
    
      
        
          
        
      

    

  
    
      
        [image: image]
      

    

  
    
      
        [image: image]
      

      
        To the memory of

Sigmund Freud

a brave and honest man with a vision
      

    

  
    
      PRAISE FOR OTHER BOOKS BY AHMED OSMAN

      The Hebrew Pharaohs of Egypt
“In The Hebrew Pharaohs of Egypt, Ahmed Osman singlehandedly moves the goalposts of biblical scholarship. He successfully narrows the search for the historical Hebrew patriarchs by giving us a novel and persuasive case for a secret lineage of the patriarch Joseph. This is a must read for all alternative history buffs and scholars alike.”

      RAND FLEM-ATH, COAUTHOR OF ATLANTIS BENEATH THE ICE AND THE ATLANTIS BLUEPRINT

      Breaking the Mirror of Heaven
“This is a book that needed to be written . . . and I can’t imagine a better writing team to have taken on the challenge. Robert Bauval and Ahmed Osman have expertly untangled the history of the Egyptian Antiquities Organization, in all its guises, and successfully exposed the trauma of the Zahi Hawass years. This is a story that should be read by all those interested in Egyptology and everyone who cares passionately about Egypt . . . a tour de force in modern historical investigation.”

      DAVID ROHL, EGYPTOLOGIST, HISTORIAN, BROADCASTER, AND AUTHOR OF A TEST OF TIME

      “Egyptology has lied to us for too long. Now a meticulous investigation by two top authors reveals the disturbing truth. This book is dynamite.”

      GRAHAM HANCOCK, AUTHOR OF FINGERPRINTS OF THE GODS

      “Bauval and Osman’s Breaking the Mirror of Heaven (‘Mirror of Heaven’ is the name given to Egypt by Hermes-Thoth) is not just about Hawass and his monumental ego and failings; it is an attempt to reveal the truth about the desecration of artifacts over the centuries, the effects of foreign rule, the suppression of ‘pagan’ wisdom, the Freemasonry-inspired Napoleonic invasion, and the political power plays in the post-war era from Nasser to Mubarak that continue morphing to this day.”

      
        NEXUS MAGAZINE
      

      “Prolific writers with in-depth knowledge of ancient Egypt, Robert Bauval and Ahmed Osman have teamed up to produce a scathing indictment of former Egyptian Minister of Antiquities Zahi Hawass.”

      
        NEW DAWN MAGAZINE
      

      Moses and Akhenaten
“The classic work that redefines the timeframe of the Exodus and places it firmly in the age of Akhenaten and Tutankhamun. Essential reading for all Bible historians.”

      ANDREW COLLINS, AUTHOR OF GOBEKLI TEPE, FROM THE ASHES OF ANGELS, AND GATEWAY TO ATLANTIS

    

  
    
      PROLOGUE

      I was asked an intriguing question by George Hill of the London Times, in October 1987. As he was getting ready to write a comment on my first book regarding the identification of Yuya, a minister of Amenhotep III, and patriarch Joseph of the coat of many colors, he asked me: “How could you arrive to this important identification, when many other senior scholars, could not?” “They couldn’t because it didn’t agree with their beliefs,” I answered. He then asked me: “And what do you believe in?” to which I said: “I believe in what I find.”

      It was true, although it took a long time to come to this objective position, with no taboos and no obsessions. However, during my years of research I came across many scholars who were ready to reject the objective conclusions, just because those conclusions didn’t agree with their beliefs. Before publishing my book about Joseph, I contacted Cyril Aldred, the Scottish Egyptologist, in Edinburgh. As he had stated in his book about Akhenaten that Yuya’s mummy shows him to be a foreigner of Semitic origin, I asked him if I could identify him as Joseph. Not only did Aldred reject this identification, he also removed his comment on Yuya’s Semitic origin from the next edition of his book.

      Later, following the publication of my book, I was contacted by someone from the NBC TV station in the United States who was doing a program called Lost and Found. He wanted me to appoint someone in America who could defend my argument on his program. As I had met him at the International Congress of Egyptologists, and he had agreed that the time of Yuya is the right time for Joseph, I asked the American Egyptologist James K. Hoffmeier to represent me. To my surprise, Hoffmeier refused. I asked why not, as long as he does agree with me. He said: “It is against my religion.”
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      Fig. P.1. The mummy of Yuya, from my book The Hebrew 
Pharaohs of Egypt.

      Again, although I was trying, as was he, to find historical evidence to confirm the biblical account of the Israelite Exodus from Egypt, Kenneth Kitchen of Liverpool University could not agree on a single point of my research. For while I, being an Egyptian, was trying to uncover the historical reality of Moses and the Exodus, Kitchen, as a Christian, wanted to verify the historicity of the biblical narrative in its literal sense. He once told me: If an Egyptian text disagrees with a biblical text, I would accept the authority of the Bible.

