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Now this really signifies a declination of a great conflagration on
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Measure base perimeter of great 
Multiply by 43200
Get earth circumference in miles 
 
Multiply height by 43200 
Get polar-radius
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Every day above ground is a good one 
 
￼[image: Image]π losing φ religion 
 
Remember that…
 
 
———-
Eight months earlier.
————
Homework: 
Express roots of negative numbers in terms of  i = √−1
√ab = √a√b
√x⋅√x = x
√−1⋅√−1 = −1 
 i⋅i = −1
i⋅i = i2
i2 = −1
Simplify
√−4
 = √4⋅−1 = √4√−1 = 2√−1
2√−1 = 2i
Simplify
√−18
3√2√−1 = 3√2i = 3i√2
Simplify
−√−72
 = −√72⋅−1 = −√72√−1 = −√36√2√−1 = −6√2√−1 = −6√2i = −6i√2
Proof is Pudding
 
LLew hated homework the most when he had to prove a theory true, or worse yet false.
 
LLewellyn’s third complete year at being MacCoulloch’s ovaté ended in lengthy examina of sacred geometry by oral memorandum. 
 
Ultimate goal was reaching the square root of π, Mac following Llew’s performance close, judging silent, while Llew folded elements through never-ending sequences.
 
 π over fractions of φ as mathematical baseline to a proportionally bottomless universe. 
 
Aproxi’ratio's to the √ π one tangent and π / φ2 the other. Tangiental impact between transcendental and irrational behemoths gave rise to a very first number, emerging from obscure chaos. Then, a second number differentiated touching off with first.
 
 Slices of φ a ratio to which all growth takes place, growth in the sense of mathematical philosophy and in universalè general.
…-2,-1,-1,0,-1,0,1,0,1,1,2,3,5,8…
A potential released by ever increasing square root of two, square root of three, then, after jumping square root of four back to two, bouncing up Fibonacci to five. 
 
The whole always fractional to the lowest denominators available, whatever system of measurement being observed through. Into micro, up to macro, all follow similar dynamic ascendance from this first conclusion. 
 
«Remember that…» 
 
Mac said the day he deemed Llew ready to try examina. 
 
«…Whatever you do end up researching or studying later in life, hold to golden ratio and you’ll never stray far from truth.» 
 
The day Llew performed, and consequently tried getting ‘dry behind one ear’, he felt like he sat for a lifetime preparing. With a compass, pad and paper he drew, by drawing, drawing and drawing he thereby got the comprehension of geometry imprinted on mind. The figures and angles seeped into consciousness through hands on. Days filled with learning, from early morning til late afternoon, feeling if no change came soon, head was literally going to explode. 
 
Spending days at Mac’s lodge to a intense regiment of theoretical and philosophical understanding before lunch, eight to ten hours of practise and repetition after. He left late in the eve, making quick stop by canteen on his way to homework taking half night to complete. 
 
During frequent and extensive travels throughout heartlands and Rome, Llew always packed utensils, paper and pad in the backpack. Lecturing never stopped, nor did homework, as he saw less landscape, people, learned little of culture and geography but mostly only practised ever more complicated geometric sequences. 
 
When he delicately complained to Mac he was getting tired of pad and paper, wanted to meet people, think of something else, Mac simply replied. 
 
«Make sure you get basics in order first, then rest of life will follow.» 
 
Speaking no further on subject. Figures of geometry were now eternally etched into being like the way was in body. He daydreamed about spheres overlocking circles in sky, saw hypotenuse's and right-angles in noses, roof-ridges and cockscombs. He felt properties within, points, lines and surfaces festering mind like the way always lingered in arms and legs.
 
 Mac claimed Llew soon was on par with abiturientia of Platonic academies, examina from Pythagorean lodges, something El’ had claimed took ten, more like twenty years to achieve. 
 
Learning new each day was excruciatingly exhausting, physically as well as psychologically. Often feeling tired to bone when finally throwing head on cot for couple hours deep sleep. Feeling in stomach and legs like he ran fifty miles in a day. 
 
 He felt well prepared, chants were thoroughly rehearsed, he knew what they represented well enough. Although acknowledging the requirements of an Odyssean task ahead, he knew he was ready.
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Proving a point
Verbal examina took place in Mac’s study, with Mac as sole audience. LLew slipped a little from nervousness in the beginning, before getting into the rhythm of it. Then all went well, until he suddenly stumbled on cones, a little past the middle, suddenly mind could not separate formula between apex to oblique from right circular ones. Losing train of thought completely, flabbergasted he stood silent for long moments in complete blunder. 
 
So thorough was his screw up that he stopped reciting in shame, thinking he blew it. Mac had said earlier, when asked, that if Llew had to stay silent for long moments, he was not ready to sing. But when opening eyes in shame looking up, Mac only nodded, smiling encouragingly, waving hand over forward for him to continue.
 
In the end LLew did well, closing up strong with last stanza he rehearsed several times extra for added juice, if he ever got to the beginning-end solution. Running up last theorems he saw master MacCoulloch beam proud and Llew knew he did good.
 
Swallowing a lot, while blinking tears of pride and release away, Llew accepted praise from Mac, who solemnly accepted Llew’s graduation. After a while of awkward stomping around from both of them, they did a celebratory high-five. 
 
Then Mac told Llew to bring him a cidré-brut, then they would meet back here in six-thousand beats. They would salute a cheer for Llew, Mac had pre-ordered gooseberry soufflé in honour of graduation, if Llew should’a failed, feast would’a been honouring season instead. 
 
But that was neither here nor there, now that he expectedly graduated. 
 
«…Dont worry bout the cidré by the way, I can get it myself.»
 
Merlin, Don, Doc and Gawin was joining them for the feast, to have great bon appetíte, proper ching-ching’ and relaxing time after. 
 
 «You are now properly initiated as ovaté, I am proud to have you as my apprentice, you know that. We leave the fourth hour tomorrow for a long journey. But dont worry about packing now, you will have plenty of time to worry about that later, now meditate and celebrate. Again. Congratulations! I’m proud of you.» 
 
	«Thank you, very much!» 
 
———
 
Fourth year was supposed to be different. Traveling world history Mac once called it.
 
 The exciting new year began as most adventures had so far, sitting in Mac’s lodge with Mac puffing on huff, Llew drinking carbonated lemon juice. Merlin and Don arrived the same time two maids strolled down from shire with a trolley, ready to set up festivity table. 
 
Except for all food, they also brought simple elegant decorations, napkins, plates and cutlery, all packaged in smart containers. On a separate carriage well insulated, suitable drinks for dinner, ordered forth according to master-chef’s suggestion. Chateaux Brian 1122 Syrah for the main course: O’the Puddin’ Race wi’ Basked Needs and Champit Tatties, sweet white Valencia Riesling on cool to desert, mugs, jugs and glasses for all. LLew helped maids lift warm salads and pasties up the table, leaving everything unwrapped in boxes, designed to keep food sizzling hot til secondí piatti. 
 
 Elder maid asked Mac how many guests were expected, then professionally unpacked hors-d'oeuvre and garnish, made small final adjustments to smidgen-glasses before decanting wine into carafes. Head-maid nodded with a grunt, seemingly pleased with everything. She turned to LLew with a sneer, he had been wordlessly helping in preparation. 
 
Don, Mac and Merlin had disappeared into Mac’s study, LLew heard muffled outcries and laughing voices from door ajar. Elder maid stood hands on hips full attention on LLew. 
 
	«I left frozen-slurpees in the cold-box on the kitchen table.» 
 
She nodded towards box and Llew nodded back, always treated like a child, a stupid child at that. He nodded towards her again as she seemed to wait for him to say something, she frowned when he didn’t and continued.
 
