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The Sacred Lotus

But the Nile, ancient and indifferent, carried on in silence—refusing to obey.

— “Some blood must be spilled... for a new Pharaoh to be born.”

“No prisoners today! Show no mercy to traitor or invader. Kill them all.”

“Victory for Egypt! Glory to the martyrs of Thebes!”

— “We... did it, Mentu... victory is ours... go to Thebes... and tell her... that I kept my promise.”

​(1)

​The city of Thebes, akin to an ancient melody cherished by all Egyptians, yet its beginning remains a mystery and its end, unknown. Each morning, the sun pours molten gold over the Nile, as winds from the deep south carry the scent of silt, and the earth itself breathes in silent serenity. 

Despite this undying beauty, a subtle stir moved through the city one felt only by those who had long lived within its embrace. While appearing calm on the surface, behind the doors of its weary houses, the souls of its people harbored many secrets. People went about their toil, burdened by their cares, lifting their eyes toward the great temples, hoping the gods might soften the hardships of their days.

They feared the wrath of the divine as much as they craved its favor, their hearts swaying between trepidation and hope.

​The priests moved with steady strides, as if possessing the secrets of both earth and heaven. They never raised their voices, yet their whispers were enough to alter entire destinies. They were a presence that could not be ignored, a shadow stretching over thrones and homes alike, a power that required no swords to dominate.

​And yet... there were souls seeking their own path away from those shackles. Souls that loved, feared, and dreamed, gazing upon life as though it were a small, beautiful flower... forcing its way through water and mud, determined to bloom despite the looming shadows surrounding it.

​Once again, the sun sent forth its white rays, as it did at the dawn of every day, washing away from Thebes the remnants of its nightly slumber, a city that pulses with legends, breathes the scent of offerings, and sleeps on the banks of the Nile in the arms of the gods.

​On that morning, the temple was drowned in clouds of incense and the fragrance of blooming flowers, while a vast multitude gathered in the great courtyard before the temple to present the annual offerings to the god Amun. The sounds of drums and flutes rose from the sanctuary, and cranes circled above the colossal pillars as if guarding the majesty of the place. The very air had a distinct essence... a blend of benzoin incense and the scent of lotus dipped in the waters of the Nile.

Nefereira moved through the temple corridors with graceful strides, clutching the edge of her pristine white robe to keep it from touching the ground. Against her chest, she held a blue lotus, a flower that seemed plucked from an eternal dream rather than earthly soil. It was an ancient, withered lotus, yet preserved as tenderly as her mother’s heart was kept with her soul. Her long black hair was intricately braided, and her wide pistachio eyes mirrored the tranquility and depth of Theban nights.

​“Purity is the secret of your immortality, my daughter... always remember that.”

​Thus spoke her father, the High Priest, when he gifted her the flower that belonged to her mother years ago, on the day her mother passed away. That flower was a symbol of a new beginning, life returning after pain, a rebirth following loss.

​But that morning was unlike any other. She felt as though something strange awaited her; her heart raced, outstripping her measured steps. She was now on her way to the festive courtyard outside the temple. Thousands had gathered at the gates in their finest adornments: women with bronze bracelets, men in linen robes, and armored soldiers standing firm at the entrances like statues carved into rock. The rhythmic thumping of drums rose and fell like the pulse of a giant creature, and everything seemed poised for an extraordinary event.

​And amidst the ranks of the guard... there he stood.

​Mentu.

A tall young man with powerful shoulders, wearing a bronze breastplate that glistened under the sun. His eyes were as black as the deepest night, possessing the sharpness of a hawk’s, a gaze that suggested he could see what others could not. He did not hail from an ancient lineage, nor was he a man of influence or wealth... but he possessed something money could not buy: a heart that feared neither battle nor death... nor love

​Mentu had come with the rest of the army to secure the solemn celebration. He paid no heed to the High Priest, the princes, or the elite who occupied the forefront of the square. His hawk-like eyes fell upon Nefereira the moment she appeared, illuminating the place with her radiant light.

