, dirty green and ochre-coloured spots light up in his aura. He looks around imperatively with narrowed black eyes. His mouth, with one front tooth missing from the top, looks grim. When his voice becomes more forceful with his hand gestures, sweat beads appear on his forehead.



There is a break after his speech. We may jointly ask three questions. There’s a lot of talking. Everyone wants to know what the treatment consists of, what its consequences are and what will happen to people who refuse to undergo it.



Meri-Re’s answers are concise and firm.



‘The treatment will consist of regularly consuming a drink made from the bulbs of the papaver somniferum, with other added substances to increase the effect. The drink is not harmful to the body. It will only block the psychic channel, so that the priest will thereafter be free from undesirable contacts on other Levels of Being.’



I shake my head. What Meri-Re says isn’t true. It’s a pertinent lie.



The juice of the papaver makes a person will-less, so that “directing the will”, which is so important in the exercise of magic, becomes impossible. The papaver also causes hallucinations which completely neutralise the truth of Maat. The aura, the body of light, will eventually be damaged; Kapersonalities that have passed on will be able to invade unrestricted and indulge themselves in the material world through their victims. Every Djehuti priest knows this. We were strongly advised not to use this drug during our training, not even as an anaesthetic if we were injured.



Then I hear Meri-Re say: ‘All Djehuti priests who do not cooperate voluntarily will be banished from Achetaton far beyond the mountain range, to die of hunger and thirst. Their bodies will serve as food for the jackals and birds of prey.’



I look at him in astonishment. Everybody is shocked. Ramose looks at the floor, wipes the sweat from his forehead and asks: ‘Would everyone please revisit the archivist before leaving the room to sign up for the treatment?’



Someone raises their hand and asks if they could be given time to think about it.



Since the treatment is not radical, Meri-Re doesn’t find this necessary, but mayor Ramose puts his hand on Meri-Re’s arm and says: ‘It’s all going a bit fast. I do think that the priests and priestesses have the right to think about it for a while.



Meri-Re looks annoyed at him, but gives in nevertheless. ‘Very well, you have 24 hours. Report here to the archivist and mayor Ramose at the same time tomorrow.’



When he’s said this, Meri-Re pushes Ramose to the exit. It’s clear there is no room for debate. All attendants walk out silently, like beaten dogs. Myself included. Outside, we spread out in groups and slowly everyone starts to express their thoughts. There is mistrust, astonishment about the coercion, outrage about the downplay of the treatment, and troubled questions are raised about its effects. Above all, there is anger and deep outrage about the sanctions for non-compliance. To be banished beyond the mountain range means certain death. Stuck emotions gather around my solar plexus and form a ball in my stomach. Feeling weak at the knees, I walk to my parents’ house When I go in, I let my emotions go and start crying. My mother is shocked and my father catches me as my knees buckle. He sits me down on a cushion and grabs a bowl that he fills with karkadé. My mother hands me a cloth. When I’ve stopped crying, both of them look at me quizzically and I tell them with fits and starts what Meri-Re announced at the gathering.



My parents stare at me incredulously and are speechless for a moment. I start to cry again. My father takes me in his arms and cradles me like a child. ‘What must I do, aba? This can’t be happening, can it?’



‘No, it can’t. Shoshana, did this order come from our king? That seems impossible to me. This is so cruel, so inhumane, our king surely wouldn’t think of anything like that.’



The next morning, after I’ve cleansed the temple, Meri-Re comes in to pay homage to Aton. After the ritual, I ask him if the king is sick. He nods, but I know he’s lying. These are the moments when the Ba passes on the truth and the Ka is being tested. I stay calm and walk with Meri-Re when he goes home. I kindly ask him if the king will be back tonight to end the day. ‘No, the king and queen will be visiting Abu Garab and stay there for two weeks.’



‘That surprises me! The king didn’t mention that to me. Then I’ll quickly have to prepare my things for the journey.’



‘No, Maatmose, you’re not going. A priestess from Aton will replace you, so that you can fully focus on the treatment. If that’s completed successfully, you may resume your work for the king.’



I’m speechless for a moment, looking for words. ‘Meri-Re, I have not yet agreed to the treatment!’



‘Maätmose, you know the consequences if you refuse to cooperate.’



‘But this is inhumane. I want to speak to the king.’



‘That’s not possible. You’ve been temporarily relieved from your cleansing duties. This morning was your last performance.’ I stop him and look at him in astonishment: ‘Does the king know about this?’



He looks past me and says coldly: ‘Djehuti priests and priestesses are no longer welcome in Achetaton.’



‘Meri-Re, I ask you again: does the king know about this?’



‘The king has given me the order to do whatever it takes to keep the Aton religion pure.’



Our religion is now fully grown. It has its own laws and regulations. We no longer need any Djehuti priests. You may stay on if you renounce the magic, undergo the treatment and convert to Aton.’



‘How can you say that? I am dedicated to Aton, Meri-Re, you know that. I’ve been cleansing the temple for years now and honour Aton every day. So if I understand correctly, everyone who has been educated in Khemnu should submit to the treatment? You have benefitted from our knowledge, knowledge you didn’t possess yourselves, and our reward is being forced to expose our bodies and souls to a questionable treatment. What do you hope to achieve with that? Do you want to take away our intuitive abilities? You know that intuition is a gift from God, from Aton. You can’t just sit on God’s throne. I cannot perform my duties without my intuition. No self-respecting Djehuti priest will agree to this. It’s a criminal plan. It will make you and the king criminals. This will heavily stain your Ba, Meri-Re. This deed will haunt you for many lives to come.’



‘Now Maätmose, is this a black magic threat from a Djehuti priestess?’



‘No, Meri-Re, I’m reminding you of the law of Maát. You are about to commit a crime against life, against the laws of nature. Your own Ba will want to compensate for this in subsequent lives. As a former high priest of Re-Harachte, you have knowledge of these laws, I hope.’ Meri-Re looks at me through narowed eyes. A black cloud of hate is directed towards me. I feel protected by my ‘white cloak’ and bounce the cloud back to him. He shivers for a moment, but he quickly recovers and says calmly: ‘See, this is what I mean, that’s why we have to dismantle Djehuti knowledge.’



‘Meri-Re, I want to speak to the king first. He is the head of the Aton temple.’



‘It’s too late for that. The entire royal family has already left for Abu Garab. They will enjoy a well-deserved holiday there. Dear Maätmose, the king is very fond of you. Don’t let him down.’ He pats me on the back and adds: ‘Come on, the treatment is not a big deal. Don’t complicate things for yourself. I’ll see you this afternoon.’
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Ritual closing



To support my meditation, I borrowed an old Djet from the House of Life and the new Ankh of Thutmoses III hangs around my neck.



I want to clarify a few things for myself. The energy of the Osirion always helps with this. This place brings me to myself. Of course it’s possible to withdraw in your home, your sanctum, but here in the light of the ‘Stargate’, surrounded by ancient shrines, making contact with the soul is so natural, so ordinary.



The gate of the temple is closed this morning. A befriended villager notices me and beckons me mysteriously. When I approach him, he whispers: ‘Margaret, follow me.’ He takes me to the Osirion via the side of the temple. I’m grateful and want to give him some Bakshies, but he declines with a sweet smile.



Luckily, there are no guards in sight. I go straight to the Osirion and take a seat on the ground against a rock. I think about the law of karma. I’m aware that my actions cause reactions, but what I cannot predict is how exactly others will react. Line up ten different people and they’ll react in ten different ways. That’s why it’s impossible for me to feel responsible for other people’s reactions to this book, for example.



Everyone has their own thought patterns. Those patterns create different vibrations. Sometimes these vibrations feed you, sometimes they drain you, sometimes they make you feel happy, sometimes they make you feel melancholic or angry. It’s not a bad thing to be watchful to this, otherwise you risk being at the mercy of other people’s opinions and emotions. It’s true that, whatever you involve yourself with, can stain or elevate you. It’s wise to keep out vibrations that don’t belong to you. Due to the sophistication with which emotional energy creeps into your life, via other people or social media, it can be difficult to distinguish between what does or doesn’t belong to you. Horus’ motto can be summarised as: ‘Always keep an eye on negative attributes of your Ka.’ Stoically and with a smile I think back to the card I drew this morning.



During my stay in Egypt, I discovered another important fact. Whenever I’m being disturbed during a meditation, I get very emotional, sometimes I even cry. At first, I thought I was being plagued by my Ka, but Aset explained to me that this emotional state is caused by the partial out-of-body experience during a meditation. That’s why it’s very important to take your time after your meditation to return into your body and close yourself off properly. Failure to do so can cause some instability.



I think back to the image I saw before I fell asleep two nights ago. It was the seal of Solomon. I also saw this symbol projected over me during the last sand healing in the Qa’ab. This Jewish symbol is becoming more and more meaningful to me. During various meditations, I received clues that refer to Jewish influences. That’s why I wonder what similarities exist between my soul, the Star of David and the lion. And what do Tell el-Amarna and King Akhenaten have to do with these symbols?



I go back to the hotel.



Marijke and Inge have finished packing. They are leaving tonight. I’m sad to see them go. We are a tight group.



Around four o’clock when we’re having tea on the porch in front of the House of Life, we hear screaming. The sounds are coming from the temple. Men have gathered in the temple square. It looks like about a hundred people. Moments later, they form a procession and walk our way while chanting: ‘Allahu akbar.’ When they pass the porch, they smile and wave at us enthusiastically and we smile and wave back. This is the first and only display in Abydos of the coup in Egypt.



After dinner, I’m invited for a foot bath and a neck and shoulder massage. A blessing I can fully surrender to.



Later in the evening, I’m asked to put on my white jellabiya and come to the massage room again. Horus thinks I should undergo a ritual to close the forgiveness ritual we performed in Umm el Qa’ab.



When I enter, there’s a white sheet on the floor and I’m asked to lie down on it. We are all silent. Horus takes my hands and feet and ties them together crosswise with strands of braided palm leaves.



My right hand is tied to my left foot and vice versa. A jar with Qa’ab sand is placed on my stomach with three incense sticks in it. Then I’m left alone. After a while, I start to feel sleepy. Right before I fall asleep, I get some sort of vision. From above, I look down at a few men wearing jellabiyas. They’re beating children on their stomachs and kidneys with sticks. After that, a lot of male heads pass by. Ugly weathered faces, with brown turbans. I can observe it without getting confused.



After about thirty minutes, the incense has burnt out and the room door opens. The strands of palm leaves are untied and I’m being rubbed with lotus oil. Then I take a shower and clean myself with water.



Despite the disturbing images, the ritual has brought peace and tranquillity.
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Meri-Re



I stare after Meri-Re, affected by the announcement and the sudden turn my life has taken. I walk to the quay. I just can’t believe the king has gone to Abu Garab without me. When I arrive, I see that the large royal barque is indeed gone, only the small one is still there. I ask a few workers where the large barque has gone.



‘The royal family has gone on holiday, high priestess.’



I only nod in response, so it’s true. What does this mean for me and all the other Djehuti priests? I go to my parents’ house. I need to talk to someone.



My mother shakes her head and says: ‘My dear, this doesn’t sound good, but maybe you should do what the king asks of you.’



‘No, mother, this doesn’t feel right, that treatment will kill me.’ ‘I can’t believe that, Shoshana. The king is a noble man, he will never allow his high priests to be harmed. What do you think, Ini-Nerit?’



‘Did they really threaten to send you beyond the mountains, into the desert, if you don’t cooperate?’ ‘Yes, aba, last night I thought it wouldn’t be that bad, but now there’s fear in my heart. Where is Merenit? Is he in Abdju?’



‘Yes, I think it would be best for you to leave. Go to Merenit. Meri-Re cannot reach you there. I also have serious doubts about the substances in that drink and I’m afraid you will never be the same after taking it. What do the other priests think? Is everyone just going to surrender to the treatment? They wouldn’t!’



‘I’m afraid so, aba. As citizens of Achetaton, we are no longer welcome in the other temples. We’re heretics in their eyes. I’m running out of time. I think Mariasha would like to join me. Mother, will you pack my things, I’ll go to her.’



Ini-Nerit gets up. I’ll have our felucca prepared, that’s the quickest way to escape. I’ll tell the boatmen that you are coming. Don’t say anything to anyone.’



I find Mariasha in tears. I try to talk to her, but she can’t be persuaded to leave. She’s too afraid. I don’t insist and go to Sem.



He’s startled when I enter, throws a travel bag behind the bed and pretends to be tidying up.



‘Sem, do you want to leave? I do, too.’



‘Yes, Shoshana? I’m packing.’



I nod and say: ‘My father is having our felucca prepared. When you’re ready, come to my father’s house and don’t mention this to anyone.’



I hurry back home. My mother has prepared everything and is making food. My father instructed the boatmen to moor the felucca outside of the city facing south, out of sight from the quay. Sem arrives half an hour later. My father has our things brought to the felucca. When we go to the river later, we shouldn’t look like travellers. We eat together and then say our goodbyes. I find it difficult not to get emotional. This doesn’t feel right. When I hug my father, he whispers emotionally: ‘Dear daughter, I hope this is a wise decision. We will pray for you and hope you’ll arrive safely in Abdju. Look after her, Sem.’



I have a few things to swallow when I put my arm through Sem’s and we slowly walk to the south gate of the city together. We stop about 50 metres away from it.



‘Sem, this isn’t right. There are a lot more soldiers than usual. Can’t we find another way to get over the wall?’



‘Yes, I know a way, but we can’t do it in broad daylight. ‘We’ll have to hide somewhere until dark.’



I nod and say:’ I know every corner of the royal garden and how we can sneak in undetected. They will not look for us there.’



When the evening ritual starts in the temple next to the royal garden, I can’t hold back my tears and let them out. How is all this possible? The night before last, I was standing there with the king …



An hour later, it’s completely dark. We leave the garden. Sem knows where to find a dead tree trunk, against the wall on the south-east side of the city. When we get there, I estimate the distance from the trunk to the top of the wall and have my doubts. ‘I’ll go first and pull you up.’ Sem climbs onto the trunk. I see burning torches approaching in the distance. The lights seem to be dancing in the dark of night. Sem is tall and flexible and easily jumps from the tree trunk onto the wall. I gather all my strength and make the jump. I’m also flexible, but too short. My fingertips can’t reach the edge. Sem grabs my jellabiya and tries to pull me up, but the thin fabric rips. My fingertips scrape painfully along the wall and I fall on the ground, between the tree trunk and the wall. Ouch, my ankle.



The burning torches are coming closer. They’re soldiers. Oh my god, what must I do?



‘Jump, Sem, and pray for me.’



While holding my breath, I make myself as small as possible between the wall and the tree trunk. My fingertips are burning and I literally lick my wounds. The soldiers are coming closer. There are about ten of them. More than half of the men walk by without noticing me. A few stragglers are giggling while tossing a piece of wood back and forth. One soldier throws the thick branch in an arc through the air, but another one fails to catch it and the branch ricochets off the wall and hits me on my head. I moan …



Rough hands throw me on the floor of the cell. When the barred door slams shut behind me and the torches move away, it’s pitch black.



I try to keep my Ka under control with everything I’ve learned. I don’t want to panic, but I know this is the beginning of the end. My fingertips are burning, I lick the dirt off the scrapes and my blood tastes sweet.



By feel, I tear off a ripped sleeve from my jellabiya and wrap my fingers with it. Completely stiff from the cold, also because I can barely move in the small cell, I await the night.



It sounds like I’m not alone. Every now and then, I hear other prisoners moan, snore and whisper. Jackals are howling in the desert. I shiver, curl up in a foetal position and doze off every now and then, until a very beloved and familiar sound wakes me up.



Although the prison is on the outskirts of the city, I can hear the temple horns as a sign that Aton has begun his path along the celestial arc. A little later, I hear the people singing and praising God with the psalms written by the king. Tears stream down my face. I was there yesterday! It’s too absurd for words.



The first daylight pours in through a square hole in the ceiling. I look around. The cell I’m in is no bigger than a dog’s cage. I notice the smell of faeces. A bit of cold air flows through the barred door, which also doesn’t smell pleasant. There’s a pottery bowl in the corner near the door. I use it to relieve myself.



Then footsteps are approaching. Two guards appear, the door opens and I’m ordered to get up. My wrists are tied together and an iron collar with a heavy chain attached to it is put around my neck. ‘Move, little priestess, and look straight ahead. Move.’ I stumble between the guards through a long corridor with cells on both sides. As I pass by, I see familiar and unfamiliar faces from the corner of my eye behind the barred doors. Outside, I’m handed over to four soldiers. My ankle is painfully swollen, but nobody cares about that. I’m being pushed like a criminal. They take me to the sanatorium. When I enter, I’m taken to a large room filled with long wooden tables and benches. I’m put on a bench against the back wall. The chain is attached to a ring in the wall and my wrists are untied. I nod at five well-known Djehuti priests who are also chained to the wall. Sam is not among them. Four more shackled priestesses are brought in after me. My ankle is throbbing and I try to put my foot on the bench. The woman next to me moves out of the way and puts her hands on it with an understanding look in her eyes. A warm glow flows from my foot up to my hip. I nod at her gratefully. I gently rub my sore neck. It’s quiet in the room. Talking is prohibited. A little later, the door opens again and the first Djehuti priests who’ll undergo the treatment voluntarily come in. I start counting and come to thirty-eight men and women. I thought there would be more, but maybe some have escaped. When everyone is seated, mayor Ramose enters. He’s being very friendly and welcomes everyone. He explains that we’ll be given medicine three times a day and that we have to stay in the sanatorium for our own safety until the treatment has yielded the desired results. Then he looks at us who are chained and vehemently humiliates us. I shrug and let it happen with my head down, hoping that I’ll get through the treatment without any ill effects and that I won’t be banished beyond the mountains.



Ten men and women enter, carrying trays with little bowls on them. The bowls that are handed out contain a white liquid that smells like anise. Probably to mask the smell and the actual taste. The chained people are requested to put the bowls to their mouths and empty them in one gulp, when the doctor Laasya Heru gives the sign. I decide to take the first dose without resisting. The nurses walk around to check that everyone swallows it. They inspect the tables, the clothes, and look under the benches.



Two people knock over their bowls, on purpose or otherwise. A few others try to pour the drink between their clothes. It doesn’t go unnoticed. They are separated from the group.



The nurses take hypodermic needles from a tray and we have to watch as the recusants’ bare arms are exposed and the thick needles are stuck into their flesh. The white liquid is then drawn from the bowls into tubes and placed into the needles. This way the liquid still enters their bodies. Although the priests’ faces show they’re in pain, they undergo the torture in silence.



Until the next dose, the volunteers may relax in the walled garden of the sanatorium. They’re given tea and a simple meal consisting of bread and lentil soup. The chained people stay where they are and have to eat there.



I haven’t had anything to eat or drink since the farewell meal at my parents’ house. My tongue sticks to the roof of my mouth. Then suddenly, my vision becomes blurry. All sorts of questions are racing through my head. Would my parents already know that I failed to escape? Would Sem have made it? Would the king know about all this? Is this really happening with the king’s consent? I know that he often takes advice from his wife, but I can’t imagine that the queen would be able to think of such a thing. Beside her are the king’s chief advisers: Tzophenath, the viceroy, mayor Ramose, high priest of Aton Meri-Re, and Mablevi, the family’s trusted physician. Which one of them could have thought of such a thing and proposed it?



All of a sudden, I reach for my stomach. It seems as if a raging river suddenly swirls up from my stomach and explodes in my head. I still feel how I hang myself in the iron collar before I collapse on the table …



When I open my eyes, I see the blue sky above me. I’m lying on my back in the garden. Someone leans over me and says:



‘She’s coming to.’



I recognise the voice, it’s Laasya Heru.



‘Help me, Laasya, help me. The drink is making me sick in my head, Laasya.’



‘No, Maätmose, I can’t, I have my orders. Just go through this, then you have a good chance. I had them remove the collar from your neck, that’s all I can do.



I look around. I don’t know that many people by name. As cleanser of the place in the king’s special service, I’ve always had to keep my distance from society in order to keep my energy pure. I’ve never joined the festivities that the king organised for his people. It also never appealed to me to be honest, because under the influence of beer and wine, sharing lovingly in brotherhood is taken very literally …



I look at my damaged fingers, try to bring a bowl of tea to my lips and break off a piece of bread, but my hands and arms no longer seem to be part of my body. I try to move my legs, but they’re not responding. I powerlessly call to grandmother Rachel in silence and ask her to connect me with Isis. It doesn’t work anymore, I can no longer connect, my connection to the cosmic world seems to be blocked, I can’t get through!



A nurse bends over me and with difficulty I manage to tell him that I have to go to the latrine. He helps me to my feet. I try to stand up, but I can’t feel my legs and fall to my knees. Another nurse comes to help. Together they drag me to the latrine, but it’s already too late. Before we get there, I have already started to urinate down my legs. I start to cry. What is going on, why isn’t my body listening to me? The nurses hand me over to a few women who take me inside. The women feel bad for me and help me out of my dirty, ripped up jellabiya. Then they wash me, bandage my fingers, rub ointment on my scraped neck and put me in a clean cotton robe. My ankle is also bandaged. I let it happen. After just one dose, I’m already completely powerless. I want to thank the women, but the words that are in my head come out in the wrong order. I start to panic. The women try to calm me down and help me to my feet. I stumble, can’t see clearly and reach for my stomach. A huge amount of energy is building up around my solar plexus. I feel like my stomach is on fire. The energy shoots up into my head like an arrow and I fall to the ground.



When I come to, my tongue feels swollen. Blood is running down my chin and I look into the eyes of Laasya who is standing over me. ‘Maätmose, you had a seizure.’



I feel nauseous and look around in a daze. Everywhere, there are people lying on the ground. Some are laughing hysterically or are wildly flapping about, others are crying or staring blankly into the distance. Oh my god, what are they doing to us? The king needs to know, the king needs to know, rages through my head.



A nurse tries to make me drink, but it makes me gag and I knock the bowl out of her hands. I have no sense of time. Two nurses take me inside. They sit me down on a bench at the table. I can’t stay upright and collapse forward. Laasya arrives with a second dose. I can’t pick up the little bowl, nor do I want to. A nurse sits me back up. Laasya forces my mouth open and pours the liquid inside. Then the nurse puts me back on the table. Somebody covers me with a blanket and after that, I can’t remember anything. It’s almost dark when I wake up. A couple of strong arms lift me up, drag me out of the room and lie me down on a bed, where the next dose is poured into my mouth.
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Being a field healer



The next morning, I wake up from an intense dream.



I’m on a family visit with my husband and children. My sister’s room is full of plant pots and racks. These are between the chairs, so we can barely see each other. This is extremely annoying during conversations. The plants have faded flowers and are half withered. Everyone is talking over each other. I want to have something to do during this cacophony and start cleaning up the pots. When I go to the toilet a little later, it turns out to be clogged. I try to unclog it. During my attempt, I see the severed right foot of a family member. I cannot flush it and have to try and pull it out. This works and I want to bury it. My sister doesn’t like that I’m doing all this. Both her and my children start to get a little angry with me. I should stay out of these matters. The family becomes mean. My husband takes my hand and says he understands me, but that these people are not ready yet for a cleansing process and it would be best if we leave.



We get in the car. My eldest daughter is driving. She can barely see the road, because the car is stuffed full of her things. I get angry and tell her to stop immediately. I don’t want to continue like this. I want to drive myself. When we return home, I ask the children to get their things out of my car and my house and to live on their own.



Although I wake up feeling sad, it doesn’t take long for me to realise that this is a field healer’s dream. During the family gathering in my dream, I’m confronted with everyone else’s emotional shit: invasive withered plants. I feel an atmosphere in the room which I can describe as dishonest conviviality. A mountain of emotional debris has grown between all of us over the years. We’re not really connected anymore because of this. The high-growing, withered and neglected potted plants represent these disturbed emotional relationships in the dream. Everything has been sacrificed to keep the peace. We’re all in the middle of it, but it seems to bother only me.



The toilet pipe, which is clogged by the family member’s right foot, symbolises an unreleased emotional pain. I know it has to be removed or the pain will settle in the body and form a cancerous tumour. My children find the anger my family has about cleaning up the plant pots pretty useful. They even join in, because they also don’t feel like fixing their relationships. On the way back in the car I realise that my daughter is driving my car, but that it’s stuffed with her ‘baggage’. My car symbolises my life path. I realise that and decide to take the wheel. When we return home, the children can take themselves and their problems somewhere else. I love myself and want to move on with my life.



Everyone must deal with their own karma processes and decide for themselves when the time is right to do something with it. Even though I see and feel so much pain and confusion from others, I can’t do anything. If I take the initiative without them asking for help, it immediately turns against me. My husband understands me and that makes me feel less lonely.



During tea, I tell Aset about my dream. She says exactly what I already suspect.



‘Margreet, you are a field healer. You are perfectly in tune with the ones around you. You automatically go to work and people don’t like you for that.’



We go upstairs and I put the card on this dream. The laying of the card gives me a lot of insight.



Then I go to the garden and burn the palm leaf ropes which were used for the ritual. In a corner, I see a pottery bowl and I put the ropes in it. They take a while to burn, but once they catch fire, they quickly curl up and turn to ashes. As I’m doing this, I visualise how the negative forces and actions of the incarnations I’ve had are transformed by the fire and I wish that my soul may live on in harmony with all experiences. Later I scatter the ashes in the field across from the garden and mix it with the soil of Abydos.



At the end of the afternoon, we go to Cum el Sultan for a meditation.



The drive there is a lot of fun. Nadir has put mattresses in the cargo bed of his moped. We draw a lot of attention sitting in there. He tears up the dusty road. Along the route, villagers wave and shout at us enthusiastically. It’s nice to see life in the nearby villages. Life that’s not in a hurry. People with smiling faces, but also suspicious looks. There are dirty looking children and elderly people with worn-out shoes and slippers. Most elderly people have crooked backs. For Westerners this may be a scene of poverty, but different standards apply here. I mainly experience peace in this place.



Cum el Sultan doesn’t mean a lot to me. The meditation fails. I feel like I’ve gradually become overwhelmed with impressions, especially after the past few days. We go back late afternoon.



After dinner, Tamir drives us to a part of the Qa’ab which is called the Lower Dessert. We go there for a nightly desert meditation. On the way there, the exhaust of the car dangerously scratches the high bumps in the road. Upon arrival, we see that the exhaust has come loose and is dragging along the ground.



We walk towards the mountain range. There we sit down in the sand. There are still wolves in Egypt and we hope to spot a few, but they’re not showing themselves. We are being approached by some foxes. They curiously watch us from a short distance. I lie on my back in the desert sand and look up at the heavens. The half-moon is hanging like a boat in the sky. Due to the large amount of sand in the sky, the stars are not clearly visible. The desert is silent at night, except for some sounds coming from the village.



I am aware that I’m lying in Egypt’s oldest cemetery. I close my eyes and become one with the desert. An indescribable experience.



We lie there for over an hour, but I could have stayed here for the whole night.



Before we drive off, Tamir crawls under the car with a torch.



Undisturbed, he tears off the exhaust and puts it in the trunk. We get in and he starts the car. With a terrible loud noise we drive through the silent night desert back to the village. I hope our noise hasn’t disrupted the peaceful desert sleep of all those ancient dead people’s Ka’s. It’s almost sacrilege. When we arrive at the village, Tamir firmly presses the accelerator every now and then. He’s visibly enjoying the noise and all the attention.



It’s my last night in Abydos and I take in the atmosphere for the last time.



A large sofa is set up every night in front of the hotel’s high porch. Always the same number of men take a seat on it. They drink tea and discuss the latest developments. Across the street at the same time every night, a little girl puts a chair in front of the house for an old man, probably her grandfather.



We watch this peaceful scene from the porch, talk about various topics, drink Birel and enjoy some olives.



The next morning, after the morning meditation, I draw a few cards.



I draw the first card for my initiation that will take place tonight: Victory, Nine of Cups.



I draw the second card for the temple of Seti: Aspirant. I draw the third card for the Osirion: The Keeper.



I draw the fourth card for Tell el-Amarna, with the question: what does the Star of David have to do with this place? I draw The Healer.



I work out my notes on my balcony. Then I tune in and ask about the theme of my book:



‘All in one. The Egyptian gods are all in one. The Egyptian gods have been misunderstood and tainted by ignorant people.’



For the last time, I walk to the temple and settle in the middle chapel of the Hall of Hope. The third course ultimately brought me clarity about one of my previous incarnations. A life dedicated to Thoth, the messenger of Re-Harachte who gave man the Laws of Nature. That life in the 18th Dynasty didn’t lead to the ‘Unveiling of my soul’. On the contrary, it led to the opposite.



In this life, with the help of the House of Life, I managed to get rid of the ‘veils’ that were applied back then and I can finally experience peace of mind.



I grab my notebook:



For now, this is goodbye to the temple of Seti. The loveless lives of most of humanity will one day change.



Help to heal the field and prepare the way. Be there for everyone. Don’t be afraid. Trust yourself, love and feel one with us.



I say goodbye to the temple of Seti I, the mountains, the desert, the green fields, the garden, the sounds of the village and the imam. Deep down, I shed a tear.
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Called to the highest initiation



I wake up the next morning, lying in my own filth. I realise it, but my resistance has been broken. With my eyes closed, I don’t move until someone appears at my bedside with a bowl of tea. I am dehydrated. Stripped of all my dignity I try to lift my head, but I can’t. I’m being washed and changed. This goes on for days.



I’m not the only one with seizures, almost everyone suffers from them, but the doctor says with a happy smile on his face that the treatment has been successful. He even congratulates us and assures us that the seizures will disappear once our bodies are used to it and the drug can slowly be tapered off.



It takes another week for my body to get used to the medication. The nausea is now gone and I can sit up again, drink by myself and eat some porridge. I want to calm my mind and try to meditate. I close my eyes, focus on my breathing and tune into my centre, my inner master, but I can’t. My Ka is in control. It just rages on and fills my head with anger, sadness and fear. I am unable to control my fears and scream. Hate creeps into my system. Deep hatred of Meri-Re and Ramose. I will not be able to do my job as cleanser of the place ever again. They have ruined my life, destroyed it. I don’t want to live anymore.



A few weeks pass. The nurses are kind, but Ramose and Meri-Re no longer show themselves. The seizures are decreasing and I get some more freedom. My fellow sufferers also seem to be recovering and I spend my time with them in the walled garden of the sanatorium. I sit on the ground in the shade of a date palm. Just as I’ve dozed off, someone touches my shoulder. When I hear my name, I look up. I recognise the voice, open my eyes and look into Habieb’s face. I start to cry with joy. He drops to his knees and hugs me.



‘Oh, Lady Shoshana, did they drag you in here, too? Or did you come voluntarily?’



I shake my head.



‘Neither did I. We are at the mercy of evil devils. Come, dear lady. Come here.’ He caresses my head. ‘See, we should have got married. Now I won’t let you go.’



I can laugh a little again and say distraughtly: ‘Yes, Habieb, maybe you’re right.’



In the days that follow, we are interrogated individually by priests of Aton. They check whether the treatment has reached the desired goal.



A necklace is pressed in my hands and I have to say something about the person to whom it belongs. I close my eyes and try to connect with my heart centre, with my Ba. I can’t. My consciousness is trapped in a large grey cloud. I can no longer reach my inner master! When I fully realise this, panic strikes. I start to cry. Pain, sadness and anger take hold of me. How is it possible that people can do this to each other? Meri-Re has closed off my Ba from my daily consciousness. He has turned me into a zombie, he has deformed me both psychoemotionally and spiritually!



Like a slowly swirling whirlwind, I feel the forces gather around my solar plexus. Panicked, I reach for my stomach. I try to control the energy and prevent it from rising, but I can’t! It shoots up like a tornado, into my head. Then I fly out of my skull …



I regain consciousness with damaged lips, a swollen tongue, broken teeth and painfully stiff muscles. I try to sit up. I can’t as they’ve tied me to a bed. I am desperate. I scream and beg: ‘Come, oh come, Great Ptah. Come, oh come, Lady Isis, come and take me away from here, I want to die. I don’t want this body anymore. Come, Anubis, rip out my heart and take it with you …’



Hours later, I’m untied. I’m in pain all over. I ask a nurse who offers me something to drink where Habieb is.



He tells me that I’ll see Habieb before I leave tomorrow.



‘Leave? Can I go?’ I ask hopefully.



The nurse nods, but with a sad face. I try to get more information from him, but he says he’s been given orders to keep silent.



I’m woken up at two o’clock in the morning. Together with the people who’ve also involuntarily submitted to the treatment, I’m taken to an empty unfurnished room which is lit with two torches. There I see Habieb again. I don’t see the voluntary participants anymore. Before the last nurse closes the door, I ask him where they went. He tells me they’ve been released from the sanatorium.



The door opens again after about half an hour. I’m startled. Soldiers with torches in their hands are standing in the doorway. They come in and shout menacingly: ‘Silence! Against the wall, all of you. Hands in front on your chest.’ Everyone follows this command like sheep, but as soon as they want to tie our wrists together, Habieb and two other priests begin to resist violently. They are beaten in front of my eyes. I look at this excessive violence in disbelief and dismay. Their resistance is broken.



The braided palm leaf with which my wrists are tied together feels sharp and cuts like a knife into my soft skin. The soldiers tie us together with long ropes. The wrists of one person are tied to the waist of the next with a long rope. On command we leave the room and walk out in a long line through the corridor, into the dark night. A regiment of soldiers carrying torches escorts us towards the city gates as if we were serious criminals. I watch how the procession is silently moving forward. It looks sinister and terrifying. The city is asleep. Nobody sees us, nobody knows what is happening to us. I’m broken and let myself be pushed like a zombie towards the mountain range that separates the Nile Valley from the desert. When we step on the path leading up the mountain, I know what that means. I’ve been cursed, banished and sentenced to death. I stumble up the slope and trip over, my knees buckle and I fall on the woman in front of me who is also struggling.



I get up and after an hour of climbing, we reach the top of the mountain range. We’re being untied from each other, but our wrists stay tied together.



It’s quiet. I stare ahead into the dark void and know that the desert is waiting for me down there. Every now and then, the silence is broken by the howling of jackals. A sinister sound. Could they be warning each other in anticipation of the upcoming feast?



At sunrise, I murmur the morning prayer to the glory of Aton, like I always did at the king’s side. The desert is heating up. Unprotected, we sit for hours in the burning sun. I dry out completely, my lips burst open, my vision becomes blurry and I get a severe headache. I get sick and gag, but I have nothing to throw up. When the sun is at its peak, we are sent down the mountain, into the scorching hot desert. The soldiers stare after us.



I cry without tears, stumble and fall, try to get up, but my strength is drained from me and I roll down. I lie down with my face in the hot sand and beg for Anubis to come and take me. Then I lose consciousness.
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Preface



You are about to read a spiritual autobiography which requires a preface. I am going to take you on a fascinating meditative journey along the shrines of Ancient Egypt. I will introduce you to their religious ideas and make you part of my quest for a Universal Truth.



Even as a child I longed to ‘know’. I wanted to be able to ‘look with my soul’, but the direction that was given me at the time proved to be the wrong track. It only distracted me from the ‘knowledge of my soul’. Many ancient mystic guides which help us to find our True Self have perished in a religious power play over the centuries.



Every person has their own ‘little truth’ and the rituals that go with it. We need to honour them. However, there is also a Great Universal Truth, which includes the cosmic laws. A few of these important laws are: the law of cause and effect, the law of rebirth and the law of constant movement and regeneration. My longing for the Universal Truth was so strong I had no other choice than to go and look for it in order to become a happy person.



I grew up in a Calvinistic environment. During bible study at school I, a nine year old girl, became fascinated with the history of the Jews in Ancient Egypt. I tried to imagine this mysterious land along the river Nile with its many gods, impressive temples and heroic pharaohs who mummified their bodies. That wasn’t easy, because the computer didn’t even exist yet. I had to make do with my teacher’s illustrations and my own imagination… In my dreams I often witnessed this land of abundance. It looked so real that I felt like I had been there, and I desperately hoped that my wish to visit would come true.



My life took its course: I started working as a nurse, got married, raised my kids, got a divorce, earned a living and started a new relationship. At the age of forty I started my studies in Natural Medicine and discovered the AMORC. The dreams from my childhood about Egypt reappeared. It was not until 2009, at the age of sixty-one, that I could make them a reality.



My first trip -+was an exploratory trip, organized by an archaeologist from the Museum of Antiquities in Leiden. After this inspiring journey along the antiquities of Egypt I was unstoppable. The cat was out of the bag, so to speak.



After this journey I came across the Dutch music-therapist and healer Yvon/Aset Taken by ‘coincidence’. Together with Horus from Abydos, the adopted son of Omm Sety ( Dorothy Eady) she established the House of Life. The House of Life is a training and retreat centre for Ancient Egyptian Healing in Abydos. For years, Omm Sety taught the paranormally gifted Horus the Ancient Egyptian cleansing rituals and healing methods, until she died in 1981. He in turn transferred his knowledge to Aset. Since 2008 Horus and Aset are working closely together to develop the House of Life. They are guiding and coaching together with a team of Egyptian staff members, the House of Life guests during their healing and retreat programs.



The town of Abydos is located 200 kilometres from Luxor. In ancient times it was a place of pilgrimage for the god Osiris, of which some claim that he was buried for some time in the mysterious Osirion, located behind the temple of Sety I. This area has telluric lines, making this place on earth a ‘star gate’. Initially I did not go to Egypt to take part in the training. I wanted to go there to meditate in a small group in the ancient temples.



During the meditation assignments I had the wonderful experience that my soul started to reconnect with this mystical country. In several places I was able to indicate what had happened there. After ten days of traveling I was convinced that I knew this country on a soul level. When I asked Yvon if I could still participate in the training, she told me I could. Back then I did not realise what I was getting into exactly. I remember thinking that now I had a legitimate reason to return to Abydos…



Starting the course is like walking in a labyrinth. In the beginning you walk into the circle with enthusiasm, thinking that you are heading straight towards your goal, the rose in the middle. However, while focusing on your path, it sometimes seems like you are walking backwards, back in time… Your goal, the rose in the middle, occasionally disappears from sight, and your spirit starts to sink (all the way down to your sandals). My aches and pains from the past, which I thought I had left behind me, came to the surface in full force. Besides these pains, pleasant and not so pleasant impressions resurfaced from my subconscious, which I could not trace back to this life. In order to become a skilled healer, you must be able to access the pure knowledge of your soul-personality, your Ba, as the Ancient Egyptians called it. You can only reach it by going through a thorough cleansing process. This cleansing process took place on all levels of my Being, both on a physical and a psychological-emotional level.



The Ancient Egyptians named this process ‘unveiling the Ba’. They did so by becoming aware of the characteristics of the Ka. In western terms, the Ka can best be described as the personality, or the lower self. It’s the part of man which is transient and changeable and in which our instincts and impulses are stored. The Ka ensures that we can maintain and reproduce ourselves in the material phase of our existence.



The Ba, the soul-personality, could be described as ‘Immortal Light’. According to the Ancient Egyptians, the Ba belongs to the ‘stars’ and we are ‘stardust’ by origin. The Ka, the personality, is our ‘shadow’ as it were. Look at it this way: when we are standing in the sun, we see our shadow projected on the earth. Therefore, the Ka is changeable and finite in nature and belongs to the earth. The Ba, on the other hand, is eternal and invariable in nature. It contains all the blueprints from our previous lives. The Ba is, as it were, our ‘hard drive’. If we want to access the information of the Ba, we need to clean up the ‘smog’ which, in the course of many lifetimes, has draped itself around our Ba like a ‘grey veil’. The smog arises as a result of our negative thinking and doing, and inhibits our view on reality. Once this grey veil is removed we can also make a connection, through the Ba, with Akasha, which is the memory of the world and contains all its experiences.



My cleansing process, both on a physical and psychological-emotional level, became very intense during the second course. I experienced great physical discomfort and periodic occurrences of emotional imbalance. Especially in the beginning I dealt with feelings of despair and uncertainty. I was frequently surprised by inexplicable feelings of intense sadness and profound loneliness. I could not figure out the origin of these feelings. If it were not for my rock-solid confidence in my teachers during this process, I probably would have dropped out. During the third course I participated in a series of sand-healings, an Ancient Egyptian tradition which is still performed nowadays. Its purifying effects can be compared to the Swedish sauna, but a sand healing can even work on a spiritual level for those who are sensitive to it. The last and most radical cleaning ritual was performed in the Umm el Qa’ab, which is the holiest ground in Egypt. It freed me from a horrible trauma from a previous life in Egypt which had to do with black magic. It turned out that this trauma was preventing me from getting to know my Ba in this life.



After this ritual, all inexplicable emotions fit together like pieces of a puzzle and I was able to experience myself as a ‘whole’ person.



Such a cleaning process is different for everyone. I was able to reach ‘my rose’ in the middle of the labyrinth and can now say that there is a universal truth. The fear of a god and death is an illusion, torments which ignorant people carry along with them.



The death of the physical body is a salvation for the soul-personality. It is a bridge to a next stage in everyone’s plan of evolution. Every life is worth living and serves a personal karmic purpose, which is known only to the soul-personality in question. Every life will ultimately lead to the ‘unveiling of the soul’ and will bring the soul to ‘the god of the heart’, the rose in the labyrinth.



Finally, I was able to undergo an initiation in the Great Pyramid of Giza. The Ancient Mystical Order Rosae Crucis (A.M.O.R.C.) is the only organization that is allowed to organize initiations in this most sacred place on earth. As a kid I would not have dared to dream of this beautiful crown on top of my quest for the Universal Truth …
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El-Ashmunein and Tuna el-Gebel



The next morning after breakfast we head south. We are going to the Land of Thoth , which is located on the same latitude as Tell el-Amarna. In ancient times, the laws of nature and their applications were studied and taught here. It was also called the Land of Annu and in the Bible this region is described as the Land of On.



Upon arrival in the Land of Thoth we first go to El-Ashmunein.



At the entrance gate of the site we immediately come face to face with two giant statues of Thoth. They are very impressive an it is impossible to look away. The statue with its head intact seems to focus its gaze on the infinite existence of things, and the statue with no head seems to have turned its gaze inward long ago. Our first meditation assignment takes place at these statues. I approach the first statue which, except for the penis, is completely intact. I place my hands on the stone mass and clear my head. Then I silently ask myself the following question: What can this statue tell me?



All wisdom and knowledge are within man, within you. There exists nothing without man …



I write down this mystical aphorism. Then I walk over to the statue with no head and place my hands on it. I ask the same question. Here, the answer is:



Where head and heart are separated, there is division … I stare at the statues and meditate on the aphorisms. Of course! If the head, the proverbial seat of reason, also to be seen as the free will to make choices in favour of morality, is absent, emotions will have free rein. For me, the headless statue of Thoth therefore symbolises the unreasonable, ignorant and unconscious state of man. Uncontrolled, negative personality traits can turn into blind rage or unbridled passions.



The statue with its head symbolises for me the knowing and wise state of man; the human being who is aware of his soul and the cosmic world, the Supercelestial Immensity. People without knowledge of the Self are more likely to be carried away by sympathies and antipathies than those who do possess this knowledge.



Upon tearing down Thoth’s head, knowledge, with a capital “K”, disappeared, and with it the balance between head, heart and belly. The moral and ethical norms, which make a society a peaceful and harmonious whole, have disappeared.



Again and again, I am amazed by the speed and simplicity with which words and images emerge from my subconscious.



El-Ashmunein, formally known as Hermopolis, is where the mystery schools of Thoth were located in ancient times. This region is not part of the tourist route and the place is wonderfully quiet.



We are about to hold a cleansing ritual for our Ba. There in lie the memories of our past lives. This ritual is a continuation of the one we started the evening before our departure for El Minya. The purpose of this ritual is to come to terms with our past.



In Abydos, we have all received a small plastic bag filled with a handful of sand from the Ga’ab, a holy place in the desert to the left of Umm El Qa’ab. A dash of musk has been added to the sand, and we have added a few of our own hairs. Aset explains that musk is a pungent, oily substance, which is extracted from a pod that appears once a year on the lower abdomen of a gazelle. When the pod is ripe, it will start to itch. The gazelle rubs its belly against the rocks until it pops open and the oily liquid spills out. The liquid is scraped together and collected. In Egypt, musk was won this way for thousands of years. It was the main cleanser used in ritual ceremonies and was seen as ‘food’ for the Ba. The scent speaks to the soul and touches our oldest inner memory. It also promotes a deep meditation. These days, musk is often replicated.



Upon arrival at the mystery school we spread out over the terrain.



I find a quiet place to the left, behind the school. Sitting with my back against a wall, I burn some incense. I open the small plastic bag. The aroma of musk fills the air. I deeply inhale the mystical scent. Then I dig a small hole in the sand. Attentively, I let the sand of the Ga’ab, together with the musk and my hairs, run into the hole. Then I mix it with the soil of the Land of Thoth. By doing this, I am giving the negative aspects of my personality from that previous life back to the Earth, thereby revealing a piece of the personality of my soul. The negative aspects will be absorbed and transformed by the special energy lines that also run through the Earth here.



Upon doing this, I become aware of how my consciousness, which had already changed at the statues of Thoth, is pulled over a threshold to a higher level. An intense feeling of happiness takes hold of me. Tears of joy stream down my face. I know this place! Here I was taught the laws of the Thrice Great Djehuti. I have come home …



Now I understand where my desire for devotion, ritual actions and knowledge, which I have had since childhood, comes from. This is the origin of that longing. This is where my Ba once lived, worked and loved in a different body. Now I can place those feelings of homesickness that were always lingering. I could never determine what triggered it before, because I was unable to access the knowledge of the personality of my soul. Intuitively, I longed for Egypt, but I could never determine why, because I had lost the memory of that life there. After the ritual I enter the mystery school. You can hardly call it entering as almost nothing remains intact, but trained ears can hear the stones whisper. I place my hands on one of the columns and my soul begins to reveal fragments of memories. They are accompanied by scents and vague, sometimes very clear, images. It hurts that so little of the old glory has been preserved, but the mystical occult energy can still be felt here. Feeling emotional, I walk across the terrain and feel the remains. Literally and figuratively, I deeply inhale the past. I’d been happy her once.



The emotions I experience are the complete opposite of those I experienced yesterday in El Amarna. There, I was confronted with a desolate sadness, religious fanaticism and intense feelings of despair. I suddenly realise those feelings of sadness probably also belong to my past.



We get on the bus again and drive to nearby Tuna el-Gebel, a catacomb where in ancient times mummified baboons and ibises were buried. Upon entering, I take off my sunglasses and my eyes adjust to the dark.



As I walk through, I suddenly feel a change in energy. I continue with hesitation and look around nervously. I have entered another world, another era even.



The atmosphere I experience is so sublime that I stand still with my eyes closed, full of wonder. I get the feeling that I am being welcomed in a friendly, warm manner and I feel emotional. A vague sense of recognition arises in me and causes me to point my ‘antenna’ curiously at my urroundings.



Slowly I walk on. To the left and right of the underground corridor, niches have been carved into the rock. Countless large and small niches. Thousands of mummies of these holy animals must have lain here. In some niches lie the remains of pots and little wooden coffins, in which the dead animals were kept. While photographing the niches, orbs reveal themselves to me.



As I move deeper through the vast corridor, I start to feel light headed. A kind of exalted feeling, as if I’m growing taller. I now know that my aura is expanding and I intuitively explore my surroundings.



In the catacomb there also appears to be a crypt that contains a large marble sarcophagus. Aset invites us to go down into the dimly lit crypt and one by one we descend more than 2 metres down a steep iron staircase.



The space around the large sarcophagus is narrow, but with a little bit of shifting around, all nine of us fit perfectly.



In preparation for the meditation, Aset burns incense. Then the light goes out. It is now completely dark inside the crypt and not a single sound from outside can be heard. In a muffled tone, Aset asks us to place our hands on the lid of the sarcophagus and silently tune in to the person inside it. I clear my head and wait. This time no words come to my mind. I receive images full of emotion.



I see a girl, still a child. A very vibrant and clever little girl. She is playing with baboons. She can read and write with them and she has the ability to connect with them telepathically. She senses how the animals feel physically and what mood they are in.



One moment I see the girl hopping around without any clothes on and the next I see her participating in a parade, all dressed up and wearing make up. She is wearing a kind of white sarong and a large diadem on her head. The procession moves along, dancing and singing.



I ask what the girl’s name is.



Sounds like Zohar, Zoshana or Shoshana come to my mind.



I print the images onto my memory. The light comes back on and I reluctantly open my eyes. Silently, we climb the iron stairs. We are silent for a long time, then Aset asks what we found. I don’t say anything. I am not able to answer yet. When everyone has shared their experience, Aset says it is the sarcophagus of a high priest named Petosiris. During the time that Alexander the Great was king of Egypt, he was high priest of Thoth.



I didn’t get anything from him, but I do have a feeling that the girl regularly visited this catacomb. She felt at home here. Could it have been her energy that welcomed me at the entrance or was it the energy of the man?



What I know for sure is that I have reconnected, again with such a special place in Egypt …



We have to move on, but I don’t want to leave! The personality of my soul has been touched and I have a feeling that it’s about to reveal its past to me. When I tell Aset this, she smiles and says: ‘How was your meditation, Margreet?’ I share my experience with her.



She nods. ‘If this is a recognition at the level of the soul, more will come.’



With a feeling of melancholy, I get back on the bus and hope for a follow-up visit in the future. During the ride back to Abydos we eat a simple lunch. We still have a long way to go. I stare dreamily at the desert landscape that passes by. A magical landscape, a mystery of an energy withdrawn into itself, as if God held His breath here for a moment at the time of Creation …



Thanks to the air conditioning in the bus, the temperature remains pleasant and it doesn’t take long before most people fall asleep. My consciousness also decreases and I fall into a state between wakefulness and sleep. My thoughts drift back to the girl whose presence I’d felt in the catacomb. I feel strongly connected to her, as if she is a part of me. What was her name again? From the depth of my soul, near my heart, I hear loud and clear: Shoshana.



The personality of my soul opens up. On the wings of the ibis I ascend. My gaze widens. Time disintegrates and I fly into another dimension.



Our eyes meet. We melt together and float over a hilly landscape with walled houses and amphitheatre-like buildings scattered throughout. Men and women are walking around, dressed in blue-green robes.



Beneath me, a temple appears with eight colossal baboons in front of it and I start my descent …
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Shoshana



I grab the wicker basket, put it on my head and walk towards the large warehouses on the outskirts of the village, next to the study centre.



As always, the manager of the warehouse is sitting at the entrance. It is his job to collect the goods that are brought in daily by the local farmers and to document them on clay tablets.



He stands up and greets me with a friendly, wide, toothless grin. ‘A blessed day, Shoshana. Walk on, dear child. You know the way and most importantly do not forget to give my blessings to your holy friends.’ ‘I will, Mousa, and a blessed day to you, too.’ With an inviting wave of his arms towards the entrance he steps aside to let me pass. With those holy friends, Mousa refers to the baboons. The impressive and majestic-looking animals that I spend time with every day. They roam freely around the Khemnu study centre. Nobody gets in their way. I love the animals and can often be found near them. Over the years I have learned to understand them and we have formed a relationship of trust. I learned the art of thought transfer from my father, which is one of the reasons why the high priest has appointed me as their most important caretaker.



For the most part, the monkeys find their food themselves from the local area. There are plenty of tubers and seeds there. They are masters at catching insects and lizards, but for vegetables they are partially dependent on me.



Along the wall of the warehouse are jugs and baskets in different sizes. They are filled with grains, fruit, nuts, seeds, and pulses such as lentils, peas, red beans and chickpeas. There are large amounts of onions, garlic, peppers, green beans, potatoes, olives, pumpkins, dates, limes and melons, as well as medicinal herbs. In the next warehouse are jugs of beer, wine and expensive types of oils.



I carefully fill the basket with a few nice pieces of fruit and some vegetables and take it to the feeding spot where the monkeys have gathered as usual. I usually eat with them as it’s a good time to observe the group. The impressive baboon who played the role of Djehuti during the mystery games has died. I was allowed to help the priests with mummifying his body and was there when he was buried in the large catacomb of Tuna el-Gebel.



Now I have been given the task of finding a successor. The next temple festival will take place in three months and by then the baboon must be trained.



I have my eye on two beautiful young males. Their appearance is truly majestic. Their eyes seem to fathom everything and they feel exactly what I want from them. One final test.



I turn to the two monkeys and silently ask them to approach me. One of the two reacts immediately. He looks at me, comes running toward me, sits before me and stares at me intently. I say: ‘It can be you, Bohr’, and I give him a date. Only after this gesture does the other baboon run towards me.



I made my choice. I take Bohr by the hand and walk with him to the entrance of the temple. There I wait for the high priest. While the guard warns the high priest, I pick fleas from Bohr, who visibly enjoys it.



The high priest appears at the gate and carries a beautiful leather collar, decorated with gold and precious stones. While Bohr willingly accepts the collar being put around his neck, the high priest says: “Well done, Shoshana. Not only is he willing, he is beautiful! I will have a Barque prepared in the Hall of Boats.’



I glow with pride and bow my head: ‘Thank you, Honourable Master.’



Khemnu is my place of birth. The country’s most important mystery schools have been here and in Memphis for as long as anyone can remember. Last week, I turned 16 years old and a new king named Amenhotep IV began his rule.



