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Dedication

This story is especially dedicated to Zechariah Sitchin and the other subsequent translators of the 
Sumerian texts, who have shown us that the Creation Story may well have been much older and 
different to what historians tell us.

Preface

Anu felt as though he were entering another realm as he entered the Hall of Justice, the second most 
important building on Nibiru. Even royal personages have to make appointments to have a meeting 



with the Chief Justice. And it was not just a case of doing an interview. He had to adhere to specific 
protocols. Most applicants were put off by all the red tape, but Anu remained determined to have 
his case heard. Sitting in the Chief Justice's chamber, amid symbols of pomp and historical 
importance, Anu outlined his petition.

The Judicial elder listened patiently as the young prince explained his position. At length, the Chief 
Justice asked Anu, “What makes you believe you have more right to the throne than king Alalu?”

“My lineage has a more direct royal line than that of Alalu.”

“What proof do you have of this assertion, your Highness?”

“My royal descent is directly from An, through Anib; then through a son of AnIb's marriage to the 
daughter of Enuru, the youngest son of An and Antu. Your Honour, Enuru, then took Ninuru, his 
half-sister, as his spouse, and they gave birth to Enama of whom I am a direct descendant.”

“I see. So, your Highness, what are we to do about this situation?”

Anu looked hard at the Chief Justice. “Install me as the new king of course.”

“There is much involved in such a process, your Highness. We will speak with the king about this.”

Alalu cut an imposing figure, his bronze-green scales enhanced by a long scarlet cloak, with gold 
braiding. Standing at 13 feet tall, slightly shorter than the average Nibiruan, he turned to look at the 
clock. He had been waiting a long time, and still, the Justice had not called him. He turned to 
Anshargal, his faithful Cupbearer. “Find out the reason for this intolerable hold-up. I can't waste my 
time here all day.”

Anshargal, embarrassed about his son being the cause of the king's angst, leapt to it. Having multi-
pupil eyes, as all Nibiruans do, the Royal Cupbearer had to focus through one of them to navigate 
his path. Nibiruans learn this skill soon after hatching. Although, it is more instinctual than 
conscious learning.

Just then the chamber doors opened, and Alalu got ushered inside.

Kunuk looked up at the king and bowed deeply. “Your Heavenness.”

“Yes, that's all very well, Kunuk but I've been sitting in that antechamber for ages. So let's deal with 
this nonsense and get it over with.”

Alalu then saw the six other judges enter the chamber. He knew this was going to be more severe 
than he thought.

Kunuk said, “Your Heavenness we have called you here because we find ourselves in a bit of a 
dilemma. You see, Anu has a legitimate challenge to the throne.”

Alalu, puzzled, said, “What do you mean?”

“Your Heavenness, Prince Anu claims he is the rightful king of Nibiru. We have to adjudicate on 
this matter, so what do you suggest we do about it?”

Alalu, angry, replied, “That he has challenged my lawful kingship in such a way is disgraceful. Anu 
knows that he is next in line to the throne. So what's his problem?”

“The problem, your Heavenness, is that he has direct lineage from the great An. You do not have 
such regal ancestry. If Prince Anshargal had pursued the matter, he would be king now, instead of 
you. We suggest you offer Anu something to appease him.”

“What do you suggest, your Worship?”



“That you retain the throne while you live, but Anu will continue the succession, and his children 
will be the future kings.”

Alalu stared at Kunuk. “Unthinkable! It would stop any of my lineages from ascending to the 
Nibiruan throne.”

Kunuk shook his head. “I fear, if he forces the issue, your Heavenness, it's going to be very 
awkward and embarrassing for everyone concerned. We want to avoid this at all costs.”

Alalu pondered the proposition. “Do you think such an offer will be enough to appease him?”

“I don’t know, your Heavenness. All we can do is put it to him.”

“What happens if he refuses?”

The Chief justice considered the question. He then answered, “Perhaps, to show amiability between 
Anu and yourself, it would be prudent to make him your Royal Cupbearer.”

Anu listened to what the Seven who Judge had to say about the matter. 

Kunuk finished by saying, “We think it best if Alalu retains kingship for now so that we can focus 
on the problems besetting our world. We need to show a united front.”

Anu leapt to his feet, “That is not acceptable!”

Kunuk implored, “This is a challenging situation for all concerned. Alalu has graciously offered 
you the role of Cupbearer and conceded royal lineage to your descendants. Can you not accept this 
gesture for the good of Nibiru?”

Anu looked at the judges. He knew that he would benefit by having them onside once he became 
king. Rocking the judicial boat could spoil things for him later. He silently cursed his father for his 
weakness and said, “Very well, I accept.”

Kunuk smiled, “I knew Your Highness would make a wise decision.” Then he said, “There is one 
other thing.”

“What's that?”

“To show the An-Gels there is harmony between the houses Ea's betrothal to Damkina will seal the 
alliance.”

Anu baulked, “What, my son marrying  Alalu's daughter?”

“It would bring about peace between the royal families for the first time in generations. The people 
will love you for it.”

Anu rubbed his chin thoughtfully. It would undoubtedly be good public relations once he sat on his 
throne. “Very well, I agree.”

“Excellent, Your Highness. We will have it announced.”

Chapter 1

Ea put the finishing touches to his model Shamash as his father entered his room. The serious look 
on his father's face unsettled young Ea. 

Anu turned to his daughter, who had been helping Ea with his project. “Ninkhursag, please leave 
us. I have something important to tell your brother.”



Ninki pouted but acceded to her father's wishes.

“Why are you here?” Ea asked, nervously.

He came straight out with it. “Ea, it has been arranged that you are to be betrothed to Damkina, to 
bring our families together.”

Ea stared at his father. “But I don't even know her.”

“You will,” Anu smiled.

“But I don't want to marry her. You promised Ninki to me. It is her I love.”

Anu said, “All that has changed. You will now marry Damkina when the time is right.”

Ea took the model he had been working and smashed it on the floor. “NO, I WON'T MARRY HER. 
YOU CAN'T MAKE ME.”

Anu said, “I see you are upset, Ea. We will speak of this later.”

Once his father left, Ninkhursag came back into the room. Looking at the smashed spaceship on the 
floor and the devastation on his face, she said, “Ea, whatever is wrong?”

He hugged her, his eyes clouding over. “Oh Ninki, father says I have to marry Damkina, and I want 
to marry you.”

Being a Nibiruan, she did not shed tears, but she felt profound shock and sadness at his words.

At dinner that night, Ea hardly touched his salad, even though the vegetables came from the royal 
garden. 

I-lu, his brother sneered, chanting “Ea loves Damkina. Ea loves Damkina.”

“I do not!” Ea protested, getting wound up by his sibling's taunting.

“Don't let him get to you,” Ninki said. “He's just his usual nasty self.”

Anu banged his claw on the table, making the dishes rattle. “That's enough! Any more bickering 
and you two go straight to your rooms.”

Eventually, Ea had to agree to marry Damkina, mostly to bring about peace to the rival family 
branches. But his yearning for Ninki never ceased. Ea didn't mind Damkina, and she seemed to like 
him. But she wasn't interested in his science projects that kept him busy most of the time. As they 
got to know each other better, Damkina wasn't under any romantic illusions concerning the 
relationship. She was well aware her marriage to Ea was much more to do with continuing the Anu 
family succession to the throne, than that of a real love match.

The meeting, held in secret behind heavily guarded doors, barred entry to all but a few chosen 
citizens. Even Anu could not gain entry. Inside, Alalu presided over an assortment of royal 
advisors, scientists and Star Command officers. The emergency meeting got called because the 
planet, was in dire straits, desperately needing solutions.

The king argued, “If causing the volcanoes to erupt didn't work before what is the point of bombing 
them again.”

General Attak said, “The weapons we had at our disposal during Lahma's reign were far inferior to 
the ones we now have.” He added, “Besides, if we are to survive what other options are there?”



Mandiz, Alalu's chief advisor said, “I fear we must seriously look at evacuating Nibiru. We estimate 
that another three orbits around Solaris will make it impossible to live here. We will all perish 
during hibernation.”

Kutu, one of the leading scientists, said, “With respect, Mandiz is not a scientist. We believe we can 
make a heat shield with particles of gold in the atmosphere. We are close to making a 
breakthrough.”

“What atmosphere?” Mandiz retorted. “There is so little left we can hardly breathe. I implore you to 
look for another home for all Nibiruans.”

Alalu turned to Kutu. “When can you scientists complete this gold shield?”

The scientists got into a huddle. Then Kutu said, “The process is in place. Now we need the gold.”

“And how long will that take?” Alalu asked.

Mandiz chipped in. “We don't have enough gold, Your Heavenness.”

Kutu, annoyed at being upstaged, said, “We are looking at other potential sources, Your 
Heavenness.”

“He means off the planet,” Mandiz stated vehemently.”

“Is this true?” Alalu queried.

“Yes, your Heavenness. But we could at least make a start by collecting all the gold on Nibiru.”

Alalu shook his head. He turned to the General. “How soon can you mount an operation to make a 
volcanic dust shield?”

“We are ready to go, Your Heavenness.”

“Very well, I decide to strike the volcanoes.”

When Anu heard about Alalu's decision, he stormed into the king's chambers. “Are you trying to 
poison our world?” he challenged.

“No. Save it.” He stared at his Cup Bearer, “How dare you insult me.”

“How dare you put this planet at further risk when we should be looking at alternative solutions.”

“There are no alternative solutions.”

“Nonsense! Why aren't we going for the gold heat shield?”

“Because it's not feasible.” He glared at Anu. “I do not have to answer to you. Now leave me and go 
about your business.”

“More Nibiruans will be poisoned and die. Mark my words.”

“Leave now, or I will have you disciplined.”

Anshargal felt uneasy being back in the palace. Since being removed as Royal Cupbearer he had 
kept much to himself. But the king had asked him to rein in his son. 

So Anshargal met Anu in the royal gardens, where he took his son aside. “It is important that the 
alliance between my house and that of the king's remains secure.”

Anu sneered, “What do you mean? You know as well as I the alliance between the Houses of Alalu 
and Anshargal has always been fragile, built as it is on rotten, shaky foundations. The sooner it 
collapses, the better. Then we can build something real.”



“That sort of attitude is only going to create trouble.”

“And so is that idiot usurper with his plans to use more mass destruction weapons on the volcanoes 
of Nibiru. When Lahma tried it before, not only did it fail miserably to re-establish Nibiru's 
atmosphere, it also produced dangerous areas that became heavily contaminated and unliveable. We 
should be following the gold shield concept.”

“I have it on good authority it will not be ready in time. The treasury will have to collect every 
piece of gold on this planet. It's just not feasible in the short time we have left.”

“Then we should be collecting the gold right now.”

Anshargal sighed. We can't do that because to get enough gold means we will have to prospect for 
the precious metal on the Asteroids. It is impractical and has been shelved, in favour of volcano 
nuking.”

“And what happens if that doesn't work this time?”

“We have to pray to An that the King has made the correct decision.”

Chapter 2

Alalu nervously paced around his chambers, waiting to hear from Star Command. Then General 
Attak's image appeared on the vid screen.

“General, how did the operation go?”

“Moderately successful, Your Heavenness. But not as well as we had expected.”

“What do you mean?” Alalu queried, startled.

“We hit our targets, but so far there have been no eruptions. That is not to say there won't be but we 
were hoping for a chain reaction.”

“So you failed,” Alalu said, with a sinking feeling.

“Maybe, maybe not, Your Heavenness. We have picked up some activity. They may blow yet.”

“Let us hope so, General.”

Alalu had to go into damage control before The An-Gels aired the king's failure He quickly 
convened a meeting with Kutu. As soon as the scientist arrived at the Royal Palace, the king had 
him summoned to him. “I have decided we are going for the gold project.”

“Then we have to gather a huge supply of gold, Your Heavenness.”

“Have you pinpointed any gold on the asteroids?”

“Yes, we have. There are strong indications that gold deposits exist on K3.” He showed the king a 
chart. “There, that's K3.”

“How quickly can we send an expedition there.”

“The net forces are favourable at the point in our orbit, Your Heavenness.”

“Good. Organise it with Star Command. And I want plenty of publicity with me getting the credit.”

Kutu stood up and bowed. “At once, Your Heavenness,” after which he left the palace.

Kutu handed over the order with the king's seal. 



Commander Kotak looked at the order, then at the scientist. “Sorry, it can't be done.”

“This is an order from the king. It has to be carried out.”

“Well, I haven't got anything available. Unless we fit out a training Shamash.”

“As long as it's space worthy, I guess it will be okay.”

As the head of maintenance and spaceship servicing, Commander Kotak knew that sending a class 
'C' vessel to the asteroids was fraught with danger. Some astronauts said the 'C' stood for crisis or 
catastrophe. This distrust was the reason the old Shamashes were usually only flown in Nibiru 
airspace. “It'll only carry 30 personnel, including flight crew.”

Kutu said, “As long as there's room for, say, twenty miners and their equipment as well as cargo 
space to bring back gold, it's not a problem.”

“There also needs to be a big send-off. The king wants kudos on this one.”

Kotak cocked an eye. “Are you sure. The old 'Star Warriors' don't look that pretty these days.”

“Get something promoting the expedition painted on the side.”

“What like, “Asteroids or bust!” he retorted, half joking.

When Anu found out about the proposed expedition, he became concerned. As he prepared the king 
for his meetings for the day, he mentioned, “I heard about the planned mining project to the 
asteroids.”

“Yes, that's my idea.”

“Well, Kutu has his reservations. He thinks it's rushing things and is concerned for the miners and 
crew.”

“So Kutu's getting cold feet. Well, I'm not. This expedition is going to be my finest hour.”

“I don't know. A poorly organised expedition could turn out to be very costly. We only have 
another three full Kingu's before the net forces weaken.”

“I have been informed that all will be ready in just one moon. Now get about your duties and stop 
harassing me.”

Anu busied himself organising the guest list for a banquet when he received a vid-call. He didn't 
recognise the person on the screen, but he did know the Igigi uniform collar. “Prince Anu here. 
How can I help you?”

“Greetings Your Highness. I have information that might interest you.”

“What information?”

“It's about a cover-up. I cannot speak about it now. Where can we meet?”

Anu, concerned, said, “I need to know more first?”

“All I can say is it concerns contamination from the volcano nuking.”

Anu, startled, responded, “The An-Gels have not reported this.”

“Only those on the mission know what happened and most are too scared to say anything.”

Anu thought about it.  The prince surmised that if a cover-up existed Alalu would probably have 
known about it. “Okay, when and where?”



“Do you know Kaseem's in the old city?”

“Yes.” 

“I will be there around seven of the clock. I will be wearing a red cloak.”

Kaseem's, one of Nibiru City's oldest salad bars, nestled amid night market stalls, abounded with 
excitement, as diners partook of their food. Although the restaurant seemed packed, the caller's red 
cloak stuck out like a beacon. Anu, having dressed down, wearing a drab hooded cloak for 
anonymity, made himself known to the mystery officer. “You have something to tell me.”

The officer looked up. “Take a seat, Your Hi...” He stopped himself in time. He passed Anu a piece 
of paper with a map on it. “This is a navigation photo taken a few hours after the bombardment.”

Anu scrutinised the picture. “Where is this?”

“Kamtumu Valley, near Mount Vekta, one of the volcanoes we nuked.”

Anu looked at one of the prime market garden areas on Nibiru. He noticed a shaded area on the 
map. “What does this mean?”

The whistle-blower replied, “The area of contamination.” Then he said, “There hasn't been any 
evacuation from the area. Now that's just plain wrong.”

“No evacuation!” Anu stared at the informant. “Why, in the face of lethal contamination, wouldn't 
they leave their farms?”

“They haven't been warned. Some of us wanted to alert the farmers, but we were ordered not to do 
so.”

Then Anu got it. “It's because of the food, isn't it.”

“Aggranda own most of those farms, and they don't want people scared of eating their food.”

“So it got covered up.”

“I just had to tell someone. I hope you don't mind.”

Anu nodded. “Can I keep this map?”

“Sure, but It didn't come from me.”

Quietly, in his quarters, Anu researched the area shown on the map. Around 3000 farms could have 
been affected by the fallout. That meant at least 6000 Nibiruans could get sick and not know why. 
The Kamtumu Valley covered a vast area and produced at least 65 percent of the vegetables 
consumed on Nibiru. 

Apart from the fact the vast Aggranda monopoly had the power and wealth to bury what happened, 
Anu knew that exposing the cover up to the An-Gels would cause widespread panic and fear of 
eating. Although revolted by the Igigi's callous attitude, there seemed nothing he could do about it.

Chapter 3

A vast gathering took place at Star Base, as Kutu, the crew and the miners boarded the freshly 
painted Star Warrior, Shamash class 'c'. Alalu and his courtiers were present in full regalia as the 
craft readied for take-off. The king had his statement ready,  as the An-Geliks besieged him for his 
comments.



Mandiz fronted the media. “His Heavenness will not be answering your questions, but he will make 
a statement.”

The media, though disappointed, hung onto his every word.

“We are doing everything we can to solve our problem. At present we are gathering in the gold on 
Nibiru to make a heat shield. But we haven't got enough. So I organised this expedition to mine for 
gold on K3, one of the larger asteroids. I ask all our citizens to give up their gold for the greater 
good. Thank you.”

Anu, also present at the launch, did answer questions.

One of the An-Geliks asked, “Is this a publicity stunt to make the king look good?”

Anu said, “I truly believe the king did this with the best of intentions.”

“Are you saying it wasn't a good decision?”

“I think the decision to look for gold off the planet is a good one. I do have some concerns about the 
haste with which this mission has been assembled.”

“Surely time is the essence here.”

“I agree, but a rushed expedition is also a risky one.”

The An-Gelik news reported the disaster. The only details they had being that en route between K3 
and Kb1 the spaceship crashed into an asteroid, without any survivors. Alalu's blood went even 
colder than usual.  His mission had failed and ended in disaster. He quickly gathered his top 
advisors.

Anu horrified but not too surprised, readied for the attack. He thanked the lucky stars he had aired 
his concerns. Now he could distance himself from the accident and let the king deal with the flak. 
He could have reiterated his concerns about the poorly organised mission using inferior equipment. 
But there was no point as nobody would fly to the asteroids to try and find the crashed spaceship.

On the news that night the king made his statement. “Fellow Nibiruans, it is with great sadness I 
address you this night. As you probably know by now, the mining mission members were all killed 
when their spaceship collided with an asteroid. Our hearts and minds go out to those brave mining 
pioneers who died while trying to save our planet. They will always have a special place in our 
hearts. We will not forget their selfless sacrifice.” Then he said. “Fellow Nibiruans, we need your 
gold more than ever, Please give it up freely.”

Anu couldn't believe it, but somehow, Alalu managed to ride out the bad publicity criticising his 
leadership, put out by the An-Gels. The king's chief advisor, Mandiz, saw the bombing and mining 
failures as a golden opportunity for him to push his evacuation solution. The king agreed to set up a 
body to look into it. Mandiz chaired the committee.

For nine more Sars (Nibiruan years) Anu played the role of Royal Cupbearer but it grew thin on 
him. The king had failed in every attempt to arrest the planet's waning atmosphere, and even made 
matters worse. The media criticism of Alalu's mishandling of the shield issue further fuelled Anu's 
kingship challenge. The time had come for him to make his move. This time he took his argument 
to the media.

In an exclusive one-off interview, Anu put his case.

The interviewer asked, “If you are entitled to the throne why do you serve as the king's Cup 
Bearer?”



“Because of an agreement I was coerced into, by Kunuk. He persuaded me not to muddy the waters 
and to present a united front to confront our problem. However, owing to the king's repeated failure, 
I feel the agreement is void.”

“Will you take the throne by force?” asked the interviewer.

“That is not my intention. Let me say this. Apart from my being the rightful Nibiruan king, my 
stand to have Alalu dismissed, has nothing to do with that. It has to do with the way he is handling, 
or should I say, mishandling many important issues.”

When Alalu found out about the interview, he became furious. How dare he come out publicly and 
challenge the king?

He sacked Anu as his Cupbearer and reassigned Anshargal in his place.

The whole affair troubled the High Council, which delegated Kunuk, to deal with the Prince. He 
took Anu aside to try and smooth things over. “Your Highness, I thought we had an agreement,” he 
said, as they walked in the indoor gardens.

“I have been very patient, but Alalu has to go.”

“Your Highness, your turn will come. Please, just keep a low profile until then.”

Turning abruptly, his short tail twitching angrily, Anu hissed, “Is everyone blind around here? 
There will not be a Nibiru for me to rule if we do not start making sensible decisions immediately!”

Given that he was not going to be able to appease the royal prince, Kunuk took another tack.

“There is one way for you to be king.”

“What way is that?”

“You must challenge him to a wrestling match.”

Anu was confused. “Sorry Kunuk, I don't understand.”

“It just occurred to me that Nibiruan law still stands that states, by Nibiruan tradition you can 
challenge the king to a wrestling match for the throne.”

Anu's eyes widened. “Then I will do just that! I at this moment challenge Alalu to a wrestling match 
for the Nibiruan crown.”

Kunuk smiled wistfully. “All you need now is the assent of the High Council.” 

“Will I get it?”

“I believe so, your Highness,” the elder grinned. Then he added, “But if you lose, you forfeit your 
chance of being king of Nibiru, forever.”

Seeing this as his only chance to save his planet, Anu decided, “You get me the contest, and I will 
do the rest.”

Chapter 4

Alalu, both troubled and amazed by Anu's challenge, confided in Anshargal. “I've never heard of 
the wrestling challenge.”

“Neither I, Your Heavenness.” the Cupbearer said handing the king his royal blue cloak.



“It's ridiculous. I want you to talk your son out of it.”

“I doubt he will listen to me. But I will try.”

“Show some backbone. You're Anu's father. He should respect your wishes.”

That evening he broached the subject with Anu, as they ate fresh salad and drank fruit juice. “The 
king is not happy with your challenge.”

Anu looked up from his food. “I didn't do it to make him happy.”

“It could all end badly, you know. I mean if you lost you can never be king.”

“Wake up father. If Alalu remains on the throne, there won't be a planet to rule over.”

Anshargal looked at his son. “Do you know why I didn't become king?”

Anu stared at his father. “You have always avoided the subject.”

“I couldn't handle the responsibility of saving our world. And I wonder if you could do any better 
than those kings who went before you.”

“What we need is a thoroughly well-planned mission to a planet with a lot of gold.”

“And do you know of such a planet.”

“Ki.”

Anshargal chortled disparagingly, “Ki is just a pipe dream. Nobody knows what to expect there.”

Anu firmed his jaw. “Before Kutu died he showed me readings that suggested a lot of gold there.”

Anshargal changed the subject. “Give up on the wrestling match, Anu.”

“Yes, if he abdicates.”

“That's not going to happen.”

“Then I will have to vanquish him in the ring.”

Alalu prowled around the court like a wounded lizard. He needed to blame someone, and Mandiz 
seemed a suitable target. After all, as his chief advisor, he should have advised the king about the 
wrestling challenge. “Why didn't you warn me this could happen?”

Mandiz clasped his claws together. “My humblest apologies, Your Heavenness. Nobody has 
practised that obscure rule for many generations since Duuru's troubled reign. I didn't know it still 
existed, let alone it being a legal statute.”

“Never mind your excuses. What am I to do? Can I refuse the challenge?”

“I'm afraid; traditionally, you have to comply. To refuse the challenge means losing the crown by 
default.”

“Then I am stuck,” Alalu moaned slumping into a chair. “Anu is much younger and fitter than me.”

“All I can suggest is that I get you the best trainer to prepare you for the match.”

Dejected, Alalu beseeched, “Talk to Kunuk again. There must be some loophole we haven't 
explored.”



Mandiz shook his head. “The Chief Justice is Adamant. Although nobody had mounted such a 
challenge for many generations the High Council upholds the challenge and the wrestling match has 
to go ahead.”

On Nibiru, the regal challenge became a public affair. For a while, the impending wrestling match 
entirely engrossed Nibiruan minds. The An-Gelik media built the event up into a massive spectacle, 
attracting an audience from wide and far, with many coming from areas a long way from Nibiru 
City. The hover pads were chock-a-block with Margiddos (personal flying saucers) as families 
queued up to get seats in the auditorium.

On the night of the match, the auditorium became so overcrowded that Nibiruans were standing in 
the aisles. Never had so much publicity surrounded such an extraordinary event. And the An-Gels 
were, of course, there, in full force, to record every moment for posterity. The wrestling match was 
to be broadcast to vid-screens in homes all over Nibiru City and some outlying districts.

The MC picked up the speaking stick, saying, “Good evening all Nibiruans, here and in your 
homes. An extraordinary event takes place tonight in which His Heavenness King Alalu and His 
Highness Prince Anu will wrestle for the throne. The victor of this contest will become the king of 
Nibiru. Although Anu appears younger and fitter, Alalu has trained with the best Nibiru has to 
offer. So let us see who will triumph this exceptional evening. So, without further ado, let the match 
begin.”

A huge cheer rang out, along with the stamping of feet, as the combatants entered the fighting 
circle. The referee stood between the pair and announced. “This bout will be decided by a shoulder 
pin to the count of three if any fighter ends up outside of the circle or a submission. Now let the 
challenge begin.” He backed out of the ring, leaving the combatants staring at each other, as they 
looked for an opening. 

With oiled scales they began circling each other, searching for a weakness in their opponent's 
defence. Anu got the king in a neck hold, and the fight for royal supremacy began. In naked hand-
to-hand combat, with bodies oiled, they fought. Alalu had learned well and matched Anu, move for 
move, blow for blow. 

Eventually, Anu got the upper hand and forced the king to the mat, pinning his shoulders by landing 
heavily on Alalu's body. Anu then applied a choke lock, causing the king's eyes to bulge in their 
sockets, forcing him into submission. Having achieved his goal, Anu, rose up, raising both fists in 
victory. He yelled to the spectators at the top of his voice, “I AM YOUR NEW KING!”

A huge cheer went up, but Anu's triumph became short lived.

The Grand Vizier announced, “Although it is true that Anu bested the king, under the Nibiruan rule, 
if the match takes place while the planet is facing a crisis, the incumbent ruler can decide to remain 
as such, until the crisis is past.”

Unable to believe the announcement, Anu’s eyes widened in shock and disbelief. Struggling to 
control his anger, he shouted, “THIS IS MADNESS! IT IS THE KING'S INCOMPETENCE THAT 
LED TO THIS CHALLENGE TAKING PLACE!” Anu's outburst did nothing more than vent his 
spleen. His raised voice got lost in the ensuing uproar, as Alalu vowed that he would still not 
relinquish the throne until he had dealt with the heat shield problem.

“NO! THIS OUTRAGE CANNOT BE HAPPENING!” Anu yelled, but to no avail. He cried out “I 
AM THE RIGHTFUL KING, AND I WILL TAKE MY THRONE,”

With that declaration the die became cast. The seeds were sown to be reaped in the fullness of time. 
But Anu still had to wait.



Chapter 5

The mission of survival was so crucial that Alalu decided to command it, himself. He called for 
Anshargal to come to his chambers. When he arrived, the king said, “I shall leave you to hold my 
position here, while I take the expedition to Ki.”

Anu's father, taken aback, said, “You are flying on the mission?”

“It is too important for me not to go. If we do not find an alternative world soon, it will be too late 
for all of us.”

“Your Heavenness, The scientists are confident of a breakthrough.”

“How many times have I heard that? No, Anshargal, I fear it is too late for Nibiru. We must prepare 
ourselves for evacuation.”

“Your Heavenness, you have never left Nibiru before.”

Alalu turned to Anu's father. “You will be my place holder while I am gone.”

“I'm not sure I can take on such a responsibility.”

“Listen to me, Anshargal. The devastating effect global warming is having on our planet means we 
have to find a more hospitable home very soon. Urak, our new chief scientist, after exhaustive 
research into habitation compatibility, is convinced that Ki, one of Apsu's minor planets, will be 
best suited to our needs.”

“I understand that Your Heavenness, but why are you going when you could send someone in your 
stead.”

“The Nibiruan High Council has decreed that I will lead the mission to Ki, to establish a new 
Nibiruan homeland.”

Alalu knew his mother would try to talk him out of going, but he remained determined to stick to 
his decision. As he expected, once she heard of his intention to fly to Ki, Lama demanded to see 
him. He wasn't looking forward to a confrontation with his mother.  Nevertheless, the king got his 
pilot to fly him to Lama’s villa, a mere one hour flight from Nibiru City. When he arrived, she 
looked up from her work in her beloved garden.

No sooner than they had greeted each other, Lama launched into, “I do hope you have given up that 
foolish notion about going to Ki.”

Alalu pulled back from her. “Whether we like it or not, mother, this planet is doomed. We have to 
find somewhere else to live.”

“Then let someone else go there. Your place is here, on the Nibiruan throne.”

“Have you seen what they are saying about me in the An-Gelik broadcasts?” I have to do something 
to regain my subjects respect.”

“What do you need their respect for, when you have power? Besides, the moment you go, that 
young upstart Anu will grab the throne. He is just waiting for such an opportunity.”

“I don't believe that mother, not with his father acting as king in my absence.”

She stopped weeding and stared at him. “Then, things are even worse than I assumed. Now they can 
conspire together.” Then Lama brightened. “Send Anshargal on the mission instead of you. That 
way you can ensure you keep your throne.”



Looking his mother straight in the eye, Alalu responded, “Nice try mother, but I am the one who 
needs to lead this expedition, and nothing you say will deter me.” Given that she wouldn't concede 
defeat, he added, “Dear mother, you worry too much. Anu and I may have our differences, but we 
both agree that the survival of our people is foremost in our minds.”

“If, as you say, you and Anu are working together on this, why not send him to Ki. That way you 
know he will not be a threat.”

Alalu sighed and sat on an outdoor seat. “If we are to abandon this world, then I must lead my 
people to another. Besides, Anu would get all the credit, not I. No mother, I have to go.”

Lama flicked out her tongue and tutted, “Be it on your head when Anu grabs your throne.”

Alalu knew that Lama spoke the truth. “I will just have to come up with something to deter him.”

“What do you have in mind?”

“I don't know yet, but I will think of something.”

Lama, the matriarch responsible for both lineages of the warring houses of Anshargal and Alalu, 
didn't want any further complications to arise in the royal household, during her son's absence. She 
had a message sent to one of the Seven who Judge, saying she wanted a meeting. Not many 
Nibiruans could demand the attention of a judge, but Lama wielded enormous power in the upper 
echelons of Nibiruan society. She enjoyed the privilege of being one of the few.

“Nibiru needs a strong hand to guide it, and I don't believe Anshargal is ready for such a challenge,” 
She stated to Dayanum, one of the seven who judge, as they sipped wine together.

Looking out over her beautiful flower garden, the judge inhaled a mixture of fragrant scents. He 
then turned to his host, “Although I understand your anxiety in this matter, we can hardly stop your 
son from choosing who he wants to rule in his absence.”

“I am more concerned about Anu making a play for the crown while my son is away.”

“Yes, well there is still a question mark over the result of the wrestling match.”

She hissed, “My son got forced into that ridiculous position due to some archaic rule you forgot to 
erase from the statute book.”

“That may well be, Lama, but it is, nevertheless, still a law.”

“Huh. Well, I don't like my son signing up for this dangerous mission. Look at what happened to 
the last one.”

“Dear Lama, our claws are tied.”

“I don't like him leaving that pathetic Anshargal in charge.”

“The place holder has to be the king's choice.”

“Then you will have to clip Anu's wings. I just know he will make trouble.”

Dayanum sighed heavily. “The Royal Guard will stop any threat to the crown. That's their duty.”

A special Shamash stood in readiness for the historic trip to Ki. The massive metallic winged disk, 
equipped with the latest technology, including a nuclear fusion engine and a powerful laser for 
cutting through space junk and other obstacles, underwent its final safety checks.



Igigi Command invited the king to have a guided tour of the craft, but he had other ideas. Instead, 
he had arranged to meet, Anzu, an old and trusted friend, who came from a well-known and 
influential farming dynasty.

Despite him being Alalu’s close friend, Anzu, an ex-astronaut, responded coolly to the king’s 
proposal, as they sat and talked at the farmer’s home.

“I'm not with the Command now Alalu. As you can see, I am a farmer.”

“Come on Anzu; you can't-fool me. We both know you'd love to be in space, flying again.”

“Not if all I can fly is some air taxi, which is all they will offer me.”

“How about flying a Supreme Orbiter?”

“Do you have one?” the farmer asked, his eyes widening.

“I had hoped that with all your contacts you would be able to come up with one for me.”

“For you! Why do you need it?”

“To fly to Ki.”

Anzu's old face became a question mark. “I don't get it Alalu, Igigi Star Command has offered you 
state of the art Shamash. So why  come to me?”

“I need some special requirements for the craft I am flying in, to Ki.”

“Can't the Igigi provide you with these special requirements?”

“I do not think so, Anzu. You see, I am after some missiles.”

“Why on Nibiru do you want missiles?” the ex-astronaut asked, startled by the king’s request.

“I need an edge to deter Anu from stealing the throne from me, in my absence.”

Not liking the sound of this, Anzu ventured, hesitantly, “What have missiles got to do with it?”

“I will have them aimed at Nibiru. If he makes a move to grab the throne, I will threaten him with 
the 'great destruction'. Then he will soon back off.”

This madness proved too much for the ex-astronaut. “Y..you seriously expect me to find a Shamash 
loaded with deadly missiles, Alalu?”

“Are you able to do it?”

“The question is, am I willing to do it?”

“I wouldn't ask you if I didn't consider it necessary.”

“I know that. Look, let me do some sniffing around, then I'll get back to you.”

Anzu, as good as his word, checked around, speaking covertly with his trusted contacts. After a few 
failed attempts, he heard about another ex-astronaut, one with a reputation for flaunting authority. 
According to Anzu's source, Colonel Azdiz, a disgruntled ex-Igigi officer, cashiered from Space 
Corps, could be just the person.

Anzu discovered Colonel Azdiz in a down-at-heel juice bar, in a slummy sector of Nibiru City. It 
took a while and a few juices to track the retired pilot down. When Anzu finally caught up with the 
Colonel, he asked, “Is it true that you can lay your claws on just about anything?”

The hardened veteran flier queried, “Who's asking?”



“Commander Anzu.”

Eyeing Anzu with suspicion, he said, “Yes, I have heard of you. I also heard you'd retired.”

“Yes, and I believed you were invited to leave.”

Azdiz stared daggers at the intruder. “And I don't like being disturbed when I'm having lunch.” 
Then he gave a hissy laugh. 

“But I like someone with a sense of humour. What do you want with this broken down old battle 
horse?”

Anzu leaned in close. “A supreme Orbiter fitted with missiles.”

The ex-colonel went silent. After a moment Azdiz said, “This is a joke, right?”

Anzu shook his head, “No. I'm very serious.”

Azdiz, worried and suspicious, said, “If you’re recording this conversation I'll ...”

“Relax. There's no need to make threats. This request is genuine.”

The cashiered astronaut just stared, wondering if Anzu planned to trick him.

Anzu continued, “Of course if you cannot come up with the goods...”

“...I didn't say that!”

Leaning in closely again, Anzu said, “Look, this is for a client of the highest importance. Money is 
no object. Can you get these items for me?”

The colonel brightened. The words, money is no object, became sweet music to what passed for his 
Nibiruan ears. “How many missiles do you want?”

“I don't know, a dozen perhaps.”

“What type are you after?”

Anzu shrugged. “I don’t know, long-range mass destruction, I guess.”

Azdiz gasped, “By the great An, is your client starting a war?”

“No Colonel Azdiz, he is trying to avoid one.”

For Azdiz the big dream had finally come true. This time he didn't have to hustle for surplus ray 
weapons. He had hit the big time and could name his price. He went through his list of contacts. 
One Nibiruan rogue came to mind. They had flown together when the crazy king Lahmu had 
ordered them to nuke the volcanoes. After the failed operation, many of the decommissioned rocket 
ships became scrap. Jaki, Azdiz’s old co-pilot, looked after that part of the project. He also looked 
after himself, holding back the more serviceable craft for the black market.

Azdiz tracked him down and beamed him, Once he saw his old comrade on the vid-screen, he 
asked, “Jaki, you old crock, are you still running that spacecraft graveyard?”

“Is that you Azdiz, you old war dog?”

“Yes, it's your old skipper. Look, I've got a special order for you.”

“What do you mean, by special order? What are you after?”

“Are you still at the same place?”



“Yes, I’m still running the old rocket graveyard. Now, what is this all about?”

“I'll come and see you. Make sure you're well stocked with veggie juices.”

Anshargal had been trying to contact the king all day. Eventually, he turned up, and his Cupbearer 
approached him. “Your Heavenness, we have been trying to contact you. Igigi Command needs to 
go over some preparations with you.”

Alalu brushed it off. “I haven't got time for them at present.”

“What should I tell them?”

“Tell them what I've told you.” Then Alalu, realising that such an off-handed response might raise 
suspicions, changed his mind. “Sorry Anshargal, it been a tough day. “Tell them I will visit 
tomorrow.”

“Very well, Your Heavenness.”

Alalu had more important things on his mind than checking out the ship the Igigi had prepared for 
his upcoming mission to Ki, especially, as he had made alternative arrangements. He wondered if 
Anzu had managed to organise the things he required. He hadn't heard from the astronaut since their 
discussion, and time seemed short. Unwilling to wait any longer he contacted his friend, and they 
arranged to meet at the Kadir salad bar for lunch.

“Where are we with this Shamash?” Alalu asked as they sat eating.

“It's in hand. Don't worry.”

“I have to leave on the set date.”

“I understand Alalu, but these things take time. Besides, I haven't been able to get all the crew 
together yet.”

“Please speed things up. You know the time restraints I am under.”

“Come on Alalu. You are the king. You are not subordinate to time restraints.”

Alalu fixed the astronaut with his gaze “When the Igigi comes looking for me I need to be gone, 
Anzu. Is that understood?”

Seeing how stern the king looked, Anzu responded, “I will chase up my contact as soon as we have 
eaten.”

“Let me talk to him.”

“It's best if you don't get involved. Leave it to me.”

“My client cannot wait much longer,” Anzu stated cogently, having found which bar Azdiz 
currently frequented.

The colonel looked up at his client. “I'm having trouble getting a Supreme Orbiter. If your client 
would settle for a class 3 Shamash that's not a problem.”

“Why couldn't you have asked me about this before?” Anzu asked, angrily.

“You asked for ...”



“Yes, I know that. Look, if the Shamash is flight ready for a long mission, then yes. However, 
organise it quickly.”

“Okay Anzu, I will arrange it.”

“Good.”

“There's one other thing,” Azdiz mentioned, unsure of his client’s response.

“What would that be?” Anzu asked, impatiently.

“My source can only find eight missiles.”

“Are they armed?”

“Yes, of course, they are!”

“That's fine then.”

“What about my payment?”

“As arranged, just let me have your code, and I will pay the agreed sum into your account.”

“When will that be?”

“You will be paid, as soon as everything checks out.”

A huge crowd gathered at Igigi Star Command, in anticipation of the event about to take place. 
Pushing against the barriers, they craned their necks, waiting for the arrival of their king, their brave 
hero who had volunteered to lead his subjects to the unexplored Ki. The An-Gels were ready and 
waited with cameras primed to roll. This event made the top news. King Alalu would be leaving 
Nibiru for the first time. The only problem being the king hadn't turned up.

“Where could he have got to?” asked the Igigi Commander, as he waited beside the Shamash, ready 
for take-off.

“I'll check with the palace, sir,” the first officer replied,” wondering why the royal personage had 
not arrived as planned.

As far as the palace knew, everything about the king's travel plans seemed in order. Alalu had set it 
up that way, making sure that Anshargal and his vizier saw him leave for the Star Command base. 
Little did they know he had his secret travel plans.

By the time the king's personal Essuru, (a small spacecraft) piloted by Anzu, landed at the secret 
location, the Shamash awaited ready for take-off. As Igigi Command controlled all Nibiruan flights, 
finding a private launch base was not easy. However, after hunting around, Anzu managed to find a 
mostly disused training base, manned by a handful of disgruntled personnel, who were not averse to 
supplementing their low pay.

“Smiling, Anzu said, “There you are your Heavenness, the ship and crew are ready and waiting.”

“What about our special cargo?”

“It's loaded and primed.”

“That's excellent Anzu. You have done well. Let's go aboard.”

The king, still angry losing the match to Anu, believed he had all avenues covered, should the 
renegade Prince make any attempt at grabbing the throne in his absence. Convinced that Anu would 



relinquish the throne in the face of a significant threat to Nibiru city, he felt assured the throne 
would be awaiting his triumphant return. Then he would also become King of Ki.

As he settled in his cabin, he heard a knock on his door. Anzu entered. “Are we ready for blast off?” 
the king asked.

“I just wanted to check to see if you needed anything first.”

Looking straight at the veteran astronaut, Alalu smiled, saying, “Is this better than just flying a 
taxi?”

“It certainly is a bold adventure, my friend.”

Alalu became apologetic. “You know, I didn't want to blow up those volcanoes, but what choice did 
I have?”

“Don't worry. Look at it this way. If you hadn't done so, we wouldn't have this ship now.”

“True, but if I hadn't ordered the missile attack, I might not have been needed to lead this mission.”

Anzu smiled, “It's best not to dwell on such things. Here we are with a rocket ship loaded with 
missiles, ready to fly into unknown space. I only need your consent, and we will be on our way.”

Alalu finally felt the reality of his situation. Once the Shamash took off, there would be no turning 
back. Alalu, who found it difficult to make commitments, had to make the biggest one of his life. 
Clasping his clawed hands behind his back, he went to the porthole and looked out, realising it 
could be his last view of Nibiru. Then, turning to Anzu, he said, “Let's go.”

Chapter 6

The astronaut, awaiting his royal passenger became increasingly concerned at the king's non-
appearance. He informed Igigi Star Command, who contacted the royal residence to find out where 
the king had gotten to. 

Anshargal, at a loss said, “I saw him leave for the Star base with my own eyes. I cannot think what 
might have delayed him.”

“Well he has not arrived, so what has happened to him?”

Anshargal, in a sweat, a rarity for a Homosaur, said. “I have no idea. I will keep looking though.” 
He tried not to panic but as the royal place holder he became the king by proxy. As such it became 
his responsibility to make sure his king remained safe. Now he seemed to have disappeared off the 
face of Nibiru, so Anshargal set about searching for his missing king. 

He called for the vizier and told him what had happened.

“Have you contacted his mother?” the vizier asked, upon his hasty arrival.

Anshargal cringed at the thought. “Why should I contact his mother?”

“Well, she seems to know everything that's going on.”

“Yes, I suppose it might not be a bad idea.”

“You don't reckon she had him kidnapped, to stop him from going, do you?”

“Kidnap the king! No, I don't believe even she would go that far.”



The thought of speaking with Lama, never a pleasant experience for Anshargal, especially as he did 
not come from her son's side of the family, made him cringe. However, as she was most likely to 
know where her son would be, he had to see her.

When they met, at the palace, Lama, who, normally bitter and resentful, seemed light-hearted and 
jovial, putting Anshargal on his guard.

He ventured, “Lama, we are searching for the king. Arrangements were made for him to take off on 
the Ki mission today, but he didn't show up at Star Command.”

Lama's demeanour soon changed to its normal self, “So, you have lost your king. What do you 
expect me to do about it?”

The stand-in king became suspicious. “If it doesn't concern you, Lama, then you must know 
something of his whereabouts.”

Lama just laughed. She then said,” I would love to see you lot running around blindly, chasing your 
tails, but you'll know sooner or later.”

“Know what, Lama?”

“Know that my son has made his own arrangements.”

“What arrangements?” the proxy asked, startled.

“You will find out when he is ready to contact you.”

“I don't understand.”

“In time you will,” she answered, refusing to say anything more on the subject.

Despite the 'Class 3' being an older ship, the take off and initial flight went very smoothly. Anzu, 
very pleased with the Shamash’s handling, became confident of a successful flight. All on board 
systems were working efficiently and the flight continued effortlessly, at least until they 
encountered their first obstacle. This occurred as Anzu carried out a routine check on the flight 
deck.

The navigator caught his attention. “Sir, I'm picking up some unusual blips on the screen.”

Anzu peered over his shoulder, “Are they space craft?”

“No sir, the energy registration suggests inert objects, possibly rock fragments.”

“What size?”

“Different sizes. There does, however, seem to be some large ones among them.

Concerned, but not showing it, Anzu monitored the Nav-screen, watching, as more blips appeared 
to be on a collision course with his ship.

As the Shamash closed in on the unpredictable asteroid fragments in its path, Anzu knew he had to 
take action. However, as this, being the first time a Nibiruan flying saucer had travelled to Ki, left 
him unsure about what action to take, to avoid having his craft damaged, or even destroyed, by the 
huge floating boulders. “Can we fly around them?” he asked.

“That is difficult to know, sir. They're very widespread,” the navigator replied.

“Then we may have to fly through them.”



“If one of the bigger ones hit us, I doubt the ship will survive, sir”

“Then, we'll have to blast them out of the way.”

“I don't believe our ray guns are powerful enough, sir.”

There are always the missiles. We can certainly make a mess of those rocks with one of those.”

“Yes sir.”

Anzu then called out, “Somebody, bring the king here immediately.” Anzu knew the rules. Galactic 
Federation law forbade the use of mass destruction weapons in open space. The only time using 
such a weapon would be allowed was if the crew's life was threatened.  'That's all very well,' he 
thought, when facing a hostile force. But how could he assess the danger level from a bunch of 
floating space rocks?

The blips became bigger and more frequent by the time Alalu entered the bridge. “Why have you 
had me brought up here?” He asked, annoyed.

“I need your decision on something, Your Heavenness.”

“Anzu, I left strict instructions not to be disturbed unless we have an emergency.”

“This could very well be one, Your Heavenness.”

“What do you mean?”

“We need to launch a missile to carve a path through some huge space rocks.”

“Launch a missile! Isn't there some rule against that?”

“Yes, your Heavenness, but if one of those boulders hits us, it could easily rip open our hull.”

“Then it would be an emergency.”

“Then it would be too late!”

The navigator interrupted, “Sir, we have to decide now. The rocks are becoming visible on our vid-
screen.”

Anzu looked straight at Alalu, “We fly, or we die, your choice, your Heavenness.”

“How many missiles do we have?”

“None, if we don't fire one very soon!”

Alalu had no time to appraise the situation. It seemed that using nuclear missiles would be the only 
way they could blast the rocks out of their path. Taking a deep breath, he ordered, “Okay. Fire one.”

By the time, Alalu made the decision to fire a missile at the boulders, smaller rocks were already 
making dents in the ship's hull, as the Shamash flew through them. The missile, once launched, 
streaked unerringly to its target, a boulder about 100 feet across. The massive blast, which created a 
huge energy release, as matter and anti-matter collided, blew the huge rock to smithereens, leaving 
just tiny pebbles to ping harmlessly against the craft's pock-marked hull. The explosion, an amazing 
sight when seen from the flight deck, had Alalu stunned.

Anzu ordered, “Activate radiation shields.”

Alalu, totally blown out by what he had witnessed, uttered, “That was truly outstanding. However, 
now that the excitement is over, I will return to my rest.”



Turning to the king, Anzu corrected, “It's not over yet. The effect of the blast will vaporise the 
surrounding space.” He then picked up an intercom mike, saying, “It's going to get rough. 
Everybody, strap yourselves in.”

The Commander's words proved all too true. No sooner than he gave the order, the vaporised space, 
which rapidly expanded, formed a massive shock wave that tossed the Shamash about as though it 
were merely a piece of driftwood in a stormy sea. 

The craft's metal body shrieked - its durability tested to extremes. The flight crew, fighting a losing 
battle with instruments going haywire, tried, desperately to keep the ship on course. A major power 
failure shortly shut down most of the electrical systems, and then the auxiliary generator kicked in.

Despite the extreme buffeting the old Shamash took, as it flew through the exploded asteroids, its 
metallic hull held together, and its inboard equipment stayed intact. Once the danger had past, the 
crew went into check and repair mode. After checking that the nuclear core still remained intact, 
without any leaks and the warheads were still safe and secure, Anzu’s crew began maintenance 
work on the ships technological components that needed repairs. 

Eventually, the autopilot, which had failed during the crisis, became re-established and the 
navigation equipment, reset. Once he felt satisfied that all was again in order, Anzu resumed his 
course for Ki.

“Come and look at this, sir,” the navigator requested, as the star ship flew through Ki's atmosphere.

Looking over the officer's shoulder, Anzu asked, “What is it?”

“It looks like dense cloud covering the whole planet.”

“How thick is it?”

“I'm not sure sir. The main problem is that we don't know how close we are to the planet's surface.”

Anzu nodded, then, addressing the flight crew, ordered, “Reduce speed and angle of descent and be 
ready to activate retro boosters.”

Having successfully flown blindly through the thick cloud cover, the Igigi pilot began to feel the 
planet's gravitational pull kick in. It registered as a weird sensation, as if the attraction of the planet 
had taken over his controls. He activated the retro rockets, which lessened Ki's gravitational pull. It 
still needed further adjustment for alignment, so the pilot slowed the craft down by further reducing 
his spiralling landing angle.

Having passed through the thick cloud bank the blue/green world below, came into view. As the 
Shamash neared its destination, one of the Igigi crew members had the unenviable task of waking 
the king, and, again, escorting him to the bridge of the craft.

Upon arrival on the bridge, Alalu’s grumpiness had not abated. “What have you disturbed me for 
this time?”

“You said you wanted to know when we came into land, your Heavenness,” Anzu reminded the 
king.

Upon hearing, they were approaching Ki, Alalu's mood noticeably improved. Congratulating the 
flight crew, he said, “Well done one and all. We have made history this day.”

“Would you like to view the landing from the co-pilot's seat, your Heavenness,” the Igigi 
Commander asked, bowing as he did so.



As he looked out of the pilot's window, Alalu beheld the most magnificent sight, a sphere of 
iridescent blue and green, floating in inky space. “So this is Ki,” he commented.

“It is Your Heavenness,” The Commander replied.

“Let us pray to the gods that it will serve our purpose.”

“Yes, Your Heavenness,” the pilot agreed.

As the space ship descended through Ki's atmosphere, the smooth ethereal sphere transformed into 
to the uneven surface of the land and the, seeming, flatness of the oceans. These fitted together like 
an interlocking jigsaw that made up the planetary sphere. As the Shamash descended in ever-
decreasing spirals, the planet's finer points revealed themselves. The, uneven land mass fractal 
revealed even greater detail, as mountain ranges, rivers and lowland jungles came into view. The 
blue/gray oceans exposed their iridescent blue/green hues, topped with white-capped waves.

“We are going to land here, in the ocean, Your Heavenness,” the pilot pointed out, indicating an 
area on the screen that ‘much later', became known as the Persian Gulf.

“Okay everyone, it's time to strap yourselves in, as we are about to land,” the Commander 
announced, as the Shamash slowed, ready for splash down.

Landing, for the first time on a planet is fraught with difficulty for any pilot, no matter how 
experienced he is. Without having a control centre to navigate him in, and only a small visual guide 
to go by, the pilot had only his know how and instinct to direct him. In addition to this,  he was also 
responsible for Alalu’s safety.

Despite all the obstacles impeding them, the landing proved successful, if a little bumpy, as the 
saucer-shaped craft skimmed the waves, and eventually came to rest on the rippling waters of the 
gulf.

Anzu breathed a sigh of relief. They had actually landed safely on Ki. Turning to Alalu, saying, 
“Here we are, Your Heavenness.”

Looking around at the ocean, Alalu commented, “Yes, an extraordinary journey. However, it is now 
that the adventure really begins.”

The pilot approaching his king, said, “Your Heavenness, we apologise for any discomfort you may 
have felt during the landing.”

Alalu brushed the apology aside. “That is nonsense! You did an excellent job.” Then, turning to 
Anzu, he said, “Now perhaps we should venture outside.”

A sealed hovercraft, made ready for the scouting party, stood by. Alalu, Anzu, and eight of the crew 
boarded the vessel, which then hovered over the ocean until it reached the shore.

Donning his 'Eagle helmet' to assist his breathing in Ki's thicker air, Anzu announced, “I will check 
the outside atmospheric conditions, Your Heavenness.” With over 50 Sars of experience to his 
credit, the Commander checked everything thoroughly before leaving the hover vehicle. As he 
stepped outside the craft, a blast of sticky heat hit him. The temperature, however, wasn't surprising 
to him. In fact, it had been a prime reason the Nibiruans chose that landing zone, them being cold-
blooded beings.

The total mission crew numbered 50, including Alalu, the maximum amount of personnel their 
class of Shamash could carry. Forty stayed with the star ship and two with the landing vehicle, 
leaving the remaining six Igigi, plus Anzu and the king, to set off on their quest of discovery.



Chapter 7

Anu could not forgive his father for giving up his right to the throne. He could not figure out why 
Anshargal allowed Nibiruan sovereignty to slip so quickly out of his grasp. Why had his father let 
the pretender, Alalu take his place? On the only occasion, his father had been willing to talk about it 
he said he relinquished the throne because of the responsibility being king entailed. That being so, 
why was he acting as king now? 

Anu thought there was more to it than that. Then, to add insult to injury, Alalu had offered his 
father the servitude role of Royal Cupbearer. The fools at the royal court saw Alalu's offer as a 
gesture of reconciliation, or possibly a reasonable act, but Anu saw through it, recognising it as an 
insult against the Household of Anshargal.

Later, when Alalu offered Anu the appointment of Royal Cupbearer, he had wanted nothing to do 
with it. However, to refuse such a perceived honour affronted the throne of Nibiru. Such an insult 
against the Crown would not stand him in good favour with the High Council. Therefore, the 
diplomatic thing to do meant accepting the position gracefully. Having carried out this onerous task 
for eleven Sars, enough had been enough. 

Being his rival's Royal Cup-holder filled Anu with utter loathing. But, to make matters worse, 
LaMa, the king's mother,  always hovered around her son in a way that made it evident to Anu that 
she stood as the real power behind the throne. Anu felt as though her slit eyes were boring into him, 
reading his mind, as he tended her precious son. He knew she could not read his mind though, 
which was just as well because he had treason on it.

Under the Nibiruan Constitution, the king became enthroned for life, unless, under specific 
circumstances, got overthrown by a challenge for the crown. Anu, such a challenger, convinced 
himself his motivation to seize the throne wasn't only because he coveted it for himself. His primary 
motivation for becoming Nibiru's royal head was his great love for his world. He didn't want to 
desert it, in favour of some far-off planet. 

He wanted to stay there and find a solution to the atmospheric problem. As a member of the 
Nibiruan Council, he had voiced his view that, instead of putting energy and resources into 
colonising another world, it would be far better to concentrate on fixing their waning atmosphere 
with an active gold heat shield.

The problem, which had begun long before Anu's time, recorded in the annals of the vast library, 
became of great interest to him. Records stated that for some unknown reason Neptune's 
gravitational pull had dragged Nibiru from its orbital course, locking the enormous red planet into 
the Solaris System. Subsequently, Nibiru's new orbit brought it very close to the Apsu, damaging, 
over time, the natural heat shield in the planet's atmosphere. 

Most of Nibiru's new orbit took it to the far reaches of the Solar System, way beyond Neptune 
itself, where it orbited around its dead Pulsar. It amounted to an Ice Age occurring with the passing 
of each Sar. This situation was not suitable for cold-blooded beings. It was already tough for the 
Homosaurs living on Nibiru. Most of the time they had to hibernate, and when they did eventually 
emerge above the ground, further damage done to the Nibiruan atmosphere confronted them. 

It had now reached such a crucial point that, if the problem remained unsolved much longer, they 
would have to abandon their planet. Anu and his growing body of supporters determined that this 
would not happen. There just had to be a way to get the shield working.

Although Anu had more faith in science than in the gods, he willingly tried anything. He even 
joined with many other nobles to offer prayers to the gods, in the 'Temple of the Bright Light'. 
There, enjoining An to save their planet, they recited in one voice:



My, Nibiru where black birch trees grow in a good place,

My sanctuary.

Nibiru, where white birch trees grow in a pure place,

My sanctuary.

My Nibiru's shrine is built in a good place,

My sanctuary.

The sanctuary Nibiru's name is a good name,

My sanctuary.

My Nibiru's shrine is built in a good place,

My sanctuary.

The sanctuary Nibiru's name is a good name,

My sanctuary.

Anu reasoned that prayer might very well offer some help and certainly could not do any harm. 
However, for the Prince, the solution had to lie with science.

The High Council had taken all possible steps to slow down the atmospheric deterioration, by 
changing or prohibiting any practice that led to further heating of the planet. Although such 
imposed measures indicated some improvement over time, they were not going to save the world. 
One Nibiruan scientist working on the problem, UrAk, head of the 'Nibiru Rescue Project' at the 
Scientific Academy, dedicated his time to that crucial task.

Anu, taking a great deal of interest in the progress made, kept close contact with Urak, whom he 
asked to keep him informed every step of the way. Urak, of the same mind as Anu, wanted to 
produce the means to save the stricken planet. Therefore, Anu became overjoyed when Urak 
beamed him, notifying the prince that his team had made a breakthrough.

The scientist explained his discovery, as he and Anu dined together at his Academy apartment. 

“It's all to do with gold,” Urak explained.

“That theory has been around for a long time, but nobody has been able to make it work 
effectively.”

“Up to the present moment,” Urak grinned”

“How have you done it then?”

“By finding out how to produce the orme.”

“What is the orme?”

“It is powdered gold to be precise.”

“What's that?”

“The white powder of gold will if suspended it in the atmosphere,  improve our heat shield.”

“White powder?”



“Yes, It's amazing really. Instead of just grinding up gold particles, my team have discovered a 
heating process in which the gold seems to turn to glass, making it much more easy to grind down.”

“Are you sure it will work?”

“We are as sure as we can be, without actually putting it to the test. The experiments,  so far, have 
proven successful. So, yes, we think it is the answer.”

Anu became excited. “Then I must tell the Council!”

“Before you do that, understand we need more gold than we can find on this planet.”

“Everybody will have to have their gold trinkets melted down. We will issue a decree.”

“Even then, there would not be enough. I am talking about a lot of gold here, and continuous 
supply.”

“I believe we should try out your theory with the gold supplies we have and then look for more.”

Urak rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “We could do it that way. Then we would know if we are on the 
right track, before committing ourselves further.”

“So where, apart from here, have your scientists’ detected deposits of gold?”

“The largest amounts seem to be on Ki, where our missing king was supposed to have gone.”

Anu became thoughtful. “Perhaps he did.”

“What do you mean?”

Anu remembered what Lama had said to his father. He will let you know when he is ready. “Maybe 
Alalu is on Ki.”

“If so, why did he not go with Star Command?”

“Because he probably had other plans. He wanted to be the big shot, and he's probably cooking up 
something.”

“I wonder what?” Urak said, puzzled. He added, “If he did land on Ki he might be looking for the 
gold.”

Anu pondered the scientist’s statement. “It's a possibility, but we don't know for certain if there is 
much gold there.”

Anu, ready to make his move, felt wholly justified in so doing. Alalu had not done anywhere near 
enough to save the planet, and now he had disappeared. It seemed apparent to Anu that the king had 
deserted Nibiru, so he deserved to lose his throne. Now, with the king’s dereliction of duty and the 
scientific breakthrough, Anu had the ammunition he needed to gain support for his proposed royal 
coup. To achieve the advantage of surprise he had to act quickly, before his father, who bowed to 
the usurper, found out about the scientist's discovery and told the High Council. Timing was of the 
essence.

Therefore, in a secret meeting at the Science Academy, Anu gathered his core group, which 
included some sympathetic members of the High Council. Scientists, royal advisors and business 
colleagues, who wanted Alalu removed from the throne.

Anu introduced Urak to the covert gathering. “Urak has some exciting news for us.”

“What news?” a Council member asked.



The head scientist announced, “We have made a breakthrough, and we can now protect our planet 
with a gold heat shield.”

Those present stood up, clapping and cheering.

Anu silenced them. “The bad news is that we need more gold and lots of it!”

“What has Anshargal decided, considering this news?” someone asked.

Anu answered, “He does not know yet.”

“Then we had better inform him about it,” one of the council members urged.

Anu replied, “Not yet. The King of Heaven has given up on this planet. He has disappeared, An 
knows where. It is time for me take his place.”

The room became silent. 

Then a Council elder said, “Given time, the throne will fall to you, Anu.”

“How much time are we talking about here?” another asked.

“Once we have discovered what has become of the king, then …”

Anu interrupted, “We do not have time. We have to act now before we all lose our planetary home.”

“I agree with Anu,” one of the Council members said.

“Alalu has forfeited his right to the throne by deserting us at this crucial time,” another agreed.

“Supposing he was forced to go,” Somebody suggested, defending the king.

Anu became impatient. “Enough of this bickering. It's time for me to take command. Therefore, 
who is with me?”

Many fists rose up, a Nibiruan sign signifying solidarity.

After the meeting settled down, The Council elder asked, “Do we have the numbers?”

“I have military support in place. I only have to give the word,” Anu answered.

“When will you inform Anshargal about this?” a supporter asked.

“When the time is right,” the prince answered.

“But Anshargal is your father!” a member stated.

“I do not need to be reminded of that. Although there is no love lost between my father and Alalu, 
he is loyal to the throne, no matter who sits on it.”

Many members nodded in assent.

Anu pressed home his advantage. “It's time for a change. All those with me again raise their right 
fist.”

This time, all the fists raised high.

For the coup d'etat to be successful, Anu knew it had to involve control by an active portion of 
Nibiru's military, while neutralising the rest of the armed force’s potential counteraction. His people 
had to be ready to either capture or expel key Alalu supporters, including political and military 
leaders. They had to be prepared and able to take physical control of the most important 



government offices, means of communication, and the physical infrastructure, such as critical 
streets and power plants.

In its initial stages, everything went smoothly with the coup. Even Lama, who always kept her ear 
to the ground, knew nothing about the imminent takeover. Oblivious to the events taking place, the 
palace guards carried out their regular duties, until a commotion at the palace gates alerted them. 
Upon investigation, the guards, confronted by Nibiruan military, were ordered to surrender, 
Confused and outnumbered, they retreated to a secure vantage point, where they beamed for 
assistance. The operator at the command post, unsure how to proceed in such a situation, didn't 
want to be the one to order his guards to fire on Nibiruans. It fell to the king to decide such things, 
not him.

Anshargal, unhappy having his sleep disturbed, grumbled, “This had better be of the highest 
importance.” 

The nervous messenger spluttered, “We are under attack, Your Majesty.”

“What do you mean, under attack? Attack by whom?”

“We're not sure, but there is Nibiruan military personnel amongst them.”

“And what are my guards doing about it?”

“Waiting for your instructions, your Majesty.”

“What do you mean, waiting for my instructions? Their job is to defend the crown!”

“Even if it means firing on our citizens, Your Majesty?”

“They are no longer citizens. They are traitors, and we shall treat them as such!”

“Even your son, Anu?”

The Proxy king stared wide-eyed at the messenger. “What has Anu got to do with this?”

“He is leading the rebels, Your Majesty.”

Anshargal, shocked at this disclosure, remained silent for a moment. Then he responded, 
“Countermand my previous order for the present. Tell Anu to come and see me.”

Having received no orders from their king and having refused to surrender, the Captain of the guard 
remained in a quandary. He knew they had to have a strategy to defend the palace before it became 
too late, but he needed direction from his king. Just then, he received orders to locate and bring Anu 
to the king's quarters. This Anshargal conveyed to a rebel spokesperson, who in turn personally 
informed his leader. 

Anu would not risk going into the palace unarmed and alone. He sent a message back saying, if the 
king’s servant wanted to talk, he would have to come to him.

Anshargal listened to the messenger. He noted but ignored his son’s insult. He had to stay focused 
on breaking the stalemate. Therefore, he agreed to meet his son at the gates of the palace.

An uneasy silence filled the night, as they faced each other. Anshargal broke the ice. “So you are 
trying to seize the throne, Anu.”

“Something you should have done a long time ago!”

“You just don't understand.”



“That's right father. However, understand this. Get your guards to surrender, or we will take the 
palace by force.”

The proxy king stood his ground. “I have been entrusted with protecting the Crown. I cannot give in 
to your demands.”

“What even if it sits on the head of a pretender?”

“It is the office, not the person I am protecting.”

“The office has been corrupted. Can you not see that, father?”

Deep down Anshargal knew his son was right. Yes, he should have claimed the throne all those 
Sars back. His action, or inaction, had cheated his son out of his rightful inheritance. He could not 
blame Anu for having the courage he had not shown. Turning to Anu, he said quietly, “Very well, I 
will do as you ask.”

Having received an order from Anshargal not to fire on the rebels, the Captain of the Guard had no 
choice but to surrender. He could do nothing to stop the plot to take the throne. However, as the 
coup orchestrated by Anu had the proxy king's support, he no longer had anyone to guard. 
Therefore, following a few minor skirmishes between Anu's army on the outside and the palace 
guard, the latter laid down their arms.

Realising they had won, a huge cheer went up among the rebels. The guards stood meekly aside as 
Anu, and his entourage marched through the palace to the throne chamber, where, following great 
fanfare, Anu, wearing the king's golden crown and with the royal sceptre in his hand,  assumed his 
position as the new king of Nibiru.

Chapter 8

Alalu quickly developed a hatred of Ki. Getting used to breathing the denser air proved difficult 
enough, but stomach cramps, caused by eating alien plants, made things even worse. He also had 
initial difficulty in adapting to the very short periods of constantly changing light and darkness. One 
moment Solaris scorched them with its heat; the next Kingu shines its reflective light upon them. 
Everything seemed to happen very fast, especially the growth of plants. Then the squelchy mud 
underfoot in the marshy land added to the difficulty of adjusting to life on the new planet. The 
teeming rains were even worse but the news beamed from Nibiru was the last straw. 

Alalu summoned Anzu to his crude shelter, for a conference.

Anzu, having responded immediately, asked, “What is the matter?”

Still incensed by the news, Alalu exploded, “Anu has seized my throne!”

Anzu showed no surprise at the news. “Well, you knew that distinct possibility existed when you 
decided to come here, didn't you?”

“The coward waits until I am out of the way.”

“The perfect time for a takeover, I would say.”

“Whose side are you on, Anzu?”

“I am on your side, of course, Your Heavenness.” After a short pause, he asked, “So what are we 
going to do about it?”



“We are going to do what we planned. Get me back to the mother ship so that I can beam that 
upstart, Anu.”

Owing to Alalu’s response to the takeover Anu discovered his location. Contacting Kunuk, he said, 
“I have just heard from Alalu.”

“Really - where is he?” The High Council leader asked.

“As I suspected he is on Ki. Apparently, they landed safely. He's been there all the time we’ve been 
looking for him.”

“Then why did he not use the ship the Igigi prepared for him?”

“More to the point, how did he get to Ki?”

“Precisely, your Heavenness. We need to ascertain his location and find out who he has with him.”

“I will contact him if I can. In the meantime don’t leak this to the An-Gels, at least not until we find 
out what is going on.”

Using a beam technician, Anu made contact with Alalu’s Shamash, and the ex-king. Anu, annoyed 
and puzzled about the former king’s disappearing trick, stated, “By leaving Nibiru the way you did 
you showed total disregard for your planet and everybody here.”

Alalu countered with, “The reason I am here is to save our planet, not to neglect it.”

“How do you propose to do that?”

“I propose to help Nibiru by looking for sources of gold on Ki.”

Anu became interested. “Have you found any?”

“I will present my report once we return to Nibiru.”

Changing the subject, Anu asked, “How is Ki?”

“It has potential. Why do you ask?”

“I think it best if you stay there. You are not welcome on Nibiru.”

Alalu shocked by Anu’s cold statement, finally regaining his wits, responded, “I will decide 
whether or not I return to Nibiru.”

“I will exile you if you force me to.”

Taking a deep breath, Alalu said, “I've listened to you, Anu. Now you are going to listen to me.”

Anu, surprised by the former king’s change of tone, said, “What do you mean?”

“I want you to relinquish the crown in readiness for my triumphant return home.”

“Are you mad? I am the king now. Haven't you been listening?”

“Anu, if you want me to do this the hard way then so be it.”

“What are you raving on about?”

“I have a ship armed with mass destruction missiles. If you do not give up the throne, I shall return 
and fire them at Nibiru city. The first target will be the Royal Palace. Now have I got your 
attention?”

Anu felt weak, reeling under the verbal onslaught. “You're bluffing,” he challenged.



“I assure you I am not bluffing! Why would I make such a threat if I couldn't carry it out?”

Anu became silent. It all began to make sense to him. The mysterious way Alalu had left the planet 
and the cryptic explanation Lama had given his father. Measuring his words, he said, “This is very 
serious, Alalu. Making such threats against Nibiru is punishable by death. You know that.”

“When I come back and reclaim my throne I will have you exiled. Let me know your decision by 
next Apsu rise.”

“I will have to convene the Council.”

Anu quickly gathered his closest advisors. He briefly outlined the subject of his conversation with 
the deposed king. Everybody sat stunned at the news. Anu said, “We have to keep this information 
within these walls.”

They all nodded.

Anu said, “We must all focus our attention on an effective strategy to combat this threat. Ideas 
please.”

Kunuk asked, “Your Heavenness, how do we know he has these weapons?”

“We have to take it that he does,” Anu answered.

“Oh, he has them all right,” the Igigi Supreme Commander, stated.”

“How do you know that?” Kunuk asked.

“As soon as we knew he had left the planet we did some checking. There are not many places on 
Nibiru from which a Shamash can take off. We tracked it to the take-off pad of a disused training 
facility. We also know that some MD missiles have gone missing from a dump in the Savu desert 
region. Putting the two incidents together gives us a clear picture of what happened to the King - I 
mean Alalu.”

Anu asked, “Have you notified my father about this?”

“Of course, your Heavenness.”

“I see,” Anu said, thoughtfully. He tried not to show his concern. “So now we know Alalu is not 
bluffing.”

“Your Heavenness, we may know he is not bluffing about having the missiles on board, but we 
don't know if this threat to use them on us is real,” Kunuk added.

“I am not willing to take that chance,” Anu responded.

“What do you want us to do, Your Heavenness?” The Supreme Commander asked.

“Get your people to be on the lookout for Alalu's ship and be ready to deal with it.”

“You are ordering us to destroy it?”

“Yes – before he destroys us.”

Anu summoned Lama to his chambers. Although offended at Anu for ordering her around, and 
despite seeing him as a pretender to the throne, she still had to obey him. She acted very coldly 
towards him, even chillier than usual. “What do you want with me?” she hissed once they were 
alone.

“We know that Alalu got his own star ship for his journey to Ki.”



“I told your pathetic father he'd made his own arrangements.”

Anu, determined not to react to her venomous insults, responded, “You didn't say he had MD 
weapons on board.”

“Does he?”

Anu showed surprise “Then, you don't know?”

“Of course I don’t know. Now, what is this nonsense about?”

“Your son has threatened to come here and fire missiles at this city if he is not re-installed as king.”

LaMa sat silent for a moment. She then said, “I assumed you had arranged this meeting  to convey 
congratulations to my son.”

“Congratulate him! Whatever for?”

“Finding a source of gold, which, as you well know, is the reason he went to Ki in the first place.”

“As I understand it, he went there to find a suitable environment for a new Nibiruan domicile.”

“Surely it’s better to find gold there.”

“He has found gold?”

“That's what he said.”

“I need to find out about this.”

“I'm sure you do. Now, if that is all, Anu.”

“There is one thing Lama. Your son's threat is grave. If he intends to become a threat to us, the Igigi 
have orders to shoot him out of the sky. Do you understand me?”

As the full realisation of Anu’s words hit her, she retorted, “Of course. I'm not stupid.”

“Then may I suggest that you try to make him see sense. Tell him to drop the threat, and we will 
negotiate with him.”

Anu sat in his chambers, weighing up various scenarios in his mind. 

(1) Alalu had the missiles and was prepared to use them.

(2) Alalu did have the rockets, but he bluffed about using them.

(3) He had discovered gold on Ki and wanted to use it as a bargaining tool.

(4) He had not found any gold and was bluffing.

Ultimately, Anu decided to contact the ex-king. He beamed Alalu and waited for a response.

Alalu took the beam, saying, “Anu, you've decided to comply with my demands then.”

“Your mother tells me you have found gold.”

Alalu did not answer. Instead, the ex-king asked, “Have you decided to step down, Anu?”

“If your ship comes anywhere near Nibiru it will be destroyed. Now, I want to know more about 
this gold.”



Ignoring Anu’s request, he said, “I suspected your underhandedness and traitorous trickery Anu, 
which is why I armed myself before flying to Ki. The missiles are primed and ready to hit their 
targets. However, I am ready to trade the gold here, for my reinstatement as King of Nibiru.”

“You are dangling the gold in front of us, as an enticement, while threatening us with your missiles. 
That is not the way to negotiate, Alalu.”

“My missiles are all the negotiation I need.”

“Space Command assures me that you will never get close enough to do any damage.”

“I wouldn’t bet on if I were you. I can launch the missiles a very long way from Nibiru. The Igigi 
won't even see us.”

“Alalu, I cannot believe you would want to attack your home planet.”

“If you do not give up the throne, Anu, you leave me no choice.”

“That is not going to happen, Alalu. Why not carry out your mission on Ki and we can negotiate 
terms later?”

“You know my terms, Anu. They are the only ones I am interested in.”

Anu alerted Kunuk, telling him about Alalu’s demands. He decided that the High Council should 
adjudicate in the matter. Once the meeting got under way, there were many frantic questions from 
the floor. Queries, such as: Does he have the weapons? Is he likely to carry out his threat? How did 
the king sneak off with a rocket full of missiles and nobody knew about it? Are you going to step 
down? Are you going to destroy Alalu?

Among all the commotion, I-lu, Anu's foremost son, suggested, “Ask Alalu to prove that he has 
found ample gold on Ki.”

“That is a practical idea I-lu. You beam Alalu and ask for proof,” Anu suggested.

Kunuk spoke up. “With respect your Heavenness, It would probably be better if I spoke with Alalu. 
After all, we have to neutralise this threat.”

“Very well, see what you can do,” Anu agreed.

Alalu felt indispensable. It seemed that everybody wanted to talk to him. He picked up the latest 
beam. Seeing the head of the High Council on the screen, he became very curious. “How can I 
assist you, Kunuk,” Alalu asked.

“It seems we are in a delicate situation, Alalu.”

“Correction, Kunuk. Your situation on Nibiru is very delicate.”

“That's true, but we need to work out a peaceful solution we can all live with.”

“What do you suggest?”

“If you can prove to the Council that there is adequate gold in Ki, for our needs, that would go well 
in your favour.”

Alalu could not believe it. The ex-king retorted, “Prove there is ample gold on Ki. Just how am I 
supposed to do that? You may just as well ask me to jump over Kingu!”

“Have you found any gold, Alalu?”



“Are you calling me a liar?”

“No, Alalu. It's just that …”

“All I know is that we have discovered a gold mine in a range of mountains north of our landing 
zone. What I want to know is do I get my kingdom for the gold?”

“Alalu, I'm afraid that is not going to happen. You must get used to the idea that you will never be 
the King of Nibiru again. If you carry out your threat and survive the attack, we will execute you for 
treason and crimes against Nibiru. Your mother may well not be able to live with such shame. Do 
you want her death on your conscience as well?”

Alalu weighed Kunuk’s words. At length, he said, “Anu had no right to steal the crown from me.”

“With respect Alalu, since he beat you at wrestling, he has had every right to take, what by Nibiruan 
law, is rightfully his. However, the important thing now is to work out a peaceful solution to this 
impasse.”

“There is only one solution, Kunuk. Tell Anu the gold supply is plentiful, and I will let him have 
access to it once you restore my kingship.”

The emergency Council meeting reconvened, and, in response to Kunuk's report, some of the 
councillors were all for meeting Alalu's demands.

