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	Ab – heart or the conscious part of an individual, weighed against the feather of truth at judgement

	Abdu – one of the most sacred towns of Kemet (ancient Egypt), later renamed Abydos by Greeks

	Ba – animated spirit that gives life to the body

	Baba – Arabic for Dad

	Beer – ancient Egyptian beer was made from ground barley, often with dates and honey added, and then fermented for several days to result in an alcoholic content of around 4%

	Bentreshyt – Harp Of Joy

	Bread – ancient Egyptian bread was a sourdough made from emmer flour, water and yeast, often backed into loaves.  Sometimes, honey and dates were added into the mixture before baking.

	Egyptian working week – Sunday to Thursday with the weekend Friday and Saturday

	Ka – the life-force of the individual ego

	Kemet – The Black Land (the flood plain of the Nile River) later renamed Egypt by Greeks

	Kilt – a skirt-type garment wrapped around the waist and falling to just above the knees

	Khabet – a ghostly lower form that still has human appetites

	Khat – physical, mortal body

	Nemes – a striped head cloth only worn by pharaohs, covering the crown, behind the head and the nape of the neck, with lappets or flaps which hang down behind both ears and in front of both shoulders

	Ren – name which is magical and essential to perpetrating the memory and the mortal existence of the deceased

	Sekhem – vital force of the body

	Senefru – a type of wooden pillow
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An Imagining of an Ancient Egyptian Village
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Site Layout of the Temple of Sety I at Abdu (Abydos)
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Floor Plan of the Temple of Sety I using Greek spelling
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Temple of Sety I after partial restoration and re-roofing
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Inside the Temple of Sety I
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The well-preserved sah of King Sety I, brought to life
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Dorothy Eady in 1936
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PART ONE
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Bentreshyt

Shana Pa Hib, Kemet (Egypt) – 1298 B.C.E
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Chapter One
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Bentreshyt sat up from her sleeping mat with a start.  The roof terrace was quiet; Mama wasn't coughing.  Bentreshyt thought that was good but another part thought that was bad.  Lit by a part-moon, Bentreshyt crossed to Mama who had her eyes open and lay quiet and still.  Although peaceful that didn't seem right, but what could she do?  Bentreshyt returned to her mat to wait until the village stirred and then she could ask for help.

Slowly the sky lightened and the animals of the village got ever noisier, but still it wasn't time.  When Bentreshyt heard people down on the street, she knew it was time, but for what?  She didn't have the words to describe her worry as she wrapped her white skirt around to fasten it with her belt, and crossed the terrace to climb down using the ladder.  Bentreshyt went into the next house where they were up, only they didn't notice and then they did.

"Good morning, Bentreshyt," Metala greeted.

"Good morning," Bentreshyt said.  "Can you come with me?"

"Why – no."

"I'll go," Ipna said.

Bentreshyt went outside to the ladder and climbed onto the terrace with Ipna behind.  Bentreshyt went to Mama.

"Mama sleeps but she doesn't sleep."

Ipna knelt and closed Mama's eyes.  He looked up to Bentreshyt.  "Your Mama has left this world."

Bentreshyt understood.

"In time your Mama will go to The West where she will be judged, and we know she was a good woman so I'm sure she will be judged well.  Soon your Mama will be in Aaru where she'll be free of worry and pain."

Bentreshyt didn't know what to do.  "For now, Papa's gone away," she said.

"When your Papa returns, we both must tell him.  In the meantime, you can stay with us."

"Thank you."

"Come with me."

Ipna rolled Bentreshyt's sleeping mat and took her senefru to put both under his arm.  She climbed down the ladder behind Ipna and then he faced Bentreshyt.

"Now we'll have something to eat."

Bentreshyt followed to Ipna's and Metela's home; through the entrance past the shrine for Goddess Isis and into their living room, with places to sit during the day where they slept at night.  Beyond was a kitchen and a storage area for food where Metala was busy at work.  Bentreshyt wasn't hungry but knew they would be upset if she didn't eat, so she would have to force herself.  Mama had started her voyage to a better place but that didn't stop Bentreshyt from missing her.

Bentreshyt ate her breakfast of bread with honey and a cup of milk, along with Ipna, Metala and their son, Heriu, age four like Bentreshyt.

"I must make arrangements for your mother's burial or else she won't be able to travel to Aaru," Ipna said to Bentreshyt.

Bentreshyt knew this was important as she nodded her head.  Ipna left while Metala closed on Bentreshyt.

"Do you know where your father is?"

"Papa went to Men Nefur in the north."

"I hope he'll be back soon."  Metala patted her big stomach.  "I'm almost due and I wonder if I'll have a daughter, but if I do she won't be beautiful like you with blonde hair and eyes as blue as a lake on a sunny day."

Bentreshyt didn't care about her hair or her eyes; she missed Mama and she worried about Papa who was a soldier and often was away.  How could Papa care for her during the times he wasn't home?  At least for now Bentreshyt had somewhere to stay and that was good.  Sometimes Bentreshyt played with Heriu as he brought out his Dogs and Jackals game.  This time, Bentreshyt didn't want to.

"You should play with Heriu," Metala said.  "This will take your mind away from things that can't be changed."

Bentreshyt played with Heriu and Metala was right, it made the day go quickly.  Metala lit the fire to cook their meal just as Ipna returned.  He took Bentreshyt aside.

"I made arrangements for your Mama as your Papa would want them to be.  I hope he returns home in time.  A soldier's life is always difficult."

"I hope Papa's home in time," Bentreshyt agreed.

"Dinner is ready," Metala announced.

Heriu put his game away while the rest knelt on the packed earth floor covered in reed matting, and Metala brought out wooden bowls of cooked fish and raw green beans, and wooden cups of beer sweetened with honey.  It was a fine meal, as good as Mama cooked when she wasn't sick, and that made Bentreshyt feel heavy inside.

* * *
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The next day dragged slowly with Bentreshyt going outside from time to time to check for Papa, but he never appeared.  Later in the day Metala asked Bentreshyt to go with her to the market to buy their dinner.  Shana Pa Hib was always noisy, especially at the market where women and traders bargained while the air was scented by seafood, meat for those who were rich, tangy spices and much more besides.  Metala purchased fish and eggplant after bargaining the price for both.  By the time they returned home, Bentreshyt noticed a donkey tied outside.  She went inside to where Papa waited.

"I'm sorry," Metala said to Papa.

"I understand.  Thank you for looking after Bentreshyt."

"This was our pleasure.  Ipna has made burial arrangements for tomorrow."