My father is named Ini-Nerit. He is sem priest and high priest of Anubis. His skill has earned him a good reputation and a job as a servant of the royal family. For his work he travels back and forth a lot between Khemnu, Abdju and Thebes. If a member of the royal family or a notable dies, he is the one they call on for help. From the beginning to the end, he is responsible for supervising the correct execution of the embalming and the rituals that come with it. He also takes care of the delivery of the required amulets, the desired jewels and the sarcophagus.



Most of the royal tombs are located on the western bank of the river, near Thebes. They are huge cities of the dead, carved deep into the rocks with many corridors and rooms used not just for the deceased. Many are used for storing food, household necessities and things that the deceased enjoyed while they were alive. In short, all the things to satisfy the Ka of the deceased when the Ba starts its journey through Amenti.



My mother is named Ruth. She is of Levitical descent. Her grandparents lived in Asta, a Levitical settlement in the Land of Goshen, in the river delta.



Levi is my mother’s brother. He studied in Memphis and became high priest of Re-Harachte. He is educated in the mysteries of the origins of creation and knows the laws of nature. He currently holds a chair at the Khemnu mystery school.



Both men master the script and they taught me to write at a young age. My father is happy with my interest and I often help the writers to colour in the figures on the papyrus scrolls that are given to the dead in their graves. The colouring in is a very meticulous job, because the figures are very small, but this is not a problem for my slender fingers and steady hand.



Most of the priests and priestesses who put their lives and work in the service of a temple, a mystery school or a Per Ankh (sanatorium), are married. They work for three months at a time, fully dedicated, within the walls of the institution. During this time they have no contact with their families. Afterwards they spend three whole months with them. Generally, marriages take place between the ages of fourteen and eighteen. People get married only once. Even if one of the spouses dies, there is no remarriage, but if a widower or widow falls in love again, they are allowed to live close to each other.
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Ptah and Sekhmet



The heat lingers in my room for a long time. I lie in bed sweating. I am tired from the long journey back to Abydos and of all the impressions of the past few days. With the windows wide open I sleep like a log.



At four o’clock the morning prayer startles me awake. Annoyed, I sit on the edge of my bed and look outside. It’s not even light yet.



I get up, close the windows and sleepily open my door. I am surprised to see a crowd gathered around the fridge in the hallway. It takes me a moment to realise what the hustle and bustle is about …



Ah yes, today the fast is being resumed, which means that fruit and water will be distributed only before sunrise. Now I am grateful to the imams, otherwise I would have missed this. I crawl back into bed with an apple, a banana and a bottle of water, but I can’t get back to sleep. Around six o’clock I get up and take a shower.



At seven o’clock I sit down at the water well on the left side of the temple forecourt.



I want to organise my thoughts, let my experiences sink in and capture them in words.



Two years ago, during my introductory travels in Egypt, I also visited Abydos.



The tour group, then led by a Dutch female archaeologist, consisted of thirty people. The dedication and knowledge of the archaeologist were vast, but it was a rigidly set up programme. There was no time to sit down, take in the surroundings, write anything down or have any alone time away from the group to open yourself to the ‘speaking of the stones’.



During that time, I experienced an insurmountable gap between the material and the spiritual nature of this mystical land. The guide as well as the group I was with only observed the shrines from a rational viewpoint. When I saw something intuitively, I didn’t say anything and saved the impressions within my heart. But despite the profane nature of this journey, I discovered that I knew Egypt on a soul level. My fascination for this mystical country had been triggered. At the time I felt that I was grossly harming myself and this ancient civilisation, inspired by spirituality, with only a materialistic approach.



The average tourist, engrossed in his camera, is unaware of the enormous, richly decorated buildings. He scratches himself behind the ears in utter astonishment, looking at strange figures, sometimes depicted in impossible poses, to then quickly, overwhelmed and possibly confused, get back on a plane.



For me, this country not only raises questions of an architectural or artistic nature, but also questions such as: How did the Ancient Egyptians gather their wisdom? From whom did they receive their knowledge about man and his soul, about the universe, the stars, the planets and the zodiac? How could they know that the Earth revolves around the Sun? Did yet another race, now extinct, form the basis of this civilisation? Are the ancient gods still working in this country? Could they perhaps be causing my extraordinary feelings? For me, Egypt is one big spiritual experience. Especially when I discovered that Hermetic ideas stood at the cradle of our Western philosophy.



We owe it to Alexander the Great that this ancient knowledge reached beyond the temple walls. His successors, the rulers of the Ptolemaic Dynasty, have spread this knowledge throughout the Mediterranean countries and thus the world was introduced to the laws of nature.



I close my notebook, look at the temple and as I stand up I say: “Now I have all the time in the world to speak with the old stones.”



I carefully walk up the stairs to the temple, grab a meditation mat and walk to the middle chapel in the Hall of Hope. Last week I received a ‘vision’ here. I saw strips of linen being rolled up by slender fingers. That made me curious. After the usual preparation, I lay down and close my eyes. I speak the affirmation aloud to connect me with the spiritual world …



A sense of serenity descends upon me almost instantly. It swallows me like a cloud. The silence in which I am overcome is impressive. Out of nowhere, blurry images pass before my mind’s eye. Images from a distant past that are slowly becoming clearer …



I see a man, a priest I think, sitting next to a bed in deep concentration. On the bed lies a man. Around the men I see sparkling blue and white threads which are constantly moving. The two seem to be trapped in a spider’s web of electricity.



The image fades. I sit down and pick up my writing materials. Even before I can ask my question, a stream of words rises up inside me. Greetings, beautiful lady. I look down upon you with love. You have found your way to the temple again and that pleases me greatly. Times are changing once more and the world needs people like you. You can help the temple by going there with your energy and putting it back in again. As you know, walls have the ability to store knowledge, knowledge that I will now give you …



The images that you just saw were related to a person who was about to die. This person was being guided with peace and love. A high priest, devoted to the guardian god Anubis, helped the Ba of the one who was going to die to leave the body. The task of the high priest was to reassure the dying person and to eliminate the fear of impending death. For this, the high priest went into a deep trance, left his body and contacted the dying person on a psychic level. He took the Ba of the dying by the hand, as it were, led it away from the dying body, and then guided it on its journey to Amenti, the realm of Osiris. Westerners call this the afterlife. In this manner, the high priest helped the Ba to leave the sick body in complete peace and confidence.



The high priest of Anubis was also in the company of priestesses. Their task was to divert the Ka from the dying person. Diverting the Ka is important, because the Ka tends to cling to the Ba, with the aim of keeping the Ba in the dead body and on Earth. The Ba is then prevented from travelling to the spiritual world. The priestesses made sure that the Ka did not panic. They did this by distracting him with earthly things, such as food, song and dance.



As soon as the Ba arrived in the realm of the dead, the god Anubis took the Ba from the high priest and led it to the scales. There was an urn with the heart of the deceased on one side and the feather of the goddess Maát on the other. The heart symbolised the thoughts and actions of the deceased. The balance of the recently concluded life was being drawn up. Then the Ba was led before Osiris. Based on the results of the scales, Osiris determined in which realm the Ba was allowed to rest. At the gates of the realm, the Ba was handed over to a relative who had already passed on. After this religious ceremony, the high priest returned to his own body and to the here and now. The remains were then carried outside to a tent, where they were prepared for the funeral.



The stream of words stops, I put my pen down and close my eyes again. I experience nothing but love and am surrounded by soft colours: white, pink, soft green and blue. Vaguely I start to hear the sound of rippling water and in a flash I see a big pond. Hundreds of light blue lotus flowers are floating on the surface of the water. I am deeply moved by this beautiful scene. So peaceful, so serene … I close my eyes and enjoy it for a while. Then I look around me and wonder who has been helped from here in their transition process.



The answer comes immediately:



Members of the royal family, high priests who belonged to this order, and people of nobility.



Those who were going to die did not necessarily have to stay in this space. This ritual could be performed with the same effect if the dying person was in a different place. After all, the high priest left his body. His Ba was therefore free to go wherever it wanted. The Ka of the high priest looked after his body in the meantime.



I thank the spiritual energy that clarifies all this for me. Then I take another good look at the heavily damaged images on the wall. With the information I have just received, I can imagine the depicted events.



When it’s almost twelve o’clock, I return to the guest house. To everyone’s delight, broth is being served again, along with bananas. Everyone feels a bit sluggish as a result of fasting. At the end of the afternoon there will be a joint program in the Hall of Hope and most people now leave to take an afternoon nap.



At the start of our stay in Abydos, we were instructed to meditate on the energy of the relevant deity in every shrine of the temple. We weren’t told which god each shrine was dedicated to, we had to figure that out for ourselves. This afternoon I want to make a start on that. I decide to combine my afternoon nap with a meditation in the shrine, which I think, because of the pictures on the walls, belonged to Ptah. Expectantly, I walk into the shrine and take a seat on the floor against the wall. To properly get in tune, I perform the usual rituals: I burn some incense and rub lotus oil under my nose.



The energy in the chapel of Ptah feels soft and loving. If there are words waiting for me, they almost always come at the start of my concentration period. Now, too.



When I ask who Ptah was and what he symbolised, words quickly fill up the paper:



Ptah is the equivalent of the Biblical version of God, the Creator of plants, animals and man. He is closest to the energy level of the Earth and therefore he is also close to man. Closer to man than Osiris, who is a few spiritual levels higher.



As you know, out of the relationship between Ptah and Sekhmet a son, named Nefertem, was born.



Man was still young and ignorant in this initial phase. To symbolise this phase of consciousness, the Ancient Egyptians depicted it in the form of a child: Nefertem with the childlike lock of hair on the side of his head. This symbolises human consciousness which was still in its infancy at the time. Nefertem, the first human, received one very important attribute from Re-Harachte that no other being had been given before him: free will. With Nefertem, free will and also the living consciousness of earthly man came into effect. From that moment on, man was responsible for his own thinking and actions. He was instructed to ‘choose a way back’ between good and evil by means of his free will. Back to the realms of Heaven, to the home of his Ba. At that moment, Ptah withdrew from the earthly realm and let go of man.



Free will separates man from animals. Animals find their way through life solely on instinct. The name Re-Harachte means: ‘Real or True God’.



The stream of words stops. What a great method this is! I am filled with happiness and thank the energy of this shrine. Then I get comfortable on my mat and confidently surrender to a nap. Only when the others enter the temple do I wake up, wonderfully rested. Having become a little bit stiff, I walk with them to the Hall of Hope where we enjoy the harp playing of Aset, which again sounds beautiful in the high hall. Then we sing vocal sounds. I feel blessed.
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Shrines in the Temple of Seti



Every morning there’s a crowd at the falafel stand under my bedroom window. When I wake up, the smell of baking wafts into my room and makes me long for breakfast, but that is not possible today as we are still fasting.



Yesterday I meditated in the shrine of Ptah and now I have been instructed to tune into the energy of the other six shrines of the Temple of Seti.



On my way to the temple I am greeted warmly by the residents of Abydos. They are usually very friendly, which makes us feel even more at home.



At the guardhouse in front of the temple I buy an admission ticket.



I walk barefoot up the steps to the entrance and again I enjoy the feeling this gives me. Ever since I saw Shoshana in the catacomb of Tuna el-Gebel, I only have to think about her and I have gone back in time …



‘Salaam Alaikum, lady. Have a nice day, lady,’ the friendly guards at the entrance say. ‘Alaikum salaam. Have a nice day too, gentlemen.’



First I grab a meditation mat from the Hall of Boats and then I walk to the first shrine on the right side of the temple. After performing the usual rituals, I take a look around. This shrine, like most shrines, has a fake door in the back wall. The wall decorations are still fairly intact and I look at them carefully. I think this shrine was dedicated to Horus. In the middle of the high ceiling there is a square opening where daylight comes through. I suspect that the statue of the holy Horus once stood in the ray of light. I walk to the spot where the light touches the ground, stand in the ray of light, close my eyes and focus on the energy of the shrine. This feels nice and it calms me down. Then I sit down, prepare my writing materials and close my eyes. Following the advice of my teacher, I tune into the energy of my deceased mother and I ask her to connect me with the energy of this shrine. Only then do I put my pen on the paper and start writing:



In Horus, the characteristics of both Osiris and Isis were united. Creation originates from the combination of positive and negative energy. Horus, son of Osiris and Isis, symbolises the third point in the ‘law of the triangle’ in this phase of becoming. Horus is the light that emanated from the ‘Greater Light’ and with that he was the first impulse for the ultimate manifestation of man in matter. Compare it with two electrical wires that are necessary for a lamp to be switched on. The wires cannot do anything by themselves, but together they can initiate the process of becoming, known as manifestation. Matter is: light withdrawn into itself and cooled. The more the light withdraws, the more the matter solidifies.



To form a harmonious and strong country, the negative forces of Upper Egypt, Amon, had to be united with the positive forces of Lower Egypt, Re-Harachte.



The words stop. I feel emotional. In my memory I go back to the meditation I performed earlier in the Hall of Boats. During that meditation I saw my mother pull open a pair of golden curtains, through which the Gates of Egypt were shown to me. The forces of Amon in the south, Thebes, and the forces of Re-Harachte in the north, Memphis. In between, in Central Egypt, the Land of Thoth, the goddess Maát planted her feather as a symbol of harmony and truth.



That is where I stood yesterday. In El-Ashmunein, the former Hermopolis, the magical heart of Egypt.



I take another good look at the decorations on the wall. It strikes me that Horus, the falcon god, is wearing the crowns of both Upper and Lower Egypt. I focus on the crown and then I know …



The white and the red crown on Horus’ head symbolise both poles, positive and negative. Egypt is the land of duality. Within Horus, the light, which is ultimately knowledge, came into Being. Horus was the manifestation of the ‘Light of Knowledge’.



This reminds me of Jesus. Two thousand years ago, people also called him the ‘Light of the World’. Jesus was also said to be of divine origin, just like Horus. Did the myth Horus repeat itself in Jesus or was it taken to that time?



My heart beats a little faster as I walk to the next shrine. At first glance it already becomes clear that this shrine is dedicated to Isis, the mother of Horus. Just like in all the others, a square opening has been made in the ceiling, through which daylight flows in. I stand in the ray of light, close my eyes and tune into the energy of her shrine. The energy feels different here, more reserved but not distant. I get the feeling that a warm shawl is being lovingly placed around my shoulders. I sit in the ray of light, concentrate and ask through my mother if there is a message for me. Then I put my pen to the paper:



Here, by intercession, offerings were being presented to Isis to beg for fertility. Isis and Osiris were part of the worlds which were called the immaterial or psychic realms. Their energy initially roamed the waters and the land, but withdrew when evil started to prevail on Earth.



No more words follow. I thank my mother and my inner master and move on to the next shrine.



It’s abundantly clear that this chapel is dedicated to Osiris. This shrine is the only one in this temple without a fake door in the back wall, but an open connection leading to the Hall of Osiris. From the holes on either side of the passageway it’s clear that there used to be doors.



The shrine is being renovated. I cannot sit in the ray of light here because there is scaffolding and I take a seat in a corner with my notebook. Every time I am amazed by how easily the words appear on the paper:



The statue of Osiris was dressed daily with three cloaks. It was also decorated with jewellery. This was done by the king himself, or a high priest. The people who were with the king waited outside the shrine. The statue stood on a pedestal. On it stood a boat with the statue in a reliquary.



Then I close my eyes and see the cloaks in front of me! Their colours are light green, pink and white. I even see the statue of Osiris in front of me. I feel a sensation of singing or dancing and I hear bells ringing. When I tell Horus about this later, he is surprised and tells me that this is totally correct. He adds that the red wax seal, which was used to close the reliquary, was broken three times a day. The statue of Osiris was then given a different cloak. The offerings were also switched out three times a day. After each ritual, the reliquary was closed again with a new wax seal.



The next shrine, in the middle of the temple, directly opposite the main entrance, feels quiet and subdued. When I stand in the ray of light with my eyes closed, I see a large black hole. It’s incredibly deep. I don’t know what to do with it. It draws me in and in my mind I take a step back. I know that I’m not ready for this yet. I dare not yet enter that timeless void. Later Horus tells me the reason why. The shrine was dedicated to Amon, who was worshipped, especially in Thebes, as the divine source from which all creation came. Amon was depicted by the Ancient Egyptians as a sun on the head of a falcon.



I walk to the next shrine. Here too I feel only emptiness, serene silence and timelessness. I don’t feel the need to write. Later Horus tells me that this shrine belonged to Re-Harachte, the most sublime and honoured deity of Lower Egypt. The light energy of this deity, which mainly symbolises Knowledge, was also depicted in the form of a sun on the head of a falcon, but in this case the falcon had a mummified human body. The sixth shrine, where I meditated yesterday, is dedicated to Ptah. I keep walking around for a while and look at the wall decorations. Ptah can be recognised by the smooth blue cap on his head and a mummified human body. Ptah is the god who created vegetation and also a material man, who gifted the Ka personality.



Khnum, the god with the ram’s head, then added the Ba to man, his soul personality, or in other words, his consciousness.



I bathe in the ray of light that flows into the shrine through the hole in the ceiling.



Then I walk to the last chapel. I am tired and in need of an afternoon nap. I see that this seventh shrine in the Holy of Holies is dedicated to Pharaoh Seti I himself. After his death he was declared divine.



I sit down with my notebook, but the words don’t come; I do experience calmness and warmth. Seti I feels like a noble person, with a high degree of consciousness. The energy feels so good that I decide to roll out my mat here for an afternoon nap.



After an hour I wake up from the voice of a guide who is showing around a group of tourists. Stiffened by the hard, chilly floor I get up, collect my things and leave the temple with the happy thought that there will be dates cooked in milk waiting for me when I get home. I laugh to myself and realise that this is the voice of my Ka.
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Shoshana travels to Abdju



I have a new little brother and my parents are very happy. When it comes to children, they have experienced a lot of sorrow. Two boys died in their first year and my mother also had to endure a number of miscarriages.



My father is home for another two months and takes care of my mother. Together we do the housework, go to markets, buy beautiful things for the house, visit family and go sailing on the river. It is a lovely time, but when my father has to go back to Abdju, it turns out that my mother is not yet strong enough to be left alone. It is decided that she and the baby will stay with her sister for the next three months and that I will go to Abdju with aba, where I can stay in the women’s quarters.



I am so happy! I will be travelling for the first time in my life. There is only one problem: who can I ask to take care of the baboons during my absence? Shall I ask Habieb?



Habieb is a twenty-five year old man with a well-trained, stern posture and a charismatic head that seems too large for his body. He tames lions and cheetahs for the king. I visit him and ask him. He looks at me sympathetically and a big grin appears on his face. ‘On one condition, Shoshana: that I will be at the top of your list of marriage candidates.’



I am irritated and say: ‘Habieb, that will not be possible. I am not planning to get married. I am going to study and devote myself to the temple.’



Habieb dramatically waves his arms in the air and shouts:



‘Oh, no, what a waste of such a beautiful girl.’



There is silence. The tension rises within me and I see that he enjoys it. I hate this power game, but I stay calm and say nothing. Finally he breaks the silence and starts to laugh loudly.



‘Very well. I appreciate your character. And it also seems like a fun challenge to try and break those cheeky creatures.’ ‘Habieb, do not speak of sacred animals like that,’ I say admonishingly, but I feel relieved, thank him and run home. You don’t travel in Kemet alone, it’s not safe. Everyone travels in guarded convoys, because there are many gangs of robbers around, using everything from merchandise to even people.



The caravan travels south, upstream alongside the river. The journey will take approximately one week and the nights will be spent in campsites.



Along the way the caravan stops at different places.



Travellers are dropping out and new ones joining. In places where people rest, it is remarkably crowded. Food is being offered and goods are being exchanged. That takes up a lot of time, but it also makes the journey more lively, since the route is dusty, monotonous, hot and tiring.



Traders at the markets yell, wave and clap their hands. I enjoy all the new sensations, the wonderfully fragrant herbs, the freshly baked bread, the fried fish and the falafel.



Every day around noon, the caravan stops and we retreat into the shade of the date palms. The animals are cared for and people eat and sleep.



Upon arrival in Abdju there are large crowds. It had already been announced that we were coming and, with a big grin on his face, my father walks towards a woman who approaches him with open arms.



‘Ini-Nerit, how delightful to see you again! Did you bring your daughter?’



He turns to me, puts his arm around my shoulders and introduces me to the woman.



‘Shoshana, this is Dazmen, she is the head of the women’s quarters. I have known her all my life. She even changed my clothes when I was still a baby. You are in good hands with her.’



Dazmen is a short, chubby lady with a friendly round face. Her eyes are shining, her hair is almost white and a few of her upper front teeth are missing. I like her straight away and we quickly start chatting. Ini-Nerit says goodbye and leaves for his accommodation near the luxurious summer residence of the royal family on the north-west side of the city.



Although living in women’s quarters is not comparable to the family life I am used to, it doesn’t take long before I feel comfortable. The women who live here are being trained to become priestesses. There are different disciplines which are all related to healing and caring for the sick. When the women have finished their training as caregivers, they will either serve in one of the large sanatoriums of Ioenet or they will return to their birth place to apply their knowledge and skills there. The education to become a physician is harder. You follow courses in anatomy, administering anaesthetics, performing minor surgeries, wound care, suturing and setting broken bones. You also learn everything about the functions and applications of medicinal herbs. These are grown in the spacious gardens next to the temple complex. The gardens are maintained by neophytes under the supervision of pharmacists who monitor the quality of the plants, the harvesting process and the processing into medicines.



During my stay in Abdju I am introduced to the work being done by this community. I am the youngest in an all female group of about seventy-five women. The women are divided between six departments. Each department deals with a specific field of study and carries out the associated activities.



Because I am the youngest, and also the daughter of a very respected high priest, I am being mothered from all sides. Not that I need it, but I do enjoy the inherent pampering.



In Abdju, the sick and needy are constantly coming and going. From far and wide they come to Per Ankh, seeking help for their ailments. Dazmen tells me that Abdju is a special place. Lines of force run through the Earth here. They are the secret behind the healing water that rises from the wells in the temple’s forecourt.



I spend a lot of time in the herb garden. There I help the women to care for and harvest the plants. Every time I step into the garden, I experience a miraculous change in energy level. The serene peace that prevails here seems to slow down the pace of life.



I also like being in the workshop where the garments worn during the mystery games are made. With infinite patience, I secure the gold palettes and gems to the gowns and headdresses. I love serving as a mannequin and feeling all those women’s hands on my body.



I regularly help with making wax candles, filling the oil lamps or replacing the wicks. Essential oils are added to the lamp oil, such as amber, lavender, eucalyptus, roses, jasmine, honeysuckle or sandalwood. The best oils are made in the river delta. Every deity has their own specific scent. The scent of the lotus flower is my favourite.



Abdju is a place of pilgrimage for Osiris, the god of resurrection from the realm of the dead. His task is to judge the actions of the heart after someone’s death. Here in Abdju is his main shrine, which only the king and the high priest are allowed to enter. The statue of the deity is located in a sealed barque. The seals are broken and ceremonies are performed three times a day. The cloak is then removed from the statue. It is rubbed with essential oil and given a different coloured cloak. This ceremony is accompanied by singing, reciting prayers, burning incense, and offering food and drink.



Abdju is a place of pilgrimage and cannot be compared to the crowds of students in Khemnu. Every year, thousands of pilgrims come here from all over the country to commemorate the death and resurrection of Osiris with their offerings. Around the large sanatorium sick people and their caregivers come and go on a daily basis. Entire families often come to seek help for their ailments.



It is early in the morning when aba appears at the gate of the women’s quarters. He has to pay a working visit to the temple today and wants to take this opportunity to show me a part of it. During the walk to the temple I talk nthusiastically about my new experiences.



In the forecourt we ritually cleanse ourselves at the wells and walk towards the stone steps which lead to the temple. At the bottom of the stairs, aba stops me and demonstratively puts his index finger to his lips. I keep my mouth shut with a smile and silently walk up the stairs.



Halfway through the climb I experience a strange sensation. In a mysterious way I seem to be growing. My feet are growing bigger and stronger. This sensational feeling continues to my spine and I automatically straighten my back. The crown of my head starts to tingle and I continue walking with my head held high.



Aba notices it. With a satisfied smile, he squeezes my hand and whispers: ‘You are sensitive to the vibrations. You were born to be a priestess, dear daughter.’



‘It feels like I’m growing, aba.’ He smiles and nods.



I stare in awe at the huge doors of the shrine which are made of cedar wood and decorated with gold leaf and silver. Ini-Nerit whispers something in the guard’s ear. He nods silently, opens the door and lets us in. When the door closes, all outside noise is silenced. The first thing I notice upon entering is the heavy smell of incense. I give my eyes a moment to adjust to the dark. It is the first time I am entering a sacred space and I let go of my father’s hand. I need a moment to process the vibrations. Then he gestures me to follow him and together we walk deeper into the temple … As we approach the shrine, I start to hear singing. A group of singers has just left the Holy of Holies and is coming our way. Deeply touched, my eyes fill up with tears, tears of emotion, and aba whispers: ‘We are not allowed to go any further. When you are an accomplished high priestess in the future, you may also enter the Holy of Holies.’



We walk all the way through the hall and admire the richly decorated walls and columns. When we are outside again, in the sun-drenched forecourt, we say goodbye. He says that he will be unreachable for the time being, because he is going to care for the dead in a camp in the desert.
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Abu Garab and Abusir



After the daily greeting of Aton, the king boards the royal barque, which sails downstream towards Abusir. There he will visit Mery-neith, a friend of the high priest of Aton. The queen is not feeling well and stays at home under the care of her court ladies and Ramose, the mayor of Achetaton.



After I’ve ritually cleansed the royal barque, a fast felucca takes me to Abusir. There is a strong wind and it’s chilly on the water. I travel ahead of the king to cleanse the places he will visit. When the felucca docks, I notice that the quay is high above me. That’s strange, because at this time of the year the river’s water level should be rising instead of dropping. Two boatmen help me out of the felucca onto the quay. There I’m met by one of Mery-neith’s servants, who takes me to his house. Before I enter the house, I take off my sandals and I follow the servant into the wide hallway. To the left are the high priests’s private rooms. On the way to the door at the back of the hallway, I feel a cold gust of air on my right. I look at the only door on that side and feel an unpleasant pressure on my throat. The servant stops in front of the door on the left, announces himself, opens the door and lets me in. I enter a luxurious and tastefully decorated room of about 20 by 30 metres which, via a spacious pagoda, looks out over a beautiful flower garden with a water feature.



A man gets up and welcomes me warmly. It’s the first time I’m meetng Mery-neith and I like him immediately. Originally a high priest of Re-Harachte, he converted to Aton when King Akhenaten came to power.



Mery-neith knows my task. He sits silently on a chair under the pagoda as I prepare my cleansing attributes. Then I begin the ritual walk at the first column on my right, which is decorated with pastel tones. Swinging the censer, I walk across a black marble floor with an artfully arranged mosaic of fish, papyrus flowers, lily pads and ducks. In the meantime, I softly mutter the cleansing affirmations intended for the king’s well-being and the house that will receive him. When I’m finished in the room, I cleanse the comfortable-looking beds, the chairs and the low tables made of beautifully cut ebony, decorated with floral patterns in gold leaf. Then I go outside and make my rounds through the pagoda and the garden.



Mery-neith visibly enjoys the heavy musk scent, looks at me approvingly and invites me to sit down. I shake my head with a smile and remind him that I still have to cleanse the lobby of the house and the temple before the king arrives.



He nods a few times with an apologetic smile, gets up and leads me to the hallway. I follow him, carrying the censer. By the door from earlier, I feel the cold air again and slow my pace. Grief is coming to me.



Mery-neith looks at me quizzically and I explain myself. ‘Is there perhaps grief related to loss in this house?’ He nods and arduously strokes where his heart is as he says: ‘Yes, my wife’s heart is mourning the loss of her mother. Would you be able to help her?’



I swing the censer towards the door several times and say: ‘No, not right now, but you can discuss it with the king. Only he can give me an order.’



‘Yes, of course, forgive me.’



Before we walk to the temple, I cleanse the hallway and the lobby of the house. When we step outside, there are canopy bearers waiting for us. The man on my right has an aching shoulder. At this moment, this vibration disturbs my work and I therefore decline his services.



After a ten minute walk we reach the temple complex and the guard opens the gate to the forecourt of the open sun temple of Abu Garab. This one precedes the mortuary temple built in honour of King Sahure. As I utter the prescribed prayers, I admire his impressive tomb pyramid towering high above the mortuary temple in the background.



King Sahure, whose name means ‘He who is close to Re’, dedicated this first open sun temple of Kemet to Re-Harachte a long time ago. Our king feels a deep religious connection with this ancient monarch and will therefore dedicate a sacrificial ram to him in his mortuary temple.



Mery-neith tells me that he made it his task in life to maintain this beautiful temple complex with love and care.



Before entering the temple, I take off my sandals and connect to the earth through my feet. Then I place my hands on the ancient walls. This way, I ‘read’ the energy of a structure. It’s the first time I’ve been here. I smile at the high priest who has followed me and express my admiration for the pure, powerful vibrations of this place, which, like the location of Abdju, turns out to be a star gate.



I carefully walk through the open-air temple, cleansing it with musk and reciting the prayers for ritual purification. Standing in front of the big altar, I focus on the sun, spread my arms, connect my Ba to this place and thank Re-Harachte for His loving life force. Later, the bread, vegetables, fish, duck and other meat, which will be eaten for dinner and over which the king will beg for Aton’s blessing, will be placed on this altar. Then I repeat the cleansing ritual in the mortuary temple of king Sahure.



When I return to the forecourt, I see that the sacrificial ram has been brought in. The animal’s front and hind legs are tied together cross-wise. He looks lifeless. I clean the ritual knife before the priest very respectfully cuts the animal’s carotid artery in one swift motion. A other priest collects the blood that flows from the artery into a shallow dish which he then hands over to me.



I close my eyes and tune into the energetic vibrations of the blood, while the priest bleeds out the ram before he brings it to the altar in the mortuary temple. Now we have to wait for the king. Standing with the blood dish in my hands, I focus on the surroundings. I glance over the many mastabas and pyramids in which the princes and princesses of Lower Kemet have been given their final resting place. Their eternal souls undoubtedly contribute to the exalted, timeless silence of this place, which I happily allow to move me …



Then the horns sound in the distance. The royal barque has docked and I shake off my admiration. Meanwhile, the baskets of bread, fruit and vegetables have been laid out on the altar in the forecourt of the temple and the villagers have gathered on both sides of the access road.



The royal procession comes into view and is preceded by banner bearers, drummers and horn players. When the king approaches on a sedan chair, flanked by canopy and fan bearers, the people begin to sing enthusiastically. Visibly moved, the king receives the villagers’ aubade, thanks them for this warm welcome and says that he has brought gifts for everyone. These will be handed out later.



The people start applauding vigorously, but he brushes off their enthusiastic gesture of gratitude with a smile. Then he gets out of the sedan chair and approaches his friend with open arms. The men hug each other before entering the forecourt of the temple, preceded by singing priestesses with sistra and harps. The doors are closed and the people are ordered to be silent. The king solemnly steps forward and blesses the sacrificial blood in the dish that I hold before him. Then I give the dish to a priest who’s standing by and take my position at the door. The king walks forward solemnly. His tall, charismatic stature commands respect as he offers incense and myrrh for the greater glory of Aton, standing before the altar. The intense smell of the incense floats past my nose. The king raises his arms to the heavens and calls out in a loud voice:



May the fire, the eternal principle of Aton, cleanse all those who long for truth.



May Aton’s warmth bring Life to all those who are willing to be resurrected.



May Aton’s Light spiritually clarify the souls of those who roam in darkness.



So may it be!



The king takes a few steps backwards and then follows Meryneith to the hinter lying mortuary temple. The sacrificial ram is placed on the altar and dedicated to Aton. Along with Meryneith, the king incenses the ram and asks Aton to bless its flesh. At the end of the ceremony, the ram is taken by the butcher who will prepare it for dinner.
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Nothing exists outside of man



After the intense past few days, I need a rest day. At seven o’clock, before breakfast, I go to the temple. While she was wandering through the temple, Marijke saw a piece of rose quartz on the threshold at the Hall of Boats. I’d put that piece in a crack of the column in front of the Hall of Sokar last year. The piece of crystal has apparently grown some ‘legs’. Marijke assumed it was mine, because I’d told her about it. I pick it up and decide to give it to her when I can.



In the Hall of Boats, I take a seat on the edge of a pillar and take out my notebook.



It’s quiet in the temple. The inspectors aren’t here and the guards leave me alone.



After a short meditation, I put pen to paper in the temple for the first time during this course.



In earlier times, secrecy was not only about the difficulty of knowledge. It also had to do with maintaining the independence of man. As you now know, you are your own creator and healer. You are not dependent on others for your well-being. People do not need approval or forgiveness from a religious authority, nor do they need permission for anything. Churches, religions in general and even doctors often derive their authority from people’s fear and ignorance. Fear makes people dependent, insecure and easy to manipulate. With these writings, I appeal to the common sense of intelligent people. Know that religious authorities, especially in the past, fear people who can think for themselves and have learned to use their intuition. They also fear people who have their own opinions and can make their own judgements. Religious authorities will never admit that God resides within man and not outside of him. They fear that, if they acknowledge this, they will lose their power and assume that their existence will then become redundant.



The knowledge that God resides within man is very old. Societies such as the Rosicrucians had to gather in secret for that reason.



Free thinkers were not allowed in the realm of religion. They had to go into hiding and conceal their teachings to protect themselves.



If religious institutions want to maintain themselves in the future, they’ll have to change course and help people to find themselves, because someone who has found themselves has also found God …



This is very clear. I would just like to add a mitigating circumstance. People who have not yet reached this level of understanding can derive some comfort and support from a God who resides in heaven. Even though this is an illusion.



When I return, I draw the Five of Cups card after the morning meditation.



Broken cups: dealing with illusions and adversity. It couldn’t be more fitting …



After lunch, I silently contemplate the message I received in the Hall of Boats in my room. The message seems to be an explanation of the word Secret, which came up in the conversation I had with Inge about the Rosicrucians.



Reasoning from my own perspective, I can agree that I am my own creator. But being purposefully damaged by another, just because they have a different view of God and faith, what can I do with that karma-wise? My thoughts go back to my life in Amarna and the cleansing ritual I underwent at the end of the second course.



Why does the soul personality of Shoshana, my soul personality, have to go through this? Did I have karma to settle in that life or did I have learn life lessons? I have little insight into my karma in that regard, because I have no conscious memory of the lives that preceded Shoshana’s. Perhaps what people experience in their lives places less weight on the cosmic scale than their reactions to what happens to them. If my reaction to what another does is met with revenge, or with actions turned against my own life, then that affects my soul personality with negative karma. In this case, it’s about my reaction to another person’s actions. I am my own creator in that sense, thanks to Free Will.



When I’m aware of the fact that my soul personality incarnates over and over again, then I will not only treat myself better, but also others, the earth, the water and the sky. After all, I will return here and will still have to resolve whatever it is I’ve caused in the past. Everything comes back around in future incarnations. This knowledge comes with great responsibility.



‘Caring is for the living’ is an ignorant statement. There is no law that goes against the law of cause and effect.



That evening, I have a conversation with Horus.



We talk mainly about Amarna and the forgiveness ritual that Anne and I will undergo tomorrow.



Since we are not allowed to travel to Tell el-Amarna due to the political situation, Horus has decided to perform the forgiveness ritual in the desert, at the foot of the mountain range behind the Osirion. This is the most obvious place for him to become aware of the experiences we had during our incarnations in the 18th Dynasty.



Beforehand, we receive some necessities with explanations to prepare for this ritual: a pouch of salt and two cups with a herbal extract of seven leaves.
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Meri-Re



Through my daily work for the king, I’ve gotten to know this noble and kind man, who is also tormented by suspicion. The story goes that as a gifted child he suffered from bad health. He was also a dreamer with a head sensitive to stress, which occasionally gave him seizures. He spent much of his time alone or with his mother, who took over the administrative regency for the then twelve-year-old king after his father’s death. As a child he loved animals; he played with them and painted them. Later, he grew out to be a great poet.



Because he was too weak to attend a mystery school, his mother and private teachers initiated him into the laws of nature and the teachings of Re-Harachte. This Netjer of the Light was worshipped in Memphis and had been preferred by his family over the worship of Amon for several generations.



It’s likely he inherited his interest in architecture from his father Amenhotep II, which he could now fully indulge himself in with the construction of his own new city.



I very much like his unique personal style. It’s not comparable to the old, often heavy, dark and grotesque looking architecture of his ancestors. Achetaton’s design, entirely his own, is spacious, with wide avenues shaded by large trees. The temples and palaces, surrounded by large gardens with water features and exotic foreign trees and plants, are located in the city centre, among the commoners. The houses, markets and many bathhouses are also spaciously designed. Practically all buildings were constructed from mud-brick and then whitewashed. This creates a beautifully changing red colour palette at sunrise and sunset. The walls of the palaces are decorated with brightly painted grapes and flowers.



Queen mother Teje, who remained in her beautiful residence in Thebes, is said to have been the driving force behind his spiritual ideals which eventually made him decide to found a new governmental city halfway between Upper and Lower Kemet. The king wanted to give his new religion, which is mainly based on the mysteries of Memphis, a new name, free from fault and blame. Queen Nefertiti has the same spiritual beliefs as her husband Akhenaten and her mother-in-law Tiye. She fully supports him and helps him realise his dream. It’s also her ambition to create a happier society through this religious reform, ruled with love, free from fear and corruption, and far from the dark powers of Thebes.



The queen is perhaps even more fanatical than the king in pursuing this ideal. It seems to be a golden rule that the mothers and wives of authoritative people are the driving force behind the ambitions and thoughts of their sons and husbands.



The king can spend hours in his garden, letting his Aton-inspired thoughts flutter like a butterfly between the fine arts of language and the captivating play of paint colours on his canvas.



He finds more satisfaction in worshipping Aton and making his family happy than in the administrative part of his task, the state affairs. His aim is freedom and brotherhood in love for everyone. He considers family to be the driving force behind a healthy society. He propagates this belief as a religion as it were and he likes to let himself be portrayed in loving family scenes.



Most importantly, his followers should be able to feel at home in his cultural city, where the power and beauty of Aton are reflected in the flower offerings, which are freshly woven into wreaths every day by the diligent fingers of young women, and placed on the many altars in the large temple. After the wreaths have been offered as a tribute to Aton and are blessed by His rays, they’re handed out to the people in the city, while psalms, written by the king, are sung.



He is the first king to honour Aton with songs. But for now, commoners are not allowed to enter the sacred part of the temple. They may participate in the ceremony outside the walls of the large open-air temple. It is easy to follow from out there. In temples of Aton, God is praised with flower offerings, not with ones of flesh and blood. All food, including meat, is first dedicated to Aton before it’s prepared.



I have been part of this seemingly carefree society for several years now. Close to my family who are in good health. During my education in Khemnu, my inner spontaneous child gave way to a thoughtful responsible adult priestess who knows what her task is.



I’ve come to understand myself and the world around me better, because I was allowed to master the knowledge of Self, as well as the laws to which Self and Nature are bound. Iwant to keep guarding the temple name Maätmose, born from truth, which I received at my initiation. I am in balance and therefore I don’t join the festivities that the king regularly organises. Those who do join like to be blinded by the gifts that the king generously gives out. These activities keep them happy and tied to him. The people only know about Aton’s love for them, they learn little to nothing about themselves. The celebrations in honour of Aton have increased in recent years and are becoming more and more promiscuous. Shameful things take place under the influence of drugs and alcohol.



Both the king and Meri-Re respect me for staying away. They know the vows I made as a priestess of the Thrice Great Djehuti. These vows dictate that I am to keep my energetic body clean and unharmed, so as not to block my channel with the cosmic world.



For several years now, the king has been collecting quotes from the ancient mystery knowledge of both Khemnu and Memphis to merge them into a new work. He does this following his own ideas and insights. Merenit partly agrees with this, but aba thinks it’s criminal and is angry about it.



I also have my doubts, because I suspect that the king is doing it partly out of fear. Fear of the black magic that the Amon priests of Thebes have been subjecting him to for years. I personally think that knowledge about the origin of the universe, which is as old as the first man of Kemet himself, should not be compromised. Not even by the king, even though he calls himself the son of the Living God on Earth.



The rewriting and interpretation of this knowledge by a mortal man of flesh and blood is sacrilege in my opinion.



The king’s suspicion of the people around him has increased in the last year. This often results in long and obsessive prayers and pleads to Aton. I’ve also noticed he has mood swings. I suspect that his fear of magic has become so obsessive that it drives him to revise Scripture in this regard.



The entire creation was an act of magic. Magic is a divine attribute and is therefore also part of man. The extent to which we use this law and how falls into the category of morals and ethics. Good and evil exist. They rise and fall by the grace of the attention you give them. It’s therefore essential for the evolution of man to know what the laws of nature are and what the consequences may be of the ego-oriented actions of his lower self. A person will not become aware of the Self solely by cheering Aton and begging for His blessings. No, that requires knowledge.



To break out of the vicious circle of birth and death, we must keep that knowledge close. Everything in creation was established through the magic of the Word. To withhold knowledge from man because of a personal fear of evil practices is a crime.



The mystery schools of Memphis and Khemnu will not let this happen and I don’t think the Neteru will either.



Meri-Re officially converted to Aton before Aton and the people. The king personally initiated him as a high priest of Aton. This makes him his first assistant and authorised to perform all ritual acts in the temple when the king is absent. The people have welcomed him with cheers.



My uncle Merenit is worried. He also told me that the king has forced Meri-Re to renounce the use of magic. The city council, of which he’s a co-leader, has been commissioned to organise a meeting for all priests and priestesses who’ve been educated elsewhere, outside the walls of Achetaton.
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The cleansing ritual in Umm El Qa’ab



After the morning meditation, I draw the card Compassion. Have compassion for others, but don’t suffer along with them. Nobody benefits from that …



When we sit at the breakfast table, I notice a price tag sticking to the edge of my plate. It says 417. An experienced card reader in our midst looks at me and immediately says: ‘The 4 is the Empress. The 1 is the Magician and 7 is the Victory Chariot. Well, your day can’t go wrong!’



To prepare for tonight’s ritual I want to spend the day in solitude and after breakfast I retire to my room. I’m happy with the MP3 player I borrowed and I sit on my bed listening to vocal sounds and absorbing the vibrations of a singing bowl concert. At around 12 o’clock, I prepare for the first part of the ritual, the cleansing.



I grab a cup of the herbal infusion and the pouch of salt and take it to the bathroom. There I take my clothes off and stand in the bath. I remove the seven leaves from the cup, take half of the salt and put it on my head, pour the herbal extract over it and massage the salt into my hair.



Through the open window I hear that the imam is starting his prayer. I hum along and thank the god of my heart for this unique opportunity in this life. Then I rinse myself off and visualise how the energy that doesn’t belong to me disappears through the drain.



It’s an intimate moment and I realise, in all my strength, how vulnerable I am.



After lunch, everyone retreats for an afternoon nap. When the alarm goes off at four o’clock, I wake up from an intense dream. I write it down before getting up.



In the dream, I’m in a room with a few people. We are about to go to Umm el Qa’ab. Before we leave, I want to take a picture of something, but when I press the button on the camera, I start to feel unwell. I feel like I’m falling, but I can’t make a sound. The people in the room don’t notice anything.



I gesture them to help me, but they don’t understand me. That scares me. It seems like I’m invisible to the others.



At that moment, my deceased husband, the father of my children, appears. He looks upset and sad. I ask if he can help me … Then I wake up and meditate on the dream.



When I try to document past experiences, I block my own evolution. Forgiving and letting go …



Before going to the bathroom to repeat the cleansing ritual with salt and herbs, I make a cup of broth.



At half past five, Tamir arrives.



I get in with Horus, Aset and Anne and we drive to the Desert Place, the location of the sand healings.



We get out at the same place, but now walk to the left, towards the mountain range. We walk in silence. As we’re walking, an ominous feeling comes over me. It feels like I’m being led up to Mount Golgotha. As if I’m about to undergo something inescapable.



I have no idea what to expect from this ritual, or what’s going to happen, but I trust Horus and Aset completely.



When we get there, Horus burns incense sticks and puts them in two groups of six in the sand.



Anne and I are placed about 30 metres apart. I’m asked to face east. Aset gives me a thin wooden slat and asks me to write a name on it I’d like to give to ‘evil’ with the blood of Isis. I need to think about that. Then she asks me to add my mother’s name and my own name. Then she sticks a needle in my big toe, lets a drop of my blood fall on the slat and then sticks it in the sand between the first and second toe of my left foot.



Horus is standing next to me with a bottle in his hand. It contains an orange-red mixture. It turns out to be lentil soup with musk and the blood of Isis added to it. Horus pours the coloured sludge in the sand around my left foot. Aset is holding me and asks me to spread my arms and bend my head back. When I’ve assumed that position, Horus starts patting my stomach.



There it starts to tingle a little later and I feel a huge amount of energy is being released. Horus feels it too and he drains the energy through my left leg. Then they both let me go.



I start to spin and scream. I am no longer in control of myself and finally fall to the ground. Horus and Aset catch me. It seems as if I scream all the pain in my soul, collected throughout many lives, out of my system.



When Horus pulls the slat from between my toes, I abruptly stop screaming.



I am spent. Spent, but liberated. It’s a difficult feeling to describe. It feels like a mixture of bliss and intense peace. While I’m lying on the floor, Aset and Horus kneel down beside me. I give her a kiss on the cheek and kiss Horus on his hand. He brings my hand to his forehead with a warm smile. I am deeply grateful to him …



Then Anne undergoes the ritual.



When she is done and lying on the floor as well, we look at each other. I start to sing:



‘Oh, love, who knows no fear …’



Anne joins in.



Then we get up and Horus stamps out the incense sticks with his foot. I silently say goodbye to this place and thank all the passed souls for their help.



When we walk back through the sand, I feel like I’m being held back by an invisible hand. I turn around and look at the place we just left. Horus and Aset look at me quizzically.



I let my gaze wander over the mountain range. I notice an eroded path leading to the top of the mountain range. It’s still faintly visible and I say: ‘Terrible things have happened here in the past.’



I shiver and add: ‘I didn’t perform this ritual just for myself. I’ve also liberated others with it. I can’t say exactly from what yet, but it has to do with an awful lot of pain, intense grief, panic, anger and agony.’



Horus looks at me. He says nothing, just nods. Then we leave this remarkable place.



That evening, I see a big screen in my mind’s eye. It looks like a large iPhone. I see myself lying on it in the sand during a sand healing. A large blue David’s cross has been projected over me …
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The seven fat and the seven lean years



The faces of king Akhenaten, his father-in-law Ay and governor Tzophenath are serious when I, in my function of ‘cleanser of the place’, walk ahead of them towards the royal barque.



Troubling reports have come in. Everywhere in the country, the nilometers have reached an all-time low. The king wants to make a trip on the river and observe the effects of the low water levels himself. When I arrive at the quay, I see that the carpenters have had to make a major adjustment to the jetty in order to board the barque. Only now I realise how far the water levels in the river have dropped.



After the servants have brought the provisions on board, they take a seat in the stern and I start the cleansing ritual. Then I take a seat in the bow of the barque. Fifteen minutes later, the king appears with his guests. They lie down on the comfortable beds underneath the canopy.



As always, the king greets me with a courteous nod and a friendly word of gratitude for my work. The handsome governor Tzophenath Paneach greets me with a smile and Ay gives me a quick nod.



I’ve met Tzophenath a few times before and know about the history that preceded his friendship with the king.



Tzophenath was born a Levite. His family came from Judea, just like my mother’s. Years ago he was sold into slavery by his brothers to the owner of a merchant caravan from Mitanni, which was on its way to Kemet. He was traded on the market and bought by the wealthy businessman Potifar. This handsome slave, then named Joseph, turned out to have a special gift: he could read dreams.



One night, during the second year of Akhenaten’s reign, eight years ago now, the king woke up from an impressive and clear dream that worried him deeply.



In his dream, the then fourteen-year-old king had seen seven beautiful fat cows coming out of the river and starting to graze on the richly green banks. Then seven lean ugly cows came out of the water and devoured the fat ones.



When the king had fallen asleep again, he had another dream. Now he saw seven fat ears grow out of a blade. These ears were devoured by seven lean ones growing out of another blade. He didn’t like the explanation various priests had for the dream. Then the king’s cup bearer told him about a Levite named Joseph, who he believed was unjustly imprisoned, just like he had once been. Joseph was taken out of prison and brought before the king.



He was deeply impressed by how the Levite explained his dream. According to Joseph, the dream was a warning to the king. The king had to take measures for the benefit of the people he ruled over. The dream was about Kemet, the land of the black earth by the river.



According to Joseph, the seven fat cows symbolised seven years of abundance. The seven lean cows, which then devoured the fat ones, symbolised the seven lean years that would follow those seven fat years, he said. Joseph therefore advised the king to store enough grain for the seven lean years during the next seven years.



More conversations followed between the king and Joseph. These showed that they also had the same religious ideas. In Joseph, the king not only found a good companion, he also proved to be a good counsellor and a close friendship developed. The king therefore decided to appoint this remarkable, intelligent Levitical serf as the first governor of the land. He gave him a new name: Tzophenath Paneach. He was also allowed to take Potifar’s beautiful daughter as his wife.



It is hot and I enjoy the cooling breeze on the water. During the boat trip I unintentionally overhear a conversation between the men which makes me think a bit.



‘My beloved king and dear friend, you can see now with your own eyes that the water levels in the river are extremely low. Around this time, there should have been fertile black silt on the fields. They should have been ploughed and sowed. When this first happened last year, I hoped it was a coincidence, but now I fear that the prophetic dream you had will come true. Eight years ago, I visited all the administrators of the riverside cities and ordered them to store a tenth of their grain harvests each year to overcome this period of scarcity. Most administrators have adhered to this agreement, but there are also some who have ignored my advice. There are not only droughts and shortages here, the countries south of Kemet are also struggling. Even the northern countries of Syria, Lebanon and Mitanni are indirectly threatened by this disaster. It will be difficult to maintain our troops there if there’s not enough grain, beer and meat to pay them with. I fear that those troops will desert or even worse, defect to the enemy. If we can no longer defend these countries against the continuous invasions of the Hyksos and the Hittites from Assyria, they’ll no longer be willing to pay their taxes, which will affect the people of Kemet directly. There’ll also be no more gold coming from the south, because we can no longer supply them with grain and other goods in return. I fear that in the future we’ll even have to ask the people to turn over their valuables in exchange for food. Without grain and clean drinking water, meat will also become scarcer, because the animals will die of hunger and thirst. Furthermore, this means that in future we’ll have to anticipate an enormous influx of people coming to Kemet from surrounding countries, to relieve their misery and search for food for themselves and their livestock.



My old father has already moved here from Judea. My heart was overjoyed to see him alive again after all these years.’ ‘How wonderful for you, Tzophenath. I will give him a part of the land of Goshen in the fertile river delta. There he can live with his family as long as he wishes.’



‘That’s noble of you, Akhenaten. He will be happy with that, but he is very old and knowing him, I’m certain he wants to be buried in his beloved Judea.’



‘Of course, I understand, and it shall be done. Tzophenath, you have done more than your best. We will face this disaster and prevail. We will create a food distribution programme.’



Along the banks where we dock, I hear the same thing everywhere. Angry, troubled people let the king know covertly that they hold him responsible for this. After all, it was he who abandoned and thereby insulted the Neteru, who watch over the river’s well-being and thus Kemet’s food supplies.



Troubling reports of organised rebellion against the king have come from Elephantine, a southern island in the middle of the river and the seat of the Netjer Khnum. The priests of Khnum want the old services restored to protect life in Kemet from death and decay.



Khnum is the creator of the Ba. He commands several Neteru, including Anukis, the Netjer who controls the annual flood of the river, Hapi, the Netjer who blesses and protects all life in the river, and Shu, who breathes life into Ptah’s creations. Nut, the heavenly Netjer, is also under his care. She takes care of rebirth and controls the creation and survival processes with Horus, in collaboration with her children Osiris, Isis, Nephtys and Seth, who all have their own tasks in this. Deep in my heart I have never abandoned these gods. I love them and thank them for their blessings. For me they remain the creative fingers on the hand of the One, Re-Harachte. They depict how the processes of life and death work so beautifully, in a way that ordinary people can understand.
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Evaluation



Today I sleep in. After a cup of coffee, I look around the shop. I feel like I need a new Ankh. This one has done its job and I’m grateful for that. Aset cleans it with musk and I exchange it for a nice one with the cartouche of Thutmose on it.



Thutmose III lived from 1497 to 1425 BC. He ruled Egypt for 32 years.



According to some mystics, pharaoh Thutmose III, the Greek philosopher Pythagoras and Kut-Hu-Mi, a philosopher from the 19th century, are one and the same soul.



Kut-Hu-Mi is a beloved hierophant of the theosophists and the Rosicrucians.



Around noon, I receive a call from someone from Transavia airline company. They let me know that all flights to and from Luxor have been cancelled, due to the political situation. I can only check in in Hurghada. When I ask how to get there, I get an uninterested response. How to get there is not their problem, it’s mine. I tell the Transavia employee that the police have not given me permission to travel through the desert. He suggests that I fly with Egypt Air from Luxor to Cairo, via Hurghada. There I can transfer to a plane from Transavia, which will take me to Amsterdam. The extra expenses would be mine to pay. I agree with his suggestion, because there are no other options. Marijke and Inge also receive a call. Their fourteen-day stay is over, but their flight for tomorrow night is still scheduled. At the end of the afternoon, we say our goodbyes and have a drink at café Omm Seti.