​As Nefereira stepped with dignity through the crowd, her feet betrayed her and she stumbled. Just as her body braced for the impact with the ground, two hands shot out with the speed of the wind to catch and embrace her before it was too late, as if destiny itself had been waiting in anticipation, that stumble to unite two souls destined to meet since the dawn of time.
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​Mentu gazed at her with reverence, and she was mesmerized by his enchanting eyes and piercing look. 

In those moments, time stood still to allow these two hearts to forget the place and the crowd, rising above the earth to reach the heights of heaven, soaring together in its vast, infinite reaches, where their souls intertwined and wrote the first lines of an eternal love story.

Mentu continued to stare into her eyes with that sharp, deep, penetrating gaze—a gaze that seemed to pass through every barrier like a sunbeam, carrying a hidden magic that captivated her in an instant, leaving her unable to move. She froze in place, oblivious to the presence of others, the surrounding atmosphere, and the whispers drifting around her. She saw nothing but his eyes, a gaze that reached her heart before it ever touched her features.

They remained thus, each held beneath the spell of the other, until the young man suddenly became aware of how close he was to her. He gently steadied her, allowing them both a moment to recover their breath.

What neither of them realized was that the entire scene was unfolding before countless eyes. Every gaze in the courtyard was fixed upon them, following this strange and wondrous moment in silent awe.

After she had stood up and brushed the dust from her robe, she searched for her flower, only to realize it was gone—it had slipped from her grasp and fallen to the ground. She reached to retrieve it... but he was faster. He picked it up gently and extended his hand to return it to her. He noticed that the spell of his gaze still lingered in her eyes, and that she was still looking at him—just as he found himself unable to look away.

Almost without realizing it, he murmured:

— “I feel as though I have seen these eyes before... perhaps in my dreams... I cannot say.”

She could not speak. As he stepped closer and offered her the flower, he added softly:

— “This flower must be precious to you... it carries the secrets of an entire lifetime within its petals. It should never touch the dust.”

Her cheeks flushed as she finally awoke from his spell. She glanced around and noticed the crowd watching them in quiet wonder. Lowering her gaze, she said shyly:

— “We should not stand like this... people are watching us.”

He replied with a calm, gentle boldness:

— “I do not fear people... not when the intention is pure and the heart is clean.”

Meanwhile... her father, the High Priest, watched from a distant corner near one of the gates. His face froze like stone, rigid with disapproval at what was unfolding before him. He did not like what he had seen—he despised the looks the young man had exchanged with his daughter... the way he had held her... and the unsettling thought that destiny itself was weaving a design beyond his knowledge. On that day, it was not only the Nile that flowed; souls flowed with it toward an unknown fate. And the lotus flower became the first witness to the birth of a story whose echo history would never forget.

Nefereira started at the sound of a voice she knew all too well:

— “Nefereira!”

She turned swiftly to see her father, the High Priest, approaching them, his features foretelling a gathering storm. He stopped before her and the soldier, his voice heavy with authority:

— “You are late for your position. What is it that occupies you?”

She replied shyly:

— “I... I stumbled and nearly fell, and I did not realize until the flower slipped from my hand, Father.”

He shifted his gaze to the soldier, studying him with a stern, unyielding stare before asking:

— “And you... what brought you to my daughter’s side?”

Mentu answered with quiet steadfastness:

— “I performed my duty, sir. I supported her and retrieved the flower.”

The High Priest stepped closer, his voice carrying a clear warning:

— “A soldier’s duty is to protect the temple—not to exchange glances or words with the daughter of the High Priest.”

A heavy silence fell between them.

Yet Mentu neither feared nor lowered his gaze. He spoke evenly, his words reflecting firm resolve:

— “I intended nothing but good, sir. My respect for you and for the temple prevents me from overstepping my bounds.”

