
The Diary of a Goddess 
 

1470 BC – Ancient Egypt 

I am Baset, goddess of protection, as well as numerous other things such as cats, women’s 
secrets, fertility, ect. I am the daughter of Ra - the god of the sun and the king of the gods. 
My people depict me as a ferocious yet nurturing lioness and despite all of this, I find myself 
as a measly Felis Silvestris Lybica (African Wild Cat) – how far I have fallen.  

I suppose I should explain how I ended up as a domesticated cat and why I am keeping this 
record. Well, it just so happens that this is the year where a female has inherited the full 
powers and title of Pharaoh and I felt it to be my duty to protect her – plus I was bored. It 
occurred to me that the best way to protect and learn about my people would to be among 
them and so I decided to descend to earth in the form of a cat. I intend to keep a record of 
my experience, but I hope if any other colonies find this, they translate it correctly – who 
knows what they could interpret?  

So here I sit, under the ebony shadow of my statue, a domestic cat within the palace’s 
temple. I believe the newly crowned Pharaoh will arrive soon to complete the morning 
offering ceremony – ah, here she is! 

I watched surprise fill their faces as they spot me, lounging under my statue. Her highness is 
the first to speak: “The goddess Baset blesses my reign with this cat! This is a sign to all 
those that doubt me – my blood is divine! Quickly, gather me beautiful jewels, we must 
honour this sacred being!”. With that command, the servants disperse and all that remains 
is the Pharaoh, a high-ranking priest, a few wealthy citizens and the first female Vizir.  

Without hesitation, the Pharaoh begins the ceremony; she delicately washed and 
elaborately dressed the smaller statues of the gods, before retrieving the offerings the 
servants had left and presenting them – she left mine until last. She knelt before me, her 
smile bright and beautiful, and introduced herself as Sharifa Gamal, the Queen of Egypt. As 
soon as she finished the ceremony, the servants reappeared and Sharifa adorned me with 
jewels – quite a pleasant experience.  

That night, Sharifa told me her woes, as we gazed at the tranquil water of the Nile from the 
comfort of her balcony. “They scrambled to find a male who could take the throne,” Sharifa 
said, her eyes peering into the night, “Their search was to no avail and they would rather 
have a female Pharaoh than a male that lacks the divine blood.” At this time, the world 
favours men, however I do hope in time that humanity will evolve to equality. “My name – 
Sharifa – means respected – ironic don’t you think?” she sighed sadly. “Respected Beauty. I 
will earn this name, by making my people see me as a glorious leader.” And that she did. 

 

 

1463 BC – Ancient Egypt 



I accompanied Sharifa on a trip to a far village, who were struggling to survive. Pharaohs are 
meant to care for their people as if they were their own offspring, but I’m not sure village 
visits is a usual procedure. Nevertheless, Sharifa decided to do so and I decided to lend a 
paw. 

The village was barely able to grow anything and so they asked for their Pharaoh’s 
assistance – they are considered to be the closest thing to deities after all. Sharifa was 
horrified at the sight of starving children, their bones visible through their translucent skin. 
Like the excellent ruler she is, Sharifa went about fixing their problem, ordering her 
entourage of servants and farmers to begin work on the fields. Being a goddess has its 
perks, and I was able to assist Sharifa in her mission. 

The village is now prospering. 

 

1465 BC – Ancient Egypt 

Finally, Sharifa’s pyramid was complete. Despite being a building for when they’ve passed, 
pyramids usually begin construction as soon as someone takes the throne.  

She brought me with her when she went to see the finished product - it was beautiful. 
Treasures sparkled under the light of flames and jewels glistened; colossal statues of the 
gods guarded the tomb – the one dedicated to me held the most detail. The architects had 
dutifully changed the normal design, so that the king and queen’s chambers were swapped. 
It really was a masterpiece. 

I watched Sharifa’s eyes fill with awe, but there was also a lingering fear and sadness within 
them. When we were alone, she spoke: “My tomb really is beautiful. It’s a shame I must 
leave the beauty of the living to inherit it.”.  

Mortals are scared of death and who can blame them when all they’ve known is life; I must 
ensure that Sharifa Gamal does not pass to Duat (underworld) too soon.  

 

1460 BC – Ancient Egypt 

I may be immortal, but my vessel is not. Over this decade, my feline body has withered and 
now I lie upon my bed of death, awaiting my return to the land of the gods.  

Sharifa wept. My people believe that death is not an end, but a transition and despite this, 
Sharifa’s tears flowed like the Nile. It’s touching, to know that I have been cherished and I 
cannot deny that I have become attached to this astounding Queen. I am going to miss her. 

Our eyes met, as I produced my final meow and then my senses were flooded with 
darkness. 

Let it be known, that Pharaoh Sharifa Gamal was the greatest Queen to have ever graced 
Egypt’s sands.  



I do hope I meet her again, in this world or another. 

End of record. 