After dinner, I have another conversation with Horus and Aset. Horus tells me that the ritual in Umm el Qa’ab has been a success. My soul personality has been cleansed on an energetic level and freed from all black magic of the past. He adds that black magic won’t be able to affect me ever again. We talk about my experience. About the moment Aset stuck the slat in the sand between my toes and I screamed at the top of my lungs. I don’t even know how long I screamed for. Time had ceased to exist for me. It was extremely intense and I’m still amazed that when the slat was pulled out from between my toes, the screaming stopped abruptly. I still don’t really understand what happened there.



Horus explains it very calmly: “The ‘shell’ that arose around your soul personality caused by the black magic treatment during your incarnation in the 18th Dynasty, left your body through your stomach and your left leg, into the ground. This was accompanied by a scream.’ ‘Horus, I felt how that energy was released in my stomach when you started patting it. I felt a tingle flow from my stomach, through my left leg towards my foot. My left leg felt like it had been ‘nailed to the ground’ by the slat.’



Then I tell him how I felt in the desert when we got there and walked towards the mountain range. ‘Horus, it felt like I was being led up to Mount Golgotha. Like I was being sent to my death. I also felt like I was going to undergo this ritual not only for myself, but also for others. This feeling returned after the ritual. I just had to look back when I left the place, although I didn’t know why. Then I noticed a faintly visible path leading to the top of the mountain range. I felt the pain of many miserable souls. Perhaps I’ve helped to dissolve and take away that pain. Is that correct, Horus?’



Horus nods and says: ‘That is correct. In the place where the ritual was performed, a path used to lead up over the mountain range to the desert behind it. The path is indeed still faintly visible. In ancient times, people who had done bad things were sent down that path. As punishment for their crimes, they were banished to the desert behind the mountain range, to die of hunger and thirst there.’



I nod slowly and say: ‘I can now see with my soul …’



For a moment, I’m lost in thought. Aset looks at me and tells me that when her husband was in Abydos, he had a vision in that same place. He was one of those unfortunates. He was banished to the desert behind the mountain in a previous incarnation. He had done things that others disapproved of. That’s why he never wants to return to Abydos and doesn’t live there.



I remember the dream I had yesterday afternoon: the sad face of my deceased husband. Could he or I have been one of those unfortunates, too? At the end of the conversation, Horus says: ‘Your talents are related to field healing, healing large connections, and the arts.’



Again I’ve been confronted with the fact that in Egypt, and especially here in Abydos, the past has suddenly become visible in the present. Perhaps this is because the desert preserves the past so well. There are no seasonal changes here. Life stands still. For centuries, little to nothing has happened or changed, except for some archaeological diggings.



Yesterday’s experience in the Qa’ab is yet more evidence that matter contains consciousness and that Akasha exists. In this case, the landscape has stored experiences in its memory. Our soul has a clear connection with that, provided that there’s no interference with the connection.
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Mummification continued



I wake up well before sunrise. Aba is still asleep. In the dusk I find my way to the washing area. I let the nightgown slide off my body and shiver. The nights are cold. I throw water over myself using a cup. My breasts feel tense. I’m going to be menstruating in ten days and then I can’t stay here …



When I return my father is waking up on the edge of his bed. After he has gone to the washing area, a servant arrives with breakfast. The smell of the seasoned falafel fills the room and there is steam coming off the fresh bread.



We drink tea made from aniseed and sweetened with honey. After breakfast, Ini-Nerit goes to be shaved, accompanied by a servant. When he comes back, his bald head is shining and he smells wonderful. He’s also wearing a clean linen tunic. Four guards appear at the entrance of our house. They are carrying two chests. One with the jewellery and amulets and one with the canopic jars. We walk to the embalming workshop together. When we enter, aba points me to a stool in the corner. A little later, the workshop fills up. One by one, the Chenty-irty priests enter, followed by the priestesses of Anubis. The women are tasked with distracting lady Sahirah’s Ka with song and dance during the embalming.



It’s fascinating to see my father at work like this. From the concentrated expression on his face I can see how strongly he feels connected to this world. His whole being radiates with respect for the dead. This completely different world, which he loves so much, but never talks about at home.



I suspect my mother is the cause of that. She hates everything that has to do with death.



Lady Sahirah’s body lies under a cloth on the beautiful, deep red funerary barge painted with gold leaf. The stench has gone.



The room smells pleasantly of incense. On the tables around the barge, the essentials for finishing the body are within reach. Ini-Nerit checks to see if everything is there. Then he nods at the priestesses as a sign that they may begin.



The women start to sing softly and rattle their sistra to keep evil at bay. This singing sounds serene and lovely, much more pleasant than that of the wailing women.



A priest sits at the head of the funerary barge and another priest sits at the foot. Their task is to recite prayers from the Book of Gates during the embalming of the body.



Aba puts on an Anubis mask and then orders the sheet to be removed from the remains.



Even though I saw the lady yesterday, I’m still startled in horror. Her body is completely stiff and it looks fragile and light as a feather. Her skin is dull, has a grey-green colour and lies withered and wrinkled over her bones. Flesh and muscles are nowhere to be seen. There a visible traces of natron in a few spots. The lady’s mouth is wide open and her hair is tangled. Her body is lying on blocks, so the priests can better reach the back during their work.



One of the priests opens a chest which Ini-Nerit brought with him. He carefully takes out the alabaster canopic jars which have been specially made for the lady. He puts the jars on the table where the dishes with her organs are. There are four of them. Each jar is protected by a deity and together they form the four sons of Horus.



I look on in fascination as the priest takes the dried liver, puts it in the canopic jar and closes it with the lid which has an image of the god Amset on it. He puts the lungs in the jar with the lid of Hapy. The stomach goes into the jar with the lid of Duamutef, and finally the intestines go into the jar with the lid in the shape of the head of Qebehsenuef.



I see that the other priests have begun to stuff the body.



They use sawdust, chaff and sand for this. They mix in dried herbs with these materials. ‘For conservation,’ aba explains. I notice how in sync the priests are with each other and how precisely they know the correct order. After the torso has been stuffed with sawdust, sand and chaff, resin is added. This is mixed and then modulated into curves for the breasts and abdomen. Meanwhile, the priestesses sing and rattle softly with their sistra. The priests recite their prayers.



When everyone has agreed on the correct shape, the hole on the right side of the abdomen is neatly sewn shut. Then my father takes a bamboo stem and a priest grabs a jar of liquid resin. The resin is warm and aba sticks the stem in the lady’s left nostril. The priest carefully pours the warm resin through the stem into the skull. He keeps pouring until the skull is completely filled up. Finally, he sculpts the lady’s damaged nose with some leftover resin. The nails, some of which have come loose, are secured with linen threads and the eyes, decayed during the drying process, are replaced by a pair of ceramic ones. Now the body is ready to be painted. The paint used for this is a deep red colour and my father explains to me that deep red is a funerary colour which will protect the body from evil. Another layer of paint is applied over this red paint layer, to give the body a more natural colour. For this, different shades of ochre are mixed until the desired colour has been created. When everything is done, the sun is already past its highest point.



My father carefully removes the Anubis mask from his head, nods at the others and says: ‘It looks good. We will take a break, so the paint can dry.’



The singers and the priests of Anubis are replaced by others, because the lady’s body cannot be left unprotected yet at this stage.



I follow my father outside. While he goes to the washing area, I go and tell the chef we’re ready for our meal to be served.



Half an hour later, we’re enjoying lentil soup, bread and fried fish. I’m very hungry and apparently my father is too.



‘And what do you think, Shoshana?’



‘Aba, I find it very impressive to see you like this. You are so different here than you are at home. Why do you wear that mask?’



‘Wearing the mask does not only have a symbolic function. It also protects me from the evil that always lingers around the dead.’



After the greatest heat has passed around half past two, the work is resumed.



When we enter the embalming workshop, all priests are ready to go again. The room has been tidied up while we were eating. The floor has been swept, the jugs with sawdust, sand and chaff have been removed, and on the tables there are now baskets with linen wraps. Ini-Nerit looks around approvingly. The paint on the body has dried, the priests are preparing to rub the lady with lotus oil and aba puts his mask back on. As the oil is being applied, its wonderful scent spreads through the workshop.



Aba opens the other chest. I’m curious and walk over to him. I’m not allowed to touch anything that has to do with the deceased, so I admire the gold jewellery inside from a distance.



My father was commissioned by the royal family to have these made.



The lady’s body visibly revives under the skilled hands of the priests. Her skin regains it suppleness and starts to glow. Black lines are drawn around her eyes and a black wig is placed on her head. Now the jewellery can be put on.



Aba first takes the beautiful gold diadem out of the chest. He presses it carefully onto the wig. The diadem is inlaid with turquoise, lapis lazuli and red coral. Then he takes four bracelets made of the same material. Two of these he passes to the priest standing on the other side of the barge and together they slide the jewellery around the upper arms and wrists. After that, the ankle bracelets are put on.



I’m amazed by the jewellery and to me it seems such a shame that they’ll disappear forever under the wraps. Finally, my father takes a beautiful necklace out of the chest and puts it around the lady’s neck. Now she’s ready to be wrapped with the linen.



The priests take the leftover paint and oil and leave the room. They return with a fresh supply of warm resin and the tables with the baskets of linen wraps on them are moved closer. The linen is finely woven and the rolls differ in width. Only people of royal blood and those of noble birth can afford this quality. Manufacturing this type of material is an expensive and time consuming job. Commoners are usually wrapped in household linen or simply buried in their old clothes. Now the wrapping can begin.



The Chenty-irty priests, four at a time, carefully start to wrap her limbs. The fingers and toes are wrapped separately with the narrowest strips of linen. If one layer has been applied, it will be coated with liquid resin by another priest before applying the second one. When the fingers and toes are ready, the hands and feet are wrapped with wider linen. It’s precise and time consuming work. Then the arms, legs and torso receive a first layer.



My father takes a small chest out of the largest one, opens it and takes out a heart scarab the size of a large male hand. He places this scarab carefully over the lady’s heart. The scarab must ensure that the deeds and thoughts stored in the lady’s heart aren’t condemned by the Netjer Osiris, who has to judge them.



Then he takes the amulets out of another small chest one by one. These are placed between the wraps to protect her from the attacks by jinn. They are made of gold and semi-precious stones, because these materials are the most effective. All amulets contain funerary incantatory texts.



Four layers of linen are applied to the body and in some places even more. Then the lady’s arms are crossed over her stomach. Keeping the arms in this position is not easy, because the joints have become stiff. After that, the legs are put together and the whole body is wrapped a few times with the widest strips and soaked with resin. The head is wrapped last.



When the sun is about to go down, the work for today is done. Aba is satisfied. The priestesses stop singing, the priests cease their prayers and the wailing women become silent. They have more than fulfilled their tasks. The lady’s body is now protected by the amulets. Four guards will watch over the now very precious mummy tonight.



The next morning after breakfast, we walk to the carpenter’s workshop. My father inspects the lady’s sarcophagus one more time and orders Wazir to have it brought to the embalming workshop. Then we walk over to the guard post. It takes four guards to carry the chest with the lady’s heavy death mask to the workshop.



Everybody is on time. I see that aba has everything well under control. It’s all running smoothly. He feels the wraps one more time to check if the jewellery and amulets are still in place. Then he nods at the priests and with four men the lady’s mummy is lifted and placed in the sarcophagus which is standing by. Then the priests take the death mask out of the chest and carefully put it in place. According to my father, who knew the lady personally, the mask bears a striking resemblance.



The mouth opening ritual will take place later at the grave. It will be performed by the eldest son of lady Sahirah, who is a sem priest.



Finally, aba puts the Book of Gates with her in the coffin. This book contains instructions on how the lady must find her way through the realm of the dead on her way to Amenti. Lastly, the heavy lid is put on the sarcophagus and the chest with the canopic jars is placed next to it. When everything is done, my father sees to it that the Chenty-irty priests collect all the instruments and used materials. This includes the leftover natron, the pots with resin residues, the jugs with the different types of ochres, the oils, the linen wraps and the sawdust, sand and chaff which were used to stuff the body. Even the tables, the funeral barge and the oil lamps are packed.



Aba explains to me that it’s common for everything that has been in contact with the body to stay together. Nothing is to be thrown away. The remnants will later be buried in a hole next to the grave, along with the scraps from the meal of the dead and the broom used to sweep the footsteps to the grave.



It’s been a long, hard day. During the clean-up I return to our quarters. When I enter, I see that there are clean clothes waiting for me. I’d like to wash myself extensively. I also want to cleanse myself spiritually and I do that in the way Dazmen taught me, first with water and then with incense.



In the meantime, everything is done and Ini-Nerit thanks his team and announces that a delicious meal will be ready for them in two hours. Feeling exhausted but satisfied, everyone goes outside to wash and ritually cleanse themselves. Then the guards re-enter the workshop. They will watch over the sarcophagus tonight.



The wailing women also resume their duty again, because the Ka of mayor Ramose’s son cannot stay unprotected yet.
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The Mystery School of Khemnu



Again I fly on the wings of the ibis over the hilly landscape of Khemnu. The study centre appears beneath me. It kind of resembles a large fortified city divided into walled sections of large, white stones. The temple and the colossal baboons come in sight again. I float over the amphitheatres where men and women are talking. I think I see familiar faces and float down.



I stare at the threshold I’m standing on and realise that if I cross it, the gate behind me will be closed for a long time.



I raise my head, straighten my back, firmly shake the insecure Ka off my shoulders and join my fellow students. I take a seat under the open sky on the stone bench of one of the many amphitheatres, in the shade of date palms, cypress trees and pergolas overgrown with bougainvillea.



Everyone around me is dressed in the same blue-green robe and listens carefully to the teacher standing behind a long table in the middle. The table is covered with papyrus scrolls, writing materials and clay tablets.



I am honoured to have been admitted to one of the oldest schools in the country. Merenit told me that the teachings here are very similar to those of the Ureki of Mesopotamia. Abraham, one of Merenit’s ancestors, was also a member.



It’s an elitist affair, because ordinary men and women are never allowed here. Every learning stage has its own rights, duties and exercises. Time plays no major role. The first stage of study is mainly spent in silence. Violators are severely punished by means of exclusion.



Classes are taught orally. Questions can only be asked at the end of each class. The oldest students help the youngest and there are regular individual evaluations between teachers and students.



The daily schedule is strict and consists of a morning prayer, physical exercise, breakfast, class, lunch, self-study, meditation, dinner and sleep. Men and women live separately, but attend classes together. Appointed staff take care of household tasks.



My incubation period is vigorous. The first year, I’m severely tested both physically and psychologically. This continues until my teachers determine that my Ka is fully controlled by my Ba. About half of the students quit in the first year.



I look at the teacher standing behind the table and focus on the words that pour out of his mouth like a waterfall. Words, a lot of words. I try to memorise everything, so that I can recite it this afternoon in the silence of my bedroom. I do this every day, and every day I join the same group, until I master the subject just as well as my teachers. All laws that exist in nature are revealed through symbols. Beautifully geometric and very artistic symbols that encompass a concept in its entirety. I find them fascinating. They are of absolute value to me to understand the knowledge. By copying them I burn the images and their meaning in my Ba. If I want to reproduce them, all I have to do is project the image from my Ba onto my third eye.



In the initial phase of my studies, my concentration and use of my will are severely tested. With that, I have to withstand physical and psychological pain, which are not harmless to the body and the Ba. During these unpleasant circumstances, I lose my childish naivety about the priesthood and grow up very quickly. I also literally and figuratively lose my smile. I’m confronted with my own weaknesses. Focused like an Ibis, I break free from my Ka, pass the gods and enter the great void where the answers to every question that’s ever been asked are ready to be seen …



This is not religion, but pure science, psychic science. Djehuti priests are trained to be free thinkers and researchers. They’re being educated in astrology and astronomy. They master the laws of nature. They’re free spirits who won’t let themselves be guided by others, not even the Neteru. They don’t accept truths from others. They measure everything against their souls. I’ve learned to look into the soul. I’ve learned to control animals, jinn and matter with the strength of my will and have finally been deemed worthy to wear the ibis mask as a high priestess of Djehuti.



With the Book of Gates under my arm, I know that life is infinite and subject to repetition on Earth, within space and time. I have experienced that matter consists of vibrations, of spirit energy and can therefore be manipulated by thought vibrations. Matter was given to man to use for what it was intended: creation …



My task is a responsible one. I’m aware of the fact that when this knowledge and these skills are used for evil, it will come back to the instigator like a boomerang. The more you know about these matters, the greater your own responsibility and the realisation that you can never escape the law of cause and effect, not even in subsequent incarnations.



We were created in the image of our Creator. We are Creators. Once we’ve been initiated and thus made aware of this fact, we too, must use that given creativity. Everything in life is based on balance. Everything stands or falls by the grace of knowledge, balance and truth. The Thrice Great Djehuti and his wife Maát are the most beautiful symbols of this.



After I’ve been sorely tested and have proven to be able to use psychic energy, I receive the title of magician and during my initiation I’m given the temple name Maätmose: Born From Truth.



I am back at the gate, which, after years, swings open for me. I look down, at the threshold. For a moment, I’m hesitant to cross it and enter the unprotected outside world, but then I realise that I’ve kept my back straight, that I’ve grown, that I know …
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Sixth sand healing



I work out my notes early in the morning on my balcony, enjoying a cup of coffee. At eight o’clock, I go upstairs to the fifth floor and participate in the joint morning meditation again. Subsequently, I draw card XI: Strength.



The Lion again! Strength is becoming a recurring symbol.



After breakfast, we continue the lessons and after lunch I go with Marijke to the farm’s garden. It’s quiet in the fields. Everyone is taking a rest. Under the shelter of the palm leaf roof, we philosophise about the value, usefulness and applicability of our training. We agree that knowledge is immeasurably valuable to us at this time.



Like me, Marijke feels related to the philosophy of the Ancient Egyptians regarding the threefold composition of man. We philosophise about the meaning of the different bodies and about how karma applies to our daily lives. If we are willing to look at the reason for our existence on the earthly level from a broader, karmic perspective with multiple incarnations, we can explain circumstances that now often seem inexplicable with the law of cause and effect. We agree with each other on the philosophy of the soul. We are convinced that the soul personality cannot escape repeated incarnations, because incarnations are necessary for its unveiling. But once the soul personality is stripped of its karmic veils, there’s no longer that causal need to incarnate. From this reasoning follows that we may consider incarnations as gifts for the unveiling of our soul personalities. This way of thinking provides support during hard times. We both agree with the idea that there is no God who gets angry, punishes or can be manipulated with offerings. It’s almost certain that such an interpretation of the divine was conceived by ignorant Church Fathers who were guided by the power-hungry, lower attributes of their personalities. I even find it an insult to the divine. After all, the Grand Architect of our Universe is far above these human standards!



If the Church Fathers had been able to look deeply into the soul, they would have known what Maát, or Truth and Balance, really stands for.



I have a lot of sympathy for the symbol of Osiris. He symbolises justice, in this case my inner voice, my inner master. At the end of my earthly existence I will stand before ‘the mirror’. This mirror is named Osiris. I’ll be forced to look into it, I won’t be able to avoid it.



The Bible says: Everything is within You. The Kingdom of Heaven is within You…



I will be forced to look into my soul, which captured my life. I will know and judge myself and finally determine which incarnation I need to get closer to the state of Maát.



I’m continuously creating my own karma, both in a positive and in a negative sense. Gnosis provides me with knowledge to transcend my level of ignorance. When I dwell on this fact, I understand what knowing the laws means. With possessing gnosis also comes responsibility. ‘I did not know’ is no longer valid. Both individually and collectively, man will continue to be confronted with the law of cause and effect until he becomes aware of what life is really about …



After our conversation, we stare in the distance, both absorbed in our own thoughts.



From about 75 metres away, a large light brown animal approaches. It comes from the east and walks past a row of houses on the other side of the field. The animal looks like a lioness, moves exactly like a lioness and is walking westward, very relaxed without looking up or back. I assume I’m having another vision and softly ask Marijke if she also sees a lioness walking in the distance.



She says yes. We look at each other in surprise, but neither of us is afraid. We follow the lioness with our eyes until the animal disappears into thin air …



When we’ve returned home, we carefully ask Aset if lions are ever spotted in this area. She looks at us attentively and says: ‘Yes, they are sometimes seen here, but not in reality. You’ve had a common vision. That lioness was most likely a big dog, but it showed itself to you as a lioness. Meditate on it. It has happened in that place before. Your vision has a common meaning. It has to do with ‘spiritual strength’ for you both. Don’t discuss it with the others, or its power will diminish. It’s your common symbol.’ Again, I’m reminded how important, powerful and meaningful symbols are to people. Which card did I draw this morning? Card XI, Strength, the lion…



At exactly half past four, Nadir and Amir arrive. We drive out to the Desert Place for the sixth time. Today, Anne will sit beside me to record my experiences.



When I’m lying comfortably in the sand again, with the help of all these lovely people, my first intention is to greet the desert and all the souls who roam here.



I ask them if I am welcome. From the peace of mind I experience afterwards, I know that I am. It doesn’t take long for me to reach that wonderful state of deep meditation again and I receive information about various things.



The wound on my leg, which has been open for four years, is partly caused by the material from which my shoulder prosthesis is made. This material has a negative effect on my immune system.



My boyfriend’s eczema has a karmic cause. It has to do with the fact that he has to mend disrupted family relationships. This carried on after he passed over. The fact that the eczema worsens sometimes is because, at those moments, recognition takes place at the soul level. Old pain then comes to the surface and the skin is a good way to get rid of this soul pain. This way, the soul personality is liberated.



I receive more clarity about family patterns. They are shown to me in the form of mandala patterns which look like the Flower of Life. I can’t reproduce them rationally, but I know how they are created. I stare at them for a long time. It’s incredibly fascinating.



Then I hear Amir whisper to Anne: ‘Five minutes remaining.’ I take plenty of time to completely return into my body. Then I lift my toes out from underneath the sand and ask if the scarf can be removed from my face. I stare at the sky and then refocus on the world around me.



This was the second to last sand healing. Time and time again, they were a revelation in every way. I am very happy I decided to participate.
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Achetaton



It’s four o’clock in the morning when I walk to the sacred lake next to the temple. In the distance, Anubis howls as a sign that darkness will soon transition into dawn. I untie my shawl and let it slide off me. I carefully walk down the stone steps for the ritual morning cleansing, when the baboon screams to announce the dawn. Amon makes way for Aton.



My breasts touch the cool water and birds begin singing their morning serenades. I take a deep breath, squat down, go underwater and visualise my cleansing.



Then I rise back up from the water and feel how my body of light tingles. I take my time for this intense experience. Then I turn around, walk carefully up the steps, dry myself off and rub myself with lotus oil. I put on the blue-green robe that belongs to my position and tie the ritual cord with a large ankh hanging on it around me. The symbols of my union with the spiritual world.



I silently walk to the more than 100 metres long open-air temple in the city centre. The white walls gleam matt in the pale light of the moon, which looks like a boat in the sky.



Next to the flagpoles at the entrance, five priests with horns have taken their positions. At the gate I tell the guard the password, take my tools, the censer with musk, and enter the forecourt. I cleanse the entire temple every morning while affirming ritual texts, starting in the forecourt.



With a swinging movement of the censer, I begin on the right side and walk through the entire forecourt. When I’m finished with that, I walk on to the sacred part. Meanwhile, the 150-strong choir enters the forecourt, led by Meri-Re. At sunrise, they will sing psalms for the greater glory of Aton. Outside the temple wall, the people gather silently.



When I’ve gone through the temple, the guard hands me another censer with a mixture of olibanum, benzoin, rose pedals and sandalwood. With that, I walk to the gate of the Holy of Holies and take my position facing west.



The choir enters the Holy Place and silently take their seats at countless altars where the food, which will be eaten by the people today, was placed last night.



When everyone has taken their positions, the king appears. He walks straight towards me. Before the guard inside opens the door to the Holy of Holies, I respectfully incense him.



King Akhenaten solemnly walks to the main altar. There is his beloved falcon with a leather hood over its head. When the sky turns pale pink and Aton is about to rise above the cove in the black mountain range, the king asks Meri-Re: ‘Honourable priest, tell me about Aton.’ ‘Honourable Grandmaster, Aton will soon rise. The great mystery of the contrast between darkness and light will unfold in a few moments.



Aton’s glorious victory will drive Amon back into the deep darkness where he belongs.’



Standing in front of the altar facing east, the king raises his arms in the air and says in a loud voice: How beautifully you appear on heaven’s horizon, living Aton, foundation of life. When you rise on the eastern horizon, you fill every country with your beauty.



The whole country goes to work, the livestock feast on all that grows.



Trees and plants thrive, the birds fly out from their nests.



You who grows the seed in women and turns water into people.



Who brings the child to life in the womb and calms it down by making it stop crying.



Nurse in the womb, who gives breath to let all his creations live. When it comes out of the womb to breathe on his birthday, you open his mouth completely.



How numerous your works are, there are too many to see. The only god who has no other outside of him.



You have created the Earth as you wished.



You were alone with people, all livestock, big and small, all that is on Earth, walking on feet and flying through the skies with wings. You are in my heart, there is no other who knows you besides your son.



Beautiful in stature is Aton-Re, to whom you have announced your plans and your power.



When the mighty red sun disc rises above the mountain range and casts its first rays onto the altar, the king removes the hood from the falcon’s head.



The bird takes off and flies towards the sun.



The five priests at the flagpoles blow their horns and raise the flags.



Then the choir starts the morning serenade and the people, who have been waiting outside the temple walls for this moment, sing the chorus after each verse.



And so, at sunrise, the king and the people honour Aton, the only creator of heaven and earth.



The choir members take the food from the altars and distribute it among the people. Then the crowd disperses and everyone goes to work.



Every month, groups of people still come to Achetaton from the north and the south to settle here. From the land of Goosen, including Asta, where my mother’s family is from, come mainly Hebrews, among whom are Anakites and Levites. They profess monotheism and many of them have studied in Memphis. From the south come mainly monotheistic sympathisers who no longer feel safe in Thebes, Philae and Elephantine.



Among the newcomers are merchants, artists, carpenters, goldsmiths, doctors, prophets, pharmacists, farmers, ranchers, weavers, notables, gravediggers and civil servants. Anyone who wants to convert to Aton is welcome and is allowed to settle in Achetaton. Tile stone houses are being built at a rapid pace. This way of construction is fast, cheap and sustainable. Everyone contributes their talents and helps one another. The king distributes food, drink and other basic needs every day, paid for with debts collected from countries like Syria, Lebanon and Nubia. Nobody is poor and everyone seems happy and content. After work, there is eating, drinking, music, singing and dancing. The women decorate themselves with flower garlands and the men show their best side. Marriages take place and many children are born here. It’s a fast-growing community, a peaceful, carefree commune which lives quite isolated from the rest of the country because of its religious beliefs. Everyone here professes the new religion and follows the same religious education established by the king. This is a unique period in history for Kemet.
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Seventh sand healing



After the morning meditation I draw the card of Nine Cups:



Fulfilment. The wealth of life may be enjoyed. You may bring in your harvest.



Today is the last sand healing. Time flies.



I spend the day discussing the lessons, having lunch and writing. A lot of writing, the words keep bubbling up in me. At four o’clock, I just have to tear myself away from it to drink tea with the others on the porch in front of the House of Life.



At half past four, Nadir and Amir arrive for the last time to take us to the Desert Place. The wind has died down and it’s quiet in the desert.



When I lie in the hole and look around me, I wonder why the desert moves me so much. What is so moving about a huge, sizzling sand plain with dunes and rocks?



Maybe it’s because the desert is so timeless. She doesn’t have to spend energy on seasonal changes. Instead, she absorbs all events with infinite patience. Cherishes them, comforts them and preserves them forever in her huge womb.



When the scarf goes over my face, I quickly sink into a deep meditation …



I ‘leave my body’ and walk through this desert landscape. In the distance, I see a huge white colossus. It looks like the carcass of a prehistoric animal. I approach it and observe it in awe. It towers over me.



The carcass has huge vertebrae with ribs attached to it. The ribs form a gate. I feel like I’m being welcomed and decide to enter the carcass. The moment I step inside, I enter another dimension. I am surrounded by a bright, neon-like light. I don’t have to ask what’s happening here, in this dimension you just know. The brain is not used here. Communication runs directly from consciousness to consciousness. What your consciousness cannot fathom, eludes you. Everything is transparent.



Here, soul personalities are cleansed. The cleansing of the soul personalities consists of taking off ‘old clothes’. These old clothes represent different astral bodies. They are ritually cleansed. Around me, I can’t really distinguish the soul personalities, but I know that I’m not alone.



Then I’m asked if I also want to be cleansed. I agree and take a seat on a large table. I am pushed into some sort of tube. It looks a bit like a scanning device.



It gets very bright around me. Again I see that crystal-like white-blue colour I saw during my initiation in the amphitheatre. I’m not afraid.



Then a neon-coloured tube appears above my heart. This goes through my chest to my back, then to the bottom of my skull, where it enters my neck and comes out again near my larynx. Then it goes to my forehead, enters at the height of my third eye and comes out at the back of my head. Then it goes back to my larynx through my neck and connects to my chest at the starting point.



A lemniscate has formed, as it were, between three chakras: the heart, throat and forehead chakra.



Then a neon-like light flows through the tube. It flickers a little bit. I especially feel the ‘junction’ of the lemniscate in my throat chakra tingling.



I know that I have to take this image into my daily consciousness and that I have to cleanse these three chakras regularly with musk.



That is the message that enters my consciousness.



When the cleansing ritual has finished, I step off the table and a bright white cloak is draped around me. It’s of the same beautiful neon-like material as the surroundings.



Then I walk back through the gate of the ribs of the huge carcass and return into my body. I know that I’m ready for the spiritual work.



I open my eyes and ask if the scarf can be removed. I look at the clear blue sky. We don’t say anything. I’m deeply impressed by what I have seen and experienced. I’m given plenty of time to come back to the here and now.



Then I thank everyone for their silence and understanding.



They just smile and carefully dig me out.
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Initiation in the Great Pyramid of Giza



Now that my soul personality has healed in the House of Life at Abydos, I feel ready to join an initiation in the most sacred and special place on Earth, the Great Pyramid of Giza. I travel to Egypt again, now as a member of the Ancient Order Rosae Crucis.



A mystical non-profit organisation with no ties to any religion or political party. It’s the only group with permission from the Egyptian authorities to hold initiations in the Great Pyramid.



A cleansing ritual precedes the initiation. This takes place at Lake Moeris in the Faiyum Governorate, 90 kilometres southwest of Cairo. It’s 1,270 square kilometres in size and is located 40 metres below sea level. Although the lake is in the middle of the desert, it contains salt water. It used to be much larger, but due to climate change it has dried up and become saltier over the centuries. Faiyum is derived from the Coptic word peiom, which means sea.



The name Moeris is derived from the Ancient Egyptian Mer Wer, Big Water. Moeris was also the name of an enlightened priest from Ancient Egypt.



Early in the morning, we take a bus from our hotel in Cairo to the Faiyum district. After we’ve left the noisy traffic chaos of the city behind us, it becomes quiet on the bus. I bring myself into a lowered consciousness and prepare for the unique things to come. At around ten o’clock, we reach Faiyum.



On the bus, we change into white jellabiyas which are custom-made for everyone. When we leave the bus, we bring our clothes and a towel.



We walk to Lake Moeris in a long line. With every step I take, I’m aware of the privilege of being part of this group of like-minded people who are modestly walking this ‘path of initiation’ and I focus on the enlightened souls who have gone before me.



After about ten minutes, I smell the salty water and taste some salt on my lips. A little later, we arrive at a narrow deserted beach and look out over an empty water surface encircled by a huge mountain range on the horizon. It’s a strange sensation to suddenly come to the edge of a large inland sea from the warm desert and feel a fresh sea breeze.



It’s quiet apart from the sound of the wind and the gently rippling water. No squawking seagulls. Surrounded by this serene peace, we make our way to the tide line for the cleansing ritual …



After the ritual, most people, like me, walk silently into the water to bathe. The water is so salty that you can easily float on it. Lying on my back in the water, I gaze at the blue sky and thank the god of my heart for this wonderful moment of becoming one with the elements.



We change between some reed mats and walk back to the bus. On the way, the manager of the beach gives us shell necklaces. I hang it around my neck as a keepsake. Then we drive back to Cairo.



As an introduction to the initiation in the Great Pyramid of Khufu, we are given a historical explanation between the legs of the Sphinx about the stele that Thutmose IV had placed there, a place closed off to tourists and where generally only heads of state are allowed. ‘When the young Thutmose IV once got tired of the hunt, he went to sleep in the shade of the Sphinx. He dreamed that the Sphinx spoke to him. The Sphinx told Thutmose that, if he had the Sphinx excavated, it would crown him king of Kemet.



Thutmose did this and indeed became king of Upper and Lower Kemet.



According to insiders, the original entrance to the Great Pyramid used to be between the legs of the Sphinx. They say that underneath this ‘Mighty Guardian of the Desert’ should be a vast system of passages, in which a lot of esoteric materials are stored.’



After this explanation, we walk to the Great Pyramid. During the walk, I look at the impressive structure where two white obelisks with gilded tops stood in ancient times and I realise the meaning of the words Oube loiska: ‘Pure man’.



The meaning of Pira mi dai is: ‘Give me wisdom.’



It’s now half past four and the last tourists have left the pyramid.



I know from experience what the atmosphere inside the pyramid feels like, after the sun has been shining on it all day and hundreds of people have been sweating buckets to reach the King’s Chamber. During my previous visit, it felt awfully stuffy in the low, narrow, damp corridor, so I’ve taken precautions this time. Right before we go in, I use an inhaler.



Because the lights are turned off in the Great Pyramid at this hour, candles are handed out. I now enter this immense structure for the third time and I whisper somewhat emotionally: ‘May I be given wisdom.’



Holding a candle, I walk bent over into the low, warm, narrow corridor in the pitch black, following the others. After having completed the first part going down, we continue moving upward. I am quickly drenched in sweat in the sauna-like atmosphere. I am delighted that the inhaler is doing its job. I reach the Queen’s Chamber reasonably fast and in good shape. This is at a quarter of the height of the pyramid. I can catch my breath here.
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Cross section of the Great Pyramid of Giza






Then we continue our climb through the Great Gallery. It’s significantly less hot in here and there’s also more oxygen. I am the last in line and see the flickering lights dance up and down with the pace of the progressing shapes, up toward the King’s Chamber. It is dead silent. Not a single sound from outside can be heard. As I cross the high threshold which gives access to the King’s Chamber, I feel tingles in my throat chakra. I feel welcomed and protected by all the happy spirits that went before me in this place of initiation …



After my initiation, I sit in silence outside at the foot of the pyramid, deeply impressed by the ritual. I look up. A large Horus falcon orbits above the top of this impressive place of initiation.
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Many thanks to Horus and Yvon, and all the House of Life Abydos staff, for their enthusiastic and loving commitment and expert guidance.
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Many thanks to the AMORC, The Ancient Mystical Order Rosae Crucis and her staff, for their spiritual guidance.
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Many thanks to Horus and Yvon Taken, and all the House of Life Abydos staff, for their enthusiastic and loving commitment and expert guidance.



http://www.houseoflife.info



http://www.hathorhearthealing.info



Many thanks to the AMORC, the Ancient Mystical Order Rosae Crucis, for their spiritual guidance and financial support.



www.rosicrucian.org



www.amorc.org



Thanks to the TMO, Traditional Martinisten Order for their financial support.



http://www.martinists.org/martinism



Also many thanks to the Tirion family , L. Groote, I. Weertman and all the lovely people who didn’t want to be mentioned by name.
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Gates of Egypt



Upon arrival in Abydos everyone was given a white djalabija. This is a traditional garment worn by many Egyptians. Today, the garments are finished and Aset asks if we can put on the robes after our afternoon nap, because we will perform a ritual in the temple in the afternoon.



This sounds exciting. First I will take a nice nap. I could really use one, because the heat and the fasting make me languid. At four o’clock we gather in the common area. We check out each other from every angle. A man is wearing a black robe at his request. Except for a fellow student, we are all content. She does not feel comfortable in the white robe and even becomes emotional. She thinks a red djalabija would suit her better. For me, the white colour adds value.



Half an hour later we head for the temple. Aset has brought her harp. We attract a lot of attention and the villagers smile happily in our direction. I am walking in the back of the procession and while I take in this ‘priestly company’, suddenly impressive images pass my mind’s eye.



It’s like I am walking back in time …



I see men and women who try to find their way in the direction of the wells. It touches me deeply, but I do not say a word. In the forecourt I take off my sandals and we walk up the stairs in a long row. When we arrive at the entrance of the temple, Horus comes out of his meditation and together we walk to the Hall of the Boats.



The Hall of the Boats is a room of about 15 by 15 square meters. In the roof, which is supported by large sandstone columns, there are a number of square openings which allow the sunlight to come in. Along the walls there are stone tables at working height. Aset recounts that here, in the old days, they would set up the barks with the images of the gods, to be decorated for the annual procession in honour of the god Osiris. When everyone has a meditation mat, Aset takes the floor: “The ritual that we will perform aims to make you aware of your Ka, your personality. Go and lie on your back with your feet in the direction of the Umm El Qa’ab, the old cemetery located west of the temple. Place the white headscarf which you received with the djalabija on your face.”



While we install ourselves, Aset burns some incense. Within a few moments the hall smells wonderful, like sandalwood.



I am lying on my back with the headscarf over my face and have no idea what to expect, but I open myself up to this ritual with full confidence.



There is the soft sound of a harp playing, followed by vocal sounds. I feel how the vibrations in the hall are transformed from profane to sacred. This creates a sense of serenity. This serene atmosphere, the soft plucking on the strings of the harp, combined with the smell of incense, make me feel completely relaxed.



The concept of time slips away and I even drift off into a doze.



Suddenly a cold splash of water falls on my stomach, but strangely my body barely reacts to it. Moments later I feel someone rubbing across my stomach in circles, anticlockwise.



Afterwards I am told that black sesame seeds have been used in this procedure.



Then my headscarf is being pulled off. I remain lying down with my eyes closed and enjoy the intense silence.



After a while I open my eyes dreamily and see the sky vibrating above me. My thoughts drift to my mother. She passed away a good while ago and I wonder what she would think of me lying here, in what was deemed a ‘heathen’ temple when I was growing up.



Images from my childhood appear. Warm feelings of understanding, love and acceptance well up inside me. I feel an intense need to contact my mother and silently mention her name …



Then a gold coloured curtain, which is slowly being drawn back, appears in my mind’s eye. I strongly suspect that my mother is doing this.



A message follows. I don’t hear my mother’s voice, but I just know that it is her. She lets me know: Egypt lies between two gates, the gates of Hope and Despair.



Walk to the middle and plant a feather.



I am surprised. Of course, the message could relate to the current political situation in Egypt, but I feel it has a different meaning. I believe the two gates symbolise the spiritual and the material things in my life. I am in Egypt, so I translate the symbols that come through as such. The feather in the middle could represent the goddess Ma’at. After all, the feather is her symbol. I know that this Egyptian goddess was responsible for guarding balance, justice and truth in creation, both collectively and individually.



I get the impression that I have just been shown, symbolically, that I will learn the truth about life if I’m able to reach and maintain balance between the material and the spiritual things in my life.



Then, I ask silently: Mum, is my interpretation correct?



She answers: Your impression is correct.



At that moment my mother opens the ‘Gates of Egypt’ for me!



Unbelievably, I feel like I can fly. I ascend, float above my own body and see myself lying on the floor. Then I see the roof of the temple, the desert …



A hand touches my shoulder and I have returned to my body, back to earthly reality. The ritual is over. I sit up, dazed, and look at the others. Everybody has a hazy look in their eyes and they all seem deeply impressed. When we have all come ‘down to Earth’, Aset asks us to rise and walk with her to the Hall of Hope.



We walk silently through the temple, through the chapel and the Hall of Osiris, making our way to the Hall of Hope. There we are asked to form a circle. Then Aset asks: ‘Would you please take turns singing the letters of your names?’ We do. The brilliant acoustics in the Hall of Hope add an extra dimension to the sounds. When it is my turn, I experience the intonation of my name’s letters as the release of pure love. Love energy that wells up from my eternal Self in the form of light. I experience how my Self, which has been through so many incarnations, is once again here singing in this temple. I am connected to Akasha - the material memory of the world, or in this case, the material memory of this temple - and my spiritual memory, my immaterial existence, is connected to the universal energy of this ancient mystical land. I have returned …



A guard appears. The temple is about to close. I free myself from my transcendent state and leave the temple with the others. Everybody is silent and seems deep in thought. When we arrive back home there are dates cooked in milk ready for us. According to the Egyptians dates contain all the vitamins and minerals that the human body needs. After a day of fasting, dates reactivate the metabolism. I have to say that this first day of fasting has been much easier than expected.



When the Sun disappears behind the mountains, a lovely vegetarian meal is served to us. The meal starts with a lentil soup, followed by seasoned pizza slices and pasta with a tomato and mixed vegetable sauce. For dessert we have yoghurt with fruit.



While we are eating, people begin to tell stories and share their experiences.



I feel as if I haven’t fully ‘landed’ yet. The experience in the temple has had such a profound impact on me that I need time to process it first. I choose to keep to myself by not joining the conservation. After the meal I excuse myself and retreat to my room.



Sitting on my bed, I enjoy a cup of warm ginger tea with honey, reflect on my experiences and write them down. This kind of contact with my mother is new to me. The feelings of love and appreciation I received from her were ‘grand’. I use this word, because there are actually no words to describe this experience.



Contact was made at a time when I longed intensely for her presence. I hardly ever used to talk to her about spiritual matters, so I am deeply touched by the fact that it was her who opened the ‘Gates of Egypt’ for me. I see this as the spiritual world giving me unequivocal permission to continue on the path that I have taken.
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Magical sphere



I wake up around four o’clock to the sounds of the morning prayer. It blares loudly into my room from several minarets. I’m still not used to it. Somewhat groggy, I get up, open the bedroom door and go to the toilet. When I come back I grab a bottle of water and a banana from the fridge and get back into bed.



At seven o’clock, after a few restless hours where my arms were strangely tingling and I couldn’t get back to sleep, I am once again at the bottom of the stairs of the Temple of Seti and take off my sandals. Ascending these stairs barefoot still feels magical. Undoubtedly this has to do with a form of recognition at a soul level and I suspect that the white jellabiya contributes to that. At the entrance I’m recognised by the guards, who greet me cheerfully.



‘Salaam, lady. Have a nice day, lady,’ they shout in unison. ‘Alaikum salaam, gentlemen. Have a nice day too.’



Concentrating, I walk through the temple, keeping the wall to my right.



Aset told us that the ancient priests would always keep the temple wall to their right. This way, they walked through the entire temple every time, and every visit became a meditative event.



I get a mat from the Hall of Boats and walk to the Osirion through the back entrance. At this early hour I still have this remarkable place all to myself. With growing excitement I descend the stairs which lead to the entrance.



The Osirion is estimated to be 5000 years old, although some Egyptologists claim that the structure is much older than that.



Even older than 10.000 years. That would mean that this structure is a remnant of the Atlantic era from before the ‘great flood’ …



The sounds of the busily cooing pigeons, who now inhabit this abandoned sanctuary, become louder the further I descend.



The stone staircase ends where the ceiling of the Osirion must have once been. There is a second staircase made of wood which leads to the floor, but it is closed off with barbed wire. Above my head, the surly guard appears, again sitting on his camel. And again he looks at me suspiciously, but then moves on.



Since 1970, after the Aswan Dam was built, there have been approximately 45 centimetres of water in the Osirion. The dam altered the water level of the Nile, because the river had ceased to flow beyond its banks. As a result, farmers could no longer count on flooded fields. The farmers of Abydos were among them. Because the Osirion is the lowest point in Abydos, a subterranean stream towards the Osirion was formed.
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I turn my gaze to the entrance of the Dark Chamber. It is located to the right of the stairs, underneath the road. During our stay we are allowed to take turns to go and meditate there. My turn is scheduled for the end of our stay.



At this time of day there is still plenty of shade. I take a seat across from the stairs, with my back against a big rock. While listening to the cooing pigeons, I stare into the green water beneath me. Catfish are slowly swimming in between the plastic litter. They came up with the rising water.



The Osirion was originally a sanctuary dedicated to the god Osiris and, according to the legend, it was once the place where he was buried. I would like to know more about that and I grab my pen.



With my eyes closed I clear my head and try to make contact with the energy of Thoth, now through my mother’s energy.



Then I put my pen to the paper and ask the first question: Why was this sanctuary built and what was its purpose?



A stream of information starts to flow out of my pen:



This space was originally created for the God who shall not be named. He, who initiated Creation.



The Great Pyramid in the Nile Delta and the Osirion were made by the same people, a race of descendants of the sons of the gods. This race left Earth when evil started to take over. Energy wise, the Great Pyramid and the Osirion were connected and together they formed the ‘Gates of Egypt’. Two opposites, the material and the spiritual. The Great Pyramid came to be with the energy of Seth. The negative, material pole which embodies the earthly forces. Psychosocially, Seth symbolised the instinctive aspects of human existence. Evil and Despair too. The Osirion came to be with the energy of Osiris: the positive, spiritual pole representing the power of divine immaterial potential, which also comprises the soul. Psychosocially, Osiris symbolises Good and Hope. The Osirion was thus material’s counterpart.



So, this is also where the antimatter was located … The information stream stops. I carefully go over the text and ask the next question: What does the feather in the centre of Egypt, which I saw yesterday during the meditation in the Hall of Boats, symbolise?



The feather symbolises Maát. “Learn to find balance between matter and spirituality”.



Man brings harmony to his life with knowledge. Man lives on Earth to find balance between the material and the spiritual. The blocks of granite that were used to build this sanctuary came from the south. The blocks were de-materialised; in other words, their gravity was suspended. This allowed for the blocks to be transported and then stacked here.



My excitement grows and I ask another question:



Can you tell me something about the Dark Chamber?



When you go there, be careful with ‘fire’. It was fire, pure energy, that was used for the creation of the Universe. The secret of the origin of matter was kept here. It was the “Light of the sons of the gods,” a different people than the races currently living on Earth. The fire had the shape of a sphere and consisted of pure energy. It looked like a crystal, but it wasn’t of the Earth …



I close my eyes and feel like my mother is with me again.



This time she opens the golden curtains of some sort of puppet show for me. I am touched and she lets me know:



It is me who pushes these veils aside for you. But we cannot and must not see everything. The sphere was Osiris, it was his body of energy. Osiris didn’t have a material or physical body. The sphere was taken when evil on Earth started to dominate and the sons of the gods retreated to other dimensions. In the soul you can ascend to those dimensions, but not completely, you would psychologically burn.



No further information is given and I thank the energy of Thoth and that of my mother.



I am bouncing up and down! My heart is racing with excitement. This all sounds so futuristic! A sphere that could suspend gravity.



I doubt whether or not I can tell this story to my supervisors. For a long time I stare into the green water beneath me and listen to the cooing pigeons. Finally I promise myself: whatever I see, hear or write and however unlikely it may seem, I will discuss everything with Horus and Aset. What have I got to lose? Surely only illusions …



The Sun almost rises above the roof of the temple and very soon it will be too hot here. I walk back towards the temple, to the Hall of Hope. At the side of the hall are three chapels of approximately 5 by 3 metres. When I walked past them this week, it felt as if I was being pulled towards the middle chapel. I sit in a corner on the floor and look intently at the heavily damaged wall painting. It is a painting of Anubis, the god who guides the dead on their journey to the underworld. He leans over a figure lying on a bed. On both sides of the bed are two kneeling female figures. Due to the damage they are only partially visible, but I suspect that they are Isis and Nephthys. I want to know why I feel so drawn to this chapel and I close my eyes. Immediately a film starts to run in my mind’s eye: I see strips of linen, endless strips of linen. Narrow strips of linen that are being rolled up by slender fingers. The rolled up coils are then being soaked in resin. It is the linen with which the dead are wrapped.



The film ends. I open my eyes and look again at the picture on the wall. Then I grab pen and paper and write down what comes to my mind:



I Am what I Am. I am Grand. I stand here before you, before mankind. I am the beginning and the end. I Am what I Am … Everything.



My eyes are getting watery. I respectfully thank the energy that allows me to write this down. I remain seated and indulge in the powerful energy of this chapel. After half an hour I get up, return my mat and leave the temple.



Although the revolution in Egypt has been relatively peaceful, the tourists stay away. For me and the others this is a blessing, but for the residents of Abydos it is an outright disaster. Many families here are financially dependent on tourism. So every time I leave the temple I’m approached by pleading vendors and begging children. ‘Bakshies, Bakshies, please, madame.’ I find these moments difficult and I’m not at all interested in what they are trying to sell. In an attempt to stop their begging, I make a pact with the children: at the end of each day, they can take turns to receive Bakshies to give to their mothers. I hope this will work.



Back at the guest house there is a delicious vegetable broth and a banana ready for everyone. I can say that fasting is not a problem for me, except not being allowed to drink. Whenever I’m thirsty, I drink water during the day. After all, my body is detoxing and I don’t want to get a headache.



After the afternoon nap, the rest of the day is filled with lessons about herbs and their uses. At five o’clock we have a small bowl of dates cooked in milk, and after sundown a well-seasoned vegetarian meal is being served again.



In the evening I have my first evaluation with Horus and Aset. It turns into a long conversation, where I tell them about my experiences with the intuitive writing and the images I received during the meditations. Horus’s jaw drops when I tell him about the sphere that I saw coming out of the floor of the Osirion. He nods in confirmation of my observation, but doesn’t say anything. I mainly have questions about the role that my mother plays in all this. I hardly ever used to talk with her about spirituality and even less about the ancient Egyptians. According to the Bible lessons I attended at school, only heathens worshipped idols and owned slaves.



Horus explains the contact with my mother in the following way: “After someone dies, their veils of ignorance fall away. The truth is shown to the passing soul. Your mother is close and assists you in your development. Do you already have an idea with which Egyptian deity you feel a connection?’



‘With Thoth,’ I say with certainty. He smiles and nods affirmatively.



That night I receive a foot bath with both hot and cold water. The bottoms of my feet are scrubbed down with a tuft of wormwood. Amir, the man who takes care of my feet, has pretty strong hands. The water is piping hot, too. I protest loudly, but he insists that this is good for me. Only after the water has cooled down somewhat, I am able to relax and receive the foot massage that follows. I crawl into bed deliciously drowsy. This morning the breakfast table is set. That means we are taking a trip. We don’t fast when we travel. We are going to
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On the way to Middle Egypt



Middle Egypt, where we will visit the sites of El-Amarna, Tuna el-Gebel and El-Ashmunein. It will be a long drive and we are travelling in a small bus. We will spend the night in El Minya.



The landscape that passes before my eyes consists mainly of sand dunes and rocks. The road occasionally runs along the Nile where we drive through poor but peaceful looking villages that lie in the shade of tall date palms.



We are on our way to the former Land of Djehuti. My thoughts are completely occupied by the esoteric history of this ancient region and I want to put them to paper.



According to Egyptian mythology, the creation of the Earth began with the creation of the Land of Djehuti. Djehuti is, as mentioned, the ancient Egyptian name for the ‘Thrice Great Thoth’. Only important gods and individuals received the honorary title Thrice Great. The later Greek mystics changed the name Thoth to Hermes Trismegistus. Under this name his doctrine came to the West where it was taught by the Rosicrucians, the Freemasons, and later by the theosophists. The most important city in this region was Khemnu, which means Eight-Town and was renamed Hermopolis by the Greeks. The region is close to today’s El-Ashmunein. This is where the mystery schools that were dedicated to the Thrice Great Djehuti were located in ancient times.



Djehuti was the protector and messenger of the neteru, the gods. His wives were the goddesses Maát and Sheshat, the daughters of Ra. Maát guards the balance and symbolises justice. She wears a feather on her head. Sheshat’s priestesses were extremely skilled in perceiving the Earth’s energy. They determined where the temples were to be built and were involved in performing the rituals when the first shovel was put into the ground. They were in fact the architects.



Egypt used to be divided into two parts: Upper and Lower Egypt. The Land of Thoth was located in between. We can see different depictions of Thoth: as a baboon and as an ibis. In ancient times, both animals were considered sacred. This had everything to do with their reputation. Both the baboon and the ibis have exceptionally strong concentration skills. It was said that if you stared into their inscrutable eyes for too long, you would fall into a trance and would be taken to another dimension.



The baboons would roam the temple grounds freely. They also had their own place of burial, named Tuna el-Gebel. This place of burial consisted of a vast catacomb which was carved into the mountains on the western side of the Nile. Excavations revealed the remains of thousands of mummified baboons and ibises. They were placed in the hundreds of niches that were carved into both sides of the vast corridor system.



The priests and priestesses who had studied at the mystery school of Hermopolis knew and mastered the Laws of Nature. The teachings were secret and were verbally passed on to initiates. However, during the Ptolemaic Dynasty, which began in the year 332 BC, with the entry of the Macedonian Alexander the Great, the teachings became known outside of the mystery schools. The reason for this was the consultation of an oracle in the Siwa Oasis by Alexander the Great. This oracle put him on the trail of the ancient Egyptian philosophy. He was instructed to study it and pass it on to the world.