I-lu stood up, saying, “We only have his word about the gold supply. It could just be a ploy to get 
him reinstated. Can we believe the word of a traitor?”

A councillor, tired and exasperated, asked, “Your Highness, Would you prefer that he carries out 
his threat?”

“We will not give in to threats of terror. We should go to Ki, and arrest him. He should be brought 
back here to stand trial.”

Kunuk responded, “That's all very well, your Highness, but right now, dealing with this threat is our 
greatest priority. Now all of you that are in favour of giving in to Alalu's demands vote now.”

After much deliberation and soul-searching, the Council voted against Alalu, and Kunuk conveyed 
this to him.

He responded, “Then, I’m afraid, we have to do it the hard way.”

Kunuk’s heart seemed to miss a beat. “That would not be a wise move,” he said, lamely.

After Kunuk had signed off, the deposed king felt very unsure and alone. Having had time to reflect 
on his actions, a stalemate ensued in his mind. Although he had the means at his disposal to back up 
his threats, he did not want to go down that path. He had been confident the risk alone would be 
enough, but it turned out not to be so. Now, he either had to embark on a path of mass destruction 
or back down and take his chances.

Meanwhile, The High Council on Nibiru maintained their intransigence regarding Alalu's position. 
They could afford to do this because Nibiru had started to move away from Apsu, for another of its 
long cold journeys to its dead sun, at the extreme perimeter of the Solaris system. This situation 
meant, if Alalu did not act soon, another 3600 Ki Sars would have to pass before he could make 
good his threat. 



(The reason for this, being that Nibiruan rocket design did not include anti-gravitation technology.  
Instead, it used, what we call, Electro-dynamic propulsion [EDP], which the Nibiruans 
accomplished by optimising the ramjet process over the entire leading surface of the Shamash, in 
response to space through which it moved. With the traditional Nibiruan ramjet, air sucked into the 
front of the craft; with added fuel from its nuclear cells, ignited inside, and got expelled out the 
back. The major problem with this system is the same as with push-only propulsion systems namely 
that all the leading surfaces of the rest of the craft encounter direct inertial resistance from the air 
that is not passing through it - but around it. Consequently, travel between Ki and Nibiru could 
only take place when the gravitational pull between both planets allowed space travel to occur.)

Sumerian Chronicles state ‘If from the gold dust of Ki a shield for Nibiru its atmosphere to save, let  
Alalu on Ki rule as king. For kingship on Nibiru let, him again wrestle Anu. Let me in the chariot  
(rocket) through the bracelet (asteroids) with water, not fire (a reference to Alalu using missiles) I  
shall fashion. On Earth from the waters let me precious gold obtain; to Nibiru back it will be sent. 

Chapter 9

Alalu stood on the higher ground, at the mine location. As it wasn't marshy, the hard Earth, much 
more substantial, was more comfortable on the soles of his scaly feet. After traversing the rocky 
incline, he came to a flat area, near the mouth of the newly excavated mine. “Ah, there you are,” he 
said, noticing his friend Anzu, overseeing the mining operation.

“Greetings Alalu,” The Commander replied. “I have to talk to you.”

“Oh, what do you want to talk about?”

“About levelling some ground here and relocating the Shamash to this area.”

Alalu looked around at the uneven terrain. “How are we going to level it out?”

“We can do it with the ship’s laser. It will easily cut through these rocks.” Then, to strengthen his 
argument, Anzu added, “The time saved in walking to and from the mine will allow us more 
working periods each day.”

Alalu nodded, “It does make sense. Okay, find an area to level, and the miners can use the Shamash 
as their living quarters.”

Anzu, having been a career astronaut all his working life, had gotten used to taking orders. As 
Alalu’s pilot, he came to know the king very well. However, he still found it difficult to be casual 
with him. Never the less, because the ex-king always treated him as a friend, not as an inferior, he 
had learned to be more relaxed with him. Being a king’s man, he was prepared to do anything, even 
sacrifice his life for Alalu's cause, in which he firmly believed. However, his master seemed to be 
losing his resolve and, even worse, for him and his crew, he seemed to be accepting his exile on Ki. 
This frustrated Anzu. He could not work out why Alalu kept vacillating. One minute, he supported 
Nuking Nibiru. The next, he seemed happy to sit out some time on Ki. In the end, he had to say 
something. 

“Alalu, if we don't make our move soon we will have to wait until the new cycle comes around.”

“We have to make sure we are doing the right thing, Anzu. Once we decide to carry out our threat, 
there is no turning back.”

“Yes, but the longer we wait, the more Anu is laughing at you. Your threat is being treated with 
lesser importance now.”



“I've been thinking about that. Nibiru needs the gold more than it needs Anu.”

Once we start shipping the precious metal home, I can name any price – any price.”

“Are you just prepared to leave it like that?”

“There's not much else I can do at present, except launch a suicide attack on Nibiru, and that 
wouldn't achieve anything in the long term.”

“There is still time if we load up the gold we have and head home.”

“But I've been exiled here!”

“The gold will change all that. Besides if, you are stuck here, then so are we. That's not of our 
choosing. The crew is already complaining. The men assumed we are on a short fact-finding 
mission.”

“What do you suggest then?”

“That we are all pardoned, in return for giving Nibiru our gold supply. Then we can go home.”

“But I still won't be the king!”

Anzu said, “I believe it is time you realised that no matter what happens you will never again be 
king.”

It was the first time Alalu had heard those words it from his close and trusted friend. His eyes 
clouded over as sadness engulfed him. Alalu, taking a deep breath, said, “I fear you are right.”

“Then let us all return to Nibiru.”

“I will put your proposition to the Nibiruan High Council.”

With only forty-nine Igigi astronauts, to support him, Anzu could not do much about the untenable 
situation in which he found himself. Due to the coup back home, he and his crew were traitors, 
unable to return to Nibiru. The team could always plead they were just following orders, and maybe 
they would be able to return home. However, Alalu's exile on Ki presented even more problems as 
Anzu could not bear leaving the deposed King of Heaven alone on that strange planet. 

To make things even more impossible, the supplies, which were only adequate for a short stay on 
Ki, had nearly run out. Anzu, well aware that they would not survive without support from his 
home planet, didn't know what to do. In addition to this setback, Anu announced that Ki was no 
longer required, as a Nibiruan homeland, because Urak and his team had the answer in hand to 
solve the planet's atmosphere problem. Ultimately, Anzu and his astronauts held a secret meeting 
aboard the Shamash.

Once most of his crew presented themselves, Anzu spoke frankly. “Okay, this is the scenario we 
face. We must accept the fact that Anu is now officially the new Heavenly king and we are under 
his command.”

“Does that mean we can return home soon, sir?” the pilot asked.

“There has been no directive to that effect, but to do so means facing charges of treason.”

“But we were just following the orders of our king, sir,” the navigator stated.

“That's true, except, he is no longer the king; our actions are treasonous in the face of the new 
king.”



“We still have the missiles. We could use our threat to broker an amnesty deal,” the 
communications officer suggested.

“They won’t take our threat seriously now,” the Igigi pilot stated.  

“What about Alalu?” Anzu asked.

“He is not our responsibility now. We have to look out for ourselves,” the pilot said.

“We still have a duty of care to perform, Captain. He is not welcome back home, but we can’t just 
leave him here.”

“So, what are we to do, sir?” the pilot asked.

“We can keep him on an off-planet space platform and guard him until Anu makes his decision.”

Overall it seemed like the most practical compromise, so it got the raised- fist vote. Even Alalu, 
who, although deeply depressed about his exile, agreed the solution to be the fairest outcome for all 
concerned parties. The next problem facing the Igigi rebels, obtaining the supplies they needed for 
their return home, had to be organised. They had assumed that, once they had established 
themselves on Ki other Nibiruan colonists would follow, with extra supplies. Now, this wasn't to be 
the case, and the astronauts found themselves stranded and isolated.

They complained about this to Anzu, who beamed Kunuk, whom he knew on the Council. “My 
crew needs amnesty so that we can return home,” Anzu put forward.

“Why should the king grant you amnesty, Anzu?” Kunuk asked.

“Because we still have the missiles and we can carry out our threat.”

“We are not taking that threat seriously now.”

“We can renew our threat any time we want.”

“So why this call?”

“We need supplies to get off Ki.”

Kunuk laughed, “Then you cannot make good your threat, and you have nothing to bargain with.”

Anzu tried a different tack. “We will bring back the gold we have in return for the king's 
clemency.”

“That might work. I will put your proposal to his Heavenness.”

“Did he mention why he wants this meeting with us, Anshargal, Anu's Cupbearer, asked, as he and 
the king waited for the Igigi Supreme Commander to arrive.

“All I know is that it has something to do with Ki.”

Just then, The Commander arrived at the palace, after that Anu had him shown to his quarters.

“Greetings Your Heavenness,” Commander Za-ag said, upon entering Anu’s private chamber.

“Hello Commander,” Anu replied. “Now, what did you want to see me about?”

“We have to do something about Alalu and the Ki mission, Your Heavenness.”

“What do you suggest?” asked Anshargal, who seemed a little more confident.



“Their supplies are low, and very soon they will have to stay there for a whole Nibiruan Sar.”

“That would be 3600 Ki Sars. That's a long time on Ki.” Anshargal calculated.

“Is this supposed to be of concern to me?” Anu asked.

“We cannot just leave them to perish, Your Heavenness.”

Anu sighed. He was not a heartless ruler, even to his enemies. "I know that, Commander. However, 
our main priority at present is smelting all our gold to protect this planet.”

“If we could just send them one supply ship with enough fuel to lift them off, the problem would be 
solved.”

“As you well know Commander, all our craft are engaged in looking for gold sources.”

“Your Heavenness, what about the gold Alalu has already found on Ki?”

“We have no idea how much there is,” Anshargal said.

“I know, but supposing, I can get Alalu to tell me the figures, and it all seems worthwhile, will you 
grant me permission to send one of our craft, with equipment, to go and see for ourselves?”

The Cup Bearer commented, “Your Heavenness, if what the Commander suggests turns out to be 
successful, then we have solved two problems in one go.”

Anu answered, “Your proposal seems sound enough, Commander. Go ahead and send one 
commercial ship to Ki.”

Alalu and the Igigi were much relieved when their Commander relayed Anu's decision. With lifted 
spirits, the crew set about making preparations in readiness for the landing of the cargo ship. While 
Anzu and his technicians set up their equipment to act as a control centre to guide the Nibiruan craft 
in, Alalu used his spare time going for long walks, during which he observed many strange 
creatures in the weird world in which he found himself. The beasts of this strange land were much 
different from any species from back home. However, stranger still were the hairy beasts who, like 
the Nibiruans, walked upright on two legs.

Alalu had not seen them at first. He put it down to the fact that they appeared to be small, timid, and 
they hid in the vast tree fern forests, whenever he got near to them. Whether they were becoming 
less afraid, he did not know. Perhaps he had just become better at detecting them. However, unlike 
themselves, the hirsute bipeds moved incredibly fast. At first, Alalu assumed, their haste to be due 
to some predator chasing them, but he eventually discovered that wasn't the reason. They just 
seemed to be in a tremendous hurry. Alalu did not understand why they moved around so fast.

One day, an Igigi astronaut managed to trap one of the hairy bipeds and bring it into the mining 
camp, but it stank so badly, they let it go. Since then they kept their distance and only observed the 
erect beasts from afar.

Observation of the hairy creatures did prove useful though, especially concerning their eating 
habits. As the flora and vegetation on Ki proved very different to that back home, the Nibiruans did 
not know what was right or safe to eat. By watching the hirsute beings gathering plants, the space 
visitors learned what vegetation made excellent, wholesome meals. As time went on, the Nibiruans 
hunting and gathering skills significantly improved.

Great excitement abounded as news about the cargo ship nearing Ki reached the ears of Anzu’s 
flight crew. Communications took place between the Captain of the Shamash and the Commander 
of the transport ship. Co-ordinates to ensure a safe landing was worked out and a strip of ground 



crudely excavated, served as a landing area. Before the supply vessel's arrival, torches were set up 
each side of the landing area to guide the space vehicle in to land.

Loud cheers erupted from the grounded astronauts, once the lights of the supply craft became 
visible in the evening sky. Another huge cheer went up as the approaching cargo vessel came into 
land. Unlike the Shamash, which landed vertically, the space transport needed a short runway in 
which to stop. As the immense craft came to a halt, the Igigi began gathering around it. Soon the 
crew emerged, much relieved at having made the first stable Earth Ki landing. They looked around 
with amazement as the initial effect the new world penetrated their senses. They welcomed the 
warm, humid temperature, as they took in the view around them.

The freighter Commander had a disk message for Alalu. Although he did not know its content, he 
did not feel comfortable handing it over to the deposed king, himself. So he sought out Commander 
Anzu, to deliver it for him. He had been uncomfortable about the whole assignment. Although 
nobody at the space base back home knew what had happened to Alalu, much speculation 
abounded, and rumours were rife among the crews and ground staff. The freighter Captain didn't 
listen to the stories flying around, but he knew that Alalu had left Nibiru under some cloud, 
probably as dense as the one he had to fly through to land on Ki.

He located the rebel skipper on the bridge of the Shamash. Anzu had been a bit of a legend among 
those at Space Command but the freighter Captain, knowing Anzu to be part of whatever Alalu had 
plotted, treated him with suspicion. “Commander I have a message for Alalu.”

“He is in his quarters. I will have someone show you the way.”

“I had hoped you would give it to him.”

With a puzzled frown, Anzu asked, “Why?”

“You have a close relationship with him.”

“It is bad news then?”

“I don’t know what the disk contains,” he answered, handing over the package.

Anzu nodded. “Very well, I will deliver it.”

Anzu found the ex-king in his spacecraft quarters. After being invited inside, Anzu said, “The 
supply ship landed safely. Isn't that good news?”

Seeing how down-in-the-mouth and morose the ex-king looked, Anzu asked, “What's the matter 
with you?”

“It's all hopeless. I have messed everything up. There is no future for me.”

“I have a message for you,” Anzu said, handing over the disk.

Alalu looked at the disk, blankly.

“I will leave you to find out what it says then,” the Igigi Commander said, making to leave the 
cabin.

Alalu, having no will to take any more bad news, needed some moral support. “No, don't go. Listen 
to it with me.”

Anzu hesitated. Then he took the diskette off his master and inserted it into an information 
processing system. Anshargal’s visage filled the screen. His voice elucidated, “After much 
deliberation, the High Council of Nibiru has decreed that the original indictment against you still 
stands. You deserve execution, for such a treacherous act! However, we have decided, in 



consideration of your late status on Nibiru, you will live in exile on Ki. If you have discovered 
substantial supplies of gold, we will set up a permanent colony there. If you willingly hand over 
your weapons to the freighter Captain, so we can disarm them we will review your situation in one 
Nibiruan Sar.”

Alalu and Anzu just sat there, stunned.

The cargo crew had just finished unloading the gold supplies from the Shamash and prepared to 
load the treasure, onto the freighter, when armed Igigi surrounded them. “What's the meaning of 
this?” the charge hand demanded, a ray gun pointing in his direction.

Anzu stepped forward, “You are not taking the gold!”

“What do you mean? We have orders to take back the gold,” The workman stated.

Threatening with his gun, Anzu said, “I am revoking those orders. If anybody goes after the gold, 
they are dead. Do you understand?”

“Yes, but the king is not going to like this.”

“That is your king's problem. Now the sooner you take off, the better.”

The merchant ship's Captain, just about ready to spend a few days in this strange world, had to 
change his plans when the charge hand told him of the extraordinary events that had unfolded. The 
Captain sought out Anzu. He located him at the loading site.

“What is going on here?” he asked, eyeing the stalemate taking place.

“We have decided to hang onto the gold for insurance.”

The Captain considered this. At length, he asked, “How much gold do you have?”

“Why do you want to know?”

“If you will not let me take the gold I need to get an assessment to show the king.”

“Okay, I will show you our gold reserves, but you must agree to leave it here.”

“I don't have much choice, do I?”

“No, you do not.”

“Then, show it to me.”

Anzu stood back as the freighter Captain scrutinised the ore. 

“How many tons of rock is there here?” The Captain asked.

“We estimate around fifty tons.”

He turned to Anzu. “What has happened to you?”

He replied, “I am loyal to my king.”

The Captain sneered, “The King of Ki.”

Chapter 10

The day dawned for the Astronauts to leave Alalu on Ki. Anzu, very sad to have to go without his 
friend, put on a brave face.  “Well, I guess this is it,” Anzu said, his eyes glistening with tears - a 
strange sensation he had only experienced while on Ki.



“The others are all ready then,” Alalu responded, meaning the rest of the Igigi crew.

“Yes we will be taking off soon,” he answered, a mixture of happiness and sadness in his voice.

“You won't forget to drop in on my mother, will you?”

“Of course not, and we'll do all we can to get you returned home.” He then embraced Alalu, saying, 
“We gave it our best shot my friend, or should I say our best bluff.”

Sighing, Alalu said, “Yes, I suppose a bluff is all it turned out to be.”

Smiling slowly, Alalu added, “At least it got you and the crew clemency, in return for the gold.”

“Yes, thank you for that. I won't forget the sacrifice you made.”

“I won't let you forget it,” Alalu smiled, wanly.

Events had taken some interesting twists and turns. Anu angered at Alalu's threat to hang on to the 
gold, said he would send a heavily armed star ship to Ki, to deal with him and the rebels. Alalu, 
knowing he would come off second best in such an encounter told Anu he could have the gold if he 
and his crew, were granted amnesty. Anu remained Adamant that Alalu's exile stood, but he showed 
willing and granted clemency to Anzu and the rebel astronauts. Somehow, amid deals and counter-
deals, the missiles, which were at the centre of the whole venture, remained on Ki. Alalu got Anzu 
to transfer and hide the rockets in a deep cave. If Anu asked Anzu what happened to them, as far as 
he knew, they had been disarmed and scrapped.

Alalu felt happy for Anzu and his crew and, much to his relief, he was not left alone in the alien 
world. Trained miners came with the merchant ship. They stayed behind to develop the mine the 
astronauts had started. Strangely, since Alalu came to terms with his situation, he felt more settled 
with his lot. He even started to see himself as King of Ki.

After the Igigi left, Alalu felt very lonely at times. To keep the dark thoughts at bay, he occupied his 
mind with work. To this end, he had daily briefings with a miner who had taken over as manager. 
Alalu, giving himself a sense of purpose, controlled the mining project. At least believing he had 
control of his destiny gave Alalu a sense of security and stability. He had always been a creature of 
particular habits, and he needed order in his life, especially in the extraordinary circumstances in 
which he found himself. Separation from family and friends left him feeling empty while filling 
him with great sadness. However, he saw his lot, as a decision he had made, out of a sense of duty. 
He could not bear to see himself as a victim of circumstances.

In line with his assumed high standing, he ordered that a palace is built for him, a project that he 
oversaw himself. Building in the new world required a completely different technology to that on 
Nibiru. Here the materials were elementary. Muddy clay, dug up from the swampy areas, became 
bricks. Left exposed to Apsu, the blocks soon dried out, and became hardened. These brick blocks 
became the basic building unit in hot climates for hundreds of thousands of Sars to come. 
Construction progressed smoothly as the sun-baked mud-bricks were set in rows, to form the first 
Nibiruan building, built on Ki.

As Nibiru moved away from Apsu, on its long cold journey way beyond the furthest reaches of the 
Solaris system, Alalu and his miners began to realise what it was like to be alone on Ki, completely 
cut off from the home planet. They remained so for 3600 Ki Sars, very long time with no 
communication and no backup systems. (Ki Sars were too confusing as a term to explain 360 Apsu 
rises. Alalu began calling these periods of time, Eras. This term got distorted, by the miners, as 
Yeras and eventually into Years.)



Although the prospect of having to fend for themselves for so long seemed daunting, it brought 
them all closer together, as a dedicated team. Alalu missed Anzu though, the only close friend he'd 
had on the mission. He often wondered how they were faring on the home planet and sometimes 
wished he were there to find out.

One Nibiruan Sar later, a small team of scientists arrived on the first spacecraft to land on Ki for 
3600 ErAs. They began carrying out Ki-logical tests on soil samples, as they looked for further 
evidence of gold deposits. Although Alalu knew the Nibiruan scientists had been attempting to 
solve Nibiru's global warming problem with gold filing heat shield experiments, he knew nothing of 
their breakthrough. Therefore, curious about the tests the scientists were carrying out, he asked what 
they were doing.

Heron, the mission's chief scientist Realised the King of Ki knew nothing of the solution to Nibiru's 
waning atmosphere. He explained, “Your Ki-ness, Urak, the wise and brilliant one, discovered that 
the powder of smelted gold, once the lustrous metal had turned glass like when suspended in the 
Nibiruan atmosphere. Its reflective qualities formed an effective heat shield. Owing to this 
breakthrough we have a much more effective shield.”

Alalu, surprised, answered, “It is with great joy, I receive this news. To know that our work here 
has given Nibiru a new lease of life is wonderful indeed.”

“Yes Alalu, so we won't need to colonise this world after all.”

Alalu became quiet as the realisation hit him. Although genuinely overjoyed about the survival of 
his home planet, he felt profoundly shocked and saddened by the understanding that the Nibiruans 
were not colonising Ki. Ki would only ever be a mining camp and him merely the king of a gold 
mine. The reality of his exile on Ki then really hit him. If his family did not come to Ki, he would 
never see them again.

As black thoughts and depression increasingly consumed him, Alalu slipped into an abyss in his 
mind. Deeply depressed, he no longer took any interest in the mining activities on Ki. He kept 
pretty much to himself and spent his time making long walks into the jungle and down to the coast. 
One day, while he walked along the sand, he espied a small group of upright beasts rushing towards 
him. Alalu hid from them by darting behind some palm trees. From there he observed their strange 
behaviour.

The two-legged, hairy ones raced into the wet expanse of rolling waves and stood still, holding 
pointed sticks in their hands. Soon Alalu saw them stabbing wildly at something, so frantically it all 
seemed a blur. At first, he could not see what they were doing. Then he saw them quickly raise their 
sticks, some of which had wriggling things attached. Alalu watched in fascination, as they sat on the 
sand and began gnawing at the wriggling stuff they had caught on the sticks. He then realised that 
these hairy beasts could use tools, albeit crude ones, to aid them with their hunting. It occurred to 
him that perhaps they were not so stupid after all. A vague idea hit him. What if he could 
communicate with them? He could offer them so much. He could become King of the Hairy beasts.

The miners were rejoicing when he returned to the base. “What has happened?” Alalu asked the 
mine manager.

“The scientists have discovered another source of gold” The manager replied.

“Have you reported this to Anu?”

“No, not yet, your Kiness. We need to know if there are large enough deposits for us to launch a 
full-scale operation first.”

“What are the scientists saying?”



“They are confident, but we first have to make sure it is not a false alarm.”

“Yes. Of course,” Alalu replied, a plan already forming in his mind. Knowing how important the 
discovery of more gold would be to Nibiru, he wanted to break the news himself. The gold strike 
would then be, a least partly, dedicated to him. Yes, that is what he would do. Then, instead of 
being a defeated leader in exile, he could return home, the people's champion. He just had to go on 
board the freighter and send a message to Anu.

Only a handful of Nibiruans stayed on the transporter, which, having been unloaded, became a huge 
empty shell. Alalu went to the communications deck and told the technician on duty to connect him 
to the King of Heaven (Heaven became Nibiru's name on Ki). Anu came on screen, and when he 
heard of the new mine, he became elated. He congratulated the former king on his discovery. 

Alalu asked, “Can I see my family?”

“Well they can't go to Ki, and you can't come here. So I don't see how it can be worked out. I 
suppose we may be able to set up a vid link. I will raise the issue with the High Council.”

Anu, overjoyed, partly because he could save his stricken planet and somewhat because he had 
taken a considerable gamble in sending a mining party to Ki, felt vindicated. Many members of the 
High Council had been against the idea, seeing it as a reckless act, when the time was running out 
for the planet. Now he could hold his head high when he next addressed that august assembly. He 
wondered what to do about Alalu and sought counsel in the matter with his father.

Once Anshargal got used to the idea of his son being king, he supported him wholeheartedly. He 
felt very proud serving Anu, who had achieved great things for Nibiru. And he happily served as his 
son's Cupbearer. Owing to this improvement in their relationship, Anu and his father conferred on 
all-important state matters, especially that of Alalu's predicament on Ki.

Anshargal had extreme views concerning the deposed king. He said, “To let him come back would 
be to court trouble. We don't know how strong his support is here and now that our planetary crisis 
is over, they may well welcome him back.”

“You are correct in what you say, father. However, a man has a right to be with his family.”

“If you invite him back to Nibiru, my son, you are making a rod for your back.”

“Supposing he signs a document that states he gives up, forever, from aspiring to any public office, 
and he just lives quietly in the background without talking with the An-Gels.”

“You will have to put this proposal to the High Council, Anu. Personally, though, I don't think it is 
a good idea.”

The High Council heard arguments for and against Anu's proposal. The main case for allowing him 
back on Nibiru being, that despite his exile on Ki, he had used his time constructively to assist with 
the mining project. The main argument against him being able to return home is that he had 
orchestrated a terrorist act against Nibiru.

Kunuk pointed out, “He got exiled before he made good any threats, and therefore it wasn't the 
threats he made that had him sentenced on Ki.”

“However, Alalu still made the threats, and that itself is, as you well know, a treasonable offence,” 
one of the members argued.”

“If he is allowed back here what will be his punishment?” another asked,

“We should have him executed!” yet, another member forcefully stated.

“I believe he acted under great pressure, and that he behaved out of character,” Kunuk suggested.



Anu, having listened to all the pros and cons of the debate to determine Alalu's fate, intervened, “I 
agree with Kunuk that Alalu could have had an unbalanced mind at the time he made the threats. I 
believe he should be allowed back here providing he agrees to certain strict conditions.”

“Which are, Your Heavenness?”

Before Anu had the opportunity to answer, another Council member put a counter argument 
forward, “He would have been of sound mind when he stole the missiles, at which time he had 
already meant to threaten us.”

“That is an excellent point,” another member agreed.

Anu said, “Now, concerning these conditions. If we allow Alalu to come back here, as our crisis is 
thankfully over, he has to agree to relinquish all rights to the throne. He has to live here quietly with 
no contact with the An-Gels, and he has to change his identity.”

Arguments continued into the night. In the course of time, however, the Council voted to allow 
Alalu to continue his exile, on Nibiru, with certain conditions:

1. His arrival had to be secret, no welcome committee and no An-Gelic broadcasting of his return.

2. He would not hold any public office or influence anybody in public office.

3. He would assume a new identity and live quietly with his family.

Dayanum conveyed the Council's decision to Lama the next day.

Although, relieved that her son would be returning home, when she heard of the conditions of his 
release, she became furious. “How dare they treat my family in such an off-handed way?”

“I agree, it is rather harsh, but that is the Council's decision.”

“Then override their decision and let the judges decide.”

The judge smiled, “We cannot do that. The decision stands.”

“I do not accept that, and I shall let the king know my views on the matter, in no uncertain terms.”

Lama, elderly, even by Nibiruan standards, felt her advanced age. Her scaly skin had become 
greyish green, a typical trait in the Nibiruan aging process. Since the sudden death of her husband, 
she lived her life alone, apart from her servants, in her villa, just outside Nibiru City. King Lahma's 
death had always been a mystery to her. She did not believe he had taken his life by jumping off a 
tower. An anonymous witness testified that there were two Nibiruans on the roof at the time her 
husband fell to his death, but they were so high up it wasn't possible to discern who the second one 
was. While grieving for her dead husband she also had to deal with the young upstart, Anu, who 
had her son taken from her as well. Now he wanted Alalu to live anonymously, with a new name. 
She wasn't going to stand for it. She sought an audience with Anu but had to settle for a discussion 
with his father.

Confronting Anshargal, she raged, “These appalling conditions are an insult to our family. How 
dare your son to treat us in such an off-hand way?” 

He wanted to say because your son threatened all of us with mass destruction, but he kept his 
counsel on the matter. He instead responded, “I cannot comment, Lama. The High Council made 
the decision, not I.”

“You and that upstart son of yours are enjoying this,” Lama retorted.

“No, we are not. However, Alalu cast the die and now has to live the result.”



“I am not standing for it. I will make my appeal to the High Council.”

“Then do so Lama, only through the correct channels.”

The matriarch squared her jaw. “I'm not without influence in the Council you know. You shall soon 
see the extent of my power, Anshargal the Cupbearer,” she retorted pointedly.

Anshargal would not allow her to goad him. He replied, calmly, “Very good Lama. That is your 
right. Even so, I cannot assist you with this.”

Huffing, she turned to leave. Then, turning to face Anshargal she said, “You had your chance to 
rule beside my son. Now, what have you got?”

“I am honoured to be Anu's Cupbearer.”

“Oh really!” she taunted. “Well be honoured while you can because you won't have that exalted role 
for much longer!”

“What are you talking about, Lama?”

“Oh, Anshargal, it's not for me to say. I don't make these decisions.” With that parting shot, she 
walked haughtily out of the chamber.

Chapter 11

Anu cut a dashing figure around the palace, the Crimson robes of office complementing his 
greenish brown skin. Young, by Nibiruan standards, and full of vigour, he stood almost 15 feet tall. 
Anu's rule, well accepted, by the populace, was highly respected by them as well. Most Nibiruans 
thought Alalu should have abdicated after he lost the wrestling match. Many of those who still 
supported his reign following that event, did not like the sneaky way he left Nibiru for Ki. Anu 
certainly had the numbers, and that helped give him the confidence he needed to be their king. 
However, he soon found out that being King of Heaven did not mean everything went his way. 

On Nibiru, the law stated, that the High Council must pass any significant decisions or proposed 
changes to state and planetary policies. Sometimes, even he had to abide by Council decisions not 
of his choosing, as with the vexing issue he now had to face. Although new Council statutes only 
passed into law if they had the royal seal stamped on them, the king would have to have a solid 
reason for not doing so. As he scrutinised the document outlining Alalu's conditions for re-entry to 
Nibiru, there remained one aspect that troubled him deeply. “Damn her,” he cursed.

Before he put the royal seal on the Council's decision, Anu sought spiritual guidance in the temple 
dedicated to him, Eanna, the House of An. He lit incense and sat in quiet contemplation, praying to 
An, the divine Creator, “Divine Mother, forgive me for what I have to do. Help me make the right 
decision and give me the strength to carry out this onerous task, for the good of all Nibiru.”

Feeling refreshed spiritually, he entered the Chamber of the High Council and addressed those 
assembled therein. As on all official occasions, he wore the traditional TiaRa, the divine headdress, 
upon his head. In his right claw, he held the Septar, the royal symbol of power and in his left claw, 
the Rod, which symbolised the guiding light of Apsu. With a heavy heart, he put his seal on the 
motion, and it became law. In doing, so he agreed that Kumarbi, a grandson of Alalu, became his 
Royal Cupbearer. This compromise appeased Lama, in return for her acceptance of the conditions 
set out for Alalu's exile on Nibiru.

Anshargal could not believe his ears. Not one prone to outbursts, he felt his pain silently. Being 
betrayed by his son, galled him, the most. Profoundly upset, he got up and left the chamber. How 
could his son treat him like this? For many Sars he had served the Royal House of Nibiru faithfully, 



even giving up his right to the throne to broker peace between the two families. Now his son had 
cast him aside, to appease that old dragon, Lama and her ambition to have her family line 
strengthened. 

Anshargal lamented his situation, his emotions a mixture of hurt and hate. He did not know how she 
managed to have such an influence on the High Council. She always favoured Alalu over him. She 
pulled strings in the High Council to have her son ascend to the throne.

For the next few days, Anshargal avoided Anu and the royal court. The hurt, the hatred, the feeling 
of betrayal, all ate deeply into his heart. His emotional state affected him to such an extent that, in 
desperation, he sought out Lama at her villa, where he confronted her. “Lama, how can you treat me 
in such a way?”

She looked at him with contempt. “The High Council' made the determination, not I.”

“Lama, what a coward you are, hiding behind the Council when it was you who coerced them into 
making the decision.”

Lama, enjoying his entreaties, replied, “I am flattered that you assume I have such an influence over 
the Council.”

Anshargal, barely able to keep his rage in check, said, “How dare you treat me with such contempt 
after I gave up my throne to your son?”

“Yes, and your son stole it from him.” Lama looked at him scornfully, “In any case, I did not betray 
you, Anshargal. Your beloved son put the seal on the Council's decision, not I.” Glaring at him, she 
thrust the emotional sword in even deeper. “In any case how dare you talk of betrayal when you 
betrayed Alalu in such a cowardly and despicable way when he wasn't there to defend himself? I 
will never forgive you for that.”

“Anu took the throne for the good of Nibiru, not for personal gain.”

Laughing derisively, she retorted, “If you believe that you have even less sense than I thought. Anu 
sits upon the throne like a proud bird, preening its feathers, the throne that shall one day be 
Kumarbi's inheritance. Then, and only then, Alalu will have his revenge against the pretender.”

Anshargal felt wretched as he left Lama's villa - even worse than he did before the confrontation. 
He did not blame his son for sealing his fate. He knew that even the King of Heaven had to abide by 
the Council's determination. He would at least leave the Royal House with honour and dignity, once 
he had performed his last function, that of instructing the new Cupbearer in the protocols that went 
with the esteemed position. 

First, he had to relinquish his position at the Nibiruan Royal Court, in the presence of the king and 
two courtiers. He knew that Anu had to stand firm and be as rigid as the rod he held, as he accepted 
his father's resignation as Cupbearer. However, beneath Anu's hard exterior Anshargal could see the 
subtle signs in his son's demeanour, that only a father could pick up, indications that showed deep 
sorrow and shame. Anshargal’s heart went out to his son, for he knew their relationship would 
never be the same again.

He deliberated on whether to take the next step and knock at the door. Hesitating, he fixed his gaze 
upon the five-pointed gold star over the King's door. He smiled wistfully, reflecting on how he had 
helped his son choose that icon as his symbol, and regretted that he would never feel that close to 
him again. As tricky as the meeting would be, he needed to clear things with Anu. His knock 
brought a response from Antu, Anu's intended spouse, who came to king's door.  She said quietly, 
“Your son is not seeing anybody at this moment.”

Anshargal turned to leave, his head bowed.



“Anu found it a tough decision to make,” she said to his back.

He turned around, his eyes clouded with tears. “Tell him. Tell him I know.”

“I will,” Antu smiled sadly.

“There's something else though Antu. Something I must warn him of.”

“Tell me, and I will let him know.”

He hesitated, and then said, “Tell him to beware of Kumarbi. Lama is pulling his strings.”

“I will, and thank you Anshargal for the great support and comfort you have been to your King.”

With sadness showing in his face, Anshargal replied, “I am very proud of my son.”

“I know that Anshargal, and so does he.”

The colossal transporter touched down at Nibiru Igigi Central Command. It had flown light from 
Ki, its only cargo being just one special guest. In the dead of the Nibiruan night, the lone passenger 
walked down the ramp to the waiting guards. With no words spoken, he proceeded to a room in 
which government officials were waiting. One of them handed him a document to read and sign. 
Having read and approved the conditions of his exile, he received an identification chip with his 
new life embedded in its circuitry. “Welcome to Nibiru, Arsarg,” stated an official. With this 
completed the newly named Arsarg was free to go.

Lama was waiting for him outside the restricted area. She embraced him. “Welcome home my son,” 
she said, her old eyes sparkling with joy. 

Ea, Anu's son, continually asked questions about anything and everything, right from when he 
began to speak. Anu often ribbed him about it, saying that he asked questions about everything, 
even before his egg cracked. Owing to his thirst for knowledge, it wasn't at all surprising that Ea 
proved to be a very bright scholar.

One day he asked his father, “Why are we not able to send a Shamash to Ki at any time, while we 
travel around Apsu.”

“It has been that way, for as long as I can remember. I cannot answer that for you, but Urak may be 
able to tell you.”

“Then I shall ask him, father. Will you take me to him?”

“He is busy with the gold problem, my son, but I'll see if he can spare you a few moments.”

Ea found the Nibiruan Academy of Sciences, where Urak taught, awe-inspiring. Built in the 
Nibiruan classical style; the stepped Pyramid-shaped hard stone building had entrance steps leading 
to each of the four levels. These steps also led down into a garden courtyard, enhanced by a variety 
of trees. Some of these provided adequate shade for those relaxing by an artificial lake, in the centre 
of which was a small rocky island. At the centre of the island, there stood a life-size statue of Kuna, 
the academy's founder. It appeared so realistic that it seemed as though he looked out on all who 
passed by.

Urak, taking his midday recess when Anu and his son arrived, looked up, saying, “Your 
Heavenness, this is indeed a great honour you do me.”

“Then you may honour me in return.”



“If it is within my power, Your Heavenness.”

“It is my son, Ea. He has a question to ask you.”

Urak smiled, “Then, dear child, ask away.”

Ea shuffled close to the chief scientist. He then asked, “Why are we not able to send a Shamash to 
Ki at any time, while we travel around Apsu?”

“What a wonderful question,” Urak said, “Now let me see. Well young one, on Nibiru, a Sars 
equals 3600 Ki Sars or Years. This situation is due to the extreme orbit our planet makes around 
Apsu, a cycle that takes us out to the far reaches of the Solaris System, even way beyond Neptune.” 
Checking to see if Ea understood, he asked, “Are you following me?”

“Yes Urak, please continue,”

“Very well, owing to the nature of our planet's circulation, space travel between Ki and us is only 
possible when this world reaches its perihelion.”

“What does perihelion mean?”

“That's its closest point to Apsu.”

“How do we know this?” Ea asked.

“This became well noted by the Nibiruan stargazers, who kept track of such events.” Pointing at the 
statue in the middle of the lake, he explained, “That is Kuna, who, among many other scientific 
attributes, became the head stargazer, during Lahma's rule. He notified the king when Nibiru would 
soon be moving out of Apsu's range, which would be the case for the remainder of the current 
Sars.”

Ea, still puzzled, said, “I understand that. What I don't know is why, when we have star ships, we 
can't fly to any planet at any time.”

“It is because we haven't yet worked out anti-gravity technology,” Urak answered. He then asked, 
“But what is your reason for wanting to know this?”

“So that I can develop the technology to travel off-planet at any time we wish. This development 
would make our gold production program much more efficient, and it would mean that our citizens 
would not feel stranded for long periods of Ki time.”

Urak laughed at this, not derisively, more in surprise. “Well, young Ea let me know when you have 
done it because we have been trying to do so, for a very long time.”

Anu was very proud of Ea, and he wanted to support him in his project, but he had more important 
things on his mind. The latest Ki-logical report from the scientists in the off-planet mining colony 
had reported that the gold was less plentiful in the area than the data previously indicated. This was 
very worrying for Anu, as he had to report this finding to the High Council for their deliberations. 

He knew that there were those members of the Council who had never supported the 'Ki adventure', 
as they described the mining project taking place there. Lama was already pulling strings to create 
support for Kumarbi's succession to the throne. This disquieting news would provide the matriarch 
with the ammunition she needed to put her devious plans into action. Anu needed something 
positive to put before the Council to assure his regal standing on Nibiru.

As it happened, Ea came up with a promising solution. After discussing rocketry technology with 
Urak and other scientists from The Nibiruan Science Academy, Ea knew he had found kindred 
spirits. From the moment he first entered those hallowed halls of higher learning he became 
awestruck by the experiments taking place there. 



Urak, quite taken by Ea's grasp of the subject, explained, “To be able to invent the anti-gravity 
technology we so sorely need, we have to be able to understand the workings of the smallest of all 
things.”

“What's that?” the young Prince asked.

“It is called an Atom. We believe it is the source of all things in science.”

Ea, intrigued, listened intently.

“This Atom, we believe, has within it a tremendous force, that if tapped, will be powerful enough to 
drive anything.”

“That's remarkable, Urak. So how does this force work?”

“That is what we are trying to find out.” Then Urak asked, “Do you know what a conductor is?”

Ea beamed, “something that conducts energy. I guess.”

“Good answer. Well, what we are talking about here is a superconductor, which not only directs the 
course of the energy but also changes it into something else.”

“What does it change itself into?”

“It changes the power we use to run everything, into a driving force that cancels the reaction 
without using any fuel to propel it.”

“What do you mean by cancels the reaction?”

Urak considered Ea’s question for a moment. Then he held a cube above his desk and dropped it; it 
did not bounce. Then he took a ball and made it fall on the counter; the ball bounced up again. 

What's the difference between the behaviours of the two objects?” he asked.

“That's easy.” Ea answered, “The ball bounced, but the cube did not.”

“Excellent. Another way of explaining this is that the ball reacted, but the cube didn't”

“Okay, but I don't see how that explains ...”

“When the ball bounced, its reaction caused the force that drew it to the table to react by drawing it 
back to the tabletop. This attractive force is what we know of as gravity. Each time it does this the 
ball has less power to react and eventually comes to a standstill on the table. Therefore, the driving 
force can cancel out the gravity reaction without needing any fuel to propel it. Once we can do this, 
then we can solve our problem.”

Ea was puzzled. He asked. “If you know this then why can't you make it work?”

“Because, we believe the force we are talking about comes from within the Atom, and we don't 
understand enough about that yet.”

Ea was not about to let the scientist off the hook that easily. He asked, “So if this anti-gravity is 
needed for our star ships to take off from Ki, how is it possible for them to take off anyway?”

“A good question young Ea. When our star ships land on planets, such as Ki, the planet's 
gravitational pull naturally draws a space vehicle to its surface. It is for the return trip that we need 
anti-gravitation propulsion. Now, when our planet is close enough to Ki, our net forces are so strong 
its attraction assists our pilots in take-off propulsion from that world.”

“Now I understand,” Ea said, beaming.



Ea quickly became so interested in all aspects of science that he enrolled at the Academy to become 
a scientist himself. Urak, at Anu's request, became his son's tutor, a task he enjoyed immensely, due 
to the young prince's inquiring mind.

One day Ea asked Urak, “What makes one form of life different to another?”

The scientist thought about how to answer such a profound question. At length, he said, “There are 
many aspects to this. We are as we are on account of where we live and because of our needs.”

“I already know that. What I want to know is what decides how we are going to turn out the way we 
do, even before we hatch?”

Urak, taken aback by his young ward's wisdom, answered, “You are talking about one of the 
greatest mysteries Ea. It's known as the 'Key to Life'.”

“Tell me then, what is this key?”

“It is in us.”

“Where is it in us?”

Urak wondered how to explain something he wasn’t even sure of himself. In the end, he said, “We 
are made up of tiny compartments that each incorporates a special code that is unique to every 
living thing.”

“Tell me about this special code,” Ea probed.

“It is very complex, and there is much about it we do not yet know. What we do know is that by 
understanding this code we can learn to create forms of life.”

As the implication of such an outrageous statement sank in, Ea uttered, “We will be as gods.”

The more Ea learned about this code, the more enthralled he became. Of all the areas of science he 
studied at the Academy, the 'Key to Life' captured his imagination the most. So captivated was he 
that it became the discipline in which he majored.

He was talking to his father about it one day. “Just imagine, father, by understanding the 'Key to 
Life’, we have the power to create life. We will have the control over life and death.”

Anu was dubious of such study. “I think it best to leave such things to An, the Great Creator. It 
would probably be more beneficial to all of us if you helped us work out how to get more gold out 
of Ki.”

Ea showed surprise. “Is there not enough gold there?” he asked his father, unaware of the flawed 
Ki-logical data.

“Supplies are dwindling. We may have to send expeditions elsewhere to find new sources of the 
yellow metal.”

“It sounds exciting, going on one of these expeditions.”

Anu became stern. “The brave Nibiruans who go on these missions do so out of a sense of duty and 
honour Ea, not for excitement or personal adventure.”

“All the same father, I should like the opportunity to go on one of these expeditions.”

Anu thought about what Ea was saying. He did not want his son to risk his life on such a project. 
Still, everything had gone relatively smoothly on Ki, so far. In the end, he replied, “If you come up 
with a method to help us extract more gold from Ki, I will grant your wish.”



Filled with the desire to go to Ki, Ea became engrossed in working out alternative methods for 
extracting gold. Apart from the trip being an excellent adventure for him he genuinely wanted to 
assist with the gold project. He even dreamt about it. However, in his dreams, instead of burrowing 
into the Earth to find the precious metal, it seemed to be in the Tiamat (the vast ocean). Although 
the meaning of the dream meant little to him at the time, its profundity proved useful later.

Captivated by being part of a project to increase the Ki gold supplies, Ea posed the question of gold 
to Urak, at their next tutorial. “What is it that makes gold so special?” he asked.

The scientist replied with another question. He asked his bright young student, “What do you know 
of the white powder of gold?”

“Very little.”

“Would you like to know about it?”

“I would like that very much Urak.”

“Very well, come with me, and I will show you the process.”

Ea followed his tutor into a specially set up laboratory equipped with a sort of furnace in one 
corner. A Sinnis scientist checked the temperature gauge of the kiln. She then checked another 
machine that looked like a grinder.

“This doesn't look like any science laboratory, I recognise, Urak,” Ea commented, indicating the 
large kiln.

Urak replied, “This is where we smelt the gold. The temperature has to be high enough for the gold 
to take on a crystallised effect. The glass-like substance is then ground into tiny particles to 
transform it into a translucent powder.”

“It doesn't seem to be anything special in its powder form.”

“Urak laughed. I have never thought of it like that. However, when the white powder of gold is 
mixed in water, it becomes the Elixir of Life, And Then it becomes something extraordinary 
indeed.”

“Tell me about this elixir of life Urak.”

“The white powder of gold is used to make the container of the light of life. Just being in its 
presence stops the ageing process. By drinking the mixture, we can, supposedly, live forever.”

“If this is so, why do we all not drink it?”

“Not everybody uses it because the solution of gold comes with a warning, Ea. Once we have 
consumed it, should our vibration fall below a certain level, the opposite effect shall occur, and the 
white powder will rend and destroy us.”

“How can it do that?”

“The white powder, when consumed, opens our minds. At first, this affords us great knowledge of 
what has happened, what is happening and what will happen.”

“Surely gaining knowledge is a good thing.”

“Not when it happens all at once. Too much knowledge all at once will drive us mad. Worse still, 
too much of the solution makes us feel invincible when we are not. It has to respected and not 
abused.”

“How can we make it safe?”



“It's perfectly safe if used correctly.”

After seeing the process, Ea said, “Now that you have shown me what we do with the gold, can we 
focus on how to find and extract it?”

“Very good Ea, follow me to the next laboratory.”

Ea followed the scientist and found himself in a room with a huge water tank, which turned out to 
be a wave-making machine.

“What’s that for?” Ea asked, intrigued.

Urak explained, “Ki, like some other planets, has a large supply of water on its surface. It has a 
Moon called Kingu that pulls this watery substance across the planet, as Ki rotates.” He then 
switched on the wave maker and the water began undulating across the tank. “As you can see, 
waves are formed by the agitation of the wave maker.”

Ea became impatient. “This is all very interesting, but what has it got to do with extracting our 
precious gold.”

“Have patience Ea. Now, where these waters meet the land, they break up the nearest rocks, 
extracting their minerals. This erosion is what gives the water a salty taste.”

“I believe I know what you are going to say!” Ea burst out, remembering his strange dream. “One 
of the minerals extracted is gold.”

“Sometimes, but it is not always the case. Tests have to be undertaken to verify the existence of 
gold in the water.”

“Have any such tests been carried out on Ki?”

“I do not think so. As far as I know, the miners have only dug for the gold on land.”

“Then I will find out all I can about the process and let my father know about it.”

Chapter 12

Kumarbi, Alalu's grandson and Anu's Cupbearer, was overjoyed to hear that the High Council had 
decreed the Ki project finished, but he did not show it. It meant Anu's disgrace and his elevation to 
the throne. He conveyed the news to his King, poker-faced, giving away nothing of his true 
feelings.

Anu, not surprised at the way the vote had gone, still felt great disappointment. Neither the Holy 
Temple of Bright Light nor the Academy of Sciences had come up with anything substantial for 
him on which to base a case for continuing the Ki project. Although the project's initial success had 
gotten the High Council onside, the subsequent flawed reports destroyed their confidence in the 
mission as a long-term investment. Therefore, Anu just had to accept that his idea had been a 
failure.

However, he did have a little more time on his side before the miners returned home. By the time 
the High Council had studied the matter of gold supplies from Ki, Nibiru had left its perihelion and 
moved further into the dark, coldness of space, making transportation between the two worlds 
impossible. This delay left the Nibiruan miners, scientists, and crew stranded on Ki, until the 
mother planet completed another circuit around Apsu, bringing the earth to its next perihelion.

Arsarg, although relieved to be home, still felt like a prisoner. The conditions of his exile on Nibiru 
made him feel as though he was under house arrest. Although he could come and go like any free 



Nibiruan citizen, his disguise, and new secret identity made him a stranger in his land. It hurt 
Arsarg to know he could never again play a dominant role in the affairs of his home planet. 
However, being, more or less, under house arrest wasn't anywhere near as bad as the exile in an off-
planet mining colony.

In compliance with his exile agreement, Arsarg kept himself out of the public eye. However, he 
apprised himself of intimate events at the Royal Court, by courtesy of his grandson, KuMarBi. 
Despite it being against Court protocol and in contravention of the conditions of Arsarg's exile, 
Lama, ordered Kumarbi, to spy on Anu, for his family.

Under his terms of exile, prohibition stopped Arsarg from talking about his experiences on Ki. In 
the main, he complied with this ruling, except for the conversations he had with Kumarbi. He 
enjoyed regaling his off-planet adventures with his grandson. 

Kumarbi loved these tales. In fact, his grandfather's adventures on Ki were much more interesting 
than spying on King Anu. “Was it very different to here?” Kumarbi asked the first time they met 
since his Grandfather's exile on Nibiru.

Arsarg, wanting to forget about the accursed Ki experience, fobbed his grandson off with, “It’s a 
terrible primitive place with the most atrocious weather.”

KuMarBi, dissatisfied with his grandfather’s offhand comment, pressed, “Yes, but what stood out 
for you?”  

Although there were no spies in Lama's home, Arsarg had a quick look around before reciting his 
adventures. Satisfied that nobody was listening, he began, “As it was a completely new experience 
for all of us we had no idea what to expect. Anything could have been waiting for us there, but we 
were so relieved at landing safely, that nothing else mattered at first.” 

“Did you find it dangerous then?”

“We did not know what, if any dangers awaited us. The Commander went out first. When he 
declared it safe we all started exploring the new world.”

“You could breathe as easily as you can here, then?”

“We knew that the air on Ki wasn't much different to here, except it was a bit thicker. Breathing 
posed no problem, but we had to wear ‘Eagle Helmets' on particularly bad days. We were more 
concerned about wild beasts though.”

“Did you see any?”

“We saw many beasts roaming around. They come in all different sizes, some covered in fur, others 
like us, with scales, but the strangest creatures were covered in hair and stood upright.”

“Did you communicate with them in any way?”

“No. The Kilings avoided us, and we left the creatures alone, but I did learn one thing about them.”

“What did you learn?”

“They were able to use crude tools, to help them with their hunting.”

“What sort of tools?”

Arsarg noticed a gardener sweeping leaves near the closest window. He quickly changed the 
subject.



Now a young adult and science graduate, Ea, the first-born son of Anu, sat at his data-processor 
working out his proposal to put before the Nibiruan High Council, concerning the establishment of 
a permanent base on Ki. For some unknown reason, he felt his destiny lay more with Ki, a world he 
had never visited, than with his home planet. This yearning had something to do with his royal 
lineage. 

Although Ea got hatched first, he was second in succession to the crown. I-lu, the foremost son, and 
his estranged half-brother was King Anu's legal successor. He was first in sequence because his 
mother, now Anu's royal spouse, Antu, was Anu's half-sister. This familial complexity made I-lu, 
not Ea, Anu's foremost son by Nibiruan succession rules. 

Therefore, Ea, seeing there was little chance of him ascending to the throne of Nibiru, decided to 
seek his fame and power somewhere else, with Ki being the most likely kingdom.

This ruling worked in Ea's favour because he got to go to Ki, instead of his brother, an outcome he 
naturally welcomed. But there was another reason the Ki mission went to Ea. Being recently 
married to Damkina, Arsarg's daughter meant, that as the former King's son-in-law, as well as being 
Anu's son, he could mediate between the two warring families. Owing to this role and Ea's known 
level-headedness, the High Council listened to his proposal about finding more gold on Ki.

Having heard what the young prince had to say, Kunuk replied. “I believe I speak for most 
members present when I say we are not inclined to put any more energy and resources into finding 
gold on that planet. Whether by duplicity or by poor mathematics the inaccurate data we have 
received concerning the amount of gold discovered there has led us to put little trust in the project.”

Ea replied, “I am talking about a whole new approach in which we extract gold from the oceans by 
panning. I am confident that Tiamat will yield enough gold to warrant this.”

Kunuk looked to his colleagues, and a few of them shook their heads. He then addressed the young 
prince. “I'm sorry your Highness, but we do not feel we can take the chance, especially after what 
Alalu did.”

Ea, undeterred, countered, “Despite whatever happened to him on Ki, one of the things my father-
in-law is responsible for is the discovery of gold on that world, the shipments of which have helped 
to save our planet. I believe what he started is worth continuing. We know there is gold there, and 
we have only just begun to explore Ki's potential. If we give up now, then all the time and effort, we 
have put into the project will have been for nothing.”

Kunuk, impressed with Ea's reasoning, said, “You put a strong argument, Your Highness. Let us 
now put your proposal to the vote.” Turning to the council members, he said, “Those in favour of 
continuing the Ki project vote now.”

A sea of fists rose up.

“Okay, those in favour of abandoning the Ki project vote now.”

This time fewer fists rose up.

Kunuk announced, “The proposal is carried, congratulations Your Highness.

The brothers Ea and I-lu never got on well together. Even from when they were hatchlings they got 
on each other's nerves. They were different to each other in just about every way. I-lu, always the 
dominant one, constantly bossed Ea around. To escape his brother's manipulative ways, Ea avoided 
him as much as possible. Nevertheless, at every opportunity, I-lu played tricks on his brother, to be 
hurtful, not for fun. Part of the reason this extreme sibling rivalry happened stemmed from the fact 



that they had different mothers. I-lu's mother was Antu, Anu's official wife but Ea's mother was one 
of the King's many concubines.

Another reason for the competition between the two young Princes centred around their very 
different natures. Whereas Ea spent his time experimenting with new ways to do things, I-lu 
preferred his life ordered and structured. Whereas Ea always sought new adventures and new 
learning experiences, I-lu stuck to the trusted and well-tested paths, as he grew up. I-lu always 
followed his father’s dictates, without question. Ea also did his father's bidding but with many 
questions. Ea's lust for learning led him to science, whereas I-lu preferred the discipline of the 
Military Academy, to prepare him for public life.

So, as the siblings grew up, their interests vastly differed. In fact, owing to their different 
approaches to life, their paths seldom crossed. Anu and Antu preferred it this way because there 
were always arguments in the royal household whenever the brothers came together. 

Sometimes they met by chance. Although these meetings began cordially, soon, one would say 
something that wrangled with the other, and the arguments ensued. It turned out to be one of those 
occasions when Ea waited to give his report on gold extraction to Anu.

Ea arrived early at his father's quarters. Excited about the data he had to present, he tried calming 
himself down. However, Kumarbi lauded his power over Ea by keeping him waiting, before 
informing the king of his son's presence. 

Ea sat waiting patiently as KuMarBi, delayed his session with the king as long as acceptably 
possible. Ea was determined not to be rattled by the Cup bearer's power game, but in the end, he got 
fed up with his nonsense. Standing up, he said, “If you do not announce me to my father soon, 
Kumarbi, I shall go in any way.”

Feigning contrition, Kumarbi smiled, ingratiatingly. “Oh, I am sorry my Lord. I forgot all about 
you. I will announce you right away.”

“Yes, well I have better things to do than wait here all day!” Ea stated strongly.

Knocking at the king’s door, KuMarBi announced, “I have Ea to see you, Your Heavenness.”

“Show him in,” he heard Anu reply.

Ea entered, a big smile playing across his face.

“Anu, looking up at his son, asked, “What brings you here today?”

“I have the report, father,” Ea announced, placing a disk on the King’s desk.

“What report would that be?” Anu asked half-heartedly, while engaged in loading the data on his 
vid screen.”

Ea tapped his father’s arm to get his attention. “It's the report on my research, concerning the 
extraction of gold from the watery mass.”

Anu became interested. “Is that plausible?”

“Look at the report. Much work has gone into it.”

Anu studied the document Ea handed him. Then, as he sat pondering the contents, I-lu arrived 
unexpectedly and entered the royal study. 

Resplendent in his dark blue Igigi Commander's cloak, he cut a dashing figure. “Hello father, hello 
brother,” he greeted.

“Oh no, what are you doing here?” Ea groaned.



“It's good to see you too,” I-lu, responded a devilish grin on his face.

Anu, looking up from the report, his eyes alight with joy, said, “My son, you have returned.”

“I am on leave, father.” He then changed the subject, “So, what is all this about?” he asked, 
indicating the data on the vid screen.

Anu explained, “Ea has come up with a new way to extract gold from Ki.”

“Is that the data on your screen?” I-lu asked.

“Yes, it is,” Anu replied.

“Let me see it?” I-lu said, moving closer to the monitor.

Ea, horrified at the very idea, uttered, “No!”

I-lu smiled evilly. “Why be modest about it brother? I'm sure it shines with your usual brilliance,” 
he said, with obvious sarcasm.

“I would like to hear what I-lu has to say about it,” Anu stated.

“Thank you father,” I-lu said, taking the seat in front of the screen. He turned to his brother. “Let’s 
see, what you have come up with.”

“I doubt you could even understand it,” Ea retorted.

Anu intervened. “I will not put up with your constant bickering. I-lu, go ahead and read the report.”

Ea waited on tenterhooks, as his brother took his time reading the report. At length I-lu looked up, 
an ingratiating smile on his face, “I don’t think this will work father.”

“So you’re an expert on gold extraction now, are you?” Ea retorted.

“Let your brother give his reasons, Ea.”

Reluctantly Ea knew he had to listen to I-lu’s comments, but not without a sarcastic barb. “Okay 
brother; stun us with your eloquent grasp of science.”

Unfazed, I-lu said, “The watery mass is huge. So where are you going to get this gold supply 
from?”

Now realising he had to take his brother's intrusion seriously, Ea answered, “To start with, near to 
the land in the area we have already found gold.”

“And just how do you know you will find gold there?”

“As with all mineral exploration we have to do tests.”

“So all this is just a guess?”

“It’s research based on scientific logic.”

Turning to the king, I-lu said, “Father, surely you will not put your future as King of Heaven in 
jeopardy on a hunch that may not work!”

Anu smiled. “Thank you for your valuable input I-lu.” Then, turning to Ea, he said, “Leave the 
report with me. I will let you know my decision in due course.”

“I think we should discuss it together, father,” Ea responded.

“If your data stands up, you have nothing to be concerned about,” Anu responded.



Outside the study, Ea turned on his brother. “You just had to do it, didn’t you? You are never happy 
unless you are sabotaging my efforts.”

Showing fake shock, I-lu said, “Dear brother, I am just looking after my father’s interests, when all 
you seem to be concerned about, are yours.”

Ea was fuming. “How come you turned up at this precise time?”

“Just luck I guess,” I-lu answered, shrugging.

“Your timing's just perfect, isn't it? However, what you do not seem to understand is that very soon 
the High Council will demand closure on Ki. Then where will our father be? Look, I have worked 
most of this Sar to come up with a feasible alternative for father to present to the Council. If you 
sabotage this, then you may as well just hand the Throne to KuMarBi.”

I-lu, unimpressed with his brother's criticism, said, “That’s a good speech brother. But if your 
efforts amount to further failure on Ki, not only have you weakened father’s hold on the Nibiruan 
kingship, but you have wasted valuable time, in which we could discover other sources of gold.”

Ea shot back, “If we follow your logic and try nothing new, father will surely fall from grace. 
However, if we try out my proposal, he at least has a good a chance continuing as King of Heaven.”

Whereas Ea was ready and willing to chance his arm in his attempt to keep his father securely on 
the throne, I-lu would only consider tried and true methods to achieve that result. Following I-lu's 
doubt creating intrusion, Ea, a little shakier about his chances of success, sought Urak’s wise 
counsel.

Finding his mentor busy in his laboratory, Ea asked, “What are the odds that we will find gold in 
the wavy, watery expanse near our base on Ki?”

Urak replaced the test tube he held. “I thought you had done the research, Ea.”

“Yes, but my brother has raised doubts in my mind.”

The scientist gave the prince his full attention. “A scientist must have the courage of his 
convictions. If not, then abandon the research.”

“I guess I just need some reassurance.”                                         

 “To need reassurance means you have doubts. Firm up on your data, and if the figures add up then 
your fears will be allayed,” Urak smiled.

“If only it were that simple.”

“What do you mean?”

Ea leaned in closer to his mentor. “My main problem is the accuracy of the data Ki-logists are 
sending us.”

Facing his student, Urak said, “Then it is not your figures that you distrust, but theirs.” 

“But it’s all I have to go by.”

Urak thought about it for a minute. He then asked, “Do you want a shot at this?”

“I want to carry out my theories more than anything, Urak.”

Urak spoke quietly. “Then be a little creative with the figures you have received from Ki. After all, 
unless you go to Ki you will never be able to put your theory to the test.”

Ea felt relieved. “Thank you Urak, what you say makes perfect sense.”



Ea worked feverishly for days, adding some creative touches to the data. Eventually, with the 
amended report completed, Anu had his mathematician go over the figures. The mathematician 
finally gave it the nod. Anu subsequently endorsed Ea’s plan, and he ordered the veteran pilot Anzu 
and ten of his hand-picked astronauts to take his son to Ki. 

Now Anu, confident of Ea's data, had something substantial to present to the High Council to 
bolster support for the Ki gold project. Some members, mostly the conservative ones in the council 
ranks, considered the plan too extravagant and risky. However, there were enough representatives, 
who saw the idea as being courageous and daring, to pass the motion. Hence, Anu got his support to 
continue the project and Ea, his chance to prove his worth as a scientist and adventurer.

When I-lu, who wanted the Ki mission for himself, heard Ea would head the expedition, despite the 
effort he had put into sabotaging his brother's plans, he became outraged. He stormed into the Star 
Base communications centre. “Get me the King, now!” he barked. He cleared the office so that he 
could have some privacy. When the King answered I-lu, trying to control his anger, asked firmly, 
“Why have you sent Ea to Ki, in my stead?”

His son’s call took him by surprise. “Are you referring to the official Ki mission?”

“Of course, father, what else?”

“Then the answer is, because he is more suited to the task, and he has trained intensely for it.”

“In what way is he more suited, father?”

“He is a scientist, and he is the one who has developed a way to get more gold.”

I-lu countered, “I thought I had shown you that his idea is not going to work. So why are putting 
your throne on the line by supporting him?”

“He has shown me more accurate data.”

“You never told me about this, father.”

Anu sighed, “He has the skills to get the job done, and that's the end of it.”

Undeterred, I-lu responded, “The miners and engineers are there to do that. With my skill in 
administration and leadership, the mission should have fallen to me.”

Anu, having no more argument, firmly stated, “The council has made its decision, and you will 
have to learn to live with it.”

Not willing to let it go, I-lu said, “There’s more to it, isn’t there.”

“Yes, there is.”

“What is it then?”

“The mission requires somebody with tact and diplomacy. There are still mass destruction missiles 
somewhere on Ki, and we have to find out what Alalu and Anzu did with them.”

“How do you propose to do that?”

“I intend to find out by using tact and diplomacy!”

I-lu had other ideas. “Father, forget tact and diplomacy! Bring Alalu before the High Council and 
make him tell us where they are! He got off far too lightly. At the very least he ought to be arrested 
and publicly humiliated for holding Nibiru to ransom.”



“There has been too much bloodshed between our houses, I-lu. We need to repair the damage and 
pick up from there. That is why Ea is better suited for this job.”

I-lu infuriated that his brother had command of the Ki mission, became incensed. Raising his fists 
to the heavens, he vowed, “One day brother you will pay dearly for this. On that day I'll take you 
down.”

Chapter 13

Nibiruans once again felt the increasing heat as their planet closed in on Apsu. After one Nibiruan 
Sar, they slowly emerged from their long and sustained hibernation to face the outside world. 
Gradually Nibiru City came back to life again. Nibiru, having once more reached its perihelion, 
made it possible for space travel to take place between itself and Ki. Ea, frustrated with the waiting, 
occupied himself by working on anti-gravity technology - but to no avail.

As the day of Ea's departure approached, the prospect of travelling to another planet, became much 
more real for him. On the day of his departure from Nibiru, Ea's anticipation left him supercharged; 
brimming with nervous excitement. He went over his inventory once more, making sure he had all 
the necessary equipment and supplies for his time and work on Ki.

Later that day a military escort flew him to the Igigi High Command base, where the Shamash 
waited, ready for the upcoming flight. Security officers at Star Command processed Ea, after which 
he met with Anzu, the Flight Commander of his rocket ship. A veteran of two previous flights to Ki, 
he filled the prince in with essential guidelines, concerning space travel between the two planets. 

Ea listened intently, while impatient to ask Anzu about his adventures with Alalu. There was a 
certain irony in the fact that Anzu, his astronaut commander, one of the conspirators who stole a 
ship, missiles and crew and threatened his planet, was to fly him to Ki. However, Anu had made it 
entirely clear that there would be no mention of Alalu and the first trip to Ki, so Ea never asked 
him. Instead, Ea concentrated on the mission ahead and his new gold extraction technology.

Just before take-off, mechanics and technicians buzzed around. Even a hive queen would have been 
impressed with the activity-taking place, as the ground crew carried out their final safety checks. In 
the departure hall, Ea met his fellow voyagers for the first time. They included a priest, some 
scientists, engineers, administrators, domestic staff and labourers, none of whom had been to Ki 
before.

All members of the ground staff stood clear, as the engines burst into life. A massive blast took 
place as the Thrusters ignited. To observers, it seemed as though the flames consumed the Shamash, 
as the backfire from the engines created upward lift from the launch pad. For those inside the 
sound-proofed Shamash, take-off was not at all noisy. Only those on the outside of the craft felt the 
blast and heard the roar of the four upward thrusters, as the vast aircraft lifted into the air. 
Everybody on board, apart from the seasoned crew, was awestruck, as the massive disk became 
airborne.

Having been to Ki twice, Anzu familiarised himself with the route. He knew where to expect space 
rocks that would inevitably block the Shamash’s path, and he had the necessary measures in place 
to deal with them - this time, with mega pressure water cannons, not mass destruction weapons. 

Under his direction, he had super high-powered water cannon fitted to the front of the Shamash. 
The installation of larger water tanks helped maintain the water levels in the inboard reactor. Also, 
he had installed an extra powerful sonar device to gauge the distance to Ki, through the massive 
cloud cover cloaking the shy planet beneath.



As the flight progressed, the Shamash approached ‘Rock Alley’ the name given to the floating 
asteroid field. The navigator saw the boulders first, moving in formation towards their spaceship. If 
the smaller ones hit, the Shamash would need some panel work carried out. If the large ones struck, 
however, the ship would be past repair.

“Activate the cannons,” Anzu barked, praying they would be powerful enough to disperse the 
radical rockery, heading their way. The weapons master pressed the firing buttons, setting off a 
series of subsequent actions. The water cannon acted more like the cannonball type than the water 
jet type. 

Instead of a pressured spray, the water left the cannon in individual globules, as the correct 
frequency of bursts dislodged them from the barrel, one after another. Travelling through the empty 
envelope of space, the pressurised water spheres collided with any rocks in their path, thrusting the 
speeding megaliths out of harm's way. 

By this method, asteroid fragments were efficiently dealt with, as rock after rock got diverted from 
its dangerous course.

Despite the extra water tanks on board the cannons used up most of the ship’s supply. The chief 
engineer alerted Anzu to this problem.

“Have we got enough water to get us to Ki?” the commander asked.

The engineer shook his head. “I fear not sir. Our supply is very low. If we don't replenish our water 
soon, our Atomic propulsion system will fail to work.”

Anzu rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “I see what you mean chief. So where can we land to take on 
more water?”

The navigator looked at the celestial mapping monitor. Turning to his commander, he answered, 
“Lahmu looks to be the closest sir.”

“Is there much water there?”

“Let me carry out a quick check.” After searching his data, he replied. “It appears that there is sir, 
mostly inland lakes.”

“Very well, have Prince Ea personally informed that we are detouring to Lahmu.”

Ea, not happy with making an unscheduled detour to Lahmu, later known as Mars, had the sense to 
realise, if they were to arrive on Ki safely, they couldn't avoid the delay. Even so, landing on the red 
planet raised questions in his mind. “How,” he asked Anzu, “can we take off from Lahmu without 
having anti-gravity technology?”

The commander answered, “We are close enough to synchronise with the net forces of Nibiru, 
which are stronger on the red planet than they will be on Ki.”

Ea nodded in affirmation. His attention, riveted by a new phenomenon, changed his focus. He 
looked in amazement at the sight outside the ship, as the rusty coloured orb came into view. Ea 
watched in astonishment. It was the first time he had seen the surface of another world. The dark 
backdrop of space increased the vividness of the reddish globe, called Lahmu.

Never before had a Nibiruan spaceship landed on the red planet. However, the profundity of the 
moment seemed lost on Anzu, who's only focus, which was to land the Shamash safely on Lahmu's 
surface, took all his concentration. He set the massive craft down beside a broad expanse of inland 
water. Once they had landed safely, the pilot turned to his commander, saying, “Do you realise that 
we are the first Nibiruans to do this?”



“We have made history!” Ea stated, excitedly.

“That's much better than being history,” Anzu grinned. Then, turning to his flight deck crew, he 
said, “Yes, have made history, now let's pump some water.”

Donning their Eagle helmets, to assist their breathing in the strange atmosphere, Anzu and his 
scouting team ventured outside the craft, checking their unfamiliar surroundings as they did so. He 
had seen wastelands on Nibiru, but they were nothing like this. The arid land seemed to stretch 
forever in all directions. He did not like the feel of the hot wind on his face, or the ominous sand 
cloud blowing in their path. His team had to work fast, as they reeled out the hoses attached to 
water pumps on board the ship. As it turned out the lake had plenty of water to offer, and the 
Orbiter soon had its tanks replenished. The maintenance crew finished their pumping just as the 
impending sandstorm blasted closer to Anzu's ship.

As the Igigi Commander ushered his astronauts aboard the Orbiter, the forward heat blast hit the 
outer skin of the vessel. Anzu got aboard just in time to avoid having his scales scorched. 
Nibiruan's, being cold-blooded, needed heat to get their circulation going but too much and their 
cold blood systems would boil.

Replenished with fresh water, the rocket ship resumed its mission to Ki. Anzu took a moment to 
record the discoveries he had made in the short amount of time; he had spent on the red planet. As 
he spoke the words, the strange symbols that made up the Nibiruan written language, appeared on 
the screen in front of him. He recorded, ‘Not only did the red planet have plenty of water, but it also 
had a congenial atmosphere. Although, we did find the Lahmuan air difficult to breathe, without our 
Eagle helmets. As a bonus, the water, apart from being a power plant coolant, proved pure enough 
for us to drink.’

As the Shamash entered Ki's thick atmosphere, the spacecraft's pilot found himself flying as though 
blind, with no seeing-eye dog to guide him. The sonar signal, having penetrated the all-
encompassing cloud banks, bounced back off Ki's surface, like the return shot of a professional 
tennis player. To slow the ships speed, the pilot, a veteran astronaut with many flying Sars under his 
belt, changed the craft's angle of descent, circling Ki in an ever-descending spiral, in readiness for 
landing. 

Anzu, realising they were still going too fast, directing the navigation officer, said, “We won't be 
able to slow down fast enough to land at the mine site. Instead, land on the surface of Tiamat, as we 
did the first time we arrived here.”

The pilot, hearing this order, showed concern. He responded, “That's the trickiest sort of landing sir. 
Let us make a land approach first. We can always pull out before...”

“This is not a debating society, Captain. I do not make these decisions lightly,” Anzu responded, 
firmly.

They circled the planet a many times, slowing their ship down before they entered Ki's lower 
atmosphere. As the Shamash hurtled towards solid ground, Ki's gravity played havoc with the 
flying saucer, tossing it all over the place.

Anzu alerted those on board the spacecraft. “We are still travelling much too fast to make a safe, 
solid ground landing. Strap in and brace yourselves because it's going to be a very bumpy wet 
landing.”

Mining workers on canal detail saw the Shamash land and float on the vast ocean. They rallied on 
the shore, ready to greet the new arrivals. They were also desperate for the supplies the ship carried. 



As soon as the hover-craft touched down on the beach, the workers pressed forward, crowding the 
newcomers.

Ea’s first experience on Ki, gliding just above the ocean, in a small hovercraft, filled him with awe. 
The small vehicle could only carry ten Nibiruans at a time, so the pilot had to make a few trips to 
and from the Shamash. Ea, with the first batch of migrants, marvelled at the way the ocean met the 
dry land; where marshes swallowed up the four rivers. Using his communicator, he beamed the 
senior officer on board the Shamash; tell him to inform King Anu of their safe arrival. 

Once all the passengers congregated on dry land, Prince Ea made an announcement. “Fellow 
Nibiruans, Here we are on Ki, for better or worse. We are primarily here to extract the gold we need 
to protect our home world. We are also here to learn the ways of Ki. This planet has a way of doing 
things, and the sooner we find out about Ki’s ways, the more comfortable our stay here will be.” He 
finished his speech, announcing, “Here on Ki I am now in Command!”

The passengers did not comment, as they were all feeling tired. Therefore, they set up a place for 
encampment and, those that were still awake in the evening, puzzled at the rapid changes from day 
to night. They were too excited to sleep, as they waited to explore the strange world in which they 
found themselves.

On their second day, scientists tested the waters, purifying them for drinking, and set up rainwater 
gathering places. Ea appointed Enblilulu to manage the marshes and put him in charge of setting up 
ditches and dikes as boundaries for them.

On the third day, they examined the orchards, herbs, and fruits and discovered a honey plant for 
eating. Ea appointed Guru, the plant scientist as their food tester. In charge of distinguishing what 
Ki grown foods were good for them, he carried out his studies.

On the fourth day, they took their tools from the Shamash and flew them to the land, where they 
fashioned clay and bricks for building their abodes. Ea appointed Kulla to be in charge of moulds 
and blocks for building. That night Ea made a note of the lesser light, that of Kingu.

On the fifth day, they made a reed boat and set up traps for catching fish and fowl. Ea, like most 
Nibiruans, ate only vegetables and fruit on Nibiru, became bemused by the trapper's strange 
behaviour. He appointed Ulmash to be in charge of distinguishing the good and bad of the fowl that 
fly.

On the sixth day, they took into account the creatures of the orchards, that of which creeps and 
those that walk on feet. Ea appointed Enursag to be in charge of this task. They also set up a fence 
around the perimeter of the encampment, for protection.

On the seventh day, Ea recapped all they had done and set this day to be a day of resting and said, 
“The seventh day hereafter shall be a day of reflection and rest.” Also, he named their encampment 
Eridu, meaning ‘Home in the Faraway’. Ea then proclaimed himself the ‘Commander of Eridu.’ a 
mostly a symbolic gesture, because Prince Ea had already declared himself Enki, Lord of Ki. 
Although, it did serve to strengthen his position as leader.

Although Ea had access to Nibiruan recording equipment, he worked out a method to keep a record 
of their findings on Ki by scratching marks into wet clay tablets. Being on the new world marked a 
momentous occasion for the young Homosaur prince. Here he stood, 431000 Ki Sars before, what 
would be, the 'Great Deluge', colonising the planet he knew as Ki. He wrote this in his annals. 