      Later, when I asked Farouk Hosni, Egypt’s Minister of Culture, who was also responsible for its antiquities, to allow a DNA test on Yuya’s mummy to make sure of his origin, he refused. I told him if Yuya’s genes prove to be similar to Upper Egyptians, I would accept that the identification with Joseph is wrong, but, on the other hand, if his genes proved to be similar to those living in Palestine, Hosni should accept that I have a point. The minister refused. He said that even if Yuya’s genes proved to be non-Egyptian, he could not accept my conclusion, as this would create a political problem with the Israeli government, who could demand Joseph’s mummy. I explained that, according to international agreements, objects of antiquity belong to the country where they are found. At the same time, the Israeli government would not dare to demand Joseph’s mummy, as it would contradict the biblical statement that Moses had taken the body of Joseph with him at the time of the Exodus. Nevertheless, Hosni could not agree.
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      Fig. P.2. Professor Kenneth Kitchen with Ahmed Osman. Photo 
courtesy of Ahmed Osman.

      One autumn afternoon, I met Zahi Hawass on the grounds of the Castello Valentino in the Italian city of Turin. It was September 8, 1991, the closing day of the Sixth International Congress of Egyptology, and all those who had attended this prestigious event had been invited to a farewell party in the Castello Valentino gardens. I was sitting in the garden with some members of the Egyptian delegation, including Dr. Ali Hassan, who was Director of Antiquities, and Zahi Hawass, who was, at the time, Director of the Giza Plateau.

      Four years earlier, I had written a book titled Stranger in the Valley of the Kings: The Identification of Yuya as the Patriarch Joseph in which I had argued that the famous biblical character was probably the same person as Yuya, an important courtier of the Eighteenth Dynasty whose mummy was displayed in the Cairo Museum, and who had been grand vizier (a minister) to pharaoh Thutmose IV. Yuya eventually became Akhenaten’s grandfather (his daughter, Queen Tiye, was Akhenaten’s mother); and because I had declared Yuya’s mummy to have clearly Semitic features, Hawass had dismissed my research as part of a Zionist cultural plot to give Egyptian pharaohs a Hebrew ancestry.

      Then, exactly a year before the Congress, my second book had come out. It was called Moses: Pharaoh of Egypt and this time I had progressed beyond the identification of Joseph with Akhenaten’s grandfather: I had actually shown that Akhenaten and Moses were one and the same person. This new book, naturally, had been the subject of our conversation and in no time at all Hawass had pulled up a chair and begun to trash my thesis. Not on its merits, of course, but on its supposed motivations.

      “I’m telling you, Osman, yours is not history, it’s just Jewish propaganda!”

      “It’s only a hypothesis,” I interjected. “If a team of scientists were to examine the DNA of Yuya’s mummy and confirm that he came, not from Canaan, but from Upper Egypt, I would be ready to abandon my argument.”

      Hawass’s chest rose visibly. “And who are you to even suggest that such an examination should be carried out?” Then he looked at me, his eyes narrowing threateningly.

      “Who are you, Osman? You’re just an amateur. You’re not an antiquities man, you’re not even an archaeologist! Let me tell you something,” and here his tone rose to those of apocalyptic prophecy. “Even if it were possible, we, the scientists, will never examine the DNA of Yuya’s mummy. Never!”

      The level of his voice had drawn three or four other delegates to the vicinity of our part of the garden, while the Egyptians I had been conversing with were visibly embarrassed by Hawass’s outburst. But Hawass was not through with me: “As for your latest fantasy on Akhenaten, you should know that they offered me a million dollars to write a book about Akhenaten, how can one of our pharaohs have a mixed Jewish blood?” “What is wrong with Jewish blood?” I asked, “Our prophet Muhammad was a descendant of Abraham, the great ancestor of the Israelites.”

      I finished my glass of wine and placed it calmly on the table. Then I spoke firmly, but quite softly. “Do you know what the difference is between you and me?” I asked him.
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        Fig. P.3. Akhenaten at the Cairo Museum. Photo courtesy of 
Ahmed Osman.
      

      Hawass didn’t answer, waiting to hear my words, a sneer already on his face.

      “The difference between you and me is that despite not having a job with the antiquities, I am constantly contacted by the press for my views on historical questions, because I have something to say. As for you, they only need you for the permits you issue, and the day after you leave your official position, no one will even remember your name.”

      Hawass glowered for a few moments, perhaps weighing the possibility of slugging me. Then he stood up, mumbling something under his breath, and walked away with long, angry steps.

      Can such a prejudiced attitude help scholars to reach the right conclusion?

    

  
    
      INTRODUCTION

      THE BROTHERHOOD, COMMUNISM, AND MOSES

      I was born in Cairo in 1934 and lost my father while still a boy 
of eight years old. In many senses, Egyptian society was more progressive and open-minded in the thirties than it is now, but the trauma of losing one’s paternal guidance at such a vulnerable age prevented me from entering society in a balanced, responsible way. I needed the spiritual support of a great father, so I started to look for God.

      Soon I was getting up at dawn, praying and reading the Qur’an until it was time to go to school. And it was the religious teacher at my primary school who became the first strong influence on my adolescent thoughts. He was a charismatic man with a stocky build, a fez on his head, a well-trimmed beard and fiery eyes. When he laid his thick hands on my desk, I used to look up at his half-open mouth, which gave me the impression that he was always smiling.