As a Pharaoh of Egypt, he was entitled to enter the temple, perform rituals and visit the mystery schools. When Alexander got to know the Laws of Nature and started to understand the deeper meaning behind the symbols, he also learned to speak ‘the language of the gods’. He was so fascinated by the mysticism that he decided to take the esoteric knowledge beyond the temple school and translate it into Greek.



From this fact we can conclude that the divine wisdom of ancient Egypt was ripe to be passed on to the rest of the world. Mankind was ready. Alexander had as many works as possible translated and copied, and the uses and meanings of the rituals were also recorded. He had practically all the place names and the names of the gods translated into Greek.



When Alexander died, his friend, the philosopher Ptolemy, succeeded him as Pharaoh. He fulfilled Alexander’s greatest wish and brought all esoteric works together in the world’s first and largest library. It was established in the new governmental city of Alexandria, which Alexander the Great had built in the Nile Delta.



All rulers of the Ptolemaic Dynasty have contributed to the spiritual work of Alexander the Great. The Laws of Nature, which had been passed on only by word of mouth and kept out of reach of the common people for thousands of years, were entrusted to parchment, ordered alphabetically and stored in the library.



Later, the library was expanded with a large study centre, the Mouseion. For six centuries, many thousands of students from all countries around the Mediterranean came to Egypt to study there. Jesus of Nazareth also studied here. There was great tolerance among the various population groups, such as Egyptians, Greeks, Macedonians, Jews and the inhabitants of the countries east of the Mediterranean.



This spiritual golden age came to an end when the Romans, with the Church of Rome in their wake, took over the reign of Egypt. In 325, after the First Council of Rome, an enormous disaster occurred. During this council, it was decided that the world’s first and most unique collection of esoteric and gnostic writings had to be destroyed. The collection did not only contain esoteric works. The Egyptians were the first to sail the world’s seas. They not only brought exotic plants, herbs, art and culture back from their travels, they also brought manuscripts from the Far East to Egypt. These were translated into Greek, copied, ordered alphabetically and kept in the huge archives of the library. Both the library and the accompanying study centre, the Mouseion, went up in flames. Thousands of book scrolls with knowledge of the ancient Egyptians, the ancient Greeks and the original Christians, as well as a large collection of art and cultural treasures gathered from all over the world, went up in flames. The philosophers associated with the Mouseion were brutally tortured by order of Rome. They were skinned alive and their remains were burned with the manuscripts.



This was the way in which the Church of Rome attempted to obliterate the divine laws of nature. A few hundred years later, the Arabs conquered Egypt from the Romans and finished this work of devastation. They implemented the religion of Islam. Luckily some works were spared. These were taken by refugees who travelled through North Africa and the Balkans to Spain and southern France. There they established Gnostic schools in the form of orders. Manuscripts were also hidden in caves and jugs under the sand that were recovered centuries later.



Around 1470, tragedy struck again with the establishment of the Inquisition in Europe. This was the next dark period of the Roman Church. Gnostic and hermetic schools were forced into hiding once more and had to pass on their teachings in secret. It was not until the 19th century, when Rosicrucians, Freemasons and theosophists began to organise, that the manuscripts started to resurface …



It is almost dark when we arrive at El Minya. The journey took all day and was hot and tiring. The hotel room feels chilly. I shiver and turn up the heating. Then I run a bath. I dearly appreciate this luxury. The warm water calms me down a little bit. Our guest house in Abydos doesn’t have a bath. But the hotel, which is under construction and expected to be ready sometime in Autumn, will have baths fitted.



Because the warm water made me drowsy, I have to force myself to get dressed again. We are going to have dinner in town, although I would have rather crawled into bed. The Sun has set and Horus has arranged a few horse-drawn carriages that will take us to the city centre.



The carriage horses in Egypt are generally remarkably skinny. You can even see horses with open wounds caused by poorly fitting harnesses. Every time a horse is beaten with the whip, it gives me the shivers. During the ride I shout angrily at our coachman when he brutally urges his skinny horse to trot. The coachman looks at me in surprise and smiles compassionately at my ‘civilised’ anger.



When we have arrived in the city centre we get out. We are being guided straight through a sea of people to a restaurant. Since I’m used to the peace and quiet of Abydos and just completed a tiring journey, I am not prepared for this. We enter the restaurant. It feels like I’m walking into a sticky, warm, noisy wall. It smells of sweat and sweet tobacco. Many Egyptian coffee houses and restaurants are packed at night. The busy and noisy life in an Egyptian city is lived mostly after sunset, out of the home and around a loud television set. It is primarily a manly affair. Music, singing and dancing are popular, but football is the favourite. During a goal it seems as if all men are trying to be louder than the television.



From the reactions of my companions I can tell that everyone is exhausted. So, at Horus’s request the television is turned down. This request is granted quickly, because the owner is pleased to have us as his guests.



Menus are unknown here. You order meat, fish or vegetarian and then you just have to wait and see what you get. Everyone chooses vegetarian. That is the safest option for the clean, spoiled insides of the average European.



After half an hour the long table is full of little bowls and plates, filled with the most varied dishes. Different types of spicy beans, rice, potatoes, dough and vegetable dishes. It seems as if the owner has spared no effort to satisfy his customers. There is hardly any space left for our plates. There is something tasty for everyone and we enjoy it to the fullest.



After, we walk in the direction of the Nile. We drink tea on a terrace by the water. From the dark, matt-shiny river blows a pleasantly cool breeze. It caresses my nose with scents that are so typical of life along the Nile. Scents that are difficult to describe but anyone who has ever visited Egypt will understand what I’m talking about. Silently enjoying it, I take in the panorama.
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Everyone is silent and I get the impression that we are all longing for bed.



Suddenly, a member of the group starts moving. He has taken a picture. In the picture, orbs are visible and everybody starts taking photos. It is beautiful. Large numbers of orbs expose themselves to us through the flash of the camera.



An orb is a particle of energy. It looks like a light grey sphere. The Egyptians claim that they are the souls of dead people or animals. Dead plants and minerals can also make themselves known to humans in this way.



At around eleven o’clock we walk in the direction of the hotel. To be on the safe side, I set my travel alarm clock and let myself be woken up by room service.
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Tell el-Amarna and the gods of Egypt



The next morning I sleep through the morning prayer and the alarm clock. At eight o’clock, after a small breakfast consisting of sticky white sandwiches, a bit of cheese spread, a single serving of jam and a hard-boiled grey-green egg, we get on the bus. First we drive to El Amarna, just below El Minya. I’m fairly well acquainted with the history of this city, which was founded in the 18th Dynasty and I look forward to visiting it. King Akhenaten, who ruled from 1353 to 1335 BC, established this city in just seven years.



Upon arrival the sight of what is left of this city is somewhat disappointing. Almost nothing shows that once upon a time thousands of people used to live here.



The famous Tutankhamun, whose tomb was discovered by Howard Carter in 1922, was a son of King Akhenaten and one of his concubines. The name Akhenaten means Living Sun. Akhenaten was considered a heretic king in ancient times, because he abolished the polytheistic system and implemented monotheism. He united all the gods of Egypt under one symbol, that of Aton, the Sun. This way he hoped to be able to put an end to corrupt power and the black magic practices that ran rampant in the dark temples of Amon in the south. His attempt turned out to be an impossible endeavour. The established priest orders in the major cities of Thebes and Memphis did not accept this change.



In order to live in peace, Akhenaten decided to build a new governmental city, far away from the priests of Amon and the city of Thebes. He sailed down the Nile to the north, looking for a suitable location for his new city. He eventually found one halfway between Giza and Thebes.



When he awoke one morning on his ship, he saw the Sun rising from behind a bowl in the eastern mountain range. King Akhenaten’s heart must have started beating faster, because he saw this as the ultimate sign that Aton, the life-giving Sun, had predestined this region as Egypt’s new governmental seat. This is where he built his city, which he named Akhetaton. He went to live there together with his wife Nefertiti, his children and an estimated 20.000 to 50.000 like-minded souls. King Akhenaten withdrew from national politics and devoted the rest of his life entirely to Aton. Nowadays, the city is called Tell el-Amarna.
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When we get off the bus, I let my eyes wander over the dry, flat desert landscape. Almost nothing remains of the city and it feels like a ghost town.



Where once there were lush gardens and the huge open Temple of Aton, now only a bare, desolate sand plain is visible, with columns here and there. The temple was no less than 210 metres long and 32 metres wide.



There is nothing left of the palaces, the bathhouses, the government buildings, the storehouses and the residences of the priests and labourers. Next to the ruins of the palace of Nefertiti are a handful of remains of a couple of storage sheds, a few stables and a swimming pool. Maybe the little Tut and the royal girls once frolicked around in this pool.



The reason why there is so little left of this city is because the structures were erected from dried brick stones. Brick stones are building blocks composed of river clay and straw. Of this mixture building blocks were made with moulds, which were then left in the Sun to dry. The bricks were stacked to form walls and reinforced with wooden beams. These bricks are still being used today. Mainly by the poor population in the countryside. Although this building material is quite strong, it must be well maintained because it is very susceptible to erosion.



Here in El Amarna we are the only visitors, which contributes to the silent atmosphere in which the area is shrouded. This being together with like-minded people feels good and precious. We can meditate in peace and quiet, without anyone looking at us. In order to tune in and surrender myself to the vibrations of this environment, I look for an inspiring place. I walk around for a long time and sit in various places, but to my surprise I am overcome with eerie feelings every time. The more I tune in, the more intense feelings of anger, distrust and hopelessness sneak up on me. In some places I even feel outright despair and I have the feeling that I’m wandering in thick mist which hinders my sight. This becomes even worse when we climb the mountain range in which the tombs of the royal family are carved. Feelings of despair wash over me. I have to force myself not to run back down.



When we enter the tomb, I want to be alone. I walk straight ahead. At the very end of the corridor is a fairly large burial chamber which has been restored. The others are heading to a burial chamber at the end of the corridor that goes to the right for a group meditation.



According to the most recent study, the burial chamber that I enter should be the grave of King Akhenaten.



The burial chamber is softly lit with artificial light. I sit down, burn some incense and grab my notebook. Almost immediately I’m confronted with despair, accompanied by an intense feeling of sadness. I can describe the personality I’m feeling as highly driven and quirky. Someone who was completely frustrated at the end of his life. The cause of that frustration seems to lie in the fact that the person, who was put to rest here long ago, has never been able to give shape to his ideas about how a human life should be lived and how a religion should be professed. The person seems to never have gotten over this disappointment. If this is indeed, as is assumed, the burial chamber of King Akhenaten, then these feelings belong to him. I make an attempt at intuitive writing, but I can’t get a single word on paper. It feels like my consciousness is wrapped in a grey cloud. I think about the emotions that I picked up and realise that ultimately they are not so strange. King Akhenaten only ruled for a short time and during his brief reign he neglected the lands that had been conquered by his ancestor Thutmose III and guarded by Egypt against invasions of the Hyksos and the Hittites from the north. He never listened to the cries for help from the rulers of Syria and Mitanni who were indebted to him because of this. In the end, the payments stopped altogether because enemy tribes invaded their lands. As a result, the Egyptian economy started to decline. Many will have hated and abandoned Akhenaten for that.



Not long after his death the population returned en masse to the old religion of Amon. Even his son Tutankhaten had his name changed to Tutankhamun.



But the fact that I pick up these depressive emotions also says something about myself and that’s what I want to find out … I get up, leave the burial chamber and try to shake off the nasty vibrations, rather unsuccessfully. I walk back into another corridor to the right of the main one. I come across a decorated wall, which still clearly shows how King Akhenaten and his family worship the Sun and how priests slaughter the cattle for a sacrificial ceremony. My dream about the shallow bowl filled with dark red liquid flashes through my mind again … At the very end of the corridor is a rather small, messy burial chamber. This one looks unfinished. The entrance is low, but I still crawl through it on my hands and knees, sit down and close my eyes.



The energy that I feel here is pleasant. Feelings of peace and acceptance come to me, but I can’t get a single word on paper here either. So I decide to leave. Outside, everyone is talking about their experiences and from what I hear I am not the only one who has picked up depressive emotions.



We walk back to the bus. My throat is closed up. I start to cry. Through the tears I discharge myself, shake my hands, stomp on the ground and am glad that I can leave this gloomy environment behind. The city of Achetaton and King Akhenaten, the founder of monotheism, have totally unexpectedly rattled my emotions.



It seems to me that the likely well-intentioned, but excessively fanatic Akhenaten has suffered heavily in his attempt to implement his ideals. I believe that unlawful practices have taken place here. I also experience hunger and poverty, heartbreaking sorrow and utter despair. All this literally makes me nauseous. I start burping and gagging.



It takes a long time for me to regain control of myself and I wonder if this is possibly caused by wandering souls of the former inhabitants of this city. But if I pick up this energy, that would also say something about me …



After a long and hot day it is nice to get back to the coolness of the hotel room. I let the bath fill up and try to rinse off the negative feelings. Yet, a few persistent questions continue to run through my mind. I look at the clock and see that I have more than two hours before we go out to eat in the city. I burn some incense and sit on my bed with a pen and paper. This country continues to spark a lot of uestions and I want to lay these before my inner master, or should I call it the energy of Thoth in this mystical country?



I would like to know more about the complicated world of the ancient Egyptian gods. It intrigues me enormously and with that purpose I put my pen to paper. Even before I have properly formulated the question, the page fills itself with words.



The ancient Egyptians received their knowledge about the origin of the universe from their predecessors. The surviving and reincarnated inhabitants of Atlantis, a continent that sank into the ocean.



These people were called sons of the gods.



To clarify the total, all-encompassing Being of the One who is called God and who was called Re-Harachte, or simply Re, by the mystics of the mystery school of Memphis, later Heliopolis, the sons of the gods ‘represent’ this Being for the illiterate individual.



These archetypal figures usually had a human body with an animal head. There was a good reason for this: the face of the One was unknowable. Therefore it could not and should not be depicted with a human head. The Characteristics of the One, also called Qualities, were made clear one by one in humans, in a recognisable metaphorical form of an archetypal figure.



For example, Re-Harachte was depicted as the sun disk on the head of a falcon with a mummified human body. For the ancient Egyptians, the falcon symbolised strength and intelligence. In this way all of the Characteristics of the One, such as His knowledge, creativity, wisdom, justice, fertility, compassion, protection, and His giving and taking were symbolised in archetypal figures.



The One is in all and all is in the One.



But remember that all that is in the One, is also in man. That which controls man, which drives him, which sustains him and which destroys him, comes from the One. No form or characteristic can come about without being part of the One. The One is the always creating Source, timeless and not bound by space.



All ‘ideas’ that lie at the base of creation are emanated from the One.



That process of creation went through phases and echoed through on different levels of Being, also called heavenly spheres. You will find the Qualities of the One on every level of creation. They are also called Powers. You can compare these Powers to the Hierarchy of the Western angels.



Compare the different emanations of the One, as you see them symbolised in the ancient Egyptian gods, to the ‘fingers on God’s hand’. Consider them to be the instruments, executors and guardians of the creation plan of the One, who is also called the ‘Great Architect of the Universe’. Below are a few examples:



The god Thoth ‘depicts’ the characteristic Knowledge or The Word of the One. He was depicted as a baboon and as an ibis. This is because of the qualities that the ancient Egyptians attributed to these animals.



The goddess Maát, Thoth’s wife, ‘depicts’ the characteristics Balance and Justice of the One. She had to guard the balance in creation that was formed after Thoth had brought order to the chaos. Her symbol was the feather.



The combination of the characteristics, Knowledge, Justice and Balance, formed the first impulse for a creation with the end result being the material, sensory world as we know it. To make this process clear, picture a descending spiral.



At the beginning of creation, the ‘Voice of the One’, symbolised by the god Thoth, brought order to the chaos. From this, the concept of duality was formed. Then the Creative Divine Thought, or in other words, the Idea, detached itself from the One. An Idea is purely spiritual and thus transparent in nature. This Idea then descended spirally. The further the Idea moved away from the One, the less the Idea could hold on to divine light. Consequently, a causal cooling process was set in motion which also led to a loss of transparency. When the Idea approached the end of the spiral, the light had withdrawn so far that the Idea was completely cooled and had therefore materialised. So, matter is actually contracted divine light or, in other words, matter is cooled and solidified divine energy. Symbols were used to clarify this process which is bound by laws of nature.



I want to ask another question, but the answer is already coming:



I will briefly answer the question that now comes to your mind. Akhenaten was, like all highly initiated priests, aware of the esoteric laws of nature hiding behind ‘the veil of imagination’. During the time that Akhenaten was alive, manipulation, corruption and black magic had taken on such great forms that he felt compelled to end this ancient, but heavily abused and deformed faith.



It was very heroic of Akhenaten, but practically impossible to do back then. He wanted, as it were, to reconnect the One with himself under one symbol, that of the Sun, Aton.



Originally, the ancient Egyptian religion was beautiful and by the way of ‘imagination’ man had been given the chance to understand a little bit of the One, his Creator. Manipulation and self-enrichment, like honesty and altruism, are characteristics of man who has fallen.



They existed then and they exist now. For us, the goddesses Maát and Sekhmet symbolise learning to find the balance between so called good and evil. They also symbolise the neutralisation and transformation of our emotions. The mysterious ‘Depiction of the One’ in the form of Re-Harachte and the many ancient Egyptian gods and goddesses speaks to the imagination of many.



It intrigued the ancient Egyptians, the explorers, the tourists, the archaeologists, the materialists, the scientists and mystics like you …



The stream of words stops and with a sigh I put down my pen. This is more than an answer to all the questions which are making my brain ache.



I lay my head on the pillow and think about the gods, the powerful angels of ancient Egypt. My thoughts go out to King Akhenaten.



All things considered, Akhenaten was the first ‘iconoclast’ and, I feel at least, as fanatical as Calvin was in his day. But the Egyptian gods and goddesses, the ‘fingers on God’s hand’, did not let themselves be pushed aside without a fight. A new concept vaguely begins to take shape within me and I thank the god of my heart …



My stomach is growling. It is time to satisfy my Ka. I shake off Akhenaten and the Egyptian gods and get ready for dinner in the city with the others.
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End of course I



My last day in Abydos is the first thing I think of when I wake up. The Arabian Spring has passed by in a flash. Only while travelling through the desert were we escorted by soldiers, but that is customary here anyway. Egypt is keen to keep tourists safe, and to be honest, I do feel pretty safe with all those Kalashnikovs around me.



I get out of bed slowly, walk down the hall to get a bottle of water from the fridge and drink it in one go. Today we are fasting for the last time. My body has adapted well to the fasting pattern and I don’t even feel hungry when I get up anymore. We have a long day ahead.



This afternoon, the first part of the course will be concluded in the temple with an initiation. This will continue tonight in the common room and we will then be taken to Luxor airport at two o’clock in the morning. From there we will fly back to the Netherlands at seven o’clock and we expect to land at around two o’clock in the afternoon.



I only have the morning to say goodbye to the places that are dear to me.



I walk barefoot up the stairs to the temple. I want to take a final meditative walk through this ancient sanctuary. Following Ancient Egyptian custom, I make sure that the temple wall remains on my right during the walk. My fingers caress the walls. When I arrive at Ptah’s sanctuary, I stop and look at the top of the fake door on the back wall. I silently greet all my deceased loved ones, especially my mother, from whom I received so much wisdom and loving strength.



In the Hall of Sokar I put a few pieces of rose quartz in the holes of a large pillar. I will remove the stones during the second course, if that is what the cosmic forces intend. Until then, they may recharge themselves with the energy of the temple.



Then I walk to the back exit and descend to the Osirion. I sit down at the bottom of the wooden stairs and wash my hands and feet in the water. My gaze is drawn towards the Dark Room, where I had that extraordinary experience yesterday. I have now spent three weeks in Egypt, but I don’t even feel close to being done here yet. I still have so many questions …



“Patience,’ I tell myself, ‘there is a time for everything.’



I stare into the green water for a long time and follow the catfish as they swim by. I say goodbye to this place with difficulty and walk back through the temple to the guest house.



I have to pack my suitcase, but that turns out to be quite a job, because I’ve bought a lot of souvenirs and presents. I wrap the fragile items in T-shirts and socks and firmly roll up the clothes that I no longer need. Aset said that Egypt Air won’t make a fuss about some extra weight, but to make sure I put the heaviest things like books and course materials, in my carry-on luggage where possible. After a lot of arranging and rearranging, everything finally fits into place.



I have some time left and browse through my notes. As I’m reading I sort of zone out. My stay in Egypt passes by as if it were a film. Over the past three weeks, I have been sucked into a mental, emotional and spiritual growth process. When I get home, I will organise the unexpected wealth of memories that my Ba revealed to my daily consciousness and make sense of it all.



With my notes pressed against my chest, I lean back on my bed and thank the universe for the unique experiences.



At one o’clock, we put on our white jellabiyas for the last time and gather in the common room. We drink broth, eat a banana and then walk to the temple for the first part of the initiation, accompanied by Horus and Aset.



We each take a meditation mat and walk to the Hall of Hope. There are four students who feel connected with the energy of Thoth. They are asked to lie in the centre of the hall. At Horus’ direction, the others lie around them. I also feel connected with Thoth, so I take my place in the centre. We all have an idea to which Egyptian deity we feel connected. Two women from the group feel connected to the energy of Hathor. One woman feels connected to the energy of Sekhmet. Another woman feels connected to the energy of Taweret, the hippo goddess who was the guardian of the midwives, and a young man feels connected to the energy of Anubis.



We lie on our backs with our feet pointed west towards Umm El Qa’ab, the ancient burial site behind the temple. Aset asks us to put our shawls over our faces.



She begins the initiation with music and plays alternately on the harp and the flute. It sounds fantastic in the big hall. Every tone is reflected. I effortlessly surrender to the here and now and vibrate along with the rhythm of the music. My spine sticks itself to the temple floor. My body feels heavy.



Somebody grabs my ankles and ties them together with rough material. I feel a slight pain, but I keep lying still and listen to Aset playing the harp.



I get an almost indescribable feeling.



It feels as if I resonate with the vibrations of the temple, as if I’m merging with it, becoming one with the temple. All the Wisdom, Power and Beauty that are present in my soul flow to my consciousness.



Suddenly a cold liquid drips onto my stomach. It doesn’t startle me, which means that I have my personality under control.



Somewhat later, I feel how my solar plexus starts to tingle. The tingle spreads downwards, towards my feet and through my spine to my shoulders, neck, head and arms. My whole body becomes pleasantly warm. Lying on the stone floor, with the shawl covering my face, I listen to the soft music and slowly drift away into a deep state of meditation. I don’t know how long it lasts and what happened. I return to consciousness as my ankles are being untied.



This completes the first part of the initiation and Horus asks us to stand up.



I slowly pull the shawl from my face. My vision is blurry and I feel as if I’m outside of my body. Feeling a little stiff, I stand up and look at the others. Everyone has a wet red spot on their stomach caused by the ‘Blood of Isis’, a traditional liquid which was also used in ancient times to initiate neophytes. There is a deep silence.



As we leave the temple, the guards, who had withdrawn from the temple during the initiation at Horus’ request, nod to us with vague ironic smiles.



As we return to the guest house, there are dates cooked in milk waiting for us for the final time. They taste delicious. I enjoy the sweetness. Then I retire to my room and stay there until after sunset.



A farewell meal is served at seven o’clock. Delicious lentil soup to start with. Then various seasoned dishes are brought in: beans, rolls of dough filled with pumpkin and aubergine, stuffed tomatoes and peppers, tahini, hummous, falafel, green beans, delicious olives and bread. Dessert consists of fruit and yoghurt-based puddings. Finally, we drink tea. Then it’s time to go downstairs, where we will receive the final part of the initiation in the common room.



The room is dark. The only light comes from a few candles. We sit down on the floor and form a semi-circle.



In turn, each of us is invited to lie on our stomachs on the floor. When it’s my turn, I kneel on the floor. Aset pulls up my jellabiya and I lie down on my stomach.



Horus writes the first letter of my name on my bare back with a musk roller. He then adds the name of Thoth and completes it with an Ankh symbol. Then Aset follows all the written letters and the Ankh symbol with an incense stick. After that, she pulls my jellabiya back down and helps me up. Horus grabs a large censer from which a lot of fragrant incense is circling upwards. I’m asked to hold my feet above the censer, one at a time. The incense circles up my legs. At the direction of Aset I then wash my hands in the incense and wave the smoke towards my upper body and face. It is a nice, subdued experience.



The room is dead silent and I feel supported by the positive energy of everyone there. Aset hands me a piece of paper with an oath written on it, which I read aloud.



Hail, my great Thoth, Hail my great Thoth, Hail my great Thoth You know my name and you know all the names I have had.



I am your servant. Please help me to open my gift.



Help me to be your shadow on the earth.



I will use my gift through your light to help anybody in need.



I will not hurt anybody.



I will be your servant and the shadow of your light on the earth.



Please help me Please help me Please help me Finally, she offers me a glass of rose water, which I drink slowly.
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Course II



Egypt continues to draw me in and I return in October 2012. In the coming three weeks, I will connect with a few other places in this mystical country and the themes of this journey are: magic, spiritual cleansing and dreams. This time the tour starts in the Nile Delta and from there we head upstream along the Nile in the direction of Abydos.



It is already late in the evening when I am being rocked back and forth as the wheels hit the runway of Cairo airport. The brakes screech and moments later the plane is slowly taxiing towards the gate. As I descend from the plane, I intensely breathe in the distinct scent of Egypt. A warm, sticky scent that opens up my heart and reveals memories.



In the arrivals hall we are warmly welcomed by Horus and Aset. After a visit to the bureau de change and the duty-free shop, Bedowin, our regular driver, takes us to the hotel. The day has apparently been long enough for everyone, because nobody wants to have a drink at the bar.



My first night is an uneasy one. I try to get rid of my Dutch worries, without any luck. The next morning I wake up with puffy eyes and heavy legs. To acclimatise, we spend the first day of our stay at the Museum of Antiquities, which is located on Tahrir Square, made famous by the 2011 revolution.



As we enter, Aset explains the layout of the museum to us. For those who are interested, she provides a guided tour of the art treasures.



I prefer to wander by myself, at my own pace. I look around. Where do I begin? I am irresistibly drawn to the rear part of the museum. On the way, I walk past a beautifully decorated floor from King Akhenaten’s palace. The sight of the floor triggers something in me and, just like that, my eyes fill up with tears. Taking photos is prohibited, so I grab my notebook and draw out a number of decorations: fish, ducks, lotus flowers and geese. Then I walk on and moments later I’m suddenly standing face to face with a large bust of this controversial king from the 18th Dynasty. My eyes are locked with his. We stare into each other’s souls …



My whole body vibrates and suddenly, out of nowhere, a fragrant string of incense, which is commonly used in churches, floats past my nose in a horizontal direction. I look around, but I don’t see an incense burner.



This is my first and most impressive experience in Cairo. How is my soul connected with the soul of this Pharaoh? Have we known each other in a previous incarnation?



I search for a quiet place, take a seat on the floor, take my writing materials from my backpack and tune into the spiritual world. Before I am even able to ask a question, the following words appear:



I want to trust you with these words.



You and your mother knew him and she will tell the story.



King Akhenaten was a good person, but he was not wanted. He and his followers meant well. Among them were many people who belonged to another race, the Hebrew race. Akhenaten was greatly despised and so were his followers. The established priesthood performed black magic rituals on them. You may tell about the followers of the life-giving God they called Aton.



I’m happy with this contact and muse about the future possibility of writing about the followers of Akhenaten with the help of the spiritual world.



I’m no longer surprised when the words flow out of my pen, but what comes out is still surprising every time. I am therefore convinced that the scent of the incense has a personal meaning.



Despite these extraordinary experiences, I still suffer from a nagging feeling of discomfort that I cannot explain. I suspect it has to do with Tell el-Amarna. I have been there twice now, but I have never felt comfortable there.



A little later I admire Tutankhamun’s death mask and the casing that stood around his sarcophagus. I admire the burial gifts, the furniture and the chariots. Then I stroll further through the museum and gaze at the art treasures from the many tombs, the historic cities and the ancient temples. I draw a beautifully decorated sarcophagus and a number of richly decorated pots, bowls, statuettes, jewellery and amulets.



With a mixture of awe and shame, I look at the black, dried bodies of the kings and queens who once ruled this mystical country.



It’s almost embarrassing to look at them. They appear so undignified, stripped of their sarcophagi and linen wraps. Torn away from their final resting place, exposed for all to see. Around a few of the bodies the remains of the delicate linen which they were wrapped in can still be seen. It’s unbelievable that this material is still intact after thousands of years and has been given a protected place here.



At around four o’clock we gather at the exit of the museum. On our way to the hotel we are immersed in the busy, deafening traffic of Cairo. In this city of millions, always foggy due to smog and fine desert sand, everyone honks their way through. Even the mopeds have horns. The means of transportation are very diverse. Donkey carts, camels, tricycles, cars, tourist buses and open trucks in which all kinds of things are transported, from people to calves, chickens to young camels and goats, fruit and vegetables to furniture. I look around in amazement. People overtake each other left and right, cut each other up, curse at each other and then smile at each other again. But every time I’ve driven around here, I’ve never seen any accidents. Many cars look old, but few of them are really damaged. Very peculiar.



In the midst of this noisy, slowly moving mass, men, women and children cross the street, seemingly fearless. With my head leaning against the window of the bus, I am astonished at this hugely ordered chaos that is being managed and controlled by amazingly skilled and alert drivers.



Again I become aware of the tiredness with which I got up this morning and it gives me an unpleasant feeling. This tiredness has followed me from home. It was the result of many things that had to be done before I could leave: preparing the garden for winter, cleaning the house, grocery shopping and caring for my sick boyfriend who I had to leave behind. The latter weighs heavily on me. At the same time I realise that, if I want to participate optimally in this journey, I have to let go of the Netherlands. I know I can do that, so I try to focus on the now: the noisy and chaotic Cairo.



After arriving at the hotel I take a hot bath and change into clean clothes. We go to a different place for dinner and once again we are immersed in the busy traffic.



The owner of the restaurant seems to have been told we were coming, because within a short time the long table is filled with all the specialities you would expect to find in an average Egyptian meal. Deliciously fragrant casseroles with beans, tahini, falafel, pizza slices, chickpea pie and traditional round flat breads. Salads made with tomato and olives and other dishes which I can’t identify, but taste great.



No one wants or dares to eat the meat. Maybe this is because the slaughtered animals, smoked in exhaust gasses and bombarded by flies, are ‘organically’ displayed at the side of the road. Our civilised western eyes and stomachs are not used to this way of food preparation. Eating raw vegetables in Cairo is not recommended, because here, too, the tap water is not free of bacteria.



After the meal we go to a nearby terrace for a final cup of tea. We exchange our experiences of the day and get to know each other better. There are only eight people in our group this time. It’s wonderful to travel with such a small group.



During my second night I have many dreams.



At seven o’clock in the morning we board the bus and head towards the Giza Plateau to visit the Great Pyramid and the Sphinx. Hopefully there will not be very many tourists at this early hour.



Swept along by the heavy flow of traffic we head west, out of Cairo. When we drive up the long bridge over the Nile, enthusiastic cheers break out. The view over the wide lifeline of Egypt is truly magical, but we can’t stop to enjoy it. The bus drives at high speed along with the traffic flow to the other side of the river.



When we reach the west bank, we soon see the colossal pyramids. The sight of the impressive structures fills me with awe. Sensational shivers make the hairs on my arms stand on end. I also note that the metropolis of Cairo is dangerously close to the pyramids. It appears as if the city is about to open its mouth and swallow them whole.



When we begin our climb to the interior of the Great Pyramid, I let the others go in front of me. I don’t feel fit enough yet and want to keep my own pace.



The first part of the narrow corridor is low and descends slightly. We walk through it hunched over. Then it’s time to climb. As we move further into the pyramid, it gets hotter and hotter.



It feels stuffy and occasionally have to stop and breathe deeply. This is not the place for people who suffer from claustrophobia. My pace gets slower and slower. Occasionally, I bend down and lean against the wall to let people on their way back pass. I also let the people who are coming up behind me pass. This way I have an opportunity to catch my breath. My fellow travellers have already reached the top.



Aset comes back down and urges me to keep going. I cannot answer her, because I am too occupied with myself. She asks a few times if I’m okay. That annoys me and I gesture to her to go back to the King’s Chamber. Actually, I am only annoyed with myself, because I haven’t made time in the past few months to train for this endeavour.



Panting heavily, I finally reach the large gallery, where I stay, completely out of breath. Fortunately there is more room above my head here and it is not so hot. I can breathe again and finally I reach the threshold of the King’s Chamber, climb over it and crawl inside on all fours.



The King’s Chamber is empty, except for a granite sarcophagus. I look around. The enormous black granite blocks, which form the walls of the King’s Chamber, are surprisingly seamlessly stacked.



Many who were here before me will undoubtedly have wondered what kind of technology was used to build this structure. My thoughts go back to the first course when I observed the crystal ball during a meditation at the Osirion. With ‘probability bordering on certainty’ it became clear to me that in ancient times, with the help of the energy of that crystal, matter was made weightless. Was this pyramid perhaps also built with the help of that energy?



There are archaeologists who claim that this pyramid was not built by Pharaoh Cheops, but that it’s a remnant from the Atlantic era. According to them, the construction must be dated 10,000 years before Christ, when the Sun was in the constellation of Leo. The Sphinx next to the pyramid also seems to prove this. I’ve studied the proportions and numbers with which this pyramid was built. I also conducted an experiment with a simple cardboard pyramid, accurately pointing its surfaces north/south. On the third level, where the King’s Chamber is located in this Great Pyramid, I laid a piece of meat. After six weeks the meat hadn’t gone off, but had mummified without odour!



According to scientists, the secret to this can be explained as follows. We have to look at an interplay that takes place between the equilateral triangles of the pyramid, the height at which the meat is located and the north-south axis of the Earth. These three phenomena appear to explain the process. Fascinatingly, it doesn’t seem to matter what kind of material you use for the pyramid, all that matters are the proper dimensions and the right direction.



A group of Chinese people enters the King’s Chamber. They are disruptively loud and just want to take photos with the sarcophagus. Fortunately, they finish quickly and leave again. I close my eyes and tune into the energy of the space. I know that the Ancient Egyptians valued the housing of their dead greatly, but wouldn’t this structure have served a higher purpose?



Leaning with my back against the wall of the King’s Chamber, I wonder which ‘Greats of the Earth’ have been here. For me this space feels like a place of initiation, so I have a deep desire to be initiated here someday by the order to which I have given my heart.



Aset brings me back to reality and suggests singing vocal sounds together. What a wonderful suggestion. As well as our group, there are five other visitors in the King’s Chamber who would like to participate.



We form a circle around the sarcophagus and Aset starts with the sound Aum-Ra-Ma-Aum. We join in. Thanks to the great acoustics in the King’s Chamber, the swelling vocals sound fascinating. The sound vibrations unmistakeably change the atmosphere in the King’s Chamber and in me. I feel emotional.



Tears stream down my face. A man steps forward from our midst and lies down in the sarcophagus. We continue reciting the sounds and my soul is about to spread its wings.



Suddenly, a guard appears. He sternly tells us to make room for the next stream of visitors. I pull myself out of my transcendent state and leave the King’s Chamber, not yet fully balanced. We descend in single file back to the large gallery towards the exit. At the base of the pyramid I look for a place in the shade and take my notebook from my bag. The words appear spontaneously:



Greetings, strong lady. How are you doing now? Have you recovered again?



As for the energy of the pyramid, it represents the negative polarity, the forces of Seth, which are also part of the divine. Don’t think that Seth is the same as Satan.



That’s a fabrication, made up by evil, power-hungry people. Seth represents the matter which is inextricably linked to the Earth and the physicality of man.



It’s not just good forces that have been at work here. Very dark forces have also been guilty of black magic practices, among other things. When the number of dark forces increased, the sons of the gods also left this place.



I rest my head against a huge rock, a tiny thing compared to the colossal pyramid, and close my eyes. The sublime feeling that almost made me leave my body in the King’s Chamber has disappeared and given way to an indefinable feeling of depression. My soul personality hasn’t completely returned to the present yet.



Someone calls my name and I put my notebook away. Together we walk to the Sphinx. Meanwhile, it has become quite hot and I cover my head with a scarf.



We are given half an hour to admire the Sphinx, which has eroded over time. It has been partially restored, which gives you a better idea of what this colossus must have looked like in the past. I take a few photos and then take a seat in the shade with a nice view of the Sphinx and the Great Pyramid. As I meditate on the race that created this mighty guard of the desert, I can almost smell their glory.



I take my pen and paper and write:



I am what I am. Give me your hand and I will lead you inside the Sphinx.



In the distant past, even before water flowed here, he was already here. He was hidden from view for a long time. He was built by rough people who abused the laws. For a long time this was not a pure place. It was a place of power. Power and corruption reigned here for a long time. Good things have happened here, but also terrible things.



Was Shoshana here during that time?



No, she wasn’t.



How long did Shoshana live?



She lived until the age of 30.



Images then appear. A series of incoherent images that follow each other in rapid succession Flags waving on high poles in front of the Sphinx. A crowd of people in a long line that looks like a procession. A barque on a sled passes by. A dead body on whom the mouth opening ritual is being performed. A procession of children, naked, holding hands. They seem to be tied together. They are decorated with flower garlands in their hair, around their necks, their arms and their ankles. They dance for a sacrifice …



Suddenly I get chills. The children themselves are the sacrifice …



Suddenly the images transition into a fierce battle. Rabid, destructive men on horses.



I tear myself away from the unsettling images, look at my watch and get up. It’s time for lunch and I join the others. We walk to a nearby eatery, where we eat falafel sandwiches. Then we get on the bus and drive towards Saqqara where we visit the Serapeum.



In ancient times, the Serapeum was a catacomb for Apis bulls. Last week it was opened to the public for the first time. So we are almost the very first visitors.



The guide showing us around tells us that this crypt was discovered by accident in 1851 by the archaeologist Auguste Mariette. Apis bulls were buried in this Serapeum in ancient times. The Apis bull was a sacred animal, dedicated to the god Osiris. When the bull died, it was embalmed and buried in a marble sarcophagus in one of the niches of the catacomb. There were no embalmed Apis bulls found during the excavations. Only some smelly remains of a few bones. I look in awe at the enormous marble sarcophagi, but feel nothing at all.



I feel no connection with this restored catacomb for the Apis bulls. It feels sterile even.



I let my hand glide over the smooth, shiny granite and think back to the dream I had before I came to Egypt: the young woman who was carrying a shallow dish with a dark red liquid in it …



It is still a scientific mystery- how these perfectly symmetrical and smoothly polished burial monuments, of 4.30 metres long, 3.40 metres wide and 2.30 metres high were made. The sarcophagi weigh on average 70 tons each. How they got them into the catacomb is an even bigger mystery. The corridors are not wide and the niches that contain the sarcophagi are quite small. The lid of the sarcophagus alone weighs 20 tons!



The guide tells us that even today there are no machines, anywhere in the world, that can cut sarcophagi of these enormous sizes from a single rock, let alone polish them …



After the Serapeum we visit two more pyramids: the Stair Pyramid and the Red Pyramid. Then we drive back to the hotel. I take a hot bath and get dressed for dinner.



After the meal we visit the busy souk in Cairo’s bazaar district. The further we walk into the souk, the more grim the atmosphere becomes. We are besieged by obtrusive vendors and begging children. Horus struggles to keep them away from us. He has a furious expression on his face.



I see a gorgeous blue-green jellabiya. ‘That is befitting of a priestess of Thoth,’ he says, laughing.



‘Yes, Horus, that’s exactly what I thought! Would you like to help me negotiate the price?’



Horus looks worried and says: ‘Hopefully I won’t get in trouble for that.’



I look at him quizzically and say: ‘The vendor only speaks Arabic.’



‘Alright,’ he says, ‘but I’m going to stand behind the man. If he makes an offer, you look at me.’



I do as he says. The man names his price and I look at Horus. Horus gestures that I should bid half. The vendor notices, looks angrily at Horus and declines my offer. I raise my bid, but the vendor refuses and starts to curse at Horus. He threatens him with his arm raised. Horus nods and walks away. I tell the vendor that I’m not buying anything and walk away as well. The vendor follows me and says: ‘Alright, alright.’



I pay the man half of the asking price. Then I go after Horus, who is waiting for me a bit further ahead. He appears nervous and whispers: ‘We have to leave quickly. I hate this souk.’



After we’ve left the souk, Aset explains to us that many vendors perceive interference by fellow countrymen in price negotiations as a form of betrayal. Horus has gotten into trouble for this before. I nod and apologise. He dismisses this with a laugh and asks if I’m happy with my jellabiya. I am.



It’s our last night in Cairo. Tomorrow we will head south to El Minya, upstream on the Nile. We will visit Abusir halfway. Before we retreat to our rooms for the night, little pouches of sand are handed out. The sand comes from the Ga’ab, a holy place on the left rear side of the temple of Seti I in Abydos. The sand is mixed with a splash of Blood from Isis and a few drops of musk. To this mixture I have to symbolically add all my objections and pain …



[image: image]



The Lotus garden



I am getting better at controlling my fleeting thoughts. I can now properly focus on what I am doing. This skill has brought me peace. I sleep better and wake up more relaxed. My wishes are about to be fulfilled, which means I don’t have so many imaginings about the future. I consider myself lucky with my origins, because they have given me this privileged position.



I do not get much sleep, probably due to nerves for my first lesson. I am already on my way to the washing area before sunrise. There I let the shawl slide off my shoulders and walk naked down the stone steps that lead deep into the dark water. The cool water around my loins gives me goosebumps that rise up to the top of my head. What a lovely sensation.



I take a dive, go underwater and happily splash around by myself. When my excitement has calmed down, I turn on to my back. Floating on the water I take in the view of the stars, fading now but still twinkling over the Earth. A tear of happiness runs down my cheek and I thank Re for this new day. Slowly the mists in the eastern sky turn orange-pink. The high wall surrounding the washing area just blocks the view of the mighty red disc that begins its daily path across the sky …



This wonderful moment abruptly ends when a loudly chattering group of women comes running my way. I pull myself away from this magical moment and swim towards the steps. The steps below the water surface feel slippery. With one hand I reach for the support of the rough stone wall and climb up. Dazmen is waiting there for me. With a smile she throws a cloth around my shoulders and says: ‘Nice, isn’t it, early birds have the whole place to themselves.’



‘Yes, wonderful,’ I gasp, somewhat losing my breath because of how forcefully she rubs my back dry.



As I walk back to the women’s quarters, the women jump loudly into the water.



I’m hungry. My mouth starts watering as I smell the freshly baked bread and falafel in the courtyard. I lend a hand to set everything up on the large red blanket. Bowls and pots of tea, corn porridge, jars of honey and plates filled with nuts, dates, figs and pomegranates. After half an hour, the women fill the courtyard with their cheerfulness. Dazmen squats down next to me on the blanket, taps me on my shoulder, her head still wet, and says, ‘Today is your big day, isn’t it? You first real lesson.’ I nod with excitement and eagerly dip a piece of bread in the honey. Before we eat, all the food is dedicated to the gods in the temple and blessed by the priests.



Yes, it has to be said. People who commit themselves to serving the temple want for nothing. There is always enough and varied food of good quality. Fresh spring water and beer are always available too. Neophytes also have things that make life more pleasant, such as combs, mirrors, wonderfully scented oils, clean clothes, footwear, sleeping beds and proper sanitation. There is also no shortage of medical care and medicinal herbs and there is always someone who can massage your muscles if you’ve been standing in awkward positions for too long in one of the many gardens surrounding the temple.



After breakfast, Dazmen takes me to the lotus garden on the other side of the temple. We have to cross the herb garden to get there, towards the second courtyard of the temple. In the middle of the wall, on the right-hand side, is a fairly inconspicuous door. A guard is sitting next to it and Dazmen tells him why we are here. The man nods, gets up and opens the door.



We walk into a narrow alley with high tile stone walls on both sides. After about 50 metres, Dazmen stops in front of a narrow cedar wood door. A big lotus flower has been carved into the centre of the door. Before she opens the door, she points to my sandals and whispers: ‘Every time you enter this garden, you leave your sandals here.’



I nod affirmatively, step out of my sandals and enter a front porch of about 3 by 3 metres. One wall is beautifully painted with an image of Isis and Horus, sitting at the corners of a lotus pond. A boat floats in between them with the mummified body of Osiris on it. At the top, against the ceiling, there’s a shining gilded winged sun disc.



On a console in the centre sits a scale with a water jug next to it and in a corner a large censer is hanging on a hook, from which a plume of smoke rises. The scent is heavy and intense. It makes me cough.



Dazmen smiles and whispers: ‘The incense you smell is made of musk and has a cleansing effect. Before you enter the meditation garden, you must first wash your hands and face.’ Dazmen shows me how and helps me. Then she leads me to the censer and with her hands she waves the fragrant smoke towards my face and body. After that, she takes the censer off the hook and gestures me to roll up my jellabiya and stand above the censer, so that my lower body can also be cleansed.



‘These are the usual cleansing rituals to undertake before you enter the garden. They are very old customs and practices. During the performance of this ritual, it is important that you let go of your negative thoughts and feelings and give them to the earth. When you have done that, you pause for a moment to consider the purity of the intentions with which you enter this garden. See you later, darling. I wish you proper focus.’ I thank her with a kiss and she quietly closes the door behind me.



I look around in astonishment and involuntarily hold my breath. From the dusty, sandy yellow alley I’ve entered a colourful paradise. I find myself under a wide pagoda, covered with grape vines and bougainvillea, which has been constructed around the walled meditation garden. On the marble floor beneath the pagoda are dozens of seating areas with mats, thick cushions, couches, low tables and writing tables. The white columns supporting the pagoda on the garden side are decorated with lotus flowers and painted in pastel shades. The pagoda provides enough shade against the burning sun at any time of day. The garden has been planted in neat geometric patterns. The flower beds are sown with cornflowers, poppies and hollyhocks. Their radiant colours contrast with the wide limestone paths and green grass.



As if in a trance, I am drawn to the centre of the garden, where there is a large rectangular pond. My jaw drops when I see the great number of white-blue lotus flowers floating on the dark water surface. Stunning!



I hear rustling and turn towards the sound. On the other side of the garden, under purple-coloured bougainvillea, I see a person lying on a couch.



I was so preoccupied with the beauty of the flowers on the water that I didn’t notice him there.



Merenit gets up slowly and walks towards me. He greets me with a smile on his face: ‘A blessed day, Shoshana. Beautiful, isn’t it? This garden is completely set up to allow us to get as close to our inner masters as possible.’



I am now used to the flowery way in which he usually speaks. He invites me to sit under the pagoda and I take a seat on a couch. On one of the writing tables lie a few papyrus scrolls, a goose feather and a palette with an ink block.



Then a door opens in a corner of the garden. A servant enters carrying a tray with a jug of karkadè, a few bowls, some sweets and fruit. Merenit thanks him and when he is gone, he turns to me. ‘This garden was created specifically for meditation. Only those who have obtained the office of priest at our mystery school are allowed to be here. It’s an inspiring place that I would like to introduce to you.’



I sigh and nod at him with a grateful smile.
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Abu Garab and Abusir



Today we will leave the Nile Delta and head south to El Minya where we will spend the night. Halfway through the journey we will visit Abu Garab and Abusir. Abu Garab has the oldest sun temple in Egypt. This was dedicated to the gods Re-Harachte and Osiris. Next to it is a necropolis of the kings and queens of the 5th Dynasty.



Abu Garab is far from the tourist route and I am pleasantly surprised by it. It is really quiet. There are not even any guards. This temple complex and the surrounding pyramids are radiating with an undeniable purity and it feels to me as if time doesn’t exist here.



We’re going to perform a ritual here to connect with this place. I carefully explore the area with my ‘antenna’. Before dinner, we have devout silence evokes emotions within me, vibrations that remind me of the Osirion in Abydos.



There is a pyramid next to the temple ruins. I approach it and a few metres above me I see a cove where sand has been blown into. This looks like a good place to perform the ritual.



I climb up and take a seat. From here I have a nice view of the altar of this temple that was dedicated to the Light. I take in the image, close my eyes and absorb myself in the wonderful atmosphere. When I am ready, I take the little pouch filled with desert sand from the Ga’ab in Abydos out of my backpack. I carefully scatter the contents at my feet and mix it with the sand of Abu Garab …



Then my soul reconnects with this special place, outside of time. I know this temple! I grab my writing materials and the following words appear:



Dear sister, I am pleased to meet you here. Give me your hand and your trust and float back in time with me. We came here from the stars. Our love for the Earth and man made us want to be here. You, too, have been here before. You came here during the festivities, which were like a big carnival. You walked ahead of the king. You scattered flowers and burned incense. This temple was built and maintained with great love. Here the only True Power, symbolised in the Sun, was worshipped. May, under the auspices of the Rose Cross, the mysteries of this temple be revealed to you. Cro-Ma’at. Put your notebook away and pray with me.



I shut my notebook, lie on my back, close my eyes and dig my hands in the sand. About five minutes later I get a vision … I see a young woman standing on the threshold of the Holy of Holies of this temple. She’s wearing a white robe. I try to hold on to the image for as long as possible. I experience the subdued silence of this image around my solar plexus and heart chakra. If I have to describe it in words, I’d say: it’s an experience of Being. I am one with this place that exists outside of time.



I get up half in a trance, walk to the temple and go to the place I believe was the threshold to the Holy of Holies. I stand in the same way as the young woman I saw during my meditation, with my face turned to the Holy of Holies …



Suddenly, out of nowhere, I smell an intense floral scent. It seems to be the scent of roses. I feel emotional. A wave of happiness wells up in me and tears run down my cheeks again. I am the woman I just saw. This is where I stood, a long time ago I turn my face to the sun, spread my arms and sing the vocal sound Aum-Ra-Ma-Aum …



This is the second time I’m so clearly aware of a scent. The first time this happened was at the Museum of Antiquities in Cairo when I looked into the eyes of King Akhenaten.



If I still had any doubts about reincarnation somewhere in a corner of my Ka, they have now definitely been replaced by certainty.



My immortal soul personality is connected to the symbol of the Living God, Aton-Re.



Deeply impressed, I express my wish to be allowed to sleep here for a night, underneath the stars, so I can see the morning sun rise in the east, which the sanctuary faces.



A signal sounds. I have to say goodbye to this place and pull myself out of my transcendent state.



In the bus Aset tells us about the temple. This was originally open, without a roof, just like the temple in Tel el-Amarna. All temples dedicated to Re-Harachte or Aton could be recognised by this. I share my writing experience with Aset and she tells me the following: ‘Every year people sail from Abu Garab towards the Nile Delta to the Land of Bastet. That’s where the city of Tel el-Bubasta was. The festivals that were held there resembled the carnival festivities that we know today. People celebrated and drank beer for a whole week. That’s also where our carnival comes from.’



The words that come out of my pen are exciting and surprising every time.



Just before dark we enter El Minya.



After we’ve freshened up, we are taken to the city centre for dinner by horse and carriage. It’s a traditional Egyptian meal consisting of variously seasoned dishes. Everyone enjoys it. After having tea we return to the hotel. Everyone is tired.



When my alarm goes off the next morning, I realise I slept straight through the night. I wake up fully rested and after breakfast we get on the bus and Bedowin takes us to El-Ashmunein. I really look forward to seeing this place again. Last year, I also experienced that feeling of familiarity and coming home here.



Upon arrival I take the time to greet my ‘old soul level buddies’. Then I walk on to the spot behind the mystery school, where I performed my ritual last year. Yesterday I took some sand from the sun temple of Abu Garab and today I want to ritually mix this with the sand of El-Ashmunein.



Just like last year I take a seat on the floor against the wall, burn some incense and rub some lotus oil under my nose. Through my mother I tune into the energy of Thoth. As soon as I feel I have absorbed this energy I go ahead with the ritual proceedings. Then I take my notebook and the following words appear:



The Copts possess a part of the pure doctrine.



I close my eyes again.



A blurry image appears which slowly becomes clearer. The image takes the form of a lily, but the petals are women.



Slender women dressed in thin, long, soft pink dresses. They’re standing in a circle with their arms raised towards the Sun.



They’re singing a harmonious, delightful song …



Words appear again:



I am the fruit of my origin.



I am the tree planted by God. I am what I am. Here, I received my Voice, the Words and the Power to Act.



I am to use these.



So whole, so firm and so quiet.



I open my eyes. During my meditation, two soldiers with Kalashnikovs come along and stand 15 metres in front of me. They stare at me unashamedly. Half in trance, I kindly ask them to leave me alone, but they pretend they don’t understand English. When I try sign language, they move along about ten metres, but then stop again. I wait with my eyes half closed. They smile at me cynically. I try to focus again, but to no avail. No longer feeling free, I put my notebook away and wander around in the ruins of the mystery school until the departure signal sounds. We’re going to nearby Tuna el-Gebel.



After half an hour’s drive, we reach the catacombs of Tuna el-Gebel, but I haven’t regained my balance yet.



The guard, who knows Aset well by now, lets us enter without supervision. In a number of niches we see images of Djehuti (Thoth) with a moon on his head. Before dinner, we have moon represents the ‘Shadow of Re’. It’s a very profound and occult symbol. It shows us that the material universe as we know it is essentially a shadow world, a material cast of spiritual reality. Thoth, the Voice of Re-Harachte, was tasked with designing the spiritual world. The god Ptah was instructed at a later stage to create a material version, so that the fallen man had a place to live.