"I'll thank him."  Papa knelt to face Bentreshyt.  "We have to decide what to do with you, Little One, because a soldier can't raise a daughter."

"I know, Papa."

"They will look after you at the temple at Abdu, and in time you can become a priestess.  You can care for Osiris and Isis.  Do you want to care for Osiris and Isis?"

Bentreshyt knew what that meant.  "Yes Papa," she said.

"This you will do."

"I'm about to cook dinner and you're welcome to stay with us, Pashuch."

"Thank you," Papa said.

Metala lit the fire in her kitchen while Papa remained kneeling on the mat.

"How was your war?" Bentreshyt asked Papa.

"We spend days and days travelling, and even more days waiting, and then something happened, but not for long, and then we had to come home again.  Now that Mama is no longer with us, I'll live in the garrison at Wasit."

Bentreshyt didn't want that.  "I won't ever see you again."

"Don't worry, Little One; they will look after you at the temple.  In time, the priestesses will become like your big, big family."

Bentreshyt hadn't thought about getting a new family, but she supposed living at a temple she would.  If so that would be good, as Metala cooked.  Ipna came home and Papa got up to greet him.

"Dinner is ready," Metala announced.

That evening it was good to share her meal with Papa, while the fish and eggplant was delicious, and once more they drank beer sweetened with honey.  After dinner it was time to sleep, and because it was hot they all slept on the roof terrace.  Bentreshyt lay on her side on her sleeping mat with her head on her senefru, knowing with Papa close she would sleep extra well that night.
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Chapter Two
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The next morning after breakfast, Ipna, Metala and Heriu, and Papa with Bentreshyt, walked to the temple of Shana Pa Hib, far and away the largest building in the village, with Papa carrying the essentials that would help Mama on her journey to Aaru: pots, bowls and cosmetics, including kohl and scent, while Ipna and Metala had bread and a cup of beer.  The high priest wore a white linen robe and had a leopard skin draped over his shoulders, and he also wore an ornate gold headpiece over his shaved head.  Outside the temple stood a cow which had a sledge with Mama's mortal body, wrapped in linen and ready for burial.  The high priest with his copper adze tied to his side, accompanied by a junior priest holding a brass incense burner gently smoking, took the rope wrapped around the neck of the cow to lead the procession, with Papa, Bentreshyt and many others trailing, as they walked from The Black Land to the desert and the cemetery to the east, where it was sandy beneath limestone hills that stretched into the distance.

"Remember, Bentreshyt, the Ba of your Mama will always look over us."

"I know, Papa."

They reached the cemetery where Bentreshyt noticed Mama's grave waiting.

"The hot sand will preserve Mama's Khat."

Most poor people were buried this way, as the high priest led the cow to the grave.  The two priests, Papa and other men helped lower Mama's wrapped body into her grave, curled around with her mouth facing south, as was required.  The high priest knelt and recited the spell for the opening the mouth ceremony, which enabled Mama to breathe, and to speak in order to defend herself during the judgement process.  The high priest touched Mama's Khat with his copper adze so that she was protected.  Papa and Ipna knelt to put Mama's essentials into the grave.  Soon Mama would be on her way to judgement, where Bentreshyt knew it would be a good judgement and Mama would travel to Aaru where she wouldn't suffer from sickness and other troubles, but despite this Bentreshyt once more felt heavy inside.  Although such a thought was selfish, she wanted Mama back and their lives to be as they were before.

The final part was for men to fill the grave to preserve Mama's Khat.  With that completed they could walk back to Ipna's and Metala's home, only Papa stopped outside.

"I should take you to the temple at Abdu, Little One, and then I must get on with the rest of my life."

Bentreshyt didn't really want to but knew they couldn't stay with Ipna and Metala, who were poor.  "Yes, Papa."

"We should say goodbye to Ipna, Metala and Heriu."

They went into the house to say goodbye and thank you.  Papa packed his bag, took it outside and strapped the bag to his donkey, along with a waterskin, and he picked up Bentreshyt and placed her on top.

"Hold on tight," as Papa took the rope to lead the donkey along the dusty road.  Soon they left Shana Pa Hib to plod along the trail crossing green fields and farms, nourished by the Nile flooding each year.  Criss-crossed by irrigation channels, farmers were hard at work in their green fields of emmer, barley and maize, some ploughing with water buffalo, a father and his son led three donkeys roped into a train, women had pottery water jugs balanced on heads as they returned to village homes, while in the distance water wheels slowly turned so mills could grind emmer into flour for bread.  Overhead, a flock of hawks swooped and turned.  After a while Papa took the waterskin to drink and gave it to Bentreshyt.  They plodded onwards to reach a town larger than Shana Pa Hib, with the town and a temple on the border of the Black Land and the desert.

"Look, Papa," Bentreshyt said as she pointed at the temple.

"That's not what we're after."

Papa led the donkey further to reach a much larger temple surrounded by a wall of mud bricks with a huge entrance pylon facing the Nile.  Papa approached two priests in white standing at the pylon, both holding spears and with daggers at their belts.

"What can I do for you?" one asked.

"My name's Pashuch and this is my daughter, Bentreshyt.  My wife passed away a few days ago, and as a poor soldier I have no way of looking after Bentreshyt.  I was hoping she could be cared for here."

"I'll get the high priest to speak with you."

The priest headed through the arch of the pylon to inside the temple while Papa and Bentreshyt waited.  A very tall priest about Papa's age approached, dressed in white but with a leopard skin draped over his shoulders, and a particularly large sculptured gold headpiece over his shaved head, except this high priest was stern and frowning and somehow, strangely, scared the life out of Bentreshyt.

"I heard your story and I'm sure we can care for Bentreshyt," he said in a deep, deep voice.  The high priest looked to Bentreshyt.  "Do you wish to become a priestess to Goddess Isis?"

Bentreshyt nodded her head – she knew Goddess Isis was very important.

Papa picked Bentreshyt up like she weighed nothing and placed her on the ground.

"Goodbye Little One and I know they will look after you well."

"Goodbye, Papa."

Papa led his donkey away while Bentreshyt followed the high priest through the arch of the pylon to a large, central temple of white limestone with a multitude of mud brick buildings either side, and a garden on one side too, while workers toiled at building even more.  There were many cats, of course, because cats were creatures that gods and goddesses chose to inhabit, which meant cats reminded all, including Bentreshyt, of the power of gods and goddesses.  

"This is the House of Men-Maat-Ra, our king," the high priest said.  "If you look beyond the temple to the mountains behind us, you will see Pega-The-Gap which is the gateway to The West.  Look."