That his exalted father in heaven had entrusted him with this noble quest filled him with joy. 
Determined not to let Anu down, Ea prayed to the Gods to keep him healthy and right.

Apart from the fact Ea's genius got him his mission to Ki, it seemed wholly appropriate that he led 
the expedition to extract gold from the watery expanse, as his house, astrologically speaking, was 



water. (At ceremonial gatherings announcements still referred to him as Ea, whose house is water) 
However, such a title was not fitting for one controlling such a critical mission. After giving some 
thought to the matter, he established his commanding role from the outset. Gathering everyone at 
the Ki base for his grand announcement, he declared, "From this day forward you will all know me 
as Enki (Lord of Ki)."

Moreover, it happened that Enki completed the first Nibiruan settlement on Ki, which he officially 
named Eridu. After having the area surveyed, he had established Eridu at the head of what later 
came to be the Persian Gulf. When Enki first arrived on Ki, flooding affected much of the territory. 
He questioned the migrant miners about the flooding, and they told him the area had dry periods 
and wet periods. They had landed just after the incessant torrential rains, so the land remained 
extremely marshy.

Enki then took his engineers into the swamplands. Looking around him, he said, “I want you to pile 
heaps and mounds here. Then you will build my home here.”

One of the engineers commented, “Enki, there are many slithering creatures around here. After 
being bitten by the legless beasts, two of our people became poisoned and had since died. So, is this 
a good place to build your home?”

“Thank you for your concern, but the slithery ones will not affect me for my house will be built in a 
pure place. The shade of my house will stretch over the wetland, that I from this day forwards call it 
Emush, 'the place of snakes'.”

(The DinGir: The 'Righteous Ones of the Rocket ships', led by him, Ea, son of the king of Heaven 
(Anu) came down to Ki from Nibiru, and splashed into Tiamat, Anzu and his Igigi, using their  
hovering vessel, assisted in guiding Ea and his mining team ashore. This feat was the first major 
expedition of Ki by the Nibiruans, and Ea felt proud to be their Commander.)

(Sumerian chronicles state: ‘On Mars, they drew water from a lake.)

Chapter 14

The Nibiruan scientists, under Urak's expert guidance, ground down and powdered the gold into 
fine dust. Their experiments showed they could spread the gold fragments as contrails, to shield the 
planet's atmosphere. The chief scientist conveyed this exciting news to the king. In a private 
audience with Anu, Urak said, “Your Heavenness, this is great news for us, but we must get more 
gold, and quickly.”

“So the threat is finally over, Urak. You have saved us, my friend. For that, you will be well 
rewarded.”

“Thank you, Your Heavenness, but it serves no purpose unless we get more gold without delay.”

“Leave it with me. I will contact Ea, although he calls himself Enki now.”

“How is my star pupil?”

“He is settling in well. He has completed his first city - Eridu, he calls it.”

Anu beamed Enki with the news of the scientific breakthrough.



Enki responded, excitedly “This is indeed good news father. Urak and his people have finally 
proven that the shield works.”

“Yes they have, but they will only be able to prove its worth if we get another supply of gold to 
them quickly.”

“We are still at the development stage with extracting gold from the waters.”

“What about the gold from the mine that Alalu set up?”

“There is not enough for a full shipment yet, father.”

“It does not matter! Send us what you have before Nibiru is too far from you. Send us Anzu's ship, 
with all the gold you have gathered.”

Anzu went to great pains to praise Alalu's work on Ki. In fact, he would not hear a bad word spoken 
against the former king. For this reason, Enki avoided the subject as much as possible. Anzu proved 
an excellent Commander and an efficient overseer of the mining operation, so the Lord of Ki had no 
wish to upset him. In general, they had a good working relationship, and Enki wanted to keep it that 
way. However, there were times when Enki had to broach subjects that concerned Alalu's act of 
treason, and this happened to be one such occasion. The issue came up by way of a question that 
Anzu put to Enki. He asked, “Why did you specifically request me for this mission?”

“I felt you would be most suitable because you have been here before.”

“So has the Captain. He could just as easily have brought you here.”

Enki, wondering where this line of questioning was leading, answered, “True Anzu, but your 
management skills in the mining operation became another consideration.”

“I am flattered that you hold my capabilities in such high regard, your Highness. However, there are 
miners, from our first mission, who know the mines much better than I.”

Realising he could no longer hold out on the main reason for Anzu's involvement, Enki said, “Okay, 
the reasons why I chose you for this mission are twofold: one, you knew the way to get us here 
safely, and two, you know where Alalu's spaceship is,”

Anzu became silent. He knew the subject, uncomfortable for both, would arise. Thankful for Enki's 
diplomacy in the matter, after a pause, he said, “Your Lordship, I can take you to it, but I believe 
you should know something first.”

“What is that?”

“There are no weapons on board.”

“Do you mean the weapons the former king threatened us with?”

Anzu felt uncomfortable with the subject. Defending Alalu, he said, “He couldn't go through with it, 
you know.”

Enki simply nodded.

“The whole thing depressed him greatly.”

Not wanting to delve into any details of the unfortunate blot on the Nibiruan royal family, Enki 
said, “Now take me to the rocket ship.”

Shamashes were equipped with smaller, two-seater flying disks, for individual use. Powered by a 
single cell, these Essuru’s (Sumerian for bird) only got used for short distance flights. Piloting one 
of these, Anzu flew Enki to a valley between some tall mountains, where he had left Alalu's 



Shamash. After landing the small flying disk, Anzu guided Enki to the grounded rocket ship. There, 
they entered the bowels of the vast spaceship, where, upon inspection of the lower decks showed all 
missile tubes to be empty. He turned to Anzu and asked, “Where are the missiles?”

“They are safe my Lord,” Anzu answered, still protecting his former master.

“That is not what I asked you.”

“I buried them in a cave, where nobody can interfere with them.”

“I will have you show them to me, but not right now. First, I want this Shamash made ready for 
flight.”

“As you wish, Your Lordship. But may I ask why?”

“You may ask, but I will not tell you until I am ready.”

During the flight back to Eridu, Enki asked, “How many weapons did you steal from Nibiru?”

Uncomfortable with the subject, Anzu mumbled, “Eight, My Lord.”

“So there are eight missiles hidden in the cave?”

“There are seven, my Lord.”

Enki, puzzled, asked. What happened to the remaining one?”

“Oh, there is nothing to worry about there. We had to use it.”

“Use it for what?” Enki asked concern showing on his face.

“While flying here, we had to blast some huge rocks out of the way.”

Enki horrified, said, “A hazardous and irresponsible thing to do, Anzu.”

“Either that or be pummelled into scrap metal by the huge rocks.” He added, “We didn't have the 
water cannons back then.”

Enki pondered Anzu's reasoning. Then, turning to his pilot, he explained, “King Anu wants the 
Shamash sent back with all our gold, but I do not want to send the missiles back to him.”

“Why do you want to keep them here, my Lord?”

Enki explained, “Things have calmed down on Nibiru since Alalu's threats. Returning with the 
missiles would offer the High Council the proof that the former king did have the capability to carry 
out his threat. By leaving the missiles here, we can avoid such a problem.”

Anzu agreed with Enki’s reasoning. “So what do you suggest, my Lord?”

“For now we will leave the missiles where you hid them.”

“What do you propose to do with them?”

“Bury them somewhere a long way from here. Somewhere where there are very deep caves.”

“But we have not explored beyond the Gulf, Your Lordship.”

“When I am ready, you can fly them to a suitable place of my choosing.”

Anzu showed his disappointment. “I understand, Your Lordship. It's just that I expected I would be 
going back to Nibiru soon.”

“You will be, as soon as you have loaded the gold.”



“I will see to it, your Lordship.”

“Yes, and in the meantime, you will be on standby as my pilot.”

Once Anzu had all the available ore loaded on Alalu's Shamash, Abgal, the pilot, approached him. 
The astronaut's face showed concern, “Sir, I have checked our ship, and it appears to be unarmed.”

“Yes, Lord Alalu had the mass destruction weapons transferred to a safer place.”

“But, we have nothing to defend ourselves with on the homeward journey.”

“Defend yourselves against what?”

“Protect ourselves from the floating asteroids, for a start,”

“You have the water cannons to do that.”

“Water cannons aren't fitted to that craft.”

Anzu pondered the situation. At length, he suggested, “We'll transfer the cannons over to the gold 
carrier.”

Abgal frowned. “That’s a big job when we have so much to do already. Why can’t we just take the 
newer ‘Supreme Orbiter' we used to fly here?”

“King Anu wants the one Alalu used, returned.”

The Igigi pilot sighed, “Then I suppose, we'll have to change the cannons over.”

The time constraints worried Anzu. If he did not leave for home soon, he would be isolated on Ki, 
for another 3600 Yeras. He approached Lord Enki about the dilemma he faced. “My Lord, I don't 
see how we have time to change the cannons over and still meet our deadline.”

“Why do you need to change over the cannons?”

“We need them because Alalu’s Shamash is almost unarmed and defenceless, against any floating 
rock impacts.”

Enki thought about Anzu’s request. At length, he asked, “Have you got time to reload the gold?”

“If we do so right now, Your Lordship.”

“Very well, load the gold in the Supreme Orbiter and take that  instead.”

Anzu objected. “It would be so much easier if we reloaded the missiles on the old Shamash, which 
we have loaded with gold.”

Enki slowly shook his head. “I’m afraid that's not an option. You do know why I have to keep the 
missiles here, don't you Anzu?”

“You have explained your reasoning, Your Lordship.”

“And you don't agree?”

“I believe the weapons belong back on Nibiru. They are too dangerous to leave here.”

Enki countered, “I understand that Anzu, but I have to keep them here because they are too 
dangerous.”



“I hear what you say, but if we are threatened, or worse, attacked by raiders after our gold, we need 
some weapons with which to defend ourselves.”

“Defend yourselves against whom? How many times have space pirates attacked?”

“None so far, my Lord, but this time we are carrying valuable cargo.”

“And how could these alleged raiders know of this cargo?”

“I would just feel safer if ...”

Interrupting, Enki insisted, “Anzu, you cannot have the missiles. Just concentrate on getting your 
precious cargo to Nibiru.”

Anzu, not happy with Enki's decision, stated, “There's another reason I need those missiles.”

“And what is that, Anzu?”

“To blast our way through Rock Alley, if we have to.”

“That is precisely one of the reasons that you cannot have them.”

“Your Lordship, you know the problem we encountered coming here when we used up our water.”

“Then take on board more water. There is plenty of it here.”

“I will get right on to it, my Lord,” The Commander replied, already walking to the door.

Enki called him back, “There's one other thing.”

Turning on his heel, Anzu, asked, “What is it now?”

“You won't be going on this trip.”

Enki’s comment caused Anzu’s eyes to widen in disbelief. “What do you mean, I won't be going?”

“I need you to stay here and run the mines. Abgal will take the gold to Nibiru.”

Anzu tried to control his anger and disappointment. “I am not happy about this, my Lord. I want to 
see my family again.”

Enki remained Adamant “You can see them again at the next pass. At present, I need your services 
here.”

Anzu persisted, “I am needed by my family back home. I have to go this time.”

Enki finished with arguing, looked the Igigi Commander square in the eye. “Anzu, you will stay 
here on Ki until otherwise ordered. Is that understood?”

“Yes Your Lordship,” Anzu mumbled, despondently.

When the Lord of Ki inspected the gold cargo, in the spaceship ready for lift-off, there seemed to be 
a shortfall. He sought out Anzu, whom he found conferring with Abgal. Approaching him, Enki 
said, “There is not as much gold as I assumed there would be.”

Anzu shrugged, “It's all we have.”

Enki replied, “The last time I visited  the mine there seemed to be much more than this.”

Anzu answered, “Un-crushed rock, yes, Your Lordship. There could be gold in it, but we haven't 
had time to crush it yet.”



Turning to Abgal, Enki ordered, “Make sure you bring back  crushing equipment on your next 
flight here.”

“Very well Your Lordship, I will see to it.”

Referring back to Anzu, Enki said, “My father is not going to be very impressed. We have to do 
better if we are to keep this colony going.”

Enki soon became aware of the tremendous effort the miners had put into extracting the ore, 
especially with the primitive methods they had to use. Nevertheless, the amount of gold mined 
seemed minimal compared to the time and exertion put into the project. He knew that a more 
significant source of gold had to be found, and soon. He showed no surprise when Anu expressed 
his disappointment at the small amount of gold.

Anu pointed out, “If you don't do better than this, the Council will cancel the Ki project and look 
elsewhere for the gold.”

“I understand father. I have ordered better equipment and more miners to assist us with the project.”

“I don't think there is much chance of that. I am certain that the High Council will not sanction any 
more workers until you reach the quotas we need.”

Enki, exasperated, retorted, “But we can't reach those quotas without more workers. You can see 
that, can't you, father?”

“It is logical, I suppose.”

“Then please explain it to the Council and get me, my extra workers.”

“I will do my best Ea – I mean Enki. However, send more gold here as quick as you can!”

On Nibiru Urak and his team of scientists processed the gold. After crushing the ore, the next job 
was to extract and wash the nuggets. Next, they were smelted, to a very high temperature – high 
enough to crystallise the metal. This glass-like material got ground into fine particles, after which a 
rocket spread them in the waning atmosphere. However, this only amounted to a band-aid repair. 
For every time Nibiru reached its perihelion Solaris broke up the atmosphere again. They had to 
find a more permanent solution or repair it every Sar.

 (The Sumerian chronicles state: ‘When to Earth we flew, only water cannon did we use to blast 
through the asteroids, nearly killing our engine due to water wasted blasting rocks. To return to 
Nibiru, I need the nukes you took from this ship.')

(The Sumerian chronicles state: ‘This rocket with your attitude you cannot pilot. Forsworn is the 
weapons use. Replaced as interplanetary pilot you are Anzu. Abgal, who pilots my craft, will return 
Alalu’s gold to Nibiru while here on Earth with your king's man Alalu, Anzu you must remain. Also, 
with water cannon only shall Abgal navigate the asteroids.')

(Sumerian chronicles state: ‘To make of it the finest dust, to skyward launch it was hauled away. A 
Sar did the fashioning last, and a Sar did the testing continue. With rockets was the dust 
heavenward carried, by crystal beams was it dispersed. When Nibiru near the Sun came, the golden 
dust was by its rays disturbed, the healing in the atmosphere dwindled, the breach to bigness 
returned. its rays disturbed, the healing in the atmosphere was dwindled, the breach to bigness 
returned.')



Chapter 15

Anzu brooded over his confinement to Ki. He wondered if Enki kept him there as retribution for his 
part in Alalu's misadventures? Unable to keep his suspicions bottled up, he voiced his concerns. 
“Lord Enki,” he began, “I cannot help but feel that my incarceration on this godforsaken planet is 
punishment for my part in Alalu's missile affair.”

Enki looked at him, then laughed, “Do you seriously think I am that small-minded, Anzu, that I 
would waste my time plotting against you?”

“I don't consider it funny, Your Lordship.”

“The reason I am keeping you here is that we have an important job to carry out, and you are my 
choice to head the project. That, and fly me around.”

Anzu felt relieved. “Thank you for clearing that up, Your Lordship.”

“There must be no misunderstandings between us.”

“No, my Lord.”

“Very well, get the Shamash ready for flight. We are going to the Abzu.”

“The Abzu, My Lord! Where's that?”

“It is a foreboding dark land, which has deep caves. We can hide the missiles there.”

“Yes, Your Lordship.”

“Only bring a minimum crew, all sworn to secrecy of course.”

“Very well, I will do your bidding right away my Lord.”

The hairy bipeds watched in awe and fear as the thing fell from the sky. It must have been 
substantial because it did not break up when it hit the Earth. None of their species, in their three 
million year domicile in the southern land, had experienced anything like it. Until then, the hairy 
ape-like creatures had ruled the area. Now, unbeknown to them, a considerable change took place, 
caused by those who arrived in the shiny flying rocks. The hairy ones did not wait around to see 
what happened next. As the enormous smooth rock landed, they felt an eerie sensation overcome 
them. They had to get away from the strange thing, as fast as they could.

Enki never saw the hairy bipeds, as the massive Shamash landed vertically in a clearing between 
rocky slopes. By the time He and Anzu had alighted from their spacecraft, the indigenous beings 
had disappeared into the tall lush undergrowth. Turning to Anzu, Enki said, “Now we have to find a 
cave.”

After another 3600 Ki Yeras, Abgal arrived back on Ki, with excavation tools, refining equipment 
and forty extra miners. An excited welcome committee, awaiting the arrival of the Shamash, 
gathered around the enormous shining disk after its touch down on the specially built platform, in 
Eridu. Enki, at the head of the crowd, welcomed Abgal back. Then, taking the astronaut aside, he 
asked, “How many mine workers have you got for me?”

“We have brought you 40 miners, Your Lordship. There are more on the way though, subject to the 
amount of gold I take back that is.”



Enki shook his head disbelievingly. “The more workers we have, the more gold they get. Doesn’t 
the Council understand that?” he asked.

“They say you'll have to prove the gold is here first.”

“Damn them!” Enki swore, “Why can't the High Council have faith, and trust in us.”

“I don't know, Your Lordship. All I know is what I have told you. I just hope, for the sake of your 
mission here, there's more gold for me to take back this time.”

“As do I, Abgal.”

The astronaut swept his eyes around. “Where's all the gold for me to take back?” he asked Anzu, 
looking at the few crates of ore listed for transportation.

“What you see my friend is what you take,” Anzu answered.

“I have been away for a whole Sar, and this is all you have?”

“The climate is unbalanced here. For much of the time, there was flooding in the mines. And, 
between you and me, I don't believe there's much more gold in the shafts we have built.”

“You know what this means, don't you?”

“Operation Ki gets closed down. And I get to go home.”

“If I didn't know better sir ...”

“It's best if you don't say anything, Abgal.”

“I wasn't suggesting that ...”

“Let's not go there.”

“It must be challenging for you, being stuck here.”

Anzu had wanted a sympathetic ear, but now he just felt childish. He said, “Don't get me wrong. I 
want this project to be a great success. I want it to aid all Nibiruans.”

Abgal smiled, saying,” Well, we'd better get the ore loaded, such as it is.”

Why did I react that way? Anzu wondered. It could be that Abgal’s unspoken insinuation had gotten 
to him. Could it be that he thought too much about himself and his needs, instead of putting the 
project first? He still harboured some resentment towards Enki for keeping him on Ki. However, 
now he knew vindictiveness hadn't played any part in the Lord of Ki's decision, he felt more relaxed 
about staying. It seemed as though his life was all about duty: to his family, the Igigi, Alalu, and 
now, Enki.

Enki had to deal with his own problems. His continuing tenure on Ki remained subject to him 
proving that gold extraction from the ocean served as a viable alternative to mining the precious 
metal. To date, his mind had been on other, more urgent projects, but now, the Council on Nibiru 
were demanding results based on his methodology. Now he had to put his theories to the test.

Therefore, he gathered his scientists and engineers about him and explained what he proposed to do 
to get gold from the ocean. Then he took a small team on an expedition to check out the lay of the 
land. During this excursion, he got his first glimpse of the hairy, upright creatures. During the 
thousands of Sars, the first Nibiruan contingency had been on Ki, the furry creatures had become a 



little bolder and a bit more curious. Instead of shying away from the giant strangers, some of them 
became a little daring.  Not sensing any threat they began to venture closer to the base camp. These 
rapidly moving creatures intrigued Enki, but at that time, they were not a priority.

After walking to the headwaters, Enki turned to those with him, saying. “We will carry out our 
research from here; in this place, we call Eridu. The settlement, so-named because, when  built, it 
became the first major base a long way from home.”

One of the engineers said, “Surely we ought to be putting our energies into working on the 
settlement itself.”

“If we don't find gold in the ocean there will be no settlement to expand,” Enki answered.

Enki, well aware that finding the gold was the main reason for his presence on Ki, still made Eridu 
liveable as his priority.  Although he knew it used up valuable gold sifting time, without the 
establishment of the first settlement, he and his fellow Nibiruans had no base from which to work. 
As the area Enki chose to carry out his colossal draining operation primarily comprised swampland 
and lush foliage, initiative and innovation were needed.

Enki, having drawn up the plans, oversaw the project, which included digging substantial drainage 
canals, drawing off the excess water. Working in the boggy trenches, sometimes knee-deep in the 
sludge proved arduous and tiring; it soon became apparent to Enki that he needed a more significant 
workforce. He had daily communications with Anu and, when he requested more Nibiruan workers, 
the line went silent for a moment.

Then the king asked, “How is your ocean search for gold going, Enki?”

After a short pause, Enki replied, “I have not been able to start yet. I need a laboratory first, but to 
get that I need to drain the land to build it on.”

“Why can you not use the laboratory built by the first scientists?”

“It is in the wrong place, father.”

Again, a brief silence ensued. Then king Anu said, “I cannot allocate any more resources until we 
see some results.”

“And we can't mine the gold until we have more workers.”

“I am sorry Enki, but the High Council is Adamant on this.”

“Can you not use your influence to get me more builders?”

“To be perfectly frank I am also losing faith in your project.”

Enki, stunned by his father's words, responded tersely, “I see father, so does that mean you have 
also lost your faith in me?”

“No, of course, I haven’t lost faith in you!”

“But on Ki, I am the project, father! Tell the council I just need a little extra time.”

“They may allow you more workers and more time on one condition.”

“Oh, and what condition is that?”

“That you allow your brother to come and help you.”

This time Enki felt like a bombshell had hit him. The very thought of his estranged brother 
interfering with his plans filled him with dread. “You know that could never work, father.”



“It’s about time you pair learned to work together, and it’s the only way I can persuade the Council 
to send reinforcements.”

“Father, you have no idea the amount of drainage work and canal building we have to do here. I am 
very close to extracting gold from Tiamat, but, as I have pointed out, we need more labourers.”

“You were always very good at putting your argument forward, Enki. Very well I will put your 
proposal to the High Council, but I don't hold out much hope.”

“Thank you, Father.”

“I will beam you as soon as we have reached a decision.”

Enki wondered what to do. Although his labour force suffered exhaustion, they still had to carry out 
much of the drainage work. The High Council on Nibiru continued to deny Enki more workers, 
frustrating him no end. They had no idea what the physical conditions were like around Eridu. 
Complaining to the High Council wouldn't achieve anything. He had to find a way to extract more 
gold. But from where could he obtain it? 

Enki decided to call a meeting of all the Nibiruans on Ki. Addressing his subjects, he outlined the 
problem and asked for any useful suggestions. Of the few ideas put forward, the only logical answer 
meant getting one big shipment of gold by mining all the known reserves in the nearby Shadu 
mountain range.

“Kurgal, the mine overseer, strongly objected, “We don't have enough for our next shipment, let 
alone gold to spare for your project, My Lord.”

Enki replied, “Scientific evidence suggests the future of gold extraction here, lies in the Tiamat, the 
watery abyss. If we do not get this project up and running, there will be no future on Ki for 
anybody.”

“But we do not have the gold to spare, your Lordship,” Kurgal argued.

“Why do you not have enough gold?” Enki asked.

“The supplies are running very low. There is perhaps enough for three more shipments, but that is 
it. After that, we have to locate a new mine.”

Kurgal added, “The miners are working as hard as is possible, now. So, how are we supposed to 
increase productivity to fulfil Nibiru's gold quota?”

“Then we will increase your workforce. You will dig up the remaining gold in one go. Meanwhile, I 
will get my gold-sifting project under way, and we will see who provides most of the gold for the 
next shipment,” Enki suggested.

“From where are we supposed to get this extra workforce?” Kurgal asked.

“Apart from the engineers and labourers I need for the ocean project I will put the rest of the 
workforce at your disposal,” Enki answered, enthused.

This solution gained general assent from those assembled.

The mine manager, however, still saw some problems. He said, “Your idea sounds feasible Your 
Lordship, but there are still some difficulties we will run up against, such as the extra time we will 
need to train new miners.”

Enki had no time for the details. “They are your problems. You deal with them.”

“Yes, Your Lordship.”



Having dealt with that matter, Enki addressed the general assembly, saying, “All those who are 
currently working on the building, and drainage will report to Kurgal, for mining duties.”

Next, Gala, who looked after the Nibiruan’s spiritual well-being, spoke up, “Your Lordship, is it a 
moral act to deceive the King of Heaven?”

Stunned silence filled the room. Enki had no time to look at the moral ramifications of the 
Assembly's decision. His focus remained solely on the solution, not the means needed to reach a 
satisfactory outcome. At length, he replied, “What difference does it make as long as Nibiru gets its 
precious gold?”

“You have not answered my question, Your Lordship,” Gala pressed.

Enki's realised, for the first time on Ki, others were challenging his authority, and he could not 
allow that. He replied, “What I am doing is for the good of all Nibiruans. Ask me again in one Yera, 
and if I have not proven my word, then I will wear the guilt you wish to bestow upon me.”

“Your Lordship, I wish no such thing.”

“Enough has been said! Keep your silence Gala,” Enki remonstrated, closing the subject.

Chapter 16

As the Nibiruans had a higher level of consciousness than the primitive indigenous creatures who 
were native to the colony, the hirsute bipeds did not see the space invaders at first. This 
phenomenon was due to no information existing in their collective consciousness to register the 
strangers in their midst. As time progressed though, and the dimensional gap narrowed, the hairy 
ones began to see odd blurs and occasional light flashes. Eventually, the primitive human brain 
turned these fuzzy waves into a particular form. 

From that, time on the hirsute bipeds watched the slow-moving giants from a distance. When they 
saw the beings descend in boulders breathing fire, their primary reptilian brains told them to flee to 
survive. They did not question why, because their cerebellums were too primitive for them to query 
anything. Their brain's tenuous synaptic connections told them to get away from the threat, for they 
could only register it as such. 

Within these hairy beings, there existed a fascination -  some deeply embedded need to learn. 
However, this flickering spark of curiosity, separated from their underlying consciousness, limited 
their behaviour and responses.

Generations of these hirsute bipeds came and went, with many of these creatures never seeing the 
slow ones falling from the skies. Nevertheless, they may well have seen the strange caves they 
made, and they may have watched the slow motion creatures gradually constructing huge caves by 
burrowing into the mountains. They did not record these things though. Either it never occurred to 
their primitive brains, to do so, or because they had not reached an evolutionary stage, where they 
could depict their observations. 

Besides, their simple lives almost entirely centred on eating sleeping and producing more of their 
kind. However, unbeknown to these hairy beings, the very fact that they were sharing a planet with 
the almost still ones meant that at some stage in the history of both species their paths would cross, 
with astounding results.

Enki's ruse worked; Nibiru got its gold, and the Lord of Ki got his more significant workforce. By 
then the Shadu gold mine, no longer a viable source of the precious metal, closed down and the first 
retrenched workers, in Ki history, put their energies to good use by helping to dig the drainage 



canals. As the irrigation channels drained excess water off the land, colossal earth mounds formed 
beside them. As time passed, the soil dried out, and construction of Enki's small palace, built, out of 
bricks made of dried mud, took shape. In keeping with Enki's title ‘Lord of the Sweet Waters that 
Run Underneath the Earth', his home design included a wide moat. Enki called his new abode Abzu 
(the watery home.) It became the first royal building in Eridu, and the base from there, the ‘Lord of 
Earth' made his plans to get his gold extraction plant built and operational.

By this time well over 2000 Nibiruans were living on Ki, some of whom had been there for 
thousands of Yeras. For the first time, for many of the workers, a sense of discontent affected their 
daily routines. As their lives mainly consisted of working and sleeping, many things were lacking. 

One day, a number of them held a meeting, in which they discussed their needs. One of the workers, 
RakBu, acted as the spokesperson for the workforce. The delegate, Rakbu, duly met with the Lord 
of Earth in his Abzu. There, he outlined the worker's joint issues.

After reading the list put before him, Enki turned to Rakbu, saying, “Among these items you put 
before me, which of them do you consider to be the most important?”

Rakbu answered the question immediately. That would have to be living with our Sinnises, so that 
we may mate here and grow our families.”

This issue was the first time the Nibiruan workers placed their desires above the needs of the 
project. This disturbed Enki. He responded, “I understand your needs but let us make Eridu a safe 
and pure place for them to live here, before their arrival.”

Not put off, the delegate responded, “Some of our workers have been here a long time and are 
desperate for the company of Sinnises. A few of them have even captured the hairy females and 
tried to mate with them.”

Shocked by this revelation and Rakbu's casual admission, Enki stood, wide-eyed, staring at the 
delegate. Considering how to deal with the situation he ordered, “Go back to your workers, and tell 
them there will be a meeting in which I will address these matters.”

“Thank you, your Lordship.”

In due course, Enki had everybody gathered around him. He addressed the informal meeting, 
saying, “First of all let me thank you all for your hard work and dedication you have shown in your 
purpose. Our numbers have grown to such an extent that we now need to bring in laws and 
guidelines to ensure that this remains a pure place, a place of high principle, and a place of safety. 
To this end, you will cast lots to elect twelve citizens to form a High Council on Ki. We do not 
know how long we will be here, but we must continue to live and work, as though we will be here 
forever.”

Rakbu, who had a responsibility to his workers, asked, “What about our Sinnis companions. This 
important matter has to be addressed immediately, your Lordship.”

Enki responded, “Indeed, it does. It has come to my notice that some workers are mating with the 
hairy ape females. This practice will stop forthwith. Anybody caught, who engages in this 
despicable act, will be severely dealt with.”

Responses from the assembly ranged from groans of “unfairness” to “unbelievable.”

Enki waited for the furore to die down before continuing. “Now, regarding your request to have 
your Sinnises here with you  so that you can mate and have families on Ki, is a natural progression 
in colonisation, the time is not yet right.”

“What do you mean by saying the time is not yet right?” Rakbu demanded.



“There are specific reasons for my decision. First, I want Eridu to be more than just a mining 
settlement, before their arrival. Secondly, nothing must distract us from the important work we have 
to do here, and thirdly, we do not know how long we are going to be here. Therefore, I must reject 
your request.”

Cries of “Shame” and “Unfair” issued from the audience.

Once the objections from the audience had died down Enki continued, “However I have a proposal 
to make. Depending on personal work performance and the time workers have been here, you can 
apply to return to Nibiru for one Sar for rest and recreation.”

This time a customary tapping of feet on the floor, a Nibiruan sign of approval, showed assent.

Enki then said, “Okay, now let us get back to work.”

With his plans for the extraction plant completed, Enki met with his engineer, Kila, who, in charge 
of the excavation, looked at the designs. They showed canals with fine mesh nets stretched across 
them, to catch everything, not seawater, washed in by the tide. After perusing the drawings, he 
nodded appreciatively, “This concept may work well my Lord, but we cannot search for the gold in 
the nets while the water level is high.”

Enki smiled, “Of course not. The nets rise above the water, by way of winches, once the tide is full. 
Then, when the water runs back into Tiamat, the nets empty out onto the canal beds. That’s when 
we extract the gold.”

The engineer, impressed, said, “You appear to have thought of everything, my Lord.

Kila, overwhelmed by Enki’s engineering genius, extolled him. “Oh great Enki, prince and son of 
the King of Heaven, you who had us dig and build mounds of Earth, have saved our mother planet.”

“Let us not rejoice yet. Let us see the gold first,” Enki replied.

Therefore, the Man-made canals flowed with the waters of Tiamat, and the nets trapped the in-
flowing debris. Once the ocean had rolled back, and the enormous nets emptied out, the miners 
moved in to see if they had caught any gold. A cheer went up! Kila, wondering why the fuss, rushed 
over to the net to see. Lo-and-behold he saw some gold nuggets, washed up by the ocean. Then 
there was great rejoicing, and Enki got heralded as the true Lord of Ki.

Enki looked at his son's holo-image on the table beside his bed, and he immediately felt a longing 
for him. Marduk was often on his mind, but this was more than just pleasant family memories. Enki 
felt a desperate yearning to be with his son. Most of the time, with his mind occupied by the many 
tasks he had to perform, he managed to keep his feelings in check. 

He found that working hard was an effective way to stop the sadness welling up from the deep 
yearning within his heart. However, as he sat alone in his Abzu, he was filled with longing. He had 
not seen Damkina or their son Marduk for a very long time, and he desperately needed to contact 
them. His marriage to Damkina, which had taken place more out of familial duty than a foundation 
of love, had always had its problems, but their deep respect for each other, had kept it on an even 
keel.

However, it had rapidly deteriorated, since his father had dismissed her father from the throne. Enki 
had tried persuading her that it was not their fight, but the family rift widened even further than 
before. He pleaded with her to bring his son to Ki, where they could all live together, but she had 
refused and instead, moved in with her grandmother. Damkina's decision was a massive blow to 
Enki. He was sure that the old witch Lama had got into her ear and persuaded her to leave him, but 
he could not prevent it happening. In any case, Damkina had made her decision. She and their son 
moved into her grandmother's villa.



The deep ache and sense of loss Enki felt was a heavy burden for him to bear. However, his mission 
had to take precedence over his grief. So, sighing heavily; he focused his mind on his purpose on 
Ki. He had to meet Kila at the panning site for the latest report on gold production.

As he watched the workers panning for gold, from the bank of the canal, Enki, turning to Kila, 
asked, “Is the gold up to your expectations?”

“The quality is, but the amount is less than we need, my Lord.”

“How can we increase production?”

“We need more inlets from the ocean and a larger workforce.”

Enki nodded thoughtfully. “Another 2000 Ki Yeras will pass before we can get more workers from 
Nibiru, so we will have to cope for now.”

“Kila grinned, “At least that means we have that long to get the next shipment ready.”

Looking through the mud to see what the nets revealed, proved a slow and arduous task, each time 
Solaris rose in the morning sky. Sometimes, amid the seaweed, driftwood and creatures from 
Tiamat, a prospector would pick out the tiny shining yellow metal nuggets, but they needed much 
more gold for the next shipment to Nibiru, and they only had 2000 Ki Yeras to reach their quota. 

Enki made a note in the annals he was writing:

2000 thousand yeras may seem a lot, but it equated to one Nibiruan Sar.

He also wrote:

I have noticed that the periods between light and dark, when Ki is either governed by Solaris or 
Kingu, has been getting longer. I am not sure why this is so. Either Ki's progress is changing or we, 
having lived here so long, are adapting to her ways. Either way, it is a curious phenomenon. 

Enki called a meeting of the High Council of Ki. The members,  with each one representing a 
specific aspect of the Ki mission, gathered in his Abzu, which now stood sturdily on the reclaimed 
wetland. With everybody settled, Enki, putting forward his proposals, began, “We Nibiruans in 
domicile on Ki, who are here to help our home planet survive, are now citizens of two worlds. On 
Nibiru, we are Nibiruans, so we need an identity here on Ki. Therefore, I propose that while in 
domicile on Ki, we shall be called Anunnaki, for from ‘Heaven to Ki' did we come.”

The Council listened and Dayanum, who came to Ki to be Eridu's justice minister, asked, “Your 
Lordship does this mean we are to stay here and become part of this world?”

Enki responded, “I believe a long-term presence here is required. This world is a big place, yet we 
have hardly begun to explore it.”

Following another short pause, to allow his words to sink in, Enki announced, “We need to make 
our food gathering methods much more efficient. When Alalu first came here, hunting and 
gathering food was very erratic. However, at the time there were very few Nibiruans here, so it was 
not a problem. Lately, Sharur who has been co-coordinating food supplies to cater for our growing 
population has improved the efficiency of food gathering. We are very thankful for this." Enki 
waited for the applause to die down. "However, this pooling of food resources, in a centralised co-
operative, still relies upon hunting wild creatures and picking wild plants. I propose that we change 
from hunting and gathering as our main food supply and, in its place, we make and run farms to 
satisfy our own food needs.”

The council, all of whom respected Lord Enki's usual sound judgement, voted in favour of his 
proposals. Consequently, they were carried out, and Eridu grew, and the Anunnaki prospered. 



New areas of swampland became irrigation channels, allowing many more farms on the reclaimed 
land. Sun-baked mud-brick dwellings and reed huts grew in number, as more Anunnaki aided the 
colonisation of the future Persian Gulf. Among Eridu's educated citizens were specialists in 
farming, engineering, science, the arts, administration, healing, and spiritual guidance. 

However, many of the Anunnaki men, wanted their Sinnis companions, to provide comfort and a 
new generation of pure Anunnaki, the first Nibiruans to be born on Ki. Enki agreed it was time.

The Anunnaki migrants gathered around, as the rocket ship landed on the new space platform, near 
Eridu. Excitement abounded among the workers, as the Shamash, as well as bringing much-needed 
supplies, also brought the Nibiruan Sinnises. A huge cheer went up as the first Nibiruan womenfolk 
stepped from the Shamash, to be with their menfolk on Ki. 

Although Enki did not show it, he felt deeply saddened that Damkina and Marduk were not on the 
flight. However, his spirits lifted when he saw Ninkhursag walking towards him. His eyes 
brightened because his beloved sister had come to stay and work with him on his brave new world. 
Ninkhursag came to Eridu as the chief nurse in command of the medical facilities. In this role, she 
became referred to as Ninki (lady-life).

They met in a passionate embrace, and Enki's sadness disappeared like smoke. They held each other 
close and neither wanted to be the first to let go. 

“It's wonderful to see you again Ea, err, I mean Enki,” Ninkhursag said.

“And you my beloved sister. Now come to my Abzu for we have so much to catch up on.”

Ninkhursag overjoyed at being reunited with her beloved brother, momentarily forget the burden 
that weighed heavily on her heart. Ninkhursag did not speak of it with Enki that first day because it 
would have spoiled the magic they shared sitting together in his Abzu gazing up at the starry 
heavens. 

As they sat deep in conversation, Enki’s servant served them with a tasty salad and the juice of local 
fruits. 

After finishing his juice of fruit, Enki took Ninkhursag's claws in his and looked into her multi-
pupil eyes, saying, “Now that we are together, at last, there is nothing to stop us becoming betrothed 
again.”

Ninkhursag pulled away, saying, “Do you think we can just go back to the way things were between 
us before you got married?”

“No, I don't assume that my beautiful beloved sister. It is just that having you here, with me, at last, 
made me realise how much I have missed you. I want you to rule here with me.”

“Let's just take things one step at a time dearest brother,” Ninkhursag said, smiling sweetly.

Enki wondered why she remained so uncommitted on the subject of their marriage. He did not 
pressure her though, as he did not want to spoil the magical time they were having together. 

That night they cuddled up and made love, uniting in ecstasy, as their bodies joined with one 
another in blissful unity. In the warmth of their bonding, he felt her deep love for him, but he also 
felt her unease.

“How is father?” Enki asked as he and his sister breakfasted together.

“He is well. He is proud of what you have achieved.”

“And our dear brother, what mischief is he causing now he doesn't have me to pick on?”



Ninkhursag became silent. At length, she said, “Okay, I guess. I don't have much to do with him.”

Enki sensed something was troubling his sister. Especially when he brought up the subject of their 
family, a topic she seemed to want to avoid." It concerned him much to see the bright light of his 
life suffering inner turmoil.

Later that day, he showed her the BitMurSu, (the House of Disease or Healing Centre) where she 
would be the nursing director. The main building, almost complete, just needed the final touches. 
The new hospital, abuzz with engineers installing specialised medical equipment, sent from Nibiru. 

Although there were only a handful of Anunnaki contractors working on the project, it proved 
difficult for Enki and Ninkhursag to find a private space. He asked a few workers to leave the 
‘Nurse Director's' workspace so that he and his sister could have privacy. 

“This will be your working area, Ninki,” her brother explained, using his pet name for her. 

Without answering, she turned away from him. 

Enki, taking her in his arms, asked, “What troubles you so, dear sister? Is it because I asked you to 
marry me?”

“No, that's not it. Besides, what about Damkina?”

“There is no love connection between us. She would let me go. Even so, that is not it, is it? There is 
something else troubling you.”

Pulling back, Ninkhursag cried, “Oh Enki, promise you will not hate me!”

Enki stood wide-eyed. “Hate you, my beloved sister! There is nothing you could do that would 
make me hate you!”

“Oh Enki, I have done a terrible thing that weighs heavily upon me -- much more so now that we 
are again together.”

“I implore you, lighten your soul by telling me what troubles you so.”

She hesitated, then taking a deep breath she uttered, “I have a child, a male child called Ninurta.”

Enki's brow furrowed, in puzzlement. He said, “Ninki, bearing the ‘Lord who completes the 
fountain’ is terrific news. Why should it worry you so?”

Turning away, her face downcast, Ninkhursag spoke the words Enki least wanted to hear. She 
uttered, “Because his father is I-lu, our brother.”

Enki, stunned into silence, tried to comprehend what his sister said, her words penetrating his brain 
like a sharp knife.

Ninkhursag turned and hid her head in shame.

At length, Enki managed to ask just two words, “Why Ninki?”

Unable to face him, she answered, “I had to tell you even though I knew it would hurt you. The 
burden has been too great for me to bear.”

“I don't understand.”

“I have hurt you, and I can't change that. I also can't change the fact that I love you deeply." She 
sighed deeply. I know things can never be the same between us again, so I shall stay here and 
dedicate myself to my work." Ninki paused, then said, "I could not tell you this until we had shared 
such ecstasy, the memory of which will always stay in my heart.”



“With tears in his eyes, Enki responded, “We cannot leave it like this. Come back with me, and we 
will work things out.”

Shaking her head, Ninki said, “No, my beloved brother, I cannot do that. I will stay here. It is for 
the best.”

Back in his Abzu, Enki, plagued by anxious thoughts, could not sleep. With the anguish came many 
questions, useless ones because there would never be any answers to them. Why had Ninki done it? 
Enki wondered why his brother, whether by malice or unintentionally, kept doing things to hurt 
him? Even as children, together I-lu tricked and cheated him, generally making their playtime 
together an unpleasant experience. The sibling rivalry became even worse as they grew up. It 
seemed to Enki that his half-brother would go to any lengths to sabotage his happiness. 

Even worse, I-lu managed to take away anything beautiful in Enki's life, making it ugly and 
untouchable. I-lu had tainted his only real love, Ninki. Now, because of his brother, she had left him 
again and moved into the BitMurSu to dedicate herself to her nursing.

To take his mind off his problems, Enki put his full concentration into working out ways to make 
improvements to his gold extracting operation. Having come up with some new ideas, Enki sought 
out Kila, who he found training a new engineer, to assist in the maintenance of the net lifting 
mechanism. 

At the site, Enki marvelled at the work carried out. Nevertheless, the gold quota remained too low. 
He strode up to Kila, saying, “I have some ideas to improve the efficiency of the operation.”

“Hearing his Lord and Master's voice, Kila responded, “What are they, my Lord?”

Showing his manager a chart of the Gulf coastline, the Lord of Ki pointed out. “We need more 
channels Kila. I have indicated where they need to cross the others.”

Pondering the chart the veteran excavator answered, “We don't have the necessary manpower to 
carry this out.”

“Nothing is impossible if we apply ourselves to it, Kila.”

“This is, my Lord. Apart from not having an adequate workforce to keep up with the task, the gold 
supply from Tiamat is steadily diminishing. Also, I don't believe creating more channels is going to 
increase our production.”

“What do you mean, you don't believe?”

“Your Lordship, to be truthful I don't think the yield is worth the effort. We need to find another 
source of gold.”

Enki, undeterred, handing Kila his chart, responded, “That is all the more reason to create new 
channels.”

Chapter 17

During a family gathering at Lama's villa, Kumarbi sought out his aunt, Damkina. She was showing 
young Marduk some exotic fish in Lama's crystal clear pond when he approached her. “Hello aunt,” 
he announced.

Noticing her nephew, Damkina responded, “Hello Kumarbi. How are things at court?”

“Anu is sometimes difficult to serve.” Then, changing the subject, he asked, “Have you heard from 
Ea?”



“He is Enki now, and no, I haven't heard from him for at least two Sars.”

“Will you be joining him on Ki?”

“I have considered the proposition, but I believe there is too much bad blood between our 
households now, for me to contemplate such a move.”

“Yes, I know what you mean, but Enki, like us, was caught up in the family politics. I have spoken 
to great-grandmother about it.”

“What does she say, Kumarbi?”

“She also would like harmony between our houses, but somebody has to give a peace offering 
first.”

“She still feels that Anu mistreated her son.”

“As the King of Heaven's Royal Cupbearer, I have worked closely with his Heavenness. At first, I 
was happy to be Lama's eyes and ears around the palace, but I now realise that, if he had not taken 
the crown from grandfather, we would not be living on Nibiru today.”

“So you agree with him taking the crown?” Damkina asked, surprised.

“In retrospect, I believe it was the right thing for him to do.”

Noticing her son was about to climb into the pond, she shouted, “Marduk, stay out of your great 
grandmother's pond. She won't like you upsetting her fish.” Then, turning to Kumarbi, she said, “In 
a way, I suppose the Anu's move was just.”

“What do you mean by that, aunt?”

Realising she had spoken out of turn, she quickly changed the subject, saying, “Marduk is 
becoming a handful these days.”

More interested in what she nearly let slip, her nephew pressed, “What did you mean by saying 
justice got served?”

Calling Marduk, she said, “Come on, we have to go now.” Then, addressing her nephew, she said, 
“Sorry Kumarbi. I fear I have said too much.” Then, taking her son's claw, she left her nephew and 
headed back to the villa.

Kumarbi could not let it go. Deciding to find out what she meant, he followed her back to the villa. 
Catching up with his aunt, he said, “If you know something that keeps the fires of anger burning 
between our house and that of Anshargal, then, please tell me what it is.”

Speaking to Marduk, she said, “Go inside and find great grandma.” After he went scurrying into the 
big house, Damkina took her nephew aside, saying, “You do not understand, Kumarbi. If I let slip 
what is on my mind, it will fan the fires of hate between our families even more.”

“Whatever it is, you must tell me, Damkina.”

She knew when he used her first name he was earnest and would not let up. Resigning herself, she 
sighed, “Very well Kumarbi, if you must know I will tell you. However, you will not thank me for 
it.”

“I am not interested in thanking you. I just want the truth.”

Taking a deep breath, she explained, “Your great-grandfather did not have an accident and fall off 
the roof.”



Kumarbi stared at her, wide-eyed. “What happened then?”

“He was pushed!”

“Pushed - by whom?”

“Your grandfather - my father.”

Kumarbi gasped, unable to comprehend the information. He responded, “But, that's impossible! 
Why would grand ...?”

“He was on the roof with king Lahma at the time he fell.”

“How do you know this?”

“Enki told me.”

Kumarbi stood stunned.

“I warned you, but you would not listen.”

Still finding it difficult to believe that his grandfather had murdered his father, he asked, “Why 
hasn't great-grandmother told me? Is it because she wishes to keep this family scandal well and 
truly hidden?”

“No. It's because Lama doesn't know.”

“SHE DOESN'T KNOW!” Kumarbi bellowed.

“Keep your voice down. No, my mother does not know. It was bad enough for her to lose her 
husband in an accident. Please don't say anything to her, Kumarbi, I beg of you.”

“But her son, her husband's murderer, lives under her roof, and she doesn't know it!”

“Believe me; it's best left that way. It's best that we heal the rift between our warring houses and not 
create a needless falling out within ours. Please promise me you will not speak of this to anyone.”

“But Damkina!”

“Just promise to, please. If you don't, I can never enter Lama's home again.”

“Why not go to Enki then. He will protect you.”

“This is not about my protection Kumarbi. It is about protecting the family. Now please promise!”

Kumarbi, in a dilemma, was confused about what to do. However, under pressure from his aunt, he 
uttered, “I promise.”

Kumarbi knew that if the scandalous information became widely known the House of Anshargal 
would make sure that the House of Alalu would never again be able to hold its head high with 
pride. It would also damage his chances of becoming king. But apart from his desires such 
disclosure would ferment greater hate and loathing between the families, and fuel the feud for many 
Sars to come.  

Kumarbi sighed, If only Lama would back off and stop stirring up trouble for Anu with the High 
Council, things would be a lot smoother between them. He now had the means to prevent her 
interference in state affairs but couldn't use the knowledge.

If she knew what her precious son had done then perhaps, she would see his dethronement and exile 
in a different light. Even so, Kumarbi could not tell her. He had to keep his promise to Damkina.



Alalu derived great pleasure from regaling his grandson with his stories, so he wondered why 
Kumarbi had not dropped by to see him at the villa. He spoke to Lama about it at breakfast one day, 
saying, “Young Kumarbi hasn't dropped by for some time now. Is there a problem?”

Looking up from her vegetable puree, she responded, “How would I know? He doesn't tell me 
much about what is going on. I believe you ought to have a word with him.”

“Yes, perhaps I will.”

“While we're on the subject of family, don't you suppose it would be better if we seek reconciliation 
with the House of Anshargal?”

Alalu laughed, “Are you getting soft in your old age?”

“No, I am not! However, while there is an open wound between our houses, Kumarbi will never 
take his rightful place on the throne.”

“Why ever  not?”

“Because, while we are at loggerheads with each other, they will be suspicious of any move we 
make.”

“Yes, I see your point, but won't they be suspicious anyway?”

“Not if we bury our differences and work with the House of Anshargal.”

“So you consider, politically speaking, we would we be better off seeking peace between our 
houses.”

“Of course. It will put Anu's lot off their guard.”

“So, Mother, how do you propose to pull off this miracle?”

“I'll leave that up to you.”

“What do you mean?”

“Leak it to the An-Gels. Once it becomes publicly known that we wish for peace between our 
families, Anu will have to respond in kind.”

Kumarbi received Alalu's message, asking him to drop by the villa to see him. Even so, how could 
he, knowing what he knew about Alalu, ever look his grandfather in the eye again? Still, he had to 
respond. Therefore, honouring his grandfather's request, he agreed to see him at the villa.

While they sat having lunch, as Lama was also present, Kumarbi kept quiet about his grandfather’s 
duplicity. She always unnerved him, with eyes that seemed to penetrate deep into his brain. There 
was uneasiness in the air. Kumarbi was polite, but he answered any questions put to him directly 
with as few words as possible. Then, not able to stand the tension building up inside him any more, 
he said, “Grandfather, I would like to speak to you alone.”

Lama responded, “We have no secrets in my home.”

Kumarbi gritted his teeth and kept his silence. At length, he said, “It's a man thing.”

“Well, I suppose you had better deal with your ‘man thing' then,” Lama retorted, disappearing into 
another part of the villa.

Left to their devices, Kumarbi began, “It was challenging for me to come here today.”

“Why is that?” Alalu asked.



Looking his grandfather square in the eye, he mouthed, “Because I didn't want to see you.”

Alalu laughed, “Is this some joke on your part?”

“No joke. You see, I know what you did.”

“And what am I supposed to have done?”

His next words were the hardest ones Kumarbi had ever spoken. “You murdered your father.”

Alalu, stunned into silence, sat with his mouth open. It all came back in a rush. It had all happened 
so quickly that day, so long ago, on the roof. The facts of the incident had become so mixed up in 
his brain over the Sars that he was not sure if he had pushed his father or tried to hold him back. 

Now he was accused, and by his flesh and blood. Nevertheless, how his grandson knew about it was 
beyond him. There had not been any witnesses, and he indeed had not told anybody. Gathering his 
wits about him, Alalu responded, “Kumarbi, you do not understand.”

“Then, help me to understand by telling me what happened!”

“I will, but not here. Not now.”

“When then?”

“I will explain it all to you soon.”

“If you don't, I will tell your mother.”

Alalu broke out in a cold sweat. “It would kill her.”

Kumarbi stared into Alalu’s eyes. “Don't keep me waiting, grandfather.”

Chapter 18

The farmers of Eridu, now a bustling township of 5000 Anunnaki, were delighted with the way 
Enki organised the various agricultural projects. By way of thanks, they venerated him in worship, 
giving praise to their Lord and Master, in the Bit-Ninnigiku (House of the Bright-Eyed lord) for 
their bumper crops and fattened livestock. The Thanksgiving gathering, which was presided over by 
Zagmi, the temple priest, was in full swing, as those present, repeated the prayer:

When father Enki comes out into the seeded Land, it brings forth fertile seed,

When Nudimmud comes out to my fertile ewe, it gives birth to the lamb,

When he comes out to my fertile cow, it gives birth to the fertile calf,

When he comes out to my fertile goat, it gives birth to the fertile kid,

When you have gone out to the field, to the cultivated field,

You pile up heaps and mounds on the high plain,

You make water channels to water the crops of the parched Earth,

We give thanks to Enki, the king of the Abzu, overpowering Lord of Ki.

After the prayer was over, Enki then spoke up with authority:

“My father, the king of the universe, brought me into existence on Nibiru.

My ancestor, the king of all the lands, Gathered together all the Mes,



He placed the Mes in my hand.

The shuffling of feet, a traditional Nibiruan form of salutation, sounded through the temple.

Zagmi finished the celebration, saying, “We give thanks to Apsu for the light that grants us life, for 
the heat that warms our hearts and for the power that animates our souls. We give thanks to An, the 
Creator of all,  Tiamat our Great Mother, Hub Bur, the Dragon Queen, that she may always fill us 
with her wisdom and may we use her knowledge wisely.”

Enki paid his respects to the gods and left the Temple. He was pleased with the way that food 
production and distribution had improved markedly since the Anunnaki had adopted agriculture 
over hunting. Now that his ceremonial duties were over, he was free for the day. 

Enki was feeling good. His projects were going well, and the Anunnaki respected his leadership. He 
mused over such things as he waited for Emuq to join him. Enki had been looking for an energy 
scientist to help with some individual work. Urak,  Enki's science mentor on Nibiru recommended 
Emuq. Although a brilliant scientist, Emuq was also a philosopher and spiritual mentor.

The scientist was busy with instruments for measuring energy fields when Enki found him.

“Would you be EmUq, by any chance?”

“Indeed. I would.”

“Urak said you would be the best person to help me.”

“Oh, did he?” Then he looked up, and when he saw the Lord of Ki addressing him, he asked, “How 
may I serve you?”

“I wish to have a means of transport to take me around this world.”

Emuq laughed, “You have been talking to Urak?”

“I am always seeking his wisdom in science matters. Now, he tells me you have tapped a particular 
energy source.”

“Yes, the breath of the magnificent An.”

“What is this breath you speak of?”

“It is unlimited energy.”

“What like the energy we use to power things on Nibiru?”

“No, it is different. The breath I speak of is in a universe of its own.”

“So how do we tap into this power, EmUq?”

“By harmonising it with its unique vibration.”

“How do we do that?”

“This breath is light, and it flows perpetually within a system, say a space vehicle for instance.”

“Is it safe?”

“Perfectly safe because there is no charge to cause harm.”

“So does this breath of god get into the system, through a protected sheath?”

“No, your Lordship, this is the beauty of this system. It's no good trying to send the energy through 
a sheath because, to do so, you need a charge.”



“Then, how do you tap into this energy to power a space vehicle with it?”

“Research shows that Ki is like a huge magnet and has magnetic lines in grid patterns around it. It 
just so happens that one of the biggest and most powerful energy flows on Ki is not far from where 
we are now.”

“Are you saying we can tap into Ki's energy flow and use it in a space vehicle?”

“It can be used in anything that can run on its energy.”

“But what sort of machine do we need to tap into this energy?”

“A perfect disc made of specific metals.”

“What metals are these?”

“Your Lordship, I do not have the diagrams with me. Come to the Science Academy, and I will 
show them to you.”

“When would that be convenient?”

“The next time Apsu warms us with his rays, Your Lordship.”

The Bit-Mudutu (Science Academy of Eridu) suggested something more grandiose than the ‘House 
of Knowledge' turned out to be. As Enki entered the mud brick building, with its single laboratory, 
his mind went back to the sessions he and Urak had had together, at the Science Academy on 
Nibiru, in which they talked of wondrous things.

Emuq was waiting for him at the door. “Welcome Your Lordship. Please come in.”

Upon entering, Enki noticed various devices and appliances scattered around a workbench. There 
were multiple sizes of hard disks, jars seething with electric charges, coils and other devices in 
differing states of assemblage.

Getting Enki's attention, EmUq said, “The trick is to create a strong enough force that moves away 
from the centre to overcome Ki's attractive energy.”

“For a very long time, we have searched for anti-gravity technology. Do you mean to say you can 
make it work?”

“To do so, we need two discs, equal and opposite to each other, with each one spinning in opposite 
directions.”

“And this draws in the breath of God?”

“Once each disk spins it sets up exactly the correct vibration, and we achieve anti-gravity 
technology.”

Enki looked around at the scientific equipment, and he asked, “Did all this come from Nibiru?”

“Yes, your Lordship. We considered it best to test it on Ki.”

“You haven't tested it out on Nibiru?”

“No. We could have, but the vibration here is different.”

Changing the subject, Enki asked, “So, how does this machine of yours fly?”

“Once we charge it with Ki energy it takes off vertically and moves forwards, or just stays in one 
spot.”

“How does it refuel?”



“That's the beauty of my invention. It never needs refuelling, Your Lordship.”

“What do you mean?”

There are various connection points around Ki where your sky vehicle can recharge. As I 
mentioned, one of those is not far from where we are.”

“When can you have one made?”

EmUq laughed, “Follow me.”

Enki followed EmUq to a building that housed, as he discovered, a gleaming metallic disc with a 
cockpit in the middle. It had portholes around the cockpit and, closer inspection showed it to have, 
room for two occupants. Enki was awestruck. “That's magnificent Emuq.” Then he asked excitedly, 
“Can I take it up?”

“It's not completed yet, your Lordship. Besides, there is something you need to know.”

“What's that?”

“Sit in the pilot's seat.”

Enki did so, wondering why it was necessary.

“When you put the headset on and activate it, the ship will be flying in the direction of your 
thoughts.”

Enki was amazed. “Really?” he queried.

Emuq just smiled, proud that he had managed to impress the Lord of Ki. He then said, “There's 
something else you need to know.”

“What's that?”

“This, ‘Margidda,' that's what I call it, can only be charged up at specific points in this world. I will 
give you a chart to study.”

“So, where can I recharge the Margidda?”

“Where the major grid lines cross each other. Study the chart your Lordship, and you will know.”

“Thank you Emuq. If this works out, we will be able to look for other places for gold.” Then, as 
Enki turned to leave, he had an idea. Turning to Emuq, he asked, “Can this breath of god be used to 
energise Eridu.”

“I don't see why not. However, we would have to build a resonator to tap into Ki's energy grid.”

Enki felt proud to show off his new metropolis. Eridu, which boasted fifty thousand Anunnaki, had 
become - the first major city on Ki. Based on the Nibiruan city planning style, it had been designed 
with just a few embellishments, decided on by the High Council. Although, by using Ki's natural 
resources as building materials, instead of the durable, lightweight alloys used on Nibiru, it imposed 
many limitations on the builder's creative flair. 

The Bit-Nuru, (House of Bright Light), the Temple of Holy of Holies, took centre position, as the 
place of worship in the city. Beside this Enki's Palace, Ekallim Enki, (Palace of the Lord of Ki) and 
the Bit-Dinum, (House of Law), which also included the Seat of the High Council, stood 
resplendently. 

Across from the central buildings, Ninkhursag's province, the Bit-Mursu, (House of Dis-ease), the 
healing centre, came next. Next came the Bit-Nisirtisu, (House of Treasure). It stood adjacent to the 



Bit-Edubba, (House of Scribal Tablets), the keeper of records. Then came the Bit-Mudutu, (House 
of Knowledge), the Academy of Science. 

Occupying the next outer grid, the Asru-Akalummatug, (Place of food and garments), shopping 
area, sporting a vast market. The external network of the city contained the Manzazu, (the dwelling 
places), the homes of the Anunnaki. Just inside the city's perimeter was the Bit-Ummanate, (House 
of Defence), the army, enclosed by the city wall. 

Outside the wall were the farms and the ShiImti, where Eridu tapped into Ki's energy grid. (Named 
after the scientist who invented the anti-gravity technology) Near this was the Bit-Shamash, (House 
of the rocket ships), space base, which became much busier as the number of Anunnaki arrivals 
increased.

On the day of the official opening of the city, there was considerable fanfare and ceremony. Much 
excitement filled the air as Enki, Lord of the Sweet Waters, stood resplendent in his white Tugtushe 
garment, with its gold and purple trim; a golden Tiara set upon his head and the gold sceptre in his 
right claw. The ceremonies began at the Bit-Shamash where Enki and thousands of Anunnaki 
waited for their special guest, King Anu's Grand Vizier, Sukkallum, to arrive from Nibiru, to 
officiate the city's opening.

Enki, although saddened that Anu had not come himself to see the wonders of Eridu for himself, he 
understood why his father had turned down the invitation to attend. Anu had apologised, citing prior 
commitments on Nibiru. Enki knew that the King of Heaven could never admit that he felt insecure 
leaving Nibiru, even for a short while, especially with Kumarbi hovering in the royal wings.

Although there had been a sort of peace between The House of Alalu and the House of Anshargal, 
Anu remained suspicious of the rival family's motives, especially as Lama and her son had 
instigated the conciliation. The King's suspicious mind reasoned there had to be some trickery afoot 
and he needed to know what form it would take. So Anu wouldn't venture far from his throne, at 
least while Kumarbi watched his every move. This reason and the fact that he could only be sure of 
support from fifty percent of the High Council kept Anu firmly planted on Nibiru.

Following an uplifting spiritual gathering in the Bit-Nuru, Enki took Sukkallum on a grand tour of 
the Houses of Law, Healing, Treasure, Scribal Tablets, Knowledge, and Defence. During the last 
official visit on the agenda for the day, a guided tour through the gold production area,  Enki 
explained how the extraction and processing operations took place. Sukkallum, suitably impressed 
with the advances Enki had made, said as much when he addressed those present at a formal 
banquet in his honour.

As they made their way back to Enki's palace, the Grand Vizier commented,   “When I give my 
report, I'm sure the High Council will feel much more confident about the Ki mission.”

“Are they still giving my father a hard time over it?” Enki asked, chuckling.

Even the Grand Vizier raised a smile, saying, “I'm sure His Heavenness with be pleased to know 
you have done so well since arriving here.”

After the tiring, but enlightening tour, of the first Anunnaki city on Ki the Nobles, the Grand Vizier 
and the High Council all partook of the massive banquet in Enki's palace. Ninkhursag, also present 
as a guest, saw Enki looking at her. 

At the banquet, Enki set his eyes on his beloved sister for the first time since she had gone to live at 
the Bit-Mursu, as head nurse. As soon as he saw her, his heart skipped a beat. He needed to see her, 
to talk to her, to touch her. Their eyes met over the huge table. She quickly looked away. Enki felt a 
lump rise in his throat, but he could not afford to let his emotions show.

Following the sumptuous meal, Enki got up and introduced the Grand Vizier, who gave the address.



Sukkallum rose to his feet, speech in hand. He began, “Brother and Sister Nibiruans, or as you now 
call yourselves, Anunnaki, your city is indeed a wondrous place and all credits are due to yourselves 
and the part you have played in it. 

To consider that just a few Sars ago this area only comprised uninhabited swampland. Through 
your courage, your determination, your belief, and your dedication to Prince Enki, Lord of Ki, you 
have built a magnificent city, the first of many towns I shouldn't wonder.” 

Then, raising his goblet, and telling those in attendance to follow his lead, he said, “Let us sing 
praises to Enki and Eridu. Long shall they both live.”

The following day the royal entourage visited the farms, the mining and the Place of Power. Emuq 
explained in simple terms how the Place of Power worked. He said, “The planet is like a huge 
magnet that draws the Breath of An from the universe to itself. It then stores this force in a grid 
system. We have been able to draw energy from this energy matrix, into this Place of Power.”

“Extraordinary!” the Grand Vizier responded. “Do you suppose that Nibiru has such a power that 
we can use?”

“Of course, that's where I carried out most of my experiments,” the brilliant scientist answered.

Enki added, “The most remarkable aspect of the energy is that we are finally able to develop anti-
gravitational technology.”

“How does that work then?” the Grand Vizier asked.

“By reversing the process,” EmUq answered.

“What do you mean?”

“By making a space vehicle not attractive to Ki, Grand Vizier, it is released from this planet's net 
force. The technology is very complex, but it works by way of identical metallic discs spinning very 
fast in opposite directions. There are also coils, magnets, and things. As I say, the workings are very 
complex.”

Sukkallum said, “His Heavenness King Anu will be pleased to hear this news.”

Before he left Ki to return to Nibiru, Sukkallum asked to see the Bit-Mursu again. Enki escorted 
him there and waited while the Grand Vizier spoke with Sandu, the keeper of the medicines. After 
seeing his Ninki at dinner the previous night, and not being able to talk to her, Enki felt desperate to 
converse with her again. So Enki found himself at the Bit-Mursu where she worked, so close to her 
and yet so far away. He could not let the opportunity pass without contacting her. He found her at 
work, busy training new nurses. He waited until he got her attention. He saw the look of surprise in 
her eyes when she realised he was there. He felt relief, when, instead of ignoring him, she excused 
herself to her trainees and walked over to meet him. 

“I had to see you,” he said quietly.

“This is not a good time, brother.”

“I understand that Ninki. When I saw you last night, I needed to speak with you, but I was not able 
to leave my guests.”

“It was difficult for me also.”

“I just wanted to let you know I wasn't trying to avoid you.”

“I knew that.”

“There must be no bad feelings between us.”



“Yes, I know what you mean,” she said, agitated.”

He took her claw in his. “It cannot go on like this. Our hearts and souls need to be joined, my 
beloved. There must be healing between us.”

“I know Enki but, as I said, this is not a good time.”

“Come to the Abzu, where we can talk and relax.”

“Yes dearest brother, there are many things left unsaid, which need to be said. I will let you know 
when.”

“I hope it will be soon my beloved sister.”

“As soon as it can be, my dearest brother.”

Just before SukKalLum boarded the royal Shamash for his return trip, he turned to Enki. “Thank 
you, Lord Enki. You have built a magnificent city here. I am sure your illustrious father would have 
wanted to see it himself had he been free to come here.”

“Thank you for saying so.”

Then on a more sombre note, he said, “I would hope that the time and effort you have put into 
making Eridu the magnificent city it is has not been detrimental to your reason for being here.”

Enki, seeing where the conversation was heading, answered, “You can assure Anu that it is not the 
case.”

“I have to bring the gold issue up because the heat shield is weakening again and our gold supplies 
are the lowest they have been for many Sars.”

“Tell Anu to rest assured that we will reach our quota by next Sar,”

“I appreciate that Enki. However, I have been asked to tell you that we need to increase the quota.”

“Increase it, by how much?”

Seeing the surprise on his host’s face, Sukkallum asked, “Is it a problem?”

“That depends on what you are asking.”

“Double.”

“Double! That could be a problem.”

“I see. Then perhaps we had a better look for sources of gold elsewhere.”

Enki knew that to do so would make his mission on Ki less critical. He responded, “Tell king Anu 
that we are looking for sources of gold elsewhere on Ki.”

“I will convey that message.” Then, as he climbed the stairway to board the waiting Shamash, he 
turned, saying, “May the Gods shine down on you.”

“And you also,” The Lord of Ki replied.

Chapter 19

The hairy apes became more curious as time progressed. As the millenniums rolled by, generations 
began to watch the strangers in their midst. Their growing curiosity passed onto subsequent 
generations, made them increasingly cautious, as they watched the slow ones build more and more 



caves, their interpretation of all the building going on. Concerned about exposure, they still only 
observed the strange beings from a distance. They hid in fear whenever one of the burning boulders 
fell to Earth or rose up in the sky. In their primitive minds, they saw the slow ones to be mighty 
beings.

A group of them, hunting one day, came upon one of the stranger's caves. As they moved closer to 
the cave, they heard an odd sound, which made them ill at ease. The low rumble that came from 
within made their skin prickle. Although fearful of it, curiosity got the better of, the bolder ones 
among them. As they gingerly approached the cave structure, they felt a weird sensation, a vibration 
they had not experienced before. The group quickly backed off and never went near the cave again.

Enki became increasingly concerned about reaching his gold quota. The Bit-Nisirtisu had nowhere 
near enough gold stored to achieve the new target imposed upon him from Nibiru. Also, to make 
matters worse, the wet season had begun. Torrential rain had been falling on the land for weeks, 
filling the canals and irrigation channels with muddy running water. As the two Margiddas (rivers) - 
later to be called the Tigris and Euphrates - rushed onward into the ocean, they collided with the 
incoming tides, causing extensive flooding of the reclaimed land around Eridu. The Anunnaki 
prospectors couldn't access the gold, resulting in a hold up in the production of the yellow metal. 
Further problems arose when many of the buildings in the city sustained water damage, owing to 
the inclement weather. Anunnaki engineers realised the buildings needed a drainage system to get 
rid of excess water that softened the bricks. 

Enki felt helpless in the face of what nature was throwing at them. There seemed to be nothing he 
could do to improve their soggy situation, no matter how much he evoked the gods for their help. 
Sadly, he concluded that they would just have to sit it out and work harder once the weather 
improved.

The Anunnaki had never had to put up with the kind of climate they experienced on Ki. On Nibiru, 
when the planet was closest to Apsu, it was scorching, but it became progressively colder the 
further Nibiru moved away into the frozen regions of space, way beyond the massive outer worlds 
orbiting at the far reaches of the Solaris system. However, despite the extremes in temperature, 
Nibiru never experienced such wetness. The Anunnaki had brought garments from Nibiru that were 
suitable for the hot and cold weather, but they did not have anything to wear, specially designed to 
keep them dry.

Some of the more adventurous amongst them who went exploring in their spare time, reported 
seeing the hairy ones skinning beasts they had caught. Fascinated by this strange practice, Masku, a 
newly arrived Sinnis from Nibiru, observed the hairy ones, as they turned the skins into crude 
clothing. MasKu then set about catching some of these beasts herself and, through a process of trial 
and error, she eventually learned how to turn her skins into garments, like the primitives. Although, 
her garments were far superior to the ones fashioned by the hairy bipeds. Masku's skins had the hair 
removed, after which they became finely crafted garments, even fit for the likes of Lord Enki 
himself.

As time went on, she made another discovery. During the wet season, the first one she experienced, 
MasKu left some of her skins out in the rain, leather side up. To her surprise, the wetness had not 
soaked through the skin. As soon as the Anunnaki found out that she had made garments that kept 
out the moisture, MasKu found it challenging to keep up with orders. Unable to supply the growing 
demand by herself, she began training other Sinnises in her art.

Ninkhursag wore one of Masku's waterproof raiments when she visited Enki, at his Abzu. 

He was so overjoyed to see her that all his concerns about the colony melted away like ice in a 
thaw. Embracing her tightly, he said “Greetings my dearest Ninki. Your being here gladdens my 
heart.”



“How are you dear brother?” she asked, pleased to be in the shelter of the Abzu.

“I am feeling well, but we must talk.”

“Yes, I know, but it is difficult for me. I know I made a terrible mistake, and I know I have hurt you 
very deeply.”

“It is even more painful to me to know that you are so close and that I cannot see you.”

“What happened will always create a chasm between us. Things can never be the same again.”

“I know that Ninki, but I cannot help how I feel about you. As the Sars pass by it will get easier for 
us if we wish it to be so.”

Ninki walked over to an open window space and looked out at the teeming rain. Then she felt Enki's 
arms wrap around her, making her feel protected. She could not help the tears coming – a strange 
sensation she experienced after settling on Ki. She turned and sobbed in his arms. As the shudders 
subsided, Ninki uttered, “I know it is no consolation to you, but I did not love him.”

'Then why did you do it?' his mind screamed, but he did not mouth the words. It was just another 
useless question with no answer. Such an inquiry was pointless and could only add to his anguish. 
He whispered, “All that matters is that you are here.”

Ninkhursag broke away from him. “If only it were that simple, beloved brother.”

“It can be as simple as we want to make it, Ninki.”

She pulled away, saying, “No Enki, you don't understand. On account of my rebellious nature and 
my baby with your brother, Anu has forbidden me ever to wed anybody!”

Enki answered, angrily, “He may be our father, and he may be King of Heaven, but he cannot stop 
our deep love for each other.”

“Even if that were true it is not the only thing that stops us being together, my love.”

“Then what is it that holds our love apart?”

“Someday our brother will be here as well. How will you cope then?”

Enki had not considered that. He asked, “Why on Ki would I-lu want to come here?”

“I don't know, but I heard him talking to father about Ki one day.”

Becoming concerned, Enki asked, “About what?”

“It's probably nothing. I-lu was just stirring things up as usual.”

“In what way?”

“I didn't get to hear much. Just that claimed he would be more effective here than you.”

“What did father say?”

“That you were doing a fine job and that there was no need for him to be involved.”

Enki sighed, “My dear brother has always set out to destroy my happiness. He seems to derive some 
strange pleasure from it that I cannot fathom.”

“Yes, I know. Even so, how will you be able to deal with it if our brother did come here?”

Turning on Ninki, he asked, “Are you still with him?”



“No, not really. But I-lu has my son. What happens if he brings Ninurta with him?”

Enki felt confused. He assumed his troublesome half-brother was out of the picture, but he 
apparently was not. He walked outside and sat on a bench under his reed roof, the eaves of which 
protected him from the rain.

Ninki followed him. She asked, “What is it brother dear?”

He turned, looking at her directly in the eye. Then he said, “I have one more question.”

“Yes, what is it?”

“If I-lu did come here, would you be with him, or me?”

Enki's directness stunned her. She sensed finality in the question. “As the situation hasn't yet 
occurred it would be premature for me to answer either way at present.”

“I need an answer now, Ninki.”

She felt pressured by his interrogation. At length, she answered, “Okay you want an answer. Well, 
the answer, right now, is I would be with him.”

Although he had half been expecting it to be the case he felt as though he had been cut off at the 
knees. “Very well,” was all he said, as he walked back inside his house to hide his tears.

Ninki followed him inside, but she kept her distance, “Perhaps I should go,” she suggested.

He did not answer. When he eventually turned to face his sister had left.

Chapter 20

Nammu had not seen Anu for many Sars. In fact, their paths separated soon after, her baby, Ea, 
hatched. As a concubine in Anu's court, she had no say in what happened to the royal child. Taken 
from his mother, Ea grew up in the royal household. When he was old enough to make his own 
decisions, Ea sought out his birth mother to find out why she had let him go. Nammu, no longer a 
courtesan, had become a scientist, who studied life in the ocean. She lived where she worked, in an 
underwater laboratory. Ea, who, like his mother, had a strong affinity with water, experienced 
amazement upon entering her undersea world. However, her response to him surprised him even 
more. The joy that shone in her eyes could not be faked.

Ea felt very confused. He had been led to believe his mother had not wanted him. If so, why the 
overwhelming joy she exuded upon seeing him?

She advanced, reaching out to hug him.

He felt too awkward advancing to embrace her, so he stood back and just said, “Hello mother.”

Nammu, sad at his standoffishness, understood his hesitation. “She said, It's wonderful to see you 
Ea.”

“If that is so, why did you not try to see me before this time?” Ea asked, an uncontrollable anger 
welling up inside him.

“Please don't be angry with me. It wasn't like that.” Nammu protested sadly.

“What was it like then, mother?”

“They took you away from me soon after you were born.”



“That's not true, mother. Anu told  me how you abandoned me on account of your career.”

Nammu, thinking she had misheard him, responded, “He told you what?”

The young prince remained silent.

Your father has been telling you terrible lies?”

“What terrible lies, mother?”

“It broke my heart when they took you from me. My only consolation was that you would grow up 
as a Prince in the royal household.”

“I still don't understand, mother!”

“Your father and I had an affair, and I became a courtesan in his court. I loved him, but he wasn't 
going to leave Queen Antu for me. When I became with egg, your father had me kept within the 
confines of the palace. When your egg hatched, they took you away from me, and you became a 
Prince. I felt devastated at losing you, but I assumed I would at least be around the palace to see you 
from time to time.”

“So why didn't you bother to see me at the palace?”

“After you hatched, The king banished me from the royal court. I got sent away from the palace, 
never to return.”

“Why mother?”

“My low-born status as a commoner. I did not fit in with your father's plans.”