So, what we perceive is not reality. What we perceive is in fact a shadow of the universe as it exists on the spiritual level. All things considered, man actually lives in an illusionary world, but he regards it as reality.



In the many niches there are a lot of potsherds. They are the remains of what were once burial gifts. I take photos.



Wonderfully, there are lots of orbs here and I’m grateful that they want to reveal themselves to me, because it’s not usual to see orbs through the camera.



We visit the crypt again where last year I first saw Shoshana as a child. This time I have no extraordinary experiences.



After the visit to the catacomb, the others go to the nearby tomb of Isodora. I was there last year, but I felt no connection with her. Instead, I look for a quiet place in the shade and grab my notebook:



Are there no questions …? I am full of love for you. Do not be sad. Every life is worth living. People make mistakes, again and again, they don’t understand each other. Sekhmet was forced to use her energy in this place. Here, too, change had to be brought about. Over time, everywhere needs a change.



I shall guide you. I shall let you float to the stars on the wings of Thoth and the baboon’s call. These things will be loved again. In a world that keeps on turning, everything has its own process. Shoshana has learned a lot here.



The words stop and with sadness in my heart I say goodbye to this place again, maybe this time for good …



In the bus I am overwhelmed by emotions. I cry and experience a terrible feeling of loneliness, a deep feeling of abandonment. This was once my home …



On the soul level I feel the same connection with El-Ashmunein as I do with Abu Garab, Abusir and Abydos. I know the entire region between Abusir and Abydos. This was once my country. I’m unable to explain this to the others. Aset takes a seat next to me and I try to share my experience with her.



She has an explanation for the emotional state I am currently in and says: ‘The emotions you are now feeling have everything to do with the out-of-body experience you had at the ruins of the mystery school. Your experience was abruptly interrupted by the sudden appearance of those intrusive guards. Your soul personality is not completely back in time yet. That is the explanation for your current depressive feelings.’



All this makes sense to me. It feels like a part of myself has been left behind in time. Perhaps that also explains the strong feelings of homesickness I experience so often each time. With her hands, Aset brings me back to my senses. I return to the here and now.



We drive to Abydos without stopping. It’s a long way and when we arrive I am exhausted. My feet are swollen from sitting and I still haven’t regained my balance emotionally.



We stop in front of the new House of Life. It has become a beautiful six-storey building. Four storeys are divided into apartments with four double rooms each, a communal kitchen, a toilet, a bathroom and two seating areas. I get a quiet room on the first floor at the back. Thankfully, the hotel is equipped with air conditioning, so now I can leave my window closed at night and I will no longer be woken up by the four o’clock prayers of the imams.
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The origin of the Universe



In the Lotus garden, Merenit slowly and carefully pulls the writing table over his crossed legs. Then he attentively takes a sip of the slightly sour karkadé, clears his throat and turns to me.



‘As a preview of the course that you are planning to follow, I’d like to tell you something about the ‘Self’ and the different ’Levels of Being’ at which the ‘Self’ manifests itself. Knowledge about the ‘Self’ will help you get to the essence of your existence and find answers to questions such as: Who am I? What is the purpose of my existence? Why is this happening to me? Or, if there is life after death, what does that life look like? I’d also like to introduce the ‘Law of Cause and Effect’.’



Before Merenit continues, he reaches for the treats on the plate and encourages me to eat some too. I decline- the filling breakfast was enough for me.



‘Dear niece, be aware that the knowledge you are about to receive is occult. That means that it is kept hidden from the common people. The reason why this knowledge is not accessible to everyone will become clear to you.



Have you ever realised that the vast majority of people think that everything that happens to them should be attributed to the arbitrariness of the Neteru (the gods)?’ Merenit doesn’t wait for my answer, but continues with his story: ‘People are taught that if they make enough sacrifices to the Neteru, the Neteru remain benevolent. Personally, I think there’s some truth to this statement, because showing gratitude for the life you lead shows a little awareness. But the priesthood has come to value that conviction more and more, sometimes even excessively. Many priests have begun abusing this ignorance on a large scale, consciously or not. Talking to ignorant, simple-minded people, manipulating their fears about their salvation, illness, pain and death has led to self-enrichment in some priestly communities. This is not just my conclusion. Our new king Akhenaten thinks so, too, and is now trying to change that.’ Doubt appears on Merenit’s face after that last comment and he adds: ‘I wonder if the people are ready for that, but that’s a different story. I digress …



Today I’d like to tell you something about the origins of the human race and the source from which everything came.



After the birth of the material world and the emergence of the human race, sons of the gods descended to this earth. They were demigod-like beings who had withdrawn from the authority of their superiors of their own volition. These sons of the gods appropriated women who were then living on Earth, had fun with them and had children with them. These children grew into monstrous creatures that enslaved the original inhabitants of the Earth and even ate them. Evil spread rapidly and took inadmissible forms. Both mankind and the Earth fell into decline during that time. The spiritual world did not allow this and decided to cleanse the Earth of this evil.



The highest and most sacred being, who we have named Re-Harachte, ordered the goddess Sekhmet to cleanse the Earth of this evil. Sekhmet then sent an enormous celestial body towards the Earth, with devastating consequences.



The Earth made a quarter turn, which resulted in enormous landslides and violent tidal waves. It was so intense that practically all life on Earth was swept away in one fell swoop. Entire continents disappeared under water and land that used to lie on the ocean floor rose to the surface. After this devastation, it took thousands of years for the Earth to regain its balance and be brought back to life.



After this purification, Re-Harachte tasked the god Ptah, Sekhmet’s husband, with the creation of new vegetation and a new human race. He created these with the help of a few pure souls who had remained faithful to the divine laws and survived the disaster, together with their cattle.



Once again, sons of the gods descended to Earth. This time they were blessed sons who impregnated the daughters of the Earth by order of Ptah. A new human race emerged which settled along the banks of Kemet’s mighty river.



In the beginning, these new humans knew nothing about their origins. The Thrice Great Djehuti was therefore instructed to materialise and descend to Earth in order to provide this new human with knowledge about himself and the universe. In fact, Djehuti was the embodied Voice of Re-Harachte. The people along the river immediately recognised the authority of this divine messenger.



Our knowledge and wisdom of the laws of nature, mathematics, astronomy, anatomy and magic date back to that time. Because it was high-level complicated science, it was kept hidden from illiterates.



The knowledge was and is only reserved for initiates. Only those who have proved to be pure, with a Ka commanded by the Ba, may study these laws, apply them and in turn pass them on to the next generation of initiates.



Initiating knowledge can only be understood in the context of the continued existence of the Ba after death, re-embodiment and the realisation that other worlds exist outside of the earthly reality as we know it. A world which we cannot perceive with our physical senses, our eyes, ears, touch and taste.



By that I mean a semi-material, psychic or astral world. This world consists of different levels of Being which together form the home of Ba-souls. There is also a purely spiritual world, which has multiple levels of Being as well. The highest levels are inhabited by a hierarchical order of spiritual beings whom we call gods, and the lower levels are inhabited by non-incarnated Ba-souls. When these souls incarnate, they don’t do it out of a causal necessity, but voluntarily to help humanity evolve.



During the lessons I’ll call these worlds the Under- and the Upperworld, but these names are actually incorrect, because space and time do not apply to the spiritual worlds.’ Merenit reaches for his tea, but the bowl is empty. I get up and refill our bowls.



‘Shoshana, if you want to participate fully in life, by which I mean for your Ba to evolve, you first have to know who you are.



Knowing yourself is also a requirement to be able to understand all life around you.



That’s why it is important to realise that you are not your body. You are infinitely more than a collection of flesh, blood and bones, which only experiences pleasure and pain and perishes after death.



Just like there are spiritual and psychic worlds, there are also spiritual and psychic bodies. The trained eye of the initiated high priest can see both the spiritual and the psychic bodies, as well as the spiritual and astral worlds in which they reside. From the Thrice Great Djehuti we can learn that man is a ‘microcosm within a macrocosm’. It was he who said: ‘What is above is also below’.



Your physical body serves as a temporary shell during the earthly phase of your Ba’s existence. Your Ba is androgynous and consists of spirit energy. He or she is translucent, eternal and unchanging, and provides your body with life energy during your incarnated phase.’ Merenit squeezes my forearm for a moment and says: ‘You can feel the pressure of my fingers. A body without Ba and Ka is without conciousness and feels nothing. It is dead matter. Do you understand me?’



‘Yes, Merenit, after all, I have experience with dead monkeys.’ satisfied, Merenit nods and continues.



‘Your Ba also has a core. For simplicity, compare your Ba to a piece of fruit. Fruit has a seed inside of it. We call that seed Akh and it is the Life Principle of man.



Some fruits even have many seeds, such as the pomegranate. In that case we speak of a group of related souls.



During the Big Bang, the Life Principle separated from the Divine Source and became a Ba. Your Ba not only stores the life experiences that you’ll have during this incarnation, but of all your incarnations.



If we continue with the fruit metaphor, you know that fruit has peel. That peel symbolises your body. The flesh symbolises your Ka, or your psycho-emotional personality. It joins your Ba during birth. Together they maintain your physical body.
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Akh: the Life Principle
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Ba: the soul personality
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Ka: the personality






The Ka contains animal qualities. They make sure that man can survive and reproduce when his soul is in the material world. The Ka passes pain stimuli on to us so that we become aware of illness and injury. The Ka also controls our emotions. That means that the Ka rules over our lower emotional lives and contributes to our egoistic needs.’



Merenit points out the symbols for the different bodies on the papyrus scroll.



I nod. ‘Yes, I know the hieroglyphs from aba’s work.’



‘Right, and according to our doctrine, which is based on revelation, knowledge and experience, all vital organs in humans contain life energy. The trained eye of the priest can see their radiation in the form of an aura.



Organs such as the heart, lungs, kidneys, circulatory system, stomach, bile, liver, spleen, intestines, genitals, nose, ears, eyes and taste have consciousness. Even before an organ transmits pain stimuli, the trained eye of the priest can already see that the organ is failing. The priest can also see if someone suffers from psychological problems caused by a jinni or by people who use their knowledge for black magic. Everything is visible in someone’s aura.



The aura is clouded in that case and in severe situations it even changes colour. People who have no knowledge of Self, or people whose intuition is poorly developed or not at all, usually have more problems with organ failure or complaints of a psychological nature. If you choose to study surgical medicine, this topic will be discussed extensively.’



Merenit hydrates with a sip of karkadè and carries on with his lesson.



You must know, Shoshana, that when your life comes to an end and your Ba has completed its task on the earthly level, it leaves your physical body and is taken to Amenti by Anubis. Your Ba, which has stored all your thoughts and actions during your life, is weighed on the scales against the Feather of Maát.
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Weighing the heart






Djehuti documents the result and will then lead your Ba before Osiris for it to be judged by him.



This journey is impossible for the Ka, because, as said before, it’s semi-material.



The Ka is only useful for maintaining and protecting your body, and ensuring reproduction. But because the Ka can remain with the body for a long time after death, we mummify our dead.



Mummification keeps the body intact longer, so it can serve as a home for the Ka for some time. After all, it is not inconceivable that a Ka loses its way, certainly after a sudden death or suicide. Such a Ka can start to roam and look for another body to live through. This can have very nasty consequences for the person in question. For example, we know that many chronically mentally ill people, especially those who suffer from split personality disorder, hear voices that encourage them to commit murders and suicide. People with a manic-depressive disorder are also usually plagued by the Ka of deceased people. These people are taken to a high priest who then exorcises the foreign Ka. He makes sure that the lost Ka can reconnect with the elements of the Earth from which it came. Are you still with me?’ Merenit asks with a smile. ‘Yes, I am.’



‘Good, then I’d like to explain the spiritual home of the Ba now. After the transition, the Ba returns to the spheres that are part of the spiritual world. The Ba resides there awaiting a new incarnation. This spiritual world is translucent. This means that people can barely, or not, perceive it at all, because the vibration level is too high for the human eye. When the Ba has completed his or her journey through the spheres and all gates for the Ba have been opened, it will receive a rest period. When the Ba is ready for a new incarnation, it returns to Earth and seeks out a parental couple and habitat that match the vibration level he or she has acquired at the end of the previous incarnation …’



Merenit pushes the writing table off his knees, looks at me and says: ‘I have an assignment for you. Meditate on your Ka for a while. Consider her qualities and list a number of negative ones. Look openly and critically at yourself and discover the negative effects that these qualities can have on the unveiling process of your Ba.’



‘Yes, Merenit, I will do that. This topic fascinates me.’



‘Thanks to the knowledge that the Thrice Great Djehuti brought us, we can discover the truth about ourselves and get rid of illusions. Only through knowledge can we prevent our True Self, our Ba, from being obscured by actions that arise from ignorance. Although the law of cause and effect provides man again and again with situations to cleanse his Ba, prevention is always better than cure. Knowledge saves humanity from a lot of suffering …’



Before he gets up, Merenit stretches his legs with a painful face and says: ‘Oh yes, I almost forget the most important thing. The only attribute that the Cosmic World gave to man was Free Will. Only by applying Free Will is man able to find the way that leads to the origin of his existence.



Dear niece, I want to leave it at that for today. You have plenty to think about.’



I nod. ‘I have questions already.’



‘I believe that. I advise you to meditate on every question. The answers to all your questions are stored in your Ba. Trust that. You may not succeed right away, but keep practising. Try to imagine the functions and characteristics of your body, your Ba and your Ka. Learn to distinguish them. Your physical body is ultimately just a soundboard for your Ba.



Gaining knowledge and life experiences is just like learning how to weed. You learn what makes body and Ba sick and what heals them.’



Merenit rubs his stiff leg muscles. ‘Tonight I’ll visit the masseur. I feel it’s necessary.’ Then he beckons me.



We’ll now perform a ritual to open the channel to your Ba.’



He takes one of the mats that are rolled up everywhere along the walls, takes it to a large mulberry tree next to the pond and rolls it out.



‘Lie down on your back with your feet facing west.’



As I do so, Merenit burns some incense. Then he takes a small blue-green bottle out of the pocket of his robe and says: ‘This precious oil is extracted from the heart of the lotus flower. Before every meditation, rub some of this essential oil under your nose. Its vibrations will open your Ba to your daily consciousness.’



I take the bottle from him, open it and smell it. ‘I recognise the scent. This really smells divine.’



Merenit smiles. ‘Take this bottle with you to every lesson.’



I rub some of the oil under my nose and lie back down. Merenit kneels down at my head and takes it in his hands. After a short pause, he says: ‘Your feet are facing west, towards Umm El Qa’ab, the underground city where the dead kings of the past rest. Your head is facing east, where Aton, the life-giving sun, rises …



Focus your attention on your grandmother Rachel. Try to picture her face …’



I close my eyes and Merenit presses lightly on my temples. ‘Is it working?’



I nod affirmatively.



‘Now I will give you an affirmation which you must repeat before every meditation. It reads: ‘I, Shoshana, seek contact with Rachel. Rachel, help me open my channel and connect to my Ba, the home of my inner master. That’s how it may be.’



I repeat the affirmation. Then Merenit gets up, walks over to my feet and grabs them tightly. Quickly, a pleasant warm glow runs through my body. I concentrate I repeat the affirmation with dedication.



As I lay on my back completely relaxed, Merenit walks to a niche in the wall and returns with a small board and a little jug. He opens the jug and dips a goose feather in a dark red, syrupy liquid. With this he writes the name Rachel on the small board. Then he sits down next to me and says softly: ‘Now turn your attention to your grandmother. If you need to forgive her for certain things, do it now …”



I have nothing to forgive my grandmother for. I was five years old when she died. She was always there, she was a good cook and we played together. Perhaps grandmother had something to forgive me for. After all, I was always stubborn … I slowly doze off.



Merenit gently touches me and wakes me up. I look up, surprised.



I have no idea how long I have slept. Slowly I get up and apologise. I look with interest at the small board next to me. Merenit picks it up and places it on a large rock at the edge of the pond. Then he explains the meaning of the ritual: ‘The red liquid I used to write the name of grandmother Rachel on the board is called the Blood of Isis. It’s a full moon tonight and we’ll let the letters on this board bathe in the moonlight during the night. Tomorrow morning, at sunrise, I’d like to meet you here again …



The purpose of this ritual is to reconnect your Ba to your spiritual home, the dimension which every Ba is forced to leave when the umbilical cord is cut after birth.’



I look at him quizzically.



He nods and elaborates: ‘Before a Ba leaves his or her spiritual home to find a new earthly body, it will swing back and forth between the future body - the foetus in the mother’s tummy - and his or her spiritual home during pregnancy. At this stage, the Ba is still aware of the spiritual world. But once the umbilical cord is cut, the Ba can no longer return. This is a traumatic experience for every Ba. It is also the reason why babies cry when they’re being born. They literally feel the pain of being cut off from their spiritual homes. Sometimes this experience is so traumatic that the child cannot make peace with its earthly body. It doesn’t feel at home in it. These children often have problems with their immune systems. They can also suffer from inexplicable feelings of loneliness. At a later age those feelings can even turn into an inability to form relationships.



In every incarnation, a Ba has to learn how to take root in the body. If this doesn’t happen in the way it should, the new person cannot properly fulfil his or her new life task. That’s why it’s of vital importance that the incarnated Ba learns to love his or her body and learns to become acquainted with the elements that make up the material from an early age.’
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Course III
Effects of the Arab Spring



For the last part of the course I travel to Egypt once again in 2013.



On the evening of Friday 28th June, I land at Luxor airport just before midnight, together with Aset and a few fellow students. As I descend the steps from the plane, my nose is penetrated by the warm, sticky scents of Egypt. Even after everything I experienced last time, it’s wonderful to be back!



A taxi takes us straight to Abydos and a few hours later we enter the House of Life. Although it’s the middle of the night, we’re warmly welcomed by Horus, Tamir and Nadir.



It feels wonderful to come ‘home’ again. I can say this, because this place has become a safe home for me. It was here that I had the courage to be vulnerable during the ‘cleansing process’ of my soul personality. I’ve been able to share all the emotions and uncertainties that this process entailed in mutual trust and respect.



Over the next three weeks I’ll complete the Egyptian Healing course and with a few others visit Tell el-Amarna again to perform a forgiveness ritual for the soul personality, as was planned during the previous trip.



Our group is not yet fully complete. One man is due to arrive in a few days. He’s coming for the second part of the course and also wants to join us on the trip to Amarna. We are also still waiting for a staff member who is coming to Egypt especially for this forgiveness ritual as well. Like me, both of them had experiences during the meditation assignments in Amarna and the surrounding areas, independent of each other, suggesting that they, too, had an incarnation during the reign of King Akhenaten in the 18th Dynasty.



That’s why we’re going back to Amarna, accompanied by Horus and Aset, to perform a special forgiveness ritual.



After a long day of travelling, I crawl into the same bed around three o’clock, in the same room as last autumn. There is nothing scheduled for the next morning and I plan to sleep in. It will be a necessary day of acclimatisation, because in the summer afternoon temperatures here rise to 45 degrees or higher.



After breakfast, myself and a fellow traveller go to greet the temple of Seti and the Osirion. This is her first visit to Egypt. She came here mainly for the healing aspect and the meditations.



On the way to the temple I’m met by the familiar village scents of freshly baked bread and falafel and I feel happy and privileged.



Someone is calling us from a distance. Big and little Mohamed have spotted us and come running towards us excitedly. It’s a happy reunion with the boys. Neighbour Habiba also comes out and invites us for tea. We don’t accept her offer, but promise to visit her later in the week.



After buying an admission ticket we enter the forecourt of the temple. At first sight, nothing has changed. The water wells to the left and right of the steps look the same, but as I walk up the steps to the temple, I feel an uncomfortable shiver running down my spine.



Strangely, nothing seems to have changed here. Has my vibration level been altered as a result of my cleansing process? This could, of course, be an effect caused by the vibration level of the temple. I don’t know. I can’t put my finger on it yet.



At the entrance I see strange faces. Apparently, new guards have been appointed. We greet the men kindly, introduce ourselves and tell them enthusiastically to expect more visits from us in the coming weeks.



The men don’t move a muscle and look at us sternly and disinterested. They don’t even smile.



I now remember the conversation we had during the drive from Luxor to Abydos. Aset told us that ever since the Arab Spring came to Egypt, the Muslim Brotherhood have taken over the management and organisation of both the museums and temple events. New inspectors and guards have been appointed throughout the country. She also told us that the temple director, who was so beloved by the House of Life, had suddenly passed away.



This greatly affected the students of the House of Life. The meditation mats were removed from the Hall of Boats and meditation in the temple was no longer allowed.



We’ve only just entered when we meet the new inspectors. During our initial walk through the temple they continue to follow us intimidatingly at a distance. It makes me feel like I’m not free and detracts from this special reunion with the temple. When we want to sit down for a meditation, they immediately object. We obey the inspectors, get up and leave the temple through the back.



We go down the steps to the Osirion and take a seat on the floor against the rock wall.



The inspectors follow us and, very annoyingly, continue to watch us from a few metres away.



We try to talk to the men. We explain to them that we’re staying in the House of Life and that we’re here to study. We ask permission to meditate, write and draw if there are no other tourists. The inspectors give us blank stares and pretend they don’t understand us.



We sit a little while longer, but soon leave the temple complex.



We don’t feel comfortable with these men’s eyes on our backs.



During lunch we discuss how the situation in the temple has changed.



Aset looks sad when she says that, with the new inspectors, Horus doesn’t have any influence anymore. The House of Life struggles with this greatly, because the temple is vital to the learning process of the students. I know exactly what she’s talking about. After all, I’ve experienced myself that every hall and chapel has had a different energetic influence on my psychological and spiritual condition.



I draw a preliminary conclusion. If this is the new approach of the Muslim Brotherhood, then I no longer have much reason to be in the temple.



But to be honest, I’ve already had many good meditations and I don’t think the temple has much more to offer me. Nonetheless, it’s wonderful to bathe in its vibrations, even though they seem to be currently holding their breath.



After lunch I lie down for a while.



At four o’clock, when the heat has mostly passed, we gather on the veranda in front of the House of Life for tea. The topic of conversation is sand healing. A former student has come to Egypt this summer especially for this. I listen with interest, feeling curious.



Initially, I understood that sand healings would be particularly suitable for people with physical complaints, such as muscle and joint problems, but it gradually becomes clear to me that this form of healing can also find answers to spiritual issues. It is not uncommon for the deep relaxation caused by sand healing to create a state of trance, so that insights can be gained on a spiritual level.



I feel a slight tingle around my throat chakra- a sign for me to be alert. I weigh a few things against each other.



Firstly, I realise that, due to the new set-up in the temple, daily visits will not contribute anything to my learning process. Secondly, sand healings can only be held during this time of year, because the desert sand only heats up to the required level in the summer. Additionally, this will be my last long-term visit to Abydos for the time being.



After a few more personal questions about the effect of sand healings on my own learning process, I decide to participate in a series of seven sessions.



The sand healings are held in the late afternoon and last about an hour.



Before sunset, we take a walk to the garden next to the new House of Life. Under the shelter of the grapevine roof, we sit down on a wide mud-brick sofa covered with mats of braided palm leaves. From this atmospheric, quiet place we look out over the green fields.



Aset tells us that all villagers in Egypt receive a piece of land from the state to grow fruit or vegetables for personal use. There are also people who use the fields to grow date palms or lime bushes to sell or trade.



There are a few new faces in this group and we take the time to get to know each other better. We exchange experiences about the training while enjoying the sunset. When it’s time for dinner we walk back. Dinner is served on the roof terrace. From here we have a beautiful view of the temple of Seti, which is illuminated at night. After the spicy vegetarian meal, Nadir calls me over for a foot treatment. This consists of alternating hot and cold water baths and then a foot massage. I’ve received this treatment multiple times in the past and I know how hot the water can be. It is this time too. I can hardly bear the heat and start to protest, but Nadir insists that this is the secret of the treatment’s success. He reassures me that it’s only this painful the first time and not thereafter.



The foot massage that follows is very forceful, but afterwards I sleep wonderfully.
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The Neteru of Kemet and the Tree of Life



The next morning, again impressed by the atmosphere in the meditation garden, I go to see Merenit, who is arranging the teaching materials on his writing table under the pagoda. He greets me with a pat on my shoulder.



When I see the well-stocked tray and pick up the teapot to fill the bowls, I say with a smile: ‘Priests seem to want for nothing.’



I take a seat on the stool Merenit points out for me. He sits down next to me and pulls the writing table with two rolled up papyrus scrolls on it over his knees and closes his eyes for a few minutes. I look around, soak in the atmosphere of the garden and I feel privileged.



When Merenit comes out of his meditation, he unties the ribbons wrapped around the papyrus scrolls and rolls them out one by one.



‘Last time we talked about the composition of man; his physical body, his Ba and his Ka. Today, I will reveal a little bit about the origins of the universe. The teachings that mankind received from the Thrice Great Djehuti contain clear clues which allow us to visualise these origins.



The immeasurable universe is inhabited by various groups of spiritual beings who the priests call Neteru (gods and goddesses), and who the Levites call angels.’



‘I drew a Tree of Life for you. In this I’ve put the Levitical symbols, in addition to our symbols for the Neteru. Because Levite blood flows through your veins, I consider it my duty to introduce you to these symbols as well. You will notice that they are very similar.



Don’t be confused by the different names, but see what the symbols stand for.’



I nod, take a piece of ginger pie and slide the bowl over to Merenit. He takes a date cake and gestures for me to come sit closer.



‘This image shows a Flower of Life. It is an ancient symbol engraved on the wall of Kemet’s oldest temple of Osiris, which is here in Abdju. The flower of life is a perfect geometric pattern of interlocking circles enclosed by a main circle. It symbolises the sacred lawfulness of all life in the universe and shows that all this life is connected through consciousness; one in all and all in one. Within this figure we can find the Tree of Life. The circles of the Tree of Life represent Sefira. Sefira is the plural of Sefirot. Each circle represents a Divine Emanation. An emanation is an effluence. Emanations are therefore not created phenomena, but flowed from the breath of the Creator, as it were. According to the teachings of the Thrice Great Djehuti, emanations are attributes or capacities of the Creator himself, which have taken on spiritual forms at different levels of manifestation.



The shape of the Tree of Life lends itself perfectly to a schematic overview of these manifestations at the different
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The Tree of Life as the writer perceived it in her meditation.






‘Levels of Being’. At the same time, the Tree of Life is a schematic representation of the ‘True Man’ in his purest form, with the female attributes on the left and the male ones on the right. The tree trunk at the centre symbolises stability and harmony.



‘We can read the Tree of Life in different ways: from top to bottom, from bottom to top, from right to left and vice versa. Above the Tree of Life, in the form of the winged sun, you see the Universal Ba depicted as Re-Harachte. From this, as mentioned, emanated His Attributes which we symbolised in the form of Neteru.



From top to bottom, the tree also depicts the spiritual worlds that we divide into three levels of manifestation. At each level, three principles work in harmony, like a triad. At the very bottom of the Tree of Life, you see the Earthly level, the material or the sensory world, home of the physical man. We start at the top of the tree.



You can see a Dot in the winged sun. That Dot is the symbol of the Primordial Will. Everything that was, is and will be is based on Intelligence. Everything that exists comes from the Primordial Will.



In Levitical terms, the Dot is called Ain. The eternal and infinite Light, symbolised in the sun, is called Ain Sof. Light also symbolises Knowledge, just as Darkness symbolises the absence of Knowledge.



‘The upper sefirot at the top of the Tree of Life is called the Kether or Adam Kadmon by the Levites, or sefirot Re-Harachte by the Kemets.



Re-Harachte is a complex symbol, composed of multiple Divine Attributes. In this we also find all the Attributes of the ‘True man’ in three capacities.



‘Re-Harachte’s first appearance is Kepher, depicted with the head of a scarab. Kepher symbolises the rising sun and, as such, rebirth.
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He symbolises the young immortal Ba, the ‘True Man’, who stands at the beginning of his Earthly awakening process. Re-Harachte’s second appearance is Re, with the sun and the royal cobra on his head. The sun is now at its highest point in the afternoon and symbolises the matured incarnation of the Ba. King Akhenaten uses only this form, which he calls Aton. Re-Harachte’s third appearance is Amun, with the double crown of Upper and Lower Kemet on his head. This symbolises the setting sun and, as such, man in his final phase of awakening, when he has achieved ‘enlightenment’ and has become all-knowing.



From now on, I will call the three manifestations of Re-Harachte simply Re.



Am I making sense to you, Shoshana?’ I nod silently.



‘The first stage of the development of the universe is called the ‘World of Adam Kadmon.’ At this stage, Re still operates as the ’Non-revealed Light’. We’ll first go through the different levels. Then we’ll look at each of them separately.



‘Depicted symbolically, the emergence of worlds at different levels of manifestation begins when the Primordial Will, Re, who also symbolises the element of fire, creates the Primordial Ocean via his fist, or masturbation.



The Primordial Ocean, from which creation arose, is symbolised in Nun. She is the female, receiving aspect in nature, and symbolises the element of water.



Re then starts to work in Nun and from there emanates Geb. Geb is the Primordial Principle of the Earth. Both the Primordial Ocean and the Earth are still purely spiritual at this stage. You have to imagine this as an ‘idea’.



The divine thought that preceded creation.



So all things considered, Nun, the Primordial Ocean and Geb, the Earth, were already present in the semen of Re.’



Merenit takes a sip of tea and I offer him some more food, but he declines. Instead, he theatrically throws his right arm in the air and raises his voice. ‘Suddenly, a voice sounded in the Primordial Ocean. That voice was the ‘Word’ of Re, disguised as his messenger, the Thrice Great Djehuti. This Word initiated the creation of different worlds on different ‘Levels of Being’. The first Level of Being consists of pure spirit energy and therefore has a very high vibration number. It is therefore completely translucent.



The second Level of Being is spiritual in nature and further removed from the first, which resulted in The Light withdrawing slightly and creating a lower degree of vibration.



The third level of Being arises when the ‘Divine Idea’ moves even further away from the Light, so that the vibration number drops again. This is how the semi-material level arises. We call this level Amenti. From Amenti, a Ba can travel to higher Levels of Being or re-incarnate on the Earthly level.



Finally, the fourth material level of Being arises: the Earthly reality as we know it, with an even lower vibration number.



‘We’ll return to the first level, the moment that Geb starts working in Nun, the Primordial Ocean. Geb now becomes a creating energy himself. From the union of Nun and Geb, Heaven is born, symbolised in Nut.



Then Shu, the element Air, emanates from Nut. Now the first level, with the four elements, also called the level of the Life Energy of Spirit, is complete. In Levitical terms, this is the world of Atziluth.



‘Shu, the Air, has the task of separating heaven and Earth. When this happens, something important takes place on a spiritual level: Kronos, or Time, is created.



Then Geb, the Earth, joins with Nut, Heaven, and from this union a son, whom they name Osiris, is born. In Osiris, the Adam Kadmon, the True Man, takes shape on the psycho-emotional level. The Djet, which is shaped like a Tree of Life, is the symbol associated with the attributes of Osiris:



Structure, Durability, Strength and Austerity. Figuratively speaking, Osiris is therefore the backbone of man. In turn, Osiris now becomes the creating energy of the second level, called Beriah. Osiris does this by joining with his mother, the sky goddess Nut. From this union comes Isis, the female and receiving principle of the second level, the level of Creation. The attributes of Compassion and Wisdom are realised in Isis. As such, Osiris and Isis symbolise the instruments with which the later Earthly man can regain awareness of his True Human Being.



[image: image]



Because you must understand this, Shoshana … Only when Earthly man becomes aware of his origins, can he also become aware of his immortality. I sigh. In his enthusiasm, Merenit dismisses this with a laugh and continues:



‘Now pay attention, Shoshana. Before the god Horus can be created from Isis and Osiris, something essential must happen between the second and third levels, something that will have a major influence on the appearance of the later man on the material level.



As said, Kronos, or Time, arose when Shu, the Air, separated heaven and Earth. As soon as Kronos realises that he, too, has the power of creation, he starts to use it on his own initiative. Kronos does that by mating with his sister Nun, the Primordial Ocean.
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‘From this, Seth and Nephtys are born. This means that Osiris and Isis now have a half-brother and a half-sister, respectively. At this moment, the phenomenon of duality arises.



Duality is not a direct emanation of Re, but a causal consequence of Shu’s actions. With that, I’m not saying that the concept of duality is not present in Re, because something cannot simply come from nothing. That’s an important law of nature.



Kronos is therefore also called the ‘Shadow of Re’. On the psycho-emotional level, Seth and Nephthys represent the ‘dark active’ and the ‘dark passive’ aspects that we see being realised in the Ka. These aspects are then expressed in the sensory world of SPACE and TIME.



So the concepts of Time and Space are directly linked to the concept of duality.



Stored in the Ka is our survival mechanism, our instinct, which we need in the material sensory phase of our existence to physically reproduce and to survive.



In the mystery tale, the battle between Osiris and his half-brother Seth begins now. Seth is at least as headstrong as Kronos, Time. He even wants to have the exclusive right to create and therefore decides to murder his half-brother Osiris. He cuts his body into pieces and then makes them disappear. Isis is heartbroken, but recovers her lover’s body parts. Only the penis cannot be found. She makes a new one from ‘cosmic gold’ and then reproduces with Osiris. A third principle is born from this union on the second level, in the form of their son Horus.



Osiris, Isis and Horus thus form the ‘triangle of the gods’, to which Kemet’s mystery wisdom and mystery path are linked, namely:



Strength, symbolised in Osiris. Wisdom, symbolised in Isis. Beauty, symbolised in Horus.



Only when Earthly man enters the stage symbolised by Horus does he become aware of his perfection, his True Human Being, and will He Know Himself.



On the next level, the third, the level of formation, the god Ptah emanates from Horus. Ptah became the Creator of the sensory world. He is also called the god of craftsmen. Through Ptah, the ultimate physical man is realised in the sensory world. In the mystery tale, Ptah created man from straw and the silt of our sacred river, the Nile.



Khnum, also known as the guardian god of potters, is standing next to him. He creates the Ba. For Levites, Ptah is the equivalent of Yahweh.



Yahweh is also attributed the destructive powers which the Kemets symbolise in Ptah’s wife, the goddess Sekhmet. She is depicted with a lioness head. Ptah and Sekhmet are also the distribution points for the divine attributes, symbolised in the Neteru (gods) of the higher levels.



Look, Shoshana, when I had to meditate at the start of my studies on Sekhmet, as a symbol for one of the Ka’s attributes, I arrived at healing.



Cleansing and healing can only occur by the way of the Ka, so through causal suffering. That’s why destruction must take place before things can be created again. Sekhmet therefore has the task of destroying evil. She fights against the dark powers of Seth and Nephthys, our ego-oriented attributes. So when it’s time for renewal, Sekhmet uses her powers. This can be done individually or collectively, in the form of illness, accidents, natural disasters, epidemics, wars or in other ways. Something has to be broken down first, only then can Ptah start again with renewal.



Sekhmet’s second face is Hathor, the mother goddess. She symbolises love on the Earthly level, procreation, joy and dance.



‘Another son is born out of the union of Ptah and Sekhmet. He is given the name Nefertem. When Nefertem finally descends to the sensory world, his Ba is totally obscured by his material physical body. Because of this, he is in an unconscious state of Being. He is covered by a ‘Veil of Ignorance’, as it were. So this first man, Nefertem, can’t remember anything of his divine origins. That’s why we often see Nefertem depicted with a childlike hairdo, a lock on the side of his head. Nefertem thus represents the first, unconscious man at the beginning of his incarnations in ‘the World of Action’. Levites call this Malkuth. As you can see, these three form another triad.
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So the original True Man owes his ‘dark or unenlightened state’ initially to the unauthorised creative urge of Kronos, Time. Only by descending into the sensory world and taking on a physical body does the Ba have the chance, along the path of cause and effect, to regain awareness of his Divine Home from which he once fell, that Heavenly Immensity.



‘With every new incarnation that man begins in the sensory world, he continues his search for his origins as it were, for the Heavenly Vastness from which he once fell. In each life, his Ba, striving for awareness, looks for a new body and new living conditions that fit the lessons he has to learn in his next life. The law of nature ‘birds of a feather flock together’ applies here. The Ba in question will find the parents who match with him in terms of vibration level.



A person can only become aware of themselves in a material state, so this can only take place at the level of Malkuth, the Earthly or sensory level. All the above divine attributes and capacities, symbolised in the Neteru of Kemet, were bestowed upon man. With these ‘divine attributes’ he is able to search for the ‘Origins of his True Self’.



‘But, as I said before, Re-Harachte did not leave man to his fate. He gave him something very important: Free Will. With Free Will, man can choose between Osiris and Seth, in other words: between Good and Evil, between Light and Darkness. Free Will was therefore placed between Man and Nature. With this, man was given control over his own life and his process of karma.



‘There are no clues for an even lower level, but Kronos’ unauthorised actions led to the creation of the dark side of our existence, which for some may be equivalent to hell.



Basically, man has been given the Earth at his disposal to become aware of his True Human Being. Earth is the only place where he can encounter himself. What I’m trying to say is that Earthly reality is the arena in which man must fight to return to his Spiritual Home. This can only be done by way of karma, or cause-and-effect situations, by using Free Will. Via this law of nature, man will eventually become aware of his original glorious state of Being.



The most direct path to this is that of the middle, the path of Maát. This goddess symbolises the divine attributes Balance and Truth.



All Sefira, so all divine attributes, can be found in the Tree of Life. These will eventually bring balance to man and lead him to the Light that is Knowledge, which is symbolised in Horus. Anubis, depicted with the jackal’s head, will protect the Ba during its transition and lead it before Osiris, who, all things considered, represents our own conscience. There our heart, or our actions, will be weighed against the feather of Maát, Truth and Justice. Students who start walking the path of awakening should be aware that all of the aforementioned divine principles are at work within them. Nothing exists outside of man. We are a microcosm, an exact copy of the macrocosm.
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Weighing the heart






‘The kingdom of Re is inside, not outside, of man. The idea that the divine exists outside of man is a dangerous and wrong one. It encourages manipulation of the ignorant man by the priestly authorities. This has already resulted in a lot of darkness, misery and greed. It’s also the reason why King Akhenaten wants to change Kemet’s standard religion.



But his methods are quite radical. I hope that the ‘Divine Attributes’, which the Neteru essentially stand for, are preserved. Perhaps now you can understand why the established priesthood has started to revolt …’
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First sand healing



The intense urge to go to the temple every morning for breakfast which I felt in the past has suddenly disappeared. The others feel the same way.



Instead, we do a joint morning meditation before breakfast and then each draw a Voyager tarot card.



The first card I draw is Change.



Every stay in Egypt has brought me profound changes and this time will surely not be any different. It’s already started politically in the temple.



This morning, we study the materials for course III and at the end of the afternoon I join the first sand healing. We participate with two people. I’m asked to put on a white jellabiya and to pack clean clothes and toiletries. After the sand healing we will be covered in sand, which is why we’ll have showers in the former House of Life on the way back.



I am rather nervous. After all, it is quite hot in the desert and except for a small umbrella over our heads there won’t be any shade.



After lunch, I go to my room and turn on the air conditioning. This way it’s easy to get through the hottest part of the day. Almost all of Egypt is asleep around this time. Life starts up again after sunset and then continues into the small hours. I sleep like a log, but wake up from a bad dream at half past four:



I’m in a room with several other people. We have to go somewhere and I can’t find my jellabiya in the small space. A staff member’s eight-year-old daughter and husband are also there. I walk around bare-chested, speaking gibberish. I can’t walk properly, because I have no control of my muscles. I waddle from side to side and it looks like I’m drunk, but I’m not. I’ve been drugged. I try to explain to the others what’s wrong with me, but the words in my head come out of my mouth in the wrong order.



Then I collapse on the floor, crushing my glasses. Someone helps me up and puts me on a chair at the table. I gesture at my glasses, but no one understands what I mean. I feel severe panic because I can’t make myself clear. Only the child seems to understand me. She picks up my broken glasses and hands them to me. Then a man gives me a white coloured drink in a small cup. I refuse, but the man forces me to drink it. Another man sitting at the table across from me is given the same drink. He slides, almost unnoticeably, a golden Ankh over to me …



As I freshen up and put on a clean white jellabiya for the sand healing, I think about the dream. Was the dream a memory on the soul level? It has everything to do with El-Amarna, I realise suddenly.



I go downstairs, deeply impressed by the vivid dream. Everyone has gathered on the veranda for tea and I share my dream. The staff member nods knowingly, but says nothing …



Nadir and Amir arrive at half past four. They will take myself and Inge to the Desert Place, accompanied by Jacqueline and Aset.



The Desert Place is what the House of Life called the piece of desert they bought to perform sand healings. It’s located on the right edge of Umm El Qa’ab, the 5,000 year old cemetery.



The temperature is pleasant, about 35 degrees. This is very hot by Dutch standards, but in Egypt the air is dryer and that makes it pleasant. There’s a nice breeze and after a ride of about twenty minutes we arrive at our destination. Amir and Nadir dig the holes which we’re going to be lying in, at a reasonable distance from each other. Aset and Jacqueline will stay right beside us during the sand healing. This will take about an hour. I’m helped out of my jellabiya and I lie down in the hole wearing just a pair of shorts. Then I’m covered with the hot sand. My whole body is covered in sand apart from my head, which is wrapped in a scarf. An umbrella is placed over my head to protect me from the sun.



The sand presses heavily on my chest. This reminds me of being kids on the beach and burying each other in sand. But there is one difference: then you were shivering in the cold, damp sand and now you’re sweating.



The pressure of the sand makes me feel a bit stuffy. My heart starts pounding and I feel my veins beating against the sand. I ask Aset to remove the sand around my throat. I feel better after she’s done this.



Like silent guards of the desert, Amir and Nadir are sitting to my right. The mountain range surrounding the Qa’ab stretches out behind them. Aset sits to my left.



I stare at the blue sky above me for a while, then I close my eyes.



After about ten minutes I start to sweat. The sweat is streaming down my face. It itches. Aset notices and gently dabs the drops from my face and chases away the flies that are attracted to the salt. I appreciate her doing this, but it disrupts my attempt to meditate. I therefore ask her to pull my scarf completely over my face, so that it automatically absorbs the sweat and the flies can no longer bother me. This works well. The desert is quiet apart from the sound of the wind.



After a while I feel my heartbeat slowing down and my blood is no longer rushing through my veins. I can relax. First, I focus on my feet and relax my ankles. I release all the tension in my muscles from top to bottom with every exhalation. I forget my surroundings, surrender to the weight of the hot sand and sink slowly into a deep meditation.



I feel my aura growing. I float out of my body and see myself lying in the sand. It’s not easy to describe this process. Let me put it this way: I no longer experience myself as a physical body. I’ve become part of the desert and the sky above it. It feels intensely peaceful. Then I look down on myself and see my body covered in sand. I see that a Djet has been projected over it. As I mentioned before, the Djet is the symbol of Osiris and it symbolises the ‘resurrection’ of man.



Suddenly I become aware of a female energy on my right side. I immediately know who it is because I’ve known her. She passed over this last winter. I greet the honourable sister. Her presence fills me with deep gratitude.



She lets me know that, despite the help I seek and receive from others, I remain responsible for my own ‘resurrection’. I’ll be able to achieve this state of mind if I continue to strive for a pure connection with my inner master. Here in Abydos I get the help I seek and with that I’ll learn to transcend the attributes of my personality …



I’m deeply moved and thank her for her presence. The fact that she appears to me right here and now is perhaps the most inspiring moment of my life, besides the contact I had with my mother in the temple. Death really doesn’t exist! Believing in this has now become a definite knowing.



For a moment I think back to Karnak. There, two years ago, I circled around the great scarab seven times. Not to get pregnant, which was the custom in ancient times, but with the intention to transform the seven negative attributes of my Ka into the higher aspects of my Ba in this lifetime … The Change, the card I drew this morning, has begun.



Aset whispers my name and I feel the scarf being removed from my face. I look into Aset’s face, but I’ve lost all sense of time. With her great expertiseand empathic skills, she knows I need time to fully return to my material shell.



I tell her about my findings and she writes them all down in my notebook.



When I’m back again in the here and now, Nadir digs me out and helps me up. I’m carefully dusted off. Then the jellabiya is pulled over my head and Nadir puts a blanket around my shoulders. Amir, with that lovely wide and toothless smile on his face, puts a cup of hot tea in my hands. I feel wonderful. Completely rosy and totally relaxed, I look at the sand I’m sitting in and see that it’s loose, drenched in my sweat.



Then I look at my fellow ‘sand flee’. She, too, is staring rosily into the distance.



After we’ve finished the tea, we get in the car. We take a different route out of the desert to the village. In the former House of Life we rinse the sand from our bodies and put on clean clothes. It’s dark when we walk to the new House of Life. I’m hungry. A sand healing is hard work. A while later we’re having dinner. For starter we have lentil soup with Egyptian bread. The vegetarian main course that follows consists of fried potatoes with a seasoned, stewed vegetable mix of onions, bell peppers, tomatoes and courgettes.



That evening, I have my first conversation with Horus. We discuss the Amarna period. Besides completing the training, Tell el-Amarna is the main purpose of my trip.



Because of the dream I had during my afternoon nap, I mention the report of the second course again. In it, Horus described how many of Thot’s priests and priestesses were heavily treated with black magic during the reign of Pharaoh Akhenaten.



Horus tells me why that happened. I will summarise his explanation below.



When Akhenaten came to power, polytheism in Egypt was banned. Almost all the Egyptian gods were dismissed, especially the local ones, and the religion of Aton became the new state religion. The Sun became the symbol for the One True God. The priests of Amon in Karnak and Thebes strongly opposed this. All who refused to convert to monotheism lost their jobs and status. They were literally pushed to the side. But King Akhenaten left the Mystery School of Thoth, located right next to the new governmental city of Akhaten (Tell el-Amarna), alone. The reason Akhenaten remained benevolent towards the priests of Thoth, was because he needed them for their knowledge and skills. This branch of the priesthood not only possessed knowledge of the ‘Laws of Nature’, but they also learned to develop their psychic powers. They knew how to get in touch with their eternal, unchanging Ba, enabling man to communicate with the spiritual world.



King Akhenaten was dependant on their knowledge, but he wanted to stop the priests from contacting the spiritual world through their souls. To this end, King Akhenaten subjected the Ka of these priests and priestesses to a radical treatment …



With black magic spells and a drink containing a drug-related narcotic, he managed to block the channel that naturally connects man with his soul personality and the spiritual world. After the treatment, the priests and priestesses were no longer able to use their intuitive powers, because their souls were cut off from the daily consciousness, as it were. As a result, they were no longer able to contact their inner masters and the cosmic world through meditation. Many of Thoth’s priests and priestesses were psychologically crippled this way during the Akhenaten era. In some cases, this evil practice had such terrible consequences that these unfortunate people were on the brink of insanity. According to Horus, this form of black magic has had a lasting impact on the soul personalities of these priests and priestesses, even in subsequent incarnations. To get a good understanding of the ill consequences for these people, Horus describes it as follows:



The black magic treatment placed a thick shell around the soul personality of the priest or priestess concerned, figuratively speaking. As a result, the channel that normally connects man to his inner master was closed off.



But the theoretical knowledge about the ‘Laws of Nature’, a matter of intelligence, or the brain, remained unharmed by the treatment.



The mystery school of El-Ashmunein (Khemnu or Hermopolis), which bordered the Tell el-Amarna region, remained in use during the reign of King Akhenaten.’



From my meditation reports, Horus noticed that I always communicated with the cosmic world indirectly, for example through a guide. I wasn’t the only student who did this. There were a few others. Horus considers it likely that we all had an incarnation in the 18th Dynasty.



I ask Horus if he thinks my soul personality was also treated with black magic in that incarnation. He nods and says: ‘I already suspected as much during the first course. Because a wall remains between you and the cosmic. You contact the cosmic indirectly, through third parties. The danger of this is that the messages you receive during your meditations may be distorted or unclear. The rituals I’ve received for you and the others will undo the influence of this earlier black magic. The barrier that was placed around your Ba during that incarnation is still hindering you in this life and blocks your developmental process.’



I can somewhat imagine the practice of black magic. In ancient times, magic was greatly valued and it was used a lot in both sickness and health and in many other areas of life.



Then I tell Horus about my dream with the drink the man offered me, the child, the glasses and the golden Ankh.



He nods knowingly and says: ‘You see it. It will all become clear to you. Your Ba will show you the truth.’



Then the topic of homosexuality is discussed. One of the people who is coming to El-Amarna is gay. According to Horus, this kind of relationship was very common in El-Amarna during the 18th Dynasty. Horus says he’s still looking for an explanation for this explosive growth at the time.



That night as I lay in bed and reflect on the conversation, I remember an intense period in my life. I was in the middle of a divorce.



Due to a combination of stress and an unhealthy lifestyle, I developed a form of epilepsy. When people around me urged me to go to hospital and seek treatment, I had severe anxiety attacks.



For as long as I can remember, I’ve been innately suspicious of doctors, neurologists and psychologists. I’ve also always been terrified of medication.



Deep in my heart I’ve always known where my fear of medication came from.



I was afraid of losing the intuitive powers that I possess by taking medication.



My biggest fear was that the doctors would drug me and turn me into a zombie …



I also had a deep-rooted distrust of charismatic people. I always closed myself off whenever I was around anyone like that, but I never knew why. Then I remember another incident.



When I was twelve, I fell and dislocated my shoulder. The doctor who reset it made a mistake and broke my arm bone underneath. To repair this fracture, I had to be anaesthetised. In preparation for the anaesthesia, I was injected with a sedative. When the drug started to take effect, it felt to me as if the doors of hell were being opened. I saw all kinds of horrible images: people grabbing me and putting things in my mouth. They were all vague images and emotional experiences that I couldn’t place. I screamed in fear, resisted violently, but eventually passed out.



Later, in the 1970s, my first experiment with hashish was also horrible. A few puffs of the cigarette were enough to reopen the doors of hell. I never touched hashish again!



In my youth and during my travels through France and Egypt, extrasensory and meditative experiences convinced me that the soul personality takes the impressions it gains in one incarnation into another. If my soul personality, as Horus suspects, was exposed to bad practices related to drugs and coercion by charismatic people in a previous incarnation, it’s not inconceivable that my soul personality took that experience with it into this life.



With Horus’s explanation in mind, I revisit many of my life experiences. I list them again and start to notice similarities. I’m even able to let previously repressed memories resurface and reflect on them.



The ‘words’ of the sister during the first sand healing also become more meaningful now. She let me know that, despite the help I seek and receive, I remain responsible for my own ‘resurrection’ at all times. This ‘resurrection’ is a state of mind that I can only achieve if I strive for a pure connection with my soul. I’m very happy with the help I receive from the House of Life and I have full confidence in it.



Suddenly, it lightens up around me. Pieces of the puzzle are falling into place again. I feel protected and make another decision.



I’m going to give the forgiveness ritual in Tell el-Amarna a chance!
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The Neteru of Kemet and the Tree of Life Continued



‘Shoshana, I want to come back to the passion story of Osiris. In it, the goddess Isis recovers the parts of Osiris’ body which were torn off by Seth.



This story is actually about death and resurrection. It’s a mystery that provides a symbolic insight into the concept of the wholeness of man.



If, at the end of our incarnations, we have succeeded in overcoming our negative Ka attributes by subordinating them to the attributes of our Ba, it means we have reconnected with our True Human Being. In other words, we have forged a relationship with the divine that is within us. The penis that Isis made from the cosmic gold symbolises our inner master. By forging this relationship we once again become Whole and Conscious.’



‘With this information in mind, look at the sphinx I drew at the bottom of the Tree of Life. As a model, I used the Sphinx which is next to the great pyramid in the river delta. Our king’s great-grandfather, Thutmose IV, had him dug out of the desert sand and placed a stele in front of it.’



I carefully look at the image. Suddenly, I realise something: ‘That sphinx could symbolise man who has become aware. The human head could represent our will, the Ba, and the animal body of a lion could represent our Ka, our instinct. The sphinx then shows us the victory of the Ba over the Ka.’
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‘Yes, you could explain it that way. When man becomes aware of his Divine State of Being, he can also put an end to his causal rebirths that keep drawing his Ba back to Earth and trap him in desires and urges.



Through this symbolic representation, the purpose of mankind becomes instantly clear.



With Free Will, man is able to choose a way back from duality. The sphinx is therefore a beautiful symbol for true Art of Life. If we manage to balance the attributes of the left and right sides of the Tree of Life, we will be able to walk the ‘golden middle way’.



That means we have then managed to bring harmony into our lives.



You must therefore meditate primarily on the trunk of the tree. Tune in to the attributes of Djehuti, Maát and Horus. These Neteru will help you get in harmony with yourself.’



Merenit is silent. I get up with a clear sigh and refill our tea bowls. With the bowl in my hands I walk around deep in thought and finally I say: ‘Merenit, can you also explain the origins of matter?’



In a way, I already have a little bit. See, Shoshana, the energy that makes up Re-Harachte is androgynous in nature, meaning it’s made up of a positive and a negative form of vibrational energy. Both forces are needed for the creation of matter. The Kemets symbolise these two forces in poles as Re, the Sun, and Joh, the Moon. Positive and negative forces, respectively. To get a good idea of how the universe was created, you could imagine a big ball. The ball expands under the influence of the ever-moving vibrational energy. This continues until the pressure on the wall becomes so great that the ball can no longer hold it, and explodes.