Bentreshyt looked into the distance, and indeed she saw the gap in the limestone mountains – imagine, the gateway to The West just there.

"Now, come with me, Bentreshyt," the high priest said.

Bentreshyt walked with the high priest up a stairway ramp to a large paved courtyard of white limestone, with workers building white limestone pylons at the edge and other workers built white limestone wells left and right, and up another stairway ramp to a second paved courtyard the same size, also with workers busy, while ahead was a wide limestone building which had 12 columns, all square in shape and holding up the roof.  The 12 columns were carved with the most wonderful scenes, all brightly painted, as was the wall behind with seven openings.  Bentreshyt had never imagined a temple this wonderful as they walked through the centre opening into a semi-darkened hall of a multitude of tall, round, columns holding up the roof.  They entered a second hall of columns where stonemasons, high on timber scaffolds, were busy carving while curved silver mirrors reflected sunlight onto their work.  Bentreshyt thought, when this temple was finished, it would be the most wonderful in the land, as she followed to where the high priest stopped at the far end of the hall.

"Ahead on the left is the chapel of King Men-Maat-Ra, and next to that are the chapels of Ptah, Re-Horakhte, Amun-Ra, Osiris, Isis, Horus, the son of Osiris and Isis, the chapel of Nefer-Tem and the chapel of Ptah-Soker.  Most temples venerate one or three gods while this temple venerates seven.  Now, come with me, Bentreshyt, to the Priestess Quarters."

The high priest led the way along a corridor with more painted carvings, and up a long stairway to emerge into sunshine facing a large, low mound topped by grass and trees.

"This is the Osirion, built by the ancients as the symbolic tomb of Osiris surrounded by primeval waters before there was life on earth.  Under the mound is the mortuary temple to Osiris.  Because the symbolic tomb of Osiris is auspicious, King Nisou-Beti, Men-Maat-Ra built his new temple adjacent to it.  Now, follow me to the Priestess Quarters."

They headed right towards mud brick buildings next to the beautiful garden with a central lotus pond surrounded by gardens of lilies, jasmine, oleander, mandrakes and bindweed, and with a pergola covered in grape vines.  Further away from the pond were rows of pomegranate, date, palm and fig trees.  It was peaceful, especially with birds, ducks and geese splashing in the water.  The high priest approached a building near to the garden and knocked on the wooden door.  It opened, revealing a priestess in a white gown, of much better quality than the mostly poor women of Shana Pa Hib, with a sculptured gold band around her head and gold bands on her upper arms.  This priestess was about the same age as Mama or perhaps older, and she was beautiful.

"Good afternoon Priestess Sheteny; this is Bentreshyt who's mother has died.  Her father asked us to take Bentreshyt into our care.  I'm sure you'll agree Bentreshyt is strikingly beautiful with her blue eyes and golden hair, and already I notice Bentreshyt is quiet and serene.  I thought you might consider her to be suitable for training as a priestess to Goddess Isis."

"Yes, Bentreshyt might have this potential.  Thank you Priest Antef."

"I leave Bentreshyt in your care."

The high priest walked away.

"Please come inside, Bentreshyt."

Bentreshyt followed Priestess Sheteny into a large room with 15 or 16 rolled sleeping mats, blankets and senefru stacked around the four walls.  "Is this where priestesses sleep?" Bentreshyt asked.

"We have many priestesses here at the House of Men-Maat-Ra, including those who clean the temple and cook our meals, those who help prepare for our festivals, priestesses who sing and play musical instruments at our festivals, and priestesses who participate in the worship of our gods and goddesses.  There are 25 festivals each year, all of which you will be trained to participate in, while our largest festival is The Mysterium, where we devote seven days to worshipping Osiris and his remarkable story.  Do you know the story of Osiris?"

"No, not really."

"Let me tell you.  The world arose from chaos, called Nu, when the sun god Ra brought light to our land.  All alone and to relieve his loneliness, Ra created his children, Shu the god of air and Telmut the goddess of water.  Shu and Telmut married and had two children, Geb, the god of the earth and Nut, the goddess of the stars and the sky.  Geb and Nut married and had four children: Osiris, Isis, Set and Nephthys.  Osiris was the oldest, and so he became king of Kemet and he married his sister Isis.  At this time the Kemets were an uncivilised people living in temporary settlements along the edge of the desert, wearing skins of beasts while they lived by hunting and herding wild cattle.  They also indulged in human sacrifice and cannibalism.  Osiris taught his subjects agriculture and irrigation, he showed them how to build houses of sun-dried mud brick, he built temples of mud brick so they could come together in harmony in settled communities, he gave them laws and education and even the skill of writing, using the hieroglyphic script invented by his friend, the wise god Thoth.  Osiris was a good king and commanded the respect of all who lived on the earth and the gods who dwelled in the netherworld.  However, Set was always jealous of Osiris because he didn't command similar respect.  One day, Set transformed himself into a vicious monster and attacked Osiris, killing him.  Set then cut Osiris into pieces and distributed them throughout the length and breadth of the land.

"With Osiris dead, Set became king of Egypt, with his sister Nephthys as his wife. Nephthys, however, felt sorry for her sister Isis, who wept endlessly over her lost husband.  Isis, who had great magical powers, decided to find her husband and bring him back to life long enough so they could have a child.  Together with Nephthys, Isis roamed the country, collecting the pieces of her husband’s body and reassembling him.  Once she completed this task, Goddess Isis breathed the breath of life into Osiris's body and resurrected him.  They were together again, and soon after Isis became pregnant. However, in this reconstructed form Osiris couldn't stay on earth for longer than to complete his task, and so descended into the underworld where he became the lord of that domain.  The child born to Isis was named Horus, the hawk-god.  When Horus became an adult he decided to make a case before The Council of Gods that he, not Set, was the rightful king.  A long period of argument followed, until Set challenged Horus to a contest and the winner would become king.  Set, however, cheated.  After several matches in which Set was the victor, Horus’ mother, Isis, decided to help her son and set a trap for Set.  Isis snared him but Set begged for his life and Isis let him go.  When Horus discovered that Isis had let his enemy live, he became angry with his mother and raged against her, earning the contempt of the other gods.  They decided there would be one more match, and Set would get to choose what it would be.