This version of events did not gel with what Ea understood to be the truth. All his life he'd believed 
his mother just walked away. Here he felt his mother's love. Sadness engulfed him. He threw his 
arms around his mother, sobbing, “I did not know. I just did not know.”

Nammu hugged Ea close, never wanting to let him go. She sighed, “Oh my beautiful boy, it must 
have been terrible for you to believe I did not care about you.”

“I didn't know what to believe, so I tried not to think about it at all.”

“The important thing is that we have found each other at last. Come with me, and I will show you 
my underwater world.”

Once they had broken the ice, Ea learned all about the creatures that lived under the sea. He 
arranged to revisit his mother, before heading back to his home in the palace. Having listened to 
Nammu's sad story, he realised it wasn't his mother's fault she had been absent, during his formative 
years. He felt sorry to learn his father had mistreated his mother but overjoyed that it broke his 
mother's heart when Anu had him taken from her.

Ea kept his visit to his mother a secret, so when Antu saw him moping around the palace, she had 
no idea what caused his chagrin. She took him aside and asked, “What troubles you so, Ea?”

He looked at the royal Sinnis whom he had always treated as his mother and felt very confused. 

“Why did father tell me lies?” he asked.

“What lies?” Antu queried, surprised. “What on Nibiru are you talking about Ea?”

“Lies about my mother abandoning me!”

Antu, stunned by Ea's accusation, stood open-mouthed, with no words coming out.



Ea responded angrily, “Where's my father? I shall talk to him about it.”

Having regained her wits, Antu said, “I suppose it is best if we talk about it. Even so, what has 
brought this up?”

“I visited my mother.”

“You what? How do you know where she lives?”

“That's not important. The important thing is that mum loves me and that she never wanted to leave 
me.”

“We love you too Ea – you know that.”

Feeling frustrated, he clenched his claws. “That’s neither here nor there. I want to know why, since 
my hatching, you have lied to me about my mother!”

“I know you are upset Ea. Let me try to explain the situation.”

“My mother has already explained the situation very clearly, Antu.”

“Yes. I am sure Nammu has. However certain protocols had to be followed.”

“What protocols?”

“Any child who has one royal parent has to be raised as a member of the royal family.”

“My mother accepted that, but my father had her banned from ever seeing me!”

“He had no choice Ea. I can assure you, the High Council's decision on the matter, hurt him deeply. 
The simple fact is that you are of royal blood and your mother is a commoner.”

“She may well be a commoner to you, but she is my mother, and that makes her something special 
in my book.” Ea, glaring at Antu, added, “Why didn't father, or you, tell me the truth?”

“Anu did not want you to think badly of him. He had no choice in the matter. He had to follow 
royal protocol, despite it paining him to do so.”

“Now that I know he lied to me, I do think badly of him,” Ea retorted, storming out of the room.

Enki often reflected on that painful experience.

Chapter 21

The Anunnaki descendants, called Sumerians, knew of Enki as the God of Wisdom and the God of 
the Sweet Waters. They also revered Nammu, his mother, as the goddess of the watery deep. 
Although Nammu never saw much of her son, while he grew up, she enjoyed the company of her 
grandson, Marduk. Nammu had always got on well with Damkina, ever since her son had 
introduced them at his wedding. They had become quite close, especially after she and Ea had sadly 
gone their separate ways. Damkina always came to stay with her, under the ocean, at times when 
she could not stand any more of Lama's domineering ways. It became her sanctuary, away from the 
maddening world.

When Marduk became old enough, his mother took him with her to Nammu's exciting undersea 
world. Marduk just loved it. He stood for hours at the porthole windows, watching the brightly 
coloured fish and other creatures swim or float by. He did not like it when Telal came by and ate the 
smaller beautiful fish. One day he asked his grandmother why this happened?”



She answered, “Everything has to eat for it to live. It is sad when Telal eats the beautiful fish, but 
those beautiful fish eat the smaller fish that Telal protects.”

Marduk, a bright child like his father, quickly understood what his grandmother meant. He learned 
a lot about the sea, and life in general, during his exciting visits to Nammu's underwater realm.

Once he became an adult, Marduk was inducted into the royal court of Anu. A likeable homosaur, 
he got on well with most royal courtiers, even Kumarbi, who taught him many of the court's 
protocols. Although their friendship grew, Kumarbi always harboured an underlying resentment 
about Marduk’s position at the Royal Court. However, despite his frustration about still being the 
king of Heaven's Cupbearer, and the fact that Marduk's presence at the palace meant Anu was 
having Enki’s son groomed for kingship, he still liked the young Prince. 

Besides, Kumarbi's, preoccupation with his grandfather being his great grandfather's murderer, 
made him less obsessive about being King of Nibiru. His grandfather had grudgingly explained, 
regarding his father's mode of death.  Kumarbi could not forgive Arsarg for his treacherous act. The 
result of which meant he hardly ever spoke to his grandparents, and he never revisited Lama's villa. 
Therefore, it felt comforting to have Marduk as his friend.

Lama, deciding that such a growing bond between Marduk and her grandson did not serve the 
family interest, intervened. She went about it with her usual crafty cunning, by inviting Marduk to 
her villa to meet Arsarg, who she implied had valuable information for him. Marduk, intrigued by 
her unusual request, accepted the invitation and went to see him.

Over lunch, Arsarg spoke of his adventures on Ki, leaving out his real identity. He masked it by 
saying he was just a crew member on that historic voyage to Ki. Marduk's fertile brain soaked up 
his tales like a sponge soaks up water. Beguiled by Arsarg's adventures on Ki, he hung onto his 
every word. He didn’t know it at the time, but this meeting sowed the seeds for what became his 
insatiable appetite for adventure and discovery.

It was time for Lama to put her devious plan into action. She asked, “Have you ever considered 
going to see your father?”

“I have considered it, but I have my duties here at Anu's court.”

“Ah, yes Marduk, of course, you do,” Lama smiled ungraciously, agreeing with him. Then she 
suggested, “Of course, if you wanted to go, this would be the best time for you to do so.”

“Why is that?” Marduk asked.

“Well, Anu has a strong hold on the Nibiruan throne, but if you leave it too late, once you are King, 
you will be tied to royal duties for the rest of your reign.”

Marduk, seeing sense in Lama’s reasoning, responded, “What you say makes perfect sense, and I do 
so want to go to Ki to see my father.”

“Of course you do,” Lama smiled, wickedly.

It had been quite a while since Damkina had visited Lama's Villa, but she wasn't there on a social 
visit. “What do you mean by encouraging my son to go to Ki?” Damkina asked Lama, once she 
heard of Marduk's plans.

“It's only natural for the boy to want to go and see his father,” Lama responded.

“Oh, it is natural now, is it? It wasn't natural when you persuaded me to keep him here when you 
wanted us to move in with you.”

“He's much older now. It's time for him to spend some time with his father.”



Not taken in by the matriarch's reasoning, Damkina retorted, “And why do you care whether or not 
Enki sees his son? I shall talk to the King about this.”

“And what makes you assume the King will listen to you, a member of the Alalu clan?”

“That’s enough of this stupid bickering between families, Lama. Do you get some sick thrill out of 
this incessant feuding?”

“Not me my dear. I am as sick of it as you are. I'm just an old Sinnis now, who wants to be left 
alone.”

“Nevertheless, I will talk to Anu about it.”

Finally getting a private audience with the King, Damkina implored him, “Can't you stop him, Your 
Heavenness?”

“Stop him! I do not see how. Don't get me wrong, Damkina, I do not like his plan any more than 
you. He has always been headstrong though.

“Kumarbi's been grooming him for royal duties.”

“Well, now, Kumarbi will have to carry them out in his stead.”

“I just don’t understand it, your Majesty. Marduk has always looked forward to carrying out royal 
duties. Perhaps if you explain that this foolhardy plan of his means no accession to the throne, he 
may well change his mind.”

“My dear, I have already done that, and to no avail. I wonder who suggested this trip to Marduk in 
the first place.”

“Oh, Lama.”

“Lama!” Anu exploded. Then the light dawned. “Now I get it.”

“What do you mean?” Damkina asked, puzzled.

“With Marduk out of the way, her protégé, Kumarbi, becomes my royal proxy.”

Damkina's hands flew to her mouth. “Oh, that old dragon. I knew she had something planned.”

Anu laughed, “Still, you've got to give her credit for her persistence.”

Marduk beamed his father and told him of his plans to fly to Ki to visit him.

Enki, excited by the prospect of seeing his son again, asked, “When are you coming? Soon I hope.”

“I am organising my passage now. I will be on the next Shamash leaving for Ki.”

“This is indeed unexpected news Marduk. I can't wait to show you what we have achieved here.”

Marduk, who had never been to the Igigi star ship base before, stood amazed and bewildered by the 
hive of activity taking place. As he got transported to the induction area, where his primary training 
to prepare him for off-world life took place, he was awed by the sight of a massive, gleaming 
Shamash near one of the hangers.

Noticing his royal passenger eyeing the spacecraft, his pilot explained, “It's one of the latest models, 
Your Highness, the Supreme Orbiter Mark 3.”

“I hope I get to travel in one of those,” Marduk responded.

“That's what they will be flying. There's going to be six on the mission. That's what I heard anyway, 
Your Highness.”



Marduk entered a big hall, in which his fellow passengers sat in readiness and anticipation of the 
flight to come. Taking his place, he waited, with his fellow travellers, for the induction to begin. 
Marduk listened avidly to the instructions as the Igigi officer explained the layout of the Supreme 
Orbiter.

“Will we be armed?” one of the passengers asked.

“All ships in Igigi Space Command are armed,” the officer, answered, matter-of-factly. “We don't 
expect any trouble though.”

“Will we be floating around the Shamash?” asked another passenger.

“Not at all,” the instructor grinned. “We have our net force gravitation technology to keep us all 
firmly on our feet.”

“Will we need breathing devices on Ki?” another asked.

“No, we won’t. Well, at least not after the initial acclimatisation on Ki. Some of us have had trouble 
in breathing on the planet at first, but this never lasts. If you do find it difficult breathing use the 
Eagle helmet device provided.”

After completing the primary Ki orientation-training course, Marduk, and his fellow passengers 
progressed to security, where passenger processing took place. Being a member of the Nibiruan 
Royal Family, Marduk, spared that particular ordeal, bypassed the security check. Issued with his 
identity card, Marduk readied himself for the great adventure ahead.

Following a further waiting period in the departure area, the passengers, finally cleared for 
boarding, climbed the stairway, leading into the bottom of the massive craft. 

Hugely relieved to board the ship that would take him to another world, the Prince got shown to his 
private cabin, on level six of seven decks. Marduk, amazed at the vastness of space inside the star 
ship, began to feel more relaxed.

Only VIPs went straight to their cabins. The majority of the passengers went to the allocated seating 
area, which catered for up to fifty passengers. The Supreme Orbiter Mark 3, although designed as a 
passenger carrier, only held a  maximum of 60 Nibiruans, including the crew of ten.

Not wishing to be confined to his cabin during the flight, Marduk spent most of the journey on the 
bridge of the star ship. Mostly,  just content with looking at the phenomena of space and the 
occasional bursts of activity that took place within the dark void. At times, different questions 
would come to mind, in which case the flight engineer or the navigator would attempt to answer 
them.

At one point during the journey the navigator, getting Marduk’s attention, indicated a shape on the 
screen. “Your Highness, we are about to pass Lahmu. If you look out to your left, you can see the 
hush coloured planet in the distance.”

Marduk, awestruck at the sight of the distant rust-coloured sphere floating in inky space, turned to 
the navigator. “That's fantastic, I have never seen anything so outstanding.”

“It certainly is quite a sight, but wait until you see Ki from space. That is a magnificent jewel 
sparkling in the heavens.”

Still amazed by the sight of Lahmu, Marduk asked, “Have you ever landed there?”

“On Ki, oh yes.”

“I meant Lahmu.”



“No, none of us has, to the best of my knowledge, Your Highness.”

“So nobody knows if there is gold there.”

“I don't know about gold, but there is some talk of Parzillu ore there.”

“I wonder what it would be like there,” Marduk pondered.

Just then, Marduk, shaken from his mystery dreaming, came to attention, as the Igigi commander 
announced, “Everybody to their stations. It's probably nothing, but unidentified ships are tracking 
us.”

Marduk looked at the navigation screen, which showed three objects approaching their squadron, 
and moving fast.

“It doesn't look, good sir,” the navigator stated.

“We cannot communicate with them sir,” the transceiver officer announced.

“We have to treat this as a hostile act. Activate weapons!” the commander ordered. Turning to his 
communications officer, he barked, “Get me Igigi Command right now!”

“What’s happening?” Marduk asked, worried.

“I have Igigi. Command online sir,” the communications officer stated, handing the transceiver 
microphone to the commander. He gave Star Command an appraisal of the situation he and his 
ships faced, and then he listened to their response.

Marduk, becoming increasingly concerned, ordered, “Get me king Anu on beam. I must speak with 
him.”

The Commander responded, “In this situation, your Highness, it is essential to keep 
communications with Igigi command open. There is a transceiver for personal use in the passenger 
area.”

“And what happens if another passenger is already using it.”

Facing what could well be a critical situation, the Commander did not need Marduk’s demands 
distracting him. He responded brusquely, “The communications officer will take you back there and 
make sure the line is clear for you.”

As it turned out, none of the passengers was aware of the potential danger, so nobody saw the need 
to communicate with anybody on Nibiru. Marduk hurriedly keyed in his ID code. By then 
murmurings among the passengers suggested, they knew something was not right. The abrupt 
swerve of the craft showed the crew to be taking evasive action. Marduk, thrown against the 
bulkhead, almost lost his balance. 

Then he heard his grand father's voice. “Grandfather, I do not have much time. We appear to have 
encountered hostile craft.” Then, through a porthole, he saw an unidentified craft open fire on one 
of the outer Supreme Orbiters. Marduk, stunned by what he saw, stumbled over his words, “It has 
fired a missile at one of the Orbiters. By An, it has blown the ship up. All those on board have 
perished.”

Marduk, unable to see the devastating events occurring outside from his vantage point, headed back 
to the bridge. By the time he arrived, two of the Orbiter's had peeled off from the rest of the 
squadron and turned on the attackers, which were smaller and faster. However, what the Shamashes 
lacked in speed and manoeuvrability, they made up in fire-power. 



They launched two small heat-seeking nuclear missiles, which quickly homed in on the nearest 
raider. Even its speed and manageability could not save it from the deadly payload that completely 
obliterated it. The other two attackers, seeing what had happened, decided flight was more prudent 
than fight. Although the Igigi could have destroyed the remaining space pirates, the threat appeared 
to be over, and their priority was to catch up with the rest of their squadron.

The remainder of the journey to Ki ran smoothly. Although Marduk, and the other passengers, 
sharing the star ship, were severely shaken by the unwarranted attack on their squadron, most of 
them managed to pull themselves together and settle down, thanking An for their safe deliverance. 
Although nobody seemed to know who the attackers were, the commander had a shrewd idea that 
they were some mercenary force, carrying out the attack purely for money or other riches. 

A substantial welcome committee awaited the space fleet as the Orbiters touched down on Ki, at the 
new Bit-Shamash space base. As Prince Marduk happened to be visiting Ki, many more Anunnaki 
than usual, attended the landing. Among those waiting to see their loved ones, Enki stood by, with 
other royal attendants by his side.

As the fifth, and last surviving ship landed on the platform, the loss of the sixth Supreme Orbiter, 
became all too apparent, marring for many, what would otherwise have been a happy occasion. As 
soon as his son had explained the horror of what had taken place, Enki requested the names of those 
who had perished, so that any relatives or loved ones would be prepared for the tragic news, and be 
ready when the Shamash fleet landed.

The atmosphere at the space base, in the arrivals hall,  became a mixture of extreme emotions, 
ranging from joy and a feeling of relief to profound sadness, shock and the beginnings of grief. 
Despite the intense pleasure, many of the Anunnaki felt, as they embraced their friends and relatives 
from Nibiru, their happy demeanour masked a deepening feeling of loss.

Marduk went directly to where Enki waited. He beheld his father, who had tears in his eyes. “It felt 
terrible father,” he said, as the pair embraced each other.

“I know, Marduk. However, I thank the gods that you are safe and well.”

“I am fine, but it is such a waste of life."

Realising the experience had deeply affected his son, Enki said, “Hopefully your stay here with me 
will help to erase some of those bad memories.”

(Sumerian Chronicles state: “It has been created like a weapon; It has charged forward like 
death...The Nibiruans on board, who are fifty in number, it has smitten...The flying, birdlike 
Supreme Orbiter it has blown out of the sky.” Sitchin, Enki Speaks)

Chapter 22

Once he got used to his new surroundings, Marduk began to enjoy his time on Ki. As he had not 
seen Enki since his infancy, it took a while for him to bond with his father. However, once they 
reconnected emotionally, Marduk enjoyed his stay in the new world. Enki took his son everywhere 
with him, proud to show him off to all his friends. His son's maturity surprised him, and he enjoyed 
the enlightening conversations they had together. 

One day the subject of Lahmu came up. Enki surprised his son by saying, “We landed there on the 
way here.”

“Really father, I didn't know that!”



“We had to replenish our water supplies.”

“So there is water on Lahmu.”

“There are some inland lakes. We couldn't see signs of any oceans though.”

“Did you see any Lahmuans?”

“No, but we were only there for a short while. We had to leave quickly after a terrible dust storm 
blew up.”

Marduk could not get Lahmu out of his mind. The more he thought about it, the more he wanted to 
go there. One Apsu rise, as he and his father breakfasted on the deck of the Abzu, he said, “I have to 
go to Lahmu.”

Enki surprised, responded, “Why on Ki would you want to go there. From what I experienced it is a 
harsh, dry planet.”

“It has supplies of Parzillu.”

“You're not just talking about visiting the planet, are you?”

“Wouldn't it be remarkable if we could colonise Lahmu as you have, Ki?”

“Colonise Lahmu!”

“Why not? After all, you have colonised this planet.”

“Yes, but the situation here is different to that on Lahmu. Furthermore, what about your royal 
position on Nibiru.”

Marduk laughed, “You don't suppose grandfather is going to move aside for me to take the throne 
any time soon, do you?”

“That's not the point Marduk. You have to be trained and ready for when the time comes.”

Marduk considered what his father said. Then he replied. “What does sitting on the throne mean 
when compared with the adventure and conquering of new worlds?”

Enki couldn't blame his son. He remembered the excitement he felt when he first arrived on Ki - a 
source of inspiration and excitement that never diminished. He laughed, “You were always 
headstrong, even when you had just come from your egg. I won't stand in the way of your plans, 
despite the fact that I don't believe it is the right thing for you to do.”

“Thank you father; it means a lot to me to have your blessing.”

“I wouldn't go as far as to say you have my blessing where your crazy plan is concerned. Besides, 
have you told your mother about this?”

“I will try when I get back to Nibiru.”

Later that day, after Enki attended to Council matters, he and Marduk walked by the canals. As they 
watched workers searching in the canal beds, Marduk asked, “How is the gold are supply coming 
along?”

“We always need more.”

“There might be gold on Lahmu.”

“That would make it worthwhile colonising.”

“I know we need lots of gold, father, but the potential for mining Parzillu is enormous.”



“I'm sure it is, my son.”

“I just hope there is an adequate water supply there for our needs.”

“Oh, I believe there is.”

“How do you know? You said you were only there for a brief while.”

“We saw vast amounts of inland lakes as we came into land.”

“I can't believe you've landed on the hush planet.”

“We only landed there to top up our water supplies after using  so much in the canons.”

“How did you manage to take off again?”

“With Ki's attractive net forces and our rocket thrusters we had enough power to launch ourselves.”

“That's useful information that will assist me when I arrive there.”

“If you don't want the throne on Nibiru, you can always stay here and help rule Ki, alongside me.”

“Good try father, but it's the thought of colonising another world for Nibiru that stirs me.”

“Have you thought about the ramifications involved with your bold plans?”

Of course, I have, father. In any case, I contacted uncle I-lu about it.”

“What did you talk about?” Enki asked, cringing at the mention of his half brother's name.

“The attack upon our squadron. It happened not far from Mars. That's when I first got the idea.”

“What idea is that?”

“Uncle I-lu, being Lord of the Skies, knows all about these things.”

Becoming frustrated with his son's cryptic ramblings, he asked, “What things are you talking about, 
Marduk?”

“The attack on our squadron.”

“What about it?'

“Father, although there haven’t been many incidents in all the Sars we have been coming to Ki, 
most of those that have occurred have done so in the vicinity of Lahmu.”

“Oh!”

“Yes, father. Although we are not sure about it, it is likely that the raiders hide in Lahmu’s dark 
atmosphere, where they lie in wait for their targets.”

“It's logical, I suppose.”

“Well, this being the case we need a defence force on Lahmu to protect our star ships. So, as you 
can see, The hush planet serves more than one purpose for us.”

“I can see you certainly have given it much thought. I hope you will not be rushing off to conquer 
Lahmu too quickly though. We have hardly seen anything of each other for many Sars. Besides I 
have something exciting to show you.”

“What's that father?”



Enki smiled at his impatient son. “All in good time, Marduk. Moreover, you will have plenty of that 
here, as you cannot return to Nibiru for another 3600 Yeras.”

Marduk look horrified. He responded, “Do you mean I'm stuck here for that long?”

“Don't look so down-hearted my son. You may even get to like it here.”

Enki was quietly mooching around the Abzu, lost in thought.

Marduk, who was staying with him at the time, asked, “Father, you seem to be preoccupied with 
something. Is there anything I can do to assist?”

“As always it's the quest to find more gold.”

“I believe you said the extraction quotas from the gulf are back on track and, since the monsoon 
rains, the nets, and winching equipment has been repaired.”

“Yes. That is correct, but the gold yield is much lower than I calculated when I first put my plan 
into action. It seems that no matter how many canals there are connected to Tiamat, nor how many 
workers collect the gold, the supply is diminishing.”

“I'm sure you will figure out a way, father.”

Enki wished he had his son's confidence, but he had to be a realist. He knew that there was very 
little chance of meeting the increased gold quota expected of them before the next Sar. Of late, he 
had been poring over the charts Emuq had given him. He studied the force lines around Ki, and he 
felt he was ready to start exploring. Just before Marduk's s arrival, Emuq, after taking Enki up for a 
few training flights, had handed over the Essuruki to the Lord of Ki.

It was time for Enki to show Marduk his flying machine. He took his son to the palace quadrangle, 
amid which, a small shiny flying disc perched atop a small step Pyramid. Marduk was amazed when 
he saw the Essuruki for the first time. 

As he beheld the gleaming oval-shaped craft in front of him, He asked, “When can we go for a 
flight?”

Enki smiled, “I will get Anzu to take you up now if you like.”

“I assumed you could fly it.”

“I am learning, but Anzu is more skilled in TDN."

"What's that?"

‘Thought Direction Navigation." He paused, then said, "Besides, I have things to attend to with the 
High Council."

Marduk was all too ready to go up in the Essuruki, so Anzu led Enki's son up the brick steps to the 
platform that supported the small craft.

“Why is it kept up here?” Marduk asked, as the pilot, opened the cockpit canopy. 

Anzu explained, “This platform holds the charge that energises the Essuruki, your Highness.” He 
then climbed aboard the craft, after which he showed Marduk how to secure his seat harness. Anzu 
then sat in the pilot’s seat, which worked with the latest TDN technology. Once he had donned the 
special helmet with attached electrodes, his thoughts gave instructions to the inboard computer that 
controlled the craft. All he had to do was use the stick control that adjusted the air foil flaps in the 
ships hull, which fine-tuned the direction in which he was flying. 



For him, flying the craft was simple. The hard part was the mental discipline needed for focusing on 
operating, without any mind chatter going on. Among the few gauges in the instrument panel, the 
most important one was the energy gauge. Emuq had stressed to Anzu that when the indicator 
neared the red mark, he had to land at one of the planetary grid intersections to recharge the power 
cells. 

While the Essuruki was recharging, the pilot had to be clear of the vehicle. Emuq had explained it 
was something to do with the frequency level the crafts resonator had to reach, the effect of which 
would have been extremely uncomfortable to anybody in the craft at the time.

It was now time for take-off. Anzu switched on the engine, activated the anti-gravity transducer, 
then ignited the two rear thrusters, and they were away, flying over Eridu. Enki’s city looked terrific 
to Marduk. From above, it was clear to see the symmetrical city design within a rectangular outer 
wall. The Essuruki, which made hardly any sound when in flight, handled beautifully, astounding 
any Anunnaki citizens who happened to be looking up at the time. 

Anzu, an experienced pilot for a great many Sars, still loved the sense of freedom flying gave him. 
He skilfully swooped over the gulf and came in low over the intricate network of ditches and canals. 
Marduk was having the time of his life.

Just as Anzu zoomed in over Eridu, he heard a voice over his intercom. “This is Igigi Command 
here. Unidentified craft make yourself known.” At that moment, Anzu realised that Lord Enki had 
not informed the Igigi that his Essuruki would be in their airspace. 

He replied, “This is Commander Anzu, the Lord of Ki’s pilot. I am just testing out his Essuruki.”

There was silence from Igigi control. Then a voice said, “Unidentified craft, please land at Igigi 
Space Command immediately and identify yourselves.”

Anzu replied, “Igigi Space Command, you don’t understand. I have Prince Marduk with me, and we 
are going to land at Lord Enki’s palace.”

“It is you who do not understand unidentified craft. You will now be escorted to Space Command 
by the two Interceptors flanking you.”

Anzu looked to the side of his small craft, at the armed Igigi fighters. “Looks like we have to take a 
detour,” He said to Prince Marduk, grudgingly.

Once they landed at Igigi Space Command and security had confirmed their identities, Anzu 
demanded to speak to the base commander. The guard made the call, and eventually, he was face to 
face with Colonel Armu. “What is the meaning of having us brought here?” Anzu demanded.

“Commander, You of all people should know you need our permission to fly through our airspace.”

Anzu did not want to lose face in front of his young ward. He snapped, "Are you suggesting that the 
Lord of Ki needs permission to fly over his land?”

“Everybody needs authorisation from us to fly around this world. No exceptions.”

“We will see what Lord Enki thinks about this, Colonel.”

“I have already spoken to him about the matter. He has apologised on your behalf and assured me it 
wouldn't happen again. In the light of this, I am letting you off with a warning. You and the Prince 
are free to go.”

As intrigued as he was with his father’s flying machine, which Anzu taught him to fly, Marduk’s 
focus was on his envisioned mission to Lahmu. Out of courtesy, he showed his plans to his father 
before letting I-lu know about them.



Enki perused the data. Then he said, “You will need to take your air with you.”

“I know that father. But what do you think about my overall plan?”

“You have obviously put a lot of thought into it. First, you will need to scout the planet and do 
some rock testing.”

“Yes, of course, father. I was wondering, seeing as you have already been there, if you would like 
to be with me on the first mission?”

Gratified that his son had asked him, Enki answered, “I much as I would like to take you up on your 
offer I have more than enough to sort out here before the passing of the next Nibiruan Sar.”

Chapter 23

Enki looked out of the canopy at the world beneath him. It was the first time he had flown long 
distance in his Essuruki. Until then he had just operated around the gulf area, but now he was flying 
across the vast ocean, to lands unknown.

The terrain quickly passed by below him as the small craft, having crossed the broad ocean flew 
over land with lush vegetation. He and Anzu were prospecting for other sources of gold in territory 
suggested by Emuq.

Anzu spoke through his intercom, “Are you enjoying the view, Your Lordship?”

“Yes Anzu, this is truly a most wondrous experience.”

“We will soon be crossing the Shadu range. Then I will find a safe place to land.”

“How will you know where to land?”

“I have a chart that indicates where the power points are.”

“How do we know there will not be any threats down there?”

“We do not know for sure, Your Lordship, but Emuq built in a shield we can activate. I will protect 
us in its energy field.”

Not only were they flying over this land for the very first time, but also, apart from some strange 
looking flying creatures, Enki and his pilot had the whole airspace to themselves. Enki marvelled at 
the shapes created by the shadows as they flew over the Shadu Range, which seemed to stretch 
forever. “How do you know where the energy point is?” he inquired.

“Ki provides us with wonderful markers. We are looking for a circle of huge rocks. That's where we 
will land.”

Shortly afterwards, Anzu, scanning the rocky terrain, saw a stone circle below them. He exclaimed, 
“Over there! I think I have found them!”

Seeing the ring of tall rocks set in a rough circle, Enki answered, “Yes, that certainly looks like it,”

“We are going to land in the middle of them, my Lord, Anzu announced, as the craft banked in the 
direction of the tall, upright stones. As he hovered over the boulders, he said, “I wonder who put 
them there like that, my Lord?”

“Many things, of which we know nothing, happened on Ki before we arrived, Anzu.”



“Yes My Lord.”

Anzu positioned the Essuruki. above the enormous boulders. Then,  switching off the engine and 
switching on the tiny retro rockets, he manoeuvred the craft safely to the almost level ground inside 
the circle. The pair, hesitant about leaving the saucer and venturing out into the great unknown, 
paused before taking their first tentative steps on alien soil. Anzu said, “Well my Lord we won’t 
find any gold by sitting here.”

Enki laughed, saying, “I think you are right. Let’s go.”

“Would you like me to go first?”

“Yes, if you wish.”

Enki followed his pilot out of the Essuruki. As he stepped down from his flying machine, he 
surveyed his immediate surroundings. All was still, except for some flying creatures, screeching as 
they soared above. Enki perused the rough map Emuq had made for him. There was an ‘X’ 
inscribed on it, indicating where the rock scientist suggested there might be gold or other precious 
metals. “Let’s go this way,” Enki said, as he walked to the perimeter of the stone circle.

The temperature, which seemed to be a little cooler than that of Eridu, made walking among the 
rocks a pleasant task. Anzu, tentative about leaving the safety of the craft, followed Enki and 
walked with him along the foothills of the Shadu mountain range. After consulting his map, Enki 
set up his equipment, which comprised a gold detector for each of them and a small, but powerful, 
drill.

Turning to his master, the pilot asked, “So, where do we start my Lord?”

Looking about him to see if they were alone, he answered, “Here is as good as any place I guess.”

“What are we going to do now then?”

Anzu had never lacked in courage, so, Enki, noting his pilot’s apprehension, asked, “What’s the 
matter Anzu?”

“This could be a dangerous place, my Lord. My job is to serve and protect you. Anything could 
happen to us out here, and no one knows where we are.”

Enki grinned, “Relax Anzu, where’s your sense of adventure?”

“What will happen if we get lost, My Lord?”

Enki held up a device that looked like a pen. “This homes in on the Essuruki. If we are going the 
wrong way, it emits a beeping sound.”

The gold detectors, which also emitted a whining sound, when responding to the frequency of gold, 
activated for a few brief moments during the pair’s initial exploration. Anzu brightened, “There is 
gold here my Lord.”

“Yes, but we will need to achieve better results than this, Anzu.” Enki then looked up at the evening 
sky, to see Apsu disappearing between the Shadu peaks. “It’s time to return,” he said.

The homing device worked perfectly, switching on each time they wandered in the wrong direction. 
Anzu was concerned that the noise it made might attract some unwanted attention. Sure enough, he 
heard a sound, a rustling and growling noise coming from within hidden foliage “What’s that over 
there?” Anzu asked, pointing in the direction of the scary noise.

“I am not sure, but it sounds like a fierce creature. We had better be quiet and move softly.”



Creeping turned out to be easier said than done. It was difficult keeping quiet while clambering over 
loose rocks. The beastly noise kept getting louder each time they heard it. 

“It's getting closer my Lord. What are we going to do?”

Enki, while keeping a watchful eye, answered, “Next time, we will bring weapons. For now, we 
have to stay as quiet as we can.”

By moving as silently, as was possible under the circumstances, the intrepid pair eventually arrived 
back at the circle of boulders, without incident. Then, without any warning, the creature that had 
been stalking them, made its attack. At first, it appeared as a blur emerging from the darkness. Then 
they saw it for what it was -- a giant catlike creature with long sharp fangs. 

As it got too close for comfort, Enki yelled, “QUICK ANZU, GET INSIDE THE CIRCLE.”

The pilot did not need telling twice. He and Enki raced to their craft as fast as they could. Anzu 
reached the Essuruki. first. Just as the fierce beast was about to break into the circle, Anzu activated 
the force field. Then, hearing the growl turn into a loud cry Enki turned and was met with a 
fantastic sight. The beast looked as though it had hit a wall. The force field stopped the dark animal 
in its tracks. It fell to the floor, stunned and laid there until after the Essuruki., which was now fully 
charged, took off in safety.

“That certainly is a powerful force field,” Anzu commented, once they were airborne.

“We will protect ourselves better next time, Enki answered, relieved to be safe in his Essuruki.

As Anzu set his course for home, he replied, “Perhaps next time we should come in force, your 
Lordship.”

“Until we find more gold it is not warranted.”

“It’s just that it’s hazardous here. That thing almost caught us back there.”

“Yes and we give thanks to An for preserving us.”

Anzu had never flown the Essuruki. at night. He hoped he had thought his co-ordinates correctly. 
He felt relieved when the land finally gave way to the ocean, and they were flying over the vastness 
of Tiamat. As they flew over a large island, Enki commented, “This world seems so big when we 
fly this low. We still know nothing about much of it. There are many potential sources of gold. We 
need a bigger force to explore this whole planet and make it ours.” 

Anzu didn't reply. His sound-deadening helmet had switched him off from all but his focused 
thoughts. 

Enki, tired from his efforts, drifted off into sleep, wondering what it would be like to become Lord 
of all Ki.

As Anzu flew over the Gulf, Enki slept on, dreaming of conquering the planet. His dreams faded 
though as the insistent voice in his headset filtered through to his confused brain. “Prepare yourself, 
My Lord. I am preparing to land.”

Realising he had slept in his Essuruki., not his bed, Enki came to his senses. Dawn had broken, and 
below him, he could see the silhouette of his palace, then the courtyard, and then the landing 
platform.

Exhausted after the trip, Enki quickly lapsed into deep sleep. However. It wasn't long before he was 
disturbed from his slumbers. One of his servants interrupted him with a message. Marked urgent, it 
had been delivered while he was away. Upon dismissing the servant, Enki checked the information. 
It was a request from Zabar, the keeper of Bit-Nisirtisu (the House of Treasure). Enki had a good 



idea about the reason for the treasurer’s panic. There had been a few problems with the gold 
prospecting of late. Some of the newly arrived miners had started to complain about the working 
conditions on Ki. At first, nobody took much notice, but as time went on some of the veteran miners 
began listening to the newcomers about the better working conditions on their home planet. The 
problem had become worse as the whole workforce was after a better deal. It was no longer a team 
effort to make the project work. For the first time on Ki, each miner looked out for themselves.

Having given the current password to the guards on duty, Enki entered the  Bit-Nisirtisu, where 
Zabar, awaited him. The ‘Keeper of the Treasury’, concerned about Lord Enki's reaction to his 
report, smiled nervously, as Enki approached him. 

“Your Lordship, sorry to take you away from your duties, but ..."

"What is it that is so urgent?"

Zabar clasped his clawed hands as though in prayer. "My Lord, it is bad news, I'm afraid.”

“Yes, well I’m here now so what is the problem?”

“It’s not what I would call a major problem, my Lord.”

“What is this summons about?”

“Summons My Lord?”

“Yes Zabar, a summons to see you, which was waiting for me in my chambers.”

“It’s merely a humble request, my Lord.”

“What request?”

“Gold production.”

Already tired, Enki was in no mood for games. ”Of course, it is about gold production. It always is! 
What I want to know is the details of this particular humble request.”

“Yes, of course. All I know is that a directive came from Nibiru requesting me to send an accurate 
account of our gold reserves.”

“The King of Heaven has never requested these figures before!”

“It was not from King Anu, My Lord.”

“Who was it then?”

“Prince I-lu,”

Enki inwardly cringed. Why would I-lu, his despicable half-brother, want to know about the gold 
figures?” Addressing the puzzled Zabar, he asked, “Did he say why he has suddenly taken an 
interest in our affairs?”

“Because he said he is coming here, my Lord.”

“Coming here?” Enki spluttered, horrified. Why would he be coming here?” The Lord of Ki asked, 
having a good idea the answer would not be to his liking.

Zabar shrugged, flicking his short tail. "He did not say, my Lord."

Enki needed information concerning his brother’s impending visit. He beamed Kunuk to find out 
what was going on. The leader of the council answered, “Lord Enki, Nobody has informed me 
about this. Who is the source of your information?”



“Zabar, Apparently my brother requested the gold figures from him.”

“That’s strange. Why would I-lu do that?”

“Whatever his reason, it is bound to make me look bad.”

“I don’t know about that, my Lord. But I will speak to the king about it.”

“Please furnish me with any details you find out about this.”

“Of course, my Lord.”

The pressure on Enki to meet Nibiru’s gold figures was daunting enough without the added stress of 
his brother doing something to upset things. Enki had no idea what his brother was up to, but from 
experience, he figured it would be ‘no good.’ He had to get his mind back on gold production. 

It now seemed obvious that digging more canals in the Gulf area was not the answer. He had to find 
a new source of the yellow metal – and quickly. He summoned Anzu, asking him, “Can you land a 
Shamash inside the ring of stones?”

“No my Lord, but I could land a shuttle there.”

Enki had been waiting for the shipment of smaller craft to Ki. “I didn’t know they had arrived,” he 
responded.

“The first two arrived just yesterday, my Lord.”

“Good! Organise a crew and some gold detection equipment. We are going back to Dugamatum, 
the ‘Dark Land’.”

“Very well my lord.”

Enki needed desperately to make a good impression on his father by finding an adequate amount of 
gold, and before his troublesome brother arrived on the scene. Therefore, he flew, with Anzu and a 
crew of miners and rock scientists, to the Shadu Mountains in Dugamatum, to prospect for gold.

Once on the ground, in the stone circle, the prospectors split into pairs, each exploring a designated 
sector in the Shadu foothills. The teams, armed with advanced laser weapons, were quickly able to 
dispatch any threats. Eventually, after much prospecting, one of the teams ‘struck pay dirt’, and the 
cry went up that they had discovered a new source of gold. 

The search for the precious metal in Dugamatum had eventually paid off. Enki discovered a 
significant gold supply in what became South-east Africa. Jubilantly, he announced his find to 
Nibiru.

I-lu, not at all happy with the news, realised if what his brother said turned out to be true, it could 
put his plans in jeopardy. He had to talk to his father before his brother gave his official report. He 
caught up with the King, in his robing room. “Father, I need to speak with you.”

“Oh! What's on your mind?” Anu asked.

“I need to discuss this new gold source on Ki with you.”

“We can discuss it when Enki furnishes me with his report.”

“But supposing the figures aren’t accurate. I could go to Ki and verify them for you.”

“Are you suggesting that Enki would send a false report?”

“He will do anything to keep the mission going on Ki.”



Turning on I-lu, Anu said, “You have not answered my question.”

“All I’m saying is that we need proof of the new resource estimates father.”

“Are you still angry because he got chosen to lead the Ki mission, I-lu?”

“No father, it's not that." he lied. "So what’s wrong with us verifying the figures?”

Anu pondered his son’s proposal. At length, he answered, “I trust Enki’s judgement.”

I-lu retorted, “It’s not his judgement I question. I don't trust his honesty."

"What do you mean?" Anu said, his anger growing.

"I have  proof that gold he sent us, which he was supposed to have extracted from the watery mass, 
actually came from the mine.”

Anu responded, surprised, “How do you know that?”

“I had an expert go over the figures.”

Anu, feeling annoyed that I-lu cast doubt in his mind, asked, Which expert?”

“Kelum.”

“He has always been against the Ki mission.”

“Nevertheless, the figures don't lie. Enki has been deceiving us.”

Anu rubbed his chin. “Are you sure?”

“Yes, so how do you know you can trust him this time?”

Anu, although unhappy with the bad relationship between his sons, gave in “Very well I-lu, 
investigate this when you get to Ki.”

“With pleasure father,” I-lu, smiled wickedly. He now had the power to control his brother.

(Sumerian chronicles state: ‘False hope EA gave already that gold enough could from Earth’s 
waters could Nibiru save.’)

(Sumerian chronicles state: ‘Enlil to Earth I order you. Take charge there, and the scope of Ea’s  
gold find assess.’)

Chapter 24

Once the massive cloud of dust swirled up by the rocket’s downdraught had settled, Marduk’s first 
impression of Lahmu, known later as Mars, was the arid desolation that marked the world as being 
uninhabited. It was so hot and dry the prince’s mouth was already parched. He turned to Emuq, 
saying, “An incredible amount of infrastructure work has to be carried out long before the real 
project can begin.”

“Yes, my Lord. Are you sure you want to go through with this?”

“More than anything I have ever desired.”

“Then we had better get to work.”

“Where do we start?”



“Are you thirsty my Lord?”

“Yes, I am.”

“Then we will start with finding water.”

Signalling his crew, who were out of earshot, Marduk said, “Let’s venture forth.”

A concerted effort by all soon revealed there were no water holes in the immediate vicinity, so they 
had to move further from their lifeline, the Shamash, in which they had flown to the desert 
wilderness.

Emuq suggested, “Why don’t you and I go scouting for water, in the Essuruki, we have on board?“

“Do you know where the recharge points are in this world?”

“Yes, I certainly do.”

“As Marduk stood on the Hush planet’s terrain, he thought about Emuq’s suggestion. Then he said, 
“On Ki, too much water was the initial problem, here, there is nowhere near enough.”

“Every planet presents its problems Marduk. We just have to figure a way to overcome them.”

“You make it sound simple, but I cannot see any possible way that we can move water from the 
seas to this inland area.”

“Seas, Marduk! There are no seas here, only inland lakes.”

“How are we supposed to get a constant supply of water then?”

“There may be underground water supplies. We will have to dig some wells.”

“Do you think that will be sufficient, Emuq?”

“Wells are not always plentiful or sufficient enough on their own. And this planet gets very little 
rain if any.”

Marduk, who couldn’t see any answers forthcoming, asked, “So what can be done?”

“Emuq looked at the arid terrain about him. “There is only one solution that I can see, Your 
Lordship.”

“Which is?”

“You will have to get a team of engineers to oversee the digging of canals and dams inland and 
connect them to the inland lakes.”

“But such a mammoth task will take us many Sars before we can begin the real work here.”

“Speak to your father. He had to overcome such obstacles when he first arrived on Ki.”

Slowly but surely canal construction took place on Lahmu. Marduk had several channels 
constructed by which he diverted water away from the volcanic areas, to his new city, Asru-Parzillu 
- the place of iron - and the other regions of dense population. These Lahmuan rivers fed into dams 
that stored the precious water used in the Parzillu mines, as well as for domestic use.

Apart from the domiciles on the planet’s surface, Marduk had underground caverns developed into 
liveable regions, where the Nibiruans could remain sheltered from the bitterly cold nights and 
raging dust storms, a prominent weather feature of their new world. 

Lahmu also became part of the Nibiruan Igigi Command, comprising a veteran force, which had 
fought in previous star wars and now defended the Shamash fleets en-route between the home 



planet and Ki. Since the attack, Marduk had experienced many Sars before, while on his way to see 
his father, there had been very few raids, either on Lahmu or the Shamash squadrons, by renegades 
or space pirates. 

Most of the threats came from continuing wars between Marduk and Alalu’s family. Marduk even 
suspected that Lama might have had something to do with the attack on the star fleet in which he 
had flown. He had no proof of her complicity though.

Chapter 25

Enki worked on personal preparation for the encounter. He sat quietly and took deep breaths while 
visualising having command of the situation. He was determined not to let his brother, who was 
arriving that day, push him around; he readied himself for the inevitable encounter. Ki was his 
domain, and I-lu was a guest, albeit an unwanted one. Weighing it up from a positive perspective 
for the first time in his life, he would have the upper hand.

Having completed his meditations Enki, mentally and emotionally readied himself to publicly 
welcome his brother to Ki, a prospect the galled him deeply. Not so much because I-lu came as the 
King Anu's representative but more because he would be with Enki’s beloved Ninki.

As the squadron of Interceptors landed at the Eridu space base, the Igigi ground staff rushed around 
in readiness for the arrival of Prince I-lu, Lord of the skies. The Supreme Igigi Commander cut 
quite a striking figure, as he emerged from the fleet command craft, in his bright hush tunic, with 
gold around the neck and down the middle of the front. 

I-lu, with head held high, walked from his space fighter, with a pronounced swagger. Followed by 
his entourage, he marched straight towards the waiting reception committee.

I-Lat, the Ki Igigi Commander bowed, saying, “Welcome to Ki, Lord of the Skies. We are here to 
serve you.”

“Where is that brother of mine?” Prince I-lu asked.

“I will take you to him, I-lAt offered.

“Lead on, Commander.”

Although Enki had time to get used to his brother's visit, he still had a sense of foreboding about it. 
He kept telling himself he wasn't a child any more. And his brother couldn't bully him and push him 
around as he used to. But his anxiety would not go away. His brother was interfering in his life 
again, and there appeared to be nothing he could do about it. When he questioned Anu about the 
reason for I-lu’s visit to Ki, he had merely said, “ It's timely for a Nibiruan state visit, and I-lu will 
be representing me.” 

The very idea of his brother having the king’s authority on Ki filled him even more with dread. 
Also, on a personal level, Enki dreaded the possibility that I-lu had some sort of emotional hold 
over Ninki, something about which she had not told him.

From his vantage point, Enki saw the squadron land and watched intently as his brother emerged 
from his shining bird. Very soon, the fated meeting would be taking place between them. Brushing 
personal feelings aside, he steadied himself in preparation for the customary brotherly embrace.

The very public meeting, recorded for posterity by the An-Gelik media, pleased the crowd of 
onlookers as the façade of a meaningful embrace took place before their eyes.



“How are you brother?” I-lu asked when he and Enki were alone back at the Ekallim, the Lord of 
Ki’s stately home.

“Why are you here?” Enki asked, cutting to the chase.

“I am here to represent our Father and all Nibiruans on Ki. I thought he told you that.”

“Yes, but why now?”

“It is customary for us Nibiruans to check on our colonies from time to time.”

“We are also Nibiruans.”

“Oh, you still remember that, do you?”

Enki, determined not to respond to I-lu’s taunts, kept his silence.

I-lu then said, “I take it that all the preparations have been carried out.”

“Of course, as Anu decreed.”

Detecting a challenge to his authority, I-lu responded, “While I am here, I am Anu. It would be well 
for you to remember that, brother.”

Biting his tongue, Enki uttered, “I understand that you carry the king’s authority I-lu but don’t 
abuse it, or you will have to answer to the Ki High Council.”

Sneering, I-lu retorted, “What do I care about your pathetic Council? I could dispose of them just 
like that,” he added, snapping his clawed hands together.

“I understand that Anu empowered you here I-lu and I hope you will be reasonable. Please 
understand that things have been working here very efficiently for many Sars. I don’t want anything 
to upset that.”

“What you want, dear brother is of no concern to me. I am only interested in how this colony can 
serve Nibiru.”

“Then, where Nibiru is concerned, we are, at least, in agreement .”

“I only hope that is so - Lord of Ki. I believe that is what they call you here. Now, I am to meet the 
head of your Council. What’s his name?”

“Kunouk is the Council Seal Holder! Why do you need to see him?”

“He is going to guide me on the royal tour.”

“But I thought I would be showing you around.”

“Oh, I’m sure you have much more important duties to perform, such as desperately hunting for 
more gold. I would not dream of taking you away from such things.”

“Our gold supplies are secure and on quota since we have been mining in Dugamatum.”

“I’m glad to hear it" I-lu sneered. " Oh, by the way, please organise dinner for three tonight. 
Ninkhursag will be dining with us.”

The words nearly floored him, but Enki did his best not to let it show. “Excellent idea,” he uttered.

Enki felt wretched, but he hid it well while his brother stayed around. Using all his willpower, he 
remained diplomatic while they talked, despite the fact that everything about I-lu’s state visit 
sickened him. 



He could already feel all the good works he and the Anunnaki had achieved becoming 
contaminated, dirtied by I-lu’s corrupted mind. Enki sighed heavily. He knew I-lu himself had 
organised the state visit underhandedly, probably, specifically to undermine his authority. 

As Anu’s representative on Ki, I-lu wielded enormous power. The question being, how would he 
use it? Enki needed to know his brother’s underhand agenda. He required information about this, so 
he sought advice from Manzaz, his most trusted and wisest royal attendant.

“It is important that you do not let him upset you,” Manzaz pointed out, as they conversed together.

“We have such a terrible history together, and I fear his presence here is not going to improve the 
situation.”

“Do you have a copy of his mandate here?”

“No. he has not offered it to me.”

“Get him to proclaim his mandate to the High Council.”

“What if he refuses?”

“He cannot refuse. It is the law here that any visitor has to reveal their intentions before being 
welcomed to Eridu.”

Enki brightened, “Yes Manzaz. If I know what his agenda is here on Ki, then I will know what to 
expect. Set up a meeting of the High Council and we will find out what exactly is going on.”

During the afternoon Kunouk took I-lu to the Bit-Mursu, where he called upon his sister. Having 
found out her whereabouts, I-lu opened the door of her office and walked straight in. “So 
Ninkhursag, this is your realm now,” he said, announcing his presence.

Taken aback, she said, “Oh, it’s you. You startled me.” Then, as though an afterthought, “How did 
your flight go?”

Ignoring her question, he said, “I'm disappointed that you were not there to meet me.”

“I had too much to do here.”

“Of course you did,” he said, grabbing her in a rough embrace.”

“Stop that I-lu!” Ninkhursag protested.

Still forcefully holding her close he said, “After all the time we have been apart you can do better 
than that.”

“Let me go! How dare you treat me like this?” Ninkhursag demanded. Shocked by I-lu’s unruly 
behaviour, she pulled away from him.

I-lu just laughed. Then he said, “I’m just pleased to see you, dear sister. Oh, I nearly forgot. Ninurta 
says he misses his mother and he wants to see her.”

Ninkhursag’s eyes clouded, and she said, “I miss him terribly I-lu. Why did you not bring him with 
you?”

“I have more important things to do here than look after your child.”

“Is he not your child also?”

Ignoring the remark, I-lu stated, “We are dining with Enki, at the palace tonight. Wear something 
fitting for the occasion.”



“Thank you for the invitation, but I don’t think I’ll come,”

“As if you have a choice,” I-lu chuckled.

“If you think I am going to listen to you and your brother arguing all night you are very much 
mistaking.”

He stared at her. "There won’t be any arguments.”

“How do you know that?”

“Because there will be no need.” He smirked. “I am the King here. What I say goes.”

Enki felt wretched at the daunting prospect of dining with his half-brother and his untouchable 
sister. Mainly Because she would be with I-lu, not him. He had to rise above his personal feelings 
though and concentrate on finding out his brother’s agenda for being in Eridu. 

He calmed himself with meditation and coaxed relaxation, the only way he knew of to prepare 
himself for the confrontation to come.

Just as he finished, Manzaz entered the quiet room, and announced, “The Chief Medical Officer is 
here to see you, My Lord.”

Ninki! What could she be doing here? Enki wondered. After pausing a moment, he said, “Show her 
in please.”

Ninkhursag entered Enki's chamber, her face a mask of seriousness and concern.

Enki, seeing the anxiety etched on her face, asked, “What is the matter?”

“Oh brother, I did not intend it to happen, but I have no choice.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I-lu came to see me. He wants us three to have dinner together. I know it’s not a good idea and ...”

“Yes, I already know.” Giving her a reassuring hug, he said, “It’s okay Ninki, I can deal with it.”

“He is overbearing and arrogant. I can’t stand him.”

“Power has certainly gone to his head. I don’t know what he is doing here, but I fear it will lead to 
trouble.”

Dinner that night started off as a formal affair, with all parties avoiding anything contentious. In 
fact, apart from initial mouthed pleasantries, an uneasy silence marked the first course. Enki, the 
first to make mention of I-lu’s royal tour, said, “I trust Kunouk proved to be helpful.”

“Why would he not be?"

“And what did you think of our city?”

“As a prototype, it serves its purpose.”

“Oh! I wasn’t aware that the High Council planned on building any others.”

“That remains to be seen. It depends upon whether enough gold can be extracted to make this 
mission worth pursuing.”

“I know that gold is important I-lu, but that is not the only thing here of worth. What we have 
achieved here goes way beyond the extraction of gold.”

I-lu sneered. “What you have achieved here is an inefficient mining operation.”



“Inefficient!

“With insufficient supplies of gold, what would you call it?”

“Well, my dear brother, this world is a big place, and we have already sourced another area of 
gold.”

“And where is that?”

“I call it Dugamatum, for it is a dark land full of all kinds of dangers.”

“I already know about that venture. I thought you had discovered yet another source in this 
godforsaken world.”

“There is more than one mine there.”

“So, where exactly is this ‘Dark Land’?”

“I can take you there if you like.”

“My business is here, at present.”

Enki saw his opening. “And, what exactly is your business here. You haven’t told me yet?”

“Then I guess you don’t need to know, yet.”

Ninkhursag had kept quiet while the barbed conversation between her brothers became increasingly 
uneasy. During the main course, Enki became bolder. “When are you going to declare your 
intentions here, I-lu?”

“When I am good and ready.”

“I think you will find it will be when the High Council is ready.”

“I have already told you what I think of your petty council.”

“Yes, I know you have. But, despite what you may think of my council, the members have a task to 
perform because everybody who comes here is obligated to declare their intentions, even visiting 
dignitaries.”

I-lu huffed, “I am not just some visiting dignitary. I am here for the King’s business. As such, I 
make the rules. Is that understood?”

Enki carried on, calmly, “They will ask you to reveal your intention, and you will have to comply. 
Non-compliance means instant deportation.”

I-lu began to get ruffled. “Is that some veiled threat, brother?”

“No, not at all brother. It is simply Eridu policy.”

I-lu knew that even on Ki there were specific protocols to be observed and he knew he would have 
to comply with the council’s directive, despite his contempt for Eridu’s administrative body. 
However, he enjoyed playing the game with his brother, taunting him as he did when they were 
young. "Oh, you've got there, brother," he laughed hysterically.

He was secretly pleased to reveal his plans to the High Council, not only Eridu, for the whole 
planet. He mused over this as he waited for Ninkhursag to get ready for bed.

After leaving the palace that night, I-lu had them flown to her living quarters at the Bit-Mursu. 

“Turning to I-lu, she had said, “Good night I-lu”, as she stepped out of the Essuru.



I-lu followed her to her quarters. Laughing, he said, “No need to be premature Ninkhursag. You can 
say goodnight when we are tucked up together.”

Ninkhursag turned on him. “What happened between you and me on Nibiru was a terrible mistake. I 
do not intend to let it happen again.”

“You do not have any choice in the matter, dear sister.”

“What do you mean?” she asked, loathing his arrogance.

“If you are good to me and comply with my wishes I will arrange for Ninurta. to visit you.”

“I will speak with father and arrange it myself.”

“Oh really, then why have you not already done so?”

“I have tried, but he always says Ninurta is too busy with his royal duties.”

“Exactly. That's why you need me.”

“What can you do?”

“Pull strings at court. But only if you are nice to me.”

Ninkhursag felt repulsed at having I-lu close to her but, as the key to her seeing her son, she had to 
bear it. If she went along with his vindictive game and complied with his warped wishes, she would 
have her son with her again. It was a big price for her to pay. However, she so yearned to be 
reunited with Ninurta that, like it or not, she had to do what it took.

The council chamber of the Bitdinum, abuzz with excitement, filled with Anunnaki nobles, who 
took their places ready to observe the meeting between their High Council and Prince I-lu. Many of 
them had never set eyes on the prince before, but once they did, there wasn't any doubting his regal 
standing. He cut an imposing figure as he stood at the front of the chamber. Standing tall and erect 
in his magnificent Igigi Supreme Commander’s uniform, I-lu had an air of absolute confidence 
about him. None of the Anunnaki, in the audience, knew why the prince addressed the Council, but 
they realised it had to be essential and they wanted to be part of it.

Breaking custom, in which the speaker introduces the guest of honour, I-lu announced himself and 
addressed the Council members with the full confidence of a Nibiruan in complete control of his 
destiny. 

I-lu's confidence rang alarm bells in Enki’s mind, as he sat at the head of the Council table

I-lu began “I have been called to your house to reveal my reason for being here, an announcement I 
am only too happy to make. As you can see, I am wearing the uniform of the Igigi Supreme 
Commander. I have proudly fulfilled that role for many Sars. However, I am wearing this uniform 
today because it is the last time I shall do so. Another will become the Supreme Commander of the 
Igigi.”

Enki, now fully alert, waited to hear what came next.

Kunouk, taken aback by I-lu’s surprising announcement, listened in anticipation. There were also 
gasps and looks of surprise from other Council members.

I-lu waited for silence, then he continued. “The reason I am stepping down from that illustrious 
position of power is that I am taking up an even more notable role, right here, as Lord of the 
Command, a position that has already been bestowed upon me by the King of Heaven himself.” 



Amid the ensuing uproar, I-lu handed Kunouk a message with the royal seal on it.

As the outbursts, signalling amazement subsided, the Council coordinator scrutinised the document.

Enki, who had been expecting some major pronouncement by his brother, couldn't believe it! His 
brother was taking over from him! No, it wasn't possible, his mind screamed. Shocked into silence, 
Enki saw the look of evil satisfaction on I-lu’s face. He felt physically sick and utterly betrayed. 
After all, he had achieved on Ki, the king, his father, had cast him aside, in favour of his vindictive 
half-brother, who brought only misery and heartbreak into his life. On top of that, I-lu had belittled 
him in front of his own Council. Seething inside, he wanted to leave the chamber, but he would not 
give I-lu the satisfaction.

I-lu continued, “In my role as Lord of the Command I will be overseeing the colonisation of this 
planet, which, I remind you all, is here for the sole purpose of servicing Nibiru. In my new role, I 
will be named Enlil, Lord Commander of Ki. I will be meeting with all leaders of trades and 
services in due course, to decide which direction I will take.”

Enki rose to his feet to make his pronouncement. Standing on jelly-like legs, he raised his tremulous 
voice, saying, “High Council of Eridu you have served us well, and I am sure you will support my 
brother in his role here as well as you have supported me. We welcome any constructive ideas to 
improve our efficiency, and we will willingly comply with any directives from Prince I-lu -- I mean 
Lord Enlil, We will comply with his directives because he has the King’s sanction and royal seal to 
back him up. We will follow any directives beneficial to the Anunnaki here in this beautiful city.”

Enlil surprised that his brother would speak at all, replied, “Thank you Enki, but I will decide what 
is beneficial. It will only be advantageous to the Anunnaki if it is useful if it fulfils the needs of 
Nibiru.”

Kunouk stood up, saying, “Your Lordship, as a local policy decision maker what role, will this 
Council have in your plans?”

“You will simply carry out the directives of the High Council of Nibiru. I will inform you of which 
policies to implement and you will see that my dictates are carried out without question.”

Enki said, “The High Council on Nibiru has no jurisdiction over Ki.”

Enlil retorted, “The High Council of Nibiru could close this mission with a snap of their claws.”

Kunouk, feeling perplexed and bewildered by the strange turn of events, turned to Enki for support. 
“Your Lordship, are we to be merely messengers obeying Nibiru’s orders?”

Enki, to maintain his dignity looked straight at his brother, "I advise a little caution in these matters. 
In my experience, we achieve better results leading the citizens, not by pushing them too hard. We 
do not want any antagonism between Ki and Nibiru.” 

Enlil responded, “I can assure you and this Council that any resistance, against my directives, will 
attract Anu’s wrath. If you, who call yourself, Anunnaki, wish to carry on colonising this world, 
you need the King of Heaven’s blessing and the sanction of the Nibiruan High Council. Now that is 
all for now. We have plenty of work to do.”

Chapter  26

Enlil soon realised that the citizens of Eridu loved and respected Enki for all his great work in 
getting the colony up and running. Enlil, being a smart homosaur, knew that ruling with a big stick 
would only get him so far. Deep down, although he would never admit it, he much preferred to be 



accepted by the Anunnaki as the competent leader who saved their mission on Ki by finding enough 
gold to help Nibiru. 

But first, he had to expose his brother as an incompetent liar. He did not believe for one minute that 
Enki had found the amount of gold he claimed, and he determined to prove it. Once he had 
unmasked his duplicitous half-brother, his subjects would not think so highly of him.

Enki, on the other hand, still getting over the shock of his brother’s takeover, seethed inside. He 
wanted to gather his people and have Enlil arrested and sent back to Nibiru. However, he knew that 
such a move would bring the King of Heaven’s wrath upon them, and would end up with him 
branded as a traitor. With the initial shock over, Enki contacted his father and complained. “Why 
did you not tell me of these plans, father?” he asked.

“Because you would not have agreed and that would have caused problems.”

“Father, As Lord of Ki I had a right to know.”

Anu stated, “The High Council became very close to closing down the Ki mission. We came to a 
compromise that I-lu would oversee things there.”

“If you saw me as being incompetent you should have told me.”

“My son, that is not the issue. You have served your part well, but it is time for the next stage of the 
operation.”

“What do you mean?”

“Your role, to set things up on Ki, to come up with the ideas to make the mission work, has been 
fulfilled admirably. However, now the project has grown, and many Nibiruans live in Eridu, it is 
time for your brother, who is a more competent administrator, to take over.”

“Father, since Enlil, as he calls himself now, has taken over, morale has fallen. I fear there will be a 
revolt if he does not moderate his ways.”

“My son, citizens always react negatively to change. They will soon settle down and accept the new 
way of doing things.”

“So where does his master plan leave me, father?”

“You will have to work that out with your brother. However, if you two do not learn to work 
together, you will be sent back here.”

Bearing in mind his father's warning, Enki decided to attempt to support his brother. Although he 
felt dejected and cheated, it seemed more sensible to play a different role on Ki, whatever that 
turned out to be, than be sent back to Nibiru in shame. Feeling helpless in an untenable situation, 
Enki decided to stop resisting the takeover.

Enlil approached Enki, demanding, “Take me to the gold mine in Dugamatum.”

Rather than resisting, Enki said, "What a good idea."

"It's necessary for me to assess production levels."

Enki just responded, “I think you will be pleasantly surprised.”

Enlil retorted, “That remains to be seen.”

Since Enki’s initial exploration of the dark land in his quest for ample supplies of gold, and his 
subsequent discovery of the precious metal, an operation had already been set up at the mine. This 



development came as quite a surprise to Enlil, who expected the project still to be at the testing 
stage. 

As Enki, now a master pilot flew his Essuruki, over the Shadu Mountains towards the mining site 
he knew his brother was in for a surprise.

Enlil imagined his brother exposed as a lying fraud, which would be enough to have him sent 
packing back to Nibiru. He hated working with Enki as much as his brother loathed working with 
him. Enlil was not prepared to co-rule with his sibling. He wanted sole command of the Ki project.

As they approached the mining site, Enki, smiling to himself, announced, “Behold the Dugamatum 
mine.”

Enlil looked out of his porthole as Enki steadied the craft and flew in low over the encampment, to 
take a closer look. To his surprise, he saw many Anunnaki workers, carrying ore, moving in and out 
the mine, separating the minerals, etc. 

On the launching pad, while one ore carrier got loaded another, stood waiting for its cargo. Enlil, 
stunned by the industry taking place,  determined not to show admiration. Inwardly he smouldered, 
hating the fact that his brother had done so well.

As the small craft landed, and the pair alighted, Enki, grinning hugely, said, “I bet it’s not what you 
expected.”

Angrily, Enlil retorted, “I need to see the figures.”

“But of course,” his brother grinned. “Sutresi, the administrator, will help you out with that.”

“Then take me to him,” Enlil growled.

While his brother checked on the figures, Enki met with Awlin, the mine manager, “How is 
production going?” Enki asked.

“The vein is huge. I don’t think we can ever exhaust it, My Lord.”

“That is indeed great news Awlin. Now, do you need anything else to help with the mining?”

“More workers. Then we could work through the night as well as through the day.”

“More workers! How many do you need?”

“Double what I now have would be ideal. But I will take what’s on offer.”

“Are you able to support that many Anunnaki here?”

“Of course my Lord, you have not been here for some time. Let me show you what we have done 
since your last visit,” AwLin suggested, leading Enki towards the miner’s living quarters.

The manager proudly showed Enki one of the worker’s dwelling places. As Enki looked around, 
AwLin explained, “When we first got here we sought protection from the elements and predators, in 
natural shelters, such as caves and rock overhangs. Gradually, through trial and error, we learned to 
improve our caves with inlaid stone floors, walls at the entrances and fireplaces. As you can see,” 
the manager indicated, “stone is plentiful here and wood for our fires is in good supply.”

“You mentioned wild beasts. Do you have a problem with them?’’ Enki queried.

“They are only a threat at night. But our fires keep them at bay.”

Enki thought back to his first trip to the Shadu ranges when he and Anzu had narrowly escaped 
from the strange cat-like beast. He said, “They can be very frightening.” Remembering the effect 



his Essuruki's force field had had on the creature, he added, “I may be able to create a force field 
here. It would be a much more effective way of keeping these wild beasts at bay.”

“I don’t know, Your Lordship. Those things can be hazardous.”

“Only to anything trying to enter.”

“I would rather we deter the beasts with fire if you don’t mind, your Lordship.”

Enki thought it odd that the manager preferred fire to a force field but he didn't question it. “As you 
wish, Awlin. You are in charge here.”

The manager relieved that Enki didn’t pursue the subject, knew a force field would be unacceptable 
to the miners. He didn’t want to say anything about his workers going out at night to seek female 
company. The manual workers, being physically and mentally stronger than the native folk they 
came across, sometimes raided villages at night, where they abducted women for their pleasure. 

Once the workers finished with them, the ape women were left, abandoned in the mountains. 
Although AwLin did not condone such practices, he could do nothing about it. Besides, it had not 
adversely affected work production and, in some ways, it seemed to have improved morale among 
the miners. 

Therefore, the last thing the manager wanted was a force field zapping his workers as they returned 
to the camp in the early hours. One miner hadn’t come back though. Awlin concluded he had met 
his fate at the hands of the hairy apes, or perhaps a wild beast had him. He didn’t say anything to 
Enki about that either.

Enlil, pleased with the gold quota results, needed another ploy to get Enki sent back home. Now he 
knew his sibling told the truth and, as he had persuaded his father to let him take over the Ki 
mission because Enki was lying about the figures, his reason for being the Commander on the 
planet, no longer applied. He had to find another way to make his brother look bad in the eyes of 
the Nibiruan High Council.”

“It seems you were telling the truth,” Enlil admitted, as Enki flew him back to Eridu.

“Then I am more competent than you gave me credit for.”

Enlil, sulking, stayed silent.

Enki pressed home his advantage. “This means there is no need for you to be here and you can go 
back to Nibiru.”

“You will be the one to go back.”

Enki, determined not to react, said, “But you don’t even like it here.”

“Sometimes we have to do things we do not like, for the greater good, brother. It's time for you to 
move over so that the better Prince can do the job.”

“And what am I supposed to be doing  on Ki?”

“If I can't think of something useful for you to do I will have you bundled off to Nibiru.”

Enki very nearly retaliated but he knew his brother wanted to flex his authoritative muscles at every 
turn. So he bit his lip and kept his silence.

For the remainder of the flight to Eridu, Enlil thought about two things. First, the way he could 
claim the credit for the Abzu mine. Secondly, blackening Enki's reputation. As they had landed at 
Enki’s palace, Enlil said, “Now that we have achieved the gold quota  I may be able to persuade the 
High Council of Nibiru that this little project is worth continuing with after all.”



Enki replied, “Of course it is. So now you can go back and tell Anu we have the gold supply 
solution covered.”

Enlil laughed, “When are you going to get it through your head that I won’t be going back. As Lord 
of the Command, I will be overseeing the whole mission here. If you behave yourself, you can 
become my Cup Bearer.”

The insult proved too much for Enki. He had held his counsel all day, even trying to get on with his 
brother at times, but this put down pushed him over the edge. Nothing had changed. If anything, 
Enlil had become even more vindictive towards him. 

Looking his brother squarely in the eyes, he exploded, “ENOUGH IS ENOUGH! I WILL STAND 
AGAINST YOU!”

“YOU WILL DO WHAT I TELL YOU TO DO, BROTHER!”

Enki stared daggers.“And what will you do if I disagree, Enlil? Because I give you fair warning, if 
you want to take me on, I have the Anunnaki, who love and respect me, to back me up.”

“Enlil just laughed. “Well done brother,” he retorted. “Another treasonous threat like that will get 
you a ticket to Nibiru for trial.”

Enki was silent. He knew he had gone too far.

Enlil stated, “So you see, dear brother, you can disagree all you like, but if you stand in my way, I 
will have you removed from this planet.”

Enki answered, “Without me here to offer wise counsel, under your command, this colony will 
quickly fall into a heap, because to succeed here you need the respect of the citizens of Eridu.”

Enlil replied, contemptuously, “I have the royal power. I don’t need their respect. But they will 
come to respect my power.”

“You may boast and brag all you like, Enlil, but you will soon be coming to me for advice because 
your bullying way will not work for long.” With that said, Enki strode off to his quarters.

Enki loathed the way his brother treated him, and he feared his Anunnaki citizens would soon 
experience the same cruelty themselves. Confiding in Manzaz, he said, “I have worked with the 
Anunnaki for countless Ki Yeras, so I know how to deal with them. Enlil has only just arrived here, 
and he thinks to wave a big stick around is going to get him their support.”

“These are dire times indeed my Lord. All is new at the moment. With the passing of time, this 
power struggle will sort itself out.” Then his advisor asked, “My Lord do you intend to challenge 
for leadership.”

“What’s the point? He has the royal seal of Nibiru.”

“Then let him know you do not intend to challenge him providing he at least, listens to your 
council.”

“If only it were that easy, but you don’t know my brother. Though, I fear you soon will.”

For the first time in Eridu, two of the Anunnaki stood guard outside the Bit-dinum in the dead of 
night, watching out for any of Lord Enlil's guard – the Erhima. Also, for the very first time 
members of the High Council of Eridu met secretly to discuss the Council’s precarious position, in 
the light of the Lord of the Command's tight authority and officious attitude. 

While addressing the assembly of councillors,  Konouk stated, “Our very constitution is at stake. If 
Lord Enlil controls us, we can no longer function as an effective administrative body in Eridu.”



“As he has the royal seal of Nibiru as his authority, I fail to see what we can do,” a councillor 
reasoned.

“Whether he holds the royal seal or not does not give him the right to trample our Constitution,” 
another stated.

“We could refuse to carry out any directive that contravenes the Constitution,” Runamoc,” an elder 
suggested.

“I say we beam a petition to King Anu, to let him know what is happening here,” another put in.

Kunouk added, “We will have to do it through Enki. Only he has the code.”

“And where is Enki? He seems to have disappeared off the face of Ki,” an elder commented.

“Do you know where he is, Kunouk ?” a councillor asked.

“Yes, and he does not wish to be disturbed at present.”

“Will you get the key off him,” an elder asked.

“I will go and talk to him,” Kunouk answered.

To take his troubled mind off his brother and the damage he did to the Ki mission, Enki made a 
study of the hairy beings he had seen from time to time. When he first observed them, they were 
just like hairy apes, but now they now wore animal skins and used crude tools fashioned from stone, 
wood, and the bones of dead creatures. His research told him that they were advancing in their 
intelligence, although the changes took place very slowly though, over thousands of Ki Yeras.

Kunouk, standing at the threshold of the Abzu, interrupted Enki's studies. He apologised, “I am 
sorry to disturb you your Lordship, but we have to talk.”

“Come inside Kunouk. For you to come here, it has to be important. So tell me what is on your 
mind.”

“The Council wishes you to talk to the King of Heaven, on our behalf.”

“Oh! What about?”

“It is about your brother, my Lord. He is undermining everything that has made Eridu great.”

“What has he done now?”

“He has dismissed the Council.”

“He has what?” Enki spluttered.

“We have held an emergency meeting, and the consensus is that Anu must intervene.”

“This is serious indeed. I will do what I can.”

“You will speak to your father then?”

“I will speak to the king, yes.”

Anu, while listening to preparations for an upcoming state visit, received a beam from Lord Enki. 
Seeing his son’s face on the vid screen, he said, “Hello my son. This beam is a surprise.”

“I am sorry to disturb you, father, but Enlil has gone too far this time.”

“I knew there would be trouble between you two when your brother came to look after Nibiru’s 
interests on Ki” Anu responded.



“Why did you send him there then, father?”

“I have already told you that. You were the best one to pioneer the Ki project, but now that it has 
grown, your brother is the best one to take command.”

“But he is undoing all the good work I have done!”

“Don’t you think it about time you two grew up and acted like respectable Nibiruan adults?’

“Father, this is not personal. He throws his weight around, in your name using your royal seal as a 
weapon against our Constitution. he has gone so far as to dismiss our High Council.”

“He has dismissed the High Council! That is indeed serious. I will talk to him about it.”

“Father, he is doing more harm than good here, and he is upsetting a lot of people. Without a 
judicial body for the people to respect I fear there will be a breakdown in law and order.”

“I will speak with him about it,” Anu said, trying to end the conversation.

Enki continued, “I am used to Enlil's ways. The Anunnaki here is not.”

“As I said, I will see what he has to say.”

“Thank you, father.”

Enlil, having taken over his brother’s palace, while in the process moving Enki’s things into 
storage,  received his father’s beam. Upon hearing that his brother had gone behind his back and 
beamed the king, angered him greatly. However, he managed to hide his feelings as he listened to 
his father outlining Enki’s worries. 

He then responded, “Father now that the Anunnaki – that’s what the Nibiruans call themselves here 
- are in such large numbers, and the population is growing in Dugamatum, Ki needs a firmer hand 
needed on the rudder. When there were but a few colonists Enki could handle the situation here in 
his style, but now we have to administer things differently.”

“I understand that but why did you see the need to dismiss the High Council?”

“Father, when you sent me here, with your royal seal, you told me to use it my discretion. Well, that 
is what I have done. I found the Council here to be disruptive to my plans. I realised I could not 
work with the council and I had no other choice but to dismiss them.”

“I am not sure that is the best way to go about it. The High Council is a time-honoured Nibiruan 
tradition, the mainstay of our society. The High Council here will take a very dim view of such an 
extreme action. See if you can broker a compromise between you and them.”

“I will not go back on my decision father. To do so would make me look like a weak leader, just 
like Enki.”

“Enlil, for a weak leader he has done wonders on Ki, especially with the new gold discovery, which 
you say is plentiful.”

“Yes, because of my organisational skills.”

“Well, Enki certainly deserves the credit for finding the mine and setting it up.”

Not wanting to hear his father compliment his brother, Enlil persisted, “As I said before. The 
Anunnaki now need a stronger leader to keep law and order on Ki.”

“Very well Enlil. But please work out a reconciliation between you and your brother. Otherwise, 
the two of you will have to be separated.”



“Perhaps it is time Enki returned home.”

“His scientific skills are needed there.”

“Then let him know his place. Make sure he knows I am in command of Ki.”

(Sumerian chronicles state: Affirm by law of succession, that I, your son by your own half sister  
Antu. precede and have authority over Ki, though, he, your eldest and first son, be.) 

Chapter 27

“When we first came here, we landed out there,” Enki explained, pointing out at the vast ocean, as 
he and Ninkhursag walked along the shore together. Ninki had arrived at his Abzu looking sad and 
dejected. Enki thought the fresh sea air would help lift her spirits. As they walked together, he 
asked, “What troubles you, my love?”

She looked out at the rolling waves, relating them to the turbulence of her life. Looking at her 
brother, she answered, “I’m sure you have enough to cope with, without getting involved in my 
personal life.”

“Your life is my life. You are my sister and the person I love most of all. I suspect your concerns 
have something to do with Enlil.”

At the mention of her brother’s name, Ninkhursag began crying. Between sobs, she uttered, “He's 
becoming unbearable.”

