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Part I

THE ENEMY OF RA


Chapter 1

Five Days
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Oh, magnificent Atum.

Atum, Whole and Eternal, All and Nothing, where we came from and where we shall return to.

The attributes and endowments of Atum were limitless and divine: the Neteru.

Atum existed in harmony with them. And for that, Atum called himself Neter.

Atum, the Inexorable, origin of all truth, knowledge and power.

Atum, he who created himself, the primordial deity, the Neter, the God of Order and Principle, father of the Nu, dark water of Chaos and Darkness, infinite, cold and malevolent.

And Atum dived himself into the Nu, where the primordial forces of the beardless Cosmos germinated – the raw material of Life and Death, of Light and Penumbra.

And the Nu, by his will and malice, forged the Deities of Khmunu, the eight demons of Chaos: the frog–gods Nun, Naunet, Amen and Amaunet; and the serpent goddesses Heh, Hauhet, Kek, and Kauket.

To contain the Deities, Atum proclaimed the Word. This one made erupt from the dark Nu the first soil: arid, barren, hard. And Atum called it Benben, the Mountain of Aurora.

Beneath the narrow peak of Benben rested an egg–shaped world, which suddenly broke into a million pieces.

Out of its interior, leaped Ra, the Sun God, who had eyes shining of a burning fire, hair as dark as the Nu and a face of stunning beauty, made in the image and likeness of Atum, emanating an incandescent and intense glow.

Swallowed by the effort of the sparked creator, Atum and Nu were transmuted in the Universe, in the Sky, in the Moon and in the Earth.

While transforming himself into his own Creation, Atum glimpsed the future and marveled at the world that imposed itself in magma, thunder and ashes.

Unable to contain himself, Atum shed a tear of pure and immaculate joy, and this flowed smoothly over the mortal world, forging Man, born to multiply on Earth, whose heirs would spend their days entertained in running and playing, naked and happy.

In that era, nights did not yet exist. There was only the luminosity of Ra, under which humans loved and enjoyed the bountiful fruits of the earth, the springs of water, rich and fresh, and the warm, pleasant breezes. They died only from illness or accident, since they stopped aging when they reached adolescence; they weren't even affected by predators, which didn't exist in those days of peace and innocence.

Dazzled by the intense luminosity of Ra, Sovereign of Heaven and Stars, the demon–gods had taken refuge in the world of Man. The Sun–God's radiance, however, followed them into that domain as well, to guard mankind from all evil.

Hunted by the light of Ra, the Deities of Khmunu crept towards the underworld of the world, where darkness fostered safe from sunlight.

In their exile, the frog–god Amen and the serpent–goddess Heh plotted their revenge, in a loathsome and hateful copulation. And so they conceived an accursed offspring, destined to ruin Ra: Apep, the Destroyer, the Serpent of Chaos, the All–Devouring One.

Stern and cruel shadow, Apep took the form of a huge water serpent, with misshapen, scaly wings. An obscene cross of the two races of demons, more powerful than either, Apep has proven immune to Ra's glare. In his intimate dark, he burned a single desire: to annihilate the Sun–God.

Eager to taste the spirit of Ra, Apep crawled like a plague to Bakhu, The Horizon´s Mountain, Egypt's highest peak. Egypt, the cradle of humanity, blessed with the legendary Nile, the mighty river that emerged from the waters remaining from the tear of Atum.

Apep intended to fly from Bakhu to Ra's immortal realm, when Ra's light faded and a sudden, thick darkness spread over Egypt like a shroud.

However, that veil of gloom quickly gave way to a strong, soft, silvery, feminine light, until then unknown to the Universe.

And this was the dawn of Silene, the Goddess of the Moon, who now lazily covered the mortal world with her sweet, serene moonlight.

As they fled from the Sky, stunned by the radiance of Ra, the demons did not notice the creation of a new generation of Neteru by the enormous power of the Sun–God, inherited from Atum. 

These were the brother–sons of Ra, submissive to his will and destined to crown him, glorious and arrogant, as the King of the Gods.

Ra married his sister Nut, Goddess of the Sky, the most beautiful among the Neteru, owner of soft, long, shiny and black hair, sky blue eyes, full breasts, long and insinuating legs and wide and inviting hips.