	«When you serve th’ gents desert, top layer might have melted a bit but below watery-surface, structure will remain intact, as long as no one shake the box.»  
 
Elder maid finished in grave tone, again seemingly waiting for some sort of guttural response from Llew who shook head and said. 
 
«Sure, I’ll make sure to scoop from the bottom when I have some slurpee.» 
 
She frowned so hard her eyes squeezed shut. Llew sensed it would do nothing for his standing if he told her dinner was in his honour.
 
	«Pack left-overs and dishes back in their boxes before Brunhilde comes at midnight to gather.» 
 
 Elder maid commanded turning without waiting for Llews’ reply, snapping fingers at younger and left. Younger and prettier, smiled a bit apologetically at him, left empty trolley and cart outside under glassed-roof balcony.
 
 Gawin and Doc walked through front door at same time Mac, Don and Merlin came out the study, all three gigglingly engaged in some inside joke. Mac gestured for everyone to get seated, laughter and rumble subsided, Gawin smiled at Llew, nodding amiably across table. Mac left standing, asking Llew to come join, patting one hand to Llew’s shoulder, reaching for his glass. Gaw’ passed Llew’s down the table as well, then Mac spoke so Llew’s cheeks grew red. 
 
«Today Llewellyn passed examina with flying colours, joining a select group of people in this world that truly know dimensions and fractures, through and through. Celebration is a large part of success and today we commemorate a big day in a young mans life, a big milestone on becoming a druid. Cheers.» 
 
They all raised thin aperitif glasses with blueberry-schnaps to Llew who looked around at the people he loved, beaming of pride. MacCoulloch rarely gave approbation when Llew did something positive in private and had never given so much as a offhand positive remark in front others, while never holding back on a public scolding. Not that he talked down to Llew, just never up, nor minding how he spoke, not caring much for social aspects of life, that was just Mac, Llew never expected such. 
 
With flying colours, calling him a man, albeit young but not usual boy, pal, little one or some such. Llewellyn felt greatest lack of respect from others, Gaw’, maids, the danes, came from complete lack Mac constantly showed him. Now Mac suddenly said such nice things, a new day certainly had come. 
 
Feeling vindicated and released from looming pressure he had a hard time keeping voice level, blinking hard, looking up to keep tears away. Mac got seated gesturing for Llew to stay, give speech, everyone saw this a sensitive moment between them. Llew looked up swallowing several times, refusing to wipe corner eye. 
 
«I dont know what to say really, I love you guys, I’m glad to stand here today. I would never have passed, flying colours n’ all, if I didn’t have the best of teachers…»  
 
He half raised glass towards Mac who nodded back once. 
 
« …As above so below. Bon appetít» 
 
LLew raised glass proper to rest of table, others followed suit. 
 
“CheerCheer!”
 
 
Eating out
Llew found out during dinner Doc n’ Gaw would travel to Egypt as well, following their own paths. After desert-soufflé when they had moved to the couches enjoying mango-slurpee’s, smoke, brandy and whiskey, Llew only sipped hawthorn liquor with lot’s of carbonated water, lime, sugar and ice. 
 
Gaw said goodbye after, standing at the door wishing LLew a goodnight. Congratulating on whatever it was LLew had accomplished, dimensions through and through. Llew thanked back sincerely, wishing Gaw’ a sleep-well. 
 
 «Oh’, Im’ not going to sleep for many hours yet brother.» 
 
Gaw’ answered with a drunk wry smile. 
 
	«No? Then what are you doin’ in that condition?» 
 
Llew raised eyebrow.
 
 «Darryl, Den, Soupaz, some of the girls, Linn and Ann, maybe others are coming over, we gonna fly-high to Heroin-Soma.» 
 
LLew smiled back shaking head.
 
	«You crazy. What does Doc think about that.» 
 
 «Oh I dont know, he’ll probably join us later, you can come too if u like, then you can ask what he has to say for yourself, he usually breaks out string and sings.» 
 
	«Doc? I can’t imagine.» 
 
 «Neither could I, before I heard him play, dude sure is a cool soul, especially when high as a kite.» 
 
	«Well, take care then, I guess we won’t see much of each-other for a while, do you know what routes you’re taking, know where you’re going, were I’m going for that matter?» 
 
 «Nope. All I know is we leave tomorrow afternoon, but yeah no, I dont think we’re leaving together, nor that our paths cross for a long time, perhaps many months, I overheard Doc say something like that to Mac.» 
 
	«Take care bro’ be safe.» 
 
«You too.» 
 
 
Don and Merlin left after second bottle single-malt, adorning overcoats singing in the hallway. They left up-trail arm in arm, either homewards bound or for Barell and a final nightcap. Llew had mostly water for dinner and a clear head.
 
Brunhilde and another maid came as Don and Merlin left, maids neighed druids a good night by the door. Brunhilde went to Mac, sitting his couch staring into fire, asking mildly if everything had been to Mac’s satisfaction.
 
 Returning from somewhere far Mac nodded, commending the food, and service, as excellent. 
 
«Please Brunhilde, tell chef Mario that especially his liqorice-vanilla veal-à la daube was exquisite. Thank you please.» 
 
	«I’m pleased, I will, thank you. 
 
Good night Sir.» 
 
 Maid smiled neighing, turning towards leftovers shooting LLew the evil-eye for not having gathered or prepared anything. Llew smiled back and went over to help. They quietly, effectively gathered and stowed all dishes, then the two women left small-talking pushing carts upwards, toward glowing yellow shimmer of shire. 
 
Mac sat rolling fingers through beard, LLew sat next reading passages of Koines-poetry. 
 
Mac said into fire. 
 
 «We wake tomorrow at fourth, leave south at sixteenth, we ride for Salt-crossing, then towards Massalia. But, we’ll start off with a detour.»  
 
Alone with Mac again LLew yawned feeling tired and happy. Mac rose from armchair, saying he’d return in sixty, meanwhile Llew could tend to watch statue up close. 
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Aint’ nothin’ scratchin’ diamon’.
——————
Against the wall on a table behind couches, stood a chest-high bust of stone, one Llew had never seen before tonight, Llew had never seen anything like it. He recognised style as distinctly Egyptian, resembling nothing a stonecutter from home would make. Torso was slick and mysteriously beautiful, grey-black deep veins, extraordinarily well-carved, majestic looking. Bottom layer pane-surface covered in [image: Image]hieroglyphs, he had not yet learned to read or understand them and recognised nothing in the enigmatic symbols. One man in scripture appeared larger than the others, probably a Pharaoh LLew pondered, or a God. 
 
The statue itself displayed a mans head and bust with something of a lions mane behind, smooth symmetric surface. Stone felt cold against fingertip and ‘perfect’ to the touch, like no kind of marble ever, not translucent, lacking glossiness. Color patches grainy, giving blurry rather than distinct streaks, completely opaque, only outermost surface layer, various crystals, clumps of minerals-speckled pattern.
 
MacCoulloch was certainly gonna ask him on material, statue was heavy, distantly Llew wondered how Mac got it up on the table in the first place. Finish absolutely marvellous, detailed, perfected, harmonious unlike any statue he had ever seen out of Pergamum or Rome. Material seemed an impossibly hard stone for carving such fine detail, he suppressed an urge to test marble by knife.
 
 Caressing finger along eyelid, down bridge of nose, edge sharp could easily cut. He second-guessed material some kind of black volcanic-marble he never knew. But eyes touch and alert senses told him granite. 
 
Face and motif seemed outer-worldly, dimensions giving it a distinctly Egyptian air.
 
«Today continues your fifth, our fourth year together. Cheers to that.»   
 
Mac said re-entering, Llew looked up. 
 
	«This is amazing.»  
 
Llew looked back to statue as Mac only nodded in answer, Llew continued.
 
	«What is it made of? How did you get it up on the table?»  
 