"Set decided the final round of the contest would be a boat race.  However, in order to make the contest a challenge, Set decided that he and Horus should race boats made of stone.  Horus was clever and built a boat made of wood covered with limestone plaster, which looked like stone.  As the gods assembled for the race, Set cut the top off of a mountain to serve as his boat and placed it in the water.  His boat sank right away and all the other gods laughed at this.  Angry, Set transformed himself into a hippopotamus and attacked Horus’ boat.  Horus fought off Set but The Council of Gods stopped Horus before he could kill Set.  The other gods then decided that the match was a tie.  Many gods were sympathetic to Horus, but they remembered his anger toward his mother for being lenient to Set and were unwilling to support him completely.  The Council of Gods wrote a letter to Osiris to ask for his advice.  Osiris responded that his son was the rightful king and should be placed upon the throne. No one, said Osiris, should take the throne of Kemet through an act of murder, as Set once did.  The sun and the stars, who were Osiris’ allies, descended into the underworld, leaving the world in darkness.  Finally, the gods agreed that Horus should claim his birthright as king.

"This means Osiris is the lord of the underworld, Horus is the first king from who all kings are descended, and Isis is the mother of all kings.  Goddess Isis has magical power and wisdom greater than all gods, Goddess Isis protects the kingdom from its enemies, Goddess Isis governs the skies and the natural world and Goddess Isis even has power over fate itself.  Set is the god of darkness, chaos and war, and Nephthys is the goddess of magic, healing, childbirth and protecting the dead.  Priestess Sheteny looked deeply at Bentreshyt.  "That must have been confusing but do you understand, Bentreshyt, that to be priestess to Goddess Isis will be a great honour?"

That story was long and confusing but Bentreshyt remembered enough.  "I understand," she said.

"Although Set is the god of darkness and chaos he is also the god of war, which is essential to protect our land from its enemies.  This is why our king, Nisou-Beti, Men-Maat-Ra, was named Sety, because under previous kings our land was being overrun and Nisou-Beti, Men-Maat-Ra had to devote himself to fighting many wars in order to restore the order of things to their rightful places."

"I understand," Bentreshyt said, even though she didn't.  It didn't make sense for the king to be named after a murderer and a cheat but Bentreshyt was only four.

"Come with me, Bentreshyt, and I will get you a gown."

Bentreshyt followed through a doorway with the curtain pushed to one side, to enter a smaller room with four rolled sleeping mats, blankets and senefru stacked against walls.  Priestess Sheteny knelt to open a carved, wooden truck and lifted out four white gowns.  She took a fifth and a length of black cord, stood and held the gown in front of Bentreshyt.

"This will fit; please put it on."

Bentreshyt changed from her old dress to this gown made of finer cotton, and tied the black cord around her waist.

"Now you look like a priestess to Goddess Isis, Priestess Bentreshyt."

Bentreshyt knew she did; indeed she never expected to be in this situation.  Bentreshyt heard voices as women and girls entered the big room.  Bentreshyt followed Priestess Sheteny into this room.

"All of you," Priestess Sheteny said.  "This is Priestess Bentreshyt who's new to our temple.  I have decided that Bentreshyt will be trained to be a priestess to Goddess Isis."  Priestess Sheteny faced Bentreshyt.  "You have much to learn including how to read and write, you have to learn many songs, you have to learn how to perform in The Mysterium and other festivals, and you have to learn how to worship Goddess Isis.  You can help Priestess Isetweret with this tomorrow at sunup."

"Surely Bentreshyt is young to perform this important task?"

"Bentreshyt can assist with the incense pipe and the candle, and learn at the same time."

"Yes, she can."

Isetweret was around 13 or 14 and likely of age.  Bentreshyt sensed it was quite late when the door opened and several priestesses brought in bowls and cups.  Bentreshyt joined the others to kneel and eat fish with pursiane and a cup of unsweetened beer.  After finishing her meal, Bentreshyt asked the priestess next to her, Taamun, where to find the latrine.  Bentreshyt went outside to a clear night, still and quiet compared to a village.  After Bentreshyt returned, the priestesses who brought their meals collected bowls and cups.  When that was over they all got ready to sleep, with older priestesses in the smaller room and younger priestesses in the large room.  They unrolled sleeping mats and undressed to wrap their blankets around.

Priestess Sheteny closed on Bentreshyt.

"You can sleep close to the door, there."

Bentreshyt laid the mat out, placed the senefru in place, undressed, wrapped her blanket around and lay down to sleep.  With so many girls and young women the room was far from quiet, but not noisy enough to keep Bentreshyt awake, except she couldn't sleep.  Much had happened and now she was in a strange place, although Bentreshyt sensed it was a good place and Papa was right to bring her there.  Indeed it was a good place and Bentreshyt felt she would feel comfortable soon enough, as she rolled onto her other side.  Soon, she knew, sleep would come.
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Chapter Three
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Bentreshyt woke with someone shaking her.  She opened her eyes and despite darkness she knew it was Isetweret.

"Please dress and come with me," Isetweret said quietly.

Bentreshyt unwrapped her blanket, and pulled on and tied her gown to follow Isetweret to a building near the latrines which had four hip baths carved into a circle of stone and illuminated by candles.  On the other side of the wall Bentreshyt heard men's voices.

"We must bathe to purify ourselves."

Bentreshyt undressed to slip into cool water and wash herself with soap, which was quite different to bathing in the Nile.  After washing and drying she dressed to follow Isetweret to the kitchen with the smell of bread baking and beer brewing, and priests working hard with their cooking.  Isetweret took a plate of bread and a cup of beer before walking to the main temple, where they went down the stairs and to the right into a storeroom.

"Take a pipe, pack some incense into the bowl and light it from a candle, and then take the candle.  Enter the Chapel of Goddess Isis while bowing, light the candle in the chapel with your candle, climb on the step to remove the cloth from Goddess Isis and then kneel.  I will pray and I will place the offering, and then we will leave the chapel while facing Goddess Isis and bowing, and keep facing Goddess Isis while bowing until we reach the staircase passage."

Bentreshyt took a pipe from a wooden rack, filled the bowl of the pipe from the bowl of incense on a wooden bench, lit this incense, and took the candle from the bench by holding the ring of its brass holder, to follow Isetweret to the hall of columns facing the seven chapels where they joined six pairs of male priests and Priest Antef, who prayed to the four cardinal points.  From a limestone font, Isetweret sprinkled water on her bread, and so did the six priests with their offerings.  Isetweret entered the chapel bowing her head with both hands extended forward, as did Bentreshyt who lit the candle and removed the dark blue cloth, revealing Goddess Isis.  Bentreshyt joined Isetweret kneeling on the floor.

"I adore Your Majesty with choice expressions and prayers that magnify your prestige in your great name.  And in all the holy forms of manifestations in which you revealed yourself in the first moment of the world."