      His name was Hassan al-Banna.*1

      Yes, the founder of the Muslim Brotherhood was my first teacher, and in hindsight I can see how I came to be a moralistic firebrand before I had even experienced what temptation—i.e., free thinking and girls—was all about. During lunch break I would run to the school mosque for midday prayers where I would meet young members of the Brotherhood. We would sit in a circle as their leader read us the story of one of the “Prophet’s Companions,” or some other hero of early Islam, explaining how they were able to defeat the enemies of God. Naturally, they invited me to join their circle and soon managed to persuade me to join the Brotherhood. Following God’s path, they said, is what will allow us to build a strong nation and defeat the enemies of Allah, who at that time were clearly and forcefully identified for me as the government, the British colonial forces, and the Jews in Palestine: in that order.

      In 1947, when the United Nations announced the partition of Palestine into an Arab and a Jewish state, the Muslim Brothers began calling for volunteers to go and fight the Jews in Palestine, to prevent the establishment of a state of Israel. I was told that if I joined the fight against the Jews I could expect one of two results: either I would be victorious and help defeat the enemies of God, or I would die as a martyr and go straight to paradise. To me, this sounded like the best deal I could possibly get, a free ticket to paradise. To my chagrin, when I applied to join the volunteers I was refused on account of my age. It was 1948 and I was only fourteen: two years below the minimum age to join the jihad.

      As I related above, in 1948 the Brotherhood, whose volunteer squads had fought well against Israel, entered into conflict with the government. Within less than a year from Ben-Gurion’s declaration of independence, both the Egyptian Prime Minister and Hassan al-Banna had been murdered. Thousands of Muslim Brothers were either in jail or had escaped into exile, and our little group had to meet in secret. Older brothers were undergoing military training somewhere in the desert, but the Ikhwan’s*2 instructions for those of us who were underage were to hide our relation with the Society as best we could, and to behave like ordinary boys.

      I was fifteen and, Muslim Brother or not, testosterone was accumulating in my bloodstream like in that of any healthy boy of that age. Before the crackdown, I would spend my free time rushing to meetings with the Brothers, looking at the ground in front of me as I walked to avoid committing a sin by seeing a part—almost any part—of a girl’s body. Now I had been explicitly instructed to behave like ordinary boys. Before the crackdown, as I got ready for bed at night, I would go through the long list I had been given and count the sins I had committed during the day: did I tell a lie, did I miss a prayer, did I look at a girl’s body; in short, did I commit any action that transgressed the Shari’a, or Islamic Law? Now, not only did I no longer have to monitor myself on behalf of my mentors, I was actually supposed to commit some of those sins in order to look like an ordinary boy.
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        Fig. I.1. Hassan al-Banna. Courtesy of the Muslim Brotherhood website.
      

      This opened new doors for me. I started to go to the movies, I listened to love songs for the first time, I missed more and more of my prayers and, perhaps most importantly as I think back on those days, I started to look at girls. The effort to repress my teenage instincts gone, I began to watch every beautiful girl in the street.

      Somewhat to my surprise, I liked it.

      Another major taboo at the Brotherhood—possibly more dangerous, in the long run, than girls—had been philosophy. Now I found that not only was philosophy among the subjects taught in the class I had just reached at school, but that if I didn’t want to raise the teachers’ suspicions, I would have to read those dangerous books. Philosophy classes were strange and surprising. Here, the teacher didn’t go on about God the creator punishing all sinners, and there was no talk of hell or paradise, just the cosmos and the mind, occasionally called “spirit.” Some of the philosophers whose writings were discussed denied God’s very existence, while others accepted him, though they resorted to calling him the “Great Mind” or “Spirit.”

      The Brotherhood would have called all these thinkers “unbelievers” and severely punished anyone caught reading them, but I was sixteen and starting to exhibit the traits that would define my intellectual career: a stubborn determination to figure things out for myself, to think with my own head instead of accepting “received” knowledge. I wanted to know more, so I started to go to the public library—on the quiet—and consult books about Socrates, Plato, and Aristotle. The more I read, the more life’s mysteries seemed to be much deeper than I had thought. Within a year of al-Banna’s assassination God had been taken away from me, and I felt twice orphaned, a confused mind distracted by a rapidly changing world—and girls—from its efforts to find the meaning of life.

      It was 1950 and Egyptian “coffeehouse society” was thriving. The atmosphere in Cairo and Alexandria was still—as in the mythical 1930s—a blend of intellectual curiosity and sensual joie-de-vivre. One can still catch a whiff of it spiralling up from the pages of Naguib Mahfouz or Lawrence Durrell’s Alexandrian Quartet like lazy smoke rings from a hookah. That was the atmosphere in which I first met some members of the underground Egyptian Communist Party.

