
Taw na Hatas ranapat 

Dad madw Har a na pAaqat naTarw pan Haraf Har Tasak Hana II Tasat Hatap rany ta Hanakat kap. wAaH ra waSam 

ramaT ra naD ramaT Har iadat na ranapat nan saxam xarwak Hatap im naTarw ma aSAat na saxamat Har DaHwtya. 

Dad madw ma ramaT ma Hatas ra wapat ranapat Har Hab wAag Har Har dwAaw na Hab rananwtat. 

HAa saxamat warat nabat iSarw HAa SanatAayat swAaH ma Dadw HAa saSamw ra nab pat HAa Sasamatat nabat 

pwnat HAa Har nab baHadat HAa sabak nab na minat HAa iSarw HAa irat ra nabat SamAaw maHaw saSamw iw sat 

HAa wanwt na Aaxw na ipat HAa Har bAaq Har nab Sanat HAa Aaxat ir Har Hanwat irap HAa Xanamw nab mabAayat 

inaD Harak naTar daya xAatya aHa tapya saxamat xai im ir ra wapwtya nab ma sapat Samas raxas Xananw wani ma 

tAa wadi im raw paD Har Har imi rwiak nan rwi Hanaak nan saxam Hari nan radii na nan ran nan saxam na rwi 

sanaHAak nan Hatapwi Tamasw na ranapat pan rai xa ma iraf xai mi saxamat xai mi waDAat itamwi ra HAa tapaf 

itamwi swAaH ma tAawya itamw ma par nab ramaT saxapar naTar nab saDaryat saxapar Haryat naf saxami Har 

nan xar na raxasak Twt ma pa nan xar na raxasak Twt ma Dap nan xar na raxasak Twt ma xasam nan xar na 

raxasak Twt ma iawnw nan xar na raxasak Twt ma Dadw nan xar na raxasak Twt ma AabaDw nan xar na raxasak 

Twt ma Xarya aHAa nan xar na raxasak Twt ma pat nan xar na raxasak Twt ma pat nan xar na raxasak Tawt ma 

tAa nan xar na raxasak Twt ma SAa nan xar na raxasak Twt ma Hatarw na itarw naynay Hwnwtya narw imya ra na 

SamAayaw nami ma Haryw ranapat Hatap waDAaat 

Book of the Last Day of the Year 



Recitation over a piece of fine linen. These gods are drawn on it, and it is tied with 12 knots. Offer to them bread, beer, and 

burning incense. Applied to a man's throat, to save a man from the plague of the year; an enemy will have no power over him. A 

means to pacify the gods in the company of Sekhmet and Thoth. 

Recitation by a man from the last day to the opening day of the year, on the Wag Festival and at dawn of the Renenutet festival 

Oh Sakhmet, great one, mistress of Asheru. Oh Shentayet, who sojourns in Busiris. Oh ruler, Ra, Lord of Heaven. Oh 

Shesemtet, mistress of Pwenet. Oh Horus, Lord of Behdet. Oh Sebek, lord of the marshes. Oh Isherw. Oh Eye of Ra mistress of 

the Two Lands, Ruler of the Island of Fire. Oh Hours of the glorious spirits of Ipet. Oh He-who-is-under-his-moringa-tree, 

Horus lord of Shenet. Oh Glorious Eye of Horus, mistress of wine. Oh Khnum Lord of the House of Thirty. Hail to you, gods 

there, murderers who stand in waiting upon Sakhmet, who have come forth from the Eye of Ra, messengers everywhere present 

in the districts, who brings slaughtering about, brawlers, who hurry through the land, who shoot their arrows from their mouth, 

who see far. Be on your way, be distant from me Go on, you, I shall not go along with you. You shall have no power over me, 

you shall not give me to the nameless you shall not have power over me to expel your exertions. You shall not surrender me to 

any bad misfortune of this year. For I am Ra, who appears in his eye. I have risen as Sekhmet, I have arisen as Wadja'at, for I 

am Atum behind his heads. I am Atum who sojourns in the Two Lands, I am Atum in the temple, the lord of mankind, who 

made the gods, the lord of slaughtering who created the respect for him. I am that Powerful One, high above. I will not fall for 

your slaughtering, you who are in Pe. I will not fall for your slaughtering, you who are in Djep. I will not fall for your 

slaughtering, you who are in Letopolis. I will not fall for your slaughtering, you who are in Heliopolis. I will not fall for your 

slaughtering, you who are in Busiris. I will not fall for your slaughtering, you who are in Abydos. I will not fall for your 

slaughtering, you who are in Kheri-'aha. I will not fall for your slaughtering, you who are in heaven. I will not fall for your 

slaughtering, you who are in heaven. I will not fall for your slaughtering, you who are in the land. I will not fall for your 

slaughtering, you who are in the meadow. I will not fall for your slaughtering, you who are in the borders of the river. greetings, 

terrifying youthful one the chief of the wandering demons who traverse in the days above the year. Wadja'at is pacified. 