Nefereira moved to speak, but her father silenced her with a single gesture. Turning back to the soldier, he said coldly:

— “Precious flowers, my boy, must remain far from the winds... lest they be uprooted.”

He then took his daughter’s hand and added simply:

— “Come.”

Without waiting for a reply, he led her back toward the temple.

The crowd watched in astonishment. Everyone knew the beautiful Nefereira, daughter of the High Priest of Amun—but the soldier was a stranger to them. Whispers rippled through the gathering:

— “Did you see how the soldier caught her?”

— “What a bold and handsome man! He looks like a prince from an old myth.”

— “Who could that soldier be?”

— “Did you see the way they looked at each other?”

— “Her father will never allow him near her.”

— “Love can shake thrones, my brother... nothing stands in the way of destiny.”

As for Nefereira...

She walked behind her father, yet her heart remained in the square. She could feel Mentu’s gaze following her, like a thread of light tugging at her soul. Before disappearing behind the temple gate, she cast one final glance back—only to find him still standing there, unmoving. Her eyes carried a silent promise... the first breath of a story that neither priest, nor shackle, nor fear could ever halt.

Outside, Mentu remained where he was, holding that fleeting moment within his heart as though he had found his missing half. And the lotus flower bore witness to it all.

Nefereira’s footsteps echoed softly across the marble floor of the temple, her heartbeat swaying between two worlds: the familiar safety beside her father, and another world she had yet to know—a world alive with wonder and danger, the world of Mento, who had marked her heart from the very first moment. She settled into a quiet corner of the temple, leaning against a massive pillar, her fingers tracing the ancient lotus resting in her hands. The flower seemed to absorb the warmth of her touch, as if it knew her secrets, speaking to her in profound silence.

Outside, Mentu stood apart from the crowd, contemplating her phantom, etched deep within his soul. His eyes wandered the temple walls, hoping—foolishly—to catch a glimpse of her. His companion and friend, Kani, approached him: a broad-built man with unmistakable southern Egyptian features. With a mocking grin, he said:

[image: ]— “Where are you, Mentu? And what are you doing here? Truly, you’ve lived moments today you’ll never forget as long as you breathe.”

Mentu replied, striving for composure though agitation crept into his voice:

— “What are you talking about? I don’t understand your meaning.”

––––––––
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Kani burst into laughter.

— “Oh... calling upon innocence now? I saw everything—just like everyone else in that square!”

Mentu sighed, frustration surfacing as he defended himself:

— “And what did you see, in your opinion? If you were in my place, would you have done otherwise? Would you have let her fall? That is not the way of men.”

Kani shook his head, his smile tinged with cunning.

— “You still evade the truth, my friend. You stood there as if the world had vanished. Be honest—fate has finally noticed you, hasn’t it?”

Mentu fell silent, turning his gaze away as he murmured:

— “I don’t know, Kani... there is something strange about her. She drew me in, as if she had cast a spell upon my soul.”

Kani’s tone grew serious as he placed a hand on Mentu’s shoulder.

— “Who could behold such beauty and not be enchanted? But beware—Nefereira is the daughter of the High Priest. That alone makes her the second power in this land, after the Pharaoh.”

Mentu’s eyes widened.

— “Her name... Nefereira? I heard the priest call her that.”

— “Yes. And within the temple, they call her The Sacred Lotus.”

Mentu repeated the name softly, with reverence:

— “Nefereira...”

That night, after the celebration had ended, Nefereira sat in her upper chamber overlooking the Nile. Moonlight traced the shadows of trees across the walls, while the lotus rested in her hands, glowing faintly—as though it still carried remnants of her mother’s heart. She whispered to herself:

“Who is he? Where did he come from? What is his name? And why did my heart tremble when he looked at me? Will I ever see him again?”

At the same hour, Mentu sat among the temple guards, plagued by the same questions. Yet he dared not approach again; the presence of her father loomed too large. Still, a bold thought took root within him:

“I will wait... for another chance. One without fear or threat—only truth.”

