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Egyptians were nice, hospitable people, almost everyone he met with more intimate asked him how he was, many offered help, although no help was asked for or needed. Random strangers offered food and lodging never expecting anything in return, asked inquiring questions showing genuine interest to answers. Quite opposite small-talking don’t-care Romans. 
 
Egyptians in their trade, especially dealing with foreigners were haggling-professionals but once you got around that aspect, a wonderful lot to be around, sound, down to earth and with a great sense of humour. 
 
But the thought you had to become like them to live with them was unbearable. LLew could not believe anyone would want to live in Egypt that bad, but for visiting and touristing, a perfect pleasure. Rich people from all over came to marvel at what titans of history once accomplished before, natives stood ready to depart them from coin. 
 
 Larger Egyptian cities had foreign mercenaries, diplomats and whores but few foreign tradesmen, except African merchants with special permits. MacCoulloch made way across the barge and came to stand silent next LLew staring ahead, Llew said. 
 
«The pyramids sure are something.»  
 
	«Sure are…»    
 
Mac answered, removing a folded paper from the corner of his badge before continuing. 
 
«…Speaking of Giza, here’s were shit goes bananas.»   
 
Mac held out the small parchment to LLew, who felt estranged and scared, first looking at Mac’s cool features, then at small papyrus in his hand. Feeling afraid in a way he had not since he first got spewed on by Grime long ago. Hesitantly cocking head glancing at parchment in Mac’s hand, then looking proper again.
 
«D’arvit»  
 
He swore snatching it, layout of Giza plateau drawn simple and perfect, east to west, one, two, three. Layout climaxed his three years long study of geometrics stunningly beautiful, tying a knot on everything he learned of geometry so far. 
 
«Doesn’t… Didnt’… Don’t high priest know this, I mean why didn’t he tell me this then… He was supposed to tell me everything according to ancient agreement… All deepest secrets of pyramids and such? I dont, I dont understand…»  
 
LLew asked incredulous, frowningly continuing. 
 
«…He must know these relations right? The proportions here, I mean he must know… Ratios?…»  
 
Stumbling for words… 
 
«…They must know these fractions is all I’m saying… I mean it comes automatically discernible by using a blood-soaked measuring tape. Everything I’ve been taught last three years encoded.»  
 
 Llew could not understand how anyone could call themselves priest of Aigy-Ptah-o-logi and not know simple mathematical relations of plateau itself. Teaching about Cheops, Khufu and Menkaure, probably where you’d start. Illustrating a perfect painting of whole. 
 
This for sure proved complex was all laid out from the start, nothing remotely resembling High priests whimsical, impossible requests by bronze-age warlords.
 
 How did everyone not know this, worlds most famous structure shouting universes deepest secret, in perfect harmony for everyone to see. Why had El’ not told him this when discussing pyramids. 
 
Mac nodded, preparing pipe, Llew waited for a lengthy explanation.
 
 «Well they do lad, in a sense they do, at least their upper levels know a great deal, without of course really knowing what information they actually hold. But even those who think they do have never seen it clear as you do now, boy of eighteen, four and a half years into our learning. See, their mathematical system is disdained, impractical and severely inferior to ours. Remember that, always the paradigm that raises you is limitations you grow accustomed to. Compared to the clarity and power of our way of [image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: M-Nile M-Nile ]thinking, an expressional algebra that I’m proud to say you’ve begun to learn for real now little one, theirs is a fragmentary, faulty system. High-priest of Ptah is simply too limited in scope of thinking, from strict scriptural upbringing to see clearly what you glimpse so easily.»  
 
Mac paused before continuing
 
«Because of course you are right, it truly is amazing that measurement of most famous design in the world hold beginning-end solution clear. World is crazy, and I do mean all worlds.»  
 
Mac knocked pipe empty towards railing, refilled and continued.
 
«Fi that you know of, think of as a numerical entity starting with 1,618… is more knowledge-based wisdom to them, a way of life so to speak. 
 
The wisdom they hold has long since stagnated into religion, simply not visualising numbers as purely, mathematically arithmetically as you or I. No living priest, keeper of deepest secrets, eldest rank of Ptah understand, unfortunately what proportions represent, not as clairvoyant. Remember both the strength of your own paradigm and weakness of theirs, remember to always shine light on your own imperfections, flaws, showcasing eventual limitations.»  
 
Llew felt Mac answered only part-question, feeling confused. Mac sensed confusion and patted young man’s back staring over stern. Llew broke silence first.
 