Isetweret placed the offering at the foot of Goddess Isis.  She half-stood and left the chapel facing Goddess Isis while bowing, as Bentreshyt did the same.  They walked while facing Goddess Isis all the way to the staircase passage, with the temple ever brighter from the rising sun.  Bentreshyt guessed she had to put the incense pipe and the candle into the storeroom and did this, along with the male priests.

"Now we can go," Isetweret said.

Bentreshyt followed Isetweret to their quarters where all were up and dressed.  Only when she got there did Bentreshyt realise the importance of what she'd just done.

"How are you?" Priestess Sheteny asked Bentreshyt.

"Bentreshyt was good, as you knew she would be," Isetweret said.

"How often do we do this?" Bentreshyt asked.

"We offer a midday prayer, and a prayer and an offering at sundown."

"Do I do these?"

"As a priestess to Goddess Isis, yes you will."

The door opened and the priestesses from last night brought breakfast, which was bread and milk.

"Priestess Bentreshyt, Priestess Sheteny said.  "The next thing for you to learn is reading and writing at the Per-Ankh.  As midday approaches, you must bathe and assist Isetweret at the Chapel of Goddess Isis by carrying the incense pipe while Isetweret prays.  As sundown approaches you must bathe again, and assist Isetweret at the Chapel of Goddess Isis with the evening offering of bread and beer.  Don't worry; I will fetch you when it's time."

It was only when Bentreshyt followed the other priestesses into the Per-Ankh did she realise what reading and writing meant – the same as scribes who made their living from writing letters and other documents, and also carved the temple and other places telling stories of gods and goddesses, kings, advisors and soldiers.  Only boys went to school so Bentreshyt, the daughter of a soldier, and her mother had sold vegetables to troops at the garrison of Abdu, never expected to learn this.  Bentreshyt started her lesson, except such learning was hard, especially at age four, and continued until Priestess Sheteny came as promised.  Bentreshyt walked with Isetweret to the bathhouse.

"This time, Bentreshyt," Isetweret said.  "Light an incense pipe and accompany me to the Chapel of Goddess Isis where we'll both kneel and I'll pray."

After bathing, drying and dressing, Bentreshyt followed down the staircase to the storeroom where she packed incense into a pipe and lit it with a candle, to walk with Isetweret to where Priest Antef, still stern and frowning, prayed to the four cardinal points in his deep, deep voice before each pair of male priests, and Isetweret and Bentreshyt, entered the chapels.  After Isetweret prayed and they left the chapel while facing Goddess Isis, Bentreshyt left the incense pipe in the storeroom before returning to their lesson, which went on for many hours and gave Bentreshyt a headache, so hard that it was.  She was relieved when it was time for their evening prayer.  That was like the morning prayer where they bathed before Isetweret obtained a plate of bread and a cup of beer at the kitchen, and then they walked to the temple.

"After I finish praying and I give Goddess Isis her offering, you must cover the goddess with the cloth that you took away this morning, and when you're leaving blow the candle out."

"Yes, Isetweret."

"There is much for you to learn, including songs for The Mysterium, but so far, Bentreshyt, you have done well."

"Thank you."

Once more Bentreshyt followed down the staircase and went into the storeroom where she packed incense into a pipe and lit it before following Isetweret to where Priest Antef and the other priests had gathered.  Priest Antef prayed to the four cardinal points and then Bentreshyt followed Isetweret into the Chapel of Goddess Isis where they both knelt and Isetweret prayed, offered the bread and beer and Bentreshyt covered Goddess Isis, put her hand to the rear of the candle and blew, making the chapel nearly dark.  They left the chapel facing Goddess Isis while bowing, and bowed all the way to the staircase.  Bentreshyt left the incense pipe in the storeroom and followed Isetweret up the stairs and outside into a glorious, orange sunset.

"Such a sunset bodes good fortune for tomorrow," Isetweret said.

People used to say that at Shana Pa Hib.  "Yes, it does," Bentreshyt said.

"Come, Bentreshyt, and let us have our dinner."

Bentreshyt followed Isetweret to the Priestess Quarters on that delightful evening.  Papa had surely been right – in fact Bentreshyt couldn't imagine being looked after better as they entered the room, followed shortly after by priestesses bringing their meal of fish, green beans and beer.  Now they would eat, later they would sleep, and tomorrow it started again.
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When Isetweret woke Bentreshyt she knew what came next as she dressed to follow to the bathhouse, where after bathing, Isetweret collected a plate of bread and a cup of beer at the kitchen.  At the temple storeroom, Bentreshyt prepared and lit an incense pipe, and carried a candle in its holder to where Priest Antef prayed with the priests, and with Isetweret and Bentreshyt.  In the chapel Bentreshyt lit the candle and removed the cloak from Goddess Isis, and then knelt beside Isetweret who prayed and placed the offering.  Having left the chapel respectfully, Bentreshyt put the candle and incense pipe in the storeroom.  She followed up the stairs, now curious.

"Isetweret, some priestesses bring our meals, and other priestesses are like us.  What's the difference?"

"Wab priests and priestesses cook and clean, and look after the temple and its gardens, and they live in the town of Abdu.  You and I are devoted to the service of the gods and goddesses so we have a different role to play, such as worshipping Goddess Isis the way we do, participating in the worship of other gods and goddesses through such events as The Mysterium, or using the power of medicine to help those who are ill.  When you come of age you will have the choice of continuing in this service or returning to the outside world to find a husband and start a family."

"Have you made this choice?"

"I chose to stay here, even though I must remain untouched."

That was confusing.  "Untouched how?"

"A woman can be touched by her husband, or by other men before she marries, but to serve Goddess Isis I can never be touched by men this way."

Bentreshyt now understood.  "I prefer to stay here with Goddess Isis."

"This is a big decision to make, Bentreshyt, so you should wait until you're older in order to understand how you will feel.  Promise me this."

"I promise," Bentreshyt said, even though she couldn't imagine changing her mind.

They reached the Priestess Quarters and soon after they all had breakfast.  Then followed reading and writing at the Per-Ankh, broken by the midday prayer and ended by the evening prayer and offering.  Once more it was a beautiful sunset promising good fortune for the following day.  After dinner they had a little free time with Bentreshyt comforted by the steady routine of the temple.  In Isetweret she had a friend, Priestess Sheteny looked after them like her children, and Bentreshyt had spoken with some of the other younger priestesses and now knew their names.  Bentreshyt sensed some were annoyed that she had been picked to worship Goddess Isis while Bentreshyt knew this was because of her blonde hair and blue eyes.  But only a few were annoyed and most wanted to know what it was like, so after asking Isetweret for permission, Bentreshyt described what they did.  After this discussion it was time to sleep, with Bentreshyt, as always, quite tired.