The following morning, the city stirred toward an unseen future. And the ancient lotus, dry yet enduring, sent silent signals through the air—carrying within its petals the memories of a mother and the promise of a destiny yet to unfold.

Within Nefereira’s heart, something had shifted—binding her to Mentu more tightly with each passing moment. It was not yet love, but its shadow lingered everywhere: a blend of danger, wonder, and longing.

Mentu knew then that the journey had only begun... and that each coming day would bring trials no heart could easily endure.

Later, Nefereira sat upon the high stone steps, attempting to steady her thoughts after the ceremony. Beside her sat Maya, her loyal friend, eyes alight with curiosity. Drumming her fingers thoughtfully, Maya said with a knowing smile:

— “I noticed... and everyone noticed too, Nefereira. Those looks...”

Nefereira interrupted shyly:

— “He only picked up the flower. Nothing more.”

Maya leaned closer and whispered:

— “Your heart tells a different story.”

Nefereira sighed, her gaze drifting toward her father, whose heavy footsteps echoed through the temple corridors. Approaching them, he spoke firmly:

— “Nefereira, you know what this place demands of you. Anything beyond its bounds may be seen as defiance of the gods.”

— “Yes, Father,” she replied, pride and fear mingling in her voice. “I only sought a moment of stillness after the celebration.”

— “Thoughts,” he said coldly, “can lead one astray. Remember—the temple is a duty before it is a refuge.”

He turned away, his expression severe, as if judgment had already been passed.

Suddenly, a guard hurried toward him.

— “My Lord, strange movements have been reported near the Eastern Gate.”

The High Priest’s jaw tightened.

— “These are restless days. Close all passages. Watch every corner. Nothing must be left to chance.”

Beyond the temple walls, Mentu lingered, eyes fixed upon the stone structure that concealed her. Kani leaned in, smirking.

— “It seems your heart still hasn’t found peace.”

— “I cannot ignore it,” Mentu replied calmly. “She awakened something I never knew existed.”

Kani laughed softly.

— “Just remember—the High Priest is not a man to be challenged lightly.”

Mentu nodded, resolve flickering behind his gaze.

— “That flower... it carried something of her soul. And I know now—yesterday was only the beginning.”

As whispers rippled through the temple halls and guards tightened their watch, destiny quietly advanced its steps. And the lotus flower—silent, ancient, and enduring—remained the witness to it all, as a new chapter began to write itself in the pages of history.

(2)

The palace of Prince Tamo was considered one of the most magnificent in Thebes—an architectural masterpiece gleaming beneath Egypt’s golden sun. Its towering walls were covered with intricate carvings of gods and ancient kings, while massive columns stood adorned with engravings of lotus and papyrus. Bronze torches lined the passageways, casting a warm glow across the polished stone floors.