Mac nodded again appreciatively. 
 
«Doc n’ Saw’ helped me lift. Now that be a very good question little one, this one do’ be made of a combination from quartz and corundum, as far as I can tell.»  
 
 Mac did not give more of an answer than that and LLew sighed at being back to little one, tried recalling Moh’s scale to mind. Corundum, one of the hardest materials on the planet, how could anyone carve such intricate details into material like such? He asked as much.
 
 Mac answered with mirth, growing into a short bellowing laugh, LLew was kinda’ jumping the gun, in time he would sorta’ find out but not yet. Llew nodded back confound.
 
 Egypt, marvel of the world, oldest and once wealthiest and mightiest civilisation. If they had capabilities to carve corundum so, build pyramids and monuments to awe-inspiring scale, that clearly showed signs of deep-magic, high-technology. What other mysteries lay hidden in [image: Image]the secretive, sacred language of hieroglyphs waiting for him to be unlocked. 
 
  Llew looked statue up-close again, completing art so veins and ribcage came visible, showcasing actual skin of the pharaoh’s torso, smoothing surface to perfection, absolute amazing. 
 
He remembered long ago, El’ talking down the mighty Dynasties of Egypt, saying that if they perhaps once knew something more than the rest of us, they had long since forgotten. Their era and vision was over and done with today. 
 
El’ called Egyptians lethargic and greedy but Llew shook head slight at fond memory. Since brother had been so wrong, about so many other things, Llew now knew for certain there would be more, much-much more, behind that magical mask of Egypt. 
 
The statue point of finger was only one tiny prodigy of capabilities. A relatively small, single-block statue, speaking volumes of evidence to skill and potential, proof of many million block pyramids awaiting. That was sure as sun rising, no matter when he arrived, tomorrow, next year, or millennia from now, pyramids would wait west of the Nile.
 
LLew now knew, having seen evidence of their magic as true, first hand. 
 
 
—————————
Seven months later realisation started sinking, truth was lost after all. But not before eight months and one whole day later did certainty arrive, truth a mirage.
—————————
 
Aigy-
Ptha
-O-
Logi
 
 Egypt today in praxis ruled by multinational commercial interests, Kushite, Dachian, Parthian but primarily Jew-sèmite and Roman. Power of interest garnered influence, in effect executed through puppeteering hands of priesthood to Ptah. 
 
Priesthood of Ptah in all factuality ruling Egypt for millennia, no matter who sat the throne. Ever since Ramses and Nineteenth, since beginning of breaking, Ptah’s main seat located at Memphis, close sacred sights of Saqqara and Giza, centre of power the Nile.
 
 Custody lay with priesthood of dynastic pharaoh, descendant of Alexander. Status quo unlikely to break soon, as long a Ptha’lemaic pharaoh remained enthroned. Directly the way it had been for centuries, indirect millennia. 
 
Status quo suite order Mac said, continuing his lecture.  
 
«Down low delta-shore, shining beacon of light, knowledge and trade, a great city of surreal, also here, were life is more multifaceted and international, priests of Ptah celebrate God Ptah over all others. 
 
Ptah is the head of the great-ennead, group of nine deities, all worshiped at Heliopolis: the sun god Atum; his children Shu and Tefnut; their children Geb and Nut; their children Osiris, Isis, Seth, and Nephthys…»
 
LLew had heard it all before and wondered why Mac repeated himself, only listening with one ear. Most concentration was taking in sights, smells and sounds, all different looking, differently reacting people. 
 
 The feeling of being elsewhere had really begun at Anatolia, spread at Caanan and Levant but now he had a toe-hold of Africa. Truly a different continent, feeling like a whole different world. 
 
Mac said Egyptians spoke as if they owned the Nile but didn’t even know its double-source. Mac kept talking, Llew phlegmatically listening. 
 
«…It would take too long to go through specifics of why that is so now, but…»  
 
Mac said before going into specifics of why it was all so, meanwhile slowly drifting upstream on routine slavemen pulls.
 
They had disembarked great wheat-barge at Port of Alexandria, after a rough week of sailing from Sinai. Never leaving docks before Mac had them on a rank, floaty-barge gliding upstream. Five Ptomlemy-V bronze copeck’s paid fare for the two of them and their luggage. LLew studied one of bronzes in his hand, cheaply made, reverse showing common Ptolemaic symbol, eagle standing on thunderbolt. 
 
Doc and Gaw’ had waited for them at the docks and took most their travel bags, heavy bust-coffer thank Bodb Derg, going by separate route to wherever they were going. Llew was happy to have solid ground under feet at the docks, looking forward to seeing famed city. Finding himself sitting rank flatboat next minute, rowed upstream all day. He slept badly in an ascetic guesthouse during a damp and surprisingly cold night. 
 
Next day delta turned into river, banks transformed from arid irrigated farmlands, to never-ending desert to the west, desert to the east. Memphis grew visible in the distance, great pyramids of Giza came visible first. Llew stared at palm trees, camels, the massive, massive sands stretching out in eternity, the very air smelled different.
 
 Knowing deserts true circumference in degrees of the earth, right measure in miles made it all the more imposing. All of heartlands easily fit three times over Sahara. Cows stood front-hoofs in mud, cooling bellies on eastern-bank. Teams of men pulled nets from ashore assisted by small fishing canoes, other small rafts and larger trade-barges jostled the river. 
 
A different looking flatboat, slim and shallow, streamers flapping to short mast. 
 
Mac said flatboat an official government barge, sharks of these waters, most feared vessel on the nile for commoner and high-born alike. Fast ship always contained taxman, scribe and enough soldiers, reed-boat flew by downstream in a flash. 
 
Touch down in Memphis never departing river middle of sprawling docks, continuing lighter in a flurry upstream.
 
That was then, first landing in Egypt, LLew was a changed man from all he witnessed through Europe and Asia-Minor but still living inside his old world-view, thoughts mulling around, what came before churning. But still his own self, seven months and twenty-one days in.
 
Meeting the authority
 
 
——————-
Seven months Twenty-two 
high priest of dahshur 
——————-
Mac told him they would meet a priest of Ptah. LLew would get to hear their answers, societal third-perspectives, for instance why, when and who built the pyramids. LLew was eagerly anticipating meeting the man, feeling privileged that he, simple blacksmiths son, a druid in the making, would get to have a private one on one with a high priest of Ptah.
 
 Also suspecting upcoming discussion to be much of a cul-de-sac’, solving riddles with Mac was never as simple as asking and getting answers. Llew thought priest would not be able to respond to all his questions but believed coming discussions to be a pointer, something leading him down some other field of study, hoping that path eventually lead to knowledge and intuition. 
 
At Dahshur he met with high priest, Mac said priest would hold nothing back, give Llew their whole nine yards, according to ancient agreement between orders.
 
High priest of Ptah presented caesura lectionis in Greek flowing perfect but speaking Egyptian words in Egyptian accent, voicing those words louder. 
 
The secret to life ANKH…
Glorious everlasting NEFERTITI…
 
The man had been going for over an hour and was closing in on the transition from Third to Fourth. So far it had been all dynastic-palatial intrigues and politics. Not a sane word about masonry or architecture, no answers whatsoever as to who crafted such miracles in stone or how. 
 
«…Dijoser united all of Aigy-Ptah in political Unithy and Peace, he was successful in all Wahr-Campaigns. 
 
The inventor of monumental StoneWork. 
 
Also for earlier Works, rough stone was used but Dijoser and Imhotep invented chopped rock as building material. Because the material is rock it can be seen as being eternal.
 