As it were, Re-Harachte exploded into countless sparks in the same way. Huge chaos ensued which was finally sorted by the Thrice Great Djehuti in the positive poles on the right and the negative poles on the left.



Creation then began by combining the positive and negative poles. The firmness and transparency of creation were determined by the degree to which the Light withdrew to the different Levels of Being. The further away the creation drifted from the Source, the less Light it could absorb. Thus, the creation slowly became less transparent which made its appearance firmer. This process continued on all ‘Levels of Being’. The first world, the World of Emanation, which the Levites call Atziluth and in which the True Man emanated, was purely spiritual, so transparent in nature.



In the next world, the World of Creation, Beriah, the Light withdrew further, with the result that this creation became less transparent and thus firmer.



In the world after that, the World of Formation, Yetzirah, this process intensified. Finally, the Light withdrew completely and the material world visible to us, the World of Deeds or Action, called Asiya, arose.



All creations, from minerals to plants, from animals to people, all became visible to the physical eyes of man.



So, Shoshana, the answer to your question is: matter originated from the withdrawal of the Light. This process unfolded step by step, layer after layer. The Levites call this process Tzimtzum. Compare it to the hot mass in the interior of the Earth. When that mass flows out through the volcano, it cools and solidifies into a solid, dark coloured shape.



Merenit, I think I’m beginning to understand, but I’m very happy with the drawing. This is a great memory tool.’



I pick up the papyrus scroll and study it. ‘Could you take me to the Osirion one day? I would like to see that drawing in real life.’ He nods, puts a piece of ginger pie in his mouth and says with his mouth full: ‘I’ll show it to you eventually. Look, Shoshana, everything in creation is a ‘number’ and subject to law and vibration. All created things vibrate with, in and through each other, so everything is inseparably linked. If a particle loses its balance, another particle follows. That’s why knowledge, balance and truth are the most important things in life. For knowledge we need the attributes of Djehuti and for balance and truth we need the attributes of Maát, so we can finally see the beauty of the Light, which is Horus.



The Flower of Life on the wall of the Osirion is evidence of this law. This symbol was left to us by the Voice of the highest Netjer who provided us with knowledge of the laws. We must make sure that mankind doesn’t lose this secret knowledge. Only by studying and applying these laws can man return to his divine state of Being, which is a state of Knowing.’



Merenit rolls up the papyrus scrolls, ties ribbons around them and gives them to me.



‘Keep these safe. Other neophytes don’t need to see this.



This knowledge largely matches that of the Kemets, but some people get very nervous when ‘True Knowledge’ suddenly turns out to have more sources.’



I give him a nod, smiling knowingly, take the scrolls and stroke them before they disappear under my dress.



Merenit nods and says: ‘For a correct and clear understanding of the Tree of Life, I recommend you meditate on it. All the answers are stored in your Ba.



The last ritual purified your channel towards the spirit world and restored the connection with your ancestors and the cosmic world.



During the training you’ll learn to contact the different ‘Levels of Being’. It’s not inconceivable that, because you are connected to this line through your mother, you’ll receive images or texts related to the Levitical tradition.’



I lean back and frown.



Merenit smiles and asks: ‘What don’t you understand, dear niece?’



I stare straight ahead, looking for the right words. ‘Merenit, when you told me about the origin of the universe and the role of the Neteru, I saw an image that reminded me of hands with fingers; the gods seemed to be the fingers on Re-Harachte’s hand.’



‘That’s what I mean, Shoshana. Meditate on the symbols and you’ll get explanations which are the easiest to understand for you. But be aware that there are individual and collective symbols.



See, you can look at it this way: when man wandered out to populate the Earth after he was created, he did so in groups. Those groups became tribes, which then evolved into peoples. Re never abandoned mankind. Sons of the gods were sent to all these peoples to teach them about themselves and their origins, so that they could find the way back to their ‘Divine state of Being’. But all these peoples interpreted the passing of knowledge in different ways.



Also, false prophets, sons of Seth, incarnated from the darkness and the peoples began fighting each other over the truth. They wanted to convince each other of their own right. True Knowledge has always been withheld from commoners. It was and is reserved exclusively for the priestly class. You may wonder why, but there’s a good reason for that. In order to fathom Higher Knowledge, fallen man, being a young and unconscious soul, must first evolve morally and that takes many lives. It is a fact that the still unconscious man can cause great damage with Higher Knowledge. Where there is good, there is evil. But ultimately, every Ba will evolve to the extent that it can fathom that knowledge. Therefore, this knowledge must be kept safe.



But remember this, Shoshana, knowledge undeniably comes with great responsibility.



‘I want to tell you something more about offerings.



The purpose of bringing offerings is to keep our Ka small.



Giving something to others, or serving others, without wanting anything in return, are beneficial to both the Ba and the Ka.



But if someone brings offerings for selfish reasons, both to God and another human being, this will inevitably turn against that person. Many people are not aware of this and priestly communities like to keep it that way, because they benefit from it. It’s a cruel world. Ignorant people tend to depend on other people and deities who seem to exist outside themselves. Ignorant people also like to have something tangible. For example, they want images of gods, people or objects to worship and to beg for favours. This weakness encourages deception and dishonest practices by priests and leaders. They are human attributes typical of materialistic individuals …



Something else, which is loosely related to this, is magic. I told you that everything consists of vibrations. If people send out devout thoughts to an object, an image for example, then those devout thoughts will unite with that image. That’s also the secret behind the efficacy of amulets.



If you dedicate your thoughts to something, or put your trust and belief in something, it works because your thought vibrations influence the vibrational number of that object.



Here, too, there’s a catch: where there is good, there is evil. You see, polarity permeates everything. Black magic is a negative application of this law and will often be touched upon in your training. Above all, it is a matter of Free Will.’



I nod. My interest in man, life and death has been piqued by Merenit’s explanations. I thank him for the lesson and his effort. He smiles and bows his head in service: ‘You are an interested student and that makes teaching a pleasure for me.



But now for something different. I have a surprise for you.’ I look at Merenit in anticipation.



‘You may join your father in the desert camp where the mummification is taking place. Your father is leaving the day after tomorrow, early in the morning. If you want to join him, come to the water wells in the square outside the temple at sunrise. The camp is upstream along the river, about a five hour journey from here.’



‘How wonderful, Merenit! Oh, how lovely. Tell him I’ll go!’



‘I hope it’ll be pleasant for you’ Merenit says doubtfully, with a grim expression. In any case, it’s not my hobby and it never will be!’ I smile at him.



‘I’m meeting your father tonight and I’ll tell him you’re going with him. Now go to the women’s quarters and sort out your things. Pack some personal items for about ten days, because there’s not much available there, certainly not for women. Please discuss this with Dazmen.’ He gets up, holds out his hand and helps me up. ‘I’ll see you again in a few months, dear niece. That will probably be in Khemnu. I hope the next few weeks will live up to your expectations …’
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Second sand healing



The acclimatisation went well. For the first few days, I felt as if my blood pressure was increasing, but that has passed. I think the cold karkadè is having a positive influence. As a precaution, I take dietary supplements to maintain my mineral balance, because I sweat out a lot of salt in the desert during the sand healing.



After breakfast, we take a look at how the construction of the apartment complex and the study centre is progressing. All the walls are finished, the pool is in, and they are busy smoothing the walls with cement. Then they will be painted white. It will look wonderful once it’s finished. I spend the rest of the day studying, having lunch and lounging, which is lovely as I could use a bit of a break.



At four o’clock, tea is served on the veranda. Half an hour later, Nadir and Amir arrive to take us to the desert for the second sand healing.



After the sand healing, Amir always makes delicious tea. We ask for the recipe, but he refuses to share it.



When everyone is in, we drive into the desert. It’s not as windy today.



The men dig our holes about 25 metres apart. Inge and I lie down in them. Then we are covered with the hot sand, a parasol is placed over our heads and our guides retake their positions. It becomes quiet in the desert, very quiet. It’s a sensational experience. The curious tension from the first sand healing has disappeared. I can now surrender directly to the weight of the sand, focus on my feet and direct my breath towards them. After that, I move my focus up to my limbs, torso, neck and head, and pay ample attention to each chakra.



Then a blue and white circle begins to spin in my mind’s eye. It runs from my heart to my head.



I tell Aset this, as she is sitting next to me with my notebook on her lap.



‘Try to bring the circle down to your feet,’ she suggests. I do as she says. I let the circle spiral down through each chakra to my feet in the sand. I want to cleanse myself physically as well as psycho-emotionally, and let the spiral rise up again from the desert sand to my crown, thereby visualising that the earthly energy of this special place heals me on all levels of my Being.



Then a lemniscate from my heart chakra starts to spin via my throat chakra to my third eye. Fascinated, I follow the lemniscate. My throat chakra is where the lines intersect.



After a while, a text comes to mind: via the head to the heart, via the heart to the head. I’ve written a similar text before …



I keep repeating the text, meditate on it and then I remember! This text came to me a while ago, during the meditation assignment at the large statues of the baboons at the entrance of the mystery school in El-Ashmunein. Via the path of knowledge, the head, we can understand the symbols of the heart, the soul. In other words: I can get to know myself via the path of knowledge. That is what I was aiming to achieve with this series of sand healings: to get to know myself.



Then another text comes to mind.



‘Sun, eternal principle of fire, cleanses the one who longs for truth with its astral vibrations. Its warmth gives life to those who seek to regenerate, and its light spiritually enlightens the wandering spirit of man from desire.’



Then I hear sounds I don’t understand.



I ask Aset.



‘Sounds belonged to the priestesses of Thoth. The intonation of vocal sounds made them more sensitive to the spiritual world.’ I nod in agreement. I can fully imagine that! Then I hear a familiar song. If there were still any doubts, I now know for sure to which group I belong. Oh, love that knows no fear.



Oh, love that my heart turns to. Oh, love that frees my soul.



Oh, come and stay forever.



I hear Aset whispering: ‘It’s time. The hour has passed.’



I slowly become aware of my surroundings.



After drinking the hot tea I’ve ‘landed’ again. I ask Aset if everyone who undergoes sand healings has such wonderful experiences.



She tells me that Abydos is also called a ‘Stargate’.



Most people who meditate here or undergo treatments like this have very personal experiences. Because every person is unique, the meditation experiences are also unique and different. The outcome of a meditation depends partly on the questions you want to have answered.’



I tell her that I participate in this sand healing not so much from a physical perspective, but because I want to get to know myself better. I want to learn to make a pure connection with my inner master.



With some help I struggle to get up. Despite the hot sand, I’ve become stiff from lying down, but I already long for the next session.



That evening, we hear about more fighting in Cairo and Port Said.



Deaths have been reported.
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The course of the cleansing process



The warm bath last night did me the world of good after the long journey. Feeling rested, I open my balcony doors and to my surprise I see that I am looking straight at the temple of Seti. I make a cup of coffee and as I enjoy the view from my balcony, I slowly wake up. At around eight o’clock I go to the restaurant on the fifth floor, where we have breakfast together.



An hour later I walk to the temple. It’s wonderful to be back in Abydos. I sit down on the low wall near the water well on the left side of the forecourt. It is my favourite spot and I look around. The fox and her young are no longer there, but other than that not much has changed. The view of the temple with the pale blue sky above it evokes the same emotions of serenity in me as before. The sky here is rarely bright blue. Since the construction of the dam at Aswan, the Nile Valley has become narrower and the desert is winning ground. The ever-present wind is constantly blowing the dusty desert sand up very high..



I close my eyes and listen to the sounds around me. Cooing pigeons, a cawing crow, children’s voices coming from the village and barking dogs in the distance.



I focus my thoughts on Merenit and greet him … Suddenly a familiar voice says: ‘Salaam, lady, welcome back to Abydos!’ It’s one of the guards who recognises me. After a lovely conversation, I walk barefoot up the stairs which lead to the entrance of the temple.



Following Ancient Egyptian customs, I greet the temple upon entering. I do this by keeping the temple wall to my right, while walking all the way through it.



What a moment of bliss!



When I arrive at the Hall of Boats, I take a meditation mat and walk to the shrine of Ptah. Sitting in a corner of this shrine, my first meditation is focused on my parents and grandparents. I ask them to bless me during my stay in Egypt. Then I take my notebook out of my backpack and the following words appear: What is not here now, can come. Patience is a prerequisite for everyone. There is a time for everything.



Welcome darling, welcome! This journey is not going to bring you exactly what you thought it would. But believe me, a lot will happen. In the future, you are going to spread your wings. You may travel to the spirits. Close your notebook and give us your blessing, too …



I read the text. Indefinable feelings of doubt and uncertainty wash over me. They coil through my lower body like a snake. Horus taught me that doubts are caused by the Ka, my personality.



I observe this emotion and know that I should not get carried away by it. I also realise that, if I want to complete the learning process which must lead to the unveiling of my soul, I need to have faith.



I get up, walk through the Hall of Osiris to the Hall of Hope and roll out my mat. Enjoying the silence, I surrender to a nap in the temple. I wake up around eleven o’clock and make it to the Osirion just before lunch.



At the Osirion, a few fellow students are meditating and I quietly join them. My energy immediately resonates with the vibrations of devotion that prevail here and when I close my eyes it feels like I’ve never been away. I respectfully greet the mighty energy that lives here and I devote myself to its “silent power” …



Around lunchtime we walk back to the hotel together. Seeing the temple again has made everyone visibly happy.



During lunch we meet the new chef. He looks excited and enthusiastically explains the traditional Egyptian meal he has prepared for us. The food is delicious and the chef visibly enjoys our compliments.



Nothing else has been scheduled for today. I’m very happy about that, because I really need a rest day. After my afternoon nap I have tea with Habiba. I met her during the first course. It’s wonderful to see each other again. She looks beautiful in her bright red dress and seems happy and content. Her English is minimal, but we understand each other nonetheless and she proudly shows me her pigeons and new oven. Her home is small and simple. It feels cosy. We drink tea in her little garden, under a few large date palms. Her dog is sleeping in the shade by the gate, tied to a rope. It’s an intimate and peaceful place, located next to a wide irrigation ditch.



Habiba is married, but doesn’t have children. Her husband is a taxi driver and currently working in the city. When I get up to leave, she puts a winged scarab in my hand. Her gift to me. On the back, the scarab is decorated with a sphinx and the cartouche of Tuthmose. At first glance, this funerary piece of jewellery looks like an antique, but I’m almost certain it isn’t. They have become masters in counterfeiting these things here. But nevertheless it’s a lovely piece and I’m happy to have it. Before we say goodbye, I give her some money, because I’ve come to realise that a small contribution to her livelihood is most welcome.



At half past five all students gather on the porch at the entrance of the hotel.



We drink tea and talk until dinner time. As there is no lift, we walk up the stairs to the restaurant, which is on the fifth floor. It’s quite a climb, but also good cardio, because I don’t get much exercise here in Abydos.



Above the restaurant is a large roof terrace. From there, at the back, there is a beautiful view of the new apartment complex with swimming pool, and the future student accommodation behind it.



The view from the front looks out over the village, the temple and the farmlands. The student accommodation will consist of two silence chapels, a lotus pond, many bedrooms and a few workspaces.
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After dinner I go to my room. I work on my notes and call home. My boyfriend tells me that his eczema has gotten so bad that he went to hospital. I’m devastated.



At eleven o’clock I turn off the light, but mosquitoes buzzing around my head keep me from falling asleep. I wake up for the umpteenth time at three o’clock, this time because of a bad dream that has me sitting upright in bed.



The dream is about Horus and me:



I’m on my way somewhere with Horus. I don’t know where we’re going. For reasons that should stimulate the development of my spirituality, he rubs himself against me. I feel his erection through my clothes. He has an orgasm and falls backwards. I look down at him in disgust, his jellabiya pulled up and his underwear pulled down. I see his dark penis shine. Despite feeling shocked, I also feel slightly sexually aroused and that confuses me the most.



How should I explain this dream?



I emphasise that only the dreamer can explain their own dream. Every person has their own dream symbols.



The environment and atmosphere that emanated from the dream definitely felt Egyptian.



Do I touch on the training with great anticipation, but am afraid to give myself completely? Am I afraid to put my trust in the teacher? If so, where do this fear and reluctance come from? Could I, at a soul level, be afraid of charismatic teachers? If so, does this experience relate to this life, or does it come from a past life related to Egypt which is stored in the memory of my soul personality?



It could also be that I long for a connection with my guide or my inner master, but that I am also afraid of “the path” that leads there …



When I wake up in the morning, I feel unbalanced, depressed even.



Today we start fasting. This is to learn to bring our Ka under the control of our Ba. It will make the meditation easier.



I get dressed and take a seat on the balcony. Strangely, after doing this I am exhausted. I am shivery and my legs feel like lead. I grab a vest.



As part of the training I’ll be getting a massage this morning, but until then I crawl back into bed. I try to read the teaching materials, but can’t do it.



I have a great need to be alone. I found the intense contact with my fellow students during the past week’s travels difficult. I just don’t fare well in groups.



I also haven’t gotten around to processing all the feelings I’ve had during the past week. Everyone who participates in this kind of training undergoes a cleansing process and everyone reacts to that in their own way. When I’m tired, my shield seems to be thinner. It then becomes more difficult for me to shut myself off from the vibrations of others. That’s why I prefer to meditate in a temple by myself, as it prevents me from picking up the emotions of others.



When it’s time for the massage I go downstairs. I have the massage just because it’s part of the program, but that’s all. During the treatment the chills increase and I become very cold. My prostetic shoulder starts to hurt and the masseur doesn’t seem to understand my wishes related to this.



My whole body shivering, I get down from the table after half an hour and immediately crawl back into bed. I take my temperature and find that I am hot with a fever of 38.5 degrees. I just want to sleep. I don’t wake up until five o’clock in the afternoon.



I feel slightly better and get dressed. On the porch of the hotel I inform Aset of my fever. Before dinner, we have dates cooked in milk, which taste good, but I skip the dinner itself. As soon as I do anything I start shivering, despite it being 30 degrees outside.



That night I go to bed early.



The next morning the fever has somewhat subsided. I make myself some tea and decide to go to the temple after all. At my favourite spot in the forecourt, with the notebook on my lap, I stare at the well and wait for words to come.



I, Merenit, am with you and will help you write and paint.



I feel hugely inspired to write, and for two uninterrupted hours I write about the life of Shoshana…



I break out of my transcendent state feeling completely cramped, get up and walk back to the hotel.



I am happy to see a cup of broth and banana ready to eat. In the afternoon, my fever increases again and I crawl into bed. Late that afternoon I have my first evaluation with Horus and Aset.



During our conversation, which lasts no less than an hour and a half, I tell them everything about what I’ve experienced so far. Including my emotional reactions. I tell them about the switch from the Netherlands to bustling Cairo. About having to leave my sick boyfriend behind and let him go.



As I’m talking about it, I start to cry vehemently. It feels as if I’m being drained. As if I’m being uncorked. My emotions come bubbling out.



When things settle down and I’m able to speak again, I tell them about the feelings of loneliness I experienced when I had to say goodbye to Abu Garab and Abusir.



Horus explains this as follows: ‘I suspect that your feelings of loneliness were caused by the meditation there. Your introduction to Abu Garab was probably a renewed introduction at the soul level. Your Ba opened up to you in Ab Garab and let you look into that previous life. That is most likely the cause of your emotions. The observation you made was not an immediate expanation for your daily consciousness, but it has continued to simmer in your system.



Your feelings of loneliness after leaving Abusir may be related to that.’



I listen attentively. This explanation sounds plausible. I also tell him about my inexplicable desire to stay in El-Ashmunein and my crying on the bus afterwards. I feel like I have unfinished business in El-Ashmunein. I would like to go back, because I am almost certain that my soul knows that place. It was a reunion for me.



Then I remind Horus of my visit to Amarna last year. That visit also evoked strong emotions in me at that time, but those were of a different intensity. I experienced sadness and frustration back then. I still wonder if those were my own, of if they were negative emotions I picked up from the surroundings, but were somehow still related to me. I wanted to leave Amarna as quickly as possible.



Horus has the following explanation. In summary, he says: ‘It’s common for people to have a partial out-of-body experience during meditation. The unpleasant feelings they have after such a meditation come from the fact that they don’t get enough time to fully return to their bodies. Apparently, you didn’t have enough time either. Feelings experienced during meditative travels, in this case time travel, are transferred into the daily consciousness and are translated there through emotions and the body.’



This makes sense to me. I tell him that during some meditations I indeed feel as if I’m going back in time. It then seems as if other worlds are opening up. The feelings I have during this follow each other so rapidly that my daily consciousness can’t make sense of them. I need more time for this process and I certainly shouldn’t be disturbed by intrusive guards. I get the impression that ‘travelling through time’ requires a lot of energy from my body and I suspect that my exhaustion and fever are a result of this.



Horus agrees and says, ‘You must realise that your Ka is starting to stir. Your Ka can emotionally instil doubt in you. This doubt can then manifest itself in physical complaints.’



I shrug. I have no doubts about a past life in Egypt. I’ve already seen enough evidence. What I do wonder is: What kind of life was it? Was I perhaps Shoshana? Was I ever a priestess and what was my task? Did I live in El-Ashmunein, in Amarna or here in Abydos?



Horus is silent when I ask him about it. He only tells me to keep an eye on my Ka, because it’s stirring. I nod to let him know that I understand. Then Horus points to the garnet bead necklace from which I hung my Ankh. I unhook it from my neck and give it to him. He lets the necklace glide through his fingers and says, ‘The beads are very powerful. They can obstruct your meditation process. These stones give you strength, but it is not your own. You have to do it yourself. It’s good that you wear them, but it’s best not to wear them during massages, healings and meditations.’



The conversation is coming to an end. I gather courage and tell him about the dream I had last night, the dream about Horus and me.



He explains: ‘Your dream is related to your fears. The dream images are caused by your Ka. They are related to doubt and fear. You can be overcome by fear and doubt, ‘assaulted’. You can then suddenly ask yourself: what in God’s name did I get myself into? Many students are being tested this way during the second course. You are not the only one to have this kind of dream.



But there is another possible explanation. It could also be that you had an experience with a similar trauma in one of your past lives or even in this life.’



For a moment my thoughts rush back to my observation during the first part of the course in the temple of Karnak: the rape scene …



Another unsettling scene appears in my head, about a man who claimed to be a healer during a period of illness in this life…



I look at Horus and nod slowly. As we drink our tea, I think about what he said. Then I tell him about Merenit. I tell him that I sometimes feel his presence and that I get the idea that the words I write are his.



Horus has a serious expression on his face as he says, “The name Merenit was common in the Akhenaten period, especially in that region. For this reason I give you an assignment for the coming days. At around seven o’clock tomorrow morning, go to the forecourt of the temple and sit by the well again. Say the name Merenit six times. If Merenit appears again, he is your guide.’



After the evaluation I talk with a fellow student for a couple of hours.



Among other things, we discuss the pitfalls that the Ka, our lower self, can prepare for us. We share some meditation experiences and our feelings about the training.



Then I have a conversation with one of the employees about the gods of Egypt, the working of magic and our mutual interest in the Amarna period and the Rosicrucians.



At seven o’clock the next morning I am back at the water well. I clear my head, say the name Merenit six times and spend fifteen minutes in deep meditation. I grab my writing materials and ask the following questions:



Who answers my questions every time?



I am what I am.



May I know your name?



I am what I am and I am within you.



I know of the existence of an inner master and I ask: Am I communicating with my inner master right now? If so, I will name it Everything; BenBen.



Yes, call it Everything, if you wish. You are your own creating force.



Who is Merenit?



You knew him well. He was your teacher once.



I ask about the significance of my experience in the Dark Chamber last year, the winged sun on my back.



That was an initiation and you may consider yourself to be protected by it.



I reflect on the answers. Merenit could be a guide. But I don’t think he is the one who answered my questions just now. These answers arose from my Ba, my inner master.



I get up and walk barefoot up the stairs to the temple. Now that the Ankh is no longer hanging from the garnet bead necklace, I feel again how my feet stick themselves to the steps. I experience that wonderful feeling of growing taller again.



When I walk back to the hotel around noon, I start to feel feverish again. I drink some more water and crawl into bed. After two hours I wake up and feel good enough to go to the local market with a fellow student. We take tuk-tuk there, a three-wheeled vehicle that is often used as a taxi here. We buy dates, sweet gingerbread and beans. Then the boy driving the tuk-tuk asks if we would like to visit the nearby school.



This seems like a unique opportunity to us and we let him take us to the school.



We are warmly welcomed by the head of the school. He takes us to a class of teenage girls receiving English lessons. Both the girls and the teacher are happy with our show of interest and start singing for us in Arabic. Then they ask if we would like to sing something in Dutch. We do that.



The girls ask us questions about the Dutch schools and want to know what life is like in our country. That is of course impossible to explain in such a short time, but they love what we tell them.



We would like to take some photos and ask if that’s okay. It’s okay, but most girls cover their faces with notebooks while giggling loudly. Then, after a warm goodbye, we leave the school and the tuk-tuk takes us back to the hotel.



We are just in time for tea.



Before I’ve finished my cup of tea I get a terrible stomach ache. I run up the stairs to the apartment and reach the toilet just in time.



‘So you’re really sick now,’ I say to myself and crawl under the covers. I don’t have any dinner that night. Perhaps my diarrhoea is caused by the sweet bread or the dates I sampled at the market. I don’t know, of course I’ve already had a fever for several days. It seems that my body is now very physically getting rid of old baggage. I am constantly going to the toilet that night. I feel very sick and stay in bed the next day.



I lie sick in bed for two days. Everything I eat or drink immediately comes back out. Despite my lousy condition, Aset comes to ask me if I am going to Aswan tomorrow. I have serious doubts about that. My temperature rises above 38 degrees every afternoon. But Aset is persistent and eventually convinces me by saying that this trip has been arranged especially for me. My fellow students have already been there.



After a relatively quiet night, I prepare myself for the trip to Aswan. Staying behind in Abydos by myself doesn’t appeal to me. I take the herbs I got from Aset to stop the diarrhoea, but they don’t help. I have Imodium with me.



The organisers believe that my physical discomfort is part of the learning process I’m currently in. I’m in the middle of a spiritual cleansing process and this also manifests itself through my body. This vital phase of the learning process should not be suppressed by taking medicine.



I understand their arguments, but I haven’t eaten for several days and what’s worse, I’ve barely passed any urine. I’ve already had a kidney infection once and it was very unpleasant! Still, I decide to give the learning phase I’m in right now a chance and push my limits.



My stomach is empty. Before we leave I try to eat a banana, but to no avail. I immediately throw it back up. I get on the bus with an empty stomach. During the journey I’m afraid to drink anything and I fall asleep.



When we arrive in Aswan, I go directly to my hotel room. I am spent. Every movement takes effort. My muscles feel paralysed. Even opening my suitcase to get clean clothes is hard for me. While the others go into town, I crawl into bed.



I wake up every few hours and drag myself to the toilet. You would think my bowels would be cleaned out by now, but no, it just keeps coming. I feel wrung out and dehydrated.



The next morning I feel a little better and decide to chance a trip to Elephantine. Before we get on the bus, a fellow student gives me a herbal drink called Eick. This would definitely stop the diarrhoea. I take a sip. It tastes horrible. My stomach thinks so too and rids itself of the stuff immediately. Only when the nausea subsides can I get on the bus.



I have fond memories of Elephantine Island, which lies in the middle of the Nile. During my first visit with the archaeologist, I experienced a shock of recognition.



Seen from a distance, the rock formation resembles a herd of bathing elephants, and suddenly I understand where the round rock shapes that keep appearing in my paintings come from.



Upon arrival we board a motorboat that takes us to the island. I don’t have any problems during the crossing. The wind on the water is cooling, but when we arrive on the island I find the heat unbearable. It’s no less than 38 degrees in the shade here.



On the island I perform a ritual that serves two purposes. I am going to reconnect with this part of Egypt and, simultaneously, I return all negative emotions to the Nile, Egypt’s lifeline.



To achieve this, mine and my mother’s names are painted on a raw egg shell. This is done with the Blood of Isis. I have to smash the egg myself against the rocks along the waterfront. I try to throw the egg as far as possible towards the riverbank, but I have no strength left in my arms. The egg falls and breaks on the ground just before the waterline.



Then we walk to the entrance of the temple of Khnum. Khnum symbolises the creator of the Ba, the human soul personality, and can be recognised by his ram’s head.



When I set foot on the temple’s threshold, it feels as if I’m being held back by an invisible hand pressing on my stomach. Again I start to gag and at the same time the diarrhoea returns. Oh my goodness! How embarrassing!



I feel utterly miserable and there’s no toilet nearby. My fellow students are wonderful and form a circle around me. They shield me from the curious looks of passing tourists with their shawls. With their help I clean myself up as much as possible. If this continues, I’m going to run out of clothes. I’m also almost out of nappies. I try to suppress the feelings of panic bubbling up.



I try to enter the temple again, but I can’t. An invisible hand stops me again and the abdominal cramps re-emerge. Luckily, I am able to hold it in and Aset takes me to a toilet.



When I come out of the toilets, a guard approaches me. He’s a friendly, toothless old man. He observes my condition with compassion in his old eyes and beckons for me to follow him to a watering place. He gestures for me to bend over. Then he starts pouring cold water over my head and neck, until the colour comes back to my face. The old man takes good care of me. He gets a lime for me and cuts it open. He doesn’t speak any English. He gestures to me to suck on it. His treatment really makes me feel better and I let him take me to a palm tree. I take a seat on a little stone wall underneath it. I am very grateful to him and tell the group they can move on, but that I’m staying here.



When the group returns, everyone starts to bombard me with good advice: I have to drink, drink and drink some more. But what good does that do when every gulp comes straight back out? Their well-meaning advice starts to annoy me. My fellow students don’t seem to understand my situation at all. Surely they can see that every gulp comes straight back out! I feel dirty and want to leave as quickly as possible. Then two other women from our group also start to show signs of illness.



When I return to the hotel at the end of the afternoon, I take a shower and crawl into bed. A visit to Philea is planned for the evening, but I’m completely exhausted and stay in bed. I haven’t eaten anything for six days. Everything I drink comes back out. I also haven’t urinated for days and have a high temperature every afternoon.



I shouldn’t have let myself be persuaded to come …



Just before I fall asleep, I see a figure in my room. He looks like an Asian man dressed as a royal warrior. He is wearing a dark red coat decorated with gold, and a folded hat on his head. He performs some sort of sword dance for me. Strangely, I feel enormously strengthened by his appearance and fall soundly asleep. During the night my sleep is interrupted several times by violent dreams. I’m too sick to write them down.



Thank god we are returning to Abydos the next morning. I try to eat something before we leave and have some yoghurt and a banana. Fortunately it stays down, but the diarrhoea persists. My fellow students bought a pack of nappies for me last night. They were only able to get baby nappies!



On the bus I sit next to window at the front. I get very cold during the journey. A sign that the fever is coming back. I am covered with a blanket.



One of my nightmares from last night comes in to my mind and I start crying uncontrollably. My resistance is broken. I press my face into the little pillow that I always carry with me and I cry. Finally someone puts a hand on my arm. I slowly calm down. When I’ve regained control over myself, I tell her about my dreams. I just have to share my story, because the images are making me sick.



There have been a few rough times in my life, related to sickness, separation and loss. Back then, I lost my teeth during regular epileptic seizures. In last night’s dream I lost my teeth again. It was a horrific experience then and it is now, too.



In the dream I felt my teeth crumble and fall out of my mouth like dust. When I caught the dust in my hand it was a bright blue colour. I looked at it in horror.



When I arrive home in Abydos I take a warm bath, eat a little bit of rice and crawl into bed. An employee brings me cup of broth later that evening. I make it clear to her that I’ve really had enough of it now. I’ll no longer let people tell me that it is only a cleaning process of my soul personality. I tell her that I’ll start taking Imodium right away. I want to be able to make something of my last week in Egypt. There is no strength left in my body. I experience a burning and shivering sensation when I urinate and am almost certain that I have cystitis, so I start taking paracetamol as well.



My decision is being discussed. The organisers disagree with me. They insist that I have to stick to herbs, but my experience with those has been negative so far.



I stand by my decision and take three Imodium capsules at once, plus a sachet of Azarel, a mineral supplement. I am really not a weakling, but it’s over, I did my best.



There’s one employee who agrees with me. She is worried about the bladder infection, too. If it spreads to my kidneys, it’ll be even worse.



The night passes quietly. For the first time I sleep straight through it. I manage to keep a light breakfast down and I can stick to three Imodium capsules, but I continue with the paracetamol. I am able to drink now too. Everything stays in and I drink as much water as possible with lime juice and honey. By late morning I even feel well enough to attend a class again.



The lesson is about the mystery schools in Ancient Egypt and I don’t want to miss that.



I can’t say how happy I am that the medication started working immediately. Both the water and the tea stay down and at the end of the afternoon I can wee properly again for the first time in days! Still with a burning sensation, but with less shivering. That night, my boyfriend calls from the Netherlands. I don’t tell him how sick I’ve been as I don’t want to worry him. He has left the hospital, but he is feeling lonely; the house is so quiet. His eczema is getting better, but he’s still unable to do everyday things. I feel very bad for him and long to be at home with him.



That night I have intense dreams again. This time they are about the death of the father of my children, arranging his funeral and my concern for the children. I wake up crying. Oh my God, when will this emotional cleansing process come to an end, particularly the grieving?



I get up, go to the bathroom and take a shower. I stand under the warm water stream for a long time and visualise how my tears eventually dissolve into the water of the Nile. Then I get dressed with the intention of going back to the temple.



I get to the gate at seven o’clock and it is still closed. I take a seat in the large sacrificial dish at the entrance of the temple. It’s a favourite spot of Horus’ and I wait for the guards to arrive. Another early bird from our group is also there. She says she has had diarrhoea too. I’ve been so preoccupied with myself that I didn’t even notice that other people were sick too. It’s remarkable that during the second course almost everyone goes through a phase of processing and letting go, both mentally and physically.



A guard shows up and opens the gate for us. I walk straight to the Osirion. Here I can properly order my thoughts. I stare at the catfish in the green water below me and wonder what to do with all those Egyptian gods? Why do I keep visiting this country time and time again? Why do I expose myself to this physical and emotional torment? Because that’s how it felt this past week.



I already know what Horus will say about this: ‘All these questions, doubts and thoughts come from your Ka. Your Ka tries to keep you from reaching your destination. Your Ka tries to make you doubt.’



I have deliberately chosen this path and I want to make it to the end! I have to trust my teacher. My Ka, representing the aspects of my lower self, has been put to the test this past week and aloud I say, ‘Mum, give me your strength.’



Then I look towards the Dark Chamber. My thoughts go back to the impressive experience I had when I was here for the first time.



The two large wings that came down over my shoulders, with the rotating sun disc in between.



I had never experienced anything like it. It didn’t unsettle me for a moment, not even when the sun disc started to rotate between my shoulder blades. If I had surrendered to it at the time, would I have risen out of my body? What a precious moment and extraordinary experience that was. I want to know more about it and grab my writing materials.



The following words appear:



You received the power and strength from Isis to heal. Yes, it was an initiation.



As for the gods of Egypt; take another close look at the Book of Gates. Stick to it.



As for your feelings of homesickness and longing for this country; those come from your soul. Your Ba has lived here before, Asta …



I don’t know exactly which book this is about. I will ask Horus. About my deepest desires? Yes, since my first visit to Egypt I already knew where this intense desire came from. This homesickness comes from my Ba. That part of myself that is eternal, never dies and transfers to all my new bodies. Through my experiences in this country, I dare say with probable certainty that I’ve lived one, perhaps even several, past lives in Egypt. But what does that last word mean: Asta? I have no idea. I wonder if Horus knows.



There are no more words. I walk back to the well in the forecourt and enjoy the view of the temple for another half an hour. Then I feel my stomach growling. It’s been so long I’d almost forgotten what it feels like!



I walk back to the hotel. I have some easily digestible food for breakfast and crawl back into bed. Strengthen up, that’s what I need to do. I sleep like a log. I don’t wake up until four o’clock in the afternoon.



That evening I have an evaluation with Horus and Aset. Firstly, I express my doubts and criticism of their approach to my diarrhoea and the impending bladder infection.



I may have a few things to clean up emotionally, but I cannot help but think that I also simply contracted an ordinary intestinal bacterial infection. Getting diarrhoea is not uncommon in Egypt and I now know that I’m not the only one who got it. I tell Horus that I’ve taken medicine and immediately started to feel a lot better. He just nods with an understanding smile.



I have a question about contacting the deceased.



As an example I mention Omm Seti. I would like to know from Horus whether I’m dealing with Omm Seti’s Ka or her Ba if I tune in to her. Because I don’t want to contact any Ka personalities, since those are not pure. If I’ve understood correctly, the Ba, the soul personality, disconnects itself from the body and the material world after death and ascends to another dimension. Ka personalities don’t do this and stay close to Earth instead.



Horus’ answer can be summarised as follows:



‘You are in contact with the Ba of Omm Seti. The Ka does not immediately dissolve into nature after death. This can sometimes take a while.



From the sphere where it resides, the Ba can travel between the different spheres and the sphere and Earth.’



I am satisfied with this answer for now. Then I ask Horus if he has ever heard of the Book of Gates? He tells me that this is another name for the Egyptian Book of the Dead.



Yes, now that he mentions it, it does ring a bell. Then I ask him if he knows what the word Asta means?



He looks at me sternly for a moment and then tells me that Asta is an ancient place.



Asta was located in Lower Egypt and about one hundred thousand Jews lived there. These Jews were almost all prophets and healers in ancient times.



I nod affirmatively a few times. There’s a silence in which I reflect on the conversation.



I’m not surprised. Slowly, the puzzle pieces from my previous life start to fit together and take shape. Occasionally, I can even remember entire situations. Horus’ explanations about the topics I receive via the automatic writings confirm my feelings about that past life.



At the end of the conversation I’m instructed to meditate in the Chapel of Seti tomorrow morning. I ask Horus if there is a connection between Pharaoh Seti and Judaism. He tells me that, contrary to other reports, Seti I was sympathetic to the monotheism of Pharaoh Akhenaten and his followers. His son, Ramses II, was not.



There are more and more clues that seem related to Judaism. In the future I hope to find out what the connection is between me, Judaism, El Amarna, El-Ashmunein, Abu Garab, Asta and Abydos.



After a long silence, Horus says: ‘Focus only on Merenit in the coming days.



I’ll give you a ritual to stimulate your contact with Merenit.’ This is the end of our conversation.



Then he asks an employee to put six stars on the top of my left hand and on the bottom of my right hand.



When I get up the next morning, I feel pretty good. I’m clearly recovering and I get ready for the meditation ritual in the Chapel of Seti.



I follow the directions that Horus has given me.



After entering the temple, I immediately turn left. Horus recommended that I avoid the energies of the other shrines. I take a meditation mat from the Hall of Boats and walk to the Chapel of Seti.



There I roll out my mat and lie down with my face pointing east. When I’m ready, I say the name Merenit out loud six times. Then I clear my head and wait.



But I fall asleep, as I often do. I sleep no less than an hour and a half.



I must have needed that, I think to myself when I wake up. Temple naps are lovely. But anyway, this was not part of the plan. I sit up straight, take my writing materials out of my bag and write:



I am here. I will always be right next to you. As the birds fly over the field, the soul floats over the Earth. Give me your hand. The earthly clouds are the tops of the heavenly mountains. May the divine influx awaken your soul and let words flow through your hand.



So it may be.



Not only wonderful words this time, but also promising ones.



I wonder what this will bring in the future.



The atmosphere in the chapel feels soft and friendly and the temple nap has had a beneficial effect on my body. I almost feel reborn, but something has changed as well. The Ankh that I’m wearing suddenly doesn’t feel comfortable any more. Should I find another one?



I take it easy for the rest of the day. I take a walk around the area and sleep again all afternoon. Sleep is the best medicine at the moment.



That evening, during dinner, I try to eat what is being served for the first time. It tastes good. If my body accepts this, I have recovered.



All the food stays down. My stomach and intestines are functioning well again. Which is good, because there’s a visit to Dendera planned for tomorrow and I would like to go.



The next morning we get on the bus straight after breakfast.



Horus and Aset stay at home. An employee runs the tour in Dendera.



This is my third visit to this temple complex and it continues to fascinate me. During a joint meditation in the crypt underneath the temple, I’m asked: ‘What would you like to leave in this hallway?’



My answer comes spontaneously: ‘I want to leave all the local gods of Egypt here.



I feel that there is only one god, symbolised in the sun, but I certainly don’t exclude the existence of angels. Divine beings, Egyptian gods or angels, whatever you’d like to call them. I think they are one and the same.’



The employee says nothing, just smiles and nods.



We climb up from the crypt and everyone is free to do what they want.



I would like to go to the Holy Lake next to the temple, which was a hugely inspiring place for me last time. Then there were too many school children.



Focussed, I go down the stairs to the bottom of the lake and again I feel emotional, in relation to priestly cleansing rituals. Have I gone down these stairs in a past life as well?



A friendly guard walks at the bottom of the Holy Lake. He beckons me and takes me to an alcove, where the nilometer is located. He gestures for me to come in and I see the water of the Nile below. The guard scoops up some Nile water with a bowl and pours some on my head. Then he gestures for me to put my hands underneath the bowl and pours the rest of the water over them. I wash them in the stream. I thank him for this ritual washing, sit down at the foot of a palm tree, take my notebook and write:



May the love of the father lift up your heart. It is good that you have left the local gods of Egypt behind. Stick to the Book of Gates.



Greetings, beautiful and strong lady.



I have another question: What should I do with the Ga’ab and the sand ritual?



Answer: Give it a chance.



Why should I, I am suddenly reluctant.



Answer: Do as you wish. You can also take the Osirion.



During the first course I was in the Ga’ab; an area of desert behind the temple of Seti I, to the left of Umm El Qa’ab. There we visited the grave of Omm Seti, which made me feel extremely uncomfortable. I picked up a few negative feelings from her, which I would describe as ‘an impatient, rather unsympathetic form of irritability’.



Upon asking, these feelings turned out to be correct: Omm Seti was no angel.
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This book can get you closer to answering that all-important question: What exactly is the essence of life? 

Per Ankh - The house of life Margreet Merenit de Boer





ISBN 978-94-6406-147-5





È Elikser 


PUBLISHER WWW.ELIKSER.NL





Per Ankh 


The house of life 


Margreet Merenit de Boer



[image: auteur]














OEBPS/Text/chap08.html




[image: 218_img01]











OEBPS/Text/chap12.html


[image: 330_img01]






OEBPS/Text/chap04.html




[image: 86_img01]









OEBPS/Images/31_img01.jpg





OEBPS/Images/91_img01.jpg
*1rd





OEBPS/Text/copy.html






Colofon



Title: Per Ankh- House of Life



Copyright © 2020 Margreet Merenit de Boer



NUR CODE: 736



ISBN 978-94-6406-147-5



Cover design: M. M. de Boer



Interior design: M. M. de Boer



Origial title:



Per Ankh- het Levenshuis



ISBN: 978 94 6365 045 8



Original Publishing 2018: Elikser.



Translation by: Young Translators



Translator: Paul van Leusden



Proofreader: Rosina Tranter



Project manager: Kevin Boes



This book may not be reproduced by print, microfilm, photocopies, automated data files or in any other way without permission from author and the publisher.











OEBPS/Images/228_img01.jpg
The three characters of Re-Harachte

Khepri






OEBPS/Images/362_img01.jpg
\aonMA

R\ystir,
& b 1139

§
5

o

Bviag

Rogae Crucis






OEBPS/Text/Section0007.html


[image: image]



The family history of Shoshana



I leave the Lotus Garden floating on wings.



When I return to the women’s quarters, I visit Dazmen. Against all the rules, I share my experiences with her. I have a valid reason for this. Third parties often tend to comment on or fill in the blanks of experiences. This can cause confusion. Dazmen doesn’t do this. She listens to everything with a smile and when I’m finished, she just says: ‘How wonderful for you. Put together a flower offering for your grandmother to honour and thank her.’ Pleasantly surprised with this proposal, I walk to the herb garden and pick a fragrant bouquet of poppies, cornflowers, camomile and celery. I take it to the small temple that was erected especially for worshipping the ancestors. Upon entering, it smells heavily of myrrh. I stop and look around. Smoke curls up from a large censer in the middle of the sanctuary. Alcoves have been placed all around in the thick walls. Most of them contain flowers and ritual objects, such as statuettes of guardian gods, amulets and scarabs. Small oil lamps and wax candles are burning everywhere.



In a corner I see a pile of mats. I grab one and walk to an empty alcove. I carefully arrange my bouquet and light a small, self-made wax candle. Then I roll out my mat and lie down in front of the alcove.



After clearing my head, I focus on my grandmother and whisper: ‘Rachel, you who are my connection to the spirit world, look back at me lovingly. Show me the way to my Ba, the home of my inner master. So may it be.’



I try to stay focussed on my grandmother, but I can’t. I keep dozing and finally fall asleep.



I wake up from a dream that seemed like a vision. Just after sunrise I found myself in a beautiful pastel-coloured landscape. In the distance, morning mist hung over the land. I walked across the dewy grass towards a strange object hanging from the sky. I stopped some distance from it. It was a rope ladder. I walked over to it and looked up because I wanted to see its starting point, but all I saw was a bright light. It was so bright that I had to look away …



I open my eyes and stare straight ahead. Peace and harmony surround me like a soft, warm blanket. I think about the rope ladder. It seemed to have been thrown down for me to connect to the world of the spheres, my spiritual home. I realise that these images are confirmation to continue on the path I have taken.



I get up feeling confident, thank my grandmother Rachel, and realise as I walk back to the women’s quarters that my time being a girl has come to an end. I just went through an initiation.



The next morning, before sunrise, I walk towards the Lotus Garden. The light of the full moon casts a pale white glow on the temple walls. Although the eastern horizon is already turning pink, the blue-black sky above it is still covered with stars.



When I pass the water wells in the square, I’m startled out of my thoughts. A jackal runs right past me and disappears into the dark.



The guard opens the entrance door to the narrow alley that leads to the Lotus Garden. The high walls cast dark shadows in my path and I feel my way to the entrance of the vestibule. When the door opens it squeaks and creaks, a sinister sound in the silence of the night.



The portal is lit by an oil lamp. I take some incense sticks and light them. I carefully perform the planned cleansing ritual and open the door to the garden where Merenit is waiting for me next to the Lotus Pond.



‘A blessed day, Shoshana. Come, my dear niece.’



Merenit takes my hand and together we walk to the corner of the pond, where the sign with Isis blood has been sitting in the light of the full moon all night.



‘Pick up the sign.’



As I pick it up, Merenit takes a jug of water and pours some on the characters that make up Rachel’s name.



‘Now, mix the Blood of Isis and the water with your index finger until your grandmother’s name is dissolved. Then you must drink the mixture.’



I carefully perform the ritual. The red mixture tastes sour and has a bitter after taste, but it’s not too bad.



‘Shoshana, place your hands over your heart and say the following with full conviction:



‘I, Shoshana, call on you, Rachel. Help me to unveil my Ba and connect me with the spiritual world. So may it be.’



I solemnly repeat the affirmation. Then Merenit gestures for me to lie down.



The sky continues to get brighter above the eastern mountain range. Soon Ra will appear and continue on his way across the heavens. Birds start singing their morning serenades. A heavy, sweet fragrance of budding jasmine caresses my nose. From underneath the roof of the pagoda I hear the sound of peacefully cooing pigeons. I smile. Gratitude fills my heart and I say to myself: thank you, grandmother Rachel.



‘Shoshana, welcome to the priestly order of Djehuti. From now on you are allowed to attend the classes.’



I open my eyes and look at Merenit expectantly. ‘Do you mean that? I won’t have to wait until I turn eighteen?’ ‘No, you have successfully completed this ritual and you have received the signs. You have been found worthy.’



Merenit stands up, offers me both his hands and pulls me up. ‘Congratulations, Shoshana, welcome!’ Together we walk towards the pagoda and take a seat on the couches underneath the roof of flowers and grapes. I shiver and tighten my shawl around me. It is still chilly at this hour.



The door in the corner of the garden opens. A priest is approaching with a tray in his hands. When he gets closer, I see that it’s aba and I jump up. Aba puts the tray on the low table and spreads his arms. I fly into them. He silently presses me to his chest.



‘Oh aba, I missed you so much. I may begin the training, but I miss you so much.’



He strokes my back and makes a soothing sound. Merenit watches us in silence. I cry softly and ask: ‘What is happening to me? I’m feeling nauseous and a bit dizzy.’



Merenit puts a hand on my stomach. He puts his other hand on my back and asks me to take deep breaths. I try my best.



Initially it takes effort, but it gets easier after a few minutes. The nausea also subsides.



‘Go and sit down, Shoshana,’ Merenit says. ‘Is this caused by the Blood of Isis?’ I ask.



Merenit nods thoughtfully. ‘It has to do with that. You have just completed the ritual that you started yesterday. The channel, which connects your Ba to the spirit world, has been opened. Your Ka is resisting now. Do you remember? Your Ka is the part of yourself that feels connected to the sensory world and is now in danger of losing ground.’



I nod thoughtfully.



Aba grabs my hand. ‘Shoshana, you have reached a crossroads in this life. Your Ba wants to follow its natural course and walk the spiritual path. Your Ka, basically your shadow, wants to prevent that and tries to keep you on the sensory, the material path. Your Ka is battling your Ba. This struggle can manifest itself as an inner struggle, a dilemma. But if you can bring your Ka under the command of your Ba, the bond with your Ba will become stronger. Then there’ll be less room for your Ka to dominate and uncertainty will give way to certainty. In the future, your Ka will certainly test you more often. Don’t give your Ka that space, push it back to the dark corners of its earthly existence. That’s where it belongs. Be strong, Shoshana. You’ll have to do this yourself. Nobody will be able to help you with this. It is a matter of carefully studying the laws and using your will.’



‘But aba, how can I recognise my Ka?’



‘You can recognise your Ka by negative moods, such as uncertainty, doubt, dissatisfaction, anger, envy and all kinds of fear. Stay alert to such moods. When they present themselves, immediately distance yourself from them.



Call to Rachel. Ask her to connect you with your inner master and you will instantly experience strength.’ I sigh deeply. The tension around my stomach is gone and I let my head fall back on the pillow. Aba gently squeezes my hand. ‘Congratulations on your choice, dear daughter. Don’t let yourself be discouraged. Once you know how to recognise your Ka, the battle is already half won.’



‘But how and with what can I fight my Ka?’



‘You cannot fight your Ka. You can only ignore it. If you fight your Ka, it will become more active. It feeds off of your inner struggle, that’s how it lives.’



I look at him in surprise: ‘Is it that simple, aba? ‘It can be simple if you’re motivated and have a good dose of self-discipline. Learning to master your Ka is an art of life. You have to enjoy it. Fanaticism is also a quality of the Ka and causes sadness in every way. Your Ka immediately uses this to start dominating. Again, we can tell you all about it, but we can’t do anything for you. Expand your self-knowledge. Use your willpower. With that you rise above the emotions that belong to your Ka. Stay alert. Don’t allow your Ka to play with those emotions. Meditate on these things.’



Merenit starts to move. ‘Come, let’s eat. Look at all the things your father brought. This smells delicious.’



We enjoy a simple vegetarian meal consisting of bread and falafel. Then Merenit looks at his brother-in-law and says: ‘Ini-Nerit, I think now is a good time to tell your daughter about our special family history.’



‘Is it that special, aba?’ I’m surprised.



He nods in agreement and says: ‘You can tell her about it, Merenit. After all, your side of the family makes that history so interesting.’



I look expectantly at my uncle. He coughs, washes the falafel down with a swig of ginger tea and wipes his mouth.



‘Look, Shoshana, first of all, there’s your name. Zohar Shoshana means Enlightened Lotus, in the sense of the unveiling of the soul personality. When my mother cut your umbilical cord at your birth, she expressed the wish that your soul would be enlightened. In your name lies one of the most beautiful wishes a person can imagine. In our community that grew out of our ancestor Levi, it’s common practice. I was named after him.



When I was initiated in Memphis, I was given the name Merenit and my colleagues have been addressing me as such since then. When you complete your studies, you will also be given a temple name.



Shoshana, do you actually know anything about your roots?’ ‘Not much, Merenit. All I know is that my mother is of Levitical descent and that her ancestors belonged to a nomadic tribe originally from Judea or Canaan. She once told me about a chieftain named Jacob and that many family members have studied in Memphis.’



Merenit nods. ‘That’s already quite a lot.’



‘Look, Shoshana, before you say ‘yes’ to studying in Khemnu, you need to know something about your roots and the current political situation there. Kemet has not always been one single country. Before Ahmosis, a decisive Theban monarch, unified the land under one crown, the Hyksos inhabited the fertile river delta. It took years of combat to drive out these faithless and violent people, but he finally managed to push them far back to the north. A period of peace began and trade relations with neighbouring countries were built. But the trade route was not safe everywhere. Bands of robbers raided the caravans regularly and warmongering nomadic tribes, who continued fighting each other, also made the route a dangerous one. When Thutmose III, the ancestor of our king Akhenaten, came to power, he ended this by significantly extending Kemet’s borders towards Mitanni in the northeast of Assyria and southwards, towards Nubia.



Nomadic tribes who opposed this were driven into forced labour. Those who voluntarily submitted to the new authority were admitted as citizens with rights and duties. Many came to wealthy Kemet in search of a better life. Among them were Levitical and Habiru tribes, including my forefather Levi. The members of our tribe often came to study in Memphis.