Ra named his brothers princes and advisors – Thoth, God of Wisdom, and Geb, God of the Earth.

Thoth's features bore the beauty of Ra, despite the bald skull and the closed expression, overwhelmed by the burden of knowledge.

Geb, on the other hand, presented virile beauty, with strong features, acrid corneas and wild and indomitable hair like his spirit.

Finally, there was Silene, the youngest of the Neteru, who kept herself apart from the family to the satisfaction of Ra, envious of the grace and intensity of her moonlight, capable of rivaling the brightness of the Sun–God himself. The Moon, therefore, was solitary and skittish, with a discreet and melancholy smile. Your silver eyes and short hair – beautiful and silky like Nut's – gave her a fragile, tenuous, ethereal look, but also loaded with immense seduction.

The Neteru wore light and clear clothes: the gods wore petticoats and the goddesses, transparent and soft dresses, tied at the back. They also appreciated the use of gold and jewelry – rings, bracelets and necklaces – and occasionally wore fine leather sandals.

At the dawn of the Universe, Ra had built a barque, with a red hull and a golden sail, in vivid and dazzling tones, with which he crossed the firmament. Now he traveled from dawn to dusk accompanied by his court, seated on his great throne of gold and ivory.

Modest, by comparison, in luxury and dimensions, the Moon also created a barque for herself, aboard which she set sail every night when the Sun retired.

The Boat of the Moon had a dark hull and a soft sail, woven with delicate silver threads, as subtle as the slender body of Silene, its solitary occupant, shedding her silvery glow over mortals.

On that first journey of the Moon, Apep waited for Silene to conclude her serene path across the Sky. Only when the Sun emerged over the horizon did the Destroyer launch itself from Bakhu, determined to devour him. His wingbeats rose in a rumble of terror and doom that shrank human hearts. Ra–fearing, men and women prayed contritely, hoping that the Sun, source of life and warmth, would not succumb to the darkness of the Serpent of Chaos.

Despite his godly power, Ra cowered before Apep's approach, helpless before his malevolent horror. 

That was the primordial eclipse – the longest and most terrible eclipse ever observed. Others would come – fruits of Apep's ferocious attacks – but, as then, they would witness the valiant resistance of Ra's defenders. For Ra survived that first battle only through the prompt intervention of Thoth, who casted mighty spells, erecting invisible and impenetrable barriers to the fetid and venomous fangs of the Chaos Demon.

And Apep recoiled from the magic of Thoth, whose invocation, however, consumed his strength. Thus, the Wisdom God collapsed and remained unconscious for weeks, exhausted by the heroic effort.

Despite Apep's horror, Ra refused to surrender the dominion of the Sky to the Enemy. With Thoth weakened and unconscious, Ra created the goddesses Hathor and Maat – powerful Neteru, respectively, of Celestial and Equilibrium – to furnish his barque with enchantments and spells.

With the protection of his new warriors, Ra sailed in the next dawn disposed to face Apep. By his side, the beautiful Hathor, with a confident and determined expression, a reflection of the hardness of his character and power, and the beautiful and winged Maat, with a fair and penetrating look, endowed with white wings on her back.

And the magic of the new goddesses kept Apep at distance. 

Then the Destroyer roared at the Four Winds, cursing and drooling its relentless rage, its loathsome, ringed body convulsed with shudders of rage.

And Apep's fury only increased with each successful journey of the Barque of the Sun, in a dark fury that enslaved his will, desires and thoughts.

Ra was satisfied and assured. However, an even more insidious new threat would precipitate the end of their absolute reign over the Universe. In secrecy and malice, the intrigue took place under the roof of Ra, in the middle of the Celestial Palace – a massive building, with smooth walls, without ramparts, under the security of Benben, beyond the reach of Apep's murderous wings.

Its sumptuous gates opened onto the imposing gray mortar docks where the barques of the Sun and the Moon docked. The two never stayed together, as the approach of one meant the departure of the other.

Behind the palace loomed a sheer, precipitous precipice above the endless sea of deep waters, icy and dismal, reminiscent of the extinct Nu.

With each twilight, the Celestial Palace changed its configuration: its ninety nine rooms alternated with each other, in a random, disorderly and unpredictable dance. The gods, however, had the unusual ability to find their way easily through the long corridors, spacious halls and stunning gardens.