 Ḥeḥ also Huh, Hah, Hauh, Huah, and Hehu are personifications of infinity or eternity in the Ogdoad. Until recent we believed transitions, for example from Second to Third, must have been violent, as such massive shifts in society must have taken place. But now we know glorious first Golden-age of Third and Fourth as well as of Sixth started non-violent. Nor was there ever a major shift in culture, instead only a gradual, peaceful transition into greatness.»   
 
Llewellyn remembered a stela he studied from end of second dynasty, indicating massive civil-strife, war, genocide mentioned. High-priest kept on in similar monotone voice without ever pausing, reciting scripture from memory. 
 
Behaviour told Llew from the get-go he did not want to be here and obviously did this because he had to. 
 
	«Cylinderseals tell us how Third, first-king Dijoser brought last king of Second to a gracious grave, sacrificed and sealed Khwaksemut’s grave himself…»   
 
LLew wrinkled forehead. Sealed the grave, sounded more like an ending to a violent story than peaceful one. 
 
Priest in front kept on recapitulating, rambling monotonous to death, LLew had an impossible time to keep up, so he interrupted first time in over an hour. 
 
«Excuse me High-Priest of Ptah.»  
 
Man looked at him surprised and very disapproving, he sneered. 
 
	«What?»  
 
«So, which pyramid, of the great pyramid-era came first, I mean, in what order do the great come. Excuse me my rude inquire, if you do not mind.»  
 
High priest answered with a thin smile to mouth only. 
 
	«Always a question is well deserved if it is worth asking.»  
 
His face and tone said it better be last time he was shown such insolence and interruption. Priest looked at Mac, asking if this meant discussion, now ended by apprentice. 
 
Llew thought of the road down endless dynasty intrigue and how they never led to pyramids. Mac had been completely silent so far and did not twitch a muscle in response to priests questioning glare. As Mac sat still, Llew answered. Even though High priest pretended not to recognise. 
 
«Yes please.»  
 
Priest of Ptah then immediately continued on new scripture to recite, catching same monotonous tone immediate, listing works as they came. 
 
	«Dijoser constructed in Saqqara his grave-area with Imhotep. Snefru built the Bent first, still learning trade he built with angle too steep, so they changed half-way up. The Red was better and with Step, Sneferu found his stride. Khufu built GrGreat, Khafra built Mountain of the west next, Mykerinos the….»   
 
 «Wait… Wait. Excuse me again!»  
 
Llew interrupted, leaning in intrigued and mystified. Priest looked indignant to breaking-point and almost rose in anger, then pointedly glared at Mac as if to say, control your subject. Mac maintained neutral face, priest blew out hard through nose, made a rolling gesture with hand without looking at LLew, to allow yet another very unwelcome intrusion as it had already happened. 
 
Let him stew for a bit, Llew thought, taking a moment to think this through. What he knew from the Djoser complex was not much, just that it was the largest stone complex ever built, in the known world, so that was first. And then Snefru would have built three, three of the most impressive structures on earth, the combined amount of stone needed there was … Staggering. Then immediately followed by the greatest structure ever built. This made no sense. Perhaps he misunderstood locations and asked to clarify. 
 
«Djoser, you mean whole grave complex, walling in Saqqara, first?…»   
 
Llewellyn asked half-rhetorically, priest’s eyes bulged from further indignation. Being forced to a back and forth interrogation by a foreign boy. Ptah looked to Mac to establish order but still got no refuge from the druid. High priest’s eyes shot daggers above Llew’s head while answering, refusing eye-level. 
	
	«Yes, as I said. Djoser was first, with Imhotep they construct….»  
 
Llew went over him again.
 
«…And then came Snefru’s three pyramids you said, the red, bent and step?»  
 
	«Yes.»  
 
Priest breathed out barely audible. 
 
«And then Cheops?»  
 
Llewellyn concluded. 
 
	«Khufu. Yes, then Khafra constructed Mountain of west next, Mykerinos the…»   
 
LLew interrupted again, just as man was getting up steam, falling back into recitation. Priest had decided to take lecture down road he wanted this time, not stopping no matter what. LLewellyn had to interrupt several times, almost shouting before a stop came this time. 
 
Ptah sat silent, red in face staring at druid, pointedly not looking at apprentice. Mac glanced at Llew but said nothing. Llew started out, a bit off-balance, something was so wrong in all of this, he had a hard time to know what to ask, or believe but had forcibly interrupted. 
 
«So… So, just that I get it right, many of the places and names are still so new to me but your version is that the first construction project was the largest ever built, because they… Djoser and Imophtep cracked the stone building trade, then the bent, step n’ red all on contract by the next guy, still learning on the fly? 
 
Those three combined must have a total mass greatly surpassing, anything. So that would be number two, most mass ever moved, and then… Then, on third try, so to speak, they made the Great.»  
 
Llew silenced and priest looked like he had finally overcome anger-spams. Llew’s recapitulation contained no questions and man certainly did not answer. High priest now controlled himself better, sitting distant and cool as Mac, or tried to.
 
There was a twitch to his eye that gave him away though, LLew sat silent staring out a window-sill high-up the painted mud-brick wall. Turning gaze back down to the man sitting up-front with mascara thick, red lipstick, stinking of whalespeck perfume. Llew looked back up at a movement, red sparrow landed the sill looking in, singing her song for them.
 
‘Twidelit Twidelu’
 
Priest seemed completely fine with sitting silent until time ended, bird brought a melody to Llew’s mind, heard on markets of Elephantine-island. Hummed by fascinating men of the Kuwalí tribe, melody winked out and Llew felt he was done here. 
 
Deciding to end poor mans suffering, trying to sound apologetic for earlier, unacceptably rude behaviour. Man in front was used to having boys Llew’s age crawl the floor, licking soles in respect, like he probably done himself for decades.
 
Llew started clearing throat.
 
«I feel greatly honoured, having been given this opportunity to learn about your amazing culture. Truly honoured….»  
 
Llew bowed head in respect, honing that sincerity before continuing. 
 
«… And now to contemplate all I have learned, for a good nights sleep before riding south tomorrow, I thank you High-priest for our time together.»   
 
Priest didn’t glance at LLew but kept staring towards Mac, when druid nodded once, priest stood to leave so quick his chair fell backwards, never looking at Llew. 
 
Druid and apprentice were left sitting in silence, Mac bopping his mouth scratching forehead, after a while turning to Llew.
 
 «So tell me, what are you thinking right now?»  
 
LLew sat indeed pondering, thinking it through. There was obviously something completely wrong in priests ‘history lesson’. History did not work that way, one guy did not suddenly figure out how to build in granite, did not simply build the largest, most daunting, most work-demanding, most perfected first, coming straight out the Neolithic.
 
Lithos-tour of Europe and Levant tugged at him, Bronze-age civilisations were truly amazing at constructing stone-work. Perhaps priest had presented building projects in a correct order of them being built but never-ever to that timescale, finishing three down to within lifetime of one generation, never. Completely unthinkable.
 
 He had expected their story to build up through dynasties, to ever greater glory, power-projection and projection of power walking hand in hand, larger, more daunting projects, each generation trying to outdo last. Implementation of techniques, better methods, like within order and the scientific revolution, hundreds of years gaining momentum and growing. Finishing with largest and best at the end. He had known from beforehand that Khufu was of Fourth but still felt it too short a timespan to create such marvels.
 
 Rome and Athens never reached capacities yet, they had grown for centuries to where they were now, millennia, counting from before breaking. Going from smaller to larger, simple to more complex was pure natural evolution of things. Where were the damned methods and capabilities, who carved that chest-bust he had been heaving across half of freakin’ Europe. 
 
One thing was clear, this priest had no idea when, why, or by whom they were built, ludicrous recapitulation proved that much. 
 
One-zero El’, on Egypt.
 
«I believe there’s more to the story than made-up bloody palace intrigues he kept going on about. I apologise how I ended with him but I felt he had nothing more to contribute with.»   
 
