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“Do you believe in ghosts?”

Menes whispered to his friend Ahmose.













R RRK My R — NSO e B, sk AN R,

] R A2 A2 Nk B AN U Ak

“BRARTEE THIRMRIE BE, IREKIE AT RERCR - -2 BT
Wi REA, REH?”

“BRAHCT, ZAH4ETEINE,” DBERES,

“EBRERENE, KRTHEBAI—LFEG LR, EH856M%
E-H. RS, REFEXE, AN

Lessons were in a cool garden with a sparkling fountain. But sl
Menes sweated over his work.

But fat Master Meshwesh wasn’t finished with him yet.

“You will never be a good scribe if you talk when you should be
working, will you, Menes?”

“No, Master Meshwesh,” the boy sighed.

“But, if you work hard, you will grow to be a temple scribe and as
rich as a lord. You'd like that, wouldn’t you, Menes?”
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“Yes, Master Meshwesh.”

The teacher was panting in the midday sun and licking his thick lips.

“Yes, Master Meshwesh,” he mimicked.

“Rich. Learn to write and you can become a priest. Or even a corn
dealer, like Ahmose’s father. Not like your father. A poor and stinking
fisherman. If you talk in class I'll have you thrown out of school and

you'll end up like your fishy, foul father.”
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“Yes, Master Meshwesh!” Menes squealed as the fat thumb and fin-
ger squeezed his ear.

“Good,” the teacher said. “In that case we will stop for lunch. ”

The ten boys rinsed their pens in the water, stood up and stretched.
Menes opened his linen bag and took out two pieces of dried fish and
some bread. The teacher let loose the boy’s ear, snatched the food in one
huge paw and grinned his gap-toothed grin.
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