“Leave him then.”

“It’s not that simple, and you know it, she responded brusquely.”

“It’s about Ninurta, isn’t it?”

“He keeps promising to bring him here, but only if I comply with all his wishes.”

“And he has not done so.”

“I have to hold on to the hope that he will stick to his word.”

“Is there no other way we can get your son here?”

“No there isn't. Enlil tells me that father won’t let him come here, saying he is too busy with his 
courtly duties.”

“So, what is my brother able to do?”

“He says he will persuade father to let me have Ninurta.”

“And you believe him?”

“It’s the only hope I have.”

“I am not without influence on Nibiru. I will see what I can find out.”

“Enki,  Why are you so good to me after the way I betrayed you.”

“Ninki, the more I think about it I cannot believe that you gave yourself to him willingly.”

“What does it matter how it happened? He is the father of my son, and nothing can change that.”



Enki put his arms around his sister hugging her lightly. “Tell me, did he force himself upon you?”

She burst into tears again, and Enki had his answer. Looking up to heaven with raised fists, he 
swore, “BY THE GODS, ONE DAY Enlil WILL PAY DEARLY FOR ALL THE HURT AND 
HEARTACHE HE HAS CAUSED YOU AND MYSELF!”

The interior of the palace had changed so much that Enki hardly recognised it any more. He 
returned there to collect his personal belongings. As he gathered his things, Enlil interrupted him. 
“Come with me; I have something important to show you.”

Intrigued, Enki followed Enlil into a room full of vid screens and database equipment. 

“This, great idea of mine, is the nerve centre of Eridu,” Enlil boasted. “From here I know 
everything that is going on, so don’t go behind my back again.”

“What are you talking about?”

“You, going behind my back and talking to father,” Enlil snarled.

“The Council asked me to intervene on their behalf.”

“Your petty Council is no more. I have dismissed them.”

“Do you think you can get away with that?”

“I have, dear brother," The Lord of the Command sneered.

“The High Council is elected by the Anunnaki. Only they can decide the Council’s fate.”

“I have dismissed them, and I will hear no more of it!”

“You may think so, but I assure you it is not over yet.”

“And what do you think you can do about it?”

“We have jurisdiction on our side.”

“So we have sides now, do we?”

“Yes, but only because of your heavy-handed way of dealing with things.”

Enki had pressed a sensitive button. The Anunnaki only grudgingly accepted Enlil's power, so he 
had given up any notion of a soft approach. Glaring at his brother,  he snarled, “If you take a stand 
against me I will have you removed and sent home.”

Enki countered, “No brother! There is only one of you and many of us. We will have you sent 
home.”

Owing to Enlil's draconian methods, what had once been a loving, caring community in Eridu 
turned into one of insecurity and distrust. Enlil made the miners working conditions harder with a 
lesser reward. 

Because of such drastic changes in the workplace, production in the mines slowed down. Enlil 
responded by threatening reprisals against the miners. All together matters in the Ki colony were 
deteriorating, and Enki knew he had to do something about it.

But what could he do? In the end, he sought counsel with Kunouk. “We have to stop Enlil from 
dictating the terms here. I had hoped it wouldn't come to this, but I believe we have no choice but to 
use the weapon of non-compliance.”

“It is a dangerous and radical thing to do My Lord. It could lead to rebellion and treason.”



“I understand that. Therefore we must know our Constitution to the letter, for it is our only legal 
weapon.”

“But your father has made Lord Enlil his proxy on Ki. To stand against him is to defy the King of 
Heaven. You must inform Anu about this, my Lord.”

“I am fully aware of that. I will contact our king immediately, but I have to know the Council is 
behind me.”

“Be assured of that my Lord.”

Enki beamed his father and once more voiced his concerns. “The situation is becoming untenable 
here,” he stated.

Anu, totally fed up with the squabbles on Ki, replied, “I have spoken to Enlil, and he assures me 
everything is in control down there.”

“He may well think so, but others may have different ideas. He only sees what he wants to see. 
However, I can see the undercurrents that are coming to a head here. I did not want it to come to 
this but our only recourse, when it comes to contravention of the Nibiruan Constitution on Ki, is to 
practice non-compliance.”

Anu responded angrily. “You cannot do that Enki. Enlil works by my royal seal. To stand against 
him means standing against Nibiru and me. Is that what you want?”

“Of course not, father. However, Enlil does not work with your royal seal, father. He uses it as a 
weapon against the people here. He is abusing his power in your name.”

Sighing heavily, Anu said, “Very well, I will speak with him, but I am getting very fed up with 
what is happening on Ki.”

“Not as fed up as the Anunnaki, father.”

Again, Anu beamed Enlil to tell him of his brother’s conversation. Enlil responded, “It’s despicable 
the way he keeps causing trouble by lying to you, father.”

Anu asked, “Are you really in control of the situation down there?”

“Yes, father. Of course, I am.”

“Then why is the High Council threatening non-compliance?”

“There is no Council here father, only my advisors.”

“Do not be fooled son. The Council still exists, and they have your brother’s support, which in turn 
has the support of the majority of the Anunnaki.”

“They would not dare defy your dictates father.”

“Are they my dictates?”

“What I am doing is for the good of Nibiru. I am keeping the gold supply flowing.”

“This is why the last thing we need is a rebellion on Ki.”

“There will be no rebellion here father. But I need more military personnel here, to help keep the 
peace.”

“It seems to me that the Anunnaki need some reassurance that you are the best leader for them.”

“Perhaps your presence on Ki would give them the reassurance they seek, father.”



Silence ensued as Anu considered his options. He didn't want to fight the Anunnaki. Nibiru needed 
assurance of regular gold shipments from Dugamatum. To get this assurance, he required the 
miners' support. Also, now that gold for the atmospheric shield had become plentiful, the members 
of the Nibiruan High Council, who had been against the Ki mission now admitted that Anu had 
used, sound judgement all along. He now had the numbers and a stable, secure throne. At length, he 
said, “Do nothing rash, Enlil. I am coming to Ki to sort things out.”

Knowledge of King Anu’s impending visit to Eridu raised the flagging morale of the Anunnaki. 
Once they knew about the King's visit, the citizens of Eridu busily prepared themselves to welcome 
their royal visitor. Enlil had The palace, decked out with flags and banners in readiness for the royal 
visit. 

Many flags depicted a red cross - the symbol of the 12th planet (Nibiru – the world of the crossing) 
while others showed the five-pointed star, Anu’s icon. Excitement abounded as many of the 
Anunnaki had never seen their King, this being his first visit to Ki.”

There were two forms of transportation used by the Nibiruans. Rocket technology, used by the Igigi 
Star Command and the regular members of the Anunnaki on Ki. The other type of transportation 
technology, the 'Star gate', was only used by royalty and the highest of Nibiruan nobility, who 
dispensed the tasks of harvesting Ki's gold resources. 

Although Anu would have loved to have made his entrance through the Star gate, there was, as yet, 
no wormhole connection on Ki. So Anu had to fly in a specially prepared Royal Shamash.

All eyes, of the large crowd, were looking skyward as the glistening disc, bearing the Nibiruan 
Royal insignia descended to the specially prepared space platform. A massive cheer went up as 
King Anu stood at the top of the steps of the Shamash, looking out over the vast crowd. 

As the king and his royal entourage left the rocket ship, lord Enlil and Lord Enki greeted them. The 
huge crowd went wild, frantically waving flags and cheering. Anu, very impressed with the grand 
welcome he received upon his arrival on Ki, became even more amazed at the thriving city of 
Eridu. 

Since Anu's arrival happened to fall on a seventh day (by the count begun by Enki), the king rested 
to give himself time to orientate himself to the conditions on Ki. (Enki worked out that there were 
Seven Apsu rises in a 'work'. This word later became 'week' At that time a day of rest did not exist. 
Anu's day of rest started the tradition of the Sabbath day.)

The real work and reason for Anu’s presence began next day when Enki and Enlil presented their 
findings to the King. The meeting took place in the Ekallim Enlil, a building dedicated to Enki. Anu 
started the proceedings with a few general questions. He asked, “Have you decided which method 
of gold extraction is best?”

Enki answered, “Since finding the vast resources of gold in the Dugamatum mine I have abandoned 
extracting it from the water masses.”

Not to be outdone, Enlil added, “Under my direction, the miners have become very proficient in 
separating the gold from the mixture of rock and soil so we can send pure gold to Nibiru. This 
method has many advantages, one of which being we can send more gold with less cargo weight.”

“We need more workers in the Dugamatum though,” Enki added.

“Very well, I will get that organised back on Nibiru.”

“We also need more Nibiruans to come here and be in charge of more landing places for the ships, 
as well as to devise way stations in the heavens,” Enlil requested.



“Yes, I have also been thinking along those lines Enlil,” Anu agreed. He then added, “Now, so that 
there is no misunderstanding between you two, and so that you both know your places here, we 
have to work out specific duties for each of you on Ki.”

Enlil, puzzled, said,” I thought after all the mischief he is causing here that Enki would be returning 
to Nibiru with you, father.”

“After all the damage you have caused here, if anybody is to return, it ought to be you, brother, not 
I,” Enki retorted.

“THAT IS ENOUGH BICKERING FROM YOU TWO!” Anu stated, with regal authority. “Both of 
you have skills that are needed to make this project a huge success. 

Now, as you two do not seem to be capable of working together by yourselves, I will assign each of 
you specific roles. Now, to see who gets to do what, my sons, you will draw lots.”

“But I already have my Command here!” Enlil protested.

Anu answered, “The decision has to be fair and unquestionable. Drawing lots is the fairest way.”

“How many lots will there be?” Enki asked.

“There will be three lots. The first lot will bestow rule over Nibiru; the second lot will give its 
holder rule over Ki and control of Edin, and the third lot will make whoever draws it responsible for 
the  mining operations and transportation on Tiamat.” 

And it came to pass on that historic occasion in Eridu that they drew lots. Enlil, aghast, spluttered, 
“You are putting the Nibiruan throne in also?”

“It has to fair all round,” Anu answered.

“I agree,” Enki said.

“If you say so, father,” Enlil agreed. Command of Ki did not seem so important to him now, not 
when the Nibiruan throne could be his. Kunouk, as an impartial official, interpreted the result. He 
announced, “In the best interests of both Nibiru and Ki this is what will happen. King Anu retains 
kingship of Nibiru. Enlil takes on the role of Commander of EdIn and Enki will Command the 
mines.”

Stunned silence filled the hall.

Enlil spoke first. “It seems the gods have decreed that nothing much changes, except that I only get 
to Command EdIn.”

Anu spoke up. “The decision is binding. I will soon return to Nibiru, and I will not spend any more 
time sorting out your problems. So in Eridu, by royal appointment of the King of Heaven, I allocate 
Enlil the role of ‘Commander of Ki and Commander in Chief of the Igigi. 

To Enki, I allocate command of all mining and Lord of Tiamat.”

Enki, sat in utter shock, unmoving. He would have to leave his sister and his beloved Eridu. 
Angered and saddened by the outcome, he kept his emotions in check, not allowing his brother to 
gloat over his fall from grace.

Enlil, on the other hand, openly showed his smugness. In his mind, he had won.

Anu took Enlil aside after the meeting. He said, “Now that I have ruled in your favour I think it best 
if you show a little compassion for your brother.”

“What do you mean father?”



“He has, these many Sars, from swampland, built the city of Eridu. I could see in his eyes that it 
breaks his heart to leave it. I want you to make a public declaration to the effect that you will 
dedicate Eridu to Enki, its founder.”

“What, after the trouble, he has caused me?”

“Just do it Enlil,” Anu ordered.

“Of course father,” Enlil complied, with a tight mouth. 

 (Enki had given the name Edin to the complete settlements surrounding Eridu - Edin meaning, 
“Abode of the Upright Ones” - the Anunnaki on Earth.)

(Sumerian chronicles state: ‘the gods clasped hands together, then cast lots and divided: Anu to 
heaven went up; To Enlil, the Earth was made subject; that which the sea as a loop encloses [South 
Africa?], they gave to the prince Enki.)

Chapter 28

Arsarg, through Lama's spy network, found out about the territory sharing that had taken place on 
Ki. He was angry because Anu had not included Kumarbi in the casting of lots. By Anu's action, the 
House of Anshargal officially had total ruler ship with nothing left for the House of Alalu. Arsarg, 
having been forced into house arrest exile felt fierce resentment to the king. The secret official 
power-sharing on Ki went beyond the pale. 

Although Arsarg had no strategy worked out, with revenge the main thing on his mind, he 
determined to announce himself to the world. He would discard the name Arsarg and become Alalu, 
once again. Even more critical to Alalu was finding a way to secure the throne for his grandson. 
Through Kumarbi, he would vicariously take back, what he considered, his rightful Kingship. He 
played the fantasy in his head repeatedly. He would give Anu a taste of his own medicine. It seemed 
deliciously like poetic justice that he should help Kumarbi takeover the Nibiruan throne, now that 
Anu had flown to Ki.

As soon as Kumarbi heard that Anu intended leaving for Ki, he began putting his long-awaited plan 
into action. He had been content being Anu’s Cupbearer, while he thought he would succeed to the 
throne. However, he discovered, that owing to an ancient agreement between the House of 
Anshargal and the House of Alalu, that only Anu’s descendants had a right to the throne. 

So he decided to throw his lot in with Lama.  Only through her could he see himself being the King 
of Heaven one day. He would take this opportunity to ‘carpe diem’ seize the day.

Although owing to his exile agreement, Alalu had agreed to be incognito on Nibiru; he had not 
liked the idea at all. He had to leave all the political work to Lama. True, she had a strong influence 
in high places, but Alalu wanted to play his role openly. So Lama made it known, to her supporters, 
who could be trusted, that Arsarg was Alalu returned from exile on Ki. 

There were still influential Nibiruans who supported the House of Alalu having control of the 
throne. These were mostly the old guard, but Lama managed to persuade a high-ranking Igigi 
commander that, with her great-grandson on the Nibiruan throne, she would see that he became 
Supreme Commander of the Star Base on Nibiru. For many Sars, the aging matriarch had secretly 
plotted, building her support power base a little at a time. Now the day had come to put her plans 
into action. What with Anu, Enki, and Enlil all far away on Ki and Marduk isolated on Lahmu, only 



Anshargal was on hand to fight Alalu for his family’s honour. But he had never been much of a 
fighter and didn't care who the King was.

Lama had been hatching her devious plot with all the care of incubating a deficient Nibiruan egg. 
Now she positioned herself to strike at Anshargal's family, at its weakest. With the King on Ki, her 
timing was perfect. 

First, she had a special Council meeting with the seven judges, demanding they overturn the decree 
that only gave Anshargals’ line the right to the throne. She had managed to persuade three of the 
judges to her way of thinking. The other four felt uncomfortable and unsure, tampering with the 
ancient decree. 

At the hearing, held behind closed doors, Lama petitioned that Anu had broken the agreement by 
usurping Alalu while he still reigned as the rightful King.

One of the judges argued, “It could equally be that Anu became the rightful king after he beat Alalu 
at wrestling.”

Lama responded, “At the time a decree stated that Alalu would retain kingship on Nibiru until the 
atmospheric problem he was working on, got solved.”

Another of the four judges said, “Anu’s reason for taking over the throne of Nibiru occurred 
because Alalu vacillated, who, like his father, had no clear idea of how to tackle the problem.”

“What do you mean, vacillating? He made the bold decision to find gold on Ki, and for his troubles, 
he had his throne stolen from him.”

The head Justice, one of Lama’s ardent supporters, said, “Arguing is not going to get us anywhere. 
We have all the facts we need. We will deliberate over this thorny issue and let you know our 
decision in due course.”

While the judges deliberated on the issue, Lama took matters into her own hands. She knew the 
judges would take their time, so, with no time to spare she upped the stakes by leaking to the An-
Gels that Kumarbi would be their new King and that he would be engaging Anu’s ship in combat 
before the false king reached Nibiru.

Soon every vid-screen in Nibiru City aired the message. Kunuk could not believe his ears. The High 
Council quickly convened an emergency meeting, to deal with the issue.

“We have to beam king Anu,” an elder stated.

“We have to verify the accuracy of the broadcast first,” Kunuk, pointed out.

“If we don’t act quickly, we will have to answer to the king upon his return.”

“Which king are we talking about here?” an elder asked.

“We have to talk with Lama. She is the most likely to know of such a threat,” Kunuk said.

“It seems that the House of Alalu makes many idle threats,” a member commented, cynically.”

While the Council writhed in confusion, Alalu and a company of the Ummanate, who had been 
secretly faithful to him, stormed the royal palace. Owing to the surprise element of their attack, the 
Royal Guard offered little resistance. As Alalu and his military force entered the throne room, 
Kumarbi put down the gold cup, exchanging it for the King’s crown, which he placed upon his 
head. He then took his place on the Nibiruan throne.



Having brokered peace between his sons, Anu, preparing for his return trip to Nibiru, received the 
devastating news. Anshargal, hearing about the coup, beamed the message, informing the king of 
the takeover by Kumarbi, and the proposed attack on his ship if he returned to Nibiru.

As soon as Enlil heard about the royal takeover, he jumped into the breach. “We can take my ship 
as well, and then we’ll have more chance of beating the despicable House of Alalu, once and for 
all.”

“No Enlil. You must stay here. Only I will return.”

“What sort of force does Alalu have access to?” Enki asked.

“That we don’t know for sure, but my guess is one or two craft at most,” Anu surmised.

“Fully armed ones at that, I would guess,” Enlil added. “Do you have nuclear weapons on board?”

“No. We didn’t see any need to do so.”

Shocked by the news from Nibiru, Enlil, turning to Enki, asked, “What happened to those MDWs 
Alalu threatened us with?”

“Mass destruction weapons! That’s a bit drastic, don’t you think, father?” Enki queried.

“What happened to them,” Enlil pressed.

Enki, knowing he was in a corner, answered, “It was a long time ago. I believe they were hidden 
somewhere where they would be safe.”

“So, where are they hidden?” Enlil pressed.

“I don’t know exactly.”

Anu asked, “Can you lay your hands on them?”

“I don’t know. And even if I could, it would take too long to bring the missiles here.”

“I don’t believe you Enki,” Enlil challenged.

“Whether you believe me or not is not my concern.”

“Don’t you care about our father’s safe return to Nibiru?”

“Yes, of course, I care, but using nuclear weapons does not make things safer.

“THAT IS QUITE ENOUGH, YOU TWO!” Anu shouted. “If Enki says he does not know where 
they are I believe him. Now I must be going.”

“May the gods keep you safe, father,” Enlil stated.

Enki would not let his father take the nuclear weapons, but he had another idea. He beamed 
Marduk, who, busy building and mining on Lahma. 

Upon hearing Enki's voice, Marduk said, “It is good to hear from you, father.”

“It is wonderful to hear from you. How are you progressing with the mining project?”

“You should see it, father. With Emuq’s genius, we have built huge energy chambers and an 
artificial atmosphere.”

“I will endeavour to visit you one day Marduk, but for now I have something to ask of you.”

“What is it, father?”



“Kumarbi has seized the Nibiruan throne, and Alalu has commanded some of the Igigi to attack 
Anu’s Shamash on his return to Nibiru. Can you give him support with your Igigi squadron?”

“Yes, I suppose so, but …”

“Get your Igigi squadron to intercept them. Once they see Anu has help, they will, in all likelihood, 
back off and let him land.”

“And if they don’t, father. What then?”

“If they attack they will be committing a treasonable act. Your squadron will dispatch the traitors 
without haste.”

“I always knew having an Igigi base on Lahmu would prove useful.”

“Thank you, my son. I will let Anu know post haste.” 

Having passed on the information to King Anu Enki had done all he could. After praying to An for 
his father's safe deliverance, Enki turned his mind to his problems. As Enki thought about what 
possessions he would need in Dugamatum, Anger rose in him. He was frustrated about being sent 
from Eridu. With regret, he looked, around his old palace, for the last time. He had a feeling that 
somehow, the casting of lots had been rigged, but couldn't prove it. He sighed, perhaps the gods had 
decreed the outcome. Maybe fate had planned it that way. Even so, it didn't make his parting any 
easier. Demotion from Lord of Ki to a glorified mining manager became almost too much for him 
to bear.

At that moment, Enlil burst in on him, “You know where those missiles are, don’t you.”

“I haven’t got time for this right now, Enlil,” Enki responded, shrugging his brother off.

“If Kumarbi attacks father I'll hold you responsible.”

“Fret not brother; I have it in hand.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“My son will save the day with Igigi support from Lahmu.”

Enlil stopped in his tracks. “You’ve organised that?”

“Yes, while you were moaning and achieving nothing. Now leave me alone while I organise what I 
need to take with me to the dark land.”

As soon as Anzu heard of Alalu’s impending challenge for the throne, he wanted to help his old 
friend. Without saying anything to Enki, he went to Eridu Star base and took command of one of 
the star ships due to guard a convoy of ore carriers, with their precious cargo. 

Anzu ordered his crew to take the Shamash for a test flight. None of the Igigi challenged his 
authority. He secretly contacted King Alalu, as he still called him, informing him of his plan.

Alalu, overjoyed to hear from his long lost friend, accepted his offer of support. “It will be like the 
old days,” he said.

“We have a days lead on Anu’s ship. I will be with you shortly.”

“I look forward to flying with you again my friend.”

During the flight, Anzu detected five Igigi Interceptors from Lahmu in his path. They seemed to be 
waiting for him to close in, as they straddled him on either side of his craft. Then they were on the 



move, closing in on his Shamash. He ordered his crew to be on alert, “We have, what looks like, 
five hostile fighters in our path. Man the weapons.”

“But they are Igigi craft, Commander,” the navigator warned. “Are we to fire on them?”

Anzu, representing Kumarbi’s interests, ordered, “Yes fire on them.”

The pilot, unsure where he stood on the issue, suggested, “Sir, perhaps we should seek King 
Kumarbi’s advice on the matter.”

Anzu responded, “Yes, perhaps you are right. Go ahead and speak to King Kumarbi, but for An’s 
sake, be quick about it!”

The pilot, having beamed Kumarbi, said, “Your Heavenness, we have five Igigi Interceptors 
blocking our path. Are we to engage?”

“How many ships do you have?”

“Just this one.”

“How do you rate your chances of victory?”

“One against five is not good odds. They are more manoeuvrable and faster than us. Besides, if they 
came from Lahmu, which seems to be the case, they are veteran fighters.”

“Very well Anzu wait until further instructions. I will contact you soon.”

On board the leading Interceptor from Lahmu Igigi Command, the Commander beamed Marduk. 
He stated, “Your Lordship we have encountered Anzu’s craft.”

“Is he acting aggressively?”

“No, my Lord, They appear to have stopped.”

“Very well, monitor them. If the rebels make any move let me know.”

“Should we contact them, Your Lordship?”

“It couldn’t do any harm. Yes, sound the commander out.”

Inboard Anzu’s star ship the communications officer, announced, “Commander I have the Lahmu 
commander on beam for you.”

Anzu, seeing his opposite number on the vid screen, listened to what he had to say.

The Lahmu Commander, recognising his opposite number, said, “Anzu, its Etah here. It’s been 
quite a while since we flew together.”

“It has that, Etah. So you got lumbered with the Lahmu Command.”

“It is not that bad really. You should see what Marduk has achieved there.”

“This is not the time for small talk.”

Etah grinned, “So you are once more Alalu’s champion.”

“That is my privilege, yes.”

“So do you intend to attack us, old friend?”

“I hope it does not come to that.”

“Just carrying out orders I suppose.”



“You know the way it is, Anzu. If you don’t act aggressively towards us, we won’t attack you.”

“I don’t suppose you would let us through though.”

“Etah laughed, “No, I don’t suppose we would, Anzu.”

“Then it’s a stand-off.”

“I guess we both await further instructions.”

In support of Alalu, two more star ships joined his and waited behind his craft for further 
instructions.

Kumarbi, feeling more confident with two extra star ships on his side, beamed a message to Anu’s 
ship. “We have four star ships in position to attack you if you attempt to land on Nibiru.”

Anu countered, “And we have our ships ready to attack yours.”

“If we allow you to land will you willingly relinquish the crown to me.”

“There is no chance of that, Kumarbi. We will see that you pay for your  treasonous crimes.”

“Then your ships and crews will be destroyed.”

“Not if we destroy you first. We have Igigi support from Lahmu.”

“They do not want to fight us.”

“They will do so, if ordered by me, Kumarbi.”

“Then, so be it,”

It would be the first time Igigi had fought Igigi. At first, it turned out to be a three-way stand-off, as 
Anu’s star force confronted Kumarbi’s and Anzu’s star ship. Which side made the first aggressive 
move is not exactly clear. However, in the isolation of dark space, the battle for the Nibiruan Crown 
began with laser rays fired from both sides. 

The Interceptors avoided the initial ray gun blasts by darting quickly out of the laser’s path. One of 
Alalu’s Shamashes was not so lucky. After taking a broadside blast, which shook it from stem to 
stern, the large winged flying disc veered off course out of control, fierce flames erupting from the 
gash in its side. Shortly afterwards it became a fireball in space.

Kumarbi, horrified by what he witnessed, and with only three ships left, said, “Get me through to 
Anu.”

Anu came online. “What do you want Kumarbi?"

“Stop this terrible destruction. We need to talk.”

Anu, also sickened by the downing of the Shamash, replied,”

“Very well, a temporary truce will be called.” Then the king ordered, “Ceasefire until further 
notice.”

As the Interceptors hung close by, the negotiations began. Anu said, “You cannot win this battle, 
Kumarbi, and you know it. Either you surrender, and you all become our prisoners, or we will blow 
you out of the heavens.”

Following a long pause, leaving the atmosphere slice-able, Kumarbi responded, “If we have to, we 
will fight to the death. However, there may be another way to settle this.”

“What do you mean?”



“Do you wish to be part of a major space battle Anu, or would you be willing to find another 
solution.”

“What solution are you referring to?”

“Alalu will tell you. He is on beam now.”

Seeing the former king on his screen, Anu asked, “What are you plotting now?”

“I challenge you to a wrestling match. The winner keeps the crown, and the loser gets exiled.”

“You would challenge me, Alalu?” Anu asked, surprised.

“This time I will not lose Anu. Do you accept the challenge?”

“To be rid of you for good - yes.”

Chapter 29

Back on Nibiru, the An-Gels quizzed Anu on his decision to settle the Kingship dispute with 
another wrestling match. He explained that Alalu had thrown down the challenge, so he felt duty-
bound to accept. Secretly he wasn't even sure why he had agreed to the bizarre trial. He had the 
upper hand and could have quickly wiped the rebels. 

He could have got rid of the troublesome Alalu once and for all. So why had he agreed? He could 
only put it down to the fact that he did not want to see any more Igigi astronauts perish. That and 
the fact he tried to publicly shame Alalu, before sending him off to exile on Lahmu, with no chance 
of reprieve.

While the kingship issue remained undecided, the High Council delegated old Anshargal as 
caretaker king, a role the faithful retainer accepted graciously. Meanwhile, each contender trained in 
readiness for the upcoming, all-important royal wrestling bout.

Soon, the night of the long-awaited wrestling match came around. A huge crowd gathered in the 
hall to witness history in the making. Anu, like his opponent, wore a loincloth with a hole for the 
tail, and a long flowing cloak, the traditional Nibiruan wrestling garb. 

Then the match began. While the seven judges looked on, Alalu advanced on his opponent.  As the 
rules dictated the first wrestler forced to the floor, lost the match, Anu, knowing there would be no 
room for error, became very wary of his adversary’s moves. They circled each other gingerly, each 
waiting for their opening. 

Then Alalu grabbed Anu, saying, “You have cheated me twice. Now I shall take my revenge!” 

And the contest began.

The critical challenge continued with both parties seemingly well matched. With well-honed 
fighting skills, the bout progressed. Like a strangely orchestrated choreography, Anu and Alalu 
ducked and weaved around each other. As each opponent wrestled and grappled, with neither giving 
ground, move got met with counter move; attack by counter-attack; hold by counter hold. 

Just when it looked as though the match would end in a draw, Anu, pivoting Alalu off balance, 
gained the upper hand and forced the former king to the ground. 

Then, with his foot planted firmly on Alalu's chest, Anu shouted, “I AM YOUR RIGHTFUL king.” 
Then, thinking the match over, Anu lifted his foot off his opponent. Alalu would not give up 
though. He quickly made his move. 



Thrusting upward, he grabbed Anu’s unsheathed penis in his mouth, and, in a vicious attack, bit it 
off.

Anu shrieked in agony as medical officers rushed to his aid and set about staunching his flowing 
blood.

Anshargal, who had been watching the shocking spectacle, very uncharacteristically, yelled, 
“ARREST ALALU FOR HIS ATTACK ON OUR KING!

Alalu, having committed the heinous act in a fit of blind fury, stood frozen as palace security guards 
arrested him. As Alalu got marched away, Alalu’s and Anu eyes briefly met. Anu, grimacing in 
extreme pain, cursed him, “Alalu,” he groaned, “You will slowly die from my seed.” (Nibiruans 
flesh contained a poison that killed anyone who consumed it.)

Strangely, though, Alalu did not get arrested for biting off Anu’s penis, which, oddly enough, is a 
move accepted in the Nibiruan wrestling rulebook. The timing of his tactics, not the act itself, had 
the former king imprisoned. As Anu had held his opponent down for the accepted count, declaring 
his victory, any attack on his person after he had won, became a treasonable offence.

Alalu sat in his cell contemplating his actions. As he pondered the events leading to his 
incarceration, he lamented, on how it had all gone so wrong. His assault on Anu had happened so 
fast the details seemed a blur. One moment he lay, bested, upon his back, the next moment he got 
hauled off to a cold stone cell, after being dragged to his feet by security guards. 

Only then did he realise that owing to his extremely aggressive act upon Anu, he had not only 
wrecked his grandson’s chances of ever becoming King, but also the House of Lahma ever being a 
royal contender again. His mother would never forgive him, and Kumarbi would hate him forever. 
There would be no leniency for him this time. Either execution or lonely exile would be his fate. 

He wished he had perished in space, a hero in his mother’s eyes, instead of suggesting the wrestling 
match, which now gave his sworn enemy legal right to the throne. The ex-king felt wretched. Apart 
from being ashamed of his actions, Alalu began feeling the effects of his vicious attack on Anu. 
Feeling nauseous and breaking out in a cold sweat, he yelled for assistance, but none of the prison 
guards came to his aid.

Owing to the quick and expert intervention by the medical staff, who retrieved his phallus from the 
wrestling ring, and with impressive skill and dexterous claws, reattached it, Anu recovered from the 
attack very quickly. The ingestion of the powder of gold in water sped up the healing process 
almost immediately. But he did not know how well his private parts would function again.

Kumarbi, while still playing at being King, learned of his grandfather's arrest. Knowing he would 
be next, grabbing just a few personal things, Kumarbi made a quick exit from the palace, just ahead 
of the arrival of the Palace Guard. They searched the building for him, but he had disappeared.

Anu, convalescing in his Palace quarters, looked up to see Anshargal, who was care taking the 
throne for his son. 

“Hello, father. Your visit is a pleasant surprise,” Anu smiled.

Anshargal, not wanting to make any significant decisions in his caretaker role, said, “I didn’t want 
to disturb you, my son, but the High Council has been on to me about the subject of Alalu’s fate.”

“Leave him where he is for now. I will deal with it once I am back on the throne.”

“That’s what I told them, but I am being pressured by the Council to make a decision now regarding 
Alalu. So what do you think his fate should be?”

Changing the subject, Anu asked, “Have you found Kumarbi yet?”



“No. We thought the prince might be at Lama’s villa, but she says she has not seen him.”

“And you believe her!”

“The villa has been thoroughly searched. There is no sign of him. Now, my son, what is your 
decision concerning Alalu.”

“His family is to be publicly disgraced by the An-Gels, and you will have Alalu exiled on Lahmu 
for the rest of his miserable days. His pilot Anzu is to be exiled there with him.”

Anu’s recovery went well, with his manhood restored. Once settled back in the palace, King Anu 
summoned Anshargal to the robing room, where he tried on a new cloak. Leaving the tailor to his 
work, Anu, taking his father aside, said to him, “Thank you for all your support, father.”

“I am just pleased that you have recovered so quickly.”

Looking his father in the eye, he said, “I know there has been uncomfortable dealing between us in 
the past, and I don’t blame you if you refuse, but I would very much like you to be my Cupbearer 
again.”

Anshargal answered, “Nibiru needs a mighty throne. If my being your Cupbearer helps that, then so 
be it. ”

“Thank you father; I appreciate that, after the way I treated you.”

Anshargal brushed off his son's remark. “Have you heard anything about your former cup bearer?” 
Anshargal asked.

“Apparently, he got one of Alalu’s Igigi crews to fly him off planet.“

Anshargal asked, “Where has he flown to?”

“He hasn’t gone too far. He is still on the Igigi Supreme Orbiter, hovering somewhere in space.”

“Has anybody flown out to arrest him?”

Anu answered, “The Seven who judge have not deliberated on his fate yet. He is not allowed to 
come back to Nibiru though.” Changing the subject, Anu said, “Now that you have agreed to be my 
Cupbearer, the House of Anshargal reigns supreme on Nibiru, Ki, and Lahma.”

“What of the Igigi who supported Alalu? Are they to be punished?”

“All bar the ones on Kumarbi’s star ship. They will work on Ki, in the Abzu mines. Enki will set 
them to task.”

As Enki took a last look around his Abzu near Eridu, sadness enveloped him. He had hoped to 
oversee the building of many cities, but it wasn't to be. Although not happy having to relocate to the 
Dark Land, as was his nature he determined to do the best job he could. With his belongings packed 
into his Essuruki, Enki got ready to board his craft. Just then, he felt a presence behind him. He 
turned around and there stood his Ninki. “Hello,” he said. “What a pleasant surprise.”

She smiled, wanly.

He saw the deep sadness in her eyes. “So, you are ready to leave,” she uttered.

“I wouldn’t say I am ready, Ninki. But it seems that is where my destiny beckons.”

“You were going to leave without saying goodbye!”

What is the point, while you are with Enlil?”



“It saddens me greatly to see you go.”

“Then, come with me to my Abzu in the Dark Land. We can live there together.”

“I can’t, my love. There is my work, which is and …”

“Is that more important than being with me?”

“No, not at all. It’s just that …”

“Ninki, you do not have to explain.”

“He is going to arrange for Ninurta to come here.”

“It’s not going to happen, Ninki.”

“I have to stay with Enlil. I have to believe he will do the right thing.”

“He will never relinquish Ninurta, not while he uses him as a weapon to control you.”

“I am deeply sorry Enki, but I cannot go with you.”

Enki turned and went to board his craft. Then, he rushed back to her, throwing his arms around her. 
Holding her in a fierce embrace, he declared, “I shall never give up Ninki. One day you will be 
mine.”

Hugging him fiercely, Ninkhursag said, “There is another reason why I cannot come with you, my 
beloved.”

“What reason is that?”

“Our father has summoned me to Nibiru, to help him regain his health.”

“Oh, I hadn't realised that.”

“I can look for my son while I am there, and I will be out of Enlil's clutches.”

Enki climbed into the pilot’s seat. He turned to Ninkhursag, smiled and said, “Travel safely my 
beloved.”

“Look after yourself, dearest Enki.”

Just as he made ready to start his engines, his beam screen filled with Enlil's image. Enki was sorely 
tempted to ignore the communication and be on his way. But his responsible nature got the better of 
him. It could be significant, he reasoned. “What do you want?” Enki asked, brusquely.

“It is the Commander of EdIn that you are addressing,” Emil responded.

“Look, I’m about to leave for the Abzu, so what exactly do you want?”

“I hear you have plans for more cities.”

“So!

“I want you to pass them over to me before you go.”

Enki thought about it. They were of no use to him in the Dark Land. So, in the spirit of harmony he 
said, “Okay, I will drop them off at the palace, on the way.”

“Make sure you do.”

Enki rolled out the map charts in front of his brother. As he did so, he explained, “These are the 
plans for five more cities, based on the Eridu model.”



Enlil, although impressed by his brother’s concepts, would not publicly say so.

Enki continued, “Each of these cities will play a part in the processing of the gold. Now I will leave 
them to you and be on my way.”

As his brother went to leave the room, Enlil said, “I want you to build water going craft to transport 
the ore from the Abzu to EdIn, in readiness for processing.”

“Are you saying you want the ore shipped by sea?”

“Yes, I have decided that no longer will we send gold to Nibiru, as ore. All the refinement and 
processing will be carried out in EdIn. We will only send the powder of gold to our home planet.” 
Then, before Enki had chance to comment, Enlil said, defensively, “And I don’t want any argument 
about it!”

Enki, believing credit be given its due, responded, “Why would I argue about that? I think it is a 
great idea.”

“Enlil grunted a reluctant, “Thanks.”

Then Enki said, “We both have our jobs to do, so why don’t we support each other in our 
endeavours?”

“As long as you understand who is in command.”

Enki very nearly answered, “Who could forget,” but he bit his tongue and kept quiet. Then he took 
his leave.

Having lost Anzu, Enki took another veteran Igigi officer, Abgal as his new personal pilot and flew 
with him in his Essuruki, to his new home and workplace in Dugamatum. As the journey 
progressed, Enki steeled himself for the unknown lifestyle ahead. 

His primary task, to help fellow Nibiruans back home, meant keeping to gold quotas. Secondly, he 
set himself the job of improving the working conditions of the Anunnaki miners. Thirdly, he went 
there to learn more about life on Ki before his mission.

As soon as Enki arrived, even before he had chance to settle in at the mine site, Awlin took him 
aside, saying, “I’m glad you are here, my Lord because we have a problem that needs addressing.”

“What problem would that be?”

“The workers found out that the new arrivals were the Igigi that supported Alalu in his coup.”

Enki turned on the manager. “So why is that a problem?”

“The miners refuse to work with them.”

“Explain to them that the Igigi made a mistake and that they are to work the mines to pay for it.” He 
added, Tell the workers, that working the mines is punishment enough. They must learn to forgive 
them and get on with their work.”

“My Lord, they may get the wrong idea and think their work is also punishment.”

Enki thought about it. Then he suggested, “Give the convicts the worse possible jobs, then the other 
miners will see the difference.”

“An excellent idea my Lord, but I fear that will not be enough of an explanation from me. They are 
more likely to listen to you though.”



Enki looked at Awlin with some sympathy. Some of the astronauts, turned miners blamed the rebel 
Igigi crews for the destruction of the Shamash, with all hands. 

However, Enki did not want to have to take over the management role at the mines. He answered, 
“You are the manager Awlin. I am not here to do your job for you.”

“But I have never encountered such a problem before.”

“I’m sure you will work it out. Now, please get somebody to show me to my quarters.”

 (Sumerian chronicles state: ‘Forward toward Anu, Alalu stepped; shouted, “Mastery of Earth was 
to me allotted; that was the promised when the gold finds to Nibiru I announced! Nor have I claim 
to Nibiru’s throne forsaken.’)

Chapter 30

Kumarbi, completely cut off, from the outside world, had to find a way of surviving. The craft, in 
which he had escaped from justice, had in fact, become his prison in space. The renegade prince's 
commander, Etah received an alert from an insider in Star Command that if Kumarbi landed his 
Shamash on Nibiru, Lahmu or Ki Anu would destroy his ship and crew. He sought Kumarbi's 
advice. 

“Well, we cant stay hovering in space indefinitely.”

“Precisely my Lord. So where are we to go?”

“Anywhere outside Nibiruan territories.”

“That does not give us much to go on My Lord.”

Kumarbi turned to his commander. “Come up with some alternatives and let me know.”

The exiled prince cursed his grandfather for landing him in such an untenable predicament. 
Knowing that Anu would destroy his spaceship if he tried to land in any Nibiruan territories, very 
few options were open to him. However, as his commander pointed out, his craft could not stay 
orbiting in space forever. 

Commander Etah received a report that the fuel cell powering the rocket ship was dangerously low 
in power. He knew there was no chance of him refuelling, so he relayed the daunting news to 
Kumarbi.

Kumarbi, interrupted from his strategic planning by Etah's looming presence, asked, “Etah, what do 
you want?”

“Your Lordship, the crew and I have been talking, and we have come to a decision.”

“I see. And what decision have you come to, in my absence.”

“We have decided to surrender.”

Kumarbi had half been expecting something like this to happen. He asked, “Are you sure about this 
Etah. Anu will have you and your crew executed!”

“We have been granted a reprieve from such a fate. If we hand you over to the Igigi, Anu will 
punish us with enslavement in the Ki mines.”

Turning fiercely on the Commander, Kumarbi retorted, “And enslavement is preferable to an 
honourable death?”



Retaliating, Etah answered, “There is nothing honourable about dying as a traitor, your Lordship.”

“So you would throw your prince to the wolves?”

“We have no choice, Your Lordship. The Igigi are already on board. I got permission to tell you so 
that you are at least prepared.”

“On Board! When? How?”

“We had to let them board us, My Lord. They had missiles trained on us. We had no choice.”

Kumarbi's scales turned a paler shade of green.

Etah returned to the bridge where the contingent of Igigi officers awaited him. “I have informed his 
Lordship,” he said.

The officer in charge, read from a proclamation, “Commander Etah, as of now you are stripped of 
your rank, and I charge with committing treason against the Nibiruan throne, the penalty of which is 
imprisonment on Nibiru, followed by execution.”

A cold chill shot up Etah’s spine. He uttered, “But we were offered exile on Ki, by the King 
himself.”

“That only applies to your crew, not yourself, Etah, because they were following your orders.”

“But I followed Prince Kumarbi’s orders,”

“That is for court judgement to decide.” Then summoning two of his guards, the officer said, “Take 
him to his cabin, where he will be confined until we land.”

Kumarbi's addled brain tried making sense of his situation. His lot had changed from that of lofty 
Prince to a lowly prisoner, in one swift move. He expected arresting officers to knock at his door at 
any moment. 

Very soon, as if summoned by his mind, a pair of guards did just that. One of the guards officially 
informed him that a contingent of the king's Igigi, commanded by General Itza, had taken over his 
spaceship.

Kumarbi said, “I wish to speak with Etah.”

“That is not allowed. You are to speak to no one. Besides Etah has been relieved of his duties and is 
to be taken back to Nibiru, where he will face charges of treason.”

“What will happen to me?” Kumarbi asked, as his guards walked away.

“You are under arrest, until further notice.”

Under ship arrest, Kumarbi sat confined in his cabin. He felt betrayed, yet, at the same time, he 
knew deep down that Etah had no choice but to surrender. He had no idea what fate had befallen his 
grandfather, but he did not much care. He saw him as a murderer and a complete failure and 
wondered why he had trusted him in the first place. 

Instead of helping him establish his Kingship, Alalu’s stupid actions had ruined any hope Kumarbi 
had about ascending to the Nibiruan throne. Still, no good came from dwelling on what wasn't to 
be. His focus had to on getting himself out of his terrifying situation.

Kumarbi, knowing time was rapidly running out for him, sat in his cell pondering his limited 
options. Either, he could return to Nibiru to be publicly shamed as a traitor and possibly executed, 
or he could make a bid for freedom. After all, what did he have to lose? He reasoned that, as there 
were only ten of Anu’s men were on board and, as far as he could ascertain, they were not heavily 



armed, his crew might be able to overpower them. After all, Etah’s personnel outnumbered Anu’s 
forces by five to one. 

However, as they had voluntarily surrendered, Kumarbi realised that they might well reject his plan 
to overpower Anu’s guards. Even if they were to agree, how could he pass a message to Etah’s crew 
to let them know of his intentions?

After some thought, he hit upon a plan.  He called his guard and asked to speak to Etlutu, the 
inboard medical officer. 

“Why do you want to see him?” the guard asked.

“I am feeling sick. Please bring the doctor to me.”

Etlutu wondered why the commander ordered him to go to Kumarbi’s quarters. As far as he knew, 
the young Prince had no medical condition that required his attention. He entered the Prince’s 
quarters with the guard behind him. Addressing Kumarbi, he asked, “How can I help you, my 
Lord?”

Turning to the guard, Kumarbi said, “Please stay outside while I discuss my malady in private,”

“My orders are to stay with you, Your Lordship.”

“I need to speak with the medical officer in confidence.”

The guard thought about it. Then he said, “I understand that Your Lordship. Very well, but I will be 
right outside, so don’t try anything.”

Once the guard had gone, Kumarbi beckoned the medical officer to come closer to him. “Please 
listen carefully,” he whispered.

“What ails you, my Lord?”

“We have to take over this ship.”

“What do you mean?”

“Keep your voice down. I do not want the guard to hear us. I want you to get a message to 
Commander Etah, Tell him I order him to take over this ship. Tell him that, with access to the 
armoury, our superior numbers can easily overpower our enemy.”

“He is under ship arrest my Lord. He is to be taken back to Nibiru for trial.”

“Then he has all the more reason to do as I say.”

“How am I supposed to see him?”

“You will have to think of something.”

“It’s too risky my Lord.”

“Please, for all of our sakes, just convey the message."

Etlutu had just completed his medical training and was on his first mission with the Igigi. It had 
become a nightmare. However, the Igigi presence did not auger so poorly for him. As he was not 
strictly part of the crew of the Shamash, nobody held him responsible for harbouring a fugitive. 

Therefore, free to move around the ship, he could administer medical aid to the prisoners. He 
looked at the message he held in his clawed hand. All he had to do was forget about it, and he 
would stay free. However, once he passed the message on to Etah, he no longer remained an 
innocent bystander. He would be part of an already crushed rebellion. 



On the other hand, Kumarbi had ordered him, and if he ignored the royal directive, the 
consequences could still be dire. The other alternative, to hand the message over to king Anu’s 
Commander, would score some points for his career.

While he mentally wrestled with the various options, destiny or fate took a hand. As Etlutu made 
his way to the fifth level, where the king's Igigi had Etah, confined to quarters one of the king's 
guards approached him. "What do you want?" the young doctor, asked, nervously.

“Etah needs your ministrations. Can you go to him?”

“Certainly,” Etlutu answered. He felt a massive weight lift from his shoulders. Now he had a 
legitimate reason for seeing the former Commander.

Etah, still in his uniform, wore a dejected look as the physician entered his cell. Etah, now a 
criminal, had his long career trashed. 

“How can I help you?” the young physician asked.

“This whole business is very stressful. I need something to calm my nerves.”

Etlutu searched in the small medical bag he carried with him. From it, he took out a small container. 
Spilling two small capsules into his claw, he passed them and Kumarbi’s message to his patient. 
Having completed his mission, Etlutu left the cabin. He had delivered the news. Etah could do what 
he wanted with it.

Etah looked at the message again, but his mind remained clouded by confusion. Were orders from 
Kumarbi, a de-throned King, valid? Did he have to carry them out? If so, how could he, a 
commanding officer with no rank, order his crew to carry out such a dangerous mission? 

Perhaps to die trying to escape would be preferable to the harshness and darkness of the Abzu 
mines. Etah thought about how he could execute Kumarbi’s vague plan. First, he would have to get 
into the armoury. For that, he needed his armourer. However, before that, he would have to get past 
the armed guard outside his door.

The armed Igigi challenged Etah, who said he needed to speak with the captain. The guard, more 
powerful and fitter than the older Etah, hesitated, automatically deferring to the commander's senior 
rank, giving Etah a moment to make his move. 

Using the element of surprise, summoning all the force he could muster, Etah barrelled headlong 
into the surprised guard, throwing him off balance. Etah lunged for the laser gun the Guard held as 
they fell to the hard floor of the passageway outside the ex-commanders door. 

Seizing the advantage, Etah, grabbed the guards weapon and pointed it at his head. “I am desperate, 
and I am not afraid to use this. Do you understand?” he asked.

“Yes sir, I understand perfectly.”

“Very well, lead me to the armoury.”

“What do you intend to do, sir?” the guard asked.

“Just do as I tell you, and remember, this ray gun will be pointed at the back of your head all the 
way. Do I make myself clear?”

“Crystal clear, sir.”

“Then, lead on, and no tricks.”

The journey to the armoury, located on the first level of the ship, proved uneventful. In fact, the 
only member of the king’s Igigi force they encountered seemed more intent on checking a faulty 



light than questioning where his comrade took the rebel. The armourer’s quarters were just down 
from the armoury itself. The door, locked from the outside, had no guards posted. Etah got his 
prisoner to unlock the door. Then, urging the Igigi officer ahead of him, he entered the room.

Sekti, the armourer, taken by surprise by the unannounced intrusion, demanded, “What’s going on, 
Commander?”

“Sekti, we're taking over this ship. I need you to open up the armoury.”

“Sir, I’m not sure if this is a good idea.”

“Would you prefer a life of slavery or execution?”

The armourer, indicating the guard, asked, “What are we doing about him?”

Etah, wondering the same thing, turned to the Igigi officer, saying, “You will be locked in here. 
Give me your communication device.”

The astronaut handed it over without question, rendering him incommunicado from the rest of his 
crew. He said, “In your situation, Commander, I would probably do the same thing.”

Ignoring him, Etah said, “Sekti, give me the armoury code, then get some of our crew, and meet me 
back here as soon as you can.”

“Yes sir, right away.”

Next, Etah took out the ray gun and changed the setting. Pointing at the startled guard, he said, 
“Relax. This jolt will just knock you out.” After only a three-second burst the guard collapsed into 
an unconscious heap, and Etah left the cabin, locking it behind him.

As Etah expected,  a guard stood on sentry duty outside the armoury door. Approaching the sentry, 
with as much bravado and confidence he could summon, he said, “I have to go inside the armoury.”

“Nobody gets to in there without the Commander’s permission.” The sentry answered, curtly.

Anticipating such an answer, Etah had his story ready. He said, “I don’t think you'd want your 
commander to catch you on guard duty with weapons missing, would you?”

“What are you talking about?”

“I got sent down here because I heard that one or more of our crew grabbed some weapons as soon 
as you boarded us. If that is so then, we have a potentially dangerous situation on our hands. I just 
need to check to save us all a lot of trouble.”

The guard, not quite grasping the significance of the information, knew it sounded dangerous. So he 
let the rebel commander unlock the door and go in. “I’m watching you, so don’t try anything 
smart,” the sentry warned.

Sekti, having returned with three of the rebels, slipping stealthily behind the guard, grabbed him by 
the throat, cutting off any chance of him alerting his comrades. The sleeper hold rendered him 
unconscious, and the guard slumped to the floor. 

Meanwhile, Etah, busy handing out ray guns and stunners to the waiting rebels, silently prayed his 
plan would work. Gathering his small force about him, the Commander said, “Okay, this is it. Soon 
they will come, and Igigi will have to fight against Igigi. Remember, it is them or us. By the gods, I 
pray this is the correct thing to do.”

“I hear personnel approaching Captain,” a crew member stated nervously.

“Okay men, take your positions and may your aim be true.”



Just then, the first two members of Anu’s force rounded the corner, handguns at the ready. The 
fallen sentry had managed to activate an alert button on his wrist before he collapsed. Not knowing 
the reason for the signal, only two Igigi investigated the alert. 

That proved a mistake on their Commander’s part. As soon as they were in range, Etah’s team 
opened fire. The pair, seeing the tell-tale blue waves crackling in their direction, tried to take cover, 
but were too late as the rays found their targets, stopping them in their tracks.

With only six personnel to deal with, Etah and his comrades stealthily made their way to the control 
deck. Meeting no resistance, his team made ready to take the bridge. Although Etah did not know 
where Anu’s astronauts were, he knew that at least one would be guarding Kumarbi, leaving at 
most, five on the bridge.

Wondering why he had not received a report from the two Nibiruans sent down to investigate the 
alert, Anu’s Commander asked, “Have you sorted out that alert signal yet?”

“We are still waiting on a report sir, his second in command answered.”

“Take two of the crew and find out what’s going on down there.”

“Yes, Sir.” Then, picking his volunteers, the officer ordered, “Okay, you and you follow me.”

Before they had a chance to investigate the delay, Etah’s team burst onto the bridge and quickly had 
the Commander, and his remaining astronauts surrounded. “Drop your weapons and move over 
there,” Etah ordered, rounding up the captured Igigi.

“You will never get away with this!” Anu’s Commander stated, defiantly.

Ignoring the remark, Etah announced, “We are taking over this star ship. Either, you can accept this 
situation peacefully or face execution. What is it to be, commander?”

“You are making a huge mistake Etah, one that you and your crew will pay for dearly. Very soon, 
Interceptors from Lahmu will arrive, and they will blow you from the skies. What price your take 
over then?”

“Are you saying that you had time to alert the Lahmu star fleet, Commander? I think not.”

“Well, you'll soon find out, won’t you?”

Believing that the King’s Commander to be using stalling tactics, Etah ordered his flight crew to set 
a course for Nibiru. Next, he turned to the Commander, saying, “We haven't accounted for two of 
your people. Order them to the bridge now and tell them to leave their weapons behind, unless you 
want a bloodbath, that is.”

“I will not order my crew to lay down their weapons, Commander,” the king’s man responded, 
defiantly.

“Then another of your crew will do it for you.” Etah, retorted, levelling his ray gun at the 
commander, he lit him with a lethal pulse.

After such a callous demonstration, Anu’s shocked crew members followed Etah’s orders without 
question. Soon, the six remaining Igigi were under lock and key in their quarters. With order 
restored, Etah had Kumarbi released from confinement. He took up his position on the bridge. 

After congratulating his crew on their brave and successful takeover, he beamed a message to Anu. 
The king wasn't in the palace to receive the beam, so Anshargal took it for him. “This is the Royal 
cup bearer. How can I help you?”

“This is Prince Kumarbi. Let Anu know that we are holding the Igigi he sent to arrest us, hostage.”



Anshargal, entirely taken aback, couldn't believe it. At a loss as to how to react, he said, “I want to 
talk to the Commander right now!”

“The only Commander you can talk to is Etah. He will confirm what I have said.”

“Why would I want to talk to that traitor?”

“Perhaps because he has mass destruction weapons, aimed at Nibiru.”

“Put him on then.”

“Anshargal, we’ve had a bit of excitement out here. As a result, I have regained control of my ship 
and have targeted locations on Nibiru to be hit with our missiles if you do not meet our demands.”

“What demands are they?”

“Complete amnesty for my crew and me.”

“I will pass your request on to the king.”

“It's no request! If the king does not comply with our demands, we carry our attacks.”

Anu, stunned by the dire news, sought his advisors. “How on Nibiru did Kumarbi manage to take 
over the ship after the Igigi had him arrested?”

Anshargal shrugged, and then answered, “We can only take it that he has, your Heavenness.”

“Do you think he has got mass destruction weapons on board?”

“We have to take his threat seriously. Should I summon Kunuk and let the High Council deliberate 
on this, your Heavenness?”

Anu pondered his options. Then he decided, “Put the Igigi Star Command on red alert and tell them 
to have the Royal Shamash armed and ready to fly.”

“You’re not going to challenge Kumarbi, are you?” Anshargal asked, worried about his son’s well-
being.

“Get me Kumarbi on a beam right now!”

Anshargal carried out his king’s orders and beamed the rebel prince. As soon as Anu saw 
Kumarbi’s image on the screen, he said, Kumarbi, you have made a colossal mistake, one that you 
will pay for dearly.”

“No Anu! You have it wrong! If you do not comply with my demands, it will be the citizens of 
Nibiru city that pay dearly.”

The King countered, “Before you have any chance to fire your missiles, the star fleet, which I have 
already deployed, will blow you out of the sky. You have one chance to surrender right now, or I 
shall order them to turn your ship into an exploding fireball, killing all of you in process.”

“You would be killing your crew as well.”

“That is the least of our concerns at this present moment.”

Kumarbi, trying a different tact, said, “So you would attack my single craft with a star fleet. Are 
you not brave enough to face me by yourself?”

Anu, although still not fully recovered from his wounds, answered, “Very well Kumarbi, I accept 
your challenge. I beat your grandfather twice, and I shall beat you.”



“Your Heavenness, I must advise you against going one-on-one with Kumarbi’s star ship,” the 
Supreme Igigi Commander warned. Usually, the Head of Star Command would not have argued 
with the king’s decision, but this wasn't a typical situation.  

Instead of the king rebuking such a challenge to his authority, he let the comment ride. He asked, 
“Is my Shamash ready to fly?”

“It is your Heavenness, but …”

“Then get someone to escort me to it.”

Anshargal caught up with his son on the launch platform. Using all the dignity he could muster, he 
appealed, “Your Heavenness, send me instead. I’m sure Kumarbi would accept me as his 
challenger.”

Anu turned to face his father, saying, “Just look after my throne in my stead. I will be back soon.” 
With that, he climbed the steps that led into the underbelly of his Shamash.

Anshargal watched helplessly as the Royal Shamash rose from the platform and went skyward 
alone.

His navigator, who said, “I have Kumarbi's ship on the screen, sir,” summoned Atar, Anu’s 
Commander.

Looking at the tell-tale-flashing blip, Commodore Atar announced, “All crew members prepare for 
intercept,” as the enemy craft loomed increasingly larger on the vid screen. The Commander’s 
ordered, “Prepare to fire the cannons.”

Anu knew that negotiation wasn't possible. Sighting tracer rays heading towards his ship, the pilot 
took the necessary evasive action

“Strap down everybody. It’s going to get rough,” the Pilot warned, turning the Shamash to port by 
60 degrees. The pilot's quick thinking saved them, as Kumarbi’s first cannon burst missed by a 
mere few feet, leaving the missiles to explode uselessly in space. The pilot then brought the 
Shamash about, ready for the retaliatory fire.

The two space crafts were buffeted around in space, as light beams shot back and forth, hitting the 
protective force fields around the ships. The battle raged for some time, with both sides evenly 
matched. Then Kumarbi decided to up the ante and loosed two rockets at Anu’s Shamash. 

This time the force field around the king’s flying saucer, was not powerful enough to deflect the 
weapons. Taking drastic measures, Anu’s pilot swerved his ship away from the path of the first 
rocket, narrowly avoiding destruction, but resulting in a little superficial damage. 

However, the second projectile hit square amidships; the ensuing explosion ripped open the side of 
the craft, instantly cutting its power. Anu and his crew, thrown around by the impact, tried 
desperately to keep their balance. 

The king groaned loudly as the pain of his recent wound pierced through him. As the ship’s 
emergency power unit kicked in, restored instrument function allowed Commander Atar to carry 
out a rapid damage assessment.

As Atar returned to the bridge, Anu asked, “What’s the verdict?” 

“Serious damage I’m afraid,” Atar replied. “The auxiliary power we are using will only last a short 
while, and another hit would probably finish us. We have to leave the field of battle and quickly 
return to base.”

“Are you saying Kumarbi has bested me?”



“I’m afraid so, your Heavenness.”

Aboard Kumarbi’s ship jubilation filled the air as the prince watched his enemy's ship turn tail and 
limp back to the base. “I have beaten him. Anu has run away from me.” Kumarbi announced, 
triumphantly.

Etah asked, “Should we pursue and destroy him, Your Lordship.”

The prince answered, “No Etah. Let him wake each day knowing he got soundly beaten by me.”

“Very well my Lord. So, will you now seek his crown,” Etah asked.

Kumarbi replied, “My grandfather bit off his manhood. I have also emasculated him in another way. 
Victory is ours, but we must stay away from Nibiru.”

“If we cannot return home our victory is a hollow one, Your Lordship.”

“What haven can we find, Etah?”

“It will have to be a long way from here. Maybe outside of the Solaris system.”

“That gives us a lot of scope, but no direction.”

“We have to go somewhere to replenish our water and vegetable supplies,” Kumarbi added.

“And it will have to have Star Command facilities.”

“Yes Etah, and it will have to be somewhere that does not have a treaty with Nibiru.”

Etah thought about it, and then he suggested, “Perhaps we could land on one of the Sothis 
planetoids?”

“Do we have enough energy resources to get us there?”

“We probably have enough energy, but only if we fly with the reactor working on half power, my 
Lord.”

Kumarbi gave it some thought. Then he nodded, “Go for it Etah, and may the gods be with us.”

Chapter 31

Anu, still smarting from the defeat he suffered at the hand of Kumarbi, determined to take out his 
wrath on Alalu, whom he blamed for the attempted royal coup. With Anshargal, back as his 
Cupbearer, he had a confidant with whom he could share his concerns. He wondered why the rebel 
prince did not pursue and destroy his crippled Shamash when he had the chance and asked his 
father as much.

“Who knows what goes on in Prince Kumarbi’s mind?” Anshargal said, not prepared to commit 
himself. Then he added, “Perhaps your defeat at his hand proved victory enough for him?”

“Yes, but it is a victory that has left him homeless in space. Ever since that, disastrous encounter 
Kumarbi’s ship has disappeared into deep space. What I don’t understand is why he did not take 
revenge by hitting Nibiru City with his missiles.”

“I can’t answer that, my son.”

“Well, I can only assume they had been a bluff, otherwise why would he not have used them when 
he had the advantage?”



“Perhaps you are correct in your assumption, my son. However, we will probably never know for 
sure.”

All this speculation didn't do his reptilian brain any good. He had to put the whole episode behind 
him and concentrate on his role as King. “Now, what is on the agenda for today?” he asked.

Lama walked into Kunuk’s study, to find him perusing an ancient law book. She made a coughing 
sound to get his attention.

He looked up. Seeing the ancient matriarch before him, he wanted to bury himself in his book 
again.

However, as the wily old dragon influenced high places, he decided to pay her deference. “Lama, 
it's a pleasant surprise to see you. Tell me how I can be of service.”

“Kunuk, I am here to intercede on my son’s behalf.”

“I fear there is nothing I can do for Alalu.”

“You influence the Seven who Judge. Can’t you persuade them to let him spend the rest of his days 
in my care?”

“My dear Lama, apart from breaking the rules of his exile conditions and being instrumental in 
Kumarbi’s failed royal coup, he also attempted to murder the king. His fate is now wholly in Anu’s 
hands.”

Not one to give up easily, Lama persisted, “But surely there is something you can do. He is dying, 
Kunuk.”

“He is dying as a result of his cruel act Lama. I fear such reasoning will not affect his victim.”

“Kunuk, I am aged, and without the fire I once had. Tell Anu if he grants my son clemency and let 
him return to my villa, I will publicly declare that the House of Alalu, will, never again, challenge 
the House of Anshargal for the Nibiruan throne.”

Kunuk smiled, responding, “I am sure the High Council would welcome such a declaration, and 
finish this damaging family feud for the last time. However, you have to convince Anu. He has the 
sole power to grant your request, not I nor the High Council.”

As much as it galled her to do so, Lama petitioned Anu on behalf of her son. Anu would not see 
her, so it fell to Anshargal to deal with her.

“I asked to speak with the King,” she complained, upon being palmed off with his Cupbearer.

Anshargal, never one to bear a grudge, did experience an element of wicked satisfaction, when she 
stood before him, bowed and humbled. 

“The King has much more important things on his mind. So tell me what you want?”

“You know full well what I want, Anshargal,” she huffed.

“Well, that’s not going to happen,” he answered, gleefully.

“So, Anu as out for revenge, is he?”

“His sentence is the judgement of the court, Lama, not the king’s revenge.”

“He could give clemency.”

Anshargal just stayed silent.



“So, you have nothing to say.”

“Enough has been said between us, Lama. We will exile your son  on Lahmu for the rest of his 
miserable days, and there is nothing you can do about it.”

Lama, determined not to let the Cupbearer see her vulnerability, turned tail, her head held high in 
defiance. She felt wretched, but she would not let Anshargal see her broken spirit as she walked to 
her transporter. 

Once aboard she said, “Take me back to my villa. She knew that her son had gone too far, that Anu 
would not soften his heart, and that for once she would not get her way.

Anu’s heart hardened, and he declared, not only that would Alalu, and his faithful pilot Anzu be 
exiled on Lahma for the rest of their days, they were forbidden to contact Marduk or any else on the 
planet. 

To ensure no such communication took place, Alalu and Anzu were sent far away from Marduk’s 
growing settlement, in a remote area that much later became known as Cydonia.

Marduk, not at all happy with Nibiruan criminals coming to his planet to serve out their lives in 
exile, complained to the king. As soon as King Anu came online, he said, “Grandfather, I did not 
colonise Lahmu to have it turned into a penal colony!”

Making allowances for his grandson’s hotheadedness, Anu responded, “I hardly think sending 
Alalu and Anzu there will turn it into a penal colony.”

“Yes, but what about when you want to send others into exile. Are you going to send them here as 
well?”

“Possibly, but I have no intentions of sending anyone else at present.”

“I am just lodging my protest!”

“It's duly noted.” Changing the subject, Anu asked, “So Marduk, how is it going on Lahmu?”

“Did the High Council not receive my report?”

“Yes of course. What I mean is how is it going for you?”

“It's hard work but very exciting. You have no idea what it feels like to open up a new world.”

“That’s something you and Alalu have in common.”

“That’s about the only thing we have in common, grandfather.” Then, after a short pause, Marduk 
said, “Very well, I will allow Anzu’s craft safe access to my world.”

As the rocket touched down on the surface of Lahmu, Alalu’s first impression of the planet - the 
swirling reddish dust clouds and high winds, had him realising Ki wasn't so bad after all. Before 
they left the craft, Anzu handed Alalu an ‘Eagle Helmet’. “This will help you breathe and keep this 
accursed dust out of your lungs,” he said.

Taking the Helmet, the former king asked, “What sort of hell hole has Anu sent us to?”

“Shall we venture outside, my Lord?”

“I suppose we have to take that step sometime, so it may as well be now.”

Outside the spacecraft, the pair got their first taste of the alien planet, their new home. The hot wind 
and dry sand immediately made their throats parched. “Why don’t we just stay in the Shamash until 
I die?” Alalu asked.



Anzu looked at his master and answered, ‘The thought had occurred to me, but it had also happened 
to Anu. We have only one day to take our supplies and leave the star ship. After that, another crew 
will come here and take the ship away.”

Alalu feeling completely isolated, uttered in a shocked voice, “They would send a ship all the way 
from Nibiru to make sure there is no escape for us.”

“Of course, my Lord, but they don’t have to. One of Marduk’s crews will collect our Shamash. 
Marduk gets the ship. That’s the deal Anu struck with him for us to be here. But we mustn't concern 
ourselves with such things.”

Finding shelter to sleep that afforded protection from the bitter Lahmuan nights, became Anzu's 
immediate focus. There were rocky outcrops in the area not far from where Anzu had landed. Alalu, 
feeling the growing effects of the poison in his system, lagged behind. Sweating profusely, his 
breathing laboured, Alalu, unable to take another step, collapsed onto the dusty, stony ground. 
Wracked with terrible cramps, he cried out, “Anzu, give me some gold!”

Anzu hated seeing his master in such agony. However, he could do little to help alleviate the ex-
king’s pain. He, replied, “If only I could give you some, my Lord, I would do so. However, Anu 
would not let me bring any gold with me. I did manage to get some painkillers from Ninkhursag for 
you though, but you must use them sparingly.”

“For An’s sake Anzu, give me some now!”

The royal retainer, reaching for a container of glass phials, answered, “Certainly my Lord.”

Although still wracked with pain Alalu’s stomach cramps became much more manageable with the 
help of the pain suppressants. As relief kicked in, his breathing became more comfortable. “Ah, 
that’s much better, “he said. “Give me the medicine, so I have it ready when I need it.”

“Alas my Lord, I cannot do that.”

“Why ever not?”

“Ninkhursag, only able to give me a small supply, smuggled what she could. She said I had to 
manage it for you, to make it last.”

Grabbing Anzu’s arm to get his attention, Alalu said, “When they run out, please finish me off.”

Anzu horrified at the prospect of having to kill his best friend, answered, “I don’t think I could do 
that, my Lord.” He changed the subject. Pointing at some rocky mesas in the distance, he said, 
“Over yonder, I can see a cave. Let us protect ourselves from this scorching wind.” With that, Anzu 
led Alalu to the makeshift rocky shelter.

Once inside the small cave, Anzu suggested, “Sit and rest Your Majesty. I will go and collect our 
supplies while you relax.”

Looking around at the starkness of his surroundings, Alalu, used to a life of servants and luxury, 
lamented, “We do not deserve this, Anzu.”

Anzu smiled, saying, “Rest now. I shall soon return.”

As he trekked back to the Shamash, the astronaut contemplated his situation. He felt sorry for his 
master and the terrible pain he had to endure. However, he dreaded the moment when he may have 
to put him out of his misery. 

With Alalu gone, he would be completely alone. The inevitability filled him with fear. He seriously 
contemplated taking his own life at the time he had to kill his master. Still, that decision would have 
to wait. Right now, he had other things on his mind.



As he approached, the steps of the Shamash, Anzu brushed aside any morbid thoughts and 
concentrated on the practical task of transporting essentials to the cave. He went to the first level 
cargo bay where he found warm clothing and enough food supplies to last them for the estimated 
time that Alalu had left. He had managed to procure an over-unity generator for heat and lighting 
and utensils for eating, as well as adequate water supplies with a purifier. Anzu set about loading 
these survival supplies onto a hover platform he could guide back to the cave. As he left the 
spacecraft, with his cargo, he felt sad and lost. After many Sars of flying the large ships, he feared 
he would never do so again.

As Anzu tramped over the dusty surface, remotely guiding the platform and its cargo back to the 
shelter, he felt the bleakness of his enforced lifestyle for the first time. He willingly took 
responsibility for, what in his eyes was the only crime he had committed, that of being loyal to his 
king. He had always been willing to lay his life down for his monarch, and this time was no 
exception. 

Permanently stranded in the inhospitable wilderness, far from any signs of civilisation, he and his 
master may well have been all alone on the harsh planet. Alalu thanked the gods for the helmet that 
shielded his face from the roaring, stinging wind. As he manoeuvred the supply platform in the 
direction of the cave, he mentally reviewed the key events that had led him to his unhappy fate. He 
sighed heavily, uttering, “So this is what all those Sars of faithful service to King and planet 
meant.” 

Making the best of an uncomfortable situation, they settled in the cave, where Anzu, the ever-
dutiful servant, tended to their basic needs. Despite them both now existing at the same social level, 
the pilot always deferred to Alalu as 'Your Majesty'. He did so because he believed his master 
should die with dignity. 

However, as the effect of the poison intensified in his system, The king cared for nothing but the 
painkillers that gave him a temporary respite from the agonising cramps. As Alalu grew increasing 
weaker,  the intense pain became even worse. So unbearable at times Alalu cried out in agony. 
Worse still, there were no painkillers left.

When Alalu knew his time had come, he summoned Anzu to his bedside. Once he had his pilot’s 
attention, he groaned, “I have something to tell you. Now please just listen to what I have to say.”

“Certainly, Your Majesty.”

“Things are much clearer to me now than they have ever been. There are now certain events of my 
life that I now see in a different light.”

“Yes, your Majesty.”

“Many Sars ago I pushed my father, the then King Lahma, off a tall building and he fell to his 
death.”

Trying not to show shock, Anzu uttered, “Your Majesty, I had no idea ...”

“Please don’t interrupt me Anzu. Time for me is short, and I want you to tell Lama about this. At 
the time, my motivation I saw my murderous act to be for Nibiru’s salvation. Until now I believed 
that to be the case. When my father and I struggled with each other atop that high tower, I believed 
that I had to remove him from the throne to save our planet. 

However, since our incarceration in this god-forsaken place, I now realise my motivation was my 
ambition. I murdered my father so that I could take his rightful place on the throne.”

Anzu listened in stunned silence.

“Anzu, I have wronged you, my faithful friend. What do you think of this wretched person now?”



“Your Majesty, it is well known that your father vacillated in confusion about how to deal with our 
planet’s atmosphere. So, are you sure you are not too hard on yourself?”

Alalu grimaced in pain. His breath coming in short spasms, he gasped, “Anzu, you do me no 
favours justifying my actions. My only wish is to cast off this burden I have carried this many Sars, 
to lighten my spirit for the unknown journey that faces me.”

Anzu, chastened, listened silently.

Alalu’s next breath brought on a coughing attack. As he grimaced in pain, his feeble clawed hand 
reached out to Anzu. Alalu’s last words were, “Anzu, my dear and faithful friend it's now my time 
and I welcome it.”

No more words were spoken. The veteran astronaut held his master’s claw and watched the smile 
play on his lips as he slipped into the next world. He just stood and stared. Then the terrifying 
reality of his plight hit him hard. With his master, now gone, he had to spend his remaining days 
genuinely alone in the universe. He clutched Alalu’s body to his breast as sadness and fear 
overwhelmed him.

King Anu, fully recovered, once again sat on his throne. He summoned his daughter to him. “I 
believe you are returning to Ki soon,” he stated.

“Now that we have healed your injuries, and your health is good I need to return to my Bit-Mursu, 
father,” Ninkhursag answered.

“That I understand Ninkhursag. Now, I need to ask a favour of you.”

“What is that father?”

“On the way to Ki would you to make a detour to Lahmu and check on Alalu and Anzu. Let me 
know how they are, or indeed if Alalu is still alive.”

“With the poison in his system, I very much doubt it, father. If he is dead what will happen to 
Anzu? Will you grant him clemency and let him come back here?”

“If he is alive, leave twenty Nibiruans with him, to build a base there.”

“Why, father.”

Privately, Anu thought of Anzu as a misguided fool who had backed the wrong king. He had no 
personal animosity towards him and wanted to give him something useful to do as he served out his 
exile. Publicly he said, “A greater Nibiruan military presence will be useful to us on the hush 
planet.”

“And if, as I suspect, he is dead?”

Anu sighed, “Then take the workers to Ki.”

Ninkhursag, although thinking the request illogical, didn't question it further.

Chapter 32

Nobody knew how it started but whatever caused it had a devastating effect on Ki for a great many 
Sars. Much later in human history, some experts suggested a comet caused the natural disaster. 
Others blamed the Anunnaki, accusing them of tampering with energies over which they had no 
control. Whether it happened by chance, or otherwise, the severe drought that resulted brought the 
hairy ones and scaly ones together for the first time. The extreme drought proved very difficult for 



all species on the planet during those hard times. Suddenly and without much warning, the weather 
on Ki drastically changed, and it did not rain much at all for a great many Yeras.

At first, the Anunnaki welcomed this change, fed up, as they were, with the monsoon wetness they 
had to cope with, on Ki. This dry period initially pleased Lord Enlil because there were no usual 
seasonal rains hampering gold production. Also, owing to Enki’s work improvements in the Abzu 
mines, gold production had increased. However, the downside to having no decent rain for an 
extended period was the devastating effect it had on agriculture. Farm crops withered and died, 
resulting in vastly reduced food supplies for the Anunnaki community.

As if this did not make it hard enough for the Anunnaki to survive, the prolonged drought meant 
food had to be rationed, with many of the Anunnaki resorting to hunting for food. Since living on 
Ki, many of the Anunnaki, in their spare time, had taken to killing wild animals. This practice led to 
eating their flesh, a taste that became appealing to many of them, who gave up being vegetarians, in 
favour of cooked meat. Farmers had learned to domesticate the tamer of these beasts and meat 
supplies no longer relied upon only hunting.

However, owing to the lengthy drought, wildlife, not having enough water to drink, began dying of 
thirst. This catastrophe also led to the female of the species not producing as many offspring, which 
caused numbers of various animal types to diminish. Other creatures had to venture further afield to 
find food and water. 

Apart from this affecting Anunnaki hunting, more importantly, as there were fewer animals for the 
hairy ones to hunt, this meant food shortages for the primitive clans that lived in the area of Eridu.

Now that the Anunnaki were competing with the indigenous Ki folk for the diminishing game, the 
hirsute apes, through hunger-induced bravery, ventured closer to the caves of the strangers from the 
sky, in search of game. Whether a beast lived in an enclosure or not, meant nothing to them. There 
hadn't been any incidents of cattle rustling by the upright primitives before that time. 