The next morning Bentreshyt woke early, bathed and helped Isetweret with the morning offering for Goddess Isis.  At the Priestess Quarters they had their usual breakfast of bread and milk.

"The time approaches for our most important event of our year," Priestess Sheteny said.  "Those of you who are new must learn the songs for The Mysterium, and those who know these songs must practice.  Those who participate also must practice, including Priestess Iset and myself.  Priestess Tahena and Priestess Nitiyt will train our younger priestesses: Iamneia, Peset, Tarenenet, Tabehes and Bentreshyt, to sing the songs of The Mysterium, while Priestess Taamun will play her harp, Priestess Arsyna will play her lyre and Priestess Nerefet will play her sistrum."

Priestess Tahena and Priestess Nitiyt led the way to the Lotus Garden on a cool morning where several cats looked on.  Priestess Sheteny followed and stood to one side while the three priestesses with musical instruments were ready.

"Priestess Nitiyt and I will sing The Lament For Osiris for you," Priestess Tahena said.  "After we sing this once, we'll concentrate on memorising each verse, one line at a time.


Sing we Osiris dead,

Lament the fallen head:

The light has left the world, the world is grey

Athwart the starry skies

The web of darkness flies,

And Isis weeps Osiris passed away.

Your tears, ye stars, ye fires, ye rivers, shed,

Weep, children of the Nile, weep for your lord is dead!

Softly we tread, our measured footsteps falling

Within the sanctuary sevenfold;

Soft on the dead that liveth are we calling:

Return, Osiris, from thy Kingdom cold!

Return to them that worship thee of old.

Within the court divine

The sevenfold sacred shrine

We pass, while echoes of the temple walls.



Repeat the long lament

The sound of sorrow sent

Far up within the imperishable halls,

Where, each in other's arms, the sisters weep,

Isis and Nephthys, over his unawaking sleep

Softly we tread, our measured footsteps falling

Within the sanctuary sevenfold;

Soft on the dead that liveth are we calling:

Return, Osiris, from thy kingdom cold!

Return to them that worship thee of old.

O dweller in the west,

Lover and lordliest,

Thy love, thy sister Isis, calls thee home!

Come from thy chamber dun

Thou master of the sun,

Thy shadowy chamber far below the foam!

With weary wings and spent

Through all the firmament,

Through all the horror-haunted ways of hell,

I seek thee near and far,

From star to wandering star,

Free with the dead that in Amenti dwell.

I search the height, the deep, the lands, the skies,

Rise from the dead and live, our lord Osiris, rise!



Softly we tread, our measured footsteps falling

Within the sanctuary sevenfold;

Soft on the dead that liveth are we calling:

Return, Osiris, from thy kingdom cold!

Return to them that worship thee of old.





That wasn't a song as much as it was a tragic wail of pain; sadder than Bentreshyt imagined possible.  She wondered how she and the young priestesses could master such a mournful song.

"Now we'll start memorising the first verse, line by line," Priestess Tahena said.

Priestess Tahena and Priestess Nitiyt sang each line, and then the young priestesses repeated, where after much time they eventually sang the first verse accompanied by musical instruments, although Bentreshyt thought they weren't singing well, or really wailing well, because wailing was the nature of The Lament For Osiris.

"We'll take a break before we start on the second verse," Priestess Tahena said.

Bentreshyt was pleased by that, because it was glorious in the shade of grape vines straddling the pergola with the pond nearby.  She sat cross-legged a little distance from the other priestesses, enjoying being alone until she sensed someone.  Bentreshyt looked around to see a cobra with its head high, regarding her, while there were no cats nearby.  For reasons she didn't understand, Bentreshyt put her hand out to stroke the cobra's head.

"There, you're safe with me," Bentreshyt murmured as she stroked, until she tired and took her hand away.

The cobra closed and Bentreshyt sensed she should put her left hand down, flat on the paving, which the cobra climbed onto and slid along her left arm.  Bentreshyt raised her arms to allow the cobra to slide along her left shoulder, around her neck and along her right shoulder.  By then Bentreshyt heard quiet voices as some watched what was going on, while the cobra now slithered along Bentreshyt's right arm.  Bentreshyt put her right hand down flat on the paving, for the cobra to slide off and turn in a circle to face her.

"There, you were safe with me.  Now go before someone harms you."

The cobra looked at Bentreshyt for several moments before taking her advice and slithering away.

"Bentreshyt!  Iamneia exclaimed.  "That was a cobra!"

"I know."

"I saw that," Priestess Sheteny said.

"The cobra was safe with me and I was safe from it."

"Yes, you both were safe.  Perhaps, you'll forever be safe from snakes.  Now, you must help Priestess Isetweret."

Bentreshyt got up to cross to the bathhouse and meet with Isetweret.  After bathing, they walked to the temple where Bentreshyt prepared the incense pipe, Priest Antef, prayed to the four cardinal points, and in the chapel, Isetweret prayed to Goddess Isis.

They left the chapel facing Goddess Isis while bowing, and then Bentreshyt left the incense pipe in the storeroom.  Following Isetweret, Bentreshyt climbed the staircase.

"How goes your song?"

"There's much to learn."

"There surely is!  Well, good luck."

"Thank you."

Bentreshyt returned to the Lotus Garden to learn the next verse, and later in the day they learned the shorter third verse.

"You have all done well," Priestess Tahena said.  "But we need many more practice sessions before we reach the standards expected by the gods and goddesses, and then we must learn The Awakening Of Osiris."

"Priestess Bentreshyt...," Priestess Sheteny said.

"I know."

Bentreshyt met with Isetweret at the bathhouse before they made the evening prayer and offering to Goddess Isis.  By they time they returned to their quarters, all priestesses were gathered together.

"I'm pleased with the progress our younger priestesses made today," Priestess Sheteny said.  "I have decided Priestess Bentreshyt will permanently worship Goddess Isis, alongside Priestess Isetweret."

"You only choose Bentreshyt because she has blonde hair and blue eyes!" Peset exclaimed.

"Did you not see Priestess Bentreshyt with the cobra today?"

"She didn't know it was a cobra which could kill her."

That was wrong.  "I knew it was a cobra and I knew I was safe."

"Who I choose and why I choose her is my concern," Priestess Sheteny said.

"Yes, Priestess Sheteny," Peset said.

"Good."

Bentreshyt thought Priestess Sheteny was like Mama when she got annoyed.

"You're smiling, Priestess Bentreshyt."

"I remembered something."

"Was it something good?"