A long corridor led to the main hall, its floor of white quartz stretching like the surface of a tranquil river. At its center, a small fountain shimmered, silver threads of water cascading softly. The air was heavy with the scent of frankincense and myrrh, mingling with the breeze drifting in from gardens rich with pomegranate trees, tamarind, and blooming jasmine.
Within the vast hall, Prince Tamo reclined upon a high seat of ebony wood, surrounded by linen cushions embroidered with gold. He wore a robe the deep color of night, and upon his chest rested a necklace of lapis lazuli, crafted solely for him, catching the light with every movement.
Standing beside him was his advisor, confidant, and right hand—Hor-sa, a man of powerful build and sharp features. His restless eyes moved constantly, as though he were measuring the pulse of the entire palace.
Studying the maps spread across the table, the Prince said calmly:
— “The country is changing, Hor-sa. Trade thrives in the south, yet the north grows restless. Merchants complain of taxes... and the workers complain of the merchants.”
[image: ]
Hor-sa stepped closer.
— “And the Senate? Will they reconsider the new tax system?”
The Prince gave a brief, knowing laugh.
— “Those men move only when their interests are served, my dear Hor-sa. Money... that is what stirs them.”
He shook his head thoughtfully.
— “Still, we will not allow the land to slip through our fingers. The wealth exists—but it demands a firm hand, one that knows exactly where to place it.”
Hor-sa asked carefully:
— “And the Temple?”
The Prince fell silent for a moment, his gaze drifting as if recalling a familiar threat.
— “The Temple... the priests are far stronger than they appear. Their influence seeps into every home, every heart. Anyone who seeks to rule Thebes must first secure their favor.”
He leaned forward, lowering his voice.
— “The High Priest is a clever man... but he enjoys gifts. More than that—he enjoys being reminded of his importance.”
Hor-sa smiled faintly.
— “I see. So today’s visit is not merely religious.”
The Prince replied with quiet certainty:
— “Nothing in politics is without purpose. I am not offering sacrifices alone—I am offering steps.”
Then, as if another thought amused him, his voice sharpened slightly.
— “And there is also... his daughter.”
Hor-sa raised an eyebrow.
— “Nefereira?”
The Prince’s smile turned deliberate.
— “Yes. That girl is unlike any other. Her beauty... her presence... it is as though the goddess Hathor herself shaped her.”
— “You watched her during the ceremony?” Hor-sa asked.
The Prince chuckled softly.
— “Watched? I attended the ceremony for her alone. She knows her worth, though she cloaks it in grace and restraint.”
His expression darkened thoughtfully.
— “Yet she is distant... guarded. She does not yield as easily as others.”
Hor-sa replied:
— “She is the High Priest’s daughter. And girls raised within the Temple do not give their trust lightly.”
The Prince smiled with absolute confidence.
— “Which is precisely why she will trust me. Every woman has a key, Hor-sa... and I know how to open doors.”
Hor-sa hesitated, then said:
— “Did you notice what happened between her and that soldier?”
The Prince nodded slowly.
— “I did. When she entered the ceremony, a soldier handed her something—and lingered far too long with his gaze.”
— “Do you know who he is?” Hor-sa asked.
The Prince shrugged indifferently.
— “Not yet. But I do not overlook details. Any man who dares approach the woman I have chosen... becomes my concern.”
He rose from his seat and gestured to the servants.
— “Prepare the offerings. We go to the Temple. They must arrive before sunset.”
As Hor-sa moved beside him, he asked cautiously:
— “Do you believe, my lord, that the High Priest will welcome your interest in his daughter?”
––––––––
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Prince Tamo smiled with unwavering confidence.
— “When he sees my gifts... he will see things differently. Wealth, Hor-sa, has a way of making everything appear more beautiful—and of opening even the most tightly closed doors.”
The Prince stepped out of the hall, his strides firm, his robes billowing as if announcing his presence to the entire palace. Today’s journey to the Temple was not an act of worship—it was a calculated move within a far greater plan. 
As the day leaned toward sunset, orange hues spread across the sky and reflected upon the waters of the Nile. Prince Tamo entered the Great Court of the Temple with steady confidence, his ornate attire shimmering beneath the dying sun. Every glance he cast spoke of power and cunning far beyond what the city’s common folk could ever perceive. Servants and guards followed closely, moving as part of his commanding aura.
He approached the High Priest directly, his lips curved in a polite smile while his eyes held sharp calculations.
— “May the gods bless you, my lord. I come bearing gifts and offerings worthy of the great Temple of Amun.”
The High Priest returned a thin smile, though his gaze remained stern.
— “Prince Tamo, you are ever eager to display your loyalty, and your generosity is evident. Yet the Temple is not a place for hoarding gold and silver—it is a house of spirit and duty.”
The Prince answered smoothly, a trace of flattery in his tone.
— “I know this well, my lord. Still, is it not our duty to honor the gods and those who serve them with what we are able? These offerings are merely an expression of my deep respect for you and your teachings.”
The Priest spoke slowly, stroking his
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