Mac chuckled concurring, Llewellyn continued unsure. 
 
«I don't know what to think right now, it’s all so fresh. I hope I get a good enough answer soon but cant see glimpse of it now.»  
 
———————————-
Realisation creep closer.
————————————-
 
Ptah is the, or an, Egyptian creator god, existing before all other things. His will brought world into existence, first conceived by Thought, realised by Word. That which Ptah commanded was created, patron of craftsmanship, metal working, carpenters, shipbuilders and sculpture. Ptah embodies the Sacred-bull, Apsis, common-tongue for Egypt derive from ancient Egyptian name for Memphis meaning.
 
Home of the soul of Ptah. 
Hikuptah 
 
 
This word entered Ancient Greek as Aigupthos. Developing into Egypt over time. 
During Ptha’lomy rein, High priests of Ptah increasingly associate with direct royal family. 
 
Memphis 
 
 Men-nefer - Enduring Beautiful. 
 
Memfi - in Greek
 
 Moph or Noph - in Semitic scripture. 
 
Inebu-Hedj - The white walls. 
 
Djed-Sut - Everlasting places. 
 
Ankh-Tawy - Life of the two lands.
Tawy-Anhk - Land of the two lives.
 
Ptah - Sekhmet - Nefertum
 
Memphis believe itself under protection of Ptah. Creating Memphis great temple.
 
Hut ka Ptah - Enclosure of ka of Ptah. 
 
Temple rendered in greek as 
 
Ai￼￼[image: Image][image: Image] -gy-Pthos.￼[image: Image]
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Ptah!
	
 
	
Hephaestus!
					
 
		PrrhPtah!
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———————
Eight months and two days 
in the eve
———————
Whole world-view changed, change began slowly sinking on ethereal waves, barely noticeable transformation first, slight rocking motion. Almost from the start of their year of travel, tour of stone, something started feeling… Wrong.
 
 Today that newfound reality hit him hard. They were returning down north to Giza after Heracleum, to Saqqara and Al-Faiyum.
 
LLews’ left heel touched water, as rank bamboo-pier sank slight into mud, disembarking upper-river barge. Physical contact with water on his skin felt dirty, beginning delta to longest river in the world.
 
 Waters passed ashes of many dead and mourned, pulling along excrement through dirty-clothes washed by living, before reaching shores of Giza. Soiled, brown, filled with shit from many great kingdoms, old nations, natives. 
 
Humanity was old here, stagnant and pungent. He made a mental note to let have his left sandal and foot washed proper once reaching the tavern. He speculated Mac would call him silly at best, probably scold him for being overly prude, impolite or worrying if he shared current thoughts.
 
LLew wondered about how easy it felt getting comfortable always having bowing, scraping servants around, how easy it got uncomfortable.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
———————
Eight months and two days 
That same Morning
———————
Eight months and second morning into fourth year, sun rose east like it always had before. Slave rowers slowly heaving slim oars to rhythmic tempo, Llew watched some small-talk, others looking like rowing asleep, slave-master not using whip once as Llew would have seen, easy work going down. Men of all colour and race sat chained to row-banks, looking well-fed and tended too. Llew heard so many stories about harsh treatment of Egyptian slaves he still [image: Image]expected whipper to flay away wildly, remembering back to Roman quarries. 
 
Llew turned to Mac. 
 
«Why can’t we free every slave in Garbiaux quarry?»  
	
	«Because.»  
 
«Just?» 
 
	«Ye, u tell me.»  
 
«Well, maybe, because some societal and humanitarian larger catastrophe looming, radical anarchy of some sorts.»  
 
	«Something like that.»  
 
Mac answered laconically[image: Image] leaving Llew at the bow.
 
They were closing in on Giza downstream, LLew guessed plateau probably more than 50 miles down, still not visible north. Strange to think of a river going downstream as north. Where he grew up, some smaller rivers ran from north to south but in general they ran from mountains north-east to ocean south-west. Upper Egypt was lower down and lower Egypt was up. 
 
In Egypt up was down. 
 
Mac stood talking to captain of the barge on raised stern, Llew wondered what they discussed at such length, turning back looking for pyramids ahead.
 
Frowning from staring at a plateau still not in sight he turned back south. Way-way south, twice the distance from heartlands to Giza, thrice beyond the fourth cataphract of Egypt then came land of Kush, beyond there real upside turned down.
 
 Further south still, as if he could see through curvature and thousands of miles to the White-mountain. LLew constantly wondered what world there was, where South became North and opposite night-sky took place. 
 
Mac was done talking, making way back over brig to Llew and their luggage. 
 
Usually a hundred-man sized river-raft would not budge as a single man walked across but these standard Imperial-express upper delta’s, were rank as drunken sailors on land. Higher up rafts allegedly got deeper, more seagoing, since going got rough at times, further up southern Nile.
 
 Thinking back to a couple weeks ago, strange to think so little time had passed, as they first reached Giza and to Llew’s surprise just kept going. Leaving mighty pyramids behind, continuing to Ay-Yun, an end station of sorts, where they switched to camel.
 
Official matters of state south of Ay-un, as in moving Imperial-deltas upriver, were always escorted by imperial army movement in the region. A bigger project in and of itself because of troubling bandits and warring nations. Llew’s first camel-ride brought back early childhood memories learning to ride. Holding on with both hands to saddle, balancing for deer life, scaring or annoying poor camel, trying to look cool as Mac or guide Ham’.
 
 After a ten hour ride that hurt Llew to the bone, they finally sat off for rest, Llew was too utterly exhausted for sleep after balancing a-top rough desert-sea. After resting three-thousand beats Hammoud got up and started blabbering to camels, giving each an apple after having taken a few bites himself, scratching behind ears and a few lovable words. 
 
He turned to Llew, stretching back hands on hips, waist forward yawning. Llew asked him softly, so as not to wake Mac, about bandits and warring nations, were they riding into danger then. Heavy-browed man laughed, those depictions were official’s, the government’s way of looking at things. 
 
Ham’ thought of it more like out here there were bands of brothers doing business. The three of them would pay their fair taxes and be let on without problems. Government officials disliked paying taxes on what they considered own territory however, understandable attitude that but impractical. Then the man did a couple of heaving excersies, squatting almost like Shiawianasas, saying Mac’s name out loud, old man woke with a snore. 
 
«I think it’s time we start moving, legs are getting restless.»  
 
Mac noddingly woke and started gathering, Ham’ gave an off-hand comment, amongst finest of compliments. 
 
 «Boy rides well. Say’s he’s never sailed before. How’s ya’ Arse?»  
 
	«Thanks, it’s fine.»  
 
LLew stroke his rump showing it was perhaps not the whole truth.
 
«What to come up with next, moral in moderation, I always say.»  
 
Tour-guide Hammoud sniggered looking to Mac for any wishes, any guidance but Mac only shrugged shoulders. Ham’ blew out air through his walrus moustache and continued pretty much as he had before.
 
« I’ve studied glyphs for decades boy, for instance seven years with ol’ Mackie Dick here, travelling up and down bloody-Nile looking at hieroglyphs made yesterday, hundreds and thousands of years ago. What I mentioned earlier, mainly in references to the specific Turin-list of kings.
 
 But point is, I have never seen a hieroglyph that compare to delicate stonework of the vase you held earlier. So let me repeat that, so you dont have to ask about it later.
 
 I have worked at this my entire adult life, don’t have many memories other than arriving here from Sinai starting my studies, observing. I’ve done a fair share of writing myself with bronze, iron, aided by cohesive iron-grains, even in best of circumstances nothing, I ever made, or ever seen, ever compares.
———————————
 
Three days of sailing the dunes south lay Heracleum.
 