      Frequent conversations with several revolutionary youngsters and one or two grown-up Marxist intellectuals disabused me of the last traces of the religious extremism that had dominated half of my short, gullible life. Karl Marx and Friedrich Engels, I was told, had made it clear for everyone that nothing exists in the universe beyond the physical world. What we call God is nothing but a construct of the human mind, which dies when we die. What men need, it was pretty obvious once your eyes were opened, is not a just God, but a just government. History was but the account of the struggle between two classes, rich and poor, owners and workers. If we could only overthrow the present government and replace it with a communist one, like in the Soviet Union, people would be happy; with each man doing what he can and getting what he needs (this was Arab communism, and women did not figure in it).
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        Fig. I.2. Karl Marx. Courtesy of the Guardian, February 17, 
2012.
      

      Contrary to the Brothers, with the communists there was no need to die a martyr’s death to gain entrance to paradise; they promised paradise on Earth. To their credit, in that period the Egyptian Communist Party also opposed the war against the newly established state of Israel and had good relations with Jewish comrades, especially the ones in Paris, Rome, and Moscow.

      The first pamphlet I was given by the comrades, The Truth (i.e. Pravda), had a red hammer and sickle printed on its cover, and I had to hide in our bathroom to read it. I was now one of the people “on the right side of history,” the ones who were going to change the world and bring justice to the oppressed by establishing a dictatorship of the working class. This made me feel really important. I started ignoring my homework, busy as I was studying political and economic pamphlets and attending secret meetings with the comrades. Besides trying to recruit new members, our political activity was focused on organizing student strikes and marches, in which we loudly called for the overthrow of the government and the downfall of King Farouk.

      As I recounted earlier, 1951 saw the growth of tensions with the British, culminating in the abrogation of the Anglo-Egyptian Treaty in October. The Brothers, despite being harshly repressed since murdering the prime minister three years earlier, were engaged in a campaign of what would now be called “terrorism.” Students and activists, whether communist or religious, were united in an antigovernment, anticolonial frenzy. Then, in January 1952, the massacre of policemen at Isma’iliyya took place. Early the next day, a secret message from the comrades was delivered to us at school, instructing us to organize marches and meet at Cairo University for a massive demonstration. I was among the leaders at our school, herding students into the street while shouting slogans with that heady mix of fear and excitement that every twentieth-century student has known and loved.

      At one point, as we approached Opera Square in central Cairo, I saw some older men getting out of a truck with cans full of gasoline, which they splashed on the well-known Badi’a nightclub, quickly setting fire to it. In a feeling of camaraderie with everyone whose outrage was spilling into the streets, I asked them why they had chosen that particular target, but they were in an obvious hurry to complete a preordained plan and didn’t bother to answer me. By the time we reached Isma’iliyya Square (now Tahrir Square), most of central Cairo’s shopping district was on fire, looters breaking into stores and carrying away what they could. We never reached the university, and by evening the king had declared martial law. In hindsight, I had clearly been a witness to one of many occasions in which history is given “a little push” by cynical players making carefully manipulated events seem totally spontaneous.

      In an attempt to calm the situation, King Farouk dismissed Nahhas Pasha’s government, but four prime ministers held office in the following six months, and things were anything but calm. Our hopes of riding popular anger all the way to a communist revolution were dashed during the night of July 22, when Nasser’s Free Officers made their move, beating us across the political finish. Their military coup changed the course of Egyptian history.

      Sometimes I think it changed the course of my life, too.
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      By the time I was twenty and enrolled at Ain Shams University in Cairo to study law, I had become responsible for communist party activity in the western Nile Delta. It was 1954, and Nasser’s government was rapidly turning into a regime, with the screws being turned on any sort of opposition. Unbeknownst to any of us, the security police had managed to infiltrate the communist party’s organization, and one day I was suddenly arrested—together with sixty other party members, including the chairman—for illegal activities against the state.

      The truth is that by then my reflections had already begun to undermine my faith in the communist utopia, and I no longer relished the idea of sacrificing my youth to a political ideal in the hope of becoming a cadre who could one day claim to have spent time in jail under the dictator. I was still reading philosophy and had found my way to French existentialists like Jean-Paul Sartre and Albert Camus. The idea sat well with me, by this time, that there wasn’t much point in looking for meaning in life, as it has neither meaning nor purpose. I would have to give up all hope of salvation, I thought, but perhaps once I had done that, I could finally get on with my life.
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        Fig. I.3. Gamal Abdel Nasser. Courtesy of Bibliotheca 
Alexandrina.
      

      I was lucky enough to be released from prison early, before the court hearing was even held, and went straight back to my law studies; all thoughts of religion and politics forced out of my head. Having obtained my degree, I went to work as a journalist at Akhbar el Yom, then the most widely circulated daily newspaper in Egypt. My job was to cover society news and events, which meant meeting and getting to know some of the most prominent members of the Cairo elite, especially artists and intellectuals.