«Giza must be far away still, plateau still not in sight?»  
￼[image: Image]
«Less than five miles, hidden behind that bend.»  
 
Mac pointed up ahead, winking eye at Llew as they turned towards each other, continuing in heartier voice.
 
«Know this young padawan, in your search for deeper knowledge in the surreal and real. You have already surpassed wisest in Egypt at their own game. You ought to now understand their sacred structures deep, more clear than they ever will, that after theirs spending fifty years of learning, thousands of accumulating. That knowledge of yours should aggregate the extent of insights gained so far. Always remind you, warn you what they have become. Egypt￼[image: Image] losing their own is sad, as sad as anything I can think of. Something I dread one day might happen to ours as well.»  
 
 
 
 
￼[image: Image]Llew wrote a poem while at Giza:
“FourFourTwoFive:
There are no dragons but dragons are real.
There are no lightning wielding God’heroes but lightning and heroes are real
There are no nature-gods but eye of the hurricane is real
There is no astrological reality but astronomy is real
Outer planets align, pulling rock debris 
From outer part systems
 As a fire brigade 
	pass water over 
			hand to hand 
					planets pass rocks  			from outer to inner.
So a dance between Allfather-Jupiter and Eternal-Sun begin
A phase when earth 			always￼￼[image: Archery Archery][image: Archery Archery] 		is dangerously close	       to	            getting		 hit
;￼[image: Rectangle Rectangle]ThreeThreeSixNine
 
Birch: Ogham letter b Beith
They arrived at Memphis, checked in at a nice guesthouse and after dining like jhins sat a secluded table a tavern, talking beer and taxes. 
 
Memphis 
Moment before, LLew jumped ashore with package flung over shoulder, half-running to catch up. 
 
Mac and Llew left docks behind, walking narrow dirt roads up towards city centre. Streets were surrounded by towering buildings, leaning over pathways all mixed with amazing polygonal stone, less amazing oven-heated brick and mud. 
 
Streets winded, twisted and many alleys ended blind. Even main-street felt cramped, small, full of people, buildings looming over. They met a stranger waiting a corner with the damned sacred Snefru-coffer and other belongings they'd left behind going south.
 
Mac explained walking narrow streets, Llew dragging and heaving behind. 
 
«Nile is the highway of Egypt, most traffic passes through there, small streets are enough…»  
 
Mud huts looking like they would be washed away with first rain, tavern looked Egyptian from outside but sturdier. Inside beer-tables towards street, eatery-tables further in, looked almost normal, almost like home. Home far away now, distance and a pang of sorrow, homesickness for heartlands. 
 
Mac checked in speaking Greek, lobby empty except receptionist, then old’man started up the stairs, carrying only his light travelling bag, leaving rest of luggage for Llew. Ascending he ordered Llew to ‘carry up’, Llew complained in Sanskrit he could not both carry bags and stay behind to guard ones he’d have to leave.
 
 If Mac could just help out with one or two of the heavier, they could get’em all at once together. 
 
«…I can’t very well leave coffer unguarded.»  
 
Nodding towards large strongbox. Elderly Egyptian man by the desk, probably owner of establishment glanced at them while Llew spoke. 
 
Mac answered in old-high German, Sanskrit not as secretive, nor unknown language here as in heartlands. 
 
«…Egypt has many faults, defaults and goofy attributes but stealing not one of them. Theft is practically unknown, except by few foreigners who have yet to learn local praxis. Those thieves pharaohs guards find quick, justice swift, harsh. You can leave bags with Olvan here…»  
 
Nodding towards man behind reception. 
 
«… Like leaving them with an old friend.»  
 
MacCoulloch turned to man, who’d turned head at name being spoken in the foreign language, Mac continued in Coptic. 
 
«Isn’t that so, Olvan?»  
 
Tavern keeper, who obviously knew Mac from before, could have no reasonable idea what they spoke but immediately answered.
 
«Ye master, yes of course it is so.»  
 
Nodding vigorously once. 
 
LLew had to walk up thrice to carry. Twice while walking winding stairs he met with a sweet-looking girl who glanced back at him as he oogled her. She was perhaps a year older or two, Egyptian, with a hint of Eurasian-Kaukasian. Second time he walked by he almost stumbled stairs from staring, she rapped him in flawless latin. 
 
«You better watch your step boy, before falling in a drop-hole.»  
 
	«I’m watching.»  
 
 All he answered but did look more carefully were damn steps went.
 
«So you speak latin, do you?»  
 