They settled in the river delta and built their city there: Asta. In Memphis, Re-Harachte is worshipped as the Creator of the Universe. He gave mankind the Light of Knowledge and Living Consciousness. All the gods are under his rule. The people who graduate in Memphis are all prophets and healers.



That’s how our family ended up in Kemet.



I originally come from a family of goldsmiths. Very talented people who passed the trade on from father to son. During that time, Thutmose III was very impressed with their craftsmanship and had our family come to Thebes. They have now been working there for several generations in service of the royal family and they have been exalted to nobility for their achievements.



In the past century, the Levite population has grown a lot and their prosperity has increased. Many have also been mixed with the Egyptians.



Political relations with the princes of Mitanni have also influenced the religious turnaround in this country. To ensure security - the princes in the north help us keep the violent Hittite and Hyksos tribes out of the country - Thutmose III married Mutemua, daughter of the King of Mitanni. This woman introduced Thutmose to her monotheistic religion. She had a great influence on the king’s thinking.



Kemet became a rich country, not least because of the treasure duties imposed on the various countries in exchange for their security.



Thus began a golden age for Kemet and when Amenhotep II succeeded his father, there were enough resources to build magnificent temples and buildings. He was an exceptional master builder.



After the reunification of Kemet, it was possible once more for the princes of Thebes to study in Memphis. There they study the teachings of Re-Harachte. From the priests who graduated here, a select group of initiates was formed, who were so inspired by this different view of religion that the idea arose, now that Upper and Lower Kemet had been unified, to introduce a new state religion, in order to break the corrupt power of the priests of Amon in Thebes. So as not to provoke the priests of Amon unnecessarily, this religious revolution was initially prepared in secret.



Amenhotep III, the father of our king Akhenaten, then took the first step by merging the country’s two main gods. Amon, god of the dark western horizon, and Re-Harachte, god of the illuminated east, were united under one name: Amon-Re. This name was introduced in the main cities of the country. It was the first step towards change. The ultimate founder of the new religion is our king Akhenaten, with the help of his mother Teje. They had the courage and the strength to carry out the plans of their ancestors.



In Aton, the sun symbol for the ‘life-giving god’, all the gods of Kemet were united. A new state religion had been realised, but it immediately created further divisions, because the king also wanted priestly communities in the towns along the river to give up their local gods. It’s a time-consuming and difficult undertaking to change old habits, even if almost everyone knows that they’re subject to ruin and disintegration. It’s a matter of who has the longest breath.



When the priests of Amon in Thebes started to notice a sharp decline in their profits, they went to battle against the king. He is now a hated man there and in Thebes he had to surrender. His new governmental city, as you know, is under construction near Khemnu. It is estimated that in a few years there will be a hundred thousand people living in Achetaton (Tell el Amarna), many of whom are graduated Levites who will have come from the city of Asta in the Delta with their families.



At this time, King Akhenaten is still benevolent towards the Djehuti Priests of Khemnu, but I also know that he would prefer them to convert to the religion of Aton. Akhenaten needs the Djehuti priests because of their knowledge of astrology and the laws of nature, but I know his fear of magic and that worries me.’



Merenit looks at me with gloom in his eyes. There are suddenly deep lines on his face. Before he continues, he rubs his stiff legs and takes a sip of tea.



‘Shoshana, you should know that I feel very connected to the religion of Aton. I agree that many priests of Amon have dark hearts and handle the sublime art of the will in an inadmissible manner. So king Akhenaten’s fear of this seems well-founded, but if the king closes the school in Khemnu, it will mean a great loss for mankind in many ways, not just in the art of magic. I fear that valuable knowledge will also be lost.



At the moment it seems quiet in Thebes, but the battle continues underground. So I don’t know what the future will bring.’



‘Aba, is that why you don’t want me to go to Thebes?’



Ini-Nerit nods silently, he also looks worried.



Merenit takes a piece of bread from the plate and says: ‘I want to tell you a bit more about our family. Traditionally, my father taught me to be a goldsmith. I was his apprentice for years. Although I still think it is a wonderful profession, my true passion is studying. I must have learned that from my Levitical ancestors. They were all philosophers. Fortunately, my father’s expertise was not lost. Two of my brothers succeeded him as a goldsmith, so that I could leave for Memphis. There I was initiated into the mysteries of life and death. After that I was offered an academic chair in Khemnu. Now I have been asked to take charge of the surgery training centre in Abdju.’ Merenit smiles at my father. ‘Now you can tell about how you met my sister.’



Ini-Nerit has been quietly listening and enjoying the meal.



‘With pleasure, dear brother-in-law.



My beloved daughter, I was born in Thebes and grew up there. Merenit’s father’s workshop was not far from my childhood home. My father arranged all kinds of things for the king. If jewellery had to be made for the royal family, for the deceased, for the temple, for foreign princes and diplomats, as barter or as a gift, my father would negotiate the price on behalf of the king. When I got older, I often accompanied him. During one of those visits I met Ruth, your mother. It was love at first sight, but Ruth was only fourteen.



A few years later, when I’d graduated as a sem priest and wanted to continue studying in Khemnu, I was surprised to see Merenit with his family at a party the king had organised for the new annual appointees. My feelings for Ruth hadn’t changed and neither had hers for me. Our families already knew each other well and after a few formal visits we got a blessing for marriage. We received a piece of land in Khemnu from the state, built a house on it and got married.’



I interrupt my father with a laugh. ‘I can see in your eyes that you’re still in love with mother.’



‘Yes, she was my first love and hopefully we can still enjoy each other for a long time …’



Merenit leans forward. ‘Shoshana, I’d like to tell you more about the Levitical and Habiru people of Lower Kemet. Although they consist of different tribes, they’re certainly not all concerned with religious matters. In fact, most of them aren’t. They mostly participate in worship of the local gods, yet Thebes holds them partly responsible for the religious revolution that has taken place. Now you probably understand why we don’t want you to go to Thebes. It is too dangerous there for a woman who has Levite blood running through her veins.’



I listen to both men with interest and nod thoughtfully. As they tell their stories, I become aware of an indefinable feeling of discomfort that I try to suppress immediately.



‘Shoshana, has your mother ever told you about her religion?’ Merenit asks.



I look at my father, shrug and shake my head.



‘I’m asking this because of your bloodline. You should keep in mind that you could randomly receive images related to that during your meditations.’



‘Merenit, I did have a strange dream after I fell asleep in the temple of the dead during a meditation. It happened when I brought a flower offering to grandmother Rachel. I dreamed that I was walking in a green meadow full of flowers. Suddenly, I saw a rope ladder that looked very inviting, hanging down from the sky. The colours in my dream were so beautiful that I thought this is not from the Earth.’



Merenit’s face brightens up. ‘Yes, we call that ladder a Jacob’s Ladder. What did this image tell you?’



‘It was confirmation for me that I was on the right path.’



‘That is wonderful! If this happens again, come straight to me. Do not talk to others about these matters. Together we can discover the meaning behind it.’



I bask in the Sun which has risen high above the wall and warms me with its rays. Wonderful, I enjoy this peace and richness, but most of all I enjoy the presence of aba. Ini-Nerit gets ready to stand up. ‘Dear daughter of mine. Unfortunately I have to leave you. There’s work to be done. The wife of the governor of this district has passed away. We are preparing her body for her funeral.’ ‘Oh yes, aba!’ I look at him hopefully. ‘Now that I’m ready to start my training, may I attend the mummification? I’d like to see how that is done. I can learn a lot from it.’



He looks at me doubtfully. I dismiss this with a laugh and say: ‘Aba, I have attended the mummification of baboons and ibises in Tuna el-Gebel so many times. So I have a bit of experience.’



He nods sympathetically, puts one last fig in his mouth and says: ‘You don’t realise what you’re asking for, Shoshana. It is not a pleasant environment to be in. But if you really want to. ‘Please, aba!’



He takes me in his arms and says: ‘Very well, girl, I’ll have Merenit tell you when I leave.’



[image: image]



Energetic cleansing



Today is Sunday. I have regained my strength enough to fully rejoin the programme. We want to attend a service in the Coptic monastery of Nag Hammadi with a small group. It’s more than an hour away and we go there by taxi.



When we arrive, the service has already started. Men and women attend the service separately: the only man in our group enters the church on the right and the women on the left. When I enter, I see that a beautiful wooden gate runs through the middle of the church, dividing it in two towards a podium, on which the priests perform their rituals.



We have the privilege of attending the baptism of a baby. After the baptism, the mother puts her child in my arms. Bystanders tell me that this is a great honour. The mother asks me to bless her baby. I do so lovingly with a silent prayer. Then we start talking and the women tell us about their fear of attacks by the Muslim Brotherhood.



They came here for the child’s baptism today, because their village was attacked during last week’s service. They are amazed that we were brave enough to visit the church. Coptic Christians in Egypt are regularly intimidated and threatened. They ask us if we are also Christians and want to know how the Copts are doing in the Netherlands.



I tell them that a Coptic church has recently been opened in the province of Zeeland, where a service is held twice a month. The conversation progresses organically and the atmosphere is pleasant and friendly. The younger women in particular speak English very well. They tell us that these days almost all Coptic girls receive proper secondary education.



After leaving the church we visit the grave of Saint Sarah. The grave is located next to the church. Sarah was declared a saint after she died for the many miraculous healings she performed during her lifetime.



I buy some souvenirs and a wallet in support of the church community.



We are back in Abydos by lunchtime.



A massage has been scheduled for me after lunch. With my fever gone, I can enjoy it again. It does my body good.



At the end of the afternoon I repeat the ritual with the stars. At Horus’ instructions, I perform it on the left side of the Hypostyle Hall this time.



As soon as I’ve set myself up properly there, the guards start to argue with each other. They shout loudly. I walk over to the men and ask if they could continue their conversation outside which, surprisingly, they do.



I return to the left side of the hall.



After about ten minutes I feel a little tickling on my left foot. It feels as if something is crawling upwards from out of the floor, through my foot and then through my leg. It’s a terrible feeling, as if something dark is about to take hold of me.



Suddenly, out of nowhere, a sort of powerless anger wells up in me, which then turns into a panicky depression. I jump up and even start to cry.



To make matters worse, the guards come back in and start yelling again. Completely out of sorts, I pack up my things and walk out the back of the temple.



Outside, I feel an inexplicable reluctance towards the temple grow within me.



I don’t understand where this suddenly comes from and I wonder what on earth just happened on the left side of the Hypostyle Hall.



I walk over to the Osirion and sit down on the ground with my back against the rocks. It’s peaceful here and my panic subsides. After about half an hour, a group of women come walking down the stairs. They greet me kindly. They tell me they’re from Portugal and are in the middle of a spiritual tour through Egypt. They would like to meditate at the Osirion and ask if they can sit with me. Yes, of course they can! Their positive energy is like a gift from heaven.



We sing vocal sounds together, then we meditate, and after half an hour I am calm again, but certainly not yet balanced. I thank the women and wish them a beautiful and inspiring journey through Egypt.



The next day a member of staff draws new stars on my hands and feet.



She instructs me to meditate in the first small chapel of the Hall of Osiris. This is also called the Chapel of Anubis. I have no experience with the three chapels yet, simply because I never felt attracted to them.



The meditation therefore fails and I head back to the hotel empty-handed.



After lunch I give one of the staff a massage. She is exhausted after ten days of caring for all the sick students. I have great respect for all the sweet, hard-working people here. They not only have to deal with physical complaints. Many students, like me, are struggling with deeply suppressed emotional experiences, which are brought from the subconscious to the conscious mind during the cleansing process.



In the afternoon we say goodbye to neighbour Habiba, together with a few women. We visit her for tea and as usual she takes out her box of ‘antiques’ again. Most of them are amulets. I have been told that villagers living near the old cemetery dig tunnels in the floors of their houses to search for antiques. When I look at the objects in the box, I do start to doubt myself. They look surprisingly authentic. I agree on the price of a winged scarab and a small hippopotamus with Habiba. Then we say goodbye to her.



At four o’clock we go to the Hall of Osiris for a joint meditation. Halfway through the meditation I fall asleep. Afterwards, everyone says they were entertained by my snoring. I feel quite embarrassed and plan to remain seated during future group meditations.



My initiation is scheduled for tonight, but for an unknown reason it cannot take place.



Instead, I’m picked up at half past nine for a conversation with Horus.



I tell him about my experience in the Hypostyle Hall and the small Chapel of Anubis.



He looks at me in surprise and says that there is no such thing as a Chapel of Anubis.



It turns out that the staff member sent me to the wrong chapel and I ask him if my attempts to perform the star ritual have now been for nothing.



He says they haven’t, but this is why the initiation cannot go ahead.



I already had that feeling myself.



I tell him that my meditation in the Hypostyle Hall failed because of the two guards arguing. Horus says he will contact them. I tell him about the eerie experience I had there; as if something came in through my left foot and took possession of me.



He stares at me with a sharp look in his eyes. Then he nods thoughtfully a few times and says he was certain that I would experience something on the left side of the temple. He advises me to go to the left side of the temple again at three o’clock tomorrow, but I have to sit outside this time.



I tell him that’s where I saw Merenit, but Horus assures me that this ritual has nothing to do with Merenit. It will become clear to me later.



Then, much to my excitement, Horus tells me that I can go back to the Dark Chamber in the Osirion at seven o’clock tomorrow morning.



In relation to my experience last year, I ask him again about the meaning of the winged sun disc I felt around my shoulders. Back then, he said he didn’t know the exact meaning of it. Now he is able to tell me that it should be seen as a symbol of protection. Several other students had the same experience after me. He can now also say with certainty that the winged sun is the symbol of Atum. The symbol is from the 6th Dynasty, but was frequently used by Pharaoh Akhenaten as a symbol for Aton. Again Horus expresses his suspicion that my experiences are related to this period in the 18th Dynasty.



The next morning when I wake up, I suddenly realise that today is the last day of my three week stay in Egypt. I put on my white jellabiya and walk to the temple. The guards nod sullenly without looking at me. I think Horus paid them a visit. I tell them I have permission to visit the Dark Chamber. They nod and say they have been informed.



I continue to the Osirion, unhook the barbed wire which is attached to the top of the wooden stairs, and walk down. When I roll up my jellabiya and take off my sandals, the catfish swim towards me with curiosity. I carefully slide my feet into the cool, green water.



The water comes up my knees. As I wade through towards the Dark Chamber, the bottom feels slippery. I look around. The hieroglyphics on the walls have been sharply eroded. The water, which permanently fills the space, has taken its toll. I climb on the big rock in the middle of the Chamber and sit with my knees up under my chin. Then it becomes quiet, very quiet …



I feel deeply grateful that I got to spend another three weeks in this country I love so much. I’ve learned to embrace pleasant and less pleasant experiences. My thoughts spontaneously drift to my parents and the other parents I had in past lives. I have no conscious memory of it, but life after life they have given me the opportunity to slowly but surely unveil my soul. I express my gratitude to all of them.



I also remember feeling this need during my first visit to the Dark Chamber. Perhaps these emotions are triggered by the atmosphere here. It’s as if time does not exist. To put it differently, it’s as if all time merges here.



I experience peace and I don’t feel any need to write.



This time I don’t experience the wings with the sun, but I know that I’m protected. All these wonderful meditation experiences only take place once, at least that’s what I’ve found. After half an hour I say goodbye to this place and to old Kemet, with its wonderful deities which I’ve come to know as the ‘Fingers on God’s hand’.



At three o’clock in the afternoon, I sit down outside under the gallery of the temple on the left as agreed. The guards are quiet this time.



After a while, I sense that the vibration level of this place is completely different to the one at the water wells, 70 metres away. Also, the energy level on the inside of the temple cannot be compared with that on the outside, and certainly not with the refined energy of the Osirion. Sensing energy levels in spaces and areas is a fascinating experience.



After fifteen minutes, the whole left side of my body starts to tingle, while yesterday I only felt a sensation in my left leg. It’s a horrible feeling. I jump up like I did before and try to discharge the energy into the ground. It doesn’t work. Instead, a thick, opaque, melancholic cloud descends over me, just like yesterday.



I’m starting to wonder if this emotion belongs to me or to others who were here before me. I can ask that question, because I’ve picked up other people’s emotions that were stored in the memory of matter several times before.



Horus has advised me to refrain from using automatic writing during this ritual. I don’t, but I would very much like to know what this means.



I feel restless and am unable to stay sitting still, even though I try. A little later I get up.



I walk towards the entrance of the temple with mixed feelings. It’s my last visit and it’s a shame that I feel so distraught right now.



As a farewell I walk through the temple one last time. I have a few pieces of rose quartz with me, which I exchange for the stones I left in the holes of the column in the Hall of Sokar last year. Then I return to the hotel.



After dinner I am invited to join the closing ritual. This is being held in the treatment room next to the office on the ground floor. When I enter, the room is dimly lit with candles. There’s a white sheet on the floor and only Horus, Aset and a member of staff are present.



Horus asks me to lie down on the white sheet. He kneels by my head, Aset at my feet. The member of staff is to my right. The room is quiet. Lying on my back, I close my eyes and wait for whatever is going to happen.



Suddenly I feel a splash of cold liquid on my stomach.



At the same time Horus shouts ‘Ra!’ loudly into my left ear. I cry out in pain. Not only does my ear hurt, my whole body is aching terribly. As if I’m being stabbed with fiery burning knives. I’m crying, screaming, and squirming on the floor like a snake.



Finally, my body cramps up. A little later the cramp subsides and I remain paralysed.



It takes quite some time for me to recover.



Horus and Aset help me up. When I sit, I shake my head from side to side a few times. I feel completely overwhelmed. I’m deeply ashamed of my reaction. What in God’s name just happened? How could I have possibly reacted this way? Completely stunned, I search for words to explain how I feel. It is very difficult, because this feeling can barely be put into words.



It feels as if a shift has taken place within my body. As if all the air was being sucked out of the left side of my body, drawing part of the right half of my body into the left half. All this was accompanied by a burning, searing pain.



To put it another way, I feel like I’ve been struck by an earthquake. After the Earth has been shaken, matter has to fuse back together in order to regain its balance. It is as if the consciousness in my energy centres, my energetic body, has to get used to its new position.



After I’ve recovered from the shock, Horus tells me what happened.



‘I expelled a Meri, an evil energy, from your system. Meri had nestled around your chakras connected to your Ka.’



My reaction to this closing ritual reminds me of how epileptic seizures used to start. They started with a spinning tingling sensation around my solar plexus. With that, a lot of energy was collected in my stomach, which then went through my chest like a raging whirlpool up to my head, causing my it to ‘explode’ …



I tell Horus this. He nods and explains: ‘The energy you felt during the ritual in the temple was the black magic you were exposed to during your incarnation under the rule of Pharaoh Akhenaten in the 18th Dynasty. Your reaction to the ritual was caused by this Meri. It refused to leave your body in a simpler way, namely through the star ritual. I’ve now finally managed to expel this evil energy. And now, this energy will peacefully seek a different way of life elsewhere. During the last ritual in the temple, Meri came into your consciousness from your subconscious mind. You experienced this as an unpleasant tingle creeping up from your left foot to your leg. At the same time, you were overwhelmed with feelings of depression, despair and anger.



When I removed the energy from Meri from your system, your body reacted with violent twitching that caused terrible pain. I want to emphasise that those were not reactions from you, but from Meri. It refused to leave your system.’



I think about it and ask Horus if Meri was also responsible for the epileptic seizures I had during a difficult time in my life? Horus nods and says: ‘If your resistance is undermined both physically and mentally by poor living conditions, as was the case for you at the time, you will no longer be able to control an evil jinn with your free will.’



Then I ask Horus if I’ve heard the name correctly: ‘It’s not Merenit, is it?’



‘No,’ he says firmly, ‘it wasn’t Merenit. Merenit is helping you with your book. In the future you will experience true harmony and balance in your life. You will fare very well in the future. Go and take a nice hot shower now.’



I thank Horus. I don’t fully understand why yet, but I have absolute confidence in his mastery, which he has recently demonstrated. That’s how I know I’m going to be okay.



In the bathroom I take my clothes off and notice that my underwear is also completely red from the Blood of Isis that was poured over my solar plexus.



I step into the shower and reflect on my spiritual and emotional cleansing.



If I understood correctly, my Ba, my soul-personality, which embodies itself again and again through all incarnations, has just been freed from an evil energy called Meri. During my life in the period of Akhenaten, the priests of Aton heavily bombarded me with black magic. This resulted in my soul personality being wrapped up as it were, or rather, darkened with a grey veil. This grey veil largely destroyed my intuitive powers, making contact with my inner master almost impossible.



The priest who had been responsible for this was named Meri. He nestled his evil energy around my soul personality. This act was stored in its memory and taken to subsequent lives.



I stay under the hot water for a long time, dry myself off and find something comfortable to wear for the return trip to the Netherlands. Then I pack my suitcase and clean my room. Still reeling from the ritual, I drink a cup of farewell tea on the terrace with the others. At two o’clock in the morning we take the bus to Luxor airport.



When the plane takes off, I lean back in my seat, tired and still somewhat dazed. Hundreds of questions bubble up in me.



A week after my return to the Netherlands I’m still tired, dog tired, and I sleep a lot.



The temperature rises every afternoon, the thermometer showing 38 degrees. Much to my dismay, my hair falls out. When I comb it large clumps of it come out. I buy a vitamins and nutritional supplements, but my hair keeps falling out. After two weeks I contact the House of Life.



I express my concern about my situation and ask questions. I also have questions about the cleansing ritual, which I believe was very intense and took place far too close to my departure. Horus gives the following explanation for this:



‘Nothing has changed in your person. The process of cleansing your soul personality has put a strain on your body. Now you have to give your body some time and rest a lot. In the future you will start to experience different thoughts and emotions. I’ve always checked all the information I received about your Ba three times before I continued working with you.’ I ask him again to further explain the star ritual and the role Anubis played in it.



He answers: ‘There was never a place in the temple dedicated to Anubis. We gave it that name. The reason we chose that name and place is because there’s no place in the temple of Seti that was ever associated with Aton. But there is a place in the temple connected to the ideas of king Akhenaten, and that’s where people went in ancient times. After all, your religious life wasn’t complete without a visit to Abydos.



The temple of Abydos gave access to different faiths, because it was dedicated to multiple gods who were all connected to the spiritual world. The stars drawn on your hands and feet are symbols that belonged to the priests dedicated to king Akhenaten and Judaism.



The Star of David originated from this ritual.



Take plenty of rest. For the next forty days, I will work on you on a spiritual level from Abydos. A lot has happened to you on an energy level. That’s now expressing itself in the form of physical complaints. You will slowly regain your strength. I recommend that you travel on a soul level to the places in Egypt you feel connected to. There you will experience peace, tranquility and comfort.’ Then he gives me a little spiritual support: ‘You should consider yourself lucky that we were able to cleanse your Ba from the negative energy. Later, when the forty-day period of working on your Ba is complete, you will receive further explanation in a report.’



It is early November, it rains and it keeps on raining. Every day I travel to Egypt on a soul level, to El-Ashmunein, to Abu Garab, to Abusir and to Abydos, but I don’t feel the need to travel to Amarna yet. Travelling on a soul level works wonders for my system. I buy some linen, paint inspiring Egyptian art forms on them and turn them into tapestries. This focussed work helps me to rebalance my system. I gradually regain my energy and after three months I’m my old self again.



No, not my old, but my new self!



My hair has grown back. Peace and harmony have come into my life and for the very first time I’m truly balanced. I thank the goddess Maát.



Suddenly, I am being asked for all kinds of funct
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Initiating dream



I wake up with a shock and I lay still with my eyes closed, because I know from experience that as soon as I move a muscle my dreams will dissolve into thin air. I desperately want to hold on to the wondrous images which unfolded before my dream-eye. What I had seen was the image of a petite young woman, dressed in a white, close-fitting garment, leaving her left shoulder bare. The woman was carefully holding a large shallow dish filled with a dark red liquid. I try my best to remember something about the environment in which the dream took place, but my memory can only recollect a warm, dusty environment where a certain activity is taking place. I cannot figure out what it is exactly.



The atmosphere in the dream was not disturbing, and the activity the woman was doing seemed to be part of everyday life. I do have the impression that it was a ritual act. If there had been any images preceding this scene whatsoever, I cannot remember them anymore. I close my eyes again, direct my attention inwards and meditate on the woman with the large shallow bowl. The answer creeps up from my subconscious. The red liquid in the dish is blood …



At that very moment a fluffy paw gently touches my lips. I open my eyes and look into the compelling eyes of my cat. She is clearly ready for her meal, but my sweety has to wait a bit. I first need to describe these impressive and vivid images in my dream journal.
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A nauseating experience in Karnak



Three weeks later, in March 2011, I land at the airport of Luxor at nine in the evening. As I descend the stairs of the plane, I inhale the warm, dry, somewhat sticky, greasy smell of Egypt. Only the ‘Black Land along the Nile’ has this particular smell. Any Egypt-lover knows which smell I’m trying to put into words. Finally my soul can start to reconnect with this mystical country. The next day, in a small company of nine people, my meditative journey through Egypt commences with a visit to the enormous temple complex of Karnak, near Luxor.



Just past the entrance we are guided to the sanctuaries of Ptah and Sekhmet. There we receive our first meditation assignment. One by one we are invited to attune our energy with the god Ptah and his consort, the goddess Sekhmet. Not knowing what to expect, I close my eyes in the dusky chapel and adjust myself to its energy. The effect of this initial alignment immediately brings about a change in my energy level. My cheerfulness has disappeared and a vague ominous feeling takes over me.



Outside the chapel, our tour guide Aset tells us that, according to the Ancient Egyptians, the goddess Sekhmet had the task of setting innovations in motion. Among other things, she ensured that old, sick and expired things were cleaned up. This cleaning processes took place on a personal, collective and planetary level and often by means of diseases, epidemics, wars and natural disasters. In this way, Sekhmet got rid of wrong ideas and collected traumas, so her husband Ptah could start with the process of renewal. This is why Ptah was named the god of the architects.



After this initial meditation we have some time off to explore the surroundings of the temple by ourselves and this is what I had been looking forward to. In 2009 I visited Egypt for the first time and went on an orienting trip, guided by an archaeologist. I was all ears when she told me about the fascinating material history of this ancient country, and took in the information like a sponge. However, my active listening confined me to my own world of thought where there is little room for intuition. So during my trip I decided to revisit this mystical country, but this time by myself of in the company of like-minded people.



As I wander about the impressive temple complex, I feel an attraction to a small chapel on the right side of the processional way. In the middle of this chapel I discover a stone mass which remind me of the remains of an altar. I put my hands on the stone mass, close my eyes, clear my head and open myself up to ‘the speaking of the stones’.



Almost immediately a series of images pass before my mind’s eye. In a flash, I witness the horrible rape of a woman. This gruesome act ends in her death. Consequently I am confronted with images of blind fury and a meaningless desire for destruction. My solar plexus starts to spin intensely. I cannot process the horrible images, drenched in violence. My stomach starts to turn. Burping and gagging I turn around, run outside and look for a quiet place to recover. A little further on I discover a large rectangular lake. In ancient times this was a place of purification. I walk to the other side of the lake and sit down under the palm trees, near the spot where in ancient times a goose was released at dawn, honouring a new day. I try to tune in to happier things, but it’s too late. My stomach wants to get rid of the impressions I just received. Maybe it’s a coincidence, but it seems like Sekhmet didn’t hesitate to start my cleaning process.



Having thrown up a couple of times, my solar plexus finally calms down. I stare at the sacred lake and my thoughts drift off to the current world news. They show one crisis after another. A few months prior, in January 2011, the Arab Spring broke loose in Egypt. This is the name people chose for the popular uprising against the military regime, which they thought would lead to renewal. Perhaps the energy of Sekhmet is still alive in this mystical country, and maybe Egypt is on the verge of a major cleaning process.
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Coming home from the soul-personality



It is seven o’clock in the morning when I buy a ticket at the entrance of the temple of Sety I in Abydos. It is quiet, there is no tourist to be seen and all by myself I slowly walk up the broad staircase, towards the forecourt of the temple.



The sand-coloured limestone glows velvety soft In the shy morning sun. With each step I become more aware of an increasing feeling of pure happiness. A wish I cherished from a young age is about to be fulfilled.



When I arrive in the courtyard of the temple, I am pulled towards two ancient wells, on the left and right of the stairs, like a magnet. They look abandoned, filled with sand, like silent witnesses of forgotten events.



I sit down on a wall surrounding the left well, and while I bask in the morning sun I stare at the temple. Coming from the village, a mixture of indefinable smells enter my nose. Only Egypt smells this way. Grateful for the silence during this first visit, I close my eyes and try to imagine what it must have been like here during the reign of Pharaoh Sety I, who lived from 1306 to 1209 BC.



A tingle creeps up my spine to my neck and suddenly, out of nowhere, a feeling of excitement takes over me. Blurred images, which I can best describe as ‘images from a silent film’, pass by my mind’s eye. Together they are the silent witnesses of a certain activity surrounding these wells. I see people walking back and forth clad in white priest robes. They are filling their pitchers and are washing themselves with the water from the springs. While fetching the water they share the latest news and gossip. It all seems cheerful …



Partly still in trance, I open my eyes. On the wall opposite from me, a girl of around sixteen years old has sat down. She has a petite posture and is wearing a tight, modest white linen robe, which leaves her left shoulder bear. It looks like she is waiting for someone. The girl slowly turns her head in my direction. Her long black hair slides off her shoulder and shows half of her face. She smiles at me. In the distance, to the left of the temple, a man appears. He walks in my direction. He too is wearing a simple white linen robe.



The images disappear as quickly as they appeared. A shock of recognition takes over me, but I do not have much time to think about it. From the corner of my eye I see a fox approaching. She is carrying her prey in her mouth. When the fox discovers me she keeps still with a stoic look in her eyes. We keep staring at each other for quite a while. I get the feeling that I am in her territory. I look at the well, scanning the open spaces between the stones and as I suspected, something is moving. A pair of glittering beading eyes anxiously stare at me. Again I look at the fox, who needs to feed her young apparently, and decide to continue my meditation elsewhere. As I am getting up, the fox slips away behind the wall that separates the first court from the second. Although the jackal has long been extinct in this area, the encounter with the fox reminds me of Anubis, the deity with the head of a jackal, who guides the soul personalities on their journey through the realm of the dead.



I take off my sandals. I want to feel the stones under my bare feet while I walk up the next flight of stairs in the direction of the second forecourt. Climbing the stairs brings about a special feeling, as if I am being stretched out and rise above myself. Atop the third staircase I turn around for a moment and catch the fox sneaking out from under the stones of the well with her prey.



A guard is squatting under the large gallery at the entrance of the temple. Slowly he comes to his feet and says, ‘Salaam, lady. Welcome to the temple of Abydos.’ ‘Good morning, sir. Alaikum Salaam.’ I nod, hand him my ticket and walk hesitantly towards the imposing, dimly lit Hypostyle hall, the room with columns which precedes the Holiest of the Holy of a temple. After about ten meters I stand still. My eyes glide over the colossal columns and meet the radiant sun, reflected in the last sanctuary dedicated to Amon-Ra, the god-name the Ancient Egyptians gave to the ‘Grand Architect of the Universe’. Emotions take over me. It feels like time is dissolving into nothingness. In a reflex, I fold my arms over my chest. My eyes are burning and tears start to run down my cheeks. I stand motionless as a waterfall of impressions pours out over me and, like pieces of a puzzle, fall into place at my feet. On the floor, an image takes shape which evokes so much recognition that I burst into tears. I can describe this image with just a few words: I am home.



I am standing there without any sense of time. Tears keep on coming. When I slowly re-enter time and regain control over my emotions, I go looking for a handkerchief. A bit shy as a result of the situation, I look over at the entrance. The guard smiles back vaguely. What will he think of this? Slowly I continue in the direction of the Holiest of the Holy. The dim lighting in the temple is the result of the sparse sunlight which touches the floor through square holes in the roof. There are fluorescent lights on the floor along the walls, but they are turned off. The soft natural lighting, together with the serene silence, also evokes stillness within me.



It is wonderful having the temple to myself at this early hour. I walk further down the Hypostyle hall and ask myself where I shall start collecting memories, because that’s what it feels like to me. My immortal soul recognizes the energy of this place and is about to reconnect with it.



Step by step, standing still occasionally, I feel the vibrations that come to me from the walls of the temple with my hands. The walls have become darker over the centuries. The colours of the images have faded, but the message of the many hieroglyphs is still clearly visible. From experience I know that stones can speak, and nervously I wonder if this temple has something to tell me.



The age-old floor, somewhat uneven in some places, feels like velvet. It is polished by millions of feet shuffling over it over the centuries. If I had to put this feeling into words, I would describe it as a feeling of ‘timelessness’, being in the ‘eternal now’. Teach me how to pray, teach me how to follow the path of time. These are just words that rise up in me. Again I become emotional. I place my back against a colossal column and lay my hands on the cool stone mass.



A powerful magnetic wave pulls my feet tight to the stone floor. I am rooted in the temple. The crown of my head is connected to the roof and far beyond, with the universe, with eternity. Energy starts to flow upwards through my feet and finds its way through my spine, to my heart. Then, the history of the temple unfolds before me …



In a flash, I become aware of the pain the temple has endured over the centuries. This awareness manifests itself in vague images which are accompanied by a feeling of ‘truly knowing’. The pain of the temple was not only caused by natural disasters, such as earthquakes. The consequences of human ignorance have also left a devastating trace behind in her sacred interior. She has cried out desperate moans under the attacks of blind frenzy.



Her pain is not the only thing I experience, also her joy comes to me in the shape of the smell of incense, images of flickering oil lamps, softly rustling clothes, beautiful shades of pastel and chanting reminiscent of a mantra. I slowly walk on. From time to time I stop to admire the carvings in the high walls and the enormous pillars. Images which, apart from the kings’ heroic deeds, tell the story of a highly developed race that settled along the Nile more than 5,000 years ago. Everywhere throughout Egypt you come across the legacy of this people. They were a community who were entirely devoted to the Neteru, the supernatural world of the gods and goddesses, and you could compare them, in terms of attitude and mentality, with an ant- or bee colony. There is one big difference however: a human colony is equipped with self-awareness and free will. Only human beings are able to break the laws of nature and able to apply them in a self-sufficient and unholy way. This happened in the past, it is happening today and it will probably be no different in the future.



In ancient times, Egypt had highly educated people who knew the laws of nature. They were aware of the fact that it was man’s task to cooperate with the cosmic as best as they could, in a perpetual wave of ebb and flow. This country produced great thinkers who moved to the West. They were aware of the fight they had to combat with the shadow side of their knowledge: black magic. The world religions which emerged after, including the church of Rome, did not understand much of the universal laws of nature. They even condemned these laws as pagan and banned them in the year 325, during the First Council of Nycea. However: universal laws are not easily banned …



I walk all the way through the impressive Hypostyle hall and enter the Holiest of the Holy. What makes the temple of Sety I so special is the division of the Holiest of the Holy. Unlike a conventional temple layout, this temple has not one but seven shrines which are dedicated to different gods and goddesses. Behind the Holiest of the Holy is the Hall of Osiris. I enter this richly decorated hall and admire the small chapels on the right one by one. Then I continue my journey and walk into the Hall of Hope, which is connected to it. Here too, there are three small chapels on the left. The imposing architecture makes me dizzy. I walk back to the Holiest of the Holy and turn right, into the Hall of Sokar. Overwhelmed by all the impressions, I sit against a pillar and close my eyes. Many questions play through my mind, questions which are all related to the ancient Egyptian knowledge of the laws of nature.



I take my stationery out of my backpack.



Free writing, also called automatic writing, enables me to have contact with my Self, or, in other words, with my Inner Master, without intervention of my thoughts.



After clearing my head, I place my pen on the paper.



Immediately the following words appear:



Once, when there were still people who feared God, in the sense that there was still reverence for the gods, they were closer to the spiritual world. The closer you are to the spiritual world, the more strength and inspiration you can receive and take in. Here in Abydos, firstly the soul personality would be healed, this was regarded as the most important thing. If the soul personality is not healed, mankind will remain ill. You can temporarily heal the physical state of the body, but if there is no cleansing and unblocking of the soul personality, new and different diseases will present themselves. People will first have to become aware of themselves, only then real healing can follow.



I’m not surprised that the topics health and disease present themselves, because these things are part of my work.



Because I want to know more about the process of awareness which leads to healing, I ask the following question: How can I help people who want to get better, but who clearly know nothing about awareness?



Support them, give them advice, but do not invest all your energy. After all, you cannot give something which is not requested. You cannot intervene in someone’s karma for that matter.



I ask another question:



How can I help people who do want to become conscious?



Make sure that these people first restore the spiritual connection with their ancestors. A person is able to heal their soul, thus themselves, with the help of their ancestors. Through this line a person can connect with the cosmic hierarchy and gain insight into what is beneficial for the healing and unveiling of his soul … The only goal a life on earth serves, is to heal and become aware of the soul personality. Also know that physical disorders often stimulate the healing process of the soul personality and thereby reveal the soul.



I am impressed, and thank my source of information. At times I get the impression that the information which is passed on to me is coming from a guide, however it also seems possible that all of this knowledge is stored in my own soul personality.



Feeling rejuvenated I get up from the floor. A guard shows me the way to the back exit of the temple. Archaeologists named the corridor leading up to the exit the Slaughterhouse.



Fascinated I look at the colossal reliefs on the walls that tell the story of how a bull is caught and prepared for a ritual slaughter. Immediately my thoughts flash back to the dream I had a month ago, right after I signed up for this trip:



A slender-built, young woman cautiously carrying a large bowl filled with a dark red liquid…



Wow, is the red liquid in the shallow bowl perhaps the blood of a freshly slaughtered bull, a sacrificial bull? Am I getting an explanation about my dream here, in Abydos?



Once I get outside, at the back of the temple, the sun pours down its hot rays over me. As I shield my eyes from the bright light, my eyes are immediately drawn in the direction of the horizon. There, a long mountain range is visible that, like a silent watchman, gives cover to the back of the temple, the Osirion and Umm El Qa’ab, which is the oldest royal cemetery in Egypt, dating back to 3000 years BC. I walk down the stairs to Osirion, which is located somewhat lower, but the sun is already too high in the sky. I cannot find any spot in the shadow to meditate in. I decide to postpone my visit to tomorrow, and I go back to where I came from to enjoy the coolness of the temple. Telling by the sound, a bus full of tourists has just arrived.



Disrespectfully, their profane voices reverberate through the high Hypostyle Hall. Unpleasantly surprised, but very grateful for the silence during my ‘reunion’ with the temple, I exit this place and go back to the guest house.



A tasty lunch is waiting for us, consisting of deliciously smelling slices of pizza, falafel, bread and fruit. During the meal there is a lively discussion about the ancient Egyptian religion.



Someone from the party makes a remark about the Jewish-Christian tradition. He argues that, based on this tradition, the ancient Egyptian religion with its primitive images appears to him somewhat ominous and pagan..



When you study Egyptian history, you will certainly encounter dark periods. Periods where selfish people were in power. This is ‘perceptible’ in some places, if you are sensitive to it at least. However, the original intention of this ancient religion was more substantial than merely applauding heroic pharaohs and worshipping statues. The reason why the world caught up relatively late with this faith is because this doctrine was only passed on to initiates and within the walls of the temple in ancient times.
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Ba and Ka



Today we start fasting. This means that between sunrise and sunset, provided that we can keep up due to the heat, we are not to eat or drink anything. Fasting is part of the curriculum and serves a dual purpose: to clean the body and to learn to master the Ka.



It is from the ancient Egyptians that Western civilisation inherited the knowledge that besides his physical body, man possesses a number of spiritual bodies which the Egyptians called the Akh, the Ba and the Ka. This knowledge of the laws of nature came to them, as far as we can tell, in the year 3000 BC through a messenger from the divine world whom they named Djehuti or Thot. The Ka was seen by the Ancient Egyptian as the animalistic aspect of the personality. In western terms it is called the lower self, the psychic-emotional body or astral body. The Ba is the ancient Egyptian name for what is called the soul in the Jewish-Christian tradition.





















		Christians





		 

		Egyptians





		 

		Hebrews











		Body





		 

		Kath





		 

		Malkuth











		Soul





		 

		Ba





		 

		Nephes











		Spirit





		 

		Ankh





		 

		Ruach











		Ego





		 

		Ka





		 

		 





























		Buddhists





		 

		Theosophists





		 

		Rosicrucians











		Rupa





		 

		Physical body





		 

		Physical body











		Jiva





		 

		Higher self





		 

		Soul-personality











		Atman





		 

		Soul





		 

		Soul











		Lower self





		 

		personality





		 

		 











The diagram shows the names in various religious traditions.



The Ba or soul-personality



The Ba or soul-personality is what we call a person’s true self. This true self is purely spiritual, immortal and unchangeable by nature. Because of her spiritual nature, she is transparent and therefore invisible before our physical eyes. During the incarnated phase of the soul-personality it can be hidden with a gray veil as a result of the negative actions of the personality - our thinking and acting. As a result, the knowledge possessed by the soul personality becomes unattainable for our consciousness. One of the important characteristics of the soul personality is that it stores all our life experiences, life after life. We can therefore compare the soul personality with the hard drive of a computer. The only difference is: a hard drive can be destroyed and the soul-personality is indestructible.



When it’s her or his time, the soul personality decides to descend in the direction of the material world, for causal reasons which I will discuss later. According to the Ancient Egyptians, this happens when the future parents engage in the act of love, exactly at the time when the egg is fertilized. During pregnancy, the soul personality can move around freely, it shuttles back and forth between his or her new body, growing in the womb of the mother, and the spiritual world which he or she is about to leave. During birth, at the exact moment when the umbilical cord is cut, the soul-personality is locked up in his or her body while the Ka, the personality, joins the physical body and the soul personality. This is a traumatic experience for the soul-personality, it is no wonder that the baby will let out heart wrenching cries. After the death of the physical body the soul-personality, along with the experiences that she has gained during her incarnation, returns to the spiritual world, where she will await another incarnation.



The Ka, the personality of the psychological-emotional body



In the Ka, or personality, our survival mechanism is stored. In other words: our instincts, impulses and emotions are stored in the Ka. These are qualities of the personality. They enable the physical phase of the soul-personality to physically function as a human being on earth, to maintain itself and to propagate. The personality is partially material by nature and therefore not visible to our physical eyes. For the psychic eyes of a clairvoyant she is perceptible indeed, in the shape of an aura around the physical body. The personality only attaches to the physical body at birth. This is temporary in nature and is at the service of the soul-personality and the physical body.



In contrast to the soul, the personality is changeable by nature, because it is influenced by the results of our thinking and our actions. At the moment when we take our last breath, our personality returns to where it came from: back to nature. There, the personality disintegrates over time and will finally be taken back by the elements from which it was built up. As mentioned earlier we cannot do/exist without the attributes of our personality in the material phase of our existence. We need its qualities, urges, instincts and emotions to survive in the material world. Our physical consciousness is stored inside of it. Physical awareness exists to ensure that we can experience feelings of hunger and thirst, so our body remains in good condition. Another characteristic of the personality is the ability to experience pain, as to make sure that we notice symptoms of disease and traumas in time. Our personality also keeps us sharp and alert to any approaching danger, so that we can defend and protect ourselves if need be. The personality also enables us to become sexually aroused, as to ensure that our species is maintained.



However, the personality also has negative characteristics. I call them negative, because they have a polluting effect on our soul-personality. During our study, the personality receives extra attention as it is directly linked to the subject of fasting. The personality naturally strives for satisfaction in the broadest sense of the word. However, constant satisfaction can also lead to addiction. I’ll give you a few examples to illustrate this: The personality can bestow on us an almost uncontrollable sense of greed. Or a tendency to hoard, a shopping addiction, germaphobia, food addiction or an addiction to alcohol, drugs or sex.



A negative state of mind and character traits such as envy, selfishness, aggression, discrimination, cruelty, hatred, destructiveness and narcissism are also a result of the properties of the personality. So are a fear of anything and everything, insecurity, powerlessness, despair, distrust, inefficiency, dissatisfaction, injustice, grumpiness, attachment, sadness as a result of a loss, depression and even embarrassment. They are all negative qualities of the personality. Craving companionship or the need to be comforted or rewarded are also traits of our personality. You could say that your life depends on you getting to know yourself. It depends on the understanding that you are not your body, but a multiple being. A clear understanding of the various traits which belong to the different qualities of human beings can help us to more efficiently contribute to our evolutionary process in the direction of the unveiling of our soul-personality. Amon-Re, Re-Harachte, God, the Father, YHVH, the One, the All and the Omni-creativity are all names for the creative power of the universe. When mankind fell so miserably from the heavenly immensity, this creative power, which loved mankind above all, gave it a tool, free will, so that it could give guidance to itself. But it did not take long before the knowledge about how to deal with this free will was forgotten. Teachers were sent to earth in the form of Thot, Moriah, Kuthumi, Moses, Jesus Christ, Buddha, and other known and lesser-known teachers who came from a hierarchical order of the spiritual plane called the Great White Brotherhood. These teachers reminded people time and time again that when they fell from the heavenly immensity, they had received a very adequate tool from their creator: free will. This exceptional tool was only given to mankind. Animals were not equipped with this tool, they completely act on their Ka, their instincts and urges.



Only through free will, mankind is able to subject the negative qualities of the personality under the command of the soul. This means that we, by making choices, are able to raise ourselves above the lower aspects of our personality. If we succeed in doing so we become well-balanced people, who no longer get carried away by their instincts, urges and emotions. Having awareness of our existence as a threefold being is therefore a prerequisite in order to gain insight into the following.



Karma



Karma is a cosmic law, a law of nature. Karma basically means cause and effect. There is both positive and negative karma. Negative karma ties our soul-personality, in causal connection, to the material world, life after life. This is caused by the negative actions of our thinking and acting.



While the soul maintains its glorious shine throughout all its incarnations, the soul-personality is wrapped in an impenetrable karmic grey veil, life after life, due to the negative actions of the personality. This grey veil also makes that we feel that misplaced sense of separateness, of discrimination, of intolerance. The I-and-you or we-and-them feeling. In fact, this karmic grey veil is the reason why we cannot get to the wisdom of our heart.



According to the Ancient Egyptians, all human suffering stems from a lack of knowledge about the Self. We must learn to understand that we are our own cause. This may sound harsh, but by misusing our free will we ourselves have created the grey veil around our soul-personality and if we refuse to work on it, we take it with us to a next life. This is the so-called ‘baggage’ with which every person is born.



With the art of living we mean: emptying our baggage, daring to face the contents and making sure that we do not put new negative karma back inside, because we will have to deal with it during the next incarnation.



While we empty our baggage, it may be that we suddenly stumble across the wisdom of our hearts. Then, we can understand exactly why we are on earth and what is the purpose of life.



Through meditation it is possible to get in contact with our soul-personality. Inside of it, not only the memories of past lives are stored. The soul-personality is also the gateway to having contact with the spiritual world. Fasting is a means of becoming aware of the ‘negative voices’ of our personality. These ‘voices’ have a disturbing effect on the ‘line’ which connects us with ourselves and the spiritual world. This is why it is so important that we become aware of our negative thinking patterns before we start meditating. These can be emotions such as scepticism, disbelief about the results of a meditation session, dissatisfied feelings, fear of failure and distrust. A dogmatic know-it-all attitude can also be disruptive. These feelings and emotions all produce ‘noise’ on the connecting line with our soul-personality, the god of our heart.
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Aligning with the stones



Today I got the assignment to visit and meditate in a small temple that was built by Ramses II. It lies a few hundred meters to the right of the temple of Sety.



At seven o’clock I grab my backpack and check if everything is there: my notebook, pen, pencils, eraser, a small recorder, incense, a lighter, a bottle of water and a packet of handkerchiefs. I walk to the temple with a few fellow students. Everyone is silent. We go our separate ways in the forecourt, because we all received different meditation assignments. The temple site is empty. I settle down at the well and take in the quiet space. A feeling of serenity and peace washes over me. Before I walk up the stairs of the temple I take off my sandals. I want to feel the stones under my feet. With every step I take I feel myself growing taller. I am now aware why this is: my aura is expanding. In this ideal situation it is not that difficult to spiritually connect with the environment.



At the entrance the guard recognizes me and welcomes me with a friendly smile. I walk to the Hall of the Boats, where they keep the meditation mats and take one. Then, I walk through the Slaughterhouse to the back exit of the temple. I turn right and walk across the road under which lies a part of the Osirion, in the direction of the Temple of Ramses II. On the way I pass a huge pile of shards of pottery. They are the remains of the pots and jugs that were smashed by thousands of pilgrims during the annual sacrificial feasts.



A surly guard on a camel looks at me with suspicion. Only after I greet him, he quickly nods at me. After about twenty minutes of walking, I can see the little temple. The gate is open. After exploring the terrain, I see that there is not much left of the temple. There is one particular part that appeals to me. It is the only room that still has a roof.



The interior is messy. There are large boulders everywhere. One block is big enough to lie on. I roll out my mat, I light some incense and apply some of the strongly scented lotus flower oil under my nose. It is the one I chose the night before when we were invited to pick out an essential oil and an Ankh, the hieroglyphic sign for Life. They told us that if you apply the oil under your nose, it helps to achieve a well-attuned meditation. I look around me and notice how there are niches in the thick walls, but I have no idea what their purpose was. I lie down on the mat, close my eyes and adjust myself to the space.



After about five minutes, out of nowhere, I start to feel incredibly sad. Memories of a miscarriage, which I experienced in the past, come to the surface. Strange, but I allow it to happen. A while later I smell the faint scent of wild flowers, followed by the smell of freshly baked bread. I also become aware of the presence of a woman.



Her layered skirts make a soft rustling sound.



The visions disappear, I sit up slowly and look around me. This chamber was once used to honour the dead, the thought crosses my mind and suddenly I understand the purpose of the niches in the walls. But of course! Here they kept the offerings for the deceased, such as fresh bread and flowers. Perhaps the woman, whose presence I felt, had lost a child just like me, and I could recognize the vibrations of this emotional event at a soul-level. I get the intense urge to cleanse myself. I want to free myself from the soul pain the miscarriage caused at the time. In this mystical country I feel connected to the energy of Thot, so I focus my attention on this, then I stand up straight. I visualize a connection with the earth, grab hold of the Ankh hanging around my neck and intuitively start to make lemniscate figures around each chakra…



I fall into a kind of trance. Slowly an intense feeling of love descends over me and I am able to connect with the soul-personality which I had to give up to the spiritual world so abruptly. Feeling emotional, I ask Thot for protection during my stay in Egypt. I realize this probably sounds strange to someone who has had no spiritual experiences of this nature. But ever since my first acquaintance with the writings of Thot, whom the Greeks called Hermes Trismegistus, I feel connected to this energy.



During these types of travels, people who are sensitive to it can receive extrasensory observations, but these are not the same for everyone. From this you may conclude that these observations not only say something about the environment, but also something about the person who receives them. Although it is incredibly fascinating to share meditation experiences with each other, I have chosen not to do so. I want to keep my observations as pure as possible and prevent them from being influenced by other people’s experiences.



Extrasensory observations consist of vibrations and vibrations resonate with the vibrations of the receiver. It’s something like ‘birds of a feather flock together’. They are individual and unique and come in the form of images, smell, hearing or sensory sensations.



On the way back I pass the dried out cadaver of a fox. My second encounter with Anubis, the deity who guides the souls of the deceased to the realm of the dead. The pile of pot shards comes into view again. From a distance it looks like a collapsed pyramid. I sit down, take the ancient shards in my hands and try to imagine the pilgrims who came to Abydos every year to perform their ritual. I attune to this event and try to become part of it …



I close my eyes, put my hands in the pile of shards and clear my head …



After a few minutes, I experience the presence of people around me. They jostle, it is very busy, there is singing, yelling, and through that noise I can hear the constant sound of breaking pottery …



I get up and walk back to the temple. It is quiet and I enter the chapel of Sokar, the guardian god of the cemeteries. I roll out my mat. Before I know it I fall into a deep sleep. Two hours later I wake up and I am grateful to be able to experience what it is like to sleep in an ancient Egyptian temple. Feeling well rested I get up and walk back to the guesthouse. Upon arrival and to my surprise, cups of broth are waiting and everyone gets a banana.
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Dendera and the cleansing ritual for the Ba



The breakfast table is set again, which means that we are going on a journey.



Today we will visit the Dendera Temple complex. Dendera is about a two-hour drive upstream along the Nile and includes a few structures: a large temple, two smaller temples, a few birth houses and a sanatorium.



During the trip, Aset tells us a few things about the city’s history.



In ancient times this city was known as Iunet. During the Ptolemaic Dynasty, the Greeks renamed it Dendera. This is still the name of the city today. From the year 30 AD, the Romans took control of Egypt. They ruled for approximately four centuries. The country was then conquered by the Arabs.



Dendera was traditionally known for its healing location. The city is geographically located on the same longitude as Abydos and powerful telluric lines run through the Earth here too. For thousands of years, the sick came here from far and wide, especially those who suffered from lung and skin disorders, in hopes of finding a cure for their ailments.



Today, Dendera is mostly renowned for its beautifully preserved temple complex. This temple has remained in such pristine condition, because it was covered by dry desert sand for centuries, which kept the beautiful colours intact.



The stone columns, walls and ceiling of the impressive hypostyle are completely covered with beautiful, brightly coloured murals.



In ancient times the starry sky was studied from the roof of the temple.



This temple was dedicated to a triad consisting of the local goddess Hathor, her husband Horus and their son Ihy.



Ihy was the patron god of music and rattles. A rattle, also known as a sistrum, was a musical instrument that was widely used in temple rituals. It was made of bronze and consisted of a handle with an arc between which crossbars with small discs were attached. The sistra were held by hand and shaken quickly, causing the discs to make a rattling noise. The instruments were mainly used to scare away jinn. A jinni is a negative remnant of the Ka. According to the Ancient Egyptians, it brings about sickly states of mind in people, in the form of chronic depressions and psychoses. A jinni also promotes the need for alcohol and drugs which cause suicidal tendencies.
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Hathor was revered in ancient times. You can recognise Hathor by her somewhat triangular head which, with a little imagination, is shaped like a sistrum.



Her ears are very noticeable. They look like little cow’s ears. In the hieroglyphic script, Hathor was usually depicted with a headdress consisting of two cow horns with a solar disc between them.



The priestesses of Hathor were usually prophetesses, so the people gladly consulted them for their wisdom. Dendera was an important city in ancient times. Its origin can certainly be traced back to the pre-dynastic period, to the year 3000 BC.



There are two other shrines in front of the temple. These were dedicated to Osiris. Old writings have shown that Osiris had lied buried not only in Abydos, but also in Dendera for quite some time.



The existing temple, the mamisa (birth house) and the sanatorium were last renovated during the Ptolemaic Dynasty. The Romans, who then took over, maintained them. During the reign of the last queen of Egypt, Cleopatra, who was married to the Roman Julius Caesar, the temple complex was extended considerably with another mammisi. The first Coptic Christians later built their basilica here, also because of the presence of the lines of force. This shows how special Dendera’s location is. The energy that the temple radiates strongly reminds me of Our Lady of Chartres, a famous cathedral in France. Here a large labyrinth was drawn out on the floor, most likely by the Freemasons.



Dendera was known for the skilled astronomers who worked there. Priests studied the course of the stars from the roof of the temple at night. This is therefore where the first and most famous calendar of the zodiac was created. This unique zodiac was found by the soldiers of Napoleon during an expedition in 1820 and taken to France. It is now located in the Louvre in Paris.



When we arrive in Dendera, it is considerably busier than in Abydos. There are not just tourists roaming about, but also a lot of Egyptian schoolchildren in uniform. I fall completely silent when I see the impressive beauty of this temple. Here you really get a good sense of the grandeur of architecture in the past. The decorations on the stone ceilings and walls of the large temple have been magnificently preserved. The bright colours symbolise how the Sun moves along the celestial arc. A celestial arc symbolised in the goddess Nut. In the evening, this goddess swallows the sun, and then gives birth to it again in the morning.



I realise in a flash that the occult meaning of this symbol is reincarnation; the unification through mating, fertilisation, growth and rebirth.



The beautiful decorations of the lunar cycles, the zodiac, and the gods who created the universe, not only show the enormous love that the Ancient Egyptians had for their gods, but also the need to ‘depict’ the laws of nature with love.



The front view of the 35 metre wide entrance to the temple is breathtakingly beautiful. Six imposing columns, each 12 metres high and decorated with little Hathor heads shaped like sistra, are separated by beautifully decorated walls. A Greek text has been added above the central entrance. It describes, among other things, that this temple was built by the emperor Tiberius Caesar.
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On the partition walls you can see how the emperors Tiberius and Claudius make sacrifices to Horus, Hathor and other gods. Roman emperors such as Augustus and Nero have also let themselves be portrayed as Pharaohs, presenting offerings to the Egyptian gods.



On both sides of the hall you can still see that at that time huge doors provided access to different rooms. These were used as a treasury, a library and a storage location for offerings. On the wall on the outside of the chapel, behind the Holy of Holies, there used to be a niche with a shrine in it. For this reason, the chapel was called the ‘chapel of the listening ear’. Standing in front of the shrine, the commoners, who were not allowed to enter the temple, could address their prayers to the goddess. The goddess could hear the people’s prayers from her place in the Holy of Holies.



Underneath the floor of the temple there are also a few crypts in which the temple treasures were kept.



From the offering hall, we reach the roof of the temple via two flights of stairs. Here is a small kiosk, decorated with Hathor columns, and a few of chapels.



I try to imagine the priests who charted the stars and planets in the cloudless sky from this roof in the dark night. Light pollution would not have been an issue then as it is today and there was probably less desert sand in the air as well, because the Nile Valley was much wider at the time.



In the place of the captured zodiac now hangs a plaster copy. This shows a kind of map of the heavens, where the celestial dome is supported by four pillars in the form of goddesses. With their hands, the goddesses hold a representation of 36 images of the zodiac, including planets and stars. The astronomers of the time were able to determine the time using this ‘map of the sky’.



Next to the temple is a sacred lake. It is dry, because the water levels of the Nile have dropped since the construction of the dam, and there are now palm trees growing in the lake.
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I carefully walk down the steps to the bottom of the basin. As I descend I get goosebumps all over my body. When I reach the bottom I sit down with my back against the basin wall, put my hands on the rough stone and close my eyes. I am overcome with emotion. I have been here before. I have walked down these steps before. I know this place! Once again, a scene flashes before my mind’s eye. I see people in simple linen robes carrying bowls and jugs. They walk up and down the basin steps with them. I also see how they cleanse themselves in the holy water.



With great effort I pull myself away from the images and the atmosphere that radiates from them.



I walk slowly to the other side of the basin and climb back up the steps. I turn around in disbelief and look down again. I am certain. I know this place. But how? I would love to put my pen on the paper, but unlike in Abydos, there are lots of people here. There are many noisy Egyptian schoolchildren who, it seems, are on a field trip. I sincerely hope that these children will receive truthful information about the wonderful and rich history of their beautiful mystical land, which left them not only material treasures, but also a lot of spiritual wealth.



I rejoin the group. We walk towards the mamisa, where in the past sacrifices were made to the guardian gods to beg for fertility and a successful birth. Along the way I drink a bottle of water and eat a sandwich and an apple.



Before entering the mamisa, I stand still and tune into the energy of the building. It is crowded inside. I look around and see an empty space against the back wall. I walk over and stand with my eyes closed and my back and hands against the wall.



I start laughing almost immediately. I have a strong feeling that more than just begging for fertilisation was done here. I see a scene of priests and priestesses who take their duties very seriously. They’re images of love acts similar to tantra, but they very profane to me. I would almost like to call it ‘temple prostitution’. Something like: ‘Pilgrim, reproduce before you go.’ Also, the actions offered by the priests and priestesses seem to have been very rewarding.



I share my observation with Aset. She confirms it and tells me that Dendera was originally called Tantra in the distant past. This is where the word tantra originates from. Tantra was fully practised in the temple, but many things went wrong here. The priests and priestesses wildly abused the services offered for material gain.



We walk to the large sanatorium, which is built of clay stone and has several floors. It makes a spooky and sinister impression on me, with its eroded walls.



The many hospital rooms and wash rooms are still clearly recognisable. Aset explains that the sick who spent the night here hoped for dreams which would contain clues to their healing. These sick were cared for by well-educated priests and priestesses. Many pilgrims also came here to drink from the healing water and to bathe in it.



Aset points us to a small room located high in the clay stone wall. The story goes that this small room was a very special place in the past.



We climb the shaky iron stairs that lead to this special room. It is called the elevation room.



As soon as we are all inside, Aset closes the barred gate. One of the members of our group will undergo a healing ritual here. Aset burns incense. The person in question is asked to lie down on the floor as we stand around her. As we direct our thoughts towards her, Aset rattles with a few sistra to keep the jinn at a distance, according to old custom. After this preparation we move on to singing vocal sounds. Everyone sings a sound for themselves which he or she deems most appropriate for the group member lying on the floor at that moment.



I intonate the sound Aum-Ra-Ma-Aum. The repetition of the sounds absorbs me completely. This ritual is so powerful that I forget my surroundings and surrender to the eternal now … After the ritual we help the group member to her feet. Aset opens the gate. Only then do we see that tourists have gathered at the bottom of the stairs. They are looking up at us in wonder. When we come down, they shrug and walk on, looking at each other, confused. We move on and explore the rest of the sanatorium. Along the way we come across several groups who are performing healing rituals in the small rooms. It looks and feels as if the healing lines haven’t lost their appeal and they still seem to have a beneficial effect.



We enter another small room. Here too, a member of the group will undergo a healing ritual. Again with the vocal sounds, I experience that wonderful effect of the interaction between sound and magnetic vibrations. Not only me, but the others also have that wonderful feeling of transcending into timelessness, the eternal NOW.



We go and have a look at the last part of this temple complex and are led into an underground space. The space is long and narrow, a kind of crypt, where the wall appears to contain a well-kept mysterious story. The story is carved in black marble and above it are hieroglyphs.



Aset asks us to focus on the images so that we can figure out the meaning of the story. I don’t want to remain stuck on the image in my mind, which may put me on the wrong track, so I stand with my back against the wall, close my eyes and concentrate. It is completely silent in the underground crypt. After a few minutes, Aset asks: ‘Margreet, can you tell me what this story is about?’
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Hieroglyph in the crypt of the temple in Dendera






Suddenly, a fierce, stabbing pain goes through my skull. I open my eyes in shock and say promptly: ‘This hall has to do with the creation of the universe and the appearance of man when he obtained his material status.’ This turns out to be perfectly correct. The hieroglyphs in this crypt depict the creation myth. This is symbolised by the erection of the Djet column, which represents the spine of Osiris, the material form phase of man on Earth.



It remains a wonderful experience to just know things. Knowing is a characteristic of our soul. The sharp severe pain in my skull persists and intuitively I give it a hard slap. The pain disappears as quickly as it came.



After another intense experience, I get back on the bus.



Our driver takes us to a falafel stand. The smell alone makes my mouth water. A while later we are sitting at a large picnic table enjoying our lunch. I order a bottle of cola. According to some experts in the field of intestinal infections, cola is an effective way to cleanse your intestines. It’s therefore easy to guess what this drink is made of …



We drive back home. Halfway through the journey I fall asleep and I only wake up in Abydos because of the welcome cries of the children. At the guest house I take a hot shower and change into some clean clothes.



Dinner is in two hours, so I have plenty of time to walk to the temple’s forecourt. The water well on the left has become one of my favourite spots.



It is wonderful to reflect on my day here, work out my notes and put my pen to paper to see if there is a word ‘ready’ for me. The following text fills the paper.



Greetings, dear lady. I shall help you with your book. My name is Merenit. We know each other. I taught you in the temple. Everyday life in Abydos was all about knowing the laws and worshipping the gods and our ancestors. The entire community was focused on those things. Because of centuries of loving attention, this environment became a place for healing, where the sick came to from far and wide.



You practised medicine on the side. You focused primarily on your studies. In particular the teachings of Osiris; the Judgement, the Resurrection in the Light, which symbolises his son Horus, like Jesus.



You were connected to Thoth as a high priestess, but you also gladly assisted the priests of Anubis who had an important task to fulfil here. Everything in this temple was dedicated to serving the gods, the sick and each other. Every morning, the priests and priestesses came to the temple before dawn, where they ritually cleansed themselves at the wells, before displaying their offerings in the Hall of Boats. These were beautifully arranged in baskets and dishes. After that they were placed in the niches located next to the shrines in the temple. Only initiated high priests and high priestesses were allowed to enter here.



In the shrines, the statues of the gods were displayed in reliquaries standing on boats. The shrines were sealed.



I’ve showed you how the seals were broken three times a day. The statues were touched, dressed, sung to and provided with fresh offerings. The replaced offerings were for the workers of the temple and for the sick. The food was blessed by the subtle vibrations that were part of the Holy of Holies and thus had become sacred food.



Not much changed over the course of hundreds of years. However, the daily proceedings threatened to get stuck in a rut, which diverted attention from the ritual.



The common people were not involved in the ritual acts. The true meaning of this occult faith remained hidden from them. It was too sacred and went too deep for a simple, ignorant individual. Therefore, ceremonial festivals were organised for them from time to time. These festivals were numerous, because there were many gods. They required a lot of preparation in the form of the necessary clothing, accompanying decorations, offerings and songs which had to be memorised. During the ceremonial festival, the statue of the relevant deity was taken from the shrine and carried through the city in procession.



My pen stops for a moment. I wait with my eyes closed. Then the last sentence appears.



Give the sacrifice of your Being to the gods. Let Them watch over your Being. Your Being will be safe with Them. Assume your task and serve the temple with your writings. It won’t be difficult for you. I, your teacher, will help you.



I close my notebook and let my head rest against the wall. My eyelids are heavy and I close my eyes.



After a while a beautiful garden appears before my mind’s eye with a rectangular pond full of lotus flowers in the centre. The garden is silent and smells lovely. I feel like I know this place. On the other side of the garden, under a pagoda, someone stands up. It’s a man and he smiles at me.



Then the image fades. I open my notebook and draw the garden from my vision.



I think the garden was to the right of the temple and the man I have seen is not very tall. He has dark curly hair and wears a long blue-green robe. I open my eyes and try to draw him as accurately as possible.



Then suddenly the fox reappears with prey in her mouth, dinner for her kits. When the fox sees me, she quickly crawls away behind a pile of rocks.



I smile and feel happy. Maybe this is not a coincidence, maybe it’s Merenit who comes to say hello to me.



I thank and greet him …



Help with my book, a book about Egypt, about the temple of Abydos? That would be special. Still half in trance, I walk back to the guest house.



When the Sun has set, a delicious vegetarian meal is brought in. It consists of various seasoned dishes, mainly of wheat, rice, beans and stewed vegetables. I dearly miss the Dutch salad and ask if it’s possible to order some raw vegetables. It turns out this is possible, but it’s strongly discouraged. Raw vegetables in Egypt are usually contaminated with bacteria which are found in tap water. Our western intestines cannot handle that. It is not uncommon for these bacteria to cause diarrhoea and of course I don’t want to take that risk. For that reason, it is also only safe to drink water from sealed bottles. You even have to remember to rinse your mouth with bottled water while brushing your teeth.



A cleansing ritual for the Ba is scheduled for tonight and for this we have to put on our white jellabiya. After dinner Aset first explains the purpose of this ancient ritual.



‘The Egyptians assumed that during the earthly phase of its existence, the Ba could be traumatised or polluted by wrong choices and ideas. It is therefore not inconceivable that negative experiences from past lives have residual effects on present life, which can hinder or even thwart the development of that person.’ A group member raises her hand and says: ‘Yes, that may be, but then you assume that reincarnation exists and I myself am not sure about that yet.’



Aset looks at the group and asks: ‘Has anyone of you ever had an experience that gave the impression that there is such a thing as multiple lives?’ Several people nod in confirmation. Then Aset says: ‘Perhaps it would be fun and educational if you exchange such experiences with each other in the coming days. I will now give you an example of soul pollution to think about.



Imagine that in a past life an incarnated soul was a priest or priestess of Thoth. That implies that at the time, this neophyte was initiated in the teachings of the Three Wharf Great Thoth. This neophyte was therefore also trained in magic. The possession of knowledge about magic did not only come with great risks, but also with great responsibility, because with that knowledge the neophytes could tune themselves into the psyches, the soul personalities, of others. You can also imagine, then, that this kind of knowledge entailed huge moral responsibility. The priest communities devoted to Thoth constructed the rituals together at their own discretion. They had to ensure that these were being performed correctly. This also included the magic spells which had to cleanse a person if they had been touched by evil. It also included the regular cleansing of temples, palaces and private homes. But where there is good, there is also evil, and that was no different within the priest communities. There were also impure individuals among these priests, who had used their knowledge to practise black magic. See, this kind of negative use of magic from past lives sticks to the soul personality and is transferred to the next incarnations.’



In my room I silently await the ritual that will take place tonight. Lying on my bed, I stare at the ceiling and go over everything I now know about the personality and the soul personality. In particular the ego-oriented actions of the personality, to which the soul personality is only exposed during the incarnated phase of its existence. I think about free will and the moments of choice that we have in life. I wonder how free those actually are. Choices between love and hate, between greed and generosity, between honesty and dishonesty, and between egoism and altruism are fairly easy to imagine. But what effects do injustice and fear have on a person? Fear of death, fear of abandonment or the urge to survive? Only during an incarnation are we subject to the law of cause and effect. After the physical death there is no more making things right. Asking for forgiveness and giving it in life is therefore vital. Everything that goes wrong during this life will veil the soul personality and delay the evolutionary process. I close my eyes and reflect on all kinds of situations in my life … Then I ask my inner master if he can give me a clue. I receive a symbolic answer in the form of an image: a blue-green bird’s feather twirling down against the background of a bright blue sky.



I know that the feather is the symbol of the goddess Maát. She is the wife of Thoth and symbolises truth and balance in all areas of Being.



The first thing that comes to mind is finding my balance between matter and spirituality and being able to maintain this balance. After all, on Earth I am a combination of spirit and matter. Doing nothing for fear of making mistakes or dying is not an option, because then I will not learn anything. Acquiring knowledge of the laws and becoming aware of my actions is, I think, the most important thing because both positive and negative actions have a boomerang effect. Sooner or later, what goes around comes around.



In this ‘earthly arena’ which we created, we throw ourselves to the lions, life after life. So I have a big responsibility not only towards myself, but also towards other people. When I die, I have to answer to my own soul …



Not to the god created by my Christian upbringing. I don’t think that one exists. I think the truth is different. I think that the True God, out of love and compassion for His creations, established the law of karma, which ultimately, no matter how hard life may turn out for some, will prove to be a law of compassion after all. Thanks to this law, every soul personality gets new chances, life after life, to eventually evolve into a divine being after lots of sorrow, pain and effort. Eternal damnation is inconsistent with the True God, that must be a fabrication, born out of ignorance of the laws of nature or the urge to exercise power over others.



It is time to put on my white jellabiya. Horus has arrived and the common room has been prepared for the ritual.



When we come in, the lights are dimmed and only candles are lit. We are invited to sit in a semicircle around a white sheet which has been spread out on the floor.



I am the first one asked to lay on my front on the sheet.



Aset raises my jellabiya and unhooks my bra. Horus lays a large lump of kneaded bread dough on my exposed back, level with my heart. On the dough he then lays a wad of cotton wool soaked in petrol. This is subsequently set on fire.



The bright light of the shooting flame illuminates the room. Because of the thick layer of bread dough, I don’t feel any heat on my back. When the wad of cotton wool is burning well, Horus covers it with an iron pot. The heat of the fire makes a vacuum inside the pot. Horus now tries to pull the pot from the bread dough.



The pot comes away from my back easily. Horus then repeats the entire process. After that, the ritual is finished and Aset fixes my bra, pulls my jellabiya down and I retake my place in the semicircle.



In turn, everyone is invited to lie down on the sheet. During the ritual it is completely silent. I look around and see the tension on everyone’s faces. Yet I don’t get the impression that anyone is afraid of the flame that shoots up impressively every time. The fire does not burn the skin, because the thick layer of bread dough provides good protection. For two members of the group, the pot comes off with more difficulty. Aset tells us the meaning of this afterwards …



If the pot comes off the dough with difficulty, it may mean that, in a previous life, the person in question has polluted their soul with negative thoughts, words or actions. If the pot comes off the dough without difficulty, then the person’s soul personality is free from such karma.



I personally experienced this ritual as liberating, a kind of cleansing of my spiritual body.
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Shoshana makes her decision



I am a father’s child and the atmosphere in which I grew up revolved entirely around faith. While I was playing around with my mother’s pots and pans, I listened to the conversations my parents had about the things that were happening within the temple walls.



These conversations have certainly influenced my thinking and they likely formed me at a young age. So, as a child, I already knew what I wanted to be when I grew up.



What I didn’t want was to get married, become a housewife and have children. No, I wanted to become a priestess. I wanted to learn how to read, write and study, just like my father. I wanted to know everything about the laws to which people and nature are bound in life and in death.



This year I will be seventeen years old. It’s an important year in which I have to make a big decision. Will I get married and commit myself to a man, which is what my mother wants, or will I become a priestess and commit myself to the temple? Many of my peers now dream of a muscular army leader on a beautiful black stallion. Not me. Many of my girlfriends want children, but that is not what I long for either. Less than a year ago, I had another brother and I saw up close how hard that was for my mother. Especially because the boy, less than nine weeks old, got diarrhoea and barely survived. Almost half of the children die before the age of six and I know enough women who have not survived giving birth. Motherhood is certainly not without danger. All the worries that go with it, all the fear, all the sorrow, I don’t want any of that.



Of course I can’t deny that, as my mother claims, these experiences make me dread marriage, but these sad events have nothing to do with my ambition to become a priestess. Unfortunately, my mother thinks otherwise …



At a party organised to celebrate the promotion of some teachers, including Levi, my mother’s eldest brother, she introduces me to a well-off son of an important government official. A handsome-looking young man with civilised manners. The man is so unashamed in his flattery towards my mother and me that I don’t know where to look. My cheeks glow red with embarrassment, but my mother explains them away as hormonal excitement. The red cheeks even encourage her and she pulls out all the stops to persuade me to get to know the man better. My protest is futile.



The week after the party, she invites the man over for tea and spoils him with her delicious baked goods. It’s clear that her vision of what a woman’s future should look like is diametrically opposed to mine, but I have no intention of accepting my mother’s ideas.



So, when the man has left the house again after his third visit, the situation comes to a head.



There is a violent exchange of words in which I tell my mother that I’m not even thinking about indulging the man’s advances, but she doesn’t accept this and takes a different approach.



She attributes my tantrum to abnormal behaviour, which she says is caused by an evil jinni. She claims that the state I’m in can be remedied by a priestess of Hathor.



The next morning, when we’re about to finish breakfast, she mentions this to aba.



‘Listen, Ini-Nerit, I have a proposal. What if you take Shoshana with you on your next trip to Iunet and request a consultation for her there with a priestess from Hathor or Min? I am convinced that with good treatment, Shoshana’s fears of marriage and motherhood will disappear. It is about time that she was offered a path for sensual feelings.’



I look at my mother furiously, get up and choke on a piece of bread. Coughing and spluttering, I want to reply to her, but she resolutely silences me. I look desperately at my father, but he only frowns. He apparently does not want to contradict his wife in front of me.



Instead, he gets up, kisses my mother on her forehead, gives me a reassuring pat on the back and says: ‘Shoshana, I have to go now. Shall we discuss this further at a later time?’



Near despair, I take it out on the bread basket with a fierce kick. The bread flies through the air, the basket lands upside down against the wall and I run outside, chasing my father. When I’ve caught up with him, I grab his arm and force him to stop.



‘Aba, you promised me …’



My voice breaks when he too doesn’t allow me to speak. I burst into tears. My father’s striking face is serious, but in his eyes I still see the tender look that I love so much. He takes my hand and leads me to a group of palm trees. There we squat down. He stares ahead in silence and pensively rubs his smooth-shaven head. He seems to be searching for words and sighs: ‘Listen, Shoshana, only your Ba knows the reason why you chose us as parents. The fact that you are already so certain of your path as a priestess also means something. I taught you to listen to the voice of your heart myself. That voice has a different message for each of us. If we learn to accept that from each other, there will be peace in our house again. Your mother must learn to see that as well. I will speak to her.’



My desperation diminishes and I wipe my tears away on the hem of my dress.



‘Dear daughter, listen. When you were still a child, it was already clear to me that your life and work were not about housekeeping and motherhood. You were born to be a priestess, and I will defend that.’ The certainty with which he says this makes me feel relaxed and I confidently rest my head against his shoulder.



‘Aba, I don’t understand why mother is so upset. My choice for a life in the temple is not that unusual, is it? Many other women make the same choice. So why does she think that I’m sick or possessed?’



‘My dear, your mother is following her inner voice, too. A happy home, a good husband and a healthy, shared life with many children and without poverty are the most important things to her. That is her ideal and that isn’t unusual either. But it is only her ideal and she is projecting it on you. As soon as things have settled down, I will speak to her about it.’



I take a deep breath and feel lucky to have such a wonderful father.



“By the way, Shoshana, it would have surprised me if you had made a last minute decision to get married. In my opinion you are ready to join the temple, despite your young age. You have proven that you have the capabilities necessary for this by training the baboons. Very well, I will discuss your wish to join with the school Elders.’



I jump up, but with a smile he gestures me to sit back down and gives me a serious look. ‘Listen, Shoshana. Whatever the Elders decide, we shall have to accept their decision.’



I turn away from him and stare at the ground, but he puts his hand under my chin, turns my head towards him and says reassuringly: “Girl, the Elders know you. Don’t worry.’



We get up and walk to the square in front of the temple together. ‘Dear daughter, wait here.’ I squat down in the shade of the temple wall. A couple of baboons, sitting under a group of palm trees on the other side of the square, see this as an invitation. They come running towards me. One of them starts inspecting my hair and the other turns his back to me, waiting to be groomed. This is how I wait for my father to return, surrounded by my friends.



It seems to take forever, but then the large cedar gate doors open. The tall figure of my father appears in the doorway. I get up hesitantly, walk towards him and give him a questioning look. He smiles, leans forward, wraps his arms around me and whispers in my ear: ‘Shoshana, your wish will come true.’ With a cry of joy I grab hold of him.



‘But you will have to wait until you are eighteen. That is not only because the Elders think that a young woman can still fall head over heels in love. It is also because the course material and training a Djehuti student has to undergo are very difficult, especially for young people. The Elders are aware of your dedication, but want to abide by the applicable rules. They gave me the following advice:



Let Shoshana prepare herself in the coming year. The temples in the vicinity offer sufficient opportunities.’



‘Thank you, aba, thank you, but please tell mum to stop inviting that man over for tea. And that treatment in Iunet, that’s not going to happen, is it? I’m not sick, am I?’



‘Sick? You? No, but a visit to Iunet is not such a bad idea. Listen, Shoshana, you will find out that when you start this kind of education, the subject matter, the assignments and the rituals will affect you. They will change your perspective on life. Anyone who gains new knowledge, not only starts to think differently about life, but also starts to feel differently. You will become more intuitive.’ Aba pauses and looks at me seriously before he says: ‘Just let it all wash over you. What must happen, will happen anyway. Motherhood is not without risk, but priesthood also has its dangers.’



He stares at the horizon and adds: ‘Make sure you keep your heart pure in everything you think and do. Watch out for that, it’s the most important thing in life. Make sure that your Ba doesn’t get veiled by an immoral way of life. That is what your mother is so afraid of and not without reason …’



He pauses. I look at him quizzically. ‘What do I have to fear, aba? Isn’t priesthood a beautiful and honest existence?’



Ini-Nerit has a doubtful look in his eyes after hearing this naive remark, but doesn’t comment on it. Instead, he says: ‘From the perspective of her culture, your mother cannot imagine a life as a priestess. You can’t blame her for that, but she too will have to accept the fact that her happiness is not the same as her daughter’s. That requires mutual respect. Your mother is a sweet, caring woman and I love her very much.’



We get up, he takes my hand and as we walk home, he says: ‘Time flies, Shoshana. A year will have passed before you know it. Next week I have to go to Abdju again. Would you like to come with me?’



‘Yes, of course, aba!’



‘I will ask Uncle Levi to introduce you to Abdju’s curriculum to prepare you for the training in Khemnu. From there we can also visit the temple complex in Iunet.’



‘Don’t you ever have to go to Thebes, aba? I would also like to go there.’ ‘No, I won’t be going to Thebes for a while and I don’t want you to go there either. It’s not safe there.’



‘Why not, aba?’



Ini-Nerit shakes his head and looks the other way. ‘That’s a complicated story. I’ll tell you when the time is right.’



When we arrive back at the house, he asks me to wait outside. He wants to talk to mother alone first. The conversation takes more than half an hour. Then he calls me inside.



My mother gets up and starts to cry. ‘I just want to protect you from the dangers of priesthood,’ she sobs.



‘What dangers are you two talking about?’ I ask irritably.



She wants to answer, but my father shakes his head and says:



‘Shoshana, knowing you, I know you want to explore everything. Listen to the voice of your heart and make up your own mind. Whatever happens, we will always be here for you. Alright, daughter of mine, if you want to join me next week, you have a lot of things to organise.’



And that signals the end of the conversation.



I know almost nothing about the many temples along the river. I did hear that most of them are dedicated to local gods and that king Akhenaten had a few rebuilt and even closed when his reign began.



For several temples he made an exception, including Abdju and Ioenet, because there are sanatoriums there which produce medicines and give medical training.



Mainly patients who suffer from psychological complaints and skin disorders come to Ioenet. I don’t think I want to go in that direction. I am interested in epistemology and for that I can go to my birthplace or to the river delta, in Memphis.



Peace has returned to our house. My mother has accepted my wishes and I have definitively put Habieb, who has now been ordained as a priest, in charge of looking after the baboons. Shortly after noon, just when I’ve dozed off, I am startled awake by yelling and running footsteps. ‘Mum, the caravan from the north has arrived!’



At our request, aba has ordered some wonderful oils from the delta. We secretly hope that the fabric merchant is also here and that aba is in a generous mood. Filled with anticipation, we walk to the market square and the fabric merchant is there!



We drape the beautiful fabrics around our bodies and admire each other. Ini-Nerit enjoys this scene and shows the generosity of his heart.



Very early the next morning, we go to the caravan.
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Horus and Omm Seti Horus and Aset



I regularly think about Omm Seti. I have a strong feeling that her energy is with me. Certainly after the words I wrote down in the Osirion. Those were, among other things, about the setting up of a new House of Life, the financial issues surrounding it and the resurgence of the mystical forces attributed to the Osirion in ancient times. Perhaps I was able to write them down because of her presence. Let me introduce you to Omm Seti.



In 1956, a remarkable English lady settled in Abydos. Her name was Dorothy Eady.



She lived in Abydos until her death in April 1981. Dorothy said that, as a three-year-old child, she had fallen down the stairs in her parental home in London. After that accident, from one day to the next, she no longer felt at home in her birth city. She was too young to be able to explain why she felt that way or to say where she belonged instead.



Around the age of seven her parents took her for a visit to the British Museum in London. She also visited the Egyptian Antiquities section there. The sight of the mummies and art treasures made little Dorothy very upset and she exclaimed emotionally that Egypt was the country where she belonged. Through this experience as well as later ones, Dorothy became convinced that reincarnation was real.



When Dorothy was an adult, she met an Egyptian student in London. After the man had finished his studies, he returned to Cairo. An exchange of letters began and the man eventually asked her to marry him. Dorothy left for Egypt, and together they had a son they named Seti. Their marriage didn’t last long, because Dorothy was living completely in and with the past of Egypt, while her husband was a modern Egyptian.



Dorothy was the first Western woman to work with famous Egyptian professors and archaeologists. She performed excavations around the pyramids and was appointed at the antiquity. When her son was two years old, her ex-husband took him away from her because the boy grew up surrounded mummies instead of his peers. Her ex-husband left for Saudi Arabia for work and Dorothy didn’t see her child again.



Dorothy worked in Cairo for 19 years. Then she was transferred to Abydos to work on the temple there, something she’d always wanted to do.



Here, the memories of her previous incarnation slowly returned to her daily consciousness. Her extrasensory experiences convinced her that she had led a life in Abydos around the year 1300 BC, during the 19th Dynasty. Dorothy recognised herself as the young priestess Bentreshyt. She was connected to the temple complex of Seti I. Dorothy claimed that she had worked in the herb gardens of the Per Ankh which belonged to the temple. ‘Per Ankh’ is the Ancient Egyptian word for ‘house of life’, or hospital.



Pharaoh Seti visited the garden regularly, fell in love with Bentreshyt and she became his mistress. She became pregnant by him and that was a big disgrace in those days. She had no choice but to take her own life.



Dorothy’s spectacular memories led a number of archaeologists to work with her. Mysteriously, Dorothy was not only able to point them to the best places to dig, she also predicted what they would find there.



She worked with them for several years. The locals renamed the eccentric Dorothy Omm Seti.



When Omm Seti’s son reached adulthood, he visited his mother in Abydos. He was concerned by the poor circumstances in which she lived and asked her to go with him. She refused. A few years later her son was killed in a traffic accident.



Around 1968, Omm Seti took a ten-year-old boy from the village under her wing. The boy was in danger of being rejected by the locals, because he was different from other people. The boy was gifted with spiritual abilities. His family didn’t understand him because of this.



Because of these qualities Omm Seti named him Horus. Horus was able to contact the transferred souls of the dead who were buried in Umm El Qa’ab, the ancient burial site behind the temple.



Abydos was rediscovered thanks to Omm Seti and she initiated Horus into the secrets of Ancient Egypt and the laws of nature. Horus later also met Omm Seti’s granddaughter.



Twenty-five years later, after Omm Seti’s death, Horus met the Dutch music therapist Yvon Taken, who was visiting Abydos. This turned out to be a meeting on the level of the soul. They started talking, got inspired, made plans and, to make a long story short, together they were able to fulfill Omm Seti’s most fervent wish: the realisation of a new Per Ankh.



Under the inspiring leadership of Horus and Yvon, who was given the temple name Aset, and with the help of a few enthusiastic financial donors, a new Per Ankh was established in 2007, more than 2000 years later. Just like in ancient times, people can be trained to become healers here in Abydos. Besides that, the Per Ankh organises retreat breaks and sand healings. They also organise fascinating cultural and meditative trips to the antiquities of Egypt.
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The Dark Chamber in the Osirion



This afternoon it’s my turn to meditate in the Dark Chamber of the Osirion. Only Per Ankh students have permission from the temple director to enter.



The Dark Chamber is located under the road which lies between the Osirion and the Temple of Seti. The only way to get there is via a shaky wooden staircase leading to the floor of the Osirion. At the bottom of the stairs you step into the water and then wade through it to the right, towards the entrance. In preparation for this visit, this morning I start tuning in to the energy of this building, which is thousands of years old.



I remove the barbed wire with which the wooden stairs have been closed off and carefully make my way down. The staircase creaks and wobbles with every step. At the bottom of the stairs I sit down on the second step, take off my sandals and dip my feet in the cool water. The slowly swimming catfish approach me with curiosity.



To prepare for tuning in, I rub lotus oil under my nose, burn some incense and get out my pen and paper.



I stare into the water and follow the catfish who are slowly swimming in circles. Then I close my eyes and connect with the energy of Thoth, through the energy of my mother.



Subsequently I entrust my pen to the paper.



I don’t have any specific questions, so I wait …



Put Abydos back on the map. Abydos is still a centre for healing. The forces which were at work here in the past are still fully present today. They are dormant, waiting to be activated once again. To awaken these forces, people like you, who want to connect with these forces, are needed. Just as a lotus plant hibernates on the ground, these forces are resting at the bottom of the basin. By focusing your attention on the roots, its growth will be activated and its powers will once again rise to the surface like flower stalks, where they will appear before you with joy. Nefertem received the lotus flower as a symbol for a good reason. After all, the lotus symbolises ‘consciousness brought to life’.



When the words stop coming, I read what I wrote down. I am surprised. I put pen to paper again.



Have an eye for the needs that will be faced worldwide. There will be a hunger for information, since a spiritual vacuum is emerging all around the world. Stay true to yourself, stay pragmatic and realistic in your conveyance. Do not say things which cannot be realised. After all, every person is responsible for their own welfare and development. Let the new House of Life watch out for people who offer their financial influence. Money still means power and control, which can violently damage the original spirit of the House of Life …’



Wow! I am taken aback by this. The new House of Life is actually still in its infancy. Can I present this text to my supervisors?



(Note: This prediction would come true a few years later, much to the dismay of Horus, Aset, and many others. It was going to cause turbulent times. Peace in the House of Life has since been restored. Horus and Aset, together with several employees, are trying to further develop the ideas of the legendary Omm Seti, and put Abydos back on the map.)



I look at the remains of the ruin and wonder what the purpose of this part used to be. The following words appear on the paper: Here, long before the Temple of Seti was built, offerings were presented to Osiris. The resurrection of Osiris was celebrated here every year; his resurrection from the waters of the holy river, the Nile. In the basins, ritual washes took place every day by high priests who were dedicated to Osiris.



The Osirion also used to be a place of initiation. The initiations were accompanied by trance and hypnosis. Substances were used to generate a state of trance. Only priests of a very high level underwent these initiations. They were certainly not without danger. If anything went wrong, the initiates would suffer lifelong damaging psychological effects. The priests were high-level magicians after this initiation.



Again the words stop and I stare into the green water which is renowned for its healing effects. I want to perform a cleansing ritual before I go into the Dark Chamber this afternoon and decide to do that now.



I carefully wash my face, hands and feet. I also drop a little bit of water onto my tongue. After that I tune into the energy of this ancient structure.



Then my sense of time fades away. Only when a few noisy guards appear on the road above do I return to the here and now.



I get up, walk back to the Temple of Seti, and once again choose the shrine of Ptah for an afternoon nap. I make myself as comfortable as possible with a little pillow on the meditation mat. Lying on my back I absorb the bountiful energy of the shrine and I quickly start to feel sluggish and heavy. Just before I fall asleep, I see a few human figures just below the ceiling above the fake door, which is part of the back wall. They smile and wave kindly at me. It strikes me that the figures have the same colour as the stones of the fake door.



I’m not afraid at all. In the presence of these souls I feel extremely safe and surrounded with love. So I confidently surrender to a nap right there in the temple.



Around two o’clock I wake up and feel wonderfully rested. I get up, still a little stiff, and as I leave the shrine I turn around for a moment. I look at the top of the fake door. I can no longer see the figures, yet I raise my hand with a smile and thank them before I walk back to the Osirion.



On the way I reflect on the wonderful experience I had just before falling asleep.



Could it have been encouragement from the other side, regarding the meditation that I will soon be undergoing in the Dark Chamber?



After arriving at the Osirion, I remove the barbed wire at the top of the wooden stairs and walk down. There I take off my sandals, tie my white jellabiya around my waist and carefully dip one foot in the cool green water. As soon as my foot hits the bottom, I let the other foot slide into the water. The water comes up to my knees. The catfish aren’t bothered by me and calmly keep swimming around. Little by little, avoiding the deep basins in the floor, I wade towards the Dark Chamber.



Slimy plastic waste is slithering past my legs and it irritates me as I wonder why no one makes the effort to clean up this holy place from time to time? It can’t be that much work? I would love to do it myself.



I enter the Dark Chamber. It is totally empty except for a big rock in the middle. It is the only dry place to sit, so I climb on top of it and make myself as comfortable as possible.



I absorb the sparsely lit surroundings. Light comes in through the entrance only. There seems to have been an opening in the wall opposite the entrance, but it has been closed off with granite blocks. Maybe this was once a passage to the Temple of Seti.



The space is quite large and rectangular in shape. The ceiling rises up in an angle to form a pointed roof. Along the long sides are a few rectangular columns to support the roof. It is the only support I can see, even though I’m sure it is underneath a road. At first sight the space doesn’t look overly spectacular. Here and there hieroglyphs and images are still visible on the walls, but they are very faded. The water has moistened the walls, so that most of the hieroglyphs have dissolved. To prepare for my meditation, I stare into the green water. Then I tune into the energy in the space. After a while my eyelids get heavy, I close my eyes and don’t remember anything after that …



I come to with a start and grab hold of something to stop myself from falling. I open my eyes, startled, change my sitting position and try again.



After a few minutes I have the feeling that two large wings are coming down onto my shoulders. This feeling doesn’t worry me, quite the opposite, in fact it even feels nice. Then I become aware of a round disk of approximately 25 centimetres in diameter. The disk is located between the wings, level with my shoulder blades. The disk starts to slowly rotate anticlockwise. The wings and the disk remind me of the winged sun disk you see depicted everywhere here in Egypt.



After a while it feels like the disk is starting to spin faster. This is a totally new experience for me, but I go with it. The disk spins faster and faster. Now I’m getting a little worried. I feel that if I let this happen, I will somehow leave my body.



I focus my attention on the disk and discover that I can make it spin more slowly through my own will. This reassures me. I experiment a bit with letting the disk spin faster and slower, but I’m afraid of relinquishing control over it. I don’t find the prospect of leaving my body and possibly finding myself in the water below me particularly appealing. After all, I’m here all alone. But on the other hand I am extremely curious. Even while pondering this dilemma, I feel the disk spinning on my back and I can still manipulate its speed. What an incredibly fascinating experience!



After a while I stop the disk. Deeply moved, I stay sitting down with my eyes closed. What I’ve just experienced is inconsistent with earthly material reality, but it did not upset me. I’m just asking myself: for what purpose did I have this experience and why here?



I was not afraid during the experience, because I was respected in my choice not to leave my body. From experience I know that positive forces always respect a person’s free will. I am extremely curious to see if Horus will be able to explain my experience. I myself have a strong feeling that this was just a preview. I wonder if my Ka, my personality, is responsible for the fact that I didn’t relinquish control during the meditation.



I think that when the time is right and I am ready for it, I will have this experience again. I take my notebook out of my backpack. I take a blank page, put my pen to paper and ask if maybe there’s a message from the spiritual world.



The following words appear:



This is where it all happened, here at the Osirion in Abydos, the southern gate of Egypt. Here, priests of the highest calibre were initiated and the annual ritual of the sphere with energy took place. With this energy, one could make the heaviest materials as weightless as a feather. At a certain point in time these proceedings came to an end, because the priests handled the powerful energy stored in this sphere in an evil manner. When black-magic practices started to prevail in Egypt, the sons of the gods were ordered to withdraw from Earth. They took the sphere with them.



My heart is beating faster. This is the second time the sphere has been mentioned. What kind of sphere was it? Where is this information coming from? Could a spark of that powerful energy have been left behind in this space? Is this event from a distant past stored as a memory in the walls of this Dark Chamber? Have I witnessed that sphere come out of the earth in a previous incarnation? During an incarnation, did I perhaps experience that an object similar to a winged sun disk would spin between my shoulder blades? Did I then travel outside my body? Or were bodies perhaps made weightless by the sphere so that they could fly? All these questions flash through my mind and I cannot answer them.



Who knows, maybe that is reserved for the future …



I climb down from the rock and wade through the water back to the stairs.



For the last time, at the bottom of the stairs, I carefully wash my hands and face with water from the Osirion and fill a bottle with water to take home.



On my way back I sit down and gather my thoughts at my beloved spot by the well in the temple forecourt. I think about the young woman with the shallow dish from my dream, about the woman I saw at this well and the child named Shoshana, from the catacomb of Tuna el-Gebel. I’m almost certain that they are one and the same and related to me.



Tomorrow night I fly back to the Netherlands, but I already feel homesick for this place.



My soul has been able to reconnect with Egypt. In small fragments it has revealed its experiences and memories from one or perhaps even multiple incarnations to my daily consciousness.



The past three weeks has also been a time of cleansing, during which I became aware of several negative aspects of my Ka, such as impatience and irritation towards others. I consider all these experiences as valuable learning curves on my path to the True Human Being.



I walk back to the guest house and have the feeling that I have ‘grown’. In a symbolic sense, my Djet has been established a little more with the help of all the beautiful people of Per Ankh. I feel completely ready for the initiation that will take place tomorrow. I look around with a melancholic feeling. I want to capture every detail of the environment, within my memory and within my body …



At eight o’clock that evening, the last evaluation interview takes place. I’ve written down all my experiences. I feel tense and insecure, because my observations cannot quite be called everyday occurrences.



As I sum up my experiences, Horus and Aset remain silent. At times I alternately see astonishment and awe in their eyes. Then another vague smile of recognition or an affirmative nod. After I’ve finished my long story I look at them, shrug somewhat uncertainly and sigh, before I say softly: ‘Well, I can’t make anything else of it. I’ve asked myself if I’m not grossly fooling myself. Or if my imagination has run wild …’



Horus slowly shakes his head and says: ‘No, you are not fooling yourself. Everything you’ve observed is correct.’ Somewhat in disbelief I ask: ‘Everything is correct? Including that sphere of energy in the Dark Chamber?’



‘Yes, what you saw was a crystal, a large crystal ball. You’ve never heard of it before?’



I shake my head, stunned: ‘No,’ I say.



Then I ask Horus about the meaning of the spinning disk on my back. I want to know if I can perform this meditation at home. Horus thinks it’s better to repeat this experience under supervision the next time I return to Abydos. He smiles and says: ‘Keep this up. Your channels have been opened. Abydos needs you.’



Horus is a man of few words. When I hand over my notebook to Aset, he says: ‘I will work on you from the Qa’ab for the next 40 days. We will study all the materials you provided and in a few months we will send you a detailed report with comments and recommendations.’



[image: image]



Shoshana returns to Abdju



After a 10-day journey, the caravan comes to a halt in the square in front of the Abdju temple complex. My heart skips a beat with joy when I see a familiar face among the villagers who’ve flocked towards us. Aba helps me down from the horse and I find myself going straight into the open arms of Dazmen. As a servant unloads my travel bags from the donkey, I walk with aba and Dazmen through the gate into the forecourt. Aba asks me to wait here. On his way to the temple he will notify my uncle of my arrival.



At the wells we ritually cleanse ourselves and drink from the cool water. A blessing after such a long and dusty journey. After that, Dazmen walks on ahead to the women’s quarters. Sitting on the wall around the well, I wait for my uncle. Recently he has become head of the Abdju training centre. During his initiation he received the temple name Merenit and has been addressed as such ever since. Uncle Merenit is a short, humble man with a friendly face and dark curly hair which is starting to turn grey at the temples.



When I see him coming down the stairs, I get up and walk to meet him. He grabs my extended hands with a smile.



‘Welcome, Shoshana. It is my honour to help you fulfil this long-cherished wish of yours. I am happy with your valued decision to dedicate your life to study and contemplation in the service of your fellow man. I therefore consider it a privilege to introduce you to the customs of our school.’



After these weighty words he gives me a loving embrace. The last time I saw my uncle was at his promotional party in Khemnu. I hadn’t noticed anything special about him on that occasion. I do now: his eyes look different and a strange feeling comes over me. It seems as if his eyes reach into the smallest corners of my Ba. It gives me goosebumps and I am speechless for a moment.



As we leave the forecourt through a side door and walk towards the women’s quarters, Merenit starts to speak. ‘Shoshana, I’d like to suggest that in the coming months I familiarise you a bit with the basic principles of our teachings. In addition you can assist the priestesses with their work in the herb garden. I’m certain that you will enjoy your stay here in Abdju.’



Merenit stops me in front of the walled women’s quarters and says: ‘I heard from your father how worried and sad my sister is about your decision to leave her house. Your mother is especially worried about your ambitious inquisitiveness, as she calls it.’



‘Yes, I know, uncle Merenit. I know my mother’s doubts. She finds life in the temple too hard and too dangerous. She is afraid that I will collapse under the discipline, but fortunately my father has more faith in me.’



Merenit smiles and nods. ‘Shoshana, you don’t know half of what’s waiting for you or what you’re getting yourself into, but your motivation will help you through it.’



When he wants to open the door, he starts to laugh and closes it again. I look at him quizzically.



‘When we cross the herb garden, we must try to keep silent,’ he clarifies, squatting down against the wall. I do the same and sit beside him. ‘Something else comes to mind,’ he says, smiling. ‘I can still see you as a child, running after your father with all those monkeys right behind you. That happened every time he went to the training centre. It was a wonderful sight. Yes, you were something else! And then all those questions you asked him when you were practising the script. He got totally confused about that. You wanted to know everything. You asked questions that small children should not have been asking at all and you kept insisting. When he’d finally answered your question, his conscience niggled at him, because it’s simply forbidden to speak about religious matters with the uninitiated.’



‘Yes, uncle Merenit, I still remember that. My father even sent me away once. I was forced to stay at home for a whole week. Thereafter, I was only allowed to return to the writing department if I kept my lips sealed!’



He interrupts my story, bursting out with laughter: ‘Yes, I think you were just ten years old when your father came and expressed his concerns to me. I had to reassure him and remind him that the ‘Seed of Knowledge’ can only grow in a properly prepared field. In other words: people cannot absorb something that their consciousness is not ready for at that particular moment. Shoshana, your father can be proud of you.’ I nod shyly at all this praise. Then Merenit gets up and opens the door to the huge herb garden.



I’d already fallen in love with this garden during my first visit. It’s a wonderful place to gather your thoughts without being disturbed. Now too, during this walk, my thoughts randomly drift back to the past …



Intuitively, I have always sought the company of like-minded people. Only with them could I be myself, but no matter how well we get along, at the end of the day I prefer to be alone. That way I preserve a piece of no man’s land between myself and the outside world. If others regularly enter this space, I become irritable and lose focus. My mother has little understanding of this and according to her, I became unmanageable when I was about nine years old and she called on a priestess of Djehuti. This priestess told my mother that my behaviour was a result of my being highly sensitive and too open to others. I was unaware of the fact that I allowed myself to be drained by others and that this was the reason for my irritability.



The priestess advised my mother to give me more space and let me decide with whom I interacted. The priestess had hung an amulet around my neck with the images of Maát and Horus on it. These gods would protect me against the draining energy of others. Following aba’s advice, my mother took a few lessons with the priestess. During these lessons, she became aware of the fact that her charging point lay not within herself, but in the outside world. When aba was away, she would unconsciously focus too strongly on me and drain me. The priestess taught my mother how to use the cosmic energy source. This source is inexhaustible and people can tap into it any time they wish.



We get up and Merenit opens the door to the herb garden which surrounds the women’s quarters. The door creaks as it’s opened. We cross the wonderfully smelling garden and continue to the visitor’s room, where Dazmen is waiting for us. She gets up slowly. She’s getting old, but despite her ageing body, her mind is still sharp.



Dazmen gestures for Merenit to take a seat in the shade of a large mulberry tree and asks him to wait for a moment. She takes me to my new home.



The house is made of mud-brick and accommodates four neophytes. The rooms are relatively spacious. Dazmen has prepared all kinds of things for me on the sleeping pillow. Including a white djalabya. I put it on after I’ve freshened up at the washing area. All women wear the same clothing here as a sign of their equality and commitment to the temple.



Back in the visitor’s room there is cold karkadè ready and all sorts of sweets have been spread out on a large plate. The mulberry trees and the wide gallery covered with bougainvillea offer plenty of shade and keep the temperature pleasant. When I appear in the doorway in my white jalabiya, Merenit nods approvingly. ‘Dear niece, you look beautiful. Yes, you totally fit in!’



I nod shyly, but feel grand. Dazmen pours tea and passes the plate full of sweets. The cold, slightly sour karkadè tastes delightfully refreshing at this hot time of the day. With his mouth still full of sweets, Merenit starts speaking: ‘Shoshana, we are not going to force anything when it comes to the lessons. I’ll let the amount of course material depend on your comprehension abilities. Understanding the subject matter is one thing, but learning how to control your Ka is another. That’s why we’re going to start with concentration exercises. I will also introduce you to a few moral and ethical issues which cross every priestess’s path. I will inform you about the various fields of study and, based on evaluation interviews, we will then find a field best suited for you. If you still insist on going to the Khemnu mystery school, you have to take into account that the development of your intuitive abilities will be added to the enormous amount of theoretical knowledge. That’s a prerequisite for the magic part. It mainly revolves around self-discipline and a correct understanding of ethics and morality. All this makes the training in Khemnu difficult and we’ll have to see if that is feasible for you.’ I nod in silence.



Before he continues, Merenit finishes his tea. ‘Shoshana, you have the best chance of success if you are happy with what you do. By that I mean to say that if you experience at any time that life within the temple walls isn’t what you expected it to be, you have to tell us. You have to realise that it takes years of effort to become a priestess of Djehuti. No one, not even you, will be spared from periods of massive doubt and perhaps even deep despair. Look, dear niece, everything depends on you having complete confidence in your teachers. But there’s something else: you also have to dare to look at yourself honestly. In Khemnu, they will force you to reflect on yourself and it’s possible that you’ll be dissatisfied with, or even frightened, by what you see. Be prepared to discuss all these issues with your teachers. Often, talking about problems helps solve them.’ Merenit frowns: ‘Look, Shoshana, your Ka should just be a tool in the hands of your Ba. Your Ba is your True Inner Master. It is more pure than any spiritual guide. It holds the universal knowledge and memory of all your lives. If you succeed in making a pure connection with it, you will be all-knowing and able to experience enlightenment.’ I look at him quizzically.



‘This subject matter will be discussed during the lessons.’



Dazmen nods affirmatively, and as she passes the plate again, she says:



‘Shoshana, if you have any domestic problems, or problems with someone close to you, discuss them with me first, before you talk to others. In other words: don’t participate in gossip. Problems only exist because they want to be solved. Otherwise they wouldn’t exist at all.’



Merenit nods, wipes his mouth and gets up. With a satisfied gesture he pats his stomach. ‘Thank you, Dazmen, that was delicious. I have to swing by here more often.’



Then he strokes my head in a fatherly way and says: ‘I wish you a pleasant stay here in Abdju and hope that everything will live up to our mutual expectations. In a few weeks, when you are familiar with the work in and around the women’s quarters, we will start with the first lesson.’



I get up as well and thank him. I feel tension around my solar plexus. That always happens when I’m about to experience new things.



Life within the temple walls is intimate and bound by strict rules. The work in Abdju’s women’s quarters is divided over several groups. Each group performs a designated task during a period of four weeks. This period starts with the new moon and ends with the next new moon. While one group of neophytes is taking classes, the other groups take care of the cleaning, the food, the laundry, the studio, the herb garden, the pharmacy and so on. This way, all tasks are regularly performed by everyone.



The infirmary is exempt from this. The neophytes who focus on taking care of patients work according to their own schedule. The department that deals with the dying and those who prepare the dead for their final journey to Amenti also work according to