      Moving in these circles I was attracted to the theater, which flourished in Egypt at that time, and tried my hand at writing some plays. But though four of my plays were published in books, the censors refused to allow any of them to be produced for the stage. The reason was always one of the same three: politics, religion, or sex. Eventually, in 1964, one play was produced, but when someone suggested that it could be filmed for TV or made into a movie, permission was refused. Except for my occasional troubles with the censors, I liked being a journalist and loved the stimulating social life. But something inside me was starting to cause a profound irritation. It was the ubiquitous rhetoric of war against the Jews.

      By the early sixties it was clear that Nasser was getting ready for the final confrontation with Israel. It was in the air. He was buying more and more Russian weapons and at one point even brought military experts from the Soviet Union to train the Egyptian army.

      I didn’t like it. All Egyptian territory under British or Israeli occupation had been liberated, so this war, like the tripartite invasion of the Sinai in 1956, would be regarded by the world as an attack on a sovereign state, and Egypt would face universal condemnation. What’s more, after being denied the chance to fight the Jews in 1948 because I was underage, now that I had done my military service and could be drafted in any future war, I was no longer sure that fighting the Jews was good or justified.

      Not that I had become a pacifist, but while as a young Muslim Brother I was willing to kill Jews to gain my way into paradise, now I was no longer sure where right and wrong really lay. It seemed to me that the war could be as holy for the other side as it was for us. Unlike colonial Britain and France, the Israelis clearly had no intention of “going home,” as Yankees in Central America were often told to do, because they regarded Palestine as their only home. If Arabs and Jews both had a claim to the land and were, so to speak, partially in the right, I wanted to understand why it was so difficult for us to sit down with the Israelis and talk. After all, military conflicts have always ended with political agreements. France and Germany were a perfect example, having become close friends after centuries of wars. I realized that there must be a taboo, something deep and unspoken by either side that didn’t allow us to break the barriers and shake hands.

      This effort—understanding the real reasons behind the undying enmity between Egypt and Israel—gradually became the intellectual obsession that replaced my earlier yearnings. As I thought about it, I decided to write a play on the Exodus. I discussed the issue with Tawfik el Hakeem, a well-known Egyptian playwright, and he advised me to read the biblical Book of Exodus. Muslims don’t usually read the Bible; they get their knowledge of Judaism and Christianity from their own Islamic sources (i.e. the Qur’an and all its commentaries). Still, I bought a copy of the Bible in Arabic and used the Book of Exodus as the principal source for my play, which I called Where Is Paradise?

      The play’s ironic theme was that, had the Israelites stayed in Egypt instead of leaving for Canaan, they would have become Egyptians and avoided all the later, well-known troubles in their history. Paradise, I implied, was a home that we accept and in which we are accepted. The play was published as a book, but I wasn’t really satisfied with it. What bothered me was that though the events in the play took place in ancient Egypt, I had made recourse to the Bible rather than ancient Egyptian sources. In my mind sacred scriptures, even when they include accounts of historical characters and events, could not be considered reliable historical sources.

      So I decided to start again. I would write another dramatic work on the event that was to become the cornerstone of the Jewish Bible, the Israelite Exodus from Egypt; but this time I would rely on evidence from ancient Egyptian records. Tawfik el Hakeem and two other authors, Yehya Haqqy and Muhammad Mandoor, supported my application for a one-year government grant, during which time I planned to research the Egyptian evidence for Israel in Egypt.

      I was absolutely certain that if the Bible story of Moses, which is also found in the Qur’an, represented real historical events, and not just a mythological account written to strengthen the believers’ faith, then I should be able to find evidence of it in the history of ancient Egypt. And, more importantly, I was just as convinced that if I could find the truth about Moses and the Exodus, I would be able to understand the roots of the feud between Jews and Egyptians, which had lasted over three millennia, and showed no sign of approaching reconciliation.

      First I went to the Cairo Museum to see the myriad of statues and other remains of the pharaonic period, but I found nothing there about Moses or the Exodus. Egyptian libraries weren’t much more helpful: there was nothing on the subject. Perhaps only the Cairo Museum Library might have been of use to me, as it housed books and periodicals written by foreign archaeologists who worked in Egypt, but that library—this is an understatement—was not structured to help readers find what they were looking for. Piles of books were stacked in every available corner with almost no references to guide a search.

      To be fair, the Cairo Museum Library in the early 1960s was also a truly magical place. Almost every one of the eccentrics I met there would have deserved having a Borges-like novel written about him, had I felt so inclined. More than once I found myself toying with the idea of hiding somewhere and staying in the museum after closing time, to see if there were any jinns (malevolent or benevolent spirits) in the place, and to experience the atmosphere in a darkened warehouse storing 4,000 years of memories.

      But by the time the government grant expired, it had become clear to me that there was only one place on Earth where I could find everything I needed for my research, and that place was the Library of the British Museum. That’s when I decided to leave Cairo and go to London, where I began looking for evidence for biblical Qur’anic stories in Egyptian sources.

      Egypt was without doubt a place of great importance in the Bible, in which it is one of the most frequently mentioned places. Its presence spans both the Old and the New Testaments, from Genesis to the Gospels. But of all the Bible stories involving Egypt, it is the Israelites’ oppression and exodus from there that eventually became the cornerstone of the book. However, perhaps the most important clue, in hindsight, that lead me to develop my own understanding of the Exodus came not from Bible studies or Egyptology, but from the little-frequented discipline of psychohistory, founded by the father of psychoanalysis, Sigmund Freud.