"Yes, it was good."

Wab priestesses brought dinner, being roast goose and carrots with beer.  Now they ate, soon they would sleep and it started again tomorrow.
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It took many days of practice to master the Lament For Osiris to Priestess Tahena's and Priestess Nitiyt's satisfaction.

"Now, we have another song to perform at The Mysterium," Priestess Tahena said.  "The Awakening Of Osiris.  Like last time Priestess Nitiyt and I will sing the entire song and then we will learn it, line by line.  We will sing it now."




He wakes—from forth the prison

We sing Osiris risen,

We sing the child that Nout conceived and bare.

Thine own love, Isis, waits

The Warden of the gates,

She breathes the breath of life on breast and hair.

And in her breast and breath

Behold! he wakeneth,

Behold! at length he riseth out of rest;

Touched with her holy hands,

The lord of all the lands,

He stirs, he rises from her breath, her breast!

But thou, fell Typhon, fly,

The judgment day drawn nigh,

Fleet on thy track as flame speeds Horus from the sky.

Softly we tread, our measured footsteps falling

Within the sanctuary sevenfold;

Soft on the dead that liveth are we calling:

“Return, Osiris, from thy kingdom cold!

Return to them that worship thee of old.



Sing we the trinity,

Sing we the holy three,

Sing we, and praise we and worship the throne;

Throne that our lord hath set—

There peace and truth are met

There in the Halls of the Holy alone!

There in the shadowings

Faint of the folded wings,



There shall we dwell and rejoice in our rest;

We that thy servants are!

Horus drive ill afar!

Far in the folds of the dark of the west!



Softly we tread, our measured footsteps falling

Within the sanctuary sevenfold;

Soft on the dead that liveth are we calling:

Return, Osiris, from thy kingdom cold!

Return to them that worship thee of old.



Osiris our hope!  Osiris!  Osiris!’





That was very much different to The Lament For Osiris, being a joyful song.

"Goddess Isis brought Osiris to life in order for her to conceive their son, Horus, the god of our kings," Tabehes said.

"That's right, and now Osiris presides over Aaru, the paradise of Eternity for those who are considered worthy.  Now, let us start learning this song which I expect will take several days."

It took all day to get through this song once and not well, while accompanied by Priestess Taamun, Priestess Arsyna and Priestess Nerefet with their instruments, and a break when Bentreshyt assisted Isetweret to worship Goddess Isis at midday.  By the time sunset approached they were worn out, with Bentreshyt feeling tired when she once more worshipped Goddess Isis and put her to sleep.  After dinner of their usual fish, this time with green beans, and of course beer, Bentreshyt knew she would sleep well.

Over the next few days they improved The Awakening Of Osiris, pleasing Priestess Sheteny, and then they had to sing The Lament Of Osiris in case they'd forgotten.  After worshipping Goddess Isis at sunset and Bentreshyt putting the goddess to sleep, she walked with Isetweret.

"When is The Mysterium?" Bentreshyt asked.

"The Mysterium starts on Paen-Mekhir 23 which is quite soon.  It's an important event where pilgrims come from near and far to present their souls to Osiris to be washed clean, and in particular it's auspicious to pass away during The Mysterium."

Bentreshyt was shocked.  "There's so much to learn!"  It was like Isetweret knew everything.

At the Priestess Quarters, Priestess Sheteny waited.

"Our next step is to rehearse The Mysterium because everything must be perfect.  We'll start tomorrow with priests who have also learned and practiced.  This will take six days."

"I thought The Mysterium ran for seven days," Tabehes said.

"The last day is the pilgrims' feast and we don't rehearse this."

Wab priestesses brought dinner, later they slept, and in the morning Isetweret and Bentreshyt bathed and then worshipped Goddess Isis with their morning prayer and offering.  Shortly after, all but wab priests and priestesses gathered at the second courtyard where workmen had been sent away.  Priest Antef and Priestess Sheteny told all who there what to do, which was complicated for some.  The role for most priestesses was to gather in two lines, and even the many temple cats sensed this was important as they mostly sat in rows on either side, looking on.  Priestess Taamun played her harp, Priestess Arsyna played her lyre and Priestess Nerefet played her sistrum as Priest Horankh, playing Set, sang two songs about the many great things that Osiris had done and the injustices done to himself.

Two priests carried a wooden statue representing Osiris between the lines of priestesses, to be confronted by Set who attacked the statue of Osiris, and in a pretend battle Set eventually killed Osiris.  Set sang a song about how he intended to cut Osiris into small pieces and scatter Osiris near and far so he'll never been seen or heard from again.  Set took Osiris, now dead, into the temple.

The next day's rehearsal once more started with Priest Antef and Priestess Sheteny giving detailed instructions before they all crossed to near the canal behind the Osirion, where Goddess Isis and Goddess Nephthys searched for Osiris, while Goddess Isis cried and cried.  Bentreshyt thought crying must be a difficult thing to act, and yet Priestess Sheteny did it naturally.  After much searching they found the first remains of Osiris and sang The Lament For Osiris, while the priestesses looking on also sang.  Goddess Isis and Goddess Nephthys pretended to gather the remains of Osiris and take him into the temple.

After instructions, day three was on the second courtyard with Goddess Isis and Goddess Nephthys bringing the statue of Osiris to life with The Lamentations Of Isis And Nephthys.  The introduction was spoken by Priest Antef after which Goddess Isis sang and then Goddess Nephthys – although it was more a wail of grief than a song.  With Osiris now brought to life, this was followed by Goddess Isis, Goddess Nephthys and the priestesses singing The Awakening Of Osiris before Goddess Isis took the statue of Osiris away.

Day four on the second courtyard began with instructions.  Horus, played by Priest Ateny, stood over a wooden mummy of Osiris while he sang a song vowing revenge, again with the musical instruments sounding particularly fine.  Goddess Isis sang about Osiris becoming the ruler of the dead and the one who leads people to The West.  Four priests placed the mummy into the sacred barque and carried the barque to the temple pond and rowed across, representing the voyage to the afterlife.  On the far side of the pond the mummy was placed on a sled for the voyage to the Necropolis some distance from the temple, accompanied by all other priests and priestesses who then joyfully returned to the temple.

After instructions, day five was on the second courtyard where the gods, played by five older priests, sang songs recognising Osiris as their ruler of the underworld and judge of the dead, and of Horus being the rightful heir.

After instructions, the final day of rehearsal started with all priests and priestesses cheerfully walking to the Necropolis, and then escorting the sled to the temple with senior priests and priestesses singing songs.