She raised eyebrow at him. 
 
	«I do more than carry bags you know.»  
 
Said flexing heavy load outstretched, almost falling as staircase turned passing her. He heard her snort a short giggle at his back and thought for once carrying old’mans extra luggage worth. 
 
Their large rooms with open window jalousies and balconies stood open towards pyramids on fifth floor. Plateau in the not so far distance, glazing, blazing in the merciless sun, edge of￼[image: Shape Shape] never ending desert, tropical forest ten millennia ago.
 
During camel sail Mac told him plateau itself, base underneath Cheops, Khafra and Menkaure, the real masterpiece. Blocks interlocking each other and with the mountain side below, the scale.
 
 A 3-D puzzle thousands of feet across, laid out in pieces weighing tens or hundreds of tonnes. Replicating work even on smallest scale, by blocks of model clay was a very daunting task. Making it with limestone and granite was truly… Truly, unbelievable, but there they stood. Defying all logic and sanity, everything feared time but time feared pyramids. 
 
The scale of it all did make theories of literal giants more believable but Llew knew being a bit bigger had almost nothing to do with grinding granite in the end, not for obsidian nor even limestone. Especially not when ultra-precision came into play, a bit of increased muscle-power made shoddy work, as manual grinding, sawing, hand-powered drilling a degree faster but to create masterpiece-puzzles, intelligence was key. 
 
Firstly, speak of methods.
 
 MacCoulloch used to say. Well, methods still eluded him completely. 
 
LLewellyn knew methods he witnessed so far could not create granite box he studied at Heracleum, never. No matter how many slaves or time was thrown at it. Creating such artefacts did not get easier the larger you got, hands fifty-percent larger or twice the size didn’t help. Method was everything when you wanted high-precision results. 
 
The devil is in the details.
 
 Mac was great with quotes but claimed he stole most. A giant mystery, learning more only thickened the plot, LLew knew the boxes existed, somehow someone had created them, same with behemoths across. 
 
Raw megalithic stone, sometimes limestone, basalt or sandstone, quartz, granite or corundum cut, as if there were no physical restrains, difference in difficulty handling hardness. 
Instead microscopic evidence showed harder quartz was drilled deeper into, impossible with traditional tools, very enlightening, leaning heavy to vibrations being key.
 
 Pyramid shaped shadows against setting sun on desert horizon made it all more magical. Egypt held more cyclopic-megalithic structures than any other place in known world according to Mac, answer would be found here if ever. Mac said he never found it, neither had anyone else it seemed. LLew felt he needed to figure out how they made those stone cuts, the secrets to it or go crazy. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 ————————
LLew’s second poem while in Egypt-
———————
Forms verberate￼[image: Shape Shape]
Angles are angels between dimension. Pyramids and Spheres are to poly-tetrahedrons dead cells.
———————-
 
 
 
 
 
Mac spoke between eating figs and dates in the lounge.
 
	«They correlate to both time, nature and space itself. Moons diameter 2160, same as sum of degrees to angles of a poly-tetrahedron, while tetra-decahedron in turn, as you know, correlates to great-year, to best of our measurements 25920.
 
The ages, forms, ocarinas of time and space verberate to specific tunes, speaking language of mathematics clarify relations therein. 
 
 But as with love, it does not require training or intelligence to know but intuition, an understanding for what is. Learning language of algebraic proper can make you understand but details, never the whole. 
 
The whole is fundamentally understanding your place in cosmos and since we all intrinsically know that already at depth of heart, we all know love and shame from birth, order revels at studying details.»
——————————-
 
 
LLew asked.
 
	«The speed of light is not exactly equal to 432*432?»  
 
«No! Not exact, there is a slight disproportion to every measure of course. The moon isn’t exactly 2160 nor earth 3920.»  
 
	«They are not?»  
 
Incredulous.
 
«No but what they are, are very close. We might expect slight variation as our measurements get more exact over time. We do much research today still, will never have perfected methods. For one thing, earth seems to be changing mass from year to year, she has been growing slight during last century of proper measure. But more to the point, because there is a disproportionate playing field, always larger pulling smaller, material collide, constantly bombarding measurement-changes to overall board-game. 
 
Perhaps we could calculate from there…»
 
He lowered tankard and scratched beard.
 
«… If, for instance, earth seem to be at a +0,002 from harmonic weight, while surrounding Moon and Mars are -0.004, then earth took a big hit recently and statistically M&M would be next.
 