Heracleopolis Magna, named nn nswt, Child of the King. Also transcribed, Henen-Nesut or Hut-Nen-Nesut, Greek form had become common￼[image: Image] during Ptha’lomeic Kingdom.
 
They arrived in the morning, left back towards Ay-yun that same noon.
￼[image: Image]
There was no-one around as they entered crypt at nn nswt with two lanterns and a torch. LLew dodged bats and ducked cobweb to get to a precise granite box fitted around a limestone coffer, studied rude hieroglyphs written around. Standing outside crypt again he felt more confused than ever. 
 
MacCoulloch had lived in Egypt as a￼￼newly[image: Image][image: Image] examined druid for over a decade,￼[image: Image]￼[image: Image] before travels far-east. Here￼[image: Image] were￼[image: Image] deep secrets buried in Egypt, Llew knew. He knew Mac knew but he could not see yet. A mystery that tickled senses, caressing sensations, developing to irritant obsession since stepping ashore the African continent.
￼[image: Image]
 He knew so much, like 451 feet high, 768 feet long on its sides, two point something million blocks, a miniature model of earth at 1/43200. Enormous.
 
￼[image: Image]￼[image: Image]￼[image: Image]Yet he felt he knew less now than he ever had before.￼[image: Image]￼[image: Image] Solid limestone and granite was… Well, ￼[image: Image]￼[image: Image]￼[image: Image]￼[image: Image]anything to that scale was unbelievable, there was that word again. 
 
Yet while in Giza, there they stood, unbelievable but true. 
 
He felt like he was growing up, really trying to figure out what he was supposed to. Examining how puzzle fit together, this with pieces like no other. Somehow they all, remnants of different eras fit together, not yet seeing how. 
 
He could sense solution on outskirts of mind, flame licking edges of consciousness, never blossoming into fire of clarity. 
 
Llewellyn had calculated on what he’d learned. Base of the pyramid times universal number equaled distance in miles around equator, calculated with socle. Calculating without socle gave a slightly smaller circumference and taking that smaller number times universal gave circumference of earth in miles, exactly at longitude pyramid stood. Like Mac said, someone in the past had measured earth to an astonishing accuracy. 
 
MacCoulloch and Llew had done additions together. Rehearsing sides to the great so Llew knew them by liver, when Mac was sure LLew knew all necessary dimensions they finally wrote them down. Then slowly and meticulously did side, plus side, plus side, plus side times universal for circumference, height for polar-radius, logical conclusion builder knew earth-size.  If only measurements were correct, LLew had no doubt that they were, down to the promised +/- 0,005mm, best druidic measurement capability, genius of structure astonished. 
 
Measurements had him standing dumbfounded again. No civilisation could possibly have had the capacity to measure earth so correct, pinpoint true north to that level of accuracy, not since ancients and age of gods. Then it dawned on him for real. 
 
Maybe ancients were builders, seeing it more clear, plateau, magnificent scope superb skill, modern measurements incorporated into a earth fitting size. Not magically suddenly punished out of a superstitious, warlike club-pike bronze-age but something magnificent. Made for someone completely different, Mac had stopped, sat camel staring at his growing baby.
 
 
 
 
 
 
￼[image: Image]
——————-
Eight months one day 
sailing through the Night
———————
 
Starting to see
While sailing camels back from Heracleum MacCoulloch allowed free questioning, heading for Faiyum-Oasis next. Pitchblack dark, dry-clouds covering Luna and stars but thieves lanterns and competent camel-captains led the way. Low dunes mostly free from larger pebble, following eastern wadi-bank. Smooth sailing through the night, they really felt like ships, now he got a bit more used and wasn’t kicking back, spasming against as if on horseback.
 
The answer 
 
	»How did they make that box?»  
 
Llew asked again. MacCoulloch rode silent before answering, LLew knew he heard and waited patient.
 
«We don’ know, I’m pretty sure nobody in the world know any longer. We have theories about the direction of methods they perhaps ‘must’ have used but no more than vague guesses at that. I personally believe some form of heat must, almost certainly be involved but if so, somehow applied without leaving a mark or weakening stone. Deep singular groves sinking into granite at that rate, I can think of nothing else. Perhaps some to us unknown substance softening rock. Or vibrations, resonating mineralised material, smoothening, softening but I might as well use words like magic-spells. 
 
Heat, vibration, unknown softening-substance or magic without leaving so much as a trace of heat-scorching or fracture on objects. Blocks are in perfect condition, no indication of grinding, crossing or weakening of stone. If no heat or vibration was applied then enormous, almost unimaginable pressures of force must have. Forces on drill meant something harder than cold-wrought iron was used, never mind any kind of hardened copper, flint or such nonsense, cutting aluminium with butter.
 
 Firmament-pressed, iron-saw blade infused micro-diamond edge, tip changed regularly and cooled by massive amounts of water could, be one working theory, probably how we would approach it today. But still, pressure demanded to create such spiral groves, with many movable components, mean any material we know of, except diamond, could hardly withstand pressure per square-inch. We have no capabilities, even remote, to trying theory out, I have to impress importance of forces involved, since they make it hard to believe even hardest of iron isotopes or wolfram could withstand pressure. To follow in the builders footsteps seems for us to require creating machinations that we still barely comprehend, another magnitude or more above current capabilities. 
 
We find no evidence whatsoever, dynastic Egyptians possessed such machinations. Nor any hints in direction they would have, without us knowing. 
 
We know surprisingly much about their culture in general, considering long timespan. Third, Fourth and Fifth left substantial sustained lines of historical artefacts behind. We get to know them through war-reports, love letters, portraits, royal archives, staela’s, tablets, toys and favourite pastimes. Foods and recipes found randomly and specifically at burials. Put simply we know a great deal about Bronze-age dynastics. All the way back to Narmer. Who was he by the way?»  
 
«Aaauummm… Founder of First dynasty, uniter of upper and lower Ai-gy-ptha, more than three millennia ago, so there’s no evidence that Third and Fourth built them?»  
 
«Yes, very good, almost exactly three millennia now. We find not one reference, nor any other sort of trace Third, or Fourth, built Giza or Saqqara, like the High-priest clemently pointed out, without understanding significance to what he was saying, no significant change in culture either. 
 
The priests of Ptha-o-logy now claim so today, but nothing in their claims is bestowed in our facts, nor their own records, only modern records claim it so. We might learn king Kheops built something at pyramids through contemporary hieroglyphs stating it so but never a contemporary source claiming he actually had them built, which as you can imagine would demand quite a bit from society who actually did. Hieroglyphs specifically state he built at pyramids.
 
A small, to me convincing indirect argument, if we stay the discourse, we know that society in Kheops and Khufus time regarded the scribes profession in highest esteem, not computational labor of today. Scribes as high priests, were often brothers and sons of the king, future rulers, absolute top of society. 
 
Imagine that, a people allegedly capable of levelling mountains down to fractions of an inch, transporting, lifting, stacking immense spectacular size and perfection. Laying all in absolute order, showcasing knowledge of mathematical proportions while using patterns of highest logic-secrets to her majesty Mother-earth. Why would such a society pay homage to the guys who barely manage scratching surface of the magnificent, better yet why not lean over and use similar technologies as in creating the polished eyelids and nails?»   
 
MacCoulloch leaned head back, glancing at Llew to see if he was listening, he was. Mac shifted arse on camels back wincing from sore buttocks. He never quite got used to the beasts during decade here, thought of a time before camels arriving as better. Reminding they were a relatively new species to the region, only one or two millennia old here. Sneferu and Narmer probably never even saw a camel in their life. 
 
God, lucky them. 
 