There had been no need for them to overcome their fear of the slow-moving giants in their midst 
and to venture into the territory of the fabricated caves. However, desperate times called for drastic 
measures and the starving hunting groups became increasingly drawn to the herds controlled by the 
strangers from the sky. 

Eventually, out of sheer need, one of the primitives got a hunting party together. Under cover of 
night, they speared a cow on the first farm they came upon. They were surprised their game did not 
run away as they approached them. Even as the spear pierced its heart, it had not attempted to get 
away. The tribe ate well the next day.

As more and more cattle started to disappear from farms around Eridu, the farmers became 
increasingly concerned. At first, they thought the more impoverished citizens of the settlement, who 
could not get enough food, were responsible for farm stock disappearances. 

It never occurred to them that the hairy ones were responsible for the thefts. After all, the upright 
apes had always steered clear of the colonists from space.

The High Council, at a specially convened meeting, raised the vexing issue of the disappearing 
cattle. Sharur, the representative for the farmers complained, “These losses couldn’t come at a 
worse time. Our stocks are already low, and fewer calves are being born.”

The Chief justice, Dayanum asked, “Do we know who is responsible for these thefts?”

Sharur replied, “We can only assume that certain citizens of this city are responsible. Although we 
understand they must be hungry and desperate, for them to carry out such crimes, they still have to 
be caught and punished.”



Dayanum answered, “Nevertheless until we catch them in the act we have no one to charge.” He 
then asked, “Have any specific farms been targeted?”

“No, there doesn't seem to be a pattern emerging. Except that these farms seem to be furthest out 
from the city.”

“Why would the thieves steal from the distant farms when there are those so much closer?” the 
Justice queried.

Sharur shrugged, “I have no idea.”

“I see. Well, Sharur we had better post guards on those farms to keep watch.”

“We haven’t got time to do it. We need the army to intervene.”

“I will contact the Bit-Ummanate Commander. We will get to the bottom of this.”

Despite taking measures to ensure greater security for the farms, an increasing number of cattle 
disappeared. Because they had been so successful in stealing the slow one’s animals during the 
night, the hirsute hunters became bolder and started to carry out daylight raids on the farms. 

During one of these rustling forays, one of the Anunnaki farmers first saw the hairy ones killing 
cattle. Not able to believe his eyes at first, he just stood and stared at the weird looking ape-men as 
they dragged the dead beast away. By the time he had gone back to his house to arm himself and 
had rushed back to save his herd, the raiders had disappeared, along with another of his cows.

Soon the word got around that the hairy ones were the thieves who were stealing the Anunnaki 
cattle. By this time the drought, stricken farmers had had just about enough. The time had come to 
hit back. Sharur called an emergency council meeting, over which Enlil presided.

During the assembly, Sharur spoke up. “We cannot afford to keep losing our stock. Times are hard 
enough as it is and these raids, by the primitives, are making it even more difficult for us.”

Dayanum responded, “The answer is simple. We have to order the Ummanate forces to kill the 
intruders,”

Kunouk, one of the elders, spoke up, “In all the Sars we have been on Ki we have never had any 
confrontation with the primitives, let alone a violent one. So far, our domicile here has been a 
peaceful one, and I would like it to stay that way. Is there no other solution we can come up with?”

Enlil spoke up. “They have stolen from us, and we have to punish them. It’s as simple as that.”

“They certainly have to be shown that they can’t get away with it,” Sharur added.

Kunouk, who wanted a peaceful solution to the problem, asked, “Why don’t we leave one cow 
tethered each Apsu rise outside Eridu as an offering to the primitives. Then they won’t have to steal 
from us to get their food.”

“We do not have enough stock to support our needs, let alone support the natives,” Sharur argued.

Dayanum then spoke. “What Kunouk suggests is honourable, and such a gesture would help build a 
peaceful bridge between our two species. But we have a responsibility to support our kind first. 
Although I think it is unfortunate, I fear we will have to take forceful measures against the 
primitives to stop them raiding our farms.”

Enlil, fed up with the indecision, ordered, “Hit them, and strike them hard.”

Therefore, it happened that Ummanate sentries guarded each of the target farms. The next time a 
hirsute hunting party approached the cattle, they encountered armed resistance. As a group of the 
indigenous hunters approached the unwary farm stock, the guards saw them and aimed.  



Even before the ape-men had a chance to spear any of the passive game, the Ummanate guards 
opened fire on them, killing many of their numbers before they had the opportunity to respond. 
Those that managed to escape had a strange and terrifying story to convey to the remaining 
members of their clan. 

How could they possibly explain that there were food shortages because hairless giants had attacked 
them with noise and fire and that many of their numbers fell to the ground, dead? 

With the first blood shed between the natives and the aliens, nothing would ever be the same on Ki 
again.

When Ninkhursag saw the Hush planet for the first time, she could not see why anybody would 
want to live there. Alternatively roasting and freezing, subject to frequent hurricanes in a land 
altogether inhospitable to her kind. It seemed like some hell. As her ship landed in Cydonia, the 
area of Alalu and Anzu's exile, she set out to find them. 

After some searching, Ninkhursag, and her medical team found the small cave, in which the ex-
King and his pilot had been staying. Upon investigation, Ninkhursag found both Alalu and Anzu 
dead. She knew that Alalu, owing to the poison in his system, could not be revived. She then turned 
her attention to Anzu. Although he had been dead for many Lahmuan Sars, Ninkhursag touched his 
parched lips with drops of the rejuvenating liquid of gold. After a while, he began to revive. 

“Where am I? What’s happening?” Anzu asked, as he slowly regained consciousness.

“Just lie quietly for a while, and you will be all right,” Ninkhursag’s voice soothed.

As she sat with the old pilot, monitoring his progress, one of the medical team approached her. 
Looking up at the nurse, she asked, “What do you want?”

“We must bury Alalu for he is already beginning to decompose.”

“Very well,” the head medical officer replied, we must find him a place fit for a King.”

The nurse expressed puzzlement. “But he became your family’s enemy?”

“He once sat on the Nibiruan thrown, and as a king, we shall honour him.”

The medical team placed Alalu in a contamination proof Sarcophagus and carried his corpse to 
another cave, one embedded in a huge rock, which became his tomb. Anzu, revived by the effects 
of the monatomic gold, felt quite euphoric. As he attended the burial ceremony of his great friend 
and master, Anzu, turning to Ninkhursag, said, “Your Highness, I wanted to bury him, but I felt too 
weak to do so.”

“All is well Anzu,” she smiled, to reassure him.

Anzu, still needing to explain his feelings, said, “I know he did great hurt to your family, Your 
Highness, but to me, he remained a great king and friend.”

“I know,” she smiled.

“I think he deserves more than being entombed in an anonymous cave, filled in with rocks.”

“What do you suggest then?”

“He deserves a monument in memory of him,” Anzu stated.

Ninkhursag thought about the aged astronaut’s proposal. She then summoned her pilot and asked 
him, “Do we have a rock cutting beam device on the rocket ship?”



“We always carry one, your Highness. Why do you ask?”

“Have it brought here, along with the best carver we have.”

The Commander, perplexed, explained. “It is a fixture on the Shamash. We cannot detach it and 
bring it here!”

Undeterred by her plan, Ninkhursag persisted, “Very well Commander. I want you to have the 
spaceship hover over the ex-king’s tomb and have the beam make a likeness of Alalu upon the 
rock.”

The Commander, astounded at her request, queried, “Make a monument to a disgraced king and 
traitor! Are you sure this is the right thing to do?”

“Just see to it Commander,” she ordered, with authority.

“Very well Princess Ninkhursag. I will do your bidding.”

Anzu, hearing the exchange between the princess and her Captain, was overjoyed. Getting her 
attention, he said, “Thank you, Lady of the Fountainhead. Because of you, we shall not forget 
Alalu.”

(In time the carving became known of as  'The Face on Mars'.)

The Anunnaki in Eridu found it challenging to adapt to Enlil's style of government. They found him 
to be a stern taskmaster, albeit a fair one. He tended to see all things in terms of black and white, 
categorising everything as either being good for Nibiru or bad for his home planet. 

He wanted the colonists to refer to themselves as Nibiruans, but they preferred their own Ki identity 
as Anunnaki. Even so, on any state or other official occasions, he always referred to his subjects as 
Nibiruans.

After receiving some pressure from the Nibiruan Constitutional Office, following a period of 
adjustment, Enlil reinstated the High Council in Eridu and, mostly left administrative matters up to 
them. He had his eye focused on much more important projects, the most important being finding 
the best locations for his proposed new cities in EdIn. Each area would play a specific part in the 
gold processing operation.

Enlil held up the royal septa that came down from heaven, and he wore the august crown, showing 
his high station on Ki. Unlike Enki, for whom ‘royal robing’ just went with the regal office, Enlil 
had always loved the regalia that went with his royal role. 

The more exquisite the royal attire, the more powerful he felt, and the more elevated he felt, the 
happier he became. Whereas his brother met with officials in their environment, Enlil always had 
them petition him from the royal seat.

While sitting on the royal throne, which came down from heaven, he listened as his surveyor give 
his report.

“Your Lordship, our second city site shall be the city of Badtibira; the third has been chosen as, 
Lara k; the fourth site is called Sippar, and the fifth shall be Shuruppak.”

Having listened, Enlil asked, “What progress have you made with these sites?”

“These city sites, which have been called by the names we have given you, have all been allotted 
half-bushel baskets; We have dredged the canals, which we found blocked with purplish wind-
borne clay. We now have them carrying water, Your Lordship.”



“And what have you achieved since you have removed the clay?”

“We have cleaned the smaller canals  and established abundant growth, your Lordship.”

“I see. So, are any foundations laid yet?”

“Not yet my lord, but very soon.”

“Let me know as soon as they are. Once you have completed the foundations, I will perform the 
ceremony to open the cities officially.”

“Yes, Your Lordship.”

“I will conduct the august divine services and open up the offices of these great cities.”

“Certainly, Your Lordship.”

“I will also lay the first bricks of these cities, in pure spots.”

“As Your Lordship wishes.”

After the surveyor had left, Enlil sat, contemplating his thoughts. Now fully installed as the master 
of Ki, his attitude towards his new home changed. Instead of just seeing the colony as a support 
system for the gold mining project, he began to see the planet as part of the Nibiruan Empire. 

As such, his cities would be the grandest of settlements, equal to those on Nibiru. He saw himself as 
the great architect and innovator; the genius of his time.

After Enlil's city planning had reached the foundation stage, his ideas became public knowledge on 
Nibiru. Adventurous Nibiruans, who saw the An-Gelik broadcasts on the subject, deciding to 
become migrants, began flocking to Ki, in droves. 

Soon, unable to cope with the overcrowding that resulted, Eridu bulged at the seams. This Nibiruan 
influx, which the Anunnaki saw to be intrusive, began causing great unrest in EdIn.

The High Council convened an emergency meeting to deal with the growing problem. Enlil 
addressed the council, saying. “Members of the High Council of Eridu, Nibiru now has ample gold 
supplies so we must focus our attention on city building." 

Lord Enki, summoned back from the African mines, supervised the draining of the marshlands, the 
raising of the city, the establishment of agriculture and animal husbandry, and making the land 
more hospitable and productive.”

Kunouk, the Council convener said, “Praise be to Lord Enki for all he has achieved here.”

Enlil continued, “Be that as it may, now, esteemed members of the Council we are ready for the 
next phase in the development of EdIn.  Metal processing will take place in Badtibira, once the ore 
arrives here, from the Abzu. Next, the Space Control Centre will move to Larak. The next city that 
of Sippar will become Ki's Igigi star base, and Shuruppak will house the chief Medical Centre."

Kunouk smiled, "Edin will shine with your magnificence,  Your Lordship."

Enlil lapped up the praise, then said, "I have decided on two more cities, the first of which shall be 
called Uruk. It will be the royal seat of Edin, and I shall dedicate it to my father, Anu, the King of 
Heaven. Finally, we come to Nippur, the centre of administration, where I shall spend much of my 
time.”

The Council, awestruck at the immensity of the projects and at how carefully Enlil had the planning 
carried out, fully supported the development.



Kunouk said, “This is indeed good news my Lord. Now we can take the pressure off our city here 
and spread ourselves through the whole of EdIn. Then, addressing the Council, he said, “Let us give 
high praise to Prince Enlil and all those who helped prepare this huge project. Give praise to Enlil, 
Lord of the Command.”

Enlil, the centre of attention, bathed lavishly in the limelight. Now, they had finally accepted him; 
he had the Council where he wanted them, feeding out of the palm of his clawed hand.
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Chapter 33

Apart from Ninurta, Enlil had another son, Nannar, on whom he doted. Ninurta, he considered an 
indiscretion, a mistake, which is why he dedicated Badtibira to Nannar (he of the bright Light). 
Badtibira, the processor of the ores, became the first city built in Edin, under Enlil's command.

Enki stood by the harbour and watched as the cargo hold of the first Magur got filled with precious 
ore. A magnificent site, the vast timber vessel, having been engineered by Nibiruan craft masters, 
lay at anchor, in readiness for its maiden voyage to Edin. Enki had considered going on the journey 
himself, but he decided against it. He reasoned that his brother and the High Council of Eridu had 
compromised on a working relationship and that his presence in Edin, at that time, might upset the 
delicate political balance. 

Of course, sailing to Badtibira would have given him a chance to see the city and, even more 
important, allow him to see his beloved sister again. However, as such an encounter would stir up 
his longing for her, overall, it would be better for him to stay at the mine.

Later that day he watched from a distance as the gold ore carrier set sail with its precious cargo. He 
wondered what it would have been like to be on the voyage. Still, he had given up his chance, and 
he just had to accept it. 

There would be other opportunities, he told himself. As he watched the ship disappear into the 
distance, he pledged that one day he would go back to Edin and see his beautiful Ninki.

A huge crowd gathered along the riverside dock, waiting for the arrival of the Magur to arrive. This 
shipment, the first cargo of ore to come, by ship, from the Dugamatum mines, was the cause of 
much excitement and celebration. 

The ore, having been transferred from ship to shore, then got refined at Badtibira’s gold processing 
facility, where workers crushed, sorted, smelted the metal and ground it into a fine powder. A 
shuttle then transported it to the mother ship, for shipping to Nibiru. For this reason, a beacon city, 
to guide the incoming and outgoing shuttles, became an urgent requirement. 

Which is why Enlil had his second city, Larak, which means, 'See the bright light' built. Its name, 
indicating its function, guided the freighters arriving and departing EdIn.

Enlil took great pride in his city-states. After trying many designs, all of which had various 
planning flaws, he grudgingly accepted that his brother got it right. Reluctantly, he followed Enki’s 
Eridu layout, as a city template, with the Holy Temple, the Bit-Ninigiku, built upon a brick 
platform, taking centre stage. 

Courts and public buildings surrounded this structure. Radiating from the all-important city centre, 
Enlil built the two-story houses for the: priests, merchants and the aristocracy. He constructed one-



story homes for government officials, shopkeepers, and craftspeople. Whereas the lower class 
homes catered for farmers, unskilled workers, and fishers. 

The city-state also included the fertile farming land outside the city wall. Each city-state supported a 
specific function that helped in the shipments of Gold powder to Nibiru.

The Anunnaki, with Enki’s wise guidance, learned to control, the Tigris and Euphrates rivers, by 
constructing levies and irrigation canals. As a result, a stable food supply existed, and the good life 
for the Anunnaki blossomed. 

With no building stone and very little timber in EdIn, the builders stuck to Enki's method and 
constructed their homes, public buildings, and city walls out of sun-dried mud brick.

Although the clay for mud brick manufacture was abundant in EdIn, timber wasn't. Most of the 
trees, being fibrous were no use for building structures. The only available hardwood had to be 
hauled long distances from the foothills near the northern mountain ranges. 

Also, since all available timber got used for building materials, there was none left over to heat the 
Anunnaki homes. This shortage became a huge problem during the cold seasons. As there was 
plenty of timber in Dugamatum, Enki suggested sending timber cargoes to EdIn by Tiamat, but 
Enlil did not allow valuable gold cargo space to be taken up with wood. 

However, apart from this lack of combustible material for domestic use, lack of wood fuel was 
particularly problematic for the gold smelters in Badtibira, who needed vast supplies of firewood to 
create enough heat to smelt the gold. The situation in the ore refining city became severe; the High 
Council summoned Enlil to an emergency meeting.

“Get Enki to make more vessels,” an advisor suggested.

“Fifty percent gold and fifty percent timber in the next cargo sent from the Abzu mines,” suggested 
another.

“We need to find another source of fuel for the fires.” yet another stated.

Enlil addressed the meeting. “I have heard your suggestions, and some could be useful. However, 
we will only use the ore carriers to carry the gold. I am more inclined to look for a new source for 
the heating.”

“Where will we find such a source, my Lord?”

“I am not a scientist; However, I will seek the advice of one.”

“Lord Enki would know what to do. Contact him,” one of the councillors urged.

Enlil blanched at such an idea. He would not deign to ask his brother for any advice while there 
were other scientists to come up with a solution. 

In the end, he beamed Marduk on Lahmu. After a cursory greeting and no other pleasantries, he 
said, “Have Emuq sent to Ki. I have special and urgent work for him.”

Marduk, the King of Lahmu, didn't like being told what to do, especially by the likes of Enlil, his 
father’s nemesis. He asked, “Why do you need him?”

“I don’t have time to explain. We need Emuq's know-how. That’s all you need to know.”

“You are not bullying your Anunnaki now, Enlil. I will convey your request, and then it is up to 
Emuq to make up his mind.”

“Do you want to be responsible for the failure of our mission here, Marduk?”



“No, of course not!”

“Then do as I say.”

“Enlil waited in his throne room for Emuq to be brought before him. With Anu’s persuasion, 
Marduk had, reluctantly, let his top scientist go to help out on Ki, but only after Enlil apologised for 
his disrespect to the King of Lahmu.

The scientist, annoyed at being rail-roaded against his wishes, was about to vent his spleen. 
However, as King Anu was involved in the decision making, he kept his opinions in check. 
Inwardly infuriated at having to leave Lahmu at a crucial point in a significant scientific 
breakthrough, it was all he could do to hide his exasperation. 

Steeling himself, he entered Enlil's chambers, saying, “So how can I help you Prince Enlil?”

Enlil, ignoring the insult, got straight to the point. “We have to create a chamber with enough heat 
to crystallise the gold.”

Emuq listened to what Enlil had to say. He then replied, “It sounds very much like the same 
problem we had on Lahmu.”

“I know that Emuq. That's why I brought you here. What I want to know is can you help?”

“Help Your Lordship. Yes, I think I can help. It's a matter of creating, then reversing the breath of 
An.”

Brushing Emuq’s description aside, Enlil said, “I have no idea what you are talking about, but,  for 
your sake, I hope you do.”

Emuq grimaced but bit his tongue. “What I have to do is build a star chamber that turns into a sun 
chamber.”

“Is that difficult, Emuq.”

“Not if a have enough help and the right equipment.”

“Speak to Puhrum. He manages the gold processing factory. He will get you what you need.”

“Thank you, Your Lordship.” Then, as Emuq made to leave, he said, “There is one other thing.”

“What is that?”

“I just wondered how Lord Enki was progressing, in the Abzu.”

Enlil, who did not like dealing with personal matters at the best of times, and certainly not with 
people who weren't family members, answered offhandedly, “Oh yes, you had some dealings with 
him before I took over.”

Realising that Enlil wasn't going to divulge anything of a personal nature, Emuq decided not to 
follow that line of inquiry. Instead, he said, “I will let Your Lordship know when the chamber is 
ready.”

As Puhrum showed the scientist around the Badtibira gold processing plant, he asked, “How are we 
going to smelt the gold without fuel?”

Emuq smiled, “We will build a chamber that has nothing in it.”

“What do you mean by, a chamber with nothing in it! How will that help?”

“It only appears to have nothing in it. It has heating energy, but you cannot detect it.”



“I don’t understand.”

“The energy is what we call the 'breath of An'.” Then, handing Puhrum a disk, Emuq said, “This is 
a list of the equipment I need.”

Puhrum, having organised the equipment Emuq needed, watched as the scientist went to work. The 
manager, an engineer, not a scientist, asked, puzzled, “What do you need an empty chamber for?”

“We need it so we can fill it with the 'Breath of An', of course.”

“Yes, I know you said that, but what does it mean?”

Explaining such difficult concepts to a non-scientist wasn't easy. Still, Emuq did his best. “The 
chamber has to be empty, really empty with nothing in it, not even energy.”

“But even I know energy is everywhere. How can you stop energy from getting in your chamber?”

“The star chamber stops energy moving.”

“I’m no scientist, but even I know that nothing can stop energy moving. If energy stopped moving 
everything would stop!”

“Exactly, Puhrum”

“So, how can you do that?”

“We achieve this by making the chamber very, very cold. So cold it even freezes energy.”

“That's impossible!”

Emuq laughed, “We have to freeze the energy so that the Breath of An puts life back into it again.”

“And you can make a chamber that can do that?”

“Help me with this equipment, and I'll show you.”

One of Enlil's more radical policies, keeping Igigi astronauts in space, made transportation to and 
from Ki much more efficient. Rather than landing colossal star ships on Ki, the Igigi stayed aloft in 
their Shamashes, while cargo shuttles travelled to and from the planet. 

To all intents and purposes, it worked well and meant the presence of rocket ships didn't pose any 
threat, even if they were not part of the Igigi squadron.

 

Prince Kumarbi commanded once such ship, which lurked in the heavens above Ki. The Rebel 
Prince, an outcast from Nibiru, decided the best place to land, without threat to him or his crew was 
Enki’s domain in the near the Dugamatum mines. He beamed Enki from his ship, announcing his 
arrival, but there was no reply.

Enki didn't receive the beam because he was not at the mine site, a place he seldom frequented. He 
preferred to leave the daily hands-on activities it in the capable claws of Awlin. Enki dwelt in his 
Abzu, in the watery world of Tiamat, where he felt most at home. 

Ever since being reunited with his birth mother, Enki wanted to live in an undersea home, like hers. 
Now, in his Abzu, he had achieved that dream.

Having no joy at the mine, Kumarbi beamed the Lord of the Sweet Waters, at his home. Despite 
being under the ocean, Enki managed to pick up beam messages very clearly. Surprised to see 



Kumarbi’s image on the screen, he wondered why his father’s enemy would be contacting him? 
However, his curiosity got the better of him, so he listened to what the rebel Prince had to say. 

Enki then said, “If Enlil knew you were here he’d have the Igigi blast you out of the sky. Give me 
one good reason why I should not order an attack on your craft?”

“All I ask is that we meet and talk. I will explain everything.”

Enki thought about it. He had not heard anything about Kumarbi after he had defeated Anu. At 
length, he answered, “Okay. I agree to meet you and you alone, on the mainland near the mines. 
Can you get there?”

“Yes, I can.”

Enki surfaced from his submersible Abzu and boarded his Magur, in which he sailed to the 
mainland. When he reached the rendezvous point, he found Kumarbi waiting for him. Enki had not 
seen Alalu’s grandson since his early childhood. Now, grown up and estranged from the planet of 
his hatching, he looked very lost. “What brings you here?” Enki asked,

“Do you know what it is like to be homeless, except for the Shamash you fly in?”

“Kumarbi you have not answered my question.”

“My aunt Damkina asked after you.”

“Why would she ask after me? I have not seen her for many Sars. So why now?”

“She wishes to talk to you. Will you beam her?”

Enki couldn't see any point saying anything to Damkina. He stayed silent. 

“I have her code right here. Will you call her?”

Enki thought about it for a minute. He could not see any reason that his ex-wife would want to 
contact him. So he asked. “Why are you here?”

Kumarbi grinned, “I can’t fool you, can I?”

“Why would you want to fool me?” Enki asked, suspiciously.

“Okay, did you know that Adad is in EdIn?”

“Do you mean my brother’s youngest son, Adad?”

“Yes, that is right. Well, I want to see him.”

“And you organised for Damkina to talk on your behalf.”

“It's stupid I know, but it’s important that I contact him.”

“So, how am I supposed to help?”

“Can you beam Adad and tell him it’s important that he contacts me.”

“Why come to me? You would probably achieve more by contacting Enlil. After all, it is his son 
we’re talking about.”

“Enlil does not even recognise that I exist. I am nobody, with nowhere to go.”

“So, how can Adad help you, Kumarbi?”

“He could persuade his father to accept me in EdIn.”



“After what you did, he will have you slaving in the mines if he didn’t have you publicly executed.”

“Please Enki. You're my only hope. Please speak with Adad on my behalf?”

“Very well Kumarbi. But I don’t think it will do much good.”

Kumarbi knew that Enki would be his best bet. Enki had always been the level-headed one, the 
dispenser of wise counsel. Kumarbi, exiled from Nibiru, had left the Nibiruan space quadrants and 
flew into unknown territory. To survive, Kumarbi and his crew had resorted to becoming space 
pirates, attacking merchant craft, and robbing their cargoes, which he then sold to unscrupulous 
warlords in the outer reaches of the solar system. 

However, his last encounter had nearly cost him his ship and his life. Therefore, he sought 
sanctuary on Ki, but he needed something to bargain with, and he saw Adad as the key.

Enki didn't know why he helped Kumarbi, but something told him it would be the right thing to do. 
Therefore, he contacted Adad on the rebel Prince’s behalf. Adad listened to the strange proposal 
and agreed to meet Kumarbi in secret. 

Enki then had Abgal, his pilot, fly the outcast prince to EdIn, in his Essuruki. The rendezvous took 
place in the grounds of Enki’s old palace in Eridu. From the outset, things did not go well for the 
exiled prince.

Adad,  much younger than Kumarbi, showed him no respect. “So what do you want of me 
Kumarbi?” he asked.

“I need a haven Adad. I am weary of having no home.”

Sneering, Adad retorted, “You do battle with my grandfather, and you come here to seek my help.”

“I can be useful to your father. But I need something to bargain with.”

Showing bemusement, Adad answered, “Perhaps you would hold his cup when he is king.”

Kumarbi, feeling belittled, felt his anger rising, but he kept it in check. He felt like teaching this 
young upstart a lesson he would not forget. However, he needed him, so he stayed his hand. 
Instead, he said, “Share with me the knowing your father has told you, that I can use them to help 
him in his plans.”

At this Adad laughed loudly in Kumarbi’s face. ”You had your chance at my grandfather’s throne, 
but you decided to betray him with your loser of a grandfather. It is now, my brother Ninurta and I, 
who are privy to great knowledge, and you have what you deserve – nothing.”

Kumarbi, livid, exploded, “To offer no help is one thing, but to mock me in such a cruel way is 
unforgivable.”

“I do not need your forgiveness.”

“We could be useful to one another.”

“What do you mean you could be useful to me? I don't need anything from you! Then Adad fired 
his parting shot. “Go away and hide, Kumarbi, before I call the guards and have you banished to the 
mines.”

Enki, disappointed but not surprised, when Kumarbi told him what had happened, hoped he had 
dealt with the rebel prince for the last time. The Lord of the Abzu had no great love for the 
homeless prince, but he would rather have him on his side, than as an enemy. 



He saw the twisted, bitter renegade royal to be a loose cannon, unpredictable and vengeful. 
Although Kumarbi came across as being contrite and humble, Enki felt he acted in that fashion to 
get his way. 

Still, he offered him solace. “Have you not asked your great-grandmother to seek leniency for you 
from the Nibiruan High Council?” he asked.

Kumarbi hung his head, saying, “I have let her down. I cannot face her again.”

“Now that she has lost her son surely she would welcome your company.”

“It's not that simple Enki. I know something that she doesn’t, something that would break her heart 
if she found out.”

“Then why tell her?”

“I don’t know. Perhaps, because Lama deserves to know the truth about Lahma's death or maybe I 
would use it against her out of spite.”

“Who told you this thing?”

“My aunt, Damkina told me one day at Lama's villa.”

“At the mention of her name he knew what secret Kumarbi meant. “She had no right to tell you,” he 
said.

“Now you know why I cannot ask help of my great-grandmother.”

While he gave the problem some thought Enki prepared vegetables and fruit juice for them. 
Kumarbi’s presence on Ki was not a good thing. He reasoned that the errant Prince would be better 
off under Lama’s aged but still, eagle eye. 

At length, he suggested, “I can take you back home in a Shamash, and we can visit your great-
grandmother together, at her villa.”

“Why would you put yourself out for me?”

“To be honest, I don’t know. But I don’t think your presence here is a good idea, so that doesn’t 
leave many options, does it?”

“What if she doesn't agree to protect me?”

“Leave it to me, Kumarbi.”

“Lama was most surprised to get a beam from Enki. She listened as he explained her great 
grandson’s dilemma. Then she responded. “I never thought the day would come when the House of 
Anshargal asks me for a favour.”

“As the ancestor of both our family lines, I thought perhaps you might be able to intercede on his 
behalf.”

“Did you indeed? What makes you think this old Sinnis has any influence over the two houses, 
Enki?”

“It’s not for me Lama. I am thinking of your great-grandson. He needs your help.”

“He does need looking after, I suppose,” she grumbled. Very well bring him here, where he will at 
least be safe, while we work out what is best for him.”

“Thank you, Lama. Now perhaps we can, at last, heal the rift between our two houses.”



She retorted, menacingly, “Don’t begin to think the House of Alalu is finished Enki. That would be 
a big mistake.”

The last thing Lama wanted was to have her great-grandson hanging around her villa. For one thing, 
if Anu found out, he would have the perfect excuse for getting rid of her for once and for all. 

Secondly, her boast to Enki wasn't an idle one, and she did not want any unnecessary complications 
that might compromise her next move to improve her family’s royal status. For these reasons, she 
looked for a way out to avoid her familial responsibility. Knowing of Enki’s uneasy relationship 
with his brother she decided to ask Enlil about his attitude to Kumarbi’s dilemma. Enlil wasn't 
available for her beam, so Lama spoke to his son, Nannar, instead.

Nannar had never spoken to the ‘dragon lady’ before, as he and Adad jokingly referred to her. 
Surprised when her wrinkled face came on the screen, he thought she still looked formidable.

She announced, “I am Lama, Kumarbi’s grandmother.”

“So why do you want to contact my father?’

“She asked, “How do you feel about Kumarbi coming back to Nibiru to live?”

Nannar, puzzled, asked, “Why do you ask me that, Lama?”

“Because your uncle Enki wants to escort him here and I wondered what your father thought about 
such a proposal.”

Knowing about the ancient matriarch’s famous hidden agendas, Nannar didn't trust her. He asked, 
“Why does Enki want to help him?”

“Then you do not know of his plans?”

“Of course not, why would I?”

“Exactly Nannar, that’s all I need to know.”

The beam abruptly ended, leaving Nannar even more perplexed. Perhaps she had gone mad in her 
old age? Still, he would tell his father and let him deal with it.

Now that she had her excuse for going back on her word, Lama contacted a high ranking officer, a 
contact she had at Igigi Star Base Command, and told him of Enki’s intentions. 

She said, “I had a pleasant surprise when I heard that the king had allowed my grandson to come 
back home.”

He responded, “As for as I know, king Anu has not granted any reprieve to Kumarbi.”

“So, why would Lord Enki suggest such a thing? Is he just doing it to hurt me?”

“I don’t know, Lama. What do you want me to do about it?”

“If it’s a trap, stop him from coming here of course.”

“Do you mean, blast him from the sky?”

“As much as he has brought shame on our family, I do not want you to kill him. As stupid as he is 
Kumarbi is still family.”

“What are you suggesting then?”

“Don’t you have some weapon that just stops would-be invaders from reaching Nibiru, without 
destroying their ship?”



“We do have one we have just been testing. The Lightning Wind, we call it.”

“Does it kill?”

“No Lama. However, it repels anybody trying to land here illegally.”

“Very well Commander. Use it to stop Enki bringing my great- grandson back here.”

So Enki took Kumarbi heavenward. As they neared Nibiru, Enki began feeling apprehensive. Not 
knowing what to expect, Abgal, who skippered, Kumarbi’s Shamash, was the first to notice that the 
ship’s control panel instruments were playing up. 

He summoned his master to the bridge of the ship. Indicating the erratic instrument readings, he 
said, “Your Lordship I think we’re in for some very rough weather ahead.”

“What do the reports say?”

“That’s the odd thing. There are no scheduled space storms.”

“I see Abgal. How far are we from Nibiru?”

“If this is not a natural weather condition, then I don’t think we should venture much further into 
this odd storm.”

“Abgal, it’s essential that we get to Nibiru.”

“Your Lordship, it’s also important that we get there in one piece.”

“Are you suggesting ...?”

Enki’s question remained unanswered, as the violent storm struck with all its fury. The Shamash 
started to vibrate violently. Bringing the massive craft under control, the veteran Igigi officer 
responded, “Your Lordship, I think I know what this is.”

“What are you talking about?”

“If this is what I think it is, the more we penetrate this space storm, the worse it's going to get.” 

As he spoke, space outside began to crackle, with jagged streaks of light appearing in the distance.

Enki asked, “What do you think it is, Abgal?”

“A defensive weapon I have heard the Igigi scientists are developing. I didn’t know they were this 
advanced with it though.”

“What weapon, Abgal?”

“They call it the Lightning Wind.”

“What does it do?”

“Trust me your Lordship; you do not want to be in one to find out.”

Just then, the star ship, rocking violently, tossed around in space. “I think we should turn back to Ki 
before it is too late, your Lordship,” Abgal pressed.

As the Shamash began to suffer severe buffeting, Enki annoyed with his failed mission, deferring to 
his pilot’s experience, replied, “Very well. Turnabout and head for home.”

As soon as communication with the outside world became possible, Enki beamed Anu. The King, 
surprised to hear from his son asked, “How are you, Enki?”



“I am good father, but no thanks to Nibiru’s defence weapons!”

“What are you talking about?”

“Who authorised the use of the 'Lightning Wind'?”

“Nobody, as far as I know. So what happened?”

“We were flying to Nibiru when what Abgal calls the ‘Lightning Wind’ was unleashed against us.”

Anu, nonplussed, asked, “Why were you making an unscheduled flight to Nibiru?”

“I wanted to make a surprise visit.”

“I see. Okay, I will find out who authorised use of our devastating defence weapon and for what 
reason.”

“Thank you father; I'd appreciate that.”

“Are you all okay?”

“Yes, father we are. The effect has shaken me up, but it could have been so much worse.”

Anu, livid, beamed Space Command, demanding to be put through to the supreme commander. As 
soon as the commander's image came on screen, the king blasted him with, “How dare the Igigi 
threaten my son’s life?”

The Commander, incredulous, responded, “What are you talking about, Your Heavenness?”

Anu, determined to find the underlying cause of the incident, said, “Lord Enki found himself under 
attack from the 'Lightning Wind'. I demand to know who gave the order to use it.”

“Your Heavenness, I know of no such order given.” 

“Somebody gave that order, and I want you to find out who it was, Commander.”

“Of course, your Heavenness.”

Using the Lightning Wind without the king’s authorisation invited severe repercussions. When he 
found out his second in command gave the order to use the weapon, the Supreme Commander had 
the senior officer brought before him. 

Getting straight to the point, he asked, “Did you use the Lightning Wind on an incoming craft Chief 
Commander?”

“Yes sir.” the officer, replied, knowing it would do no good to lie.

“Why did you not inform me before you authorised deployment?”

“Sir, information reached me that a hostile spacecraft had entered our airspace. As the craft in 
question carried mass destruction weapons, I couldn’t take any chances and had to act quickly.”

“And you never thought to inform me of this, even after the incident.”

“The threat was dealt with successfully, and the hostile craft turned back. There didn’t seem to be 
any urgency to report what happened, sir.”

“Did you make any contact with the hostile craft to let them know of your intentions?”

“No sir, once we knew the threat the craft posed we didn't need to.”



“Had you done so, Commander, you would have known that Prince Enki was on board.”

The Commander paled. He spluttered, “I had no Idea. I thought …”

“If you had followed procedure instead of thinking, we would not be in this mess now!” the 
Supreme Commander blasted.

“But I was told …”

“What were you told?”

The Commander stopped himself digging a deeper hole. “It doesn’t matter. I have to take 
responsibility for my actions, sir.”

“That goes without saying, Commander. Now, what I want to know is how you knew this mystery 
star ship was a threat to Nibiru?”

“From information received, sir.”

“What was the source of this information?”

“I would rather not divulge that, sir.”

The Commander angered at such insubordination from a senior officer, shouted, “YOU DO NOT 
HAVE ANY CHOICE!” Then quieter, “Now, tell me who your source is.”

Cowering before his superior, the officer answered, “The Matriarch, Lama, sir.”

When Anu found out, Lama was behind the attack on his son his anger knew no bounds. He 
consulted his father on the matter. 

When Anshargal heard the story, he said, “So, she is up to her old tricks again, and this time she 
tried to kill Enki.” Then he asked, “Why did Enki intend to come here anyway?”

“He said it was just a social visit, to catch up with his family.”

“It’s strange that he did not mention this to us beforehand.”

“Yes, it is. Then, changing the subject, he asked, “Do you think the Commander who gave the order 
to use the weapon, should be brought before the ‘Seven Judges’ father?”

“Yes. I do. the officer is obviously under Lama’s control, so we must rid ourselves of him.”

“And what do we do about Lama?”

“We could bring her before the judges as well.”

“Father, she would just deny it, and we could prove nothing. And we would, again, be at war with 
the House of Alalu.”

“By inciting the Igigi to attack against my grandson, we already are.”

The third city built by Enlil, Sippar, or “Bird City,” became the landing platform for the space 
shuttles, especially those hauling mineral cargoes. (One of the Sumerian myths states that Sippar 
was sacred to the god, Utu, one of the seven great gods who decreed the fates.) Better known as 
Shamash, the name given to Nibiruan disk star ships, Utu became Commander of all the 
astronauts.) 



Enlil's fourth city to be built, Shuruppak, or “the place of the utmost well being,” was dedicated to 
the Chief Nurse and Medical Officer of the Expedition, the Princess Ninkhursag. She took up the 
position as Chief Medical Officer after tending Anu’s injuries. 

There, she and her dedicated team of health workers tended to the medical and health needs of the 
Anunnaki, and, much later, to a certain extent caring for the hybrid Humans. From her temple, 
which, located atop the ziggurat in Shuruppak, afforded Ninkhursag a great view of the sprawling 
city below.

Uruk or Great City, Enlil's fifth settlement, dedicated to his father, Anu, became his pride and joy. 
Its temple, which he had built atop the ziggurat, the ceremonial centre for, what came to be the land 
known as Sumer, rose high above the city. Uruk became Anu’s residence during the rare visits he 
made to Ki. Always insecure about his royal position on Nibiru, it was only on rare occasions that 
he deemed it safe enough to leave his throne. Even these visits became less frequent as Ki became 
increasingly populated.

Nippur, Enlil's sixth city, which he dedicated to himself, was where from his Ekur - house on the 
mountain -- he ruled over EdIn. He had a hymn devoted to himself, the lyrics of which gave a 
graphic description of a control centre bristling with communications and other electronic 
equipment scanning the horizons. From the Ekur, it was said that: Enlil's eye examined the land and 
his lifted beam searched the heart of all the nations.

Chapter 34

Enki found himself in a dilemma. He did not want to take Kumarbi back to Ki, but he could not get 
him to Nibiru. Lama had set a trap for both of them. So she apparently had no love for her great-
grandson. Still, knowing that did not help solve the problem of Kumarbi’s domicile. The only other 
option seemed to be Lahmu. Enki put this to the outlawed Prince.

Kumarbi listened. Then he said, “Why can’t I come back to Ki?”

“I think you know the answer to that.”

“So how are you going to land me on Lahmu without Marduk knowing about it?”

“I don’t mind helping you, Kumarbi, but I’m not going to deceive my son.”

Kumarbi, aghast, said, ”Surely, you are not going to tell him.”

“He has to be informed.”

“But he will have me arrested and banished to his mines.”

Enki, Adamant, repeated, “I will not deceive Marduk.”

“Then I will not go there, and you are stuck with me,” Kumarbi stated, defiantly.

Enki didn't want to be stuck with Alalu’s troublesome grandson any longer. He asked, “Do you 
know where your grandfather’s tomb is?”

“Yes, Anzu told me.”

Enki remembered his old pilot. “Is he still alive,” he asked.

“Yes. At least Anzu was when I last contacted him.”

“Which was when?”

“Just before I contacted you. The old Igigi said he would like to see me.”



“Very well, I will drop you off at Anzu’s base.”

Anzu, delighted to see Alalu’s grandson again, had tears in his old eyes as Enki's ship landed. 
“Welcome to Lahmu star base Kumarbi,” the former pilot, said.

Kumarbi looked around, but he could only see partially constructed buildings and open Earthworks.

Seeing Kumarbi’s under-whelmed expression, he added, “I know it’s not much yet, but it's a start.”

Looking at the arid landscape, Kumarbi said, “It’s not very hospitable. It looks as though mass 
destruction weapons have destroyed the whole area.”

Anzu grinned, saying, “It’s not so bad, once you get used to it. In any case, nobody bothers us much 
here.”

“It just seems so barren. It’s a wonder anyone can survive here.”

“You’ll get used to it,” Anzu said, grabbing a cloth. He wiped his claws and said, “Let’s get you 
settled in.” With that, Anzu took Kumarbi to his cave quarters.

Once they settled down with food and drink, Anzu said, “I proudly flew your grandfather, Kumarbi. 
A great Nibiruan and a good king to his people.”

The prince sneered, saying, “I don’t see it that way.”

“He said you two had fallen out with each other, but he didn’t say why?”

“Do you want to know why Anzu?”

“Not particularly. Alalu would have told me if I needed to know.”

“Well, I'll tell you anyway. Then perhaps grandfather won’t be such a hero in your eyes,” Kumarbi 
stated forcefully. “I found out that he had murdered his father. I had nothing more to do with him 
after that.”

“Until he helped you become king.”

“And what a disaster that turned out to be. I should never have listened to Alalu.”

Not wanting to get into an argument, Anzu quickly changed the subject. “You are also a brave 
warrior Kumarbi. Yours was a bold mission when you fought Anu.”

“Although I had fallen out with my grandfather I still had a duty to support the House of Alalu.”

“You upheld the family’s honour that day, Kumarbi.”

“It turned out to be a hollow victory that left me an outcast and homeless.”

“Well, you have a home here now, if you wish,” Anzu stated warmly.

Despite the Spartan conditions in Cydonia, Kumarbi felt nurtured. For the first time since his exile, 
he felt welcomed. Anzu, the only person to treat him kindly, since his fall from grace, served as a 
competent mentor. Enki had been considerate and had put himself out, but only to rid himself of an 
irritation. But the old astronaut showed him genuine kindness. So when Anzu suggested that they 
visit Alalu’s tomb, Kumarbi reluctantly agreed.

He flew with Anzu, in the old astronaut's personal Margidda sky vehicle, to Alalu's burial place. As 
the pair circled over the massive carving of Alalu's face, Kumarbi became deeply touched. That 
Anzu, the most loyal friend his grandfather could have wished for, had gone to such lengths to 



ensure that Alalu’s memory became legendary, caused mixed emotions. However, Anzu's love and 
dedication for the former king of Heaven moved him deeply. Turning to the ancient astronaut, he 
said, “Your dedication knows no bounds Anzu. My grandfather was blessed to have you as his 
pilot.”

“I would hope that he also saw me as a good friend, Kumarbi. Besides, Ninkhursag helped build 
this magnificent tomb. If it were not for that wonderful Sinnis, I would not be here to tell the tale.”

As Kumarbi stood, in the hot, dusty wind, paying homage to his late grandfather, he thought about 
how terrible it must have been for him during those last agonising days, with no family to support 
him. However, it would have been much worse for him, if Anzu had not been there to provide 
undying, loving support. As he stood looking at the tomb, Kumarbi wondered if, when his time 
came, there would be someone as dedicated and faithful as Anzu to care for him.

Despite feeling grateful to the astronaut for providing him with a home, Kumarbi soon grew restless 
on Lahmu. With nothing of interest for him to do, he felt bored most of the time. Each day he 
followed the same mundane routine while living at the crude base. True, Anzu gave him tasks to do, 
but they were not fulfilling enough to keep his mind occupied. Besides, he had a score to settle with 
the Enlilites for the way Adad had treated him. The lust for revenge burned increasingly within him.

Kumarbi got on well with the Igigi engineers at the base. He spent most of his spare time talking 
with the astronauts Ninkhursag had left on Lahmu, to help build Anzu’s base. During these 
conversations, Kumarbi soon discovered that they were as unhappy as him. They were extremely 
disgruntled just excavating and building when they would much rather be flying. They never 
complained when in Anzu's presence but did so when he wasn't around. This state of affairs gave 
Kumarbi the germ of an idea.

Although Marduk hated the outcast prince vigorously, he observed the Nibiruan code regarding 
visits from relatives paying homage to their deceased family members. However, when it looked as 
though Kumarbi had overstayed his welcome, he sent a messenger to the star base, to tell him to 
leave. 

The errant Prince, seeing Marduk’s order as his ticket out of Cydonia, approached Anzu, on the 
subject. Anzu, having enjoyed Alalu’s grandson being around, showed disappointment that he 
should want to leave. Having the prince around gave his life a sense of purpose.  

Deeply upset when Marduk’s directive told Kumarbi to leave Lahmu and never to return, he 
thought of petitioning Marduk for a special dispensation for Alalu’s grandson, but he did not want 
to push his luck. After all his residence on Lahmu was granted only by Marduk's grace.

So, in the end, Marduk, unwittingly, solved Kumarbi’s problem for him. Anzu's biggest 
disappointment, however, came when he heard his protégé had been agitating some of the 
astronauts, to encourage them to leave with him. He felt a double betrayal, realising the prince had 
only been using him. As much as it goaded him, Anzu knew he had to confront Kumarbi about the 
issue.

Some of the Igigi, who were engaged in constructing the base thought that throwing their lot in with 
Kumarbi would only lead to trouble. Others, however, felt that the House of Alalu still had power 
and influence on Nibiru, and deemed fighting on the exiled prince’s side to be an honourable thing 
to do.

Once the old commander had accepted the inevitable, he and the young prince had a cordial 
relationship. One time, while Anzu and Kumarbi stood together, surveying the construction workers 
progress, the astronaut brought up the subject of Kumarbi’s attack on Anu. “He was lucky to 
survive your attack,”

“Yes Anzu, it was a miracle his ship survived.”



“Yes, I often wondered about that.”

“What do you mean?”

“Why didn’t you press home your advantage and destroy Anu while you had the chance?”

“Because his Captain signalled surrender and we knew we had won.”

“But if you had killed him, Alalu would have regained his throne.”

Kumarbi went silent for a few moments. Then he said, “My duty stopped at challenging Anu. With 
that duty performed, I owed my grandfather nothing more.”

“Did you not want to see him back on the Nibiruan throne?”

“He did not deserve to be king.”

“Why do you say Alalu did not deserve kingship, Kumarbi?”

“Because Anzu, as I have already told you, he killed his father so he could take Lahma's place on 
the Nibiruan throne.”

Anzu sighed, “Yes, he told me that just before he died.”

Kumarbi’s face looked questioning. “Yet you still show a great love for him Anzu. How can you 
speak highly of a Nibiruan who kills his father for personal gain?”

Anzu smiled patiently. He answered, “Those were tough times on Nibiru. Our planet was dying, 
and nobody knew what to do to save it.”

“I know all about the history, Anzu. I also believe that my grandfather wanted to save the planet 
genuinely, but I believe his motives for murdering King Lahma were much more personal.”

“They were struggling with each other, Kumarbi. Who knows what happened atop that building?” 
He added, “All I know is that Alalu was always very fair with me and I greatly respected him.”

“Well, I don't!”

Once Kumarbi had the numbers, and the astronauts agreed to his plan, he told Anzu he would soon 
be gone.

The pilot responded, “I had hoped that you would stay here and help me build this settlement.” 

Kumarbi clasped his friend's wrists, saying “Thank you for all you have done Anzu, but this life is 
not for me. Even if Marduk had allowed me to stay, I would not have done so. There is nothing here 
for me. I am destined to be a ruler, not a builder.”

“I heard rumours that some of my workforce wanted to leave. Now I know why.”

“They were disgruntled with their lot, long before I turned up here.”

“I’m not blaming you. I will need some more workers though. “Then, changing the subject, Anzu 
asked, “Where do you want my Igigi to take you?”

“I'll be going far, far away. It’s best if you don’t know.”

Anzu tried to hide the tears in his eyes. “Very well Kumarbi if you have made up your mind, I 
cannot stop you.”

Nothing will stop me, Kumarbi thought to himself. What Anzu did not know was that his Igigi was 
not taking Alalu’s grandson anywhere. He was taking them.



The Commander of Anzu’s star ship was aghast when Kumarbi told him his plans. “Are you sure 
you want me to attack Enlil? As we only have this ship, such a rash act would be suicidal for all of 
us, Your Lordship.”

“It will not just be us. There are others who would like to tip Enlil from his lofty perch.”

“Who are these others you refer to, my Lord?”

Without answering directly, Kumarbi said, “Set Course for Skaga.”

“That den of thieves and murderers. Why would we want to go there?”

“I have a debt to settle.”

“You have been there before?” the Commander asked, surprised.

“I certainly have Commander.  And Skaga is where we will find our recruits.”

The Commander, showing concern, outlined, “To carry out such a mission we will need more 
supplies. May I suggest that we request permission to return to Lahma, to stock up.”

Kumarbi replied, “Suggestion denied. Set course for Ki.”

“Ki -- but I thought you said Skaga, my Lord.” The Commander responded, puzzled.

Having left Kumarbi safely on Lahmu, Enki considered his duty done. He wanted nothing more to 
do with the renegade Prince. But things did not turn out that way. He received another message 
from Kumarbi, beamed from a star ship. Enki couldn't figure out the renegade prince's strategy, or 
how he had managed to procure another rocket ship. Kumarbi was no longer his problem, so he 
ignored the beam. But Kumarbi became insistent and re-transmitted. After receiving the beam a 
third time, Enki thought it must be important. He responded to the call, saying, “Yes Kumarbi, what 
do you want now?”

“I have a proposition for you.”

“What kind of proposition Kumarbi?”

“I have an armed star ship heading to Ki.”

“Why have you left Lahmu?”

“Apart from the abject boredom your son made me leave.”

“I will speak with him.”

“Don’t bother. This action is your opportunity to get your own back on your high-minded brother.”

“What on Ki are you on about, Kumarbi?”

“We can attack him directly. I have a 'Thunderer' on board, and you know what they are capable 
of.”

Enki was trying to make sense of what he was hearing. To clarify, he asked, “Am I to understand 
that you are telling me you intend to attack Ki, Kumarbi?”

“You can help me, and regain your rightful station there.”

It all seemed unreal to Enki. It was as though he was starring in his nightmare. He asked, “You 
want me to help you attack Ki?”

“Enlil and his hellish brood won’t know what hit them, and you will be the true Lord of Ki again.”



The Lord of Ki had heard enough. He retaliated, “Kumarbi, you will leave our airspace at once! 
You are never to return here! If you ever threaten us, again I will have Enlil informed immediately! 
Do you understand?”

“But you hate your brother. He has always been spiteful to you. Why would you want to warn 
him?”

“You would probably never understand, Kumarbi. However, understand this. I am giving you your 
first and last warning. It will be better for you if you leave right now.”

“What if I refuse?”

“You will be blown from the skies.”

“As a scientist I am sure you are aware of the damage a Thunderer can do, exploding above your 
world.”

Enki knew all too well the damage the fallout could do, once it contaminated Ki’s surface. He 
would not allow another Alalu affair to take place. He replied, “And you know what will happen to 
you and your ship if such an unfortunate thing should occur.”

As Enki could see through his bluff, and without Lord of Ki's support, his single Shamash stood no 
chance when pitted against the Igigi squadron. So Prince Kumarbi ordered the pilot to set course for 
Skaga.

Kumarbi, having yet again proved himself not to be of sound judgement, caused Commander Etah 
to lose faith in his leadership. Now that Enki knew of the prince’s threat to Ki, he had to back off 
from the planet. “Where are we going this time?” the ship’s Captain asked, frustrated and annoyed 
with all the chopping and changing of plans.

“His Lordship has ordered us to fly to Skaga,” Commander Etah replied.

“We do not have enough food and other supplies to get us all the way there. Does he realise that, 
sir?”

“I will tell him that, Captain. Meanwhile, maintain that course.”

Kumarbi wasn't happy. “What do you mean we can’t go to Skaga, Commander?” He asked.

“We have to stock up on supplies before we attempt reaching that destination, Your Lordship,” Etah 
explained.

The prince went silent.

Etah pressed him. “Where do you suggest we pick up supplies?”

Kumarbi brushed him off, saying, “Give me time to think. I will come up with something.”

“And, may I ask, just where are we to fly to while you are thinking, your Lordship?”

The only other alternative plan Kumarbi could come up with was to beam his great-grandmother 
and ask for her help. She had betrayed him before so why would she help him now? But what else 
could he do?

Swallowing his pride, he took a deep breath and beamed her.

Lama, annoyed at hearing from him, hissed, “What is your problem now, Kumarbi?”

“I have a plan that will make me Lord of Ki, but I need your help.”

She cackled, “You have a plan to conquer Ki?”



“Yes, that’s right, but to do so, I need more reinforcements. With your contacts at Igigi Command, 
you could ...”

“Kumarbi, are you insane. The best thing for you to do is disappear for good. I do not want to hear 
from you ever again,” Lama, bellowed, interrupting his flow. 

The prince, shocked, never expected such an abrupt, cold-hearted response. Once he recovered, he 
swore an oath, vowing, no matter how long it took, he would have his revenge on those who had 
wronged him.

King Anu was most surprised to receive Lama’s beam. As the haggard old Sinnis filled his vid 
screen, Anu asked, “What do you want?”

“I thought you might like to know that Kumarbi contacted me.”

“It’s not the first time, is it?”

“What do you mean, Anu?”

“Don’t play coy with me. I know you were the one who nearly had my son killed.”

“It was Kumarbi the Igigi were after - not your precious Enki.”

“Are you saying Kumarbi and my son were flying together? No, Enki wouldn't ...”

“Ask him yourself if you don't believe me.”

“You're just a bitter, lying old Sinnis.”

She brushed off his insult. “Anu, do you want to hear what I have to say, or not?’

“Very well, what are you talking about?”

“Kumarbi is looking to raise reinforcements to attack Ki.”

“He told you this?”

“He asked for my help.”

“What did you say?”

“I told him to disappear.”

“Where is he now?”

“I have no idea where he is, but you have to find Kumarbi and stop him before he does more harm.”

Anu had never had any help from Lama before. He was unsure of her motives, so he asked, “Why 
are you telling me this?”

“Because he is making unnecessary waves and is no longer part of my family.”

Deciding the rebel prince had gone too far Anu ordered Enlil's son, Adad, to find Kumarbi and 
destroy him. Adad, only too willing to do his grandfather’s bidding, flew to Sippar where his Igigi 
star force awaited him. 

As his shuttle approached the city, located on the bank of the, now ‘Euphrates River’, he saw the 
magnificent stepped temple of Shamash, dedicated to the Igigi guardians of EdIn. 

Flying over the city, Adad saw it comprised two distinct parts, with one section dedicated to the 
God Apsu and the other section, to the Goddess Annunit, showing that the Anunnaki belief system 
incorporated both the creative energies of the goddess and the life-sustaining force of the sun god.



As his shuttle flew over the spaceport, Adad noticed that the base also, comprised two sections - 
commercial and military. The business side, abuzz with activity, thrived as workers handled cargoes 
and equipment, bound for either Nibiru or Lahmu. Other baggage, having arrived from either 
location, got unloaded for use on Ki. 

The cargo shuttles, once loaded, carried their freights to the large merchant ships, waiting for them 
in the sky. The military wing, far less frenetic, had personnel working on the vast ‘shiny birds’ the 
star ships and interceptors after which the city got named. 

As soon as Adad stepped from his craft, the Commander of the Ki Igigi division introduced himself 
and took his charge to the briefing hall to meet his squadron.

By raiding and looting merchant ships along the way, Kumarbi and his crew were able to complete 
their flight to Skaga. Many Sars before, Skaga, a former mining colony, went bankrupt, leaving the 
unemployed migrant workers to fend for themselves. Some resorted to space piracy for their 
survival. Others robbed and thieved among themselves in, what amounted to, a lawless society. 

Amid this anarchy a leader of sorts, arose. This leader, Terrill, a minor gangster with big 
aspirations, arrived on Skaga at a time when the ex-miners were most vulnerable. With very little 
food, hardly any money and no motivation, Terrill's vision for Skaga, became their only hope for 
the future. He lent them currency for supplies, set up shelters for the homeless, and protected their 
livelihoods with his security forces. 

The migrants on Skaga welcomed all this, with many hailing the anonymous Terrill as their 
Saviour. Little did they know that with every 'seemingly' compassionate gesture he controlled them 
more and more. 

Eventually, the former mining colony became a dictatorship under his iron rule. Lent monies 
became overdue debts. Rented homes became overpriced run-down slums, and the security forces 
became a finely orchestrated protection racket.

Kumarbi, having been to Skaga before, knew the deal. He had to bargain for supplies of life-
sustaining basics - food, water, fuel etc. It had not been a pleasant experience. Now he intended 
going back. Kumarbi and his Igigi crew, being, as they were, a good head and shoulders taller than 
most Skagans, looked like giants to the migrants, most of whom felt intimidated by the Homosaurs. 

But not Terrill. He had the homosaur prince brought before him. Knowing, through his spy 
network, of the Nibiruan’s royal lineage he looked for an angle to turn it to his advantage. The 
dictator interrogated him about Nibiru and showed great interest in the stories of imperial rivalry. 

Then, with no warning and no reason given, Terrill. had forced Kumarbi and his crew to leave 
Skaga, never to return. When Etah asked the Prince about his experiences in the mining colony, he 
omitted to tell him about that.

Skaga space base lacked many things: efficiency, order and flight control rules. Space traffic 
seemed to arrive and depart as the crews of the ships pleased. So nobody challenged Etah’s craft 
when he landed it at, what on Skaga, passed for a rocket port. 

First impressions suggested they had landed in a spaceship junk yard. Most of the dozen or so 
rocket ships scattered around were unknown to Etah. He did recognise two ‘Astro-Orbiters’, which 
brought back old memories. 

He had flown them in the early days of his career, when the ‘AOs’, as the Igigi knew them, were the 
standard interplanetary transportation. Some of the spacecraft in the vast parking area looked as 
though they would be lucky to get off the ground.

Turning to the Prince, he said, “Well, your Lordship, we have arrived, but to do what, exactly?”



Kumarbi grinned, “To recruit astronauts for our cause.”

“Do you expect me to recruit them so they can fly in those old crates?” Etah, queried, bemused by 
the proposition indicated the old, battered spacecraft that cluttered the rocket port.

“Relax Commander. I know what I am doing.”

Etah sincerely doubted it but said nothing. He began to think he was mad to get involved with the 
reckless royal.

Kumarbi said, “Get me the strongest and fittest crew member to come with me. The rest of you will 
stay with the ship until I return.”

Etah protested, “Your Lordship I do not think that is a good idea.”

The prince rebutted, “I know these migrants, and I know what I am doing. All you have to do is 
follow my orders.”

Kumarbi’s contact, a businessperson, he had traded with before, Shammu, showed apprehension 
dealing with the Nibiruan. 

Flanked by three of his henchmen, Shammu, a black marketeer, listened with suspicion, as Kumarbi 
outlined his preliminary plan.

At length, Shammu, who like all Aktaans, made strange wheezing, clicking noises, when he spoke, 
said, “You want us to come with you to Ki. What is in it for us?”

“Once we conquer Ki there are riches there beyond your imaginings that are only guarded by a 
single star base. Destroy that, and the planet is ours.”

“And I only have your word for this?”

“As a prince of the Royal House of Alalu, you have my word.”

Shammu gave a high-pitched laugh. He then glanced at his bodyguards, and they laughed.  He 
sneered, “A prince! You are a deposed prince. A disgrace to the Royal House of Alalu.” 

Kumarbi, wanting to wipe the deprecating smile off the thug's face, gritted his teeth. “I still have 
some influence.”

Looking straight at Kumarbi, Shammu retorted, “Don't take me for a fool. You are a renegade 
Prince without a home! Shall I continue?”

Kumarbi, stunned at the crook's information gathering, asked, “Who has been telling you these 
things?”

“Once Terrill. knew you were no longer any use to him, he had you thrown out. If he gets to know 
you are here again, he'll have you killed.”

Although Itcha, Kumarbi’s intimidating looking sidekick, could not comprehend the Aktaan tongue, 
he sensed that the meeting would go wrong.

Shammu rubbed one of his large pointed ears. “It could be a signal?” Itcha thought, ready. One of 
the guards made a move, as if to reach inside his jacket. Itcha, quickly reacted, ray gun in hand, 
safety off, aimed at the guard.

Shammu put up his six-digit hand, saying, “Whoa!  Your heavy is jumpy, Kumarbi!”

“Your Lordship, he reached for a weapon,” Itcha explained, his gun still trained on the guard.



The guard withdrew what he reached for -  a communication device that made a pulsing sound. He 
handed it to his boss. 

He said yes and nodded a few times. Then, turning to Kumarbi, he said, “News does travel fast. 
Terrill. knows you are here. I have to go and speak with him.”

Kumarbi stayed Itcha’s clawed trigger finger. “It’s okay. Shammu is a business Aktaan, not a 
killer.”

Shammu grinned, his thin lips spreading across his broad face. “Then let us do business, my 
princely friend. I have to take the good news to Terrill., - to keep you alive.”

“We need a squadron of the best craft you have here.”

“What’s the deal?”

“Once we have control of Ki, there will be new mining territories for everybody.”

“Terrill. will want his share.”

“Of course, I will have to work that out with him.”

“Oh, there is no need for you to trouble yourself. Make yourselves at home. We will work out the 
details.”

“What's that all about?” Itcha asked as the Nibiruan mingled with an assortment of alien workers in 
Shammu’s club.

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll have Terrill. eating out of my claws.”

“My Lord, if I'm to protect you from these ruffians, I need to know the score.”

“Very well, these are desperate creatures, willing to cut one another’s throats to survive. Terrill. 
keeps everything in some measure of order. Without him, it would be chaos and anarchy. Terrill. 
keeps the peace, and everyone pays him for the privilege.”

“So you have to pay Terrill. as well. But for what?”

“Letting us leave here alive, hopefully.”

“Our Igigi force with its superior weapons could easily deal with these primitives.”

“These primitives, as you call them, are our Key to beating Enlil. Do not forget that.

“No, I will not, my Lord.”

“So they thought they could land here without me knowing about it,” Terrill. growled, as he 
interrogated the hapless Shammu.”

“Well, their ship does stand out, Terrill.,” the black marketer pointed out.

Terrill., not at all amused, thumped his desk, scattering all and sundry. “I told him what would 
happen if he came back here.”

“He could be useful to us.”

“In what way could he be useful?”

“Have you heard of a planet called Ki?”



“What about it?’

“He says it has riches beyond measure. He has come here for our help, to take it by force.”

“So we just fly in and help ourselves?”

“There may be some resistance, but with our fleet, it shouldn’t be a problem.”

“Terrill. thought it over. At length, he asked, “Do you trust him?”

“He risked his life coming here. That’s got to count for something.”

Terrill. pondered the proposition. He decided, “You will fly and be part of this invasion force.”

Shammu didn't like the idea. “As much as I would like to be part of the expedition, I'm much too 
busy, to go off to have fun.”

Terrill. scowled at the black marketeer. “You misunderstand me. It's not an invitation, Shammu. It's 
an order.”

Shammu, wanting no involvement in the invasion, responded, “And if I refuse?”

The boss stared at him. “You do not want to ask questions like that. Now my cut will be fifty 
percent of everything you find there.”

“Fifty percent of the booty is a huge share.”

“Do you have a problem with that, Shammu?”

“Not I, but Prince Kumarbi may have something to say about it.”

“Your Prince Kumarbi is nobody without our help. He's in no position to make the rules.”

Kumarbi and Itcha felt uneasy waiting in the club. Terrill. had spies everywhere, but the Nibiruan 
had no idea who they were. It seemed as though Shammu was taking forever. Itcha became 
agitated. “We have to get back to the others, my Lord.”

“Shammu said to stay here, so that is what we are doing.”

“I don’t trust him. You should have been at that meeting.”

“Let’s just see what he has to say. Now relax. Have another drink.”

A little later Shammu and two of his guards arrived at the club. He ushered Kumarbi into his office, 
and said, “Now you and I talk.”

Itcha tried to get in, but Shammu waved him back outside, saying, “This is private.”

The Igigi warrior resisted, but Kumarbi said, “It’s okay, just wait outside.” 

“Now we can have some privacy,” Shammu smiled. “The good news is that Terrill. likes the idea.”

“And, what is the bad news?”

“This is how it is going to go. We will provide twelve armed ships and crews. I will be flying with 
you, on your craft.”

“It sounds acceptable, so far.”

I will have two of my guards with me. You will leave three of your Nibiruans here, as insurance.”

“What do you mean by insurance?”



“Who knows what plans you may have cooked up for us?”

“All I want to do is take my revenge on the Commander of Ki.”

“Terrill. gets fifty percent of the spoils.”

Kumarbi's eyes widened. “What? No that’s unacceptable!”

Shammu  laughed, “You and I know you are in no position to bargain, Kumarbi. That’s the only 
deal you are going to get.”

“Then I will leave this hell hole and find help elsewhere.”

“Refuse the deal, and you and your crew are not going anywhere.”

Kumarbi had to make the best out of a bad deal and go along with Terrill's terms. Although, he did 
manage to persuade the dictator to let all his crew go with him. The dictator had only agreed when 
Kumarbi accepted his new terms. Now he had five of his gangsters on the Shamash as well. Etah 
and the crew were not at all happy with the arrangements. They had lost complete faith in 
Kumarbi’s leadership, especially as he seemed to be a puppet, controlled by Shammu. The black 
marketer strolled around the ship, as though he owned it. 

Kumarbi loathed having to defer authority to the smelly, low-born Shammu, but he had no choice in 
the matter. The mission would be a test of the survival of the fittest generally and for him 
personally. Kumarbi had to play his cards just right. Shammu had been useful in this respect. He 
had been busy seeking out reinforcements for the coming battle. 

He scouted Skaga to find mercenary space crews willing to throw their lot in with him for a share of 
the precious metals on Ki, once they were victorious. He eventually put together a squadron of 
various spacecraft, all armed and ready to do battle. 

Shammu knew discipline among his motley crew of renegade pilots wasn't going to be easy. But by 
showing them he had Terrill's authority, he made it entirely clear that he was in charge.

Distrustful of  Kumarbi's strategy. Etah hatched a plan of his own to which only he and a handful of 
trusted Igigi officers were privy. Having lost faith in Kumarbi, he did not even inform him. He did 
not agree with attacking Ki’s gold processing plant in Badtibira. He voiced his concern with 
Kumarbi, but the prince did not care. 

Although he knew that attacking Eden's gold production would lead to further destabilisation of 
Nibiru’s atmosphere, Kumarbi stayed determined to destroy the city. He believed King Anu's 
treatment of him unjust and felt no great love for his home planet. In his mind, he felt vindicated in 
taking such an action.

Chapter 35

At Sippar, Adad and his squadron were in readiness for an attack. The Interceptors were fuelled, 
armed, and ready to fly. Ever since the King’s warning about the Kumarbi threat to Ki, Sippar Star 
Command had been on high alert. The waiting proved tedious though, and Adad wondered if the 
attack would ever take place. If it did, how could Kumarbi attack with only one Shamash? 

Adad reasoned that to get a bigger force, Kumarbi would have to recruit mercenary pirates and cut-
throats, undisciplined astronauts easy to beat. Besides the ever-vigilant Igigi aloft provided an early 
warning eye-in-the-sky.



Ninurta, Adad’s older brother, had flown in from Nibiru to help him. Following his father’s 
example, Ninurta became an Igigi Commander, specialised in training astronauts. Upon his arrival 
at ‘Sippar Star Base’, Ninurta went straight to his brother’s office. Adad, surprised to see his 
sibling, asked, “Why have you been sent here?”

Ninurta laughed, saying, “After all these Sars we have not seen each other that is some greeting.”

They embraced warmly. Then Adad asked, “So, why are you here?’

“I'm here to train your astronauts for you, brother.”

Adad looked at his brother with suspicion. “It was father’s idea, wasn’t it?”

“That’s why father had me come here.”

Adad showing concern, responded, “As long as you know that I command this mission, I’m sure we 
can work together.”

“Of course little brother,” Ninurta answered. He became involved, at Enlil's behest, to watch the 
back of his inexperienced brother, but he would never tell his brother.

“That’s fine then. I will have you shown to the training area.”

As Ninurta turned to go, he reinforced, “I’m just here to help you, that’s all. I will be away for a 
short while though.”

“Oh, why is that?”

“I’m taking a shuttle to Shuruppak, to see my mother.”

“What about father? Are you going to visit him as well?”

“It’s my mother I need to see.”

Shuruppak, the healing centre of EdIn, had proliferated over the Sars. The Bit-Mursu, for which the 
city existed, much larger than the one Ninkhursag had directed in Eridu, took the prime position. 

Apart from training the nurses to care for the patients, Ninkhursag also ran the Bit-Mudutu (the 
house of knowledge) where scientists undertook new medical research. 

The hairy ones, some of which now ventured close to the city, had increasingly fascinated her. She 
wondered if it would be possible to make use of them, by teaching them how to carry out some 
essential menial tasks.

Ninkhursag sat pondering this very question when she got a pleasant surprise. There, in the 
doorway of her office, stood her long-lost son, Ninurta. She couldn't believe her eyes. He was all 
grown up, standing before her in his Igigi Commander’s uniform. 

Although he had not introduced himself and she had never seen him as an adult, she knew she stood 
looking at her long-lost son. “My son!” she cried as she clutched him to her, in a trembling 
embrace. “My beautiful son, how I have prayed for this moment,” she said, tearfully.

Ninurta stepped back, puzzlement showing on his face. He said, “Then why did you not come to see 
me all these Sars?”

“Because I did not know where you were, and your father would not tell me.”

“That doesn’t make sense mother. Why would my father keep you from seeing me?”

“I know it sounds strange Ninurta, but your father plays power games. He kept promising me he 
would bring you here, but he never did.”



He took a step back. “I don’t believe this, mother. Father told me himself that you were ashamed of 
me, which is why you had me adopted.”

Ninkhursag, hurt and stunned by what he said, replied, “That is a total lie Ninurta. King Anu had 
you taken from me because I wasn't married to Enlil. How could I ever be ashamed of you, when I 
love you so much? It pains me deeply to hear you say such things.”

Slowly shaking his head, Ninurta, even more, confused about his feelings for his mother than before 
he saw her, at length, said, “I don’t know what to believe any more. I came here to find you, to 
confront you.”

“If you don’t believe me, Ninurta, beam your uncle Enki and ask him. He knows how much I have 
wanted to find out where your father kept you.”

Ninurta softened a little. He said, “Okay, I will, but right now I’m hungry.”

“Perhaps we can eat together. There is so much I need to know about your life.”

Larak, the beacon city, which mainly functioned as a guiding light for spacecraft, also served as the 
communications centre for monitoring incoming and outgoing rockets and shuttles. 

For the screen watchers and information providers, who worked in the observation tower, 
everything seems to be as usual. Then one of the personnel picked up some unusual blips on his 
watcher screen. “I’ve got something odd here, sir,” the observer stated, summoning a senior officer 
to his position.

“What have you got there?” the radar officer asked,” peering over his subordinates shoulder.

“Around a dozen unidentified incoming craft, I would say, sir.”

“Are they from Nibiru?”

“No, sir. The codes don’t match.”

“What about Lahmu?”

“No sir, I’ve checked.”

“Then we have to assume they are hostile. You’d better inform Sippar Space Command.”

Ninurta and his mother were enjoying their lunch together, the first proper meal they had ever 
shared. At her prompting, he had regaled her with some of his early life stories. After swapping 
various life dramas, Ninkhursag asked, “Have you contacted your uncle yet?”

“Yes mother, I spoke to him a short while ago.”

“What did he say?”

“Mother, you know very well what he said; otherwise you would not have directed me to him,” 
Ninurta chuckled. He added, “He sends you his love.”

Ninkhursag smiled. For her, the reunion with her son, after such a long absence, filled her with 
immense joy.

Ninurta said, “I will confront father about his lies and cruelty towards both of us.”

“Yes, you must, but not right now. What with this odd threat by Kumarbi, your father has enough to 
think about at present.”

One of the food serving staff broke into their conversation. “Sorry to interrupt your meal, director, 
but I have an urgent message for Commander Ninurta.”



“What message?” the Igigi officer asked, realising it could only mean one thing.

“It says you are to return to Sippar immediately.”

“Thank you,” Ninurta replied. Jumping up, he said, “I’m sorry mother but I must go.”

Reaching for his arm, she said, “Oh Ninurta, you’re not involved in this terrible space battle, are 
you?”

“I have to watch junior’s back. It's Father’s idea.”

“But we have only just ...”

“I know, mother. I will contact you once we get this Kumarbi affair sorted.”

With tears in her eyes, Ninkhursag uttered, “Stay safe my beautiful son.”

“This is it. This battle is what we've all been training for.” Adad announced, standing in front of his 
Interceptor flight crews, who waited in anticipation of protecting their world. 

He continued, “This is the first time, since our colonisation of Ki thousands of Sars ago, hostile 
forces have openly threatened our world. It's our job to protect this world from its enemies. I am 
proud to serve with you all. Fly well and aim true for today we make history.”

A huge cheer went up.

Adad asked, “Are you ready to do your duty?”

“Yes sir,” the astronauts chorused, rising to their feet. They then headed out of the briefing hall, to 
their respective Interceptors, each of which had a crew of two.

As Adad secured himself in the pilot’s seat and donned his ‘thought control’ helmet, he wondered 
what had happened to Ninurta. It looked as though he would be missing the show after all. 

With all pre-flight checks carried out, the streamlined jet discs lifted off. The whining noise of the 
gleaming flying discs intensified as the vertical thrusters fired. Then the interceptor squadron rose 
as one, into the blue sky over Sippar.

Unlike Adad’s defence squadron, which had well-trained and disciplined astronauts, Etah's attack 
force, primarily made up of undisciplined individuals, had no idea of teamwork. Whereas Ki Star 
Command used the latest fighters, Etah's ships were mostly old Junkers in which the Igigi wouldn't 
be seen dead. 

Apart from the stolen lead Shamash, Kumarbi had taken from Lahmu, the array of much older 
spacecraft, constituted his fighting force as they headed towards Ki. 

Kumarbi had to accept that the only thing making his renegade astronauts into anything like a 
cohesive band was 'greed' their only motive for helping him in the first place. The main thing in 
their favour, however, is that, unlike Adad’s raw recruits, who had never seen action before, 
Kumarbi’s mercenary force comprised hardened veterans, who had fought many campaigns over 
the Sars.

Shammu ordered. “Pilot, position yourself so that this ship is in the lead.”

“Are they your orders, Commander?” the disgruntled pilot asked.

Etah saw Shammu’s eyes staring daggers at him, He answered, “Yes, take the lead.”

The communications officer then announced. “Sir, we will very soon be entering Ki’s atmosphere.”



“Very well, start slowing procedures, and be on the alert. We will soon sight the Igigi Interceptors if 
they are waiting for us.”

This announcement, the coded signal for Etah to make his move, had him spring into action. He 
only had one chance, and there could be no mistakes. Etah pulled out his ray gun and pointed it at 
Shammu’s head.

Shammu, completely taken by surprise, yelled out, “GUARDS, KILL THEM!”

Almost instantly, the Igigi officers drew their weapons, levelling them at the two Aktaan enforcers. 
“Move over there, with your boss,” one of the officers ordered.

“You won’t get away with this. Terrill will hunt you down and kill you.”