 But our measurements are not good enough to make of those ideas more than theories and models, a model is of course only that, if no falsifiable claims can be made. We might get circumference but actual weight we have no idea, we don’t even know, except rudimentary geologic guesswork to rhythms in earthquakes what’s under crust here.
 
 But, however…»
 
Cheer and refill.
 
 « …That’s a different discussion between me and old colleague, theoretically you could perhaps use knowledge for future prognosis if vision and measurements improve. 
 
But exact measures? No, that is of course not to be expected.»  
 
«No, I see, of course with all that material bumping around, how bout’ light?»  
 
«How about it?»  
 
«Why is that not exact, there’s no materia bouncing around in speed right?»  
 
Mac smiled through moustache, sometimes boy￼[image: Image] was a true Dar’vangel. Mac felt at times trickster-god himself had forgone old fire-guise for human-shape to become Mac’s apprentice, just to mess with him. 
 
He looked to boy again, young man having no clue how ingeniously well he just laid his words, exactly wrong but still genius insight.
 
«There’s a lot bumping around in speed my friend, but: 432*432 is 186.624
 
In the vacuum of space, light travels about 186.242.4 miles per second, making a circa difference to harmonic at 0.00204%.
 
Since speed bumps around a lot, which you will learn much about later, suffice it to say now, I’m surprised it does not differ more.» 
 
————————————
 
Now that Llew had cracked riddle, that ruins they had seen all over tied to Egypt, to a network spanning known globe, slouching in couches with dates Mac continued. 
 
«We find templates, temples, same pattern all over, cyclopic blocks automated perfection, always chrono-stratographically layered at oldest, earliest. Size and scope often harmonious to sacred numbers, built to geodetic harmony. Overcuts, rotationmarks, microscopic scrapes, clearly machination made on complicated lathes, not by any ever so vigorous Paleo-Bronze hand-civs.»  
 
Mac continued as picture kept clearing but remaining completely incomplete, eluding understanding.
 
 Mac and LLew discussed differences between bottom layer at Delphi, Parthenon, temple of Jupiter at Baalbek. LLew remembered in clear vision how he marvelled at size and scope differently then. Thankful to having witnessed the gnarly, hard, dangerous work performed by those poor souls in quarry Garbiaux Zola to really drive home the point. 
 
Another wave of intuitive knowledge hit him, trading posts, temples, villages, capitals springing up around structures ancients left. New settlers using part of foundation basis reclaimed, beneficial circumstances harbour benefits.
[image: Image]
 There were thousands of stories about those who came before, Titans and Gods and the First Gen. As a child he loved listening to sagas about Tuatha’, coming from the West, First-time to Heartlands. Everyone knew legends about those coming long, long, long time ago. 
 
Spellbound by their magic and wonders as a child, by early-adolescence the impossible juvenile sagas turned him off. Especially after learning all cultures kept childrens’tales to marvel at. He never really envisioned he would actually be able to see remains, real-live, this-world ruins, never own-eyes real. 
 
He completely blocked mind from accepting their world might connect to ours, not only story and legend. A world and dimension so mentally far removed that anything made, any resemblance by them imprinted, could never be read in the landscape. Chasing them meant chasing ghosts, not reading architectural layout of actual constructions. 
 
Now that he realised the truth, he saw they truly were giants. Structures remaining talked of an era when gods truly did walk earth, Great alone proof of that. Stone being only material that withstood time somewhat. 
 
Pyramids give time anxiety. 
In beginning was Ben-Ben. 
All falling in place.
 
  He assumed, like all others, priests of Ptha told world truth about Cheops, builder culture known. Built on the backs of a magnificent, prosperous, ingenious, civilised, near eternal-dynasty, potentially with help of a lot of slavework. 
 
Now he saw decline in dynasty was not temporary, it had always been. Once greatest civilisation was always living in the shadow of those who came before, but at least before breaking people knew.
 
 Now he had “seen” structure himself, even if only from a distance so far, and on paper. He realised people round here were ‘same’ people as everywhere, miserable in their own way. Stone-proof evidence from burials of Third and Fourth, Sha’s and Sherial’s, said mastabas had not changed much since. Based on technology, civilisation had only seen a slow, steady progress through millennia, as was to be expected. Post-neolithic evidence to early Bronze never disrupted in any significant way. 
 
Cultural development varied and changed always following close global trends of time. Slightly ahead at beginning, stagnating as time and millennia progressed, dominance fading fast after Hyksos invasion of 350 BB.  
 