Bentreshyt's part of The Mysterium, although small, was complicated, while the part of Goddess Isis had much acting and many songs.  Isetweret likely had learned this acting and the songs.  The one good thing was Priestess Sheteny, high priestess of the temple, didn't seem to expect too much of younger priestesses.

After they worshipped Goddess Isis with their evening prayer and offering, and Bentreshyt put Goddess Isis to sleep and blew out the candle, Bentreshyt thought about The Mysterium rehearsal.

"Isetweret, if Priestess Sheteny became sick, would you take over?"

"Yes I would, although I couldn't do it as well as Priestess Sheteny.  I would try my best and I know Priestess Sheteny expects us to do no more than this, including you with your duties."

Isetweret knew what Bentreshyt was thinking.

"Don't worry, Bentreshyt, your role in The Mysterium this year isn't hard, while I know you'll enjoy the feast with the pilgrims, which is one of many highlights."

It was a particularly exciting time to be a temple priestess, while Bentreshyt walked with Isetweret to their quarters for their dinner and a good sleep.

* * *
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After the excitement of learning songs and then the rehearsal, Bentreshyt was disappointed they had to return to learning to read and write, although she didn't say anything.

"Priestess Bentreshyt," Priestess Sheteny said.  "When you learn to read, the door of knowledge about the gods and goddesses is opened far wider than anything that I and others can tell you."

Bentreshyt was so embarrassed!  "I know," she said quietly.

"Good."

Bentreshyt followed the other priestesses as Isetweret closed while smiling.

"You were caught!" and she laughed.

"I know I have to learn to read and write."

"We all have to learn but this doesn't make it easier."

It was good having Isetweret, an older priestess, as her friend, and most of the other younger priestesses as friends, too.  Only a good friend would admit she didn't like learning but they had to, anyway.  They reached the Per-Ankh where Bentreshyt thought this was going to be a long and boring day.

* * *
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Fortunately they only had three days of reading and writing lessons because the younger priestesses had to rehearse their two songs for The Mysterium the following day.  That evening after putting Goddesses Isis to sleep, and Bentreshyt wishing a special prayer for a good Mysterium, they joined the priestesses for dinner of fish with green beans and a cup of beer before it was time to sleep, except Bentreshyt found it impossible to sleep.  She was too excited as the room gradually fell nearly silent, and while she lay there, Bentreshyt just couldn't sleep.

Bentreshyt rolled onto her other side and then listened to Tarenenet's gentle breathing; in and out, in and out, and in and out.  Bentreshyt concentrated on that and knew sleep would come.
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Chapter Six
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The Mysterium or not, the day began for Bentreshyt with Isetweret in the chapel with the morning prayer and offering to Goddess Isis.  After breakfast, all priestesses gathered outside the chapels where priests already waited.  Priest Antef prayed for a worthy Mysterium that would do justice to the gods and goddesses, after which everyone took their places, including many temple cats on the courtyard looking on.  This time the key performers were in costume, although Bentreshyt was surprised to see pilgrims hadn't been allowed into the temple grounds.  The performance took some hours, like the rehearsal, except once Set had taken Osiris into the temple, hundreds of pilgrims surged onto the two courtyards and an enormous fight erupted using palm branches stripped of their leaves, and the cats fled for their lives!  Bentreshyt backed away while looking for Isetweret and eventually found safety near the temple, behind a row of priests armed with clubs.

"What's going on here?" Bentreshyt asked Ankhes.

"Pilgrims have drawn lots to determine who are the followers of Osiris and who are the followers of Set, and then they fight.  The followers of Osiris must win."

Isetweret closed.  "As sunset approaches, you and I must worship Goddess Isis."

"I understand," Bentreshyt said while looking at the pilgrims.  She'd seen fights, mostly of men who'd drunk too much beer, but nothing like that battled raging.  Behind their priestly guard they were safe, but – my goodness!  After an eternity and several injured pilgrims being carried away, the followers of Osiris drove the followers of Set out of the temple grounds and then cheered and congratulated each other.  It wasn't what Bentreshyt expected after the cool calmness of rehearsal, as Isetweret closed.

"Come, Bentreshyt; sunset is approaching and we must get ready.

Bentreshyt walked with Isetweret to bathe, dry and dress before returning to the temple.  After praying and putting Goddess Isis to sleep, and leaving the incense holder in the storeroom, Bentreshyt with Isetweret walked to the Priestess Quarters, with one unanswered question.

"Isetweret; why were the pilgrims kept out of the temple during the early part of The Mysterium?"

"The death of Osiris is such a shocking event that pilgrims aren't allowed to witness it."

Bentreshyt was surprised by this, but she then supposed this was like a different world and she shouldn't be surprised by anything.  After dinner they all slept.

The next morning started with bathing and the morning offering to Goddess Isis, followed by bread with honey and a cup of milk before they lined up outside where Goddess Isis and Goddess Nephthys searched for Osiris, this time with their hair messy and their dresses streaked with mud, amongst the many hundreds of pilgrims.  Pilgrims could watch but they couldn't sing The Lament For Osiris, which was sung by Goddess Isis, Goddess Nephthys and the priestesses.  For Bentreshyt, each of the seven days were especially busy because, along with Isetweret, she had to worship Goddess Isis at dawn, participate in The Mysterium, and in the evening worship Goddess Isis again, although apart from singing two songs, mostly Bentreshyt had to stand and look on.  Not when they accompanied the sacred barque, and the sled carrying the mummy of Osiris to the Necropolis, alongside pilgrims.  As they returned to the temple, joyful amongst cheerful pilgrims, Bentreshyt had an idea and sought out Isetweret.

"Now Osiris rests and our land is safe," Bentreshyt said.  "This has been a great day!" and she laughed.

"This has been a great day!"

"You two are inseparable, which is great to see!" Priestess Nitiyt said with a bright smile.

"Our gods and goddesses care for and protect us," Isetweret said.  "It's an honour to wake each morning in their service.  It's just as much an honour to be in the service of our gods and goddesses, together."

"Just as it's an honour to celebrate this through The Mysterium, with all of us united as one."

"This includes our newest priestess, Bentreshyt."

"Who I know is in good hands."

"Thank you."

They reached the temple with sunset approaching.

"Bentreshyt; first we'll go to the bathhouse and then we'll go to the kitchen, and later we'll eat dinner and I'm sure we'll sleep well."

The other priestesses involved with The Mysterium were finished for the day while Bentreshyt had this one last task to perform, but it was a task that brought great joy as Bentreshyt followed Isetweret to the bathhouse.

The next day Bentreshyt had to stand amongst the other priestesses
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