      Freud, the Jewish founder of the psychoanalytical school of psychology, is best known for his theories of the unconscious mind. But in the thirties, perhaps because of the growing persecution of Jews by Hitler in Nazi Germany, he invested much time and thought in the effort to understand the reasons behind modern anti-Semitism. In March 1938, Nazi Germany annexed Austria, and Freud, amid intense outbursts of violence against Viennese Jews, decided to leave his country and go to England with his family.

      His research on the origins of the Jewish religion, and in particular on Moses, yielded unusual results: Freud claimed to have found traces of Moses and the Exodus not at the time of Ramses II and the Nineteenth Dynasty, but at the time of Akhenaten and the Eighteenth Dynasty. Once safely in London, he published his controversial ideas in his last book, Moses and Monotheism, just a few months before dying in September 1939, three weeks after Hitler’s tanks had rolled across the Polish border.
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        Fig. I.4. Sigmund Freud. Photo courtesy of Freud’s Museum, 
London.
      

      The study was a human mind’s glimpse deep into the hidden past, into the collective unconscious of mankind. Freud, who was trying to understand the reason behind the continuous hatred of the Jews, followed neither the evidence of archaeology nor biblical criticism, but looked deep in the human mind: the unconscious. After all, it is generally agreed that the Torah, the first five books of the Old Testament, were composed and compiled over several hundred years between the tenth and the sixth century BCE. The scribes, relying on human memory, wrote down a much older oral tradition, some of which may have gone back to more than eight centuries earlier.

      In his book, Freud argued that the Bible’s Moses was actually an ancient Egyptian official, a follower of the monotheistic king Akhenaten, father of Tutankhamun. Much more interestingly in Moses and Monotheism, Freud also argued that Moses was murdered by the Israelites in the wilderness. Freud, after concluding that Moses had indeed been killed by his own followers, built further on the idea, introducing a phenomenon he had himself discovered, neurosis, into the analysis of Jewish religious history.

      Neurosis, as explained by Freud, is the result of a fantasized battle that takes place in the subconscious of each person, out of reach of waking consciousness. It occurs in a realm of mind that is something like a virtual reality, in which illusory versions of ourselves seek to win over, escape, and overpower an imaginary version of the primary caretakers of childhood. As Freud saw it, the child’s only way of dealing with a traumatizing event is its denial. As a result, the trauma enters a latency period where it is sorted—elaborated, processed, metabolized—until it eventually resurfaces as the return of the repressed during puberty, expressing itself as obsessive neurosis or phobia.

      Years after the murder, the rebels fashioned a Jewish religion that promoted Moses as the Savior of the Israelites. In other words, following a lengthy period of latency, Moses and his doctrines reemerged and became even more powerful and obsessive. Freud seized on the parallelism with his own etiology of neurosis and deduced that when they adopted Moses’s monotheism, the Jews were denying the earlier events surrounding the death of their leader. Just as in neurosis, so Moses’s return in monotheism is a compromise struck in which something is remembered, but incorrectly.

      Although he was not a theologian or a biblical scholar, but a researcher of human psychology, Freud introduced many new elements into the debate that I had been following since my arrival in London. He was the first one, for example, to make the connection between Moses and Akhenaten, the monotheistic king of Egypt. However, no academic scholar was ready to take Freud’s challenge seriously, and most historians rejected the legitimacy of his particular theory of psychohistory. For a start, archaeologists and biblical scholars could not accept it because according to their chronology, Moses could not be found in the Eighteenth Dynasty.

    

  
    
      1

      THE STORY OF THE EXODUS

      The biblical account of the Israelites’ Exodus from Egypt is one 
of the most popular narratives from the ancient world. It is the theme of the Jewish festival of Passover, “Pesach,” which refers to God’s instruction to the Israelites to mark their doors with the blood of slaughtered lamb so that the Lord would “pass over” them on his way to kill Egypt’s firstborn. It is also celebrated by the Christians who regard it as the feast of Maundy Thursday, the night on which the Last Supper is generally thought to have taken place.

      Nobody who reads the Bible can fail to notice that the main purpose of the Pentateuch (or Torah), the first five books of the Old Testament, is to tell the story of the relationship between Egypt and Israel. Following the creation and the flood accounts, the rest of the Pentateuch has only one main subject to report, the relation between the Hebrew tribe of Israel and the royal family of Egypt. Abraham, the grandfather of Israel, was the first to make contact with the Pharaohs, when he went down from Canaan to Egypt with his wife Sarah. As he didn’t want the Egyptians to know that Sarah was his wife, Abraham told her: “Please say that you are my sister so that it may go well with me because of you, and that I may live on account of you” (Genesis 12:13). Soon after their arrival to the country, Abram (Abraham) and Sarah were able to establish contact directly with the pharaonic royal family:

      It came about when Abram came into Egypt, the Egyptians saw that the woman was very beautiful. Pharaoh’s officials saw her and praised her to Pharaoh; and the woman (Sarah) was taken into Pharaoh’s house. Therefore he treated Abram well for her sake; and gave him sheep and oxen and he donkeys and male and female servants and female donkeys and camels. (Genesis 12:14–16)

      However, this relation between Pharaoh and Sarah, Abraham’s wife, caused the Egyptian king much trouble. The Lord “inflicted serious diseases” on him and his household, and, once he realized the cause of his problems, Pharaoh summoned Abraham and asked: “What is this that you have done to me? Why did you not tell me that she was your wife? Why did you say, ‘She is my sister,’ so that I took her for my wife? Now then, here is your wife, take her and go” (Genesis 12:18–19). Then Abraham took Sarah his wife and all his possessions and returned to Canaan. But before she left, Pharaoh gave Sarah an Egyptian maid named Hagar.

      Thus Abraham and Sarah, the parents of Isaac and the grandparents of Jacob who later became known as Israel, were the first of the Hebrews to go down to Egypt and establish a close relation with the Egyptian royal family. Although Pharaoh sent them back to Canaan, the life of Abraham and Sarah changed completely as a result of their Egyptian visit, and Egypt haunted them for the rest of their lives. Following their return to Canaan the Lord told Abraham, in a vision, that his wife Sarah will bear him a son whom he will call Isaac, and with whom the Lord shall establish his everlasting covenant. The Lord also told him that his descendants from Sarah will go back to Egypt, where they will be strangers “in a land that is not theirs. . . Then in the fourth generation they will return here [to Canaan]” (Genesis 15:13–16).

      Later, in another visitation, the Lord told Abraham: “No longer shall your name be called Abram, But your name will be called Abraham; For I have made you the father of a multitude of nations.” He also instructed him: “Every male among you shall be circumcised. You shall be circumcised in the flesh of your foreskin, and it shall be the sign of the covenant between Me and you.” This command, which Abraham carried out, forged another link between the Hebrew tribe and Egypt, for, until that moment in history, only Egyptians among the eastern nations had adopted the custom of circumcision. At the same time, Sarah’s name also was changed. God said to Abraham: “As for Sarai your wife, you shall not call her name Sarai, Sarah shall be her name. I will bless her, and indeed I will give you a son by her. Then I will bless her, and she shall be a mother of nations; kings of peoples will come from her.” So Isaac’s descendants are promised to inherit the borders of the Egyptian Empire that existed at the time of the Eighteenth Dynasty, “From the river of Egypt as far as the great river, the river Euphrates” (Genesis 15:18).

      A short time after the birth of Isaac, the Bible gives the account of a very strange event. According to Genesis 22:9–12, Abraham took Isaac to the top of a mountain where he proposed to sacrifice him as a burnt offering, until the Lord intervened. This curious episode shows how Abraham built an altar, placed the bound Isaac upon it and was about to slaughter him with a knife as a sacrifice, when the voice of the Lord cried out from heaven: “Do not stretch out your hand against the lad.”

      After his mother’s death, when Isaac grew to manhood, he took a wife, Rebekah, who became pregnant with twins, both boys. The first to be born was named Esau, the second Jacob. Being the firstborn, Esau is said to have had a birthright, which he later sold to his younger brother Jacob for some meal of “red pottage.” With the help of Rebekah his mother, Jacob also received his father’s blessing (of the birthright), which should have gone to Esau his firstborn. Fearing for his life, Rebekah advised Jacob to leave the family dwelling in Canaan and go to her bother Laban who lives in Haran in northern Mesopotamia. There, Jacob marries two of his uncle’s daughters, as well as their two maids, and has twelve sons with them. Eventually, after many years in Haran, Jacob decides to return to Canaan and makes up with Esau his brother.

      From this moment on, Jacob seems to have replaced Abraham as the head of the Hebrew tribe, and was given a new title “Israel,” which was later adopted by a whole nation. As we have been told that Abraham’s descendants will return to Egypt where they will dwell until the fourth generation, we are now introduced to a boy from Abraham’s third generation who is destined to change the tribe’s status forever. This was Joseph, the eleventh son of Jacob, from his beloved wife Rachel.

      Jacob loved Joseph more than any of his other sons and made him a coat with many colors, an act that elicits much jealousy from Joseph’s ten older half-brothers. As he did little to ingratiate himself to his brothers, while at the same time reporting their activities to his father, he alienated himself even more from them. Moreover, Joseph told his family about two dreams he had, which he interpreted as meaning that one day he will be the ruler over his family.

      At last, his jealous brothers decide to get rid of Joseph by selling him to a Midianite trade caravan going down to Egypt, while reporting to their father that he was killed by a wild animal. When they arrive to Egypt, the Midianites sold young Joseph as a slave to Potiphar, one of Pharaoh’s officials, who treated him well and made him supervisor over his house. However when Joseph refused to sleep with Potiphar’s wife, she accused him of attempting to rape her, which landed him in prison.