Today, once comparatively mighty, early bronze-age empire unkindly called a whore of Rome, considered somewhat of a laughing stock, since downfall in relative power so great, like Sparta.
 
 Days when fleets of Egypt roamed Middle-sea as well as the Nile was long gone. Short lived rise in glory at Alexanders Alexandria’, brought an already faded star a big crack in its foundations after Rome’s triumph over Carthagé. 
 
Egypt ruled little but Nile-delta up Memphis these days, if that. 
 
Nothing hid in all those years of dynastic politics, civil war, imperial campaigns indicating they ever differed much from the Hittite, Kush, or Mykené, except for being a slightly more united society, thanks to secluded geography. None having any kind of capabilities, scope or sophistication required. 
 
Long way
 
«…It is simply impossible to imagine, tis’ the notion that deep in antiquity they would have somehow been able to quarry, measure and transport stone more easily, without wheel or iron, pure nonsense…»  
 
Mac continued, interrupting Llew’s thought process.
 
«…Closer study almost always speak of a astronomical alignment, we clearly distinguish modern, post-deluvial builders, simply by fact that they, we, use a brick and mortar kind of approach, especially towards building larger constructions, no recorded civilisation ever used multifaceted polygonal type of…
 
Actually… Apropos, what does polygonal mean?»  
 
	«Öööhhhh poly… Meaning many, gonal means edges… Corners…»  
 
«Yeah, close enough, so we never see any many edges building techniques among constructions in cultures we can account for. Chrono-stratographic layering indicate a greater foundation surmising in deluge, we can potentially recollect five to seven such great, within last 450.00 years, to surmise. Ours has already risen and fallen, we are standing in postdeluvial as well as holocene ruins. None of this is however clear evidence, we might be missing larger parts of history than we wish to believe, as I’ve said before, we could find out more certain, if we but embarked on the adventurous journey…»   
 
	«…To cross the abyss.»  
 
Llew said at the same time Mac said.
 
«…To cross the great abyss.»  
 
Mac stopped immediate, looking at Llew as if bitchslapped. 
 
«So what was I gonna say next?»  
 
Mac asked fixing hard eyes, Llew still wondering on his prank, pondering Mac’s question, continued as he thought Mac would have, slightly imitating voice and tone. 
 
	«And… And we need to find that lost continent. And it would be a great adventure. If they have similar constructions of massive dimensions, with templates of divine, celestial, harmonious proportions below, if people living around have no real recollection how, or when, those template-temples were built. If, we find our caliber numbers in their mythology, we would know for sure…»  
 
Mac nodded.
 
«Yes, very good, that was kind of exactly what I was gonna say.»  
 
He nodded head towards Llew meaningful and continued. 
 
«Same would go, as I also said before, if we find their culture riddled with harmonious information, like that of the Shamír, recollected in a mishap sort of way as we have here. That could help sort-out legends and myths more clear, against theirs. We would know more about certain things for sure, yes.»  
 
Mac silent, nodding head back and forth as if talking to himself, having argument with colleague in head, then continued.
 
«…I do not believe civilisation that built templates in the first place, survived YD in their part the world either, or they would have come here, conquered us long ago. 
 
They must have been as thoroughly wiped out from almost all knowledge and glory their side the ocean as we were on ours. Perhaps also a somewhat recovering culture in a mishap. Perhaps there is a order regenerating faster but I highly doubt it or they would have crossed Atlantis’sea already. 
 
 Remember that our best estimates of extended blast-radius seems to centre main action on their side Tellus.
 
 But then again, who knows, perhaps they are the Tuath’a bothering commoners with tricks and flicks of lights, in ways our technological understanding can’t even comprehend to understand yet, imprints of higher minds, who knows.
 
	 No matter how thorough destruction was their side the ocean, some of their structures and remains have persisted for sure, as they have here. Massive dead monuments gathering spiring generations around, civilisations arising anew as ours. 
 
Theirs is a culture we would have to cherish, hold and record to utmost extent to learn more, further our own vision. You must promise me LLewellyn, as you promised to keep Egyptian cachette’s a secret, that if your generation is the lucky one to embark on this journey, you will do so with the aim of as little interference from ours into theirs as is possible. 
 
It is a challenging task to get to know someone without letting them know you, them not getting corrupted by our ways of thinking, nor about ours infiltrating, coming to theirs in the first.»
 
	Llew promised.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
————————————————————
An idea whose time come considered self-evident.
———————————
￼[image: Image]
 
'THE END?
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
—————-
“Then who and what created us? 
Which god is correct?”
 ——————-—
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