Llew saw Mac turn head to glance, checking if he was listening, then saw MacCoulloch wince visibly, shifting weight on camels back. Only a small twitch of mouth, wrinkling of eyes but clearly discernible. Seeing that made Llew glad, old man showing some humanity in him still. Man almost never shivered to the cold, grew tired, hungry or broke a sweat by heat. LLew’s greatest fear was losing himself too much, becoming a boring perfectionist at being like master. 
 
MacCoulloch continued. 
 
«I could go on and on about impossibilities stacking high what Third and Fourth could and couldn’t but merely rearranged, destroyed, reused, among already existing facilities and structures as others have before. As Thirty-first do to this day, having turned pyramids into a tourist attraction, like Athenians turned Parthenon into temple, Mycéne Delphoi to a oracle-spectacle but I guess you get the point.
 
If we return to a more technical note about box you observed, remember residue of fluid, hardened droplets under box-lid?»  
 
 «Yeah I thought it some sort of lacquer when you pointed them out but realised later they were droplets of granite. Strange, but there was so much, is so much strange I did not bother too much, what was the fluid then?» 
 
 «Again, we don’t know. Some unknown, probably capable of smoothening, somehow sealing off granite surface, polish somehow connect to droplets on lid. We are not certain what the fluid actually did, no clue what it compiled of, if they even, droplets, connect to the polishing at all.
 
Brother Gaunille has an interesting theory that it actually is not residue of liquid but rather vibrations making small pools at the bottom. As I said before, we have theories, then there are theories about theories.»  
 
 MacCoulloch went on about droplets to corners, explaining that there would be nineteen more boxes whence they got to Saqqara. But there were guards and priests residing at apsis.
 
 Once there, LLew would not be allowed to touch, or study boxes alone, not unless substantial bribes were payed, unnecessary attention pulled. 
 
The crypt back at Heracleum Egyptian officials probably did not know existed today. Mac stopped talking and Llew’s questions temporarily dried up as they rode in silence.
 
Llewellyn thought hard.
 
It was actually really cool, marvellous mind-bending technologies were involved, ahead even of theirs, perhaps those people had conquered flight.
 
For some reason Llew pondered how long it would take from first powered flight, to man walking the moon. Probably not long he concluded, less than a century. 
—
All that space but what comes after.
—
He asked master something he had been thinking about since coming out the crypt.
 
	«Could we, could order make such a box today, with enough time and effort? I mean it’s not impossible to manipulate granite after all. With time and ingenuity everything’s possible right?»  
 
«No.»  
 
	«Just no?»  
 
«Yes… We could of course, with effort, quarry such a massive block of granite, although finding source for crack-less hundreds or thousands of tonnes, means digging test holes, samples. Lift with steel-wire cables and counterweights manageable but moving several-hundred ton blocks create friction, first lift and breaking off without harming specimen, would be hard. By sledge onto steel-rails we would get it moved from quarry. 
 
We could cut lid off but never with todays science and tools could we replicate the precision of inside parallactic, nor cut such corners, not to their incredible precision, not even once. We would use six separate blocks and ‘glue’ them together to get close but that’s not at all the same.
 
You have to constantly keep in mind that one mistake in dimension and whole must be done again all over. Nor could we manage to replicate finishing, we have no substances replicating the ‘polish’.
 
A precision mind you, ancients used with such ease, again and again, almost redundantly on colloquial vases and busts but just as easy mind-bending scale.
 
 We would not be able to cut inside corners to their degree of accuracy with current machinery, nor scoop out cracks on outside leaving marks like that. Nothin’ freakin’ scoops granite! Nothing we can do, or have theory of doing leave marks like those we find. 
 
Nor would we be able to hide inferior markings on microscopic leavings trying to emulate what they did. 
 
Proving you know how something is done must be proven by the hardest and most complicated part of evidence. Smoothening and sealing off the surface is not something we know, our markings leave traces like Bronze-age or modern hieroglyphs do. Simply put, no. 
 
 Limestone’s a different matter.
 
 Sometimes dynastic limestone statues are so well made that it gets hard to distinguish, at least without proper scope, whether it be dynastic or older. Then again, if it gets hard for me to tell difference, does it really matter. If it does not confer to my work, then it does not interest me the least whether dynastic’s reused a lime-stone they found, or worked really-really hard at creating something similar.
 
 But with some stones I know, I just know, you know.»  
 
Mac talked in a calm voice continuing his own rhetoricals.
 
«Is it a statue?
	Yes! 
 
Is it precise and symmetrical, carved as well as we could in marble?
	Yes! 
 
Is it in granite? 
	Yes! 
 
Then it’s ancient.»  
———-
 
Llew trashed Ptah followers as liars and spreaders of false propaganda to which Mac gave a lengthy answer.
 
«Egyptian priests have many faults but are however, in their very own way the greatest legacy-culture world has to offer, next to ours of course. Egyptian culture naturally hold through heritage, geography, especially architecture, many aspects of what once was. Through the skewed lens of their priests, they today hold that knowledge in a awkward way.
 
But never underestimate dynastics, Egyptians were here long ago, they are legacy. Certain aspects of life here is older than anything comparable in the world. I believe after the flood, people here were still in contact with earlier knowledge, had deeper understanding than now but what knowledge was still possessed when Ramesses was born, Great-Ozymandias burned on history’s ash-pyres. 
 
Today, priesthood of Ptah’s libraries of Alexandria, a new kind of connection that bring civilisation forward, reminds us of what came before, as those before lost theirs. Today Egyptians perversely worship death, where I believe life was once replenished. It is a sad story where first the greatest die away so only a faint echo of their quality remain. 
 
Echo corrupted and ultimately lost in dogma, knowledge gone astray, useless drivel. Alexandria and Mithridatic libraries are great developments for the world but oppressors feeling threatened always set fire to such brittle bridges of knowledge, they always burn. I do not wish it so but Alexandria’s papyruses will burn, like Mithridatic and Serice libraries perished not long ago. 
 
We are what holds this lineage sane you know, there is tremendous pressure on you laddy, as if you didn’t know that already.»  
 
Mac chuckled.
 
Llew still felt a lot missing and kept on asking. 
 
«Is this only concrete evidence we have of them, stones piled in the desert, I’m not saying it’s not convincing and logical but what else points towards antediluvian lineage?»  
 
«If you decide to dedicate, as I have, methods and production techniques of ancients, you’ll learn specifics about concentric groves on drill-cores, overcuts, saw-marks, physical limitations to moving blocks that size. Try moving a hundred-ton block in a tight tunnel, through sharp turns with not a foot between, its hard. 
 
Stacking methods, carving mountains, hard even comprehending scale of today. Insides to boxes you examined have parallel axis-walls perfected error down to 20th fracture of human hairs-breadth, barely within our measuring capabilities. Far beyond… Parallel-walls mind you! Beyond what is possible by mere eye or hand.
 
 Measuring opposing walls in a box to such exactness, requires immense metallurgically precision-driven technology, or something very alike. I dont know if we are there yet but constructing such a box, from a single solid piece of granite is well beyond our capacity, well, well, well above, well documented, levels Egyptian dynasties reached, to say the least, since they are at a pinnacle today. The ones who built these shouts down through eons they knew what they were doing, need to be taken seriously.»
—————
 
They again sailed Saharan night in silence, crickets serenading amazingly loud, moon was out of cloud-coverage, lighting thin high-clouds with a cold white light from above. She laid strange on her side in a way Llew wasn’t used to, he felt a shrill wonder at being alive, riding a camel after finding out the whole Shazam of it all. Civilisations and cultures were built on earlier legends about a mythical first. He was actually living the adventure he once sought to find, right here right now.
 
 He felt MacCoulloch watching him and calmed mind, could it really be that simple. Dynastic Egyptians simply found, reused for new purposes, destroyed, defiled amazing statues claiming them as theirs. 
 
That did seem more logical, taking away so many unnecessary leaps of magical mystery.
 