Ra loved his kingdom, his wife, subjects and palace. However, when the Sun plunged into a deep sleep and the Moon dominated the Sky, Nut and Geb met in secrecy and consummated their forbidden, dishonorable and suffering love, aware of their betrayal, although unable to avoid it, as their desire was greater in their hearts.

And such perfidy lasted a long time until a fateful night, cursed among the gods, in which Ra's sleep succumbed to a terrible omen, coming in the breath of a dark nightmare, which would mark the Lord of the Neteru – and the ages to come – under the sign of damnation, submerged in suffering and blood. In this, Ra witnessed Nut give birth to a new king, who emerged to take his throne and diminish him to Man and Creation. So he woke up with a start.

Still haunted by the mists of his vision, he found the marital bed vacant.

Surprised, the Sun–God frantically searched the palace for his wife. Then, suddenly and terribly, moans of hushed, unrestrained pleasure drew him into Geb's room.

Arriving there, incredulous, astonished and horrified, he was faced with the lubricious vision of Nut immersed up to her waist in the tepid waters of her brother's bathtub.

The goddess offered her breasts to Geb's hungry lips, wrapped around her magnificent thighs, toned, dark and silky.

She kept her eyes closed and absorbed, in a deep, dense, full ecstasy. Geb's hips feverishly pounded Ra's wife's genitalia in the madness of his pulsing, male, animalistic appetite. Her delirium convulsed the burning waters and sent rich splashes out of the bathtub.

– Unfaithful whore! snapped Ra, his voice drunk with humiliation and rage.

– You bleed my spirit, betray my crown and break my alliance with the most beloved of my brothers! Damn you, woman!

And Ra banished Geb from his presence for eternity, confining him to the dark, remote, silent bed of the cold, dark ocean that lay beyond the Celestial Palace.

With his divine power, the Sun–God cast a curse on Nut: she would never give birth to a child, on any day of the year, as long as Time existed.

Thus, Nut succumbed to an immense sadness, which turned to agony and despair when, seven days after falling from grace, she found herself pregnant with the seed of Geb.

She concealed the fact from her husband, fearing his anger and displeasure.

In fact, Ra never forgave the shame of betrayal, forced to live with its painful memory until the last breath of Creation.

Nut, therefore, confided her secret only to Thoth, God of Wisdom, in whom she sought comfort and help, hoping to bear the fruits of her relationship with Geb, her one true love.

Secretly in love with Nut, Thoth decided to help his sister – even at the risk of attracting Ra's fury. He trusted, however, in the king's gratitude, since he had saved him from the jaws of Apep in the Battle of the First Eclipse.

Over the next few days, Thoth carved from wood a board and two dozen of round pieces. He painted the board with red and white squares, and each set of pieces was given one of these colors. This way, he created the game of checkers.

That morning, Thoth left the Barque of the Sun and attended Silene's room in the Celestial Palace. He brought with him the unusual game, beautiful and shiny.

Silene was immediately enchanted by the novelty, a successful ruse, elaborated with the perverse intention of seducing the goddess's curious mind.

Thoth taught her the rules of the game and invited her to a game, as long as she bet something of real value, in order to spice up the dispute.

Apprehensive and suspicious, Silene hesitated.

However, her fascination with the board and interest in exploring its many possibilities induced her to accept her brother's challenge.

– If I win, sister, you will take me with you tonight in your boat, for a ride over the mortal world. – demanded Thoth.

Silene detested Thoth's terms. She had never consented to the presence of any Neter aboard her ship. Still, she didn't intend to deny herself the pleasure of the game.

– I accept – agreed the goddess. – However, in case of my victory, I keep the board and the pieces.

Thoth nodded, then set up the game on the smooth floor of his sister's room.

Silene chose the white set that, by Thoth's rules, started the game.

However, to the bad luck of the Moon, the mind of the God of Wisdom proved to be skilled in weaving stratagems, inducing the opponent's movements to error.

Thoth's cold and perceptive moves, allied to his meticulous knowledge of the rules he invented, managed to snatch an easy victory from Silene. Moon had been reckless and naive in ignoring her brother's obvious advantage as the game's creator.

