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Four Sisters One Goal

Travel Tales From Times Beyond
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Dream Awakening

Aowen woke up from her dream with a weird sense of dislocation. Familiar smells brought her back, the scent of jasmine from the hair of the young woman sleeping next to her, the hint of incense burning on the altar in the big hall further away. As Aowen became more awake she could hear the the regular breath of her priestess sisters, she could feel the familiar texture of her straw mat on the temple floor. All was well in the world. Through the window she could see the shining reflection of the Moon Goddess watching over Her priestesses. But she could also clearly remember the message of the dream, «four magical sisters, one goal». What could that mean?

Since sleep seemed to escape her, she got up. Her finely woven linen shift felt like a caress on her lithe body. The clothes of sacred priestess temple dancers like her were so delicate they resembled their energetic outer selves. Still wondering about her dream, she went out onto the open terrace in front of the temple and could see the bright moonlight, the path leading to Moon Goddess so clear on the swelling river. Harvest was over, larders filled, beer brewed, Mother River ready once again to deposit Her rich black soil on the fertile fields of their blessed country. Aowen raised her hands in gratitude and decided to heed the call of the glittering light.

A few long strides took her to the water’s edge, the lowest steps, available only during the dry season, already under the surface of the river. She loved this quiet time, everybody asleep, even the frogs. The clear skies above with Star Sisters whispering their message. Soon it would be time for the big annual celebration when the sun beyond the sun would become visible and Star Mother would bless them with her wisdom. Perhaps that would be the time when her dream would be interpreted by the oracle of Great Mother Mut? The dream lingered with Aowen, as if she could not really wake up. Who are the four sisters? Where is that goal? With questions on her mind, she walked down the submerged steps, took a deep breath and dived into the river.

When she finally resurfaced her lungs were burning, slowly she managed to restore her breathing. After resting for a while, afloat under the starry sky and the silvery face of Moon Goddess, Aowen started looking around. She could hear buffaloes near the riverbank where the steps to her home, the temple, should have been. The light that was always burning on the main altar was nowhere to be seen. She tried to swim ashore, but the current was too rapid, and she was still too weak from her long dive under the surface. The dive was like a dream within the dream, again she had sensed the four sisters.

Realising she had to preserve her strength she stopped struggling against the sweeping force of Mother River and let herself be carried further away by that overpowering force. Aowen would just have to wait for dawn when people would come down to the river for their morning bath and maybe steer their boats to see what was floating past their dwellings. She could already see the hint of translucent pre-dawn green over the eastern horizon. The morning star, radiant Lover Goddess so bright, ready to greet the return of the Heavenly Mother who could be both blessed life giver and fierce fire of destruction, as in the surrounding desert.

Feeling the balance in her body, trusting the water to carry her, relaxed in her breathing she went back into her dream. Five, four, three, two, one, using the inner rhythm of her heartbeat she focused her mind on the dreamscape. Four sisters, one goal. . . She could intuit that these sisters were not her mother’s other daughters back home near the vegetable patch where she had spent so much time the first years of her life. It was also clear that these dream sisters were not her priestess sisters with whom she had spent the second part of her life when she could finally dedicate herself to serve the Goddess after her first moon blood. No, these sisters were from distant lands far away and their goal was swept in dense, damp, swirling, cooling mists.

Startled she could hear what sounded like oars coming closer. She opened her eyes and the grey light of dawn revealed that neither the outline of the temple nor the familiar palm groves on the opposite side were anywhere to be found. More used to receiving visitors than being a visitor herself, she felt unsure of whether she would let herself be known to whomever was approaching. But what was the option? There was not really anywhere to hide and even if she could divert their attention for a while, she actually needed help.
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