«Writing on statue in palace at Ay-Yun, black-granite lion laying down, I recall thinking then, writing as really quite crude, thinking to myself, almost a shame someone had to scribble across art so fine. Now I know how true a sentiment that was. Crude as writing on the box at Heracleum really. I know Ham’ said it twice already but are they all so inferior? 
 
Are there no writings from dynastic’s equaling ancient sculptures, does that mean there are no writings, we find no texts from ancients then?» 
 
  «As far as I can tell, that’s pretty far as it goes, there are no writings found of similar quality to cuts or striations as on items themselves, no. 
 
No perfectly symmetrical granite has a single glyph carved, in Egyptian or any language that would equal perfection of work itself. All hieroglyphs are therefor by us deemed inferior quality, post-diluvial dating. In a way it’s sad they left no markings behind, those that came before, then again they followed same procedure we do, never to speak word into stone, or rather we follow theirs. 
 
So no, we ￼[image: Image]find no writings polished, nor perfectly made from machinations.
 
 
Flying ahead
They made landing by camel at Ay-yun next [image: Image]morning, boarded barge and soon traversed a hundred miles flying down-stream at great pace. Although far away still, they would make Giza before nightfall, after visiting Helwan.
 
[image: Image] Mac said they would make a quick stop at the pyramids before heading home to heartlands and Ayrshire. Moon on a clear day rising, in four hours they would have spent eight months and four days on travel, LLew calculated on a 23h56m astronomical day, adjusting for timezones. He turned back staring north remembering Saqqara. 
 
Serapeum name for temple or religious institution, dedicated to syncretic Greco-Egyptian deity Serapis, who combined aspects of Osiris and Apis. An Egyptian name for temple was Pr-Wsỉr-Ḥp - House of Osiris-Apis
 
Crypt contained nineteen coffers of same caliber as at Heracleum. Similar inferior scratchings barely scraping them. Scribes having had obvious hard time keeping even straight lines across highly mineralised granite. LLew saw were the copper-chisel just hadn’t bitten, looked even more out of place, now that he knew. Ptah-guide told him texts were magic, giving date and spells for maker.
 
Llew did not answer, since he promised Mac to keep low profile but shook head from the senseless, harebrained man. How could he believe same society chicken-scratched surface that made item itself, with what.
 
 ————-
Llew quavered, remembering priest telling earlier dynasties practised very similar, sophisticated building techniques like were in use today, only instead of iron they used bronze, mainly copper.
 
He shivered and decided to forget about the fool and instead imagine flying even faster than barge. LLew flew on a falcon’s wings in fantasy, approaching Giza plateau and its structures from the air. 
 
He had not visited complex, only glided by on a river raft but knew layout from studying maps and blueprints. Grand gallery, upper chamber, lower chamber, subterranean cavern, indications there might be a, as of yet, undiscovered cavity as large as the gallery. Causeway from Middle pyramid down to Sphinx and Temple. In imagination structures shone clear in the sun. Approaching at four-hundred fifty-one above, level with Cheops, top not missing in mind. 
————
Mac said Grand Gallery perhaps only a remnant from its construction, a hoisting ramp, layer upon layer. Pondering structure and surroundings of great, he imagined[image: Image] Cheops compared to mastabas at north-western corner sixty feet long, twenty deep. Seeing size-difference in his imagination was a different experience to calculating on them. Something 3000x larger than something else was one thing in impractical theory, a whole different matter when smaller object was made of stone, sixty foot long. Great mastabas east of Khufu could only ever be considered small when in comparison. 
 
Mastaba bench in semitic, made for kings and queens, supposedly ‘deciding’ not to have let ‘built’ any grander projects, as sons, brothers and fathers. The core structure of Kaninisut’s mastaba, one of the larger, 24m long by 10,2m wide, true height no longer determinable due to later re-use but initially stood somewhere between 3 and 4 metres high. 
 
That gave bench a stone volume of about, 
24*10,2*4= 979,2 m3. 
 
Most of that volume hollow space, with four walls and a roof. Quarrying and clearing ground, moving stone require hard work, a thousand cubic metres is a sizeable chunk of rock to cut.
 
 Kaninisut, high state official in Fourth, for a short time true regent, royal blood, died about 1550BB.
 
Built as rooms for afterlife, almost certainly built by dynastic, Mac in detail had described insides of some burial-benches, they looked at sketches. Writing along walls and roof, praying for deliverance and depicting how, whom, commissioned them, with great effort. Let built during same era as great, bragging to gods and future audiences how costly and burdensome mastaba was.
 
[image: Image]By now Llew dismissed or greatly distrusted anything he learned about surreal history. Pharaohs, who weren’t even called pharaohs back then, probably did not even quarry those stones to begin with. Stealing from sphinx temple where the walls and whole roof missing more likely.
 
 But nonetheless, whether they had or not, Great-Kaninisut-mastaba volume equaled a hollow 979m3.
 
Volume of Cheops alone 2.583.283m3 solid.
                                      —
All stone on their trip, since leaving Ayrshire, softened him to the blow for sure. Bottom layer Parthenon, and Baalbek especially, blew him away at the time. So magnificent, so proper, grandly made, at the time made obvious the greatness of ancient Greek and Phoenician society. Fact that foundation was so different had not really dawned on him then. Realisation not yet sinking in that perhaps Greek and Hittite had not built.
 
 Then again nothing could really prepare you for the Giza complex, there was nothing like it, at least this side Atlantis’sea.
 
Pure size and scope, precision, diamond-tipped, iron grinding at a minimum. It would still be unimaginably hard and demanding work. 
 
 But all executed with such seemingly unimaginable ease, as though mocking everything about hard mechanistic stone-grinding. Still not fathoming scale of moving blocks to such precision, so incomprehensibly many, reaching hundreds of feet in the air, laid out perfect, and again and again, why were there so many great. 
 
Keeping to measurements, in turn requiring that knowledge to be had to begin with. 
 
Knowledge seen nowhere around, according to Mac not now, not ever. LLew believed him.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
———————————————————————
An idea whose time not yet come ludicrous.
———————————————————

OPS/images/image-3.png
L2





OPS/images/Screenshot_2022-11-26_at_16_41_19.png





OPS/images/Screenshot_2022-11-26_at_16_39_02.png





OPS/images/image-8.png





OPS/images/Screenshot_2020-12-07_at_1_42_22.png





OPS/images/image-1.png





OPS/toc.xhtml
		Prologue

		Egypt






OPS/images/Screenshot_2021-05-08_at_11_06_08-filtered.png
Rosiwal Vickers

absolute 2
Hardness ol

0.03 24

Mineral
Talc

Scratch Test
'scrapeable with fingernail

Calcite

Fluorite

Quartz - scratches window glass
o O T
5 [ somoreniorms |

scratches corundum

Diamond 140,000 10,060






OPS/images/image-5.png





OPS/images/image-7.png





OPS/images/image-9.png





OPS/images/image.png





OPS/images/image-2.png





OPS/images/Screenshot_2021-07-31_at_16_48_57.png





OPS/images/image-6.png





OPS/images/pyrmaid-filtered.jpg





OPS/js/book.js
function Body_onLoad() {
}





OPS/images/cover-image.png
432432 - 186 624 SPEED OF LIGHT IN MILES PER SECOND

PLATONIC
INSTINCT

SKY-WATCHERS

DIAMETER OF THE MOON 432 X 5= 2,160 MILES
'RADIUS OF THE SUN 432,000 MILES
N OF ZODIAC EQUINOX 432 X 60 - 5,920 YEARS






OPS/images/image-10.png





OPS/images/Screenshot_2022-02-04_at_23_49_06-filtered.png





OPS/images/Screenshot_2021-04-02_at_18_50_42.png





OPS/images/image-4.png