Evening witnessed a presumptuous Thoth aboard the Moon Barge. Upset, yet resigned, Silene gently took the helm and set sail for her customary journey across the sky.

Silene's pride compelled her to surpass her brother, who had ostensibly brought the game with him.

– What do you want to bet now, arrogant Thoth? – Silene teased.

– A kiss on your lips, sister – he smiled.

Chills of fear whipped through Silene, accompanied by a strange feeling, unknown to her. She blushed immediately. 

– In exchange for the board and the pieces – added Thoth.

– Agreed – she stammered, unable to disguise her nervousness, to her brother's delight.

Silene tied the rudder to the usual course and confidently set off.

However, to the dismay of the Moon, Thoth defeated her again. Embarrassed and with her head down, the proud Silene gave her brother her mouth.

Thoth took the opportunity to taste her lips in a luxurious, hot, wet kiss. He twined his tongue with hers, impetuous and haughty.

Silene's legs wobbled, and unexpected wetness welled up between her thighs, making her face boil with desire.

Thoth noticed the effect and smirked, in order to torture Silene's dignity even more.

The fire of humiliation grew within the goddess: a fire she could only quell through an unappealable victory over her brother.

Thus, Silene sealed her fate and fell into the trap that the cunning Thoth had laid for her: she demanded the maximum of her intellect in the next game, in a desperate effort to overcome Thoth. However, despite the improvement in her performance, she again failed in the face of her brother's coldness.

Tears of rage streaked her dazzling face as she paid the price of her defeat. She undressed and, legs wide open, stripped to Thoth's lascivious pleasure.

– Sister, if you wish, we suspend the game before the stakes become too high for you – teased Thoth, with mock mercy designed to increase Silene's annoyance.

– Never! Silene shouted. – Victory will be mine and you will never see your board again, wicked brother!

– So be it – smiled Thoth. – Know, however, that if you lose again, I will demand your greatest treasure.

Hearing from Thoth's lips the terrible price of that last wager, Silene finally realized her brother's cold and meticulous ruse, now revealed in all its dark intent.

Silene rose, beautiful and naked, and walked gracefully to the port rail. The vessel reached its apex in the Sky.

Worried and furious, Silene cursed the very innocence that had allowed her brother to manipulate her so easily.

Below, the distant mortal world resembled a blue lake, riddled with mounds of acrid earth.

Silene was shaking with anger, fear, excitement and something else. If she beat him, she would have possession of the game and the chance to challenge her brother to new games – the perfect excuse to see him and have him around. Even though he was scoundrel, Thoth aroused conflicting feelings of revulsion and fascination, attraction and fury.

Silene turned to her opponent and, to her unexpected satisfaction, surprised him by admiring her silver nudity. She sat at the chessboard with her gaze fixed on Thoth, then nodded.

Finally, they started the last match.

Silene showed remarkable skill, obviously developed in the intense previous clashes. Thus, she smiled at the discomfort and apprehension that the movements of her pieces caused Thoth.

Silene had absorbed the rules of the game and its tactics more readily than the God of Wisdom had anticipated. And that was Silene's great game, in which she repelled Thoth's best moves and thrusts. Enemy pieces engulfed and destroyed each other. Silene showed a desire and talent worthy of a Netert. Her just and deserved victory was at hand. Her honor would be restored, avenged and celebrated.

However, the wise and calculating Thoth wore down both armies, until only a single piece remained on the board – a piece that bore the triumphant red of the God of Wisdom.

Silene's anguish erupted into a fearful scream of dismay, which cut through Ra's domain and shook the foundations of the cosmos.

Thoth handed his sister the leather pouch he was wearing at his waist.

Devastated, Silene placed in it her final wager, paying the heavy price of her defeat: five moonbeams.

Robbed of its fullness, Silene's radiance faded and would never again match that of the Sun.

Forever weakened, the Moon would no longer rise above the horizon with the splendor of its birth. Full and radiant only five nights a month, it now dwindled, dreary and diminished, a pale remembrance of its original glory.

Thoth landed with dawn on the Benben docks. The Barque of the Sun then departed for another daily journey. He hurried to the Celestial Palace, where Nut had remained, under the pretense of preparing a feast for Ra.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
NG

MARCELOHIPOLTO





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