Etah said, “You, Shammu, will not be around to find out unless you do as I say. Now call Terrill's 
thugs and get them to come to the flight deck.”

Shammu remained silent. A stand-off ensued for a few moments.

Etah said, “You think I’m bluffing, don’t you.” He signalled one of his guards, who fired a quick 
burst of pulsed energy at one of the gangsters. The thug fell to the floor, dead.

Pushing the muzzle of his pistol hard against the side of Shammu’s head, Etah said, “Well, do you 
want to die too?”

Shammu, shaken by what he had just witnessed, took out his communicator and made the call.

Soon, the Commander had the seven Skagans firmly under lock and key, with armed guards outside 
their makeshift cell. Etah now had full control of his ship. 

When Kumarbi found out about the power shift that had taken place in his absence, overjoyed, he 
said, “Well done Etah. Now I, Prince Kumarbi, can resume my dominant role.”

“Once we have control of Ki, my Lord. However, for the battle, I will take command.”

Kumarbi, incensed, exploded,  “How dare you override my orders? I will have you removed for 
insubordination.”

Having no time to deal with the upstart prince, the Commander replied, “If we are to have any 
chance of winning this crazy war you have instigated I am the best one to lead this mission.”

“What do you mean?”

“Your decisions tend to have disastrous results. Either you let me do this or I will have to arrest you 
and confine you to quarters.”

Kumarbi couldn't believe his ears. Etah was threatening a Prince of the realm. “Arrest Etah,” he 
ordered.

Etah had enough to do. Gesturing, with a sweep of his claw, he said, “Take him away and keep him 
safe. We have important work to do.”

Waiting above the Shamashes turned out to be hell for Adad, who longed for the action to start. 
“Any sign of them yet?” he asked Star Base communications, his nervous tension mounting.

“Not yet, your Lordship. They have entered our atmosphere though.”

“Right, beam me through to all craft.”

With the connection made Commander Adad voiced, “Action stations. They will be in our sights 
very shortly.”



The usual tranquillity in the blue skies above Ki changed very rapidly. One minute all was peaceful 
immediately above the planet. Then the battle erupted. Kumarbi’s forces, being above Adad’s 
squadron, had the initial advantage. 

Spotting the Interceptors on his radar, Etah gave the order to launch missiles. Soon, his rag-tag 
bunch of space misfits followed his lead, and all manner of lethal projectiles sped towards the Igigi’ 
squadron.

Picking up the thermal indication on his instrument panel, Adad knew the battle had finally begun. 
“Take evasive action now, incoming missiles,” Adad barked through his intercom. Then, to his 
navigator, “Okay, let’s show them what we’re made of.”

As soon as the missiles appeared on their radar screens, the Interceptors peeled off, in pairs, from 
their cluster formation, making themselves more difficult as targets. Owing to the Interceptor’s 
flexible manoeuvrability, most of the initial battery of missiles, coming their way, could be easily 
deflected. However, homing projectiles that that locked on to the heat signature of their targets were 
much harder to shake off. 

Although each Igigi Interceptor had its protective force field, it could only deflect small calibre 
missiles. Therefore, as soon as a hostile craft locked onto it, the Igigi pilot’s partner tried to confuse 
the weapon by using its thermal signature as its calling card instead. 

For an Igigi pilot to attract a homing in missile to itself in such a fashion proved a very dangerous 
manoeuvre and could only be executed by the most experienced flyers. When it paid off, the heat-
seeking projectile became so confused, its programming malfunctioned. In most incidents of this 
kind, if it is not able to shake off its lethal prey, the decoy craft ends up hit by the missile instead.

Soon the battle for Ki raged thoroughly and, with a couple of kills to their credit, the Interceptors 
were taking the upper hand. It seemed to Etah that his mercenary force floundered in chaos, with 
each spacecraft taking its form of action. 

Just then, a near miss rocked his Shamash. As he righted his craft, the Commander wondered what 
kind of hellish situation Kumarbi had gotten him into this time.

As targets, the Interceptor's uniformity made them more accessible to sight, but their 
manoeuvrability made them more difficult to hit. The interceptors buzzed around the bigger ships, 
firing at them, but sometimes-taking hits themselves. Adad saw one ship from his squadron explode 
not far away. 

The devastating sight before his eyes shocked him to the core as the craft spun out of control before 
erupting into a fireball, as its inboard nuclear reactor exploded. He flew his aircraft into the fray, 
worrying one of the more prominent space cruisers, dodging its ray pods that lanced out from its 
sides. 

Then, cleverly, Adad managed to get his Interceptor to fly up under the cruiser’s vulnerable 
underbelly, at which point he fired his lethal ray. He saw the metallic hull turn red hot, then explode 
massively. “That’s one that won’t attack Ki,” he proudly boasted, as the rocket ship disintegrated in 
space.

While the aerial dogfight raged above the planet, Kumarbi’s ship and four others broke through the 
Igigi formation and flew onwards toward EdIn. 

“Now for our revenge you Enlilites,” Etah shouted, his fist raised threateningly. He spoke to the 
Captains of the other ships, “This is it. Follow me in. We are going to hit Sippar first.”

Adad, who saw Kumarbi’s Shamash and four other ships break through the Interceptors line of 
defence, alerted Sippar Space Command about the imminent threat to Ki. 



A scramble alert got broadcast to the Essuru crews, Ki’s last line of defence. Ninurta, who had 
arrived at the base, quickly apprised of the situation, sprang into action. He instantly donned an 
astronaut uniform and took command of the crews of the three Firebird fighters that were ready for 
take-off. As Ninurta’s defence force blasted off, Space Command ordered that all personnel go to 
cover as the Base’s force field was activated.

Etah knew that they would have only one shot at destroying Sippar Star Base before the Igigi 
defence system retaliated. Therefore, his tactics were to hit and run, to do what damage they could 
in the first and only pass, before heading off to their next target, Badtibira and its gold processing 
plant. 

He gave his orders. “Go for the freighters first, then the Star Base,” he yelled through his intercom. 
Thinking the dictates came from Shammu, the mercenary skippers heeded his directives. 

Following his orders, the raiders zoomed in low over the Gulf, then, guided by Etah’s lead, they all 
homed in on Sippar and its cargo terminal.

As they zoomed in over the city, two of Etah’s missiles streaked towards their target. The first one, 
deflected by the base force field, landed with its deadly payload in a populated part of the city 
instead. Mud brick buildings exploded, disintegrating as dust, as the weapon demonstrated its lethal 
effect. 

The second missile managed to penetrate the defensive energy grid and hit two closely spaced 
unattended freight shuttles, laden with the powder of gold, and other items, bound for Nibiru. They 
and their precious cargo instantly disappeared in huge fireballs, as did the close by fuel depot. Mud 
brick buildings turned to fiery dust, and huge craters erupted as massive explosions gouged the 
ground.

Ninurta spotted the raiding party as they turned their attention and their weapons on the Space 
Command Platform. Taking off after them in hot pursuit the Fire birds, which were faster than the 
raiders, headed the enemy off after their first pass. 

The three fighters homed in and fired on the invaders, hitting two of the space cruisers with their 
first volleys. The first rocket ship, an older model, took the ray burst hit amidships, immediately 
crippling it, causing it to crash-land on the city. The second one, although not so severely damaged, 
had to leave the field of battle.

Of the three attack craft that got through, only Kumarbi’s Shamash circled to make a second pass at 
the base. In a plan that Etah had to make up as he went along, he decided to chance a second run. 

The Shamash homed in on and fired two bursts of death ray at the platform, severely damaging it, 
as the launch pad, partially crumbled and collapsed. 

This manoeuvre proved to be a wrong decision on Etah’s part. Ninurta picked out and targeted 
Kumarbi’s ship, lancing it with his powerful ray. Only Etah’s skill and fast evasive action saved the 
Shamash from being vaporised but did not stop it from being hit. 

The craft suffered severe damage to its steering, effectively putting it out of active service. Etah, 
realising this, withdrew from the fight and headed off back into the sky, following an erratic, shaky 
course. 

With the immediate threat to Ki over, Ninurta ordered his crews back to base. Luckily, for them, 
enough of the platform remained intact for them to land. As the Igigi pilots disembarked from their 
flying machines, Ninurta addressed them, saying, “If  Kumarbi managed to escape I don’t think he 
will be troubling us any more. Well done fellow Anunnaki for we have won the battle for Ki and 
saved EdIn from the invaders.”



Although the primary target in Sippar had been the Star Base, which had sustained considerable 
damage, the attack reduced many homes to rubble, and the temple had taken a hit. Forty-two 
Anunnaki had perished during the attack, and another fifty-five were being shuttled to Shuruppak to 
have their injuries treated. 

For the citizens of Sippar, it had been a horrendous experience. Uninformed about Kumarbi's attack, 
the terrifying raid took them entirely by surprise. 

The Igigi Command had not informed the local populace because they thought the attack would be 
contained in the skies. They had no idea the marauders would breakthrough and do such terrible 
damage to EdIn itself. Enlil arrived in the war-torn city shortly after the raid. He felt relieved that 
the loss was not as severe as he had expected, but he was mostly comforted knowing his brave sons 
were safe and well.

A tribe of the hairy bipeds not far from Sippar when the alien attack occurred, saw the Sky God was 
very angry, and they cowered in the jungle, waiting for his wrath to pass. The did not know much, 
beyond attending to their survival needs, but they had learned that when the Sky God speaks, they 
listen and when he throws bolts of light around, that cause fires, they stay well clear. 

However, they had never seen the Sky God that angry before. He had never thrown massive shiny 
rocks that spat fire at them. He had never destroyed their caves with bolts of light. They thought he 
must have been very, very angry with the people from the sky.

Kumarbi’s star ship somehow managed to escape in the melee, but much of the damage it sustained 
made it dangerous to fly. With the auto-thought piloting technology destroyed, the ship did not 
respond at all well to manual override. 

This severe damage caused the Shamash's pilot great difficulty in keeping his craft on course. 
Kumarbi, livid at the way Etah had treated him, threatened Etah with all kinds of punishments for 
taking over the ship. “You are responsible for the failure of this mission, Etah. I will have you 
court-martial led for your actions.”

Etah replied, “My Lord The battle was a disaster waiting to happen from the start. We are lucky to 
get away with our lives. Now, if you don’t mind, I have a badly damaged star ship to fly.”

“Not any more Etah. As of now, I'm relieving you of your command.” Kumarbi then summoned 
two of the Igigi crew, ordering, “Arrest this traitor and put him under arms.”

The two astronauts, not knowing what to do, stood their ground.

“Are you disobeying my orders too?”

Etah sighed. Turning to the prince, he said, “You just don’t get it, do you. It's over Kumarbi. You 
are on your own, on a crippled star ship with a crew who have no respect for your incompetent 
behaviour. You are the prince of nothing. You no longer have any power here.”

Kumarbi, crestfallen, stood staring at Etah, his mouth open but not saying a word. Then he slunk 
away to hide somewhere in the ship.

The crew cheered, but Etah stilled them. He explained, “I said what I had to say because it had to be 
told, although I took no pleasure in it. Now, let us all focus on the job at hand, namely to get this 
crippled heap to a safe landing place.

An Igigi officer, who had been carrying out a damages assessment on the Shamash, anxiously 
approached Commander Etah. Shaking his head, he stated, “It’s not looking good sir.”

“What is the extent of the damage?”



“Sir, the steering gyroscopes are beyond repair, but our worst problem is a radiation leak from the 
power plant.”

Etah stared at him, wide-eyed. “A leak, how bad is it?”

“It appears to be a serious leak, sir.”

“Can it be contained?”

“If the power plant is sealed off from the rest of the ship, I believe so.”

“Then take who you need and seal the power plant. Make sure nobody else goes near it.”

“Yes sir, but we need to check the extent of the damage to the cooling system first.”

“Okay, send a team in.”

“If we do that some of the radiation will leak into the ship.”

“What alternative do we have?”

“None I can think of sir.”

“Then do what you have to do.”

A team of three suited up and entered the nuclear power plant. The ray that had caused the jagged 
burned hole in the shell of the Shamash had also done some internal damage. 

Not only had it ruptured one of the power cells, but it had also made a gash in the coolant tank of 
the reactor itself. The temperature in the compartment was rapidly rising, and the warning dials 
were reading danger.

“Quickly, bring water here NOW!” the leader of the maintenance crew shouted. He knew that if the 
cells overheated, the power plant would go into meltdown and they would all end up as space dust. 

One of the maintenance team had to keep topping up the water tanks, rapidly depleting the water 
reserves needed to keep the engines at the right temperature.

“So, it’s a choice between being blown apart or having our engines seize up on us. Either way, 
we’re finished,” Etah stated, fearfully.

“Perhaps we could find somewhere to land that has water,” the navigator suggested.

“What is the nearest planet?”

“Lahmu is the nearest planet, sir. Owing to the canal work, Marduk has been doing there the 
Lahmuans have huge reserves of water.”

Turning to the pilot, Etah asked, “Can you steer us there.”

“We can only try, Sir.”

Lahmu’s space defence systems were much more fundamental than those on Ki. This insecurity 
made it possible for rocket ships to land on the planet undetected. Etah sought out Kumarbi and 
said, “We are attempting to land on Lahmu. Where do you suggest we land?”

“Oh, so now you want my help,” Kumarbi retorted, childishly.

“Etah, in no mood for the prince’s games, demanded, “Tell us Kumarbi, or we all perish!”

Kumarbi grunted, “Let me beam Anzu. He will help us.”



Anzu, pleasantly surprised to hear from Alalu’s grandson again, asked, “Where are you?” 

Etah took over. He explained, “Commander Etah here. We are approaching Lahmu, but we have a 
few problems with the ship.”

“What sort of problems?”

“We need to land, to take on water immediately.”

“That could be difficult. Marduk has issued an order for us to kill you all on sight.”

“We have to take that chance. If we don’t land, we are all dead anyway!”

“The damage is that bad, is it?”

“If we don’t land and take on water the inboard nuclear plant is going into meltdown!”

“You cannot land here Etah. To do so would put us all at risk.”

“What else can I do, Anzu?”

The veteran astronaut wracked his brains, trying to come up with a quick solution. Then an idea 
occurred to him. “Are you still there Etah?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Do you still have control of your craft?”

“Not much longer. We also need water to cool our engines.”

“Cut your engines and give me your exact coordinates.”

“But if we cut our ...”

“I will send a shuttle for you and your crew. You will have to abandon ship,” Anzu responded, with 
no time for argument.

“Yes, that could work, but please hurry!”

Anzu knew the risk he took could land him in a lot of trouble. Launching an unauthorised mission 
to save Kumarbi and his crew was risking much more than just his freedom. Execution had nearly 
been Anzu's fate, once Marduk found out about the missing workforce. 

Enki’s son was only appeased once Anzu swore he would not help Kumarbi again. Now here he 
was, going against his word, to rescue Alalu’s errant grandson once more. Still, he could not leave 
them to vaporise in a nuclear explosion, and he could not take the risk of letting them land.

In all the excitement Etah had forgotten entirely about the Skagans in the lock-up until the first 
officer brought the issue to his notice. “What are we going to do with our prisoners?” he asked.

“Oh! I had completely forgotten about them,” Etah admitted. 

“Perhaps that would be the best thing,” the officer said. “We cannot take them with us.” 

“Do you mean we have to leave them to die?” Etah asked, horrified.

“What else can we do sir? Besides nobody would know, and it would solve a problem.”

“I would know, and it would not solve a problem for my conscience.”

“I know it’s a difficult decision sir, but you have to make it. The shuttle could be here any time, and 
we have to …”



“Take me to them now!” Etah interrupted.

As the Commander walked off the bridge, the navigator called him to his console.

Etah could not ignore it. He responded to the call. The navigator sweated profusely as the tell-tale 
radiation indicator needle moved dangerously into the red zone. “The situation is becoming critical 
sir. If that shuttle doesn’t get here very soon, we’re all finished.”

Now Etah had to deal with other priorities. He ordered, “Okay, get everybody away from the power 
plant and seal it off.”

“It’s not going to make much difference if Anzu does not get here very soon” the Captain pointed 
out.

“…I’ve got the shuttle in view!” the navigator interrupted.

“Thank the gods; Anzu has saved us!” Etah praised, hugely relieved.

With everybody, bar the hapless Skagans, rescued from the stricken Shamash, the shuttle shot away 
as fast as it was able, towards Lahmu, leaving the exploding star ship far behind. The massive 
fireball that erupted when the nuclear power plant exploded created shock waves that blasted out 
into the vastness of space. 

The shuttle pilot struggled massively with his controls, as the violent wave front buffeted the small 
craft. By accelerating to maximum velocity, the shuttle was able to ride out the shock waves. Once 
they were out of danger, the pilot beamed Anzu that everybody was safe and they were on their way 
home. 

“I never thought I would be back on Lahmu,” Kumarbi moaned to the navigator.

“If Anzu has me back I will never complain about the work again,” the navigator responded.

Etah had not heard the exchange.  He battled with his conscience. Deep down he knew there was 
nothing he could have done to save the Skagans.

Kumarbi had other things on his mind. He knew that it would not be that simple for him. He was an 
outlaw threatened with execution. His only hope was that Anzu could somehow help him. Kumarbi 
silently prayed for his safety as the shuttle approached Anzu’s base.

Anzu waited near the launch pad to greet the survivors, especially Alalu’s grandson. He knew that 
reuniting with Kumarbi spelled trouble for him, but he could not help liking the misfit, prince. 
“Welcome back,” he smiled, embracing the royal outcast. He then whisked him away from the 
others. 

Once they were able to talk in private, Anzu said, “It is dangerous for you to be here. I am sure that 
Marduk has spies planted.”

Kumarbi answered, “Yes, and Etah could be one of them.”

“What on Lahmu are you talking about?”

“He had me arrested on my ship. Then he took over, and the attack on Ki was a disaster.”

“I see. I will talk with the commander.”

“Talk with him! He is a traitor, and you should have him executed.”

“I have to hear what he has to say before I make any judgement. Now, more to the point, what are 
we going to do about you?”



“I was hoping you might have some idea.”

“If Marduk knows you are back, we are both finished.”

“So, do you have any suggestions, Anzu?”

“You have to change your identity.”

“Are you suggesting I become somebody else?”

“That’s what it means, yes. Take on another identity and forget your old life.”

“Is that possible Anzu? How would I get hold of another identity?”

“I have been working on that while you were flying here. You are now my grandson, and your 
name is Zu.”

“Zu, why am I to be called Zu?”

“Just trust me on this. I will work out the rest later. To help you blend in here, you will work with 
the builders.”

“I would rather have died on that ship than become one of your slaves!” Kumarbi stated, 
indignantly.

Anzu, putting his own life on the line to buy Kumarbi some time, became very angry. “Very well 
Kumarbi, as you seem to know best, go out there, and do it your way, and see how long you last 
before they find out who you are.”

Sensing he had overstepped the mark, Kumarbi, now Zu, backed down and followed the pilot’s 
advice.

As Zu got up to leave, he said, “There’s one other thing you can ask Etah about.”

“What’s that?”

“Ask him about the eight Skagans that died on board, when our ship blew up.”

Anzu had known Etah for a very long time. He had always known him to be a fair-minded 
commander who always used sound judgement. He couldn't figure why he had acted the way 
Kumarbi described it. He confronted the Commander regarding these issues. 

“Etah answered, simply, “I did what I thought to be best. Kumarbi kept interrupting with 
inappropriate suggestions at a time I had to stay focused, for the sake of our survival."

"What about your prisoners?" 

Etah looked his Igigi comrade in the eye. "I deeply regret the Skagans had to die, but time 
constraints and the criteria condition of the Shamash gave me no choice. I had to put the lives of the 
Prince and my crew first.”

Anzu listened. As an Igigi Commander himself, he knew from experience that sometimes he had to 
make difficult decisions, but the safety of the ship and crew always came first. 

He smiled, saying, “Quite honestly I think you deserve a medal. Kumarbi can be difficult to deal 
with at times. Even I, in your place, would probably have done the same thing as you.”

“Well. What’s done is done.”

“Indeed. Now, Etah, just between you and me, Kumarbi perished in the attack on Ki. He is now my 
grandson, and his name is Zu.”



Chapter 36

Enlil, ‘Lord of the Heavens’, apart from being Commander of Ki, became the keeper of the Tablets 
of Destiny, magical tablets of Power on which was written all that was, all that is and all that will 
be. It stood inside a secret room within a concealed entrance in the gateway of Enlil's palace in the 
mountains near the city of Nippur. The gateway itself, a beauty to behold, its inlaid bricks gleaming 
blue and gold in the mountain sunlight, stunned all who had the opportunity to see it.

Nippur, which means ‘The Earth-Place of Nibiru’, functioned essentially as the Ki mission control 
centre. As such, the city was complete with a Dirga, the Dark, and Glowing Chamber where space 
charts (the emblems of the stars) were displayed, and where the Duranki Bond between Heaven and 
Ki got maintained.

Having spent many Sars on Ki, Enlil, who had the appearance of a mortal man of middle years, one 
in the utter peak of life and contentment, stood tall and proud, his robes glittering with the cloth of 
gold, the fringes rippling gently in the morning breeze. 

The seven city-states reached completion; since Kumarbi’s failed attack on EdIn, peace had been 
restored. The damaged city had been rebuilt and law and order re-established. Another success that 
aided the Lord of the Command’s peace of mind, Enki’s efficient mining operation, which  supplied 
Nibiru with more gold dust than it needed for it atmosphere. 'Right now', he thought, at peace with 
himself and his lot, 'all life, mortal or otherwise is surely, as it should be - everything perfect and in 
its place.'

Enlil then became alert in sudden surprise, frowning slightly, his euphoric state disturbed. First, he 
heard their joyous voices. Then he saw his grandchildren, climbing up his mountainside, his four 
fine young grandsons, and granddaughters, but they were not alone. They had a stranger with them. 
Enlil became concerned, wondering who the stranger could be.

Laughing and chattering with excitement, the youngsters were bringing a stranger up his private 
abode, something he did not approve of.

As the children arrived, “See who we have found!” the eldest boy said, excitedly.

“Who is it?” Enlil asked, never having been comfortable around strangers.

“I am called Zu,” The stranger answered. “Your delightful grandchildren showed my how to find 
you.”

“What do you want with me?” Enlil asked suspiciously.

“Why, to serve you My Lord.”

“Serve me! How do you propose to do that?” Enlil asked, cautiously.

“In any way you please, My Lord.”

Enlil, never having encountered such a proposition from a stranger before, felt most uncomfortable. 
“I have no need of your service. Be gone from this place!”

“Perhaps you are right, my Lord. I shall do your bidding and leave you in peace. But first, let me 
show you something.”

“What do you mean?”

Zu reached inside his simple robes and withdrew a gold seal, on a gold chain, and handed it to Enlil. 
He waited for a response.



Enlil , instantly intrigued,  scrutinised the object carefully.” Is this genuine?” he inquired.

“It is, my Lord.”

Looking the stranger up and down, he said, “How did you come by this?”

“It is rather a long story, My Lord. I would not want to bore you.”

“The Lord of Ki stared in wonder at the object, completely mesmerised by its lustre and design.

“Perhaps Your Lordship would return it to me, that I may be on my way, as you requested,” Zu 
said, to test Enlil’s response.

“Wait here,” Enlil, told him.

“Very well, my Lord,” Zu answered, pleased that his plan had worked.

Trying not to show seeming haste, the lord of the Command on Ki strode off to the gateway. Once 
there, by using the secret code, he went into the great chamber, that held the Tablets of Destiny. As 
he reverently unwrapped each of them from their fine wooden sheathing, the chamber blazed with 
instant golden light. 

Enlil, used to such splendid phenomena, hardly blinked. Slipping a special disk into his wave-state 
computing device, he searched for any trace of Zu. No record existed! Not even the slightest hint. 
He hesitated, thoughtfully, and then wrapped the tablets neatly up again. 

This Zu character could well be the one, he thought. It had been prophesied long before, when, as a 
child on Nibiru, the Mudi had read about such a stranger in his oracle. He remembered the Mudi’s 
very words, “There will be a time when a stranger will arrive, one who exists without being listed in 
the Tablets of Destiny.” 

Although he had no idea what it meant at the time, it became clear to him now. The Mudi had said 
“He will be a newly created creature, spontaneously spawned from the wild magic of the Mountain 
Rivers and rushing winds. He would come bearing the golden seal, willing to serve 
unconditionally.” 

Now it all seemed to be coming true. Enlil snapped out of his reverie. Yes, he could put Zu’s 
undeniable power to work in his cause right away.

Enlil rejoined Zu, and looked him squarely in the eye. “I have decided you shall indeed serve me as 
you wished. In fact, you shall be my guardian here, in my home. You will help guard the Tablets of 
Destiny.” 

Then, noticing the look of pleasure on Zu’s face, he asked him to swear an oath with words that 
meant death to he who broke it. Zu swore that he would serve Enlil faithfully, as guardian of the 
Tablets of Destiny, and would do so with the full knowledge that, should he break his promise, 
death will be swift and final. 

Therefore, Zu became Enlil’s secret servant in his mountain retreat.

In the days that followed, Enlil convinced himself he had made a wise choice. After all, the oracle 
had proved so accurate. Zu became the perfect, utterly obedient servant. He stood strong and steady 
outside the chamber of the Tablets, letting no one pass, except Enlil of course. 

Bit by bit, any doubts that Enlil may have harboured about the stranger faded away, and his trust in 
Zu grew day by day.



As time went on Zu grew more and more content. Why would he not be, when for once in his life 
things were going according to his plan? He had always tried to get results by brandishing the big 
stick, and it had never worked out. 

However, since he had used enticement, instead of aggression, the pieces of his life were falling 
neatly into place. Content, Zu thought, with a private sneer. Oh, I act most charmingly content, yes. 
However, in truth he loathed Enlil, the all too proud god on Ki, Enlil,  who paraded about before 
him in his entire godly splendour. 

All the while, he let Zu see the golden magnificence of the Tablets but never, ever, let him touch 
them. Zu thought, but my time will come. I just have to be patient.

As time progressed, Zu had to move his plan forward. The plan, which, in order to be successful, 
had to be followed to the finest detail. It had been fermenting in Zu's mind from the day that Anzu 
told him why he had to adopt that name. The impostor brooded over his quest and long dreamed of 
it becoming true. Once, when he stood at the door of the secret chamber, he even risked asking, 
“Great One, why is it only you who dares to touch the Tablets of Destiny?”

Enlil smiled patronisingly. He said, “They are my rightful charge. Therefore they do not harm me.”

“Would they harm me?” Zu asked.

“Yes Zu. Such powerful icons could harm even the gods! Indeed, madness lies within their strength 
- for too much clear sight of the past and the future is sheer madness.” Enlil then paused, shaking 
his head. “They would destroy you, Zu.”

“They are not for the likes of mere mortals such as me,” Zu agreed softly.

However, when Enlil had left the chamber and securely closed the door behind him, Zu watched 
him go, wondering if the tablets 'were' for the likes of him. He convinced himself that Enlil’s only 
gave such a warning to scare commoners and keep them in their place? His devious mind said, 
'patronise me while you may Enlil for I will take your precious Tablets. Yes, and with them, the 
power of the gods.'

Zu waited with the slow, cautious patience of a lion stalking its prey, knowing that Enlil grew more 
complacent daily, as only one can be who had never been crossed. When he and Anzu had hatched 
the plan, the veteran astronaut had told him that he would have to develop patience. 

Before Anzu had fallen from grace, he had planned to get the ‘Tablets’ for himself. But once he got 
stuck on Lahmu no way existed for him to carry out his plot. Therefore, Anzu had confided in Zu 
and had told him about his plan to get the Tablets. 

Anzu told Zu that Enlil, then a young child, excited about what the oracle had revealed to him, told 
his pilot about it, during the flight back to the palace.

Zu bode his time and waited. Then the day came that Enlil entered his ritual Bath of Purification, a 
significant spiritual stepping-stone in Nibiruan life. 

At the time of  his ritual cleanliness and contemplation Enlil had to be completely alone and 
undisturbed. He felt vulnerable but pleased he had his trusty Zu to watch over him. 

For once, he left Zu by himself before the chamber of the Tablets of Destiny, sure, that he need not 
watch over his trusted Guardian. Guard the ‘Tablets’ well, had been his last instructions to Zu, 
before entering his bath.

Zu laughed. He would certainly guard the Tablets very well, he thought as he stood before the door 
of the chamber. Having seen Enlil use the secret code many times, he had memorised it. Entering 



the secret space for the first time, Zu beheld the finely carved wooden chest that housed the treasure 
he had long sought after. 

What a conceited fool Enlil is, Zu thought, snatching up the Tablets of Destiny. He could not 
believe how easy it had been to get them. His patience had certainly paid off. Leaving Enlil to his 
bath, Zu left the house with his prize. To add insult to injury and because he needed the transport, 
he then took Enlil’s Essuru, and flew away up above the mountains.

“Mine at last!” Zu yelled, and his shriek of joy echoed and re-echoed throughout the mountains. 
“The powers of the gods are mine!” he boasted. Behind and below him, almost as loud, Enlil’s cry 
of despair rent the air. Zu laughed. To the heavens, yelling, “AFTER ALL I HAVE HAD TO 
ENDURE, VENGEANCE IS SWEET AND IT IS MINE.”

All over EdIn, the Anunnaki knew something terrible had taken place, but they had no idea what it 
could be. Soon the effects of the theft became obvious though. The divine formulas were 
suspended, the lighted brilliance faded, silence prevailed. All communication ceased. In space, the 
Igigi became confounded.

Enlil jumped out of his bath as soon as he heard the Essuru take off. He yelled to Zu to investigate 
but there had been no answer. Enlil then rushed to the secret chamber. 

With the chamber door left open it  soon became clear to Enlil that the Tablets of Destiny had 
disappeared. At first Enlil, speechless, stood at the doorway, mouth agape. He thought that perhaps 
Zu had gone to investigate and while he was gone, somebody broke in and stole the ‘Tablets’. 
However, that seemed unlikely, as only the elite of the Anunnaki knew they existed. 

Then the horrible truth struck him. Zu had stolen them! He had allowed himself to tricked, by that 
charlatan, Zu. But how could a perfect stranger fit so well with his childhood oracle? 

The whole thing, a massive blow to his pride, devastated him. The sacred Tablets of Destiny had 
been in his care and now they were gone. Now he had to tell Anu a thief had taken them from under 
his nose.

When Anu heard of the theft he ordered that Zu be captured before he could do any real damage. 
An emergency meeting quickly convened in which the Nibiruan royals on Ki searched for a 
solution. 

Because of disruptions to power and communications, they knew Zu had been playing around with 
the Tablets, but at least it showed that he did not know how to use them properly. They would have 
to stop him before he did. Therefore, on Enlil’s mountaintop, amid a flat circle of plain white stone, 
the royals held a frantic council, with many voices and much noise.

“THAT IS QUITE ENOUGH OF THIS BABBLE!” Enlil cried. “The question is who will go after 
Zu?”

Sudden silence during a long drawn out pause, seemed to answer the question. Enlil glanced about 
him at the august assembly, but none of the others would meet his gaze.

Ninkhursag spoke up. “Who would be mad enough to confront Zu? He had the power of the gods at 
his claw tips”

“It is just that Enlil should go. After all, his mistake has brought us to this sorry state, Enki said.

Enlil frowned heavily at Enki, who had flown in hastily, from his Abzu. He replied, “Alas, dear 
brother, I cannot do so. There are far too many matters of state for me to attend to.”

“I’m sure that the fact you are not able to take responsibility for your action, weighs heavily in your 
heart, dear brother,” Enki responded with syrupy sarcasm.



“So, Lord of the Sweet Waters, magic and Wisdom, tell us who should go?” Enlil asked, in the 
same vein.

Enki sighed, “Ninkhursag is right. Who would dare? We all know by now that this Zu, character, 
whoever he is, has at least mastered in part the Tablets. Whoever he commands must obey him and 
who so ever he curses shall be turned instantly to clay.”

“Well, we cannot just sit here and do nothing,” Enlil pointed out, “Zu will not be content to merely 
keep the Tablets. We have no idea what terrible things he will do. He could very well destroy the 
worlds above and below.”

Enki, keeping a cool head, tried reassuring his brother, “Patience, Enlil. Patience and reason 
conquers all.”

Enlil threw up his claws in exasperation, “We have no time for your pointless platitudes.”

“No,” Ninurta agreed, popping out from his hiding place, “We do not! I will get the tablets back.”

In all the godly chaos going on, no one knew he had been hiding there. Although he had proved 
himself a worthy warrior in the Battle for Ki, as Kumarbi’s attack came to be known, Ninurta, 
young as the gods reckoned such things, wasn't skilled enough for such a task. 

The first son of Ninkhursag was yet unproven in divine dealings.

Frustrated by his father’s attitude he asked, “If none of you are willing why do you not give me 
chance to prove myself?”

“Because this work is for the Elders, not for a young pup like you,” his father laughed.

Enki spoke up. “Granted his powers are only now beginning to come to him, but his divine skills 
have vastly improved. He tells me he can master fog and the beginnings of storm calling, and he 
certainly proved his courage in the Battle of Ki. He is also a splendid archer and is already being 
drawn to lightening.”

Still the others persisted, saying he wasn't experienced enough to go. Yet, they were the ones who 
seemed to be afraid, not him. He knew what would happen if Zu kept the Tablets. Zu, a creature of 
chaos, would only use the tablets for destruction. Enlil could well be right about him possibly 
destroying the world. 

So, he reasoned, let the others just talk. If no one else would act, Ninurta decided, he would. So, 
taking up his bow and quiver of arrows and refusing to dwell on the possible perils that lie ahead, 
Ninurta set of alone to find and do battle with the dangerous foe.

Ninurta searched high and low in the stark mountains for any clues as to Zu’s whereabouts. He 
lived rough and ate only what he caught, his only thoughts being to find Zu and make him pay for 
his crime. His total focus, dealing with Zu, retrieving the Tablets of Destiny and returning them to 
their rightful place, drove him on. 

For many days he searched, but to no avail. Many times he nearly gave up the quest. But if he did, 
nobody would be safe from the mad Zu. Then one day, when just about at the end of a well-worn 
tether, he espied his father’s Essuru, with Enlil’s tell-tale insignia near its cockpit. He knew then 
that his quarry would not be far away. 

After scouting the area thoroughly, which took up another day, Ninurta found Zu’s rocky hideout. 
Using stealth, he crept closer and closer, until he saw Zu himself. He did not look very formidable, 
but he did look vaguely familiar to Ninurta. Now that he had found his quarry, he had to act.



To conceal himself from his foe, Ninurta used his, as-yet unfocused powers. Slowly, slowly, the air 
swirled and condensed around him. As he cast a fog about himself he quietly mouthed, “Let it be 
enough. Let Zu not sense me till he is within bow shot.” 

However, at that moment a savage blast of wind tore the foggy cloak from Ninurta, leaving him 
exposed. With a suddenness that made him gasp, he found himself staring straight at Zu, who, with 
arms wide spread, held a razor sharp sword in each clawed  hand. His fierce dark eyes blazed with 
rage. It quickly became clear to the archer that Zu had gone mad. Playing with the Tablets of 
Destiny had destroyed his rational mind. That made Zu all the more terrifying and dangerous. 

“I have cast aside all rites, all rituals!” he shouted at Ninurta. “There is nothing left to worship, only 
me! I control the very gods!”

“Control the gods with what? Your puny gusts of wind. They won't stop me, Zu?” the archer 
responded, showing more bravado than he actually felt.

“Who are you, small thing, that you dare challenge me?”

“I am Ninurta, son of the great Enlil, whom you robbed.”

Zu laughed, “I have beaten your father and fought with your brothers. So now it is your turn”

Then it dawned on Ninurta where he had seen Zu before. ”So, you are...”

“…Yes, I am Kumarbi, to whom your family showed no mercy. And I will show no mercy to you.”

“Then, I will carry out my father’s wishes and destroy you.”

Zu’s reply, a laugh that became a roar,  so loud that Ninurta clapped his claws over his ears in pain. 
All about them the mountains shook and great, dark clouds came rushing in, turning the sunlit day 
night black. “Do you see what powers I command now? And do you still dare to challenge me?”

Ninurta’s heart raced but he thought, shriek away maniac. You are giving me just enough time. In 
one fluid motion, he put arrow to bow, drew, and fired. However, the arrow turned back in mid 
flight. Ninurta twisted aside just in time, as it whizzed past him.

Zu gave a mocking laugh. “You see, oh, would-be-hero? You cannot harm me.”

Ninurta, undeterred, dropped to one knee, notched an arrow and fired again.

“Turn back arrow!” Zu commanded. Again, the arrow whizzed back at the archer, this time grazing 
his arm. He looked down at the thin line of blood, barely believing what had happened. Realising 
his plan of attack had failed; he turned and fled for the safety of some large rocks, with Zu’s 
taunting laughter roaring in his ears.

Ninurta, both frightened and very angry, cowered behind a large boulder. The fact that Zu, so 
contemptuous of him that he did not even see him as being any kind of threat, worried him. But 
why wouldn't he treat him as some kind of amusement? 

So far, Ninurta had just been a source of entertainment for him. Hidden among the rocks Ninurta 
caught his breath and got ready for his next plan of action. What could he possibly achieve though? 
As long as Zu used his powers, arrows were useless. He would bat away any rocks thrown at him, 
and even a storm’s fury would not touch him. 

Ninurta groaned at the thought of defeat. He wished he had listened to his father’s advice. He was 
no match for this mad and very powerful being. 

Then he realised he was the mad one, for thinking he could take on this behemoth and win. He 
could not believe he had been so naive and arrogant. He realised Zu had trapped him. Zu would not 



let him go and he could simply keep tossing his arrows back at him, until he ran out of strength, or 
he... Ninurta straightened up with a jolt of an idea. 

Alternatively, he runs out of strength! Yes, no matter how much power he wields, Zu is still a solid, 
tangible being. He has to tire eventually. Patience and reason, uncle Enki had counselled. Uncle 
Enki may just be right. Then he thought, He’d better be right. I am risking my life on this gamble.

Taking a deep breath and casting his cares to the wind, Ninurta, full of fresh resolve, raced out from 
behind the rocks to where Zu stood, poised, grinning evilly.

“Ah, the little avenger wants to play with me some more.”

“I do, indeed,” Ninurta, answered, loosening an arrow. He ducked the arrow’s return, dodged 
behind a rock, and fired another arrow, then another, and another.

“Turn back arrows!” Zu commanded, repeatedly.

Ninurta’s quiver, nearly empty,  held just two arrows. But he could not stop now. He had to keep 
the maniac busy. Picking up the returned arrows, loose, fire, loose, fire, loose, and fire.

Zu, thought having the Tablets would make him godlike. But it wasn't the case. Just a deposed 
Nibiruan prince, his aspirations were way out of his league. He wasn't supposed to wield such 
power. As the arrows flew at him, in mind and body he grew wearier and wearier. 

He could no longer control the power. The power now fed on him, draining the life force from his 
body. Zu staggered, exhausted, his maddened eyes blazing. “Now, little one, you shall die,” he said, 
charging at the archer.

Ninurta was out of arrows. Then he found one. However, to his horror, he noticed some damage - 
its fletching was torn; it would not fly true. However, he didn't have a choice. “Here I am,” Ninurta 
cried, springing out from behind his rock. “Here, come to me, Zu.”

With a strangled roar, Zu leapt, with a gleaming sword in each hand, slashing the air.

Unflinching, the brave archer, facing his enemy full on, fired the last arrow he had, straight at Zu. 
Just before Zu’s deadly blades could find their target, Ninurta’s arrow pierced his heart.

In the next instant the maniac, that used to be Kumarbi, came crashing down on Ninurta, and for a 
terrible, breathless moment, he thought he had died as well. 

As Zu lay there lifeless, impaled through the heart by the faulty arrow, Ninurta wriggled his way 
free. Scratched and bleeding from minor wounds and abrasions the young victor staggered to his 
feet. Overhead, the great dark clouds still loomed, their power unfulfilled, and the young prince, not 
thinking about what he did raised a weary hand to them and simply said, “Rain.” 

At his command, the clouds opened and rain stormed down about him. For a moment, Ninurta 
simply stood in wonder, realising the powers that were now his. Then he thought about the Tablets. 
He had to retrieve them from the mountains. They were in the cave that Zu had guarded. He quickly 
gathered them up, wrapping them safely in cloth torn from Zu’s tunic. Even so, he felt the wild 
forces surging in them. For a short while, the Tablets power tempted him to use them for personal 
gain. ‘I am not Zu. I could use them only for good,’ his mind reasoned. Use them or, in time, be 
used, his ego urged. 

“No,” Ninurta stated forcefully to himself. “I am not that foolish, nor that vain. You belong back 
where you were safely locked away,” he said to the ‘Tablets’. Then, picking up his bow, he took the 
Tablets of Destiny back to Enlil’s Essuru, his transportation back to Nippur. Behind him, only the 
rain mourned the death of Zu.



There was great rejoicing when Ninurta arrived back at Enlil’s home, Mountain of the Sky-
Chambers. He proudly handed over the Tablets of Destiny, in front of the assembly of gods.

“How on Ki did you achieve such a feat?” Adad asked.

“I simply used patience and reason,” the hero answered, winking in Enki’s direction.

“But how could you beat him? He had the power of the gods!” Nannar queried.

“He may have had the power of the gods, but he was a mere mortal, and mortals make mistakes,” 
Enlil’s eldest son explained.

“However brave Ninurta achieved such a formidable feat is not as important as the fact that he did 
so, and that the Tablets of Destiny are back in their rightful place,” Enki stated.

Enlil said, “Well done my son. This day you have well and truly earned your place among the 
Council of Gods on Ki.”

“Hear, hear!” everybody else agreed.

As the gathering of esteemed Nibiruan royals broke up Ninurta sought out his father. He located 
Enlil and asked him, “Do you know who he was father?”

“Who do you mean?”

“Why, Zu of course. Who else would I be taking about?”

Enlil, who preferred to treat the whole Tablets affair as a bad dream and put it behind him, 
answered, “It matters not to me who he was, only that he has been dealt with.”

“Not even if he happened to be Kumarbi.”

“Enlil laughed, in an annoying patronising way. “Kumarbi! What absolute nonsense.”

“Why do you say it is nonsense, father?”

“He could not have been Kumarbi because he perished in a fire ball when his ship blew up off 
Lahmu.”

“Father, listen to me!” Ninurta, said, grabbing his father's arm to get his attention. “He asked me 
who dared to challenge him. When I told him my name, he replied that he had beaten my 
grandfather and fought my brothers. Why would he say that if what I am saying is not true?”

“He was obviously a liar. How could you believe anything he said? Besides, I would have 
recognised him if it had been Kumarbi.”

“Father, You were blinded by the oracle. You only saw what you wanted to see.”

Although he had scoffed at the notion, in front of his son, Enlil wondered if Zu could possibly have 
been Kumarbi. No, it was impossible. How could he possibly have known about the childhood 
oracle, down to the finest detail of the design of the golden seal? Somebody must have told him. 

Enlil, having not divulged his oracle experience to anyone, wondered how Zu could have known 
about such intimate details. No, Ninurta had it wrong. Then it struck him. He had spoken about the 
oracle to one other person, his father’s pilot. However, he was not even interested. 

He made out he was but that was just him being polite to the young prince. Then a thought occurred 
to Enlil that made him go cold. That pilot was Anzu, Alalu’s faithful companion. He was the 
astronaut, exiled on Lahmu with the deposed king. Then the pieces fell into place. Kumarbi was on 
Lahmu as well. Did Anzu tell Kumarbi about the oracle? Enlil wondered.



For his triumph in saving the Tablets of Destiny from falling into evil hands, Ninurta was placed 
high in the royal hierarchy of the Anunnaki/Nibiruan gods. This took place at a private ceremony in 
front of the gods only, over which Anu presided after slipping through to Nippur, using the new star 
gate connection, He conferred upon Ninurta that his name shall be the greatest in the Assembly of 
the Great Gods; that, among the gods, his brothers, he should have no equal. For his outstanding 
courage, Ninurta's name, glorified before the gods, became all-powerful.

It took a while for the ceremony to take place because Anu had to go into training to have the 
mental acuity to pass through the wormhole unscathed. His mind had to be clear. Any thoughts to 
do with his past would hold him back. Any fears he might have about using the star gate would also 
stop him from arriving on Ki. To help him achieve the necessary state of mind for the experience, 
Anu had to take doses of the ‘gold solution’ over a period of time.

While this elevation to godhood was fine for the returning hero, it had an unintended, somewhat 
undesirable side effect. It planted the seed for future conflict by establishing Ninurta higher in the 
hierarchical order than even Enki. 

The problem was that while Ninurta was indeed Enlil’s legal heir on Nibiru, him having been 
hatched there, he was not necessarily the next in line on for rule on Ki. 

Thus, the son of Enlil and Marduk, the son of Enki, were ultimately destined in the future, to battle 
for control over Ki.

(Up to this point in KI (Earth) time, apart from references to Anunnaki colonies in the Tigris- 
Euphrates valley and in South Africa, many of these tales could apply to a number of universal  
locales. In fact, so far, there had been only minimal mention of any activity that might definitely  
connect the Anunnaki actions to the annals of Earth. However, that was all about to change.  
Suddenly the lives of the Anunnaki and humankind were to become irrevocably entwined, even 
where their genetics were concerned. Suddenly, the very concept of what it means to be human and 
from whence we came, was about to be severely challenged. It all began with a mutiny, at the 
source of all the activity, the gold mines in Dugamatum.)

(Around 300000 years ago, Ki’s climate warmed dramatically. The Anunnaki colonists became 
very uncomfortable, fearful that Ki's global warming presented them with the same problem Nibiru 
faced. Although the scientists claimed it was not the same, the Anunnaki citizens were not  
appeased. Until then the space invaders had felt very comfortable and secure in EdIn. Now that 
sense of peace had disappeared.)

Chapter 37

Enki flew north, to central Africa to land later called Zimbabwe, leaving the management of the 
gold mines to his new supervisor, Ennugi. There, the Prince of Eridu joined up with his second son 
Ningshizidda, whom he had only just discovered, existed. Damkina had not told him of the second 
egg, frozen cryogenically, until such a time the parent, or parents wanted it hatched. 

Ningshizidda's hatching had taken place at Damkina’s request when Marduk left the family nest. 
Enki knew nothing of this, and nobody saw any need to tell him. Enki became shocked and 
surprised when his second son called at his laboratory.

The great scientist, surfacing from his research, greeted his visitor. Seeing the young Nibiruan 
standing before him, he asked, “How can I help you?”

The young adult said, “I believe you are my father.”

“What on Ki are you talking about?” Enki responded, taking a step backward.



“I know it must come as a huge surprise, but I only found out recently. As soon as I knew, I had to 
come here. So I boarded the next available Shamash, and here I am,” he smiled.

“So, who are you?” Enki asked, his eyes scanning his mysterious offspring.

“Sorry, I forgot you did not know who I am. My name is Ningshizidda. My mother is Damkina.”

“She may very well be your mother, but I am not your father. I have had only one son by her, and 
his name is Marduk.”

“She explained it to me. There were two eggs, not one.”

“What do you mean two eggs?” Then why did she not say?”

“I cannot answer that, father. You can beam her if you like.”

“No, I would rather not. So, Ningshizidda what are we going to do with you here?”

“I had hoped I could work with you.”

“Doing what?”

“When I finally found out my father's identity I asked Urak about you. He told me you were a great 
scientist.”

“You know Urak?”

“Yes – as my tutor.”

“Then, you are also interested in science.”

“Yes, father. I unknowingly followed your example and graduated from the Nibiruan Academy of 
Science. Once Urak discovered me to be your son he became very excited and gave me special 
tutelage. He told me about your fascination with the Key to Life. So I decided to make that research 
my speciality as well.”

Enki nodded, saying, “Perhaps we can work together then.”

As Enki and Ningshizidda worked together, they came to know each other, and their relationship 
deepened. Enki warmed to his son, whom he had accepted as such, and he invited him to be his 
assistant at the new science facility. There, they studied some of the species that had evolved on Ki, 
in the more than four billion Sars since the waters of Proto-Ki (Tiamat) and those of Nibiru, mixed. 
The hairy bipeds, in particular, had long fascinated Enki, and of late, Ningshizidda.

Marduk did not take the news well. “He is probably an impostor, father,” he stated, referring to 
Ningshizidda, his supposed brother.

“He is not an impostor. He is a godsend. Now I have someone with a scientific mind to share my 
research with.”

Marduk perceived his new brother as a threat to his relationship with his father. He responded, “I 
may not have a scientific mind, father. But you should see what my engineering mind has achieved 
here.”

“Marduk,  abilities are not a slight against you. You are an amazing being, my son. It’s just that I 
feel the gods have decreed your brother’s arrival here, and who am I to argue against that?”

“We shall see father, but I don’t trust him and want nothing to do with him.”

One day, while they were organising some scientific apparatus, Enki said, “My son, I believe these 
hairy, smelly beasts that stand like us have some potential to become intelligent beings.”



“Intelligent beings, what makes you think so father?”

“I have studied them, from afar, for thousands of Sars. When we first arrived on Ki, they would not 
come anywhere near us. As time went on some of them became a little bolder, perhaps out of some 
primitive curiosity; now, they even come to the mines and take rocks back with them, to make 
tools.”

“Don’t the miners mind?”

“I have made it a rule. If the primitives don’t harm us, we don't harm them.”

“Do you think they will be any use to us then, father?”

“Your Aunt Ninki thinks that they could be trained to carry out menial tasks.”

“Do you believe such a thing is possible?”

“I believe they can do better than that?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, my son, it is the strangest thing, and I would not have believed if I hadn’t witnessed it with 
my own eyes.”

“What are you talking about, father?”

“The primitives have not only shown greater intelligence over the Sars, but they have also 
demonstrated compassion for other beasts.”

“First of all one of the trappers told me the story. I did not believe him, so I went and checked it out 
for myself. I saw the ape-man free animals from the traps I had set.”

“Perhaps they were just stealing them for food.”

“I thought so at first. Then, one day I saw them set the creatures free, and I realised two things.”

“What were they, father?”

“First, the ape-men did not kill anything, except in defence or for food. Secondly that they respected 
any creatures that did not fall into the first category.”

“Why do they do that?”

“My son, we know so little about them. But I have noticed that we feel things differently on Ki. We 
become emotional more easily than we did on Nibiru. And the longer we stay here, the more we 
express our feelings. It felt very odd at first, but now I am getting more used to it.”

“Why do you think this is so?”

“I don't know, but perhaps it has something to do with the nature of Ki itself.” 

“Perhaps we could find out more about this if we could observe the creatures up close.”

Meanwhile, back at the Southern Africa gold mining centre, the miners were complaining that 
Ennugi worked them too hard and they threatened to withdraw their labour. A strike had never 
happened before and the supervisor, at a loss, beamed Enki, apprising him of the situation. 

Ennugi explained, “This has never happened before. Unless we agree to their conditions, they are 
threatening to stop work. What’s the best way for me to control them?”



Enki asked, “What conditions are they asking for?”

“Your Lordship, that is not the point. We can’t go having the workers making the rules.”

“I would say it is very much the point. Are the miners making unreasonable requests?”

“My Lord, if we cave into their demands who knows where it will stop?”

“Ennugi, please answer my question.”

“They want more time off. The miners want to shift lighter loads, The men demand better places to 
live in, and they want Sinnises living with them. The list goes on. So you see what I mean?”

“I will fly back there and talk to the miners.”

“Yes, I think that would be a good idea, Your Lordship.”

When Enki arrived back at the Abzu mine, he gathered the miners around him and listened to what 
they had to say. After hearing of the hardships they had to endure, Enki sympathised with their 
plight. He then beamed the information to Enlil, who asked his brother what he suggested. 

Enki said, “Now that Nibiru has a huge surplus of gold powder, I suggest we reduce the number of 
shipments. This development would allow the miners more free time and less back-breaking work.”

Enlil laughed derisively, “If that’s the best you can come up with, don’t bother. We are not reducing 
the number of shipments to Nibiru.”

“If they stop work, which is what they are threatening to do, there won’t be any shipments going to 
Nibiru.”

“They would not dare. To stop supplying Nibiru with its precious powder of gold would be an act 
of treason.”

“Perhaps you should come and talk to the miners yourself, brother.”

“I have far better things to do with my time than deal with your workers. Tell them that if they 
disrupt the mining process in any way, I will send a battalion of the Ummanate to deal with them. In 
fact, I will start having units shipped to your mine right away.”

“That is not acceptable Enlil. Such a harsh response would only make matters worse.”

“Then you had better sort them out and stop bothering me about it.”

Enki went to the workers quarters, where he met secretly with Alani, the leader of the miners. He 
said, “I have spoken with Lord Enlil, and he will not support your claims,”

 The miner’s spokesman responded, “That does not surprise me. However, the mines are your 
domain. Why can’t you make the decision?”

“It’s not as simple as that, Alani. Any disruption to gold production is Enlil’s concern,”

“What did he have to say then?”

“He said that any attempt by you to disrupt the gold production process would result in treason 
charges against you.”

“I will call a meeting of the workers,” Alani stated.

When the miners had learned of Enlil’s attitude towards them, an uproar erupted in the meeting. 
Enki called for quiet. Then he continued, “I do not agree with his views. We have a situation here 
that requires a much more subtle approach than merely waving a big stick around.”



“What you suggest then, Lord Enki?” Alani asked.

“I suggest that you cut shipments to Badtibira by one third.”

A cheer went up in the group.

Then one of the miners asked, “What about getting some Sinnises here for us lay with?”

“Yes, we’re fed up with having to sneak out and mate with the ape women,” another proclaimed.

Enki could not believe it. Addressing the miners, he said, “This is the first I have heard of this 
disgraceful practice taking place,”

“The workers have not had any other choice, Your Lordship,” Alani said, defensively.

“Nevertheless, this practice will cease forthwith. If there are any more of these disgusting practices, 
I will have a force field put up around the mine,” Enki warned.

“I do not understand. I thought you supported us.” Alani responded.

Enki answered, “I will see to it that arrangements are made for your Sinnises to come here and live 
with you. However, you must cease co-habiting with the native females immediately. Do you all 
understand this?”

“If I had a Sinnis to warm my bed I would be only too happy to stop chasing the hairy ape women,” 
a miner chirped up.

“Yes, they stink, anyway,” another commented.

Enki demanded silence. Then he said, “If I hear that this disgusting practice still takes place I will 
have a force field constructed, and there will be no Sinnises. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes,” the workers chorused. 

Awlin, the manager of the Dugamatum mines for many Ki Sars, had never encountered a problem 
with quotas before. “Why are we a load of ore short?” he asked Ennugi.

“Let me see the manifest,” the supervisor said, taking hold of the calculation device. After checking 
the figures he agreed, “We certainly are a load short. I will look into it, sir.”

“Yes, get it sorted out. We do not want Badtibira on our backs.”

“Yes sir, right away.”

“Ennugi, a shrewd foreman, had a good idea about what caused the shortfall. He went to the mine 
and sought out Alani, a team leader, known for his outspokenness. “Why are we a load short?” he 
asked.

“New arrangements,” the worker answered, wiping his claws on a rag.

“New arrangements! What new arrangements are you talking about?”

“We are cutting the loads by one third. I thought Enki would have informed you by now.”

“What has he got to do with this?”

“He decided it would be the best solution to our problem.”

“Did he now?” With that, the supervisor stormed off, out of the mine.



The supervisor, incensed, gave full vent to his feelings when he caught up with the Prince of Ki, by 
a beam. He said, “My Lord, how am I supposed to organise my workers when you undermine my 
authority?”

Taken aback by the supervisor's verbal onslaught, Enki replied, “Calm down Ennugi, and explain 
what you mean.”

“Your Lordship, I believe you know what I Mean. I'm referring to my miners cutting back on the 
ore loads going to Badtibira!”

“Oh, that! Surely it’s better for there to be fewer loads than no loads.”

“What do you mean?”

“What I mean is that I’m sure it would be much worse if you had a mutiny on your hands.”

“What do you mean, mutiny?”

“If you don’t listen to your workforce that is what you are likely to get.”

“We are not caving in to their outrageous demands!”

“Would you rather production here came to a standstill, Ennugi?”

“Of course not, but if we give in ...”

“Listen to what the workers have to say and work out a compromise with them. That’s all they’re 
asking.”

“Your Lordship, they listen to you. You talk to them.”

Enki, fed up with acting as the negotiator between the management and the miners, stated, “I do not 
have time for this. I have important work to attend to up north. You will have to find your solution. 
You and Awlin need to sort it out before Enlil gets involved.”

“Ennugi tells me you are leaving us again,” Awlin complained, as Enki climbed into his Essuruki.

Turning to the mine boss, he said, “Yes, I have special work to attend to in the North.”

“With respect Your Lordship, you have  left us with a huge mess to deal with.”

“Just talk to the miners and work something out that you and they can agree to.”

“Did you suggest that they cut production levels?”

“Yes, Awlin, I did.”

“With respect Enki, you had no right to do that.”

“The situation needed resolving, and neither you nor Ennugi was inclined to take the workers 
grievances seriously.”

“I will see what Lord Enlil has to say about this.”

“You must make your own decisions. However, I do suggest that you tread softly. You don’t want 
this mine to be under martial law, do you?”

“Your Lordship, your action here leaves me no option.”

“No Awlin, I leave you with more options.”



As Enki made to leave, Awlin said, “And another thing, Alani told me you said they could have 
Sinnises living with them.”

“Yes, that’s right. It’s much better than the miners' depraved assaults on the ape women!”

“That cannot be controlled!”

“Yes, it can be controlled Awlin, with a force field around the mining camp.”

“I have already told you what I think ...”

“That is why they will have their Sinnises here with them. If I take one thing from them, I offer 
them something better in return. You would do well to bear that in mind when you deal with your 
miners.”

After Enki flew off, Awlin, angrier than ever, mooched around his office, grumbling. Just because 
Enki happened to be the King of Heaven’s son he had no right to incite the workforce. On top of 
that, to leave without clearing up his mess was intolerable. 

Angrily, he determined the mining had to continue, even if it meant the workers toiled in the mines, 
at raygun-point. As the manager, he knew he had done a great job of running the mines in 
Dugamatum. He wasn't going to have his exemplary record besmirched by a bunch of upstart 
workers. 

He beamed Enlil, at the Star Chamber in Nippur, and outlined the situation. Satisfied that he had 
apprised the Lord of the Command about the issue, he determined to do something about the 
miners. Listen to them, Indeed! Just as if that would get the work done.

Enlil, angry after receiving Awlin’s message about the miners in the Abzu, did not want to get his 
claws dirty. But he did agree something had to be done to shore up discipline, so he beamed Ninurta 
at the ore processing plant in Badtibira. Ninurta came on screen.

“How can I help you father?” his son asked.

“I need you to fly to the African mines and find out exactly what is going on with the workers 
there.”

“But I have to manage the factory here. Can’t Nannar go instead?”

“Nannar can look after the ore processing while you're gone. The miners are revolting, and I need a 
strong claw there to keep them in their place.”

“What do you mean, revolting?”

“That’s what I need you to go and find out.”

“Very well father, if it's that important.”

When Enki heard that Ninurta had headed off to sort things out at the mine, he knew the miners 
would need him. Again, leaving Ningshizidda to look after the laboratory, the Lord of Ki flew south 
to the troubled gold mines.

Ninurta, having already arrived at the mine site, had a private conference with Awlin. Looking at 
the list of the miner's demands, he asked, “Do you mean to say that Lord Enki promised them these 
things?”

“It appears that he has held secret meetings with them.”

“If Enki has been having secret meetings with the workers that amounts to an act of sedition!”



“Have you questioned him about this matter?”

Before Awlin could answer, Enki arrived, and he approached the manager's office. 

Turning back to Ninurta, Awlin said, “You can talk to him yourself. He's here.”

Walking into the manager’s office, Enki asked, “Is this a private meeting or am I invited to join in?”

Awlin answered, “Do you mean like your secret meetings with the miners, my Lord?”

“I don’t think remarks like that are going to help us, Awlin,” Ninurta chastised.

“So, now that you are here Ninurta, what are you going to do about the problem?” Enki asked.

“Get to the bottom of what is going on here, of course.”

“May I suggest that you listen to what the miners have to say before you make any 
recommendations, “Enki commented?

“I will do so in due course. But first I would like to be shown around the mines.”

“What, now my Lord?” Awlin asked.

“I think, the sooner, the better, don’t you, Awlin?”

“I agree, absolutely My Lord.”

Awlin first took Ninurta, to inner workings of the mine. Workers were hauling heavy wooden 
trolleys, laden with ore, along tracks leading out of the shaft. Next, Awlin showed him the area 
where workers pushed fully laden, ore carts. These ended up where other miners were crushing the 
rock to find the nuggets. 

Ninurta saw sweat pouring down their scaly backs as they smashed the big rocks with heavy 
hammers. Then he visited the cargo loading area, where a space shuttle, loaded with nuggets, 
gleamed in the sun. The precious cargo destined for Sippar then went on to Badtibira for 
processing.

Getting the manager’s attention, Ninurta stated, “It certainly is backbreaking work.”

“Yes, your Lordship there is no denying that. But that’s no excuse for the trouble maker's 
behaviour,” Awlin replied.

“What are your recommendations for handling their behaviour then? We cannot banish them to the 
mines. They are already

there.”

Awlin thought about it for a moment. Then he asked, “Is their offence treasonous?”

“The offences are treasonous, but only if their actions prove detrimental to Nibiru.”

“Surely, holding up gold production would come under that.”

“So, Awlin, what are your suggestions to get things back on course here?”

“Let the workers know we are running the mines, not them.”

“And how do you propose to get that message across?”

“By showing them the consequences of their actions; the message will be loud and clear.”

“And what will they be?”



“They will be sentenced to imprisonment or worse, depending on the offence.”

“So you recommend that I take punitive action against the miners if they don’t get back to full 
production.”

“Yes, your Lordship. How else can I manage the mines?”

“Then Awlin, why did you not carry this out without me having to come here?”

“My Lord, this is the first time we have encountered the miner’s resistance. I need your 
confirmation that I am dealing with the issue effectively.”

Ninurta next met with a delegation from the workforce. Enki, also present, at his request, listened to 
what the miners had to say. As the spokesperson for the miners, Alani, the first to have his say, 
explained, “It is difficult in the mines, even at the best of times. 

Now the men become angered quickly in the dark tunnels. The work is becoming too hazardous. 
Why should we work so hard for so little reward when the surface Anunnaki workers have a much 
better life?”

Enki suggested, “Ninurta, invite Lord Enlil to the mines.”

“Lord Enki, my father has left it in my claws.”

Enki answered, “You, I greatly admire. Your bravery and shrewdness in adversity is a legend. 
However, let your father see how the miners suffer.”

Ninurta responded, “I can't praise your honour and dedication to our Ki colonies enough. Enki I 
defer to your wisdom in this matter. I will invite Lord Enlil here, to see the miner’s conditions for 
himself.”

At first, Enlil flatly refused to get involved with the African problem, and he would not go to 
Dugamatum to visit the mines. However, when his Grand Vizier, Nusku, advised him to go and 
offered to accompany Enlil if his Lord so decreed, he agreed to do so. 

Nusku, eminently skilled in diplomacy, had been a great asset to his lord and master, ever since he 
had shown Enlil that the carrot worked better than the big-stick approach.

When Enlil and Nusku, arrived at the African mines, Awlin, Ninurta and Enki were at the shuttle 
port to greet them. The An-Gels were also on hand to broadcast the event and interview the key 
players.

Many of the miners were also present, jostling, and chanting, as they tried to get closer to the royal 
entourage. “LET US UNNERVE ENLIL!” the mine worker, Heros, shouted.

“OF THE HEAVY WORK LET HIM RELIEVE US!” another miner yelled.

Realising angry miners were surrounding them, Ninurta shouted at them, “MEN, YOU MUST 
DESIST FROM THIS DANGEROUS COURSE. WE COME TO FIND SOLUTIONS TO YOUR 
PROBLEMS. GIVE US CHANCE TO WORK TOGETHER.”

Heros retorted, “YOU HAVE HAD MANY CHANCES. WE WILL NOT WAIT ANY LONGER.”

Another miner upped the tempo, “LET US PROCLAIM WAR WITH HOSTILITIES. LET US 
GAIN RELIEF!”

Enki, seeing the miners' behaviour suddenly turning ugly, implored, “WE COME IN PEACE TO 
WORK WITH YOU. LET US THROUGH BEFORE ACTIONS ARE TAKEN THAT WILL 
CAUSE REGRET!”



“IT IS TOO LATE FOR YOUR WORDS!” Heros yelled as the miners' numbers swelled. Some of 
them had set fire to their tools, brandishing them as torches. Others, wielding burning axes pushed 
in closer, hemming in the royal trio.

“Enlil surprised that things had gotten so far out of hand, yelled, “ENOUGH! STAND BACK AND 
LET US THROUGH. IF YOU DO NOT STOP THIS RIGHT NOW, YOU'LL PAY FOR YOUR 
TREASONOUS ACTIONS. I ALREADY HAVE THE ERIMHA FULLY ARMED AND ON 
THEIR WAY.”

A group of miners, unheeding of the Lord of the Command’s words, grabbed, the mine supervisor 
Ennugi, and took him hostage.  Alani ordered his men to back off and let the royal entourage 
through, to Awlin’s office.

Once inside his office, Awlin, shaking with fear and anger, asked, “When can we expect your 
ErImHa to arrive, Lord Enlil?”

“I have not summoned them yet. Now that I have seen what a disaster this is, I will do so right now, 
“Enlil answered, grabbing the beam transmitter microphone.

“I’m not sure that is the best response. We do not want to incite the men further.” Enki stated.

“By threatening us they have crossed the line, Enki,” Ninurta snapped. “They have threatened the 
royal personage and kidnapped one of their superiors. We need the help of the ErImHa right now.”

“Let me try talking to the miners. They will listen to me,” Enki urged.

“Yes, I heard the way they listened to you outside,” Enlil retorted, sarcastically.

“For all, we know you could have arranged this with them at one of your secret meetings Lord 
Enki,” Awlin accused.

“Are you suggesting that I had prior knowledge of this mutiny, Awlin?” Enki asked.

“This is not getting us anywhere!” Ninurta pointed out. “We must stick together and work out what 
to do next.”

“We will wait here for the Erhima to arrive. They will liberate us,” Enlil stated.

“Let me at least try to get some communication happening between us,” Enki urged.

“I think we should let Enki give it a try,” Ninurta agreed.

Alani never expected such a reaction from his workers. Heros had been inciting them, and now the 
whole protest had gotten badly out of hand. His miners were smashing up equipment and burning 
ore carriers on a big bonfire, around which they danced and chanted. He had never experienced 
such behaviour. Fearing things were getting badly out of control, he agreed to talk with Enki about 
what to do next.

They met where they held their meetings. Enki, horrified by the vandalism and wild chanting taking 
place, said, “I didn’t think you would sink to such depths Alani.”

“Alas, Lord Enki; I did not want it to come to this.”

“Do you still have the respect of the workers?”

“They listen more to that hothead Heros than they do to me.”

“Would they stop causing this damage if you told them to?”

“If you backed me up I believe so.”



“Good. Then we have a chance to stop this revolt before it gets out of control.”

“How do you propose we do that?”

“We have to find some common ground to begin with.”

“I agree.”

“Well, that’s a start. Now, I want you to call your men to order.”

“What do we get in return?”

“I will call off the Erhima.”

“Then, they are coming!”

“Oh yes. The soldiers will be arriving shortly.”

The chatter and chanting ceased, and all heads turned as Alani and Enki walked up to the strikers, 
around the bonfire. Alani addressed the miners. “Lord Enki and I have something to say to you.”

“Talk, that is all we ever get from you,” Heros said.

“We are working to find a solution that everybody can live with,” Enki stated.

“You know what our demands are. Meet them, and we will return to the toil in the mines,” Heros 
stated, his comment raising a cheer from the workers.

Not allowing Heros to get the upper claw, Enki said, “You workers have a choice. You can listen to 
Heros, and be arrested by the Erhima and held on charges of treason, or you can listen to what Alani 
has to say and end up as champions of your cause. The choice is yours.”

Mutterings and mumbles from the mob showed their confusion.

Heros, feeling his influence over the workers waning, said, “No ErImHa is coming. It is all a bluff 
to make you obey the bosses. Don’t fall for Enki’s false words.”

Just then, the ErImHa spaceship landed, and the workers were aghast.

Enki, taking advantage of the situation, said, “Heros got it wrong about the ErImHa, so what else 
has he been wrong about?”

Heros, fuming mad, yelled out, “IS THIS IS WHAT THEY CALL NEGOTIATION, SENDING IN 
THE ERIMHA TO BULLY US INTO SUBMISSION!”

Alani spoke up. “That is not so. We need to negotiate to stop the Erimha getting involved. So who 
is behind me in this?”

An uncomfortable silence ensued. Then, after a little more persuasion, Alani brought the workforce 
to a semblance of order. Enki then went back to talk with his brother. Enlil, livid, would not give an 
inch of ground. About to give his ErImHa the go-ahead to use force to break the miners' strike, Enlil 
summoned his Commander.

Enki said, “If you order the Erimha to use force against the miners, things will never be the same on 
Ki again. Anunnaki fighting Anunnaki has never taken place, in all the Sars I have been here. Just 
give me one more chance at negotiation before you send in the Erimha.”

Enlil calmed a little, and he saw the sense in what Enki said. He responded, “The Erimha 
detachment will stay at the perimeter of the mines. However, if you do not get the miners back to 
work this time, my soldiers will sort this out. Is that perfectly understood?”



“Yes, although I do not think that would be a wise move, brother.”

Back at the gathering of workers, Enki told Alani, what Enlil had said. He then asked the miner’s 
representative, “Will you allow Lord Enlil and Lord Ninurta to check out the conditions you live 
and work in to help us determine necessary improvements?”

“We have no objection to that, as long as you present Enlil with our demands.”

“That would be an excellent compromise. Now, we need you to release Ennugi. This situation is not 
his fault."

“I have already had him released.”

“Good. Now perhaps we can expect a peaceful night.”

Enki, about to convey the good news to his brother, got stopped by Alani. The spokesperson said, 
“There is one other thing, my Lord.”

“What is that?

“The miners feel uneasy with the Erimha so close to the camp. Can you get them to move out 
beyond the perimeter?”

“Enlil will not allow that to happen, Alani. However, I give you my word that they will not enter 
the camp unless your men give them a reason to do so. Nobody here wants any more trouble. We 
want a peaceful solution with gains on both sides.”

Chapter 38
A brokered peace of sorts ensued, but it did not last long – not even overnight.

Somebody called out his name. Woken by his message beeper, Enki, half awake, looked at the mini 
vid screen. The caller, Ninurta seemed frantic. “Enki come quickly. They have surrounded my 
father's quarters!”

Enki became instantly alert. He said, “Calm down Ninurta and tell me what has happened.”

“They came, with flaming torches, around fifty in number, chanting ‘down with Enlil.’ Then they 
encircled the place, threatening to harm him if he called in the Erimha. I'm at a loss as what to do 
for the best. Please come help me deal with the workers before the situation worsens.”

“How is your father?”

“If they threaten him I will have to use my powers on them.”

Enki implored, “Restrain your powers and don’t panic. I will be there shortly.” Cursing about the 
turn of events, Enki left his Abzu and sailed to the mainland, where he flew to the mine.

When Enki arrived on the scene, chaos reigned. Nobody appeared to be in control of the agitated, 
angry masses. Ninurta stood outside his father’s door in an attempt stop the mob entering. 

Enki pushed his way through the growing crowd to join his nephew. They had to raise their voices 
to hear each other over the noise. “I HAD ALANI’S WORD THAT THERE WOULD BE NO 
MORE TROUBLE,” Enki stated.

“He is no longer in control of his workers!”

“How do you know that?”

“He told me before all this started.”



“Do you know why?”

“Father threatened the workers with treason if they didn't resume their normal duties.”

“I feared he would start throwing his weight around.”

“He said that you were weak and that he would show them who was in control.”

“Then what happened?”

“He ordered some the Erimha to go and arrest Alani. The miners, when they found out what was 
going on, decided to take the law into their own hands, and come over here to get Enlil.”

The pair went inside where they could hear each other. Enki exasperated that Enlil's heavy-
handedness had destroyed all the good work Alani and he had achieved, said, “I have a good mind 
to let Enlil get himself out of the hole he has dug.”

“This is no time for sibling squabbles, uncle.”

Enki sighed, “You’re right. I suppose I had better help him, now that they are committing a 
treasonous offence!”

“Yes, Enki, and I don’t know what to do about it.”

“Have you spoken to your father since this began?”

“No. I feared to leave this spot.”

“I will talk with him.”

Enki found Enlil grim and defiant. “He said. Well, this is is a right mess you have got us into.”

“They will not get away with this. I’ll have the lot arrested for treason,” Enlil stated fiercely.

“Why on Ki did you arrest Alani?” Enki asked, trying not to be angry with his arrogant brother.

“With the ringleader dealt with his followers should back down.”

“But they didn’t back down, did they?”

“I am the Lord of the Command. As such I am in charge here!”

“But you are not in charge. The miners are in charge here Enlil, and the sooner you realise it, the 
better it will be for all of us.”

“I will have their heads for this!”

“Perhaps, but right now they are an out-of-control mob who could break in here at any moment.”

“Not while my Ninurta holds them at bay. If they make a move on me, he has instructions to use his 
powers on them.”

“He cannot use them on the miners. You know that!”

“If he needs to, he will!”

Enki, realising he wasn't getting anywhere with his stubborn brother, said. “Tell the ErImHa to 
release Alani and bring him here.”

“I will do no such thing! If that mob does not go away, I will order him killed!”

Enki, frustrated with his brother’s intransigence, declared, “If you don’t order them to release him, I 
will!”



“You will do no such thing!”

“Your arrogance is just making things worse, Enlil. Just give me a chance, and I will see if we bring 
about peace here.”

“I will decide ...”

“YOU WILL DO NO SUCH THING!” Enki responded, forcefully. “Perhaps Anu should decide 
this outcome!”

Enlil became defiant. “You will not involve Anu in this!”

“We have to Enlil. Can’t you see that?”

“That is for me to decide, not you.”

Enki couldn't handle his brother’s arrogance any longer. He turned tail and walked out of the house, 
straight past a puzzled Ninurta, and back through the noisy miners, to the manager’s office, to beam 
his father.

Anu listened to Enki's summary of events, and said, “I warned you pair what would happen if you 
did not find a way to get along with each other.”

“Father,” Enki objected, “it is one thing for Enlil to throw his weight around when he is in control, 
but he is not in control of this situation. If you do not intervene here, there will soon be a bloodbath. 
The tensions here are running very high.”

“What am I supposed to do then?”

“You could order Enlil to release the miner, Alani. Then I can get him to calm the miners down.”

“Oh very well, if that is how it has to be. You had better get Enlil to talk to me now.”

“Yes father, I will get to it right away.”

The crowd chanted “Release Alani,” as Enki nudged his way through until he reached Ninurta. 
“Tell Enlil to go to the manager’s office, where Anu wants to speak with him.”

“How will he get through the mob?”

“My pilot, Abgal will pick him up in my Essuruki.”

Almost as he spoke, the small craft circled over the astonished crowd and landed between Ninurta 
and the shrieking miners. “Quick, get him now!” Enki urged.

Ninurta rushed inside the dwelling to get his father. He soon emerged with Enlil in tow. The crowd 
began to surge forward to surround Enlil, still repeatedly chanting, “Free Alani.” Ninurta got his 
father aboard the small craft just in time. The blast from its engines kept the mob at bay, as the little 
aircraft rose into the night sky.

Looking at his uncle, Ninurta said, “I truly hope this works.”

“Me too,” Enki agreed.

“Father, Enki had no right to involve you in this. I'm dealing with this outrage.” Enlil complained as 
he took the beamed call.

