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God and gods


Book Four: The South


The Only Ruler That Measures Truth






OPENING


The Downstroke — The Road South Out of Shinar

We’ve walked three roads together, and if you’ve been with me since the first door, look at what your hand has drawn. East, then West — the crossbar. Then North — the top of the upright. The whole work has been tracing a cross over the map of the earth, and tonight the hand comes down: the downstroke, the long pull south, the stroke that finishes the sign. South out of Shinar, down through the hot lands, down the longest river on earth, down to the oldest stones men ever stacked and the oldest kingdoms men ever wrote down. And I’ll tell you at the door what I’ll prove by the last one: the South didn’t forget the Most High either. The South remembered Him so hard it built mountains trying to reach Him — and then, in the strangest turn on any road we’ve walked, whole nations of the South will tell you to your face that the High God was near once, and something happened, and He withdrew. They kept the memory of the leaving. Hold that, because no other road we’ve walked kept that part so plain.

Same table rules as every road before, so nobody can say the game changed when the map did. Rule one: the Book is the measure — we lay every god of the South on the bench next to the God of the Book and read the grain. Rule two: honesty both ways, even when it cuts my side — what’s record gets called record, what’s theory gets called theory, what’s legend gets called legend, and when the men wearing the cross did dark work in the South (and they did, and we’ll get there), the plank goes on the scale with all the others. And the standing doctrine, one more time, because every mile of this road runs on it: at Babel, God changed the tongues, not the blood. “He hath made of one blood all nations of men for to dwell on all the face of the earth” (Acts 17:26). Every soul on this road is Noah’s grandchild. There are no strangers in this book. Only family, scattered, carrying what they could.

Now open the register, because the South has a passenger list too. Genesis 10 again — the oldest table of nations on earth — and for this road, read the line of Ham: “And the sons of Ham; Cush, and Mizraim, and Phut, and Canaan” (Genesis 10:6). Watch the names walk off the page and onto the map, same as Gomer and Javan did in the North and East. Mizraim — that is Egypt; to this day, in the tongues of the region, Egypt’s name is Mizraim’s name barely worn, and the Book calls Egypt “the land of Ham” outright in the Psalms (Psalm 105:23, 27; 106:22). Cush — the upper Nile, Nubia, the Sudan, the black kingdoms upriver that Egypt feared and traded with and was twice ruled by; the Book knows Cush well and honors it — a Cushite ran David’s hardest errand (2 Samuel 18), and it was “a man of Ethiopia, an eunuch of great authority” who rode home reading Isaiah in Acts 8. Phut — westward along the African shore, Libya in the old geographers. Canaan — the Levant coast, whose story the Book itself tells at length. The register put Ham’s sons exactly where the spades and the king-lists find their nations. We had the southern address the whole time too.

And get one thing straight at the door, because the world has lied about this road in both directions. One crowd will tell you the South was a darkness with no light in it until ships arrived — that Africa had no God, no law, no memory, just fear in the tall grass. That’s not just slander; it’s backwards, and the oldest testimony on the continent will prove it backwards: under every crowded spirit-house from the Niger to the Cape, the elders name one High God, maker of all, older than every mask and every shrine — and He is not a missionary’s import; He’s in the proverbs, the child-names, the oldest prayers, in tongues that had never heard a sermon. The other crowd tells the opposite lie: that the old ways were all wisdom and peace until the Book showed up to ruin them. The record won’t carry that either — the South’s old houses had their own dark rooms, blood on their own altars, fear thick enough to cut, and we’ll read those planks as plainly as we read Christendom’s. Both lies die the same death on this road: by the record, rule two, straight and level. And the four grades ride with us same as the whole series — record (a name on the side of the ship), estimate (arithmetic on assumptions), theory (a reading, mine or theirs, labeled whose), and legend (told as told) — because every writer who ever fell in this field fell the same way: he let his theory wear the record’s uniform. Hold me to the grades. What the record actually shows is the same thing it showed from Iceland to the tundra — a family that kept the Father’s memory and lost the Father’s address — and nowhere on earth, I’ll say it now and prove it door by door, did the family keep the memory in better condition than the South.

Here’s the road plan, so you can see the whole haul from the gate. First door, the big one, the one the whole world knows: Egypt — Mizraim’s house, the pyramids and the king-lists, gods by the hundred and a Name above them the priests themselves kept hinting at; the weighing of the heart against a feather — the South’s own courtroom of the dead, and we’ll stand in it a long while, because no picture in this whole work says “the debt must be paid” louder; and the ten plagues read the way the Book itself reads them — not as weather, but as a courtroom: “against all the gods of Egypt I will execute judgment: I am the LORD” (Exodus 12:12) — the one time on any of our roads that the God of the Book called out a whole pantheon by name and took its gods apart one by one, in public, in writing. Then upriver: Cush and Nubia, the kingdoms the maps forgot and the Book didn’t. Then Ethiopia — and there’s a door with hinges the rest of the world should envy: a Bible older than most of Europe’s, a church older than most of Christendom, and a story that runs from Solomon’s day to the eunuch’s chariot to this morning. Then the wide country: the High God of the African elders — Nyame of the Akan, Olodumare of the Yoruba, Mulungu spoken across half a continent, uNkulunkulu of the Zulu — the God-who-withdrew, the memory of the leaving. Then the crowded porch between Him and the villages: the orisha and vodun houses, the middlemen, the masks — the same architecture we found under every sky, one High Lord grown distant, and the family dealing with the help. And the last door before the count: the symbols of the South — the ankh, the eye, the scarab, the obelisk, the pyramid itself — the marks the whole modern occult went digging in Egypt’s tombs to steal, read out loud and labeled, same as we did the North’s.

One more word at the gate, and it’s personal, same as the North’s last house was. The lodge my own grandfathers sat in — the square, the compass, the aprons, the all-seeing eye — didn’t draw its furniture from Galilee. It drew it from this road: from Egypt, or rather from what modern secret men imagined Egypt was — obelisks and eyes and death-and-rebirth playacting, dug out of the hot sand and stood up in temple halls from London to Washington. So this road runs through my own family’s house too, and I have more than a historian’s reasons to read these labels carefully. The South is where the modern mysteries went shopping for their costumes. Time somebody walked the actual aisles and checked what the costumes originally meant — and what they cost.

So tighten the girth and come on. The road runs down the river valley first, to the house with the heaviest door on earth — a door men sealed with stone mountains and filled with everything a dead king could carry, because they were surer than any people who ever lived that the soul goes somewhere, and that Somebody at the end of the hall keeps scales. Egypt is waiting, friend, and she’s been waiting five thousand years.

Let’s knock.





CHAPTER ONE


The House of Mizraim — The Oldest Open Door

First, set your clock, because nothing about Egypt works until your clock is set. Egypt is old in a way the mind doesn’t naturally hold. The kingdom was unified under one crown around 3100 BC — before Abraham, before Babel’s bricks had cooled far, within living memory of the scattering itself if the register’s arithmetic runs the way it reads. The Great Pyramid was already standing, already ancient, when Moses was in the bulrushes. Here’s the measure that finally makes it land: Cleopatra lived closer in time to you reading this page than she lived to the men who built the pyramids. From the first pharaoh to the last runs three thousand years — a single kingdom, one river, one tongue, one religion, running longer than the entire span from Christ to us. When we knock on this door, we are knocking on the oldest continuously kept house in the whole book — older than China’s bones, older than India’s hymns. If the family carried anything out of Shinar, this house unpacked it first, and wrote it down in stone while every other house on every other road was still walking. And let me set one nuance level before anybody builds an argument on the clock, because the clock is not the argument. Men fight over the dating — some hold the pyramids and the Sphinx are older than the standard books allow, weathered by water in a land that hasn’t seen that much rain since long before the king-lists; some hold works that old must stand from before the flood, stone that went under the water and came out standing. Theory, and I mark it theory, both directions — and here’s why I won’t spend a chapter on it: whether the stones went up before the flood or after the scattering, the case of this book doesn’t move an inch. The stones aren’t the constant. The gods are the constant. What Egypt worshipped matches what Babylon worshipped matches what every house on every road worshipped — same offices, same story, same drift from the One to the crowd — and that pattern doesn’t care whose masonry is oldest. Let the diggers fight over the clock. We’re here to read the roster.

Now the names, because the names testify before a single god is called. The register says Mizraim, son of Ham, and the map never lost it: to this day, in Hebrew the land is Mitzrayim and in the Arabic of its own streets Egypt calls herself Misr — the ancestor’s name, four thousand years worn and still legible on the mailbox. The Book doubles the witness: “Israel also came into Egypt… the land of Ham” (Psalm 105:23). And the Egyptians’ own name for home? Kemet — “the Black Land” — named for the ribbon of black silt the Nile laid down each year, against Deshret, the Red Land, the dead sand beyond. All of Egypt is a strip of black life a few miles wide running through a thousand miles of red death, fed by one river that rose and fell like clockwork — and remember that geography, because it built their whole theology: a people whose every year was a little death and resurrection, drought to flood to green, would end up surer about life after death than any nation that ever lived. The land itself preached to them. “That which may be known of God is manifest in them… being understood by the things that are made” (Romans 1:19–20). Egypt read the sermon in the mud every spring.

Open the door and the first sight is the crowd — and I’ll not soften it: no house on any of our roads kept more gods. The lists run past two thousand names. Falcon-headed, ibis-headed, cow-horned, crocodile-jawed; a god of the household doorway, a goddess of the beer vat, a god for the state of your bowels. The Greeks laughed at it; the prophets thundered at it — Egypt is the Book’s own byword for idols, and no rule-two sanding will change that. But now do what we’ve done at every door since the East: walk past the crowd in the front room and ask the oldest texts who’s at the top of the house. Their word for god is netjer, and here’s the line that stops a fair reader: Egypt’s wisdom literature — the instruction scrolls a father wrote for his son, the oldest moral teaching on earth, older than most of the pantheon’s fame — again and again says simply “God”: singular, no name, no image attached. The Instruction for Merikare, four thousand years old, says God knows every name, made heaven and earth for mankind’s sake, made the breath of life for their nostrils, made rulers to lift up the weak, and slew His enemies when they rebelled against Him. Read that list twice — made mankind, breath in the nostrils, judges rebellion — and tell me whose furniture that is. Rule two, level: scholars argue whether “God” in those scrolls means one particular high god or “whichever god you serve,” and I’ll not pretend the dispute away. But the shape stands either way: when an Egyptian father put down the mask and told his son how to live, the crowd of two thousand thinned out to One who sees, provides, and judges. Same as everywhere. The crowd was for the temples. The One was for the truth told quietly at home.

Now the strangest plank in the front hall: Egypt remembered creation by the Word. On a black stone now in the British Museum — the Shabaka Stone, carved about 700 BC but claiming to copy a worm-eaten scroll far older, and rule two requires me to flag that the claimed age is argued both ways — Memphis’s theology is laid out: the god Ptah conceived every thing in his heart, and brought every thing into being by his tongue — by speaking. Creation not by battle, not by egg, not by churning — by thought and speech. The scribes of Memphis are reaching for “And God said, Let there be light” (Genesis 1:3) — “by the word of the LORD were the heavens made; and all the host of them by the breath of his mouth” (Psalm 33:6). And their other creation accounts carry the rest of the old furniture: before anything, the dark limitless waters — they called them Nun — and the first act is a place lifted out of the waters (“the Spirit of God moved upon the face of the waters”, and the dry land appearing, Genesis 1:2, 9); and the god Khnum, the potter, who forms mankind out of clay on his wheel — set that beside “the LORD God formed man of the dust of the ground, and breathed into his nostrils the breath of life” (Genesis 2:7), and beside the prophet’s bow to the same picture: “we are the clay, and thou our potter” (Isaiah 64:8). Waters, word, breath, clay. Four beams of Genesis, stacked in Egypt’s own lumber-room, with the names swapped and the glory scattered across a committee. The house didn’t invent a different beginning. It remembered the beginning — and dealt the credit out to the crowd.

And the crown of the crowd was called “the Hidden One.” By the New Kingdom the highest god in Egypt was Amun — the name means hidden, unseen — later welded to the sun as Amun-Ra, king of the gods, with the greatest temple complex mankind ever raised at Karnak. Now listen to how Egypt’s own
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