      While in prison, Joseph meets two inmates, Pharaoh’s former butler and former baker, each of whom had a dream. Joseph interprets their dreams, predicting that in three days the baker would be executed while the butler will be restored to Pharaoh’s service. Joseph then asks the butler to remember him when he returns to Pharaoh’s service. Nevertheless, although Joseph’s interpretation of their dreams proved to be right, the butler forgets his promise to Joseph until, after two years, when Pharaoh himself had some disturbing dreams. Pharaoh ordered Joseph to be brought from prison to interpret his dreams at the royal residence. In his interpretation, Joseph told Pharaoh that Egypt will have seven years of great abundance through the land, to be followed by seven years of famine. It was then that Pharaoh, who became pleased with the interpretation of his dreams, appointed Joseph to be one of his ministers.

      About twenty years after he had been sold as a slave in Egypt, while Joseph was supervising the distribution of the fruits of the land of Egypt, a famine hit the land in Canaan, and Jacob sent his ten sons to buy corn in Egypt. Joseph recognized his brothers, while they were deceived by his Egyptian appearance. At the beginning he concealed his true identity from his brothers, then later he revealed himself to them and asked Pharaoh to allow his family to come and live in Egypt. Although Pharaoh gave his consent, nevertheless he did not allow the tribe of Israel, which consisted of seventy men, to dwell in the Nile Valley for the Israelites were shepherds and because shepherds had been looked upon as “an abomination” to Egyptians since the country’s long occupation and rule of the eastern Delta by the pastoralist Hyksos that preceded the foundation of the Eighteenth Dynasty. Instead they were given land at Goshen, at the border in northern Sinai, to the east of the Nile Delta, which by biblical tradition was remote from the seat of Pharaoh’s power.

      When Jacob died some years later, Joseph ordered the physicians to embalm his father according to Egyptian traditions, and went up to Canaan to bury Jacob there. However, when Joseph himself died some years later, he was mummified and buried in Egypt.

      Immediately after Joseph’s death, which is reported in the very last verse of the Book of Genesis, the following Book of Exodus reports that: “Now a new king arose over Egypt, who did not know Joseph. He said to his people, ‘Behold, the people of sons of Israel are more and mightier than we. Come, let us deal wisely with them, or else they will multiply and in the event of war, they will also join themselves to those who hate us, and fight against us and depart from the land’” (Exodus 1:8–10).

      It was this new Pharaoh, who didn’t know Joseph, who enslaved the Children of Israel by putting them to hard labor: “And they built for Pharaoh storage cities, Pithom and Raamses. . . . And they made their lives bitter with hard labor in mortar and bricks” (Exodus 1:11, 14). Pharaoh also ordered two midwives that all male children born to the Hebrew tribe should be killed. Yet the midwives failed to carry out Pharaoh’s orders, whereupon he issued a further order that all male children born to the Israelites in Egypt were to be cast into the river.

      With the second chapter of the Book of Exodus we come to the story of Moses: his birth, his slaying of an Egyptian that caused him to flee from the royal residence to Sinai, his marriage, and his eventual return to lead the Israelites in their Exodus.

      Moses was born, we are told, to a man of the house of Levi and a daughter of Levi, whose name is given later as Jochebed. In face of the threat to all newly-born male Israelite children, Jochebed kept her son in hiding for three months. Then, unable to conceal him any longer, she hid him among the reeds along the banks of the Nile in a papyrus basket coated with pitch and tar. Pharaoh’s daughter saw the basket when she went down to the river to bathe and sent a slave girl to fetch it. When she opened the basket the baby was crying and she felt sorry for him. “This is one of the Hebrew babies,” she said.

      Here we learn that Moses already had an elder sister called Miriam, who had watched these events from a distance. She now approached and said the Pharaoh’s daughter: “Shall I go and call a nurse for you from the Hebrew women that she may nurse the child for you?” When this suggestion proved acceptable, the sister summoned her mother, who agreed to nurse her own baby in return for payment. Later, when the child grew older, she took him back to Pharaoh’s daughter, who adopted him as her son and only now, we learn, gave him the name of Moses, her choice being explained by the laconic phrase “because I drew him out of the water.”

      The Book of Exodus does not provide any more details of Moses’s childhood. We next hear of him when he had already grown up. He went out one day to watch the Hebrews at their forced labor, came across an Egyptian beating a Hebrew, slew the Egyptian, and hid his body in the sand. On learning that news of this episode had reached Pharaoh’s ears, Moses fled to Midian in south Sinai to avoid execution. There, while he was resting by a well, the seven daughters of the priest of Midian arrived on the scene to water their father’s flock of sheep. Shortly afterward, some shepherds appeared and tried to drive the daughters away, but Moses came to their rescue. When Reu’el, their father, knew about this event, he asked his daughters to invite Moses to have a meal with them. This invitation proved to be the start of a protracted stay. Moses became a permanent guest in the house of the priest, who gave him one of his daughters, Zipporah, in marriage, and she bore Moses a son, whom he named Gershon.
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