“Are you taking care of it?”

“I have a plan, father.”



“Does it include you occupying an office, while a mob harangues you from outside?”

“I'm just working out my next move.”

“Perhaps I can help you out with that.”

“In what way do you intend to help, father?”

“Release the miner called Alani and have him calm down the workers.”

Enlil objected, “This is Enki’s doing, father. For me to release the troublemaker would show 
weakness on my part. I cannot allow that!”

“His workers will only listen to him. Once all the fuss is over you can arrest him properly,” Anu 
persisted.

“I will defer to your wishes father, but I still think we will come over as being weak and bendable.”

By the time Enlil had finished talking to Anu, the miners had surrounded the manager’s office, all 
after his blood. For the first time in his life, he felt scared and helpless. He looked out of the 
doorway, for his brother's private craft, but he could see neither it nor his pilot anywhere. 

As he closed the door, the horror of his situation hit him fully. The rowdy horde outside unnerved 
him. “Damn you Enki,” Enlil cursed, “This is your fault!” Enlil then heard someone outside the 
office, addressing the mob. 

He went to the window to listen to what the miners were saying. Heros had retaken control. He 
appeared to have the attention of the gathering crowd. He said, “We cannot trust the sons, but we 
will listen to King Anu.”

“If we kidnap his son the king will certainly listen to us. So, I say we go into the office right now 
and grab Enlil,” a radical worker said.

Heros disagreed. “That will get us nowhere, except a death sentence. We need to use Enlil as the 
bargaining tool to get the king of Nibiru to come here and listen to us.”

“Most of those gathered around the spokesman agreed. “Yes, he will be our prisoner.”

Although Enlil tended to be bull-headed and arrogant, he wasn't stupid. Reasoning that being the 
prisoner of the rabble outside was preferable to death. These being the only two options he seemed 
to have, he opted for the first. Besides, it would not be a bad idea for Anu to sort them out. 

However, for his father to have to come to Ki to rescue him, the Lord of the Command was the 
worst insult he could imagine. Still, what choice did he have? He decided he would play along with 
their feeble plan for now, but he would make them all pay heavily later.

Abgal had never before deserted his post. However, he had no choice but to take off when the torch-
wielding mob rushed at Enki’s craft. He did so fully knowing he had left Lord Enlil to the tender 
mercies of the crowd. 

As the craft lifted off, the pilot faced a terrible dilemma. Either contact Enki and ask his advice or 
get the Erimha to subdue the miners? He opted for option one and beamed his master. “My Lord, 
they have surrounded the office, and Enlil is alone inside!”

“Will these problems never end?” Enki asked no one in particular.

“What’s the matter now?” Ninurta asked.

“They have Enlil surrounded in the manager’s office!”



Ninurta paled. “We must help him. I will contact the Erimha commander,” he stated, making for the 
door.

“Enki stayed him, saying, “Let me find out what the situation is before we do anything rash.”

“I know what the situation is. The strikers have my father in their clutches! Now, let me go!” he 
retorted, pulling away.

Getting his nephew to face him, Enki, said, “Listen to me, Ninurta. Whatever they plan to do with 
your father, they will have done so by now. Rushing off, like a roaring dragon, will not achieve a 
positive outcome.”

I can’t just sit by and ...”

“We can only hope that your father used his sense and went along with their directions.”

Shortly afterwards, Alani rushed into the room, out of breath.  Running all the way from the 
manager’s office had him puffed. Catching his breath, he said, “They have Lord Enlil!”

Seeing the mine supervisor at liberty, Enki breathed a sigh of relief. “I need you to calm down your 
men, Alani.”

“It’s your Lord Enlil’s fault. If he hadn’t ...”

“Have you seen my father?” Ninurta interrupted.

“He's Heros' hostage.”

“Hostage?" But we've had you freed!” Ninurta spluttered.

“They want something else, don’t they?” Enki queried.

“Heros wants king Anu to come here and sort this out. They won’t release Lord Enlil until this 
happens.”

“You will all be charged with treason!” Ninurta challenged.

Enki added. “I suppose part of the deal to release Enlil unharmed is to have all charges dropped 
against you and your men.”

“That’s correct, Lord Enki.”

Ninurta strongly objected, yelling, “NO! THEY CANNOT GET AWAY WITH KIDNAPPING 
MY FATHER! I WON’T ALLOW IT!”

Placing a gentle claw on his nephew's shoulder, Enki said, “Calm down Ninurta. The most 
important thing now is that we get your father back safe and sound. I will contact king Anu and let 
him know what has happened.” Then, turning to Alani, Enki qualified, “But only if I get safe 
passage to and from the office.”

“We have no gripe against you, Lord Enki. You, we trust.”

“What do you mean, held hostage?” Anu asked, annoyed at yet another interruption from the Ki 
colony.

“What exactly am I supposed to say, father. The kidnappers demand two things for his safe return.”

“And, what are they?”

“First, your presence is required here, at the Abzu mines, to help sort this mess out. Secondly, the 
miners have no charges levelled against them.”



“No, on both counts, Enki!”

“Father, we don’t have any choice, not if you want to see Enlil alive and free again!”

“I will not bow to such demands!”

“Then father, I fear for Enlil’s life.”

Following a silent pause, the king asked, “Is it is that serious?”

“I wouldn't be troubling you if it were not so, father.”

“Very well,” Anu sighed, “I suppose I will have to come and sort your problems out for you yet 
again. But this will be the last time.”

 Again Anu carried out his purification preparations. He ingested the white powder and entered the 
sacred Star gate, in his Palace on Nibiru. At the same time, he passed through the Star gate in EdIn. 

Nannar and Adad were among the privileged few that attended to greet the King of Heaven upon 
his arrival. A royal shuttle waited by the star gate, at the king's disposal. The Igigi flew him south, 
to the mines of Dugamatum, the ‘Dark Land’ to meet with the miners.

 Anu had never visited before and expected great fanfare on his arrival. But his welcome was oddly 
low key. But this was not a state visit. 

Enki and Ninurta greeted the king.

Anu, unhappy with having to come and sort out the mess, snapped, “Where's Enlil?” 

Enki said, “I will inform Alani that you have arrived, father.”

“I want Enlil here with me before I speak with anybody.”

“I understand that, father. I will attend to it immediately.”

“Using his communicator, the latest Nibiruan beaming technology, Enki contacted Alani's secret 
hideout, where Enlil currently resided. “Get me Alani,” Enki ordered.

“He’s not here,” was the reply.

“Inform him immediately that the King of Heaven has arrived. Tell him to release Enlil and have 
him brought to the manager's office.”

With Enlil safe in his father's custody, Anu took him to one side, saying, “When I gave you control 
over Ki there were those among the council of gods who believed Enki should have kept the title.”

“But, Father I …”

“Don’t interrupt me. I supported you because I believed in you, but now I wonder if you are up to 
the task.”

“Of course, I am up to the job father. Look at what I have already achieved.”

“When you lost the Tablets of Destiny there were those on high who wanted you brought back to 
Nibiru. I supported you and fought for you to have another chance. I managed to persuade the other 
royals to give you another chance. Now I have to come down here because you have got yourself 
kidnapped by a bunch of miners.”

“If Enki hadn’t beamed you none of this would have happened,” Enlil moaned, pointing at his 
brother.



“I have heard his explanation Enlil. From what he told me he had no choice but to contact me.”

“Then he lied. It’s his fault the miners revolted in the first place.”

“What do you mean, Enlil?”

“He connived with them to disobey me. Ask him about the secret meetings he has been having with 
the miners.”

“What secret meetings.”

“He held secret meetings  in which  he  encouraged  the  workers to undermine my authority.”

“These are serious accusations indeed. I will look into them after I have spoken with the mine 
workers leader.”

“Speak with them, father. They have committed treason. We have to execute them!”

“I am here, and I will deal with this my way. Do you understand, Enlil?”

“Yes father, but …”

“Enlil, just accept the fact that your way did not work. If it had, I would not have to be here now.”

Anu addressed the inquiry into the mining mutiny. Just a small affair, comprising himself, Enlil, 
and Enki as the royal representatives and Awlin, Ennugi and Alani representing the commoner 
Anunnaki. 

Anu said, “We are here today to inquire into the recent miner’s mutiny. We will find out what led to 
the incursion and why it happened. So who would like to tell me what they know?”

Awlin spoke up. “Your Heavenness, it began by the workers making outrageous demands.”

Alani said, “Perhaps your Heavenness would like to know what these alleged outrageous demands 
are.”

“I have been apprised of your demands, Alani.”

“Then, your Heavenness, you will see that they are very reasonable.”

Addressing Awlin, Anu asked, “What action did you take when you received these demands?”

“Your Heavenness, I explained to the workers that the management makes the rules, not them.”

“And how did the miner’s react to that, Alani? “

“We threatened to stop work.”

“What did you do in response to the worker’s threat, Awlin?”

“Your Heavenness, I contacted Lord Enki and told him what had happened.”

Addressing Enki, he asked, “How did you respond to Awlin’s call?”

“I left my laboratory, and I flew down here to try and sort things out. When I arrived, Ennugi told 
me what had been going on. I wasn't at all happy with what I heard.”

“Why were you not happy?” Anu asked.

“Awlin paid total disregard to the miner’s grievances and ...”

“Total disregard! I wouldn’t say that!” Ennugi interrupted.



“Don’t interrupt when somebody is giving evidence,” Anu ordered. “Carry on, Lord Enki.”

“There appeared to be hostility towards the workers, as though they were the enemy.”

“What did you do then?”

“I spoke to a group of miners ...”

“He told them to cut production, that’s what he did!” Awlin interjected.

“I told you there would be no more interruptions. I will remove anybody who interrupts, from this 
inquiry,” Anu proclaimed.

He then turned back to Enki, asking, “Is it true that you told the miners to cut production?”

Silence ensued as everybody waited to hear Enki’s answer. At length, he stated, “Your Heavenness, 
the workers were exhausted, and we had more than enough gold in Badtibira, for Nibiru’s current 
needs. I suggested that they cut the production by one third.”

“I see,” Anu responded. Then, addressing the manager, he asked, “What did you think of that 
reasoning Awlin?”

“It is against our policy. We could not have the workers determining the mine's output. That 
directive comes from Badtibira, not them!”

“Very well,” the king responded. Then, turning to Ninurta, he asked. “In your opinion do you have 
more than enough reserves at the Badtibira processing plant, to cater for Nibiru’s immediate 
needs?”

“We do have a reserve. Yes.”

“Would you say then that Lord Enki was justified in cutting production at the mine?”

“I didn't know the circumstances at the time. Since I have been here and have seen the workers 
conditions for myself, I believe that uncle, I mean Lord Enki, made the right decision. I also 
recommend that we provide the workers with more efficient tools and that more miners are shipped 
in from Nibiru or Lahmu.”

“If Lord Ninurta, the manager of the plant at Badtibira, agrees with Lord Enki, what were your 
reasons for disagreeing with his judgement, Awlin?”

“It wasn't the management’s idea!”

“Did you not recall Lord Enki to the mine to get his advice on how to deal with the situation here?”

“Well, yes. But I didn’t know Lord Enki held secret meetings, inciting the workers to mutiny!”

“Those are grave accusations Awlin. I hope, for your sake, you can back-up what you are saying.”

Enlil, having been silent until then, spoke up. “I support what Awlin says. If it were not for Lord 
Enki’s encouragement, the miners would not have had the confidence to do what they did. I hold 
him responsible for the subsequent behaviour of the miners!”

“Addressing Enki, Anu asked, “Did you incite the workers to mutiny?”

“I offered a solution to their problem.”

“That does not answer my question.”

“Your Majesty, it is not as clear-cut as that.”

“Give me an answer, yes or no!”



“As I gave them an incentive for action, I suppose the answer is yes.”

“There, you see. Enki even admits it,” Enlil gloated.

“He also promised the miners Sinnises, to keep their beds warm!” Awlin stated.

“Is that true Lord Enki?” Anu asked.

“Once I discovered that the management here overlooked the fact that the workers would sneak off 
in the dead of night to ravage and mate with the primitive females, I had to do something to stop 
this disgusting practice.”

Turning to Awlin, Anu asked. “Were you aware of such a practice taking place?”

“I had heard of the odd occasion, your Heavenness.”

“And what is your company policy concerning such matters?”

“We have no policy as such.”

“I see, Awlin. So did you ever talk to the workers about mating with the primitive ape women?”

“As long as it didn’t affect their work I did not see it as being my business.”

Enki added, “Your Majesty, incidents of this disgusting nature took place many Sars ago in Eridu. 
The High Council had a statute on the books condemning the practice, making it a crime under Ki 
law. Just because the management didn’t have a policy is no excuse for Awlin to ignore the law on 
this issue.”

“A valid point,” Anu conceded. Turning back to Awlin, he asked, “Why did you not follow the 
High Council’s directive on this matter, Awlin?”

“I, I wasn't aware of the law, your Heavenness,” the manager stuttered,

Enlil spoke up. “As Lord of the Command here on Ki I have had the complicated law and penalty 
process overhauled and simplified. As there had not been any recorded incidents of Nibiruan mating 
with the ape women for many Sars, the statute got removed from the books.”

Awlin felt vindicated and relieved.

Anu responded, “In the light of these events I suggest the statute should be put back on the books, 
Lord Enlil.”

“Yes, your Heavenness. I will see to it.”

Anu heard all the evidence, for and against, that led up to the mutiny and the acts of treason by the 
miners. After much deliberation, he delivered his judgement. “I have looked at all the facts 
concerning this case and, on balance, I believe both the management and the workers acted 
irresponsibly, leading to severe crimes being committed. 

However, I sympathise with the workers, in that the conditions they have to work under makes 
them little more than slaves. These miners are Anunnaki, citizens, not just work units, with no 
feelings and no needs. 

I also agree with Lord Ninurta’s recommendation for updated tools and equipment for the mines as 
well as shipping new miners in from Nibiru. Anyway, we need to replace, most of the stuff 
damaged or destroyed during the riot.



After a short pause, Anu continued, “I also sympathise with the mine management as they had not 
experienced a mutiny before and, therefore, did not have a plan in place to deal with it. They made 
some mistakes, which, led to the actions the miners took. 

Now, although I agree with the demands of the miners, we cannot condone their treasonable 
actions. For this reason, I will have specific individuals charged with this offence.”

Alani interrupted, “Lord Enki gave us his assurance that, if Lord Enlil were returned unharmed, 
there would be no charges laid against the miners!”

“I’m sorry Alani, but your people have broken many laws and have committed serious crimes have 
been committed. Now, where the management is concerned, they made some bad decisions that 
inflamed an already potentially dangerous situation. Therefore certain individuals will be taken to 
task over this, and I will take the appropriate action.”

“What about the part Lord Enki played in stirring up the workers? You should charge him with 
inciting a riot!” Enlil forcefully stated.

Enki retaliated. “If it were not for Enlil’s overbearing nature and incompetence in dealing with the 
problems at this mine, the workers would not be facing charges of treason now!”

Anu, ashamed that his sons were arguing in public, interrupted, “Lord Enki may have overstepped 
the mark by encouraging the workers to rebel, but he more than made up for it in the way he got 
things under control and brokered a peaceful compromise. On the other hand, I can see nothing in 
Lord Enlil’s behaviour, in the way that he dealt with events here, that helped ease the situation. In 
fact, it could be justifiably said that his attitude and actions made Lord Enki’s job even more 
difficult.”

Enlil stunned that his father called him incompetent, objected strongly. He stood up. “Father, if you 
consider me incompetent and if I make things more difficult here, then send me back to Nibiru. 
That I have let you down is shameful for me. I at this moment hand over my command of Ki to my 
son, Ninurta, who has proved himself more than capable on many occasions.”

Anu responded, “Lord Enlil, I do not accept your abdication from command here on Ki. Yes, you 
have made mistakes, ones that I hope from which you will learn. However, on balance, your 
achievements far outweigh your shortfalls. You will continue to command the Ki colonies, but with 
a little more compassion for your fellow Anunnaki.”

Subsequently, five of the miners who took Enlil hostage, including Heros, were charged with 
treason and stood trial on Nibiru.

Ninurta got sent to the dark land to take over management of the Dugamatum mines. Awlin, who 
had to go through retraining, as his assistant. Consequently, the situation at the mines improved, as 
more miners and better equipment arrived from Nibiru. 

The miners were happy with the outcome, especially as their Sinnises came to live with them. Enki 
felt the mutiny was just the tip of the iceberg. There were already disgruntled noises coming from 
Anunnaki workers in Edin.

(Sumerian chronicles state: The miners were backbiting and lamenting, in the excavations they 
were grumbling, ‘Unbearable is the toil’.)



Chapter 39

The medical team waited for the final test results, with baited breath.  Then Ninkhursag entered the 
lab, a big grin spreading across her face. At length, she said, “Yes, we have discovered it!” A huge 
cheer went up from the excited scientists. The subject of their jubilation, the experiments that 
Ninkhursag had carried out for many Sars, began with her observations, since the beginning of her 
directorship in Shuruppak. 

As Chief Medical Officer of the Bit-Mursu, she noticed that the Anunnaki on Ki were not as long-
lived as Nibiruans on their home planet. In fact, over the Sars, their lifespan seemed to be getting 
progressively shorter. 

Ninkhursag, wondering why this happened, set up a research team to study life on Ki. At first, she 
thought the air might have something to with their deteriorating condition. Although the atmosphere 
on Nibiru wasn't much different to that on Ki, there were differences in oxygen levels, and some 
migrants from the home planet took more time to acclimatise to Ki conditions. Despite this, she 
determined, after many tests, that the atmosphere wasn't the cause.

Ninkhursag’s team next focused on the food. Although some delicacies arrived from Nibiru, from 
time to time, the Anunnaki mostly subsisted on farm-grown food. During the early stages of the 
EdIn colony, hunters had trapped and killed local beasts for food. However, this had all changed 
with Enki’s rustic design and strategy. Medical scientists carried out numerous tests on food 
products. Their research showed reduced longevity had nothing to do with their diet. So, if it wasn't 
the air or the food what could be the cause? of accelerated ageing

Just when Ninkhursag despaired of ever finding an answer, she got an idea. It came out of a 
scientific conversation she and Enki had. It was at the time Emuq helped set up the energy grids 
with his 'Breath of God' technology. They were talking about how advanced they were in their 
evolution, compared to the primitives, and every other life form they came across on Ki. 
Observation had shown them that the primitive bipeds were advancing but at a prolonged rate. They 
wondered if their presence in the original being’s world had had anything to do with speeding up 
their progress. Enki pointed out that their pace was just right for their planet. 

They then looked at the factors determining progress and saw that they all seemed to be of external 
nature - meaning the effect of their environment upon them. However, Enki thought they were 
missing something. “Supposing,” he suggested, “there are also internal factors that also determine 
progress,”

Ninkhursag soon caught on. She asked, “Are you talking about the 'Key to Life' work we have often 
discussed?”

“Yes, that’s it. Perhaps the key to life is different in more advanced life forms. I mean, we know 
that what goes on outside a life determines how they advance in their skills and knowledge. That is 
only because of the information they receive from their environment. So what happens to that 
information?”

“It becomes part of their store of knowledge?”

“Yes. However, more importantly, it becomes part of the Anunnaki's key to life. And it is different 
for everybody because everybody has different ideas about what they see and hear.”

“So what determines what information becomes part of the key to life, Enki?”

“It depends upon how much information that life can process. For example, the primitives don’t 
have flying machines because they are not able to handle the information that gives them the 
knowledge to make flying machines.”



Ninkhursag became very excited. “That’s it!” she exploded. You are a genius, my love!”

“Wait a minute! What are you talking about?”

“What you just said gave me an idea. What if it also works the other way around?”

“What do you mean?”

“Supposing we have too much information, much more than we need to be able to function and live 
on Ki.”

Enki caught on to her idea. He asked, “If we cannot use the excess information we have stored, 
what happens to it?”

“It becomes a waste product which, instead of being useful to us, becomes useless, Enki.”

“So we are going through a form of devolution, instead of evolution?”

“Have you wondered why the primitives keep their distance from us?”

“Is it because they fear us?”

“True, but why do they fear us?”

“Because the information and knowledge we have, is part of our world. Theirs is part of this world.

“Yes, Ninki. For us to be able to live in this world, we have to live according to the laws of  Ki. 
Those laws are determined by what this planet needs for its maintenance and progress. In other 
words, for us to live here, we have to fit in here.”

“And if that means we have to devolve, then our life spans will become shorter.”

Although there was concern about the shortened lifespan of the Anunnaki, by Ki standards, the 
colonisers still lived more than fifty thousand years. 

If the primitives had been able to handle such a concept, they would have seen the hairless beings 
from the sky to be immortal, when compared with their meagre forty- Ki year average lifespan.

The theory seemed a rational one but, as scientists, Ninkhursag and Enki wanted solid proof that the 
Anunnaki were devolving on Ki. Therefore, they set up a research team to look into the phenomena. 
She told them to cast a wide net, concerning the cause of their shorter lifespan, but with particular 
attention to the work on the key to life. The key to being, Enki informed her, was indeed a chemical 
code that contained all the information needed for a life form to function. 

The chief medical officer pondered, what happened to all the available excess information in the 
code? Did it end up as incomprehensible rubbish that made no sense at all? If so, did this kind of 
information play a part in the devolution process?

Ninkhursag had to start her research all over again, and the concept of Anunnaki devolution on Ki 
seemed an excellent place to begin. So she set her team to work finding out what effect rubbish 
information had in a devolving process. Did the useless data in the code trigger devolution, or was it 
a by-product of it?

Whenever he had time, Enki helped his beloved sister with her research. He discovered that her 
research dovetailed with that of his and Ningshizidda. They often beamed each other to check on 
their independent progress. 

On one such occasion, while she was busy in her research laboratory, Enki spoke of another 
consideration in the devolution process. He said, “Perhaps it is not just a lesser lifespan we are 
looking at, Ninki.”



“What do you mean?” she queried, puzzled.

“If, as we suspect, the Key to Life Holds all the information of the life that hosts it, and from the 
information, a life gains further knowledge, then the more information a life has, the more 
knowledge that life also has.”

“Yes, I follow you. But I’m not sure what you are driving at.”

“Well, I was thinking about how life uses the knowledge it has. Let us say that it uses the 
knowledge to progress itself.”

“Okay. So what has this got to do with devolution?”

“Let us say that by a life progressing, it becomes closer to AN, its creator.”

“Okay.” Ninki acknowledged, wondering where Enki’s line of thought was taking him.

“So, the closer the life gets to An, the more that life becomes like An - a creator itself.”

“Yes, that makes sense.”

“So what happens when the process works in reverse?”

Ninki caught on and became excited. “Well, from our research it seems when life has more 
information than it has a use for, that information becomes useless information. The knowledge 
then becomes useless knowledge, forgotten over time.”

“So, that life becomes less like AN, which leads to less life, less progress and less purpose.”

“Enki, are you saying, it loses its reason for being a life?”

“What I’m suggesting is that the more a life devolves, the less useful it is to other lives around it.”

“That makes sense.”

“Yes it does, doesn’t it? And it explains why the miner’s mutiny took place.”

“Sorry Enki, I don’t understand the link.”

“Neither did I until just now. When we first came to Ki, everyone focused on saving our home 
planet. Now that the Nibiruan crisis is over, the miners are more interested in themselves.”

“So the mutiny took place because the miners started thinking about themselves and not the Nibiru 
atmosphere project.”

“Exactly, and if this is true, which it seems to be, then we can expect worsening behaviour as time 
goes on.”

“That is not a comforting thought.”

“No, it’s not. Which is why we need a worker completely dedicated to fulfilling the function of its 
design?” A worker that does not think of himself, and, in fact, does not think at all.”

“Where are we to find such a worker, dear brother?”

“If we are devolving, by being on Ki we have to balance that by joining that which is devolving 
with that which is evolving.”

“You speak of the primitives.”

“I have often wondered if we could train them, but I can't see how.”



“We don’t have to train them. The way I see it is that by fusing their evolving code to our devolving 
one, we can produce a new form of life used for our purposes.”

“Do you think we can do that?”

“Perhaps we can if we work together.”

“Yes, my beloved brother. Let us do it!”

As their secret plan evolved, Enki said, “Nobody is to know, not even Enlil. In fact, it had to be kept 
secret from all Enlilites.” He added, “Next we need subjects to experiment on.”

This operation in itself was not complicated as Ninkhursag had access to code samples from her 
patients. Also, they sometimes came across dead primitives. The code, for some strange reason, 
seemed to stay alive, even after the host had died. So the medical director’s team was able to collect 
samples.

One of her scientists asked her, “Why are we collecting samples from the ape people, as well as 
from ourselves?”

As she did not want to let on what she and her brother were doing, she answered, “The primitives 
have been part of this world for much longer than we have. Anything we can learn about them 
could be useful.” It was the truth. It said nothing. It was the perfect answer.

Ninkhursag’s research into the Key to Life progressed by leaps and bounds. The code samples she 
had collected showed how the structure of the life got fashioned according to its function. They saw 
how the code, contained in tiny compartments, controlled when and where the chemical formula 
was activated. 

When observing the codes of dead primitives, a process made possible by the unique 'video scope' 
technologists on Nibiru had designed, gave a clear picture of what was taking place.

After many chemical tests, Ninkhursag noticed a difference between the Anunnaki chemical cipher 
and that of the hairy ones. It appeared that there was no evidence of any useless information in the 
codes of the primitives, whereas there were such indications in the chemical sequences of the 
Anunnaki. This discovery was the breakthrough Ninkhursag, and her team was celebrating.

One night Enki had a dream. He dreamt of the days of the creation, when the fates were determined 
and when the Anuna gods were born. In the vision, the goddesses were married and distributed in 
heaven and Earth, where they became pregnant and gave birth. But no eggs were hatched. 
Unshelled beings were born from birth canals. Then, in his dream, the gods were obliged to grow 
their food, and prepare it for their meals, while the senior gods oversaw the work and the minor 
gods endlessly toiled. The lesser gods were digging the canals and piling up the silt in Harali. They 
dredged the clay, complaining about their life and hardships they had to endure. 

The dream, impacted on Enki so much that upon waking, he knew what he had to do. The message 
seemed clear. He had to wake up and apply his vast knowledge and wisdom to create a substitute 
worker, to free the minor gods from their toil.

Upon realising this, Enki prayed to Mammi, the mother of the gods, for wisdom in his endeavours. 
In his particular room for pondering, the Halunkug, he meditated on the problem. But no solution 
came to mind. As Enki could not share his burden with anyone, not even his family. He became 
morose, irritable and downright grumpy. The problem became his obsession, ultimately taking him 
over.

Ningshizidda became very concerned about the change in his father. He seemed to be in a world of 
his own. Broaching him on the subject,  Ningshizidda ventured, “What ails you, father? You are not 
your usual positive self.” 



Enki faced his son. “It is something I have to do.”

“Father, tell me what troubles you.”

Seeing that his son wasn't going to let him off the hook, he explained, “The gods have charged me 
with a sacred task I cannot fulfil.”

“What task, father?”

“A workable solution to supplementing the Anunnaki workforce with a substitute worker.”

Ningshizidda looked his father in the eye. “Father, you are the wisest and most intelligent of the 
Anunnaki, the master of incredible skills, the fashioner and designer of cities. You will come up 
with a solution.”

Enki bemoaned, “Then why don't I have an answer for the biggest problem facing EdIn.”

“You don't 'yet' have an answer,” his wise son said.

His son's encouragement gave him heart and Enki persisted in asking for divine inspiration. In his 
meditations, he petitioned Mammi, the great mother, to find a way to bring a new creature into 
existence.  

The answer came in another dream. The dream state message he received, told him to knead clay 
from the top of the Abzu. Then, in his vision, birth-goddesses ‘nipped’ the mud and he would bring 
his new beings into existence. His sister Ninki also featured in the dream. 

He took this to mean Ninkhursag should be his assistant. The cryptic message said little to him at 
the time, so he decided to see if Ninki could shed any light on the mystery. If only there were some 
substance that generated new life, he wished.

While Enki pondered the concept of an elixir of life a thought occurred to him concerning the 
changing Anunnaki behaviour patterns. If the Anunnaki were devolving, while on Ki, perhaps it 
was possible to reverse the process. This question vexed Enki and his son. Ningshizidda, the only 
person, other than Ninki, to whom he had divulged his project, said, “How can we reverse the 
process, father?”

“It could have something to do with the Orme,” Enki mentioned, as he and his son experimented 
with chemicals in small, thin, glass tubes.

“What is the Orme, father?”

“When your grandfather comes to Ki he uses a Stargaze, not a Shamash. Stargazes are very 
powerful. You have to be prepared spiritually and mentally to come through it without having your 
psyche harmed. Part of the preparation is to get some of the powder of gold, mix it in water, and 
drink it.”

“What does it do then?”

“If it is right for you it will purify you and clear your memories so that nothing holds you back once 
you enter the Star Chamber.”

“And, if it's not right for you, father?”

“It will drive you mad. You have to process too much information, too fast!”

“Why will too much information send you mad?”

“Think of the information as light, which is what it is. Too much light reveals too much, too soon 
and blinds you.”



“I see father. So this Orme makes things lighter.”

“That’s right unless it weighs heavily on you because you have misused it. So, what I’m thinking is 
that by ingesting this Orme, what is in our codes becomes much clearer.”

“And that’s how you can reverse the devolution process,” Ningshizidda said. Then, after a little 
more thought, he asked, “Is that the same as evolution, father?”

“No, it's not the same as evolution. Evolution is a natural progression. Taking the Orme changes the 
code. It bypasses the evolutionary process.”

Later that day Ningshizidda asked, “This Orme father, is it the same as the white powder we spread 
around the Nibiruan atmosphere?”

“That’s used in its powder form. It only becomes the Orme when dissolved in water.”

“When are we going to let the High Council know that we have found a way to stop age reduction 
and unsociable behaviour among the Anunnaki?

“We cannot tell them.”

Ningshizidda, puzzled, asked, “Why not, father? Surely we ought to inform them that we have 
found a cure!”

Enki fixed his son in his gaze. “There are many reasons why we have to keep this knowledge to 
ourselves. First, our citizens would not believe us, and secondly, they would treat us as mad 
scientists. Also, it takes a great deal of preparation and training to be able to ingest the Orme, 
without having any adverse side effects. 

Furthermore, by taking the Orme on a regular basis keeps increasing our health and our lifespan, 
until we become immortal. Fourthly. But it is far too expensive for most of the Anunnaki to buy.”

“So, how do we decide who can use it and who isn’t?”

“It has only ever been the province of the Nibiruan royal bloodline. It is safer that way.”

“Is it right that we should live much longer while keeping the Orme a secret and sentencing our 
subjects to diminishing life-spans?”

“Right and wrong do not come into it, Ningshizidda. It is not an ethical question. We are simply 
right for it or not.”

(For the first time since Nibiruans came to Ki, the behaviour patterns of the Anunnaki became an 
issue. At first, everyone was motivated to do their best to save their loved ones on Nibiru. However,  
the project had become such a success for the Anunnaki that the crisis on their home planet was 
under control. Also, the veteran colonisers from space had been so long on Ki (over 100000 Earth 
years) that, they now saw themselves as Kilings, not Nibiruans. (Admittedly, they could return to 
their home planet once every 3600 Earth years, for some R and R, but they spent the majority of  
their lives on Ki.)

Chapter 40

Now that the Anunnaki workers were not as focused on the needs of Nibiru, they concentrated more 
on their own needs, as communities and as individuals. Although not a bad thing, self-interest 
coupled with the negative behaviour patterns Enki had discovered, led to selfishness and disunity 
among the citizenry. In fact, many of the Anunnaki became so self-focused that they ignored the 



needs of others. This behaviour pattern began to show up all over EdIn and the Abzu, especially in 
the gold mines, where the previous mutiny had taken place.

One day, Ningshizidda, while walking in the jungle,  came across a hole in the ground, cleverly 
disguised by leaves and branches placed across it. He had come across these beast traps before, 
which he learned were constructed by the primitives. This particular trap, it turned out, had caught 
one of its makers. Ningshizidda looked down upon the fallen ape-man at the bottom of the pit. 

This proximity, the closest he had ever been to one of the primitives, revolted him. The body, 
partially decomposed, stank even worse than usual. The rank odour became so overpowering Enki’s 
second son thought the stench was a defence mechanism the creature used, to keep predators away.

However, this seemed an excellent opportunity to find out about the chemical content of the native 
being's code. To follow his father’s instructions Ningshizidda had to get much closer to the beast. 
He had to get a drop of the ape-man’s blood, in a small glass tube. This operation turned out to be 
easy, as the hunter had bled profusely from his wounds. Pulling a mask up over his nose, 
Ningshizidda carried out his task.

Having tested the blood sample, Enki turned to his son, saying, Ningshizidda, we are indeed in luck. 
All the tests I have carried out on the primitive’s blood have shown that their fashioning essence is 
like ours.”

“That is indeed great news father. But what do you mean by it being the same?”

Looking up from his video scope, Enki answered, “Like two serpents, it's entwined. Now we can 
experiment with mixing the ape-man’s code and our key to life. From this mixture, we will, 
hopefully, be able to combine the two essences into new code.”

Ningshizidda, getting the idea, said, “So, by doing this, we can make another type of life.”

“Yes, but we have much work to do. And we don’t know what the outcome will be yet.”

“What do we do next then, father?’

“We work out how to make a primitive worker, to take the pressure off those of our kind.”

“When are we going to tell uncle Enlil about this?”

“I will tell him, but only when we are successful with our experiments.”

One day, while Enki engaged in his experiments, he received a beam from Ninurta. After greeting 
his nephew, Enki asked, “How can I help you?”

“Hello, uncle. I hope you and your son are well.”

“Thank you, Ninurta. I hear you have been achieving great things at the mine. However, I doubt this 
is just a courtesy call.”

“You are right, uncle. The miners are refusing to work again.”

“What do you mean, refusing to work?” 

“Awlin has been talking with them. They said they had had enough of slaving in the deep, dark 
mines. They want easier labours above ground. I think you should come here and see what can be 
done to help.”

“My experiments have reached a crucial stage here. Any time away from them, at this time could be 
detrimental to our research.”



“Uncle, if we could deal with this I wouldn't have troubled you!”

“What can I do that you cannot?”

“Your wisdom is far greater than mine. Perhaps you can shed some light on why this is happening.”

Although Enki knew that any interruptions to his research could be detrimental to the slave worker 
project, he realised the miner’s behaviour dovetailed with his scientific work. The workers' refusal 
to toil for the common good, showed clear evidence of the devolution process-taking place. After a 
short pause, he replied, “Very well, I will come.”

Ningshizidda, unhappy about his father's decision to go to the mine, complained, “You cannot leave 
now! Not when we are so close to our goal.”

“I am sorry, son, but I am needed there. I won’t be away long.”

“Why can’t one of Enlil’s children help out?”

“I have every confidence in your ability to run the experiments in my absence.”

“That’s not the issue, father. We are working in new territory here. Anything could happen.”

“We are all venturing into the unknown with this work. Beam your aunt Ninkhursag, if you run into 
any problems.”

It had been many Sars since Abgal had landed the Essuruki at the Abzu mines, shuttle base. He and 
Enki alighted from their craft. Awlin, who took them to Ninurta’s office, greeted them. On the way, 
Enki asked, “So, tell me what’s been happening.”

Awlin explained, “They just complained about their work at first. That's nothing new of course. 
They moaned about their labours, but they still accepted they had to do the work.”

“So what changed, Awlin?”

“They started to question why they had to do the hard work. The miners wanted to know why they 
could not work on the surface, instead of being stuck in the cold dark mine shafts. Then others 
started questioning their situation, and discontent grew among the miners.”

“What have you done to appease them?”

“We told them that we have no other way of extracting the ore, but it hasn’t helped.”

“No, Awlin. I don't suppose it would have. To tell you the truth I don’t think there is anything I can 
do to convince the miners to re-enter the mines.”

Ninurta welcomed Enki into his workspace, “He said, Thank you for coming to help.”

Enki replied, “Awlin has apprised me of the situation and, having heard his explanation, I don’t see 
what help I can be.”

“Talk to the leaders. If they listen to anyone, they will take counsel from you.”

“Ninurta, it’s not like last time. The reason for their discontent is different now.”

“In what way is it different?”

“That’s what I’ve come to find out.”

“I thought you came here to get the miners back to work.”

“No Ninurta.”



“Then why did you come here?” Ninurta queried, puzzled.

“I came here to study the behaviour of the workers.”

“Get rid of them, I say. Bring in others who are willing to do the work,” Awlin suggested.

“Then, why haven’t you done so?” Enki responded.

“I’m interested in why you came here to observe their behaviour,” Ninurta stated.

“Because I have an idea what's causing this rebellious nature. If I'm right, changing the workforce 
will only be a short-term solution.”

“Why is that?” Ninurta queried.

“Because the next workforce you train will soon start rebelling again.”

“But the conditions and equipment in the mines are much improved from many Sars back.”

“This has nothing to do with the miners working conditions.”

“What is it then?” Ninurta pressed.

“It’s rather complicated, but it’s something that Ningshizidda, Ninkhursag, and I have been working 
on for many Sars.”

Ninurta, frustrated about knowing nothing of such studies, responded, “If you have been studying 
the miners' behaviour, Enki, don’t you think you should have informed us? At least then we would 
have some idea about what we are dealing with.”

Enki tried explaining, “First of all we had to be sure that we were on the right track. Secondly, this 
is not just about the miners. This problem concerns the entire Anunnaki population.”

“What on Ki are you talking about?” Ninurta asked, even more puzzled?

“When we Anunnaki first came here, our mission, to save Nibiru, stayed foremost in our minds. 
Everything we did helped us in our goal. Now that our home planet has a sustained atmosphere, and 
huge gold reserves, the urgency of our mission has passed, and we can focus more on ourselves and 
our lives, here on Ki.”

“Okay. So what has that got to do with our workers refusing to go down in the mines?” Ninurta 
queried, becoming annoyed.

“Because, since the crisis on Nibiru is now under control, the workers are thinking more about their 
personal needs. Therefore, the miners want better working conditions.

“Well, I need the miners to get back to work!” Ninurta stated.

“It’s not as simple as that. You see, the miners' desires may not fit in with your needs. In fact, they 
are entirely opposed to each other. You need them in the mines, and they need to stay out of them.”

“From what you are saying, Lord Enki,” Awlin commented, “It seems as though the miners need 
some behavioural training, some discipline to change their attitudes.”

“I don’t believe that will be much help, Awlin. It may well keep them working, through fear, for a 
short time, but they will soon revolt again, with more devastating results.”

“Then, what do you suggest, Enki?” Ninurta asked.

“The workers need is for them to stay out of the mines. Perhaps the time has come for us to help 
them do just that.”



“And just how is that supposed to work?” Ninurta asked.

“If the miners don’t go down there, who is going to bring out the ore?” Awlin queried.

Enki said, “Let me say that we have been working on this very problem for many Sars and we are 
very close to a breakthrough, which is why I did not want to take time off by coming here. That’s 
all I can say about it at present. Now, I need to speak with the miners.”

Enki spent some time interviewing the miners on an individual basis. He asked them what they 
wanted, and he kept careful records of their answers. He noted that not one of them mentioned 
helping Nibiru as a primary concern. This outcome helped confirm his suspicions. 

Mostly, the results were not a surprise to him. They wanted lighter work, healthier conditions. They 
also wanted to spend more time with their families. Their responses fitted in with his theory as 
everything they mentioned centred around them, not their fellow Anunnaki.

As soon as he could, Enki took his recorded files and left the mine. Ninurta, not seeing any 
improvements in the situation, left him more confused than ever. So much for the Lord of Ki’s 
renowned wisdom, he thought, wondering what to do next. It looked as though he would have to get 
his father to deal with things. At least Enlil would have a practical way of dealing with the miners.

Back in his laboratory, Enki shared his data with his son. He explained, “Now we know the 
Anunnaki tend to think more about them than about anything else. So what does that tell us?”

Ningshizidda thought about the question. At length, he answered. “It makes us weaker.”

“Why?”

“It tells us that we are stronger when we join together.”

“Certainly, we were much stronger as a body, when we were all united in one cause, one purpose. 
So what else does that tell us?’”

“We become disconnected from our source.”

“Which means?”

“We lack the life force that comes from the source.”

“That's right, my son! Now you begin to understand.” Enki smiled.

“So the Anunnaki needs a common endeavour to occupy their minds.”

“It has to be important enough to draw all of us together in one purpose.”

“Do you have any ideas about it, father?”

“Not at present, my son.”

Enlil duly arrived, with his Erimha brigade in tow. To some of the miners, who saw his ship land, 
his intention seemed obvious. He had come for action, not negotiation.

Annoyed at having to come back to the mines, to sort out yet another workers revolt, he would have 
no nonsense.

Ninurta greeted his father, apologising, “Sorry to have to bring you here, but …”

Interrupting, Enlil ordered, “Bring me the workers leaders now!”

“Father, I just wanted to explain …”

“Just get me the troublemakers!” he demanded.



Persisting, Ninurta said, “Father, perhaps you should hear of what Enki has worked out about this 
situation!”

“I don’t know what crazy ideas he has been filling your head with, Ninurta, and I don’t much care. 
Whatever  it  is,  it  hasn’t  worked,  or you would not require me here.”

“But father, the situation here is much more complex than you realise!”

“The situation here is simple. The miners are here to work the mines, and that is what they will do!”

Ninurta and Enlil faced the workers' committee. Enlil started with a simple question. “Why have 
you workers stopped working?”

Alani spoke up. “Your Lordship, the toil has become too great. The excavations are breaking our 
backs. The dust is filling our lungs. We are becoming sick.”

“So you think you can just stop work when you feel like it?” Enlil snapped.

“Your Lordship, we are happy to work on the surface, where the clean air can heal our lungs, and 
the hot sun can lessen our aches.”

“You are here as miners, and your place is in the mine. You will report to work as usual, and you 
will get your workforce to do the same.”

An uproar erupted in the room, as the miners vehemently protested. Immediately, a detachment of 
Erimha armed guards quelled the outburst. When the yelling and gesturing had calmed down, Alani 
challenged, “What will you do if we refuse?”

Stunned silence filled the meeting place as the assembled miners waited for a response and dreading 
it at the same time.

Enlil’s words were precise and measured. He answered bluntly, “I will have you executed for 
treason, and other workers will take your place.”

Ninurta, horrified by his father’s decision, beamed Enki, saying, “Uncle, things have gone from bad 
to worse here. My father is going to have the workers executed for treason if they don’t go back 
into the mines!”

“Why on Ki did you get your father to interfere, Ninurta? You know what he is like as well as I 
do!”

“I didn’t think he would respond in such an extreme way!”

“He only ever sees things as black and white, right and wrong. One thing I have learned over the 
many Sars I have been here is that the Ki does not work that way.”

“Uncle, I didn’t beam you to argue. We are desperate here! Will you come quickly, before he 
carries out his threat?”

Enki, exasperated, said, “You really should sort out your problems.” The last thing he needed at that 
juncture was to leave his key to life work, to sort out another mess at the mines. He answered, 
“Now that you have made things worse it is going to be even more difficult to find a compromise.”

“Tell him no, father!” Ningshizidda exploded when he heard his father agree to go back to the 
mines, taking him away from their crucial work.

“I can't stand by and do nothing, my son.”

What we are doing here is much more important than the lives of rebellious miners!”



“I have a responsibility.”

“Your responsibility is to stay here and see this project through with me!”

“I know that, my son. However, I also have a responsibility to see what I can do at the Abzu mines. 
They were my creation, so I have to see what I can do.”

Ningshizidda sighed heavily. Realising he wasn't going to change his father’s mind, he said, “If 
something goes wrong here now it could set us back Sars.”

“I will be back as soon as I can. If you have any queries, beam your aunt, Ninkhursag. Better still, 
get her to come and help you while I am gone.”

Again Enki arrived back at the mines. He strolled purposefully to Ninurta's workspace. Meeting up 
with him, Enki snapped, "This is the last time I shall negotiate on your behalf."

Enlil, also present demanded, “What are you doing here?”

“I have come to help sort out your problem, brother.”

“This is none of your business. I already have the situation under control!”

“By using threats not compromise, so I hear.”

“They were not threats; they are promises!”

“So, you would have them all executed?”

“That is none of your business. Why don’t you go back and play with your scientific things and 
leave the real work to me?”

Enki, not intimidated by his brother’s put down tactics, responded, “There is something that we've 
discovered that may be of interest to you.”

Sighing heavily, Enlil responded,” Okay, let’s hear it.”

Enki needed to keep his project secret a little longer. However, he chanced to tell his brother to save 
the miners lives. Taking a deep breath, he said, “We have an alternative to the workers toiling in the 
mines.”

Enlil laughed derisively. “I suppose you are going to make the ore emerge from mine by magic!”

Enki, thinking his brother needed a jolt of reality, came straight out with it. “We will make a 
primitive worker toil in the mines.”

“And, just how do you propose to do that?”

“I propose to mix the code of life of the primitive Kiling, with that of Ningshizidda and Ninkhursag.

Enlil burst out laughing, saying “That utter nonsense; I've never heard of anything so ridiculous.”

“I am serious about this!”

“If this is just some ploy to get me to delay my tactics...”

“It is no such thing. Ninkhursag, Ningshizidda, and I, along with our research teams, have worked 
out a way to create ape-men miners by mixing the fashioning essences of the primitives and us. It is 
the perfect solution because they will not complain about the work.”

“Enlil, seeing his brother's seriousness about creating a mine worker to slave in the mines, took a 
different tack.  He asked, “Are you seriously saying that you can make a slave worker to excavate 
the mines?”



“That’s right, yes!”

“I don’t like it Enki. I don’t like it one bit!”

“Why not use slave workers? It’s the perfect answer to our problems?”

“I don’t like it because I'm against slavery. Slavery was abolished on Nibiru many, many Sars ago. 
It's against our Constitution.”

“But the miners are little more than slaves themselves!” Enki argued.

Ninurta suggested, "Rather than using slave workers we need better machines to help the men mine 
the gold.”

“The Kilings that we create will be our helpers, not our slaves.”

“And what exactly is the difference,” Enlil hissed.

“They will become respectable members of Anunnaki society.”

Enlil persisted, “Fashioning such slave workers goes against the interplanetary law. We are not here 
to interfere with and change the progress of life on this planet.”

Enki argued, “As soon as we set foot on this world we did just that. Do you not think that an 
advanced civilisation, such as ours, has not had an impact on the progression of the primitive bipeds 
here on Ki? Besides, we are making a new species here on Ki. We are not interfering with any 
existing ones.”

“It still goes against the interplanetary law.”

“Only if we influence the progression of life here on Ki,” Enki argued.

Having reached an impasse, the rival brothers beamed their dispute to King Anu for deliberation by 
the High Council on Nibiru. As a result, an emergency meeting took place in the Star Chamber, for 
the High Court to look at all aspects of the worker issue.  Dayanum, the Chief Justice of the seven 
judges, presided over the meeting. He opened with, “Your Majesty, Lords and noble Nibiruans, we 
meet here on this occasion to discuss a proposal that has come to us from Lord Enki, on Ki. The 
proposal is as follows: That the Anunnaki essence shall be mixed with the ape-man essence to 
produce a worker for the mines.”

“Is such a thing possible?” Exbakk, one of the seven judges, asked.

“Apparently so,” Dayanum answered.

“It goes against the Prime Directive,” Adar, another of the senior judges, stated. 

“The Prime Directive is intended to stop visitors to other worlds from interfering in the natural 
development of that planet. Lord Enki plans to do precisely that. Therefore I am against such an 
intrusion into Ki matters,” another judge agreed.

Urak, chief scientist on Nibiru, and Enki’s mentor asked, “Does the creation of a completely new 
species go against the Prime Directive? Because I don’t see how such an act interferes with the 
natural development of Ki.”

“It’s a moot point, Urak,” Dayanum pointed out, “However, we could  equally argue that the 
introduction of an unnatural species into a planet’s system will most certainly create changes to that 
system, and, in so doing, contravene the directive.”



Urak responded, “If such is the case, then the vast Earthworks and city building that has taken place 
on Ki; the digging of mines and the tapping into the planet’s natural energy systems, are all in 
contravention of the directive.”

“That is not the same thing!” Adar objected.

“It follows the same principle.”

“City development has little impact on the vastness of the planet, whereas creating new species has 
huge repercussions on the rest of planetary life,” Adar persisted.

Urak, becoming angry, retorted, “you speak from scientific ignorance, Your Honour. We know that 
from the moment the first Nibiruan stepped foot on Ki, the ripple effect will go on throughout the 
planet’s history. We cannot be choosy about what effect we have. It is all part of a natural process.”

“I thought you were pro-development on Ki, Urak,” Dayanum commented.

“That is not the issue here, your Worship. This argument is about being choosy as to what is 
allowable with the Prime Directive and what is not!”

After listening to all the arguments, for and against the proposition, Dayanum stated, “It seems that 
we could argue backwards and forwards all day about the fine points of the Prime Directive and 
how that relates to the idea of creating a mine worker on Ki. Therefore, I think it is time we put it to 
the vote. Those who wish Lord Enki and his team to go ahead with their experiment to create a 
hybrid worker vote yes and those who are against the proposition, vote no.”

Three of the judges had voted for the proposition, and three against it. One had abstained. Dayanum 
then addressed king Anu, saying, “The result is a tie. In such a result, your Heavenness, yours is the 
casting vote.”

Anu didn't want to be the one to make the final decision. If all went well with his son’s experiment, 
then his kingship would remain secure. However, if it all went wrong, as it very well could do, he 
would be the one held responsible. He wondered which way to vote. There were of course also the 
ethical questions involved, let alone the implications in actually creating a new human species. 

There were also the changing attitudes of the Anunnaki workers to take into consideration. 
Ninkhursag’s report had been lengthy and thorough. There were major psychological changes 
taking place with the Nibiruans on Ki, things that he did not understand. However, in the end he had 
to make his decision.

At length, standing up and facing the High Court, he said, “After balancing up the pros and cons of 
this proposition I vote that we give Lord Enki the go-ahead, providing the workers are hybrids and 
as such, sterile. We do not want this new species breeding all over Edin.”

The news was excellent, and Ningshizidda conveyed it to his father. “Our project has now been 
officially sanctioned by the Nibiruan High Court. We have the go-ahead to make the primitive 
worker,” he explained, excitedly.

“That is great news,” Enki said, looking up from his test results. “Does your aunt know?”

“Yes. Ninkhursag beamed us with the result.”

“We shall rejoice, for it brings great joy to our hearts, my son.”

Enki set forth a great feast for his sister, in honour of Mammi, the goddess over all and bringer of 
life. Marduk sent his congratulations but refused to attend. He wanted nothing to do with 
Ningshizidda, but Ninurta, grateful to Enki for saving the miners, happily celebrated his uncle’s 
success.



After the miners learned that Enki had arranged to get other workers to Get their tasks in the mines, 
they went back to work.

The feast took place at Enki’s home in Southern Africa, which afforded a vast view of strange 
beasts in the valley below. As they drank wine, which Enki had learned to make from fermented 
fruit, Ninkhursag put her arm around her brother, saying, “What we are about to do is huge, my 
beloved.”

Looking her in the eye, feeling her love, he said, “We could not have done this without you, Ninki."

She noticed his slight frown. "What troubles you, Enki?"

"This is new territory. How do we know our creation will be good for Edin?”

“Whether we make a being good or bad, depends on our will.”

“Yes, my love. Nibiru has shown its trust in us. We now have to be confident their trust isn't 
misplaced.”

“Yes, but whatever happens, we are in this together.”

“Ninki, this is the greatest responsibility we will ever have.”

Ninkhursag temporarily handed over her Bit-Mursu directorship role to her deputy and joined Enki 
and Ningshizidda in Africa so that the trio could work on the project together. 

Shortly after she had joined him and his son in Central Africa, Enki received an urgent beam from 
Ninurta, requesting his presence again. Enki could not believe it. “What’s wrong now?” he snapped.

“I’m sorry to trouble you at such a time uncle, but we have problems with the miners.”

“Then you will have to sort them out yourself, Ninurta. I am far too busy to solve your problems.”

“I know, uncle. I wouldn’t ask you but …”

“Look. Tell the miners we are working on the problem as fast as we can. Tell them it will not be 
long now. But please leave me alone.”

“Uncle, I implore you. If you don’t help I will have to tell my father, and you know what that 
means.”

Enki knew all too well, what that meant. If Enlil started executing miners, the Nibiruan High Court 
may see the hybrid worker project to be a non-starter and no longer sanction it. If that happened, the 
project would have to go underground, and Enlil would succeed on both counts. Following a pause, 
Enki said, “Okay, Ninurta, but this will be the last time I do this.”

“I have to go to the mines again,” he told Ninki. “

“What now? You cannot leave right now, not when we have so much work to do here!”

“I know, but there are still unresolved issues there, that I am part of them. Ningshizidda will help 
you prepare the essences here while I am gone.”

“Who’s talking about me?” Ningshizidda asked, walking into the lab.

“Your father is going back to the Dugamatum mines!”

“Father, you can’t! Not right now!”

“I have to, in order to save the project.”

“Save the project! What do you mean?” Ninki asked.



“If Enlil has his way he will have the miners executed. If that happens, to Nibiru, it will look as 
though we've failed. I cannot allow this to happen.”

“But we are so close father!” Ningshizidda stated.

“Do you think I wanted this?” Enki asked

“No, of course not, dear brother but....” Ninkhursag answered.

“Then you understand why I must do this.”

“How many more times will you be holding Ninurta’s claw?” his son asked.

Enki smiled and said. I will be back as soon as I can.”

Enki received a beam from Ninurta en-route. He sounded panicky “One of my father's spies must 
have told him about the latest miners’ mutiny, and he is on his way here with a battalion of his 
Erimha!”

“There is nothing I can do then.”

“Beam him!  Stop him!”

“Just how am I supposed to stop him?”

“I don’t know, but I fear for the worker's lives.”

Enki beamed his brother. He said, “I am coming to the mine to help Ninurta.”

“Why? I have it under control.”

“We are so close to completion with the hybrid worker project. I just need to explain this to the 
miners. I’m sure they will listen to reason.”

“Their deadline is up. That is an appropriate phrase, don’t you think?”

“Brother, give me one more chance to get them to return to work.”

“What do you think you can achieve that my son cannot?”

“I have an idea that can buy everybody some time.”

“Which is?”

“Persuade them to work the mines a while longer.”

“Great plan brother. I’m sure they will return to work immediately.”

“Give me just one more chance before you carry out your sentence.”

“They should be the ones pleading for the last wish.”

“Do I get a chance?”

Enlil, knowing that the miners execution would show his lack of control on Ki, relented, “You have 
one hour with them. Then that’s it!”

Ninurta sighed with relief when Enki told him the good news. He quickly organised a meeting of 
the mine leaders, ready for his uncle’s arrival. As soon as the Essuruki landed, armed Erimha 
guards, who had arrived ahead of his brother, surrounded Enki’s craft. 

An officer asked him what business he had at the mine. Enki answered, “My business here is to get 
the mine up and running again.” He then went to move past the guards.



“The officer blocked his path, saying, “Your Lordship, we have no details concerning your visit. 
You will have to come with us so we can sort this out.”

 Enki said, “Captain, I have no time for delay. I suggest you ask your Commander-in-Chief. He 
knows all about it. Now, let me pass. I have an important meeting to attend.”

Deferring to the prince’s royal Nibiruan status, the officer let him through.

Enki met Ninurta at the entrance of the room in which the meeting quickly assembled. Once inside, 
Enki saw the Erimha soldiers positioned around the building.

“What are they doing here?”  He asked.

“My father had them posted.”

“Get rid of them Ninurta. The miners will not feel free with them breathing down their necks.”

“I can’t do that uncle. My father ordered that they oversee everything that goes on here.”

“I see. So who’s in charge here?”

Ninurta took Enki to the ranking officer and introduced him.

“How can I help you Your Lordship?” the officer asked.

“I am relieving you and your men of your duties in this hall.”

“What are you talking about, my Lord?”

“I want you and your army out of here while we conduct this meeting.”

Summing up an air of authority, the Captain replied, “Not unless Lord Enlil orders me to do so.”

Enki, fed up with the obstacles in his way, asked, “Do you know who I am?”

“Yes, Your Lordship.”

“Then you will also know that I only need to beam king Anu about your refusal to obey my 
directive and you will be on charges.”

“But I have my orders!”

“And now I am countermanding them. Now, leave this meeting.”

With the hall cleared of the Erimha guards, the meeting got under way, with Enki at the podium. 

“We all know what is at stake here,” Enki began. “Very soon, Lord Enlil will arrive. If we have not 
worked out a compromise to get you back in the mines, I fear he will carry out his dictate and blood 
will flow.”

“We are not going back down the mines, Your Lordship,” Alani categorically stated, to a chorus of 
agreement from the workers.

Bringing the gathering to order, Enki said, “Please hear me out, because this is our last chance to 
end this peacefully.”

Alani responded, “Very well, we will listen to what Your Lordship has to say.”

“We are very close to producing a substitute worker to free you from toil in the mines.  It will take 
time though. So, we need you to go back to work until we have got an alternative worked out.”

“When will that be?” Alani asked.



“We don’t know for certain, but I propose that anyone who is sick or too old to work the mines be 
relieved of their task. Workers who take this option can work in our new colony, at the centre of 
this great land. New younger, fitter, workers can be trained for work in the mines, until we have the 
new worker in place.”

“What’s this new worker you keep talking about, your Lordship?” one of the miners asked.

“I cannot tell you anything more at this time.”

One of the miners protested, saying, “And you expect us to trust you without an explanation.”

“Somebody has to start trusting around here. So why not start right now?”

“Lord Enki is someone who can be trusted,” Alani confirmed.

Enki continued, “And, to show good faith, on behalf of the mine management, I will have the 
Erimha removed from the mine.”

Alani replied, “If we agree to your proposals how do we know that Lord Enlil will go along with 
them?”

You have my word, Alani.”

After deliberating for a moment, Alani agreed, “I think we should try it. What do you think fellow 
workers?” Alani asked, addressing those present.

“YES!” the workers chorused, drowning out the few dissenters.

By the time, Enlil arrived at the mine the miners had already returned to work. Annoyed he had 
gone there on some wild goose chase, he went to confront his son. Even more annoying was the fact 
that his Erimha battalion had already packed up their gear, ready to move out. “What’s happening 
here?” he asked the commander.

“Lord Enki said we were no longer needed here.”

“I see,” Enlil replied, hiding his anger. He then got some guards to take him to see his son.

Ninurta was all smiles when his father approached him. “Uncle Enki has pulled it off. The miners 
have returned to work,” he explained.

“If we give in to the miners this time, how long before they make more outrageous demands?” Enlil 
said.

“He said the substitute worker would soon be ready.”

“We shall see. However, the next time I hear there is trouble at the mines; I will have the workers 
executed. And next time, I want to hear it from you, not from one of my loyal supporters.”

“Yes father, but I pray there will not be the next time.”

(Sumerian chronicles state: From mining the heroes from Nibiru release and for their work 
Earthling ape men miners, shall we create, with my producing essences and those of Ningshizidda 
and Ninkhursag,)

(Sumerian chronicles state: “Don’t create a Nibiruan/ape-man slave class here on Earth,” Enlil  
reminded Enki, “On our planet slavery has long ago been abolished, tools are slaves, not other 
beings.”)



 (Sumerian chronicles state: A new species create we shall; not the ape-man of Earth is in his 
fashioning essence as we of Nibiru are. Our ancestor the ape-man is: into us, he evolves. Quicken 
ape-man shall we, speed him but some millions of years to what has only always been his destiny.)

(Sumerian chronicles state: “Gold must be obtained. Let the being be fashioned,” the Council  
decided... Forsake the rules of planetary journeys, let Nibiru be saved.)he saw as his rival and his  
father’s favorite son. Enlil and Adad)

Chapter 41

One evening, after a strenuous day in the laboratory, Enki and Ninki sat watching the sun slowly 
set, as various strange beasts moved around the plains below them. “How did it seem to you when 
you first came to Dugumatum?” she asked.

“The area seemed quite beautiful, in a stark kind of way. There wasn’t much here really, apart from 
a crude miner’s camp.”

“It must have been very hard.”

“It wasn’t easy. We only had enough supplies with us to last two Kingus. We relied heavily on EdIn 
to supply us with our needs.”

Putting his arm around her, he replied, “We found the ground in the foothills to be very fertile, so 
we invited farmers to come and join us. Many families jumped at the chance of a new life and set 
up their farms in the valley below the Abzu mine. Before long, we had various artisans joining the 
new colony, and we became quite civilised. Now we are setting about doing the same thing here.”

Hugging Enki closely, Ninki smiled, saying, “It feels so peaceful, so right, here.”

“Yes, it does, especially now that you are by my side.”

The pair sat quietly, enjoying each other’s company. After a short while, Enki asked, “How do you 
feel about the work we are doing here?”

“I’m very excited, why?”

“It’s such uncharted territory.”

“That’s what makes it so exciting.”

“We have a great responsibility Ninki. I mean we have no idea how this is going to turn out.”

Hugging him tighter to her, Ninki asked, “Are you scared of what we are doing my beloved?”

“I am terrified but determined. I'm scared because we have never done this before, But I'm 
determined because we have to do it. We have no choice now.”

Ninki smiled. “Yes,” she agreed, “we are committed, no matter how it turns out.”

Owing to the pure nature of their work  Enki had to the keep the laboratory off-limits to primitive 
man and beast. He had it cordoned off, with his Anunnaki guards stationed at specific points around 
the perimeter. Nobody entered the laboratory unless they were part of the ‘Mammi team of 
Creation’, the name the essence changers called themselves. 

Because of the unpredictable nature of the experiments, the work had to go on in secret. Enki, 
Ninkhursag, and Ningshizidda - the core of the research team - by cloning the fashion essences of 
various mammalian and reptilian life forms, eventually created many combinations of ape-men and 
other creatures, in their African laboratory. 



When they viewed their very first hybrid creation, it had only one body but two heads.

Enki, utterly horrified by the result, turned to his son. “What have we done?”

Ninki equally stunned, at the monstrous sight before her, said, “It's hideous brother, but a success 
nonetheless.” Grabbing him and looking into his eyes, she pointed out, “Don’t you see that we have 
done it? We have achieved making a new being!”

Unfortunately, for the intrepid team, creatures that were even more hideous, followed. In their 
desperate quest, for their Lulu-Amelu (their primitive worker) Enki and Ninkhursag brought forth 
various monstrosities, produced by the life essence integration of a two-fold principle. First came 
half man and half woman. Other human figures had the legs and horns of goats; some hoofed, while 
others had the hindquarters of a horse with the body of a man, resembling the shape of a hippo 
centaur. Still, they created others, with the heads of men and dogs with multiple bodies terminated 
in their extremities with the tails of fish. Eventually, there was all manner of creatures with the 
limbs of every species of animal. Enki, although horrified by the prospect, chained and studied all, 
these hideous life forms.  Many did not survive long. 

Others had to have their lives terminated, as more advanced forms took their place. The guards 
often heard terrible shrieks emitting from within the compound, but they kept their silence about it. 
None of them saw what made those horrendous noises. Only the trio who directed the experiments 
were privy to the horror show inside. 

Enki, frustrated by continuous failures, became overwrought by the whole project and wanted to 
call a stop to the tests before the results produced even worse monsters.

“We should never have done these things!” he confided to Ninki and his son.

Ninkhursag replied, “I keep wondering why we cannot get the Lulu-Amelu right, and I think I have 
the answer.”

“Really, what is it then?” Enki asked.

“I think you and Ningshizidda should mate with the ape women.”

Enki horrified at such a suggestion, said, “What do you mean, mate with the ape woman! I have 
been against such detestable practices since I came here, Ninki!”

“I know dear brother, but this is different. It has nothing to do with misguided male pleasure.”

Enki pondered the proposition for a while. Then he asked, “Can we not just implant them with our 
seed?”

“We could try it that way,’ Ninkhursag agreed.

“First we have to bring the ape women here,” Ningshizidda, pointed out.

“Of course, how else will we implant them?” Ninki asked.

“How are we to do that? Capture them?” Ningshizidda asked.

“For the sake of the project, we have to do what is necessary,” she stated.

“We could get our Emanate guards to go out and capture the ape women,” Ningshizidda suggested.

“And what are we supposed to do once they get here? Rape them?” Enki asked, disgusted with the 
idea.

“I have a chemical substance that will make them willing participants,” the director of healing 
answered.



“We would have to keep them prisoner here, right through their gestation,” Ningshizidda pointed 
out.

“We do not have the room,” Enki argued.

“Then we’ll have more rooms built,” Ninkhursag answered.

“We do not have time for that. The miners are already asking when they will be relieved of their 
labours,” Enki stated.

“Then we will have to clear the place of the beasts we have made, and use that space for the ape 
women. I for one would not be sorry to see them go,” Ningshizidda stated adamantly.

“Go! Go where?” Enki asked.”

“We would either have to either kill them or let them go loose in the jungle,” his son answered.

“To let them loose would be to go against the Prime Directive, my son. If they mated with the 
natural beasts can you begin to imagine the monstrosities they could spawn?” Enki asked.

“Then we will have to terminate them,” Ninkhursag stated categorically.

“Terminate them! They may be deformed, but the ones who have survived are healthy conscious 
beings. I couldn't terminate them,” Enki argued.

Ningshizidda, after carrying out fertility tests on the misbegotten creations, she discovered that, as 
hybrids, there were all sterile, so letting them out into the wild turned out to be not such a big 
problem after all. Therefore, one by one, the monsters entered the jungles of Zimbabwe. Next, an 
Ummanate scouting detail brought back fourteen ape women that Ninkhursag calmed down and 
drugged, ready for insemination. She then inseminated the native females with Enki and his son's 
seed, but no pregnancies followed.

Disappointed with their results, Ningshizidda complained, “What a waste of time.”

“What are we supposed to do now?” Ninkhursag asked.

Enki, receiving heavy pressure from the miners, knew they had to persist with the project. He 
suggested, “Now we have the ape woman already here, we could take their eggs and use our seed to 
inseminate them in our laboratory.”

Catching on, Ninkhursag brightened up. “Then fertilise the ovum in glass tubes,” she agreed, 
excited by the breakthrough.

“Then, when they are fertilised implant them in the ape woman’s wombs,” Enki added.

“Yes, I think that may well work,” Ningshizidda, agreed.

This time the experiment resulted in successful pregnancies. The fact that the babies were not in 
eggs puzzled the trio at first. However, that wasn't their biggest concern. Although the births were 
successful, the babies were malformed in various ways. One of the hybrid babies of the ape women 
lacked vision, while others had reduced hand dexterity or malfunctioning internal functions. One 
that Ninkhursag fashioned had continuously opened eyes and another got born crippled, with both 
feet badly damaged.

Enki looked at the one with both feet broken. He announced, “For him will be the work of the 
silversmith or jeweller.”

Next, an ape woman gave birth to an imbecile. Enki decreed, “He will be a servant to a high lord. 
The next baby could not hold back his urine, but Ninkhursag bathed him in enchanted water and 
drove out the Namtar demon from his body. 



Next, there came an ape woman, who could not give birth. Tainted by Anunnaki manipulation, she 
could not return to her clan, so Enki decreed her fate, saying, “She will learn to be a handmaiden in 
Ninkhursag’s household. Then a being was fashioned with neither penis nor vagina. Enki looked at 
it and gave it the name Nibiru-Eunuch, stating, “Its fate is to stand before the king.”

Enki then said to Ninkhursag, “I have decreed the fates of your creatures and given them their daily 
bread, according to Nibiruan tradition. Come with me now for I shall fashion my model for you, 
and you must decree the fate of the newborn one.”

“What do you mean dear brother?”

Picking up a glass vial, he said, “I will pour my ejaculated seed into an ape woman’s womb, and the 
woman will give birth to the semen of her womb.”

Ninkhursag kept a close watch, as she stood by in readiness for the new species. She made sure she 
stayed present as the ape woman, Enki had impregnated, brought forth her baby. The mother did so, 
in the midst of much pain. Ninkhursag called Enki to the birthing chamber. 

The newborn Umul, mournfully mutated, suffered many handicaps. Its brain sustained affliction, as 
did its eyes and neck. The baby could hardly breathe. Its ribs were shaky; its lungs were afflicted, 
along with its heart. With its hand and its lolling head, it could not feed itself, as it had a dislocated 
spine and skull. With weak hips and shaky feet, it could not even carry itself. 

Horrified at what he saw, Enki spoke to his sister.  “For your creatures, I decreed a fate, and I have 
given them their daily bread, (manna from heaven). Now, you must decree a fate for my creature; 
give him his daily bread too.”

Ninkhursag went close to Umul and offered him bread to eat, but he could not reach out for it. He 
could not lie on a cot, he could not stand, and he could not even sit comfortably. She turned to her 
brother, saying. “Enki, the person you have fashioned, is neither alive nor dead, He cannot support 
himself. There is nothing I can offer him, except a swift release from his miserable lot.”

All of their creations were malformed in some way. Enki, sickened by what they had done, did not 
have the stomach to continue with the experiments. All the results were very disappointing. 

Enki called a meeting of the team leaders. Addressing them, he stated, “I think it has come to the 
point when we need to make a decision. It is painfully obvious that our efforts to fashion a primitive 
worker for the mines have not been successful. So, the question is, do we continue with this project 
or do we accept the fact that such a goal is beyond us?”

Ninkhursag answered, “I say we continue. When we started this amazing undertaking, we knew it 
would not be easy. Are we to give up now, when I sense we are so close to getting it right?”

“It’s not a case of should we continue? It is more a case of can we continue? I, for one, have run out 
of ideas,” Ningshizidda pointed out.

“It certainly is a vexing problem,” Enki agreed.

“I believe, brother, we have been approaching this all wrong.”

“That much is obvious,” Ningshizidda commented.

“Instead of implanting the fertilised egg in an ape woman, we should try using a Sinnis.” 
Ninkhursag suggested”

“A Sinnis! Where would we find one willing to volunteer?”

“I have thought about this long and hard and I have concluded that it has to be me.”



“You Ninki?” Enki vehemently objected. “No, I could not allow it!”

“But we have to, Enki, and I am a perfect choice.”

“What if something went wrong? I could never forgive myself!”

“We have to be courageous and strong, dear brother. We are so close to our goal. We cannot give 
up now.”

Enki, under a great deal of pressure, hated the idea of Ninki putting herself at risk But he had no 
other choice. Not only did he have the Lulu-Amelu project to oversee, but the miners were also 
complaining again. Many Sars had passed since Enki's team began the experiments and still, there 
was no sign of the primitive worker to take over from the Anunnaki miners. Sharing his concerns 
with his sister, he said, “If we don’t come up with a functioning model soon, the miners are going to 
revolt again.

“This is all the more reason I need to become impregnated very soon.”

“What if it is another failure, my beloved?”

“We will never find out if we do not try it!”

Enki sighed deeply. Then he said, “Very well my brave Ninki, we will give it a try.”

“Ninkhursag tried not to think about what lay ahead for her. First, Sinnises, being eggs layers, were 
not equipped for birthing fully formed babies. As no Sinnises had ever given birth this way, she had 
no idea how the baby would be born, if indeed it were. Casting her fears aside, Ninkhursag prepared 
herself, as much as she could, for her birthing ordeal that lay ahead. As she settled in the birthing 
chamber, she suggested, “Brother, perhaps we need to look at getting a number of Sinnis volunteers 
here in readiness for our success.”

“Yes Ninki, my beloved. I think that would be wise.”

“So that they are ready to be surrogates after I have given birth to the first one.”

Enki responded, “I would feel so much happier if another Sinnis took your place.”

“It cannot be that way, dear brother. You know that.”

Enki sighed, “Yes, I suppose you are right.”

Ningshizidda enjoyed working with his father and his aunt on such a momentous project. He 
became concerned about the looming experiment, in which Ninki would become a surrogate for ape 
woman eggs. 

He knew his father worried about the real possibility of the procedure going wrong, so he carried 
out historical research concerning human raising on Ki. Amazed at his findings, he presented them 
to his father.

Enki, increasingly concerned about his sister being the first surrogate mother of an unpredictable 
human life form, felt some relief as he perused his son’s historical research results. “So,” he said, 
“Primitive life on Ki, before Nibiruan colonisation, may well have originated on our home planet.”

“Yes father, and that means life may well have been deposited on this planet, when it collided with 
Nibiru,” Ningshizidda added, excitedly.

“So there could well be a Key of Life compatibility between the primitive ape women's eggs and 
the Anunnaki code of life.” Enki realised.



Ningshizidda became animated. “This means, because of the compatibility, it may not be so risky 
for aunt Ninkhursag to go ahead with the pregnancy after all.”

Enki felt as though a black cloud had lifted. He said, “That’s right! Well done my son, this is indeed 
promising news. I must let Ninki know immediately.”

Once Ninkhursag learned that Ki life forms, including the primitive cave dwellers, later known as 
Homo erectus, were genetically compatible with the life forms of Nibiru, this heartening news made 
her even more ready to go ahead. Although there were no guarantees of success, Enki felt much 
happier about carrying out the birthing process.

“I have done it! I have made him!” Ninkhursag cried jubilantly, having given birth to the first 
hybrid Kiling.

Enki held the perfect newborn in his arms. “WE, AT LAST, HAVE OUR PRIMITIVE WORKER,” 
he shouted, jubilant.

“All our efforts have been worth it,” Ningshizidda commented.    

(The procedure, explained in the basic terms, comprised Enki’s seed inseminated, through cross-
fertilisation, into the egg of a Homo erectus female. Then, the fertilised egg, the embryo, entered 
Ninki’s womb, where it got nourished, and it eventually grew into the Adama, which Enki named 
Adapa.)

“He is the image of perfection,” Enki stated. Then, the little being’s face screwed up, and he uttered 
the correct sounds.

Then, upon handing the newborn to his brave Ninki, he felt like a proud father.   “My hands have 
made it!” she shouted, victoriously. “We will call him Adapa because he is the first of his kind,” 
Ninki proclaimed.

“He is but a baby. It will be many Sars before he becomes our worker.” Enki mentioned.

“If he grows as fast as the primitives he will be working very soon,” Ninki suggested.

“What if he grows according to Nibiruan time? We will have long to wait for his maturity.” Enki 
stated.

“Concern yourself not, dear brother. We will find out soon enough.”

He turned to the proud mother. “Dearest Ninki, we need more Adamas. It is time to organise the 
birth goddesses.”

“Let us monitor our beautiful Adapa first. Then, when we are sure, we will do just that.”

“I understand that Ninki, but the mine workers are losing patience!”

“They will have to wait a little longer. We cannot rush things, Enki.”

(Our ancestors were, according to Enki, the result of both evolution and creation - as Erectus had 
evolved in a million years from Australopithecine and the creation of Enki, Ninkhursag and 
Ningshizidda-- Evolutionists and Creationists are both partially correct.)



The baby, Adama, meaning (One who is like Earth’s clay), had smooth, dark red blood-coloured 
skin and black hair, which was very different to the appearance of a Nibiruan baby. (Adapa, the 
Adama, or 'First of a Kind' (i.e. Civilised Man), has been calculated to have lived between the 93rd 
and 108th Sars since the arrival of the Nibiruans on Earth in 445000 BCE. That would have been 
approximately from the year 110200 to the year 56200 BCE).

(Depictions of these grotesque characterisations figured in the temple of Belles (Enki/Ea) in 
Babylon. This story’s baffling details may contain an important truth, namely that the mythological 
animals of ancient lore, those from the temples, were real creatures fashioned in a laboratory.)

Enki noted that the infant Adapa had skin around the head of his penis. Enki stated, “Let the 
Earthling from us Anunnaki by his foreskin be distinguished.” 

(The Anunnaki, as a form of bondage to the Nibiruan, later instigated Jewish male circumcision)

Enki and his assistants decided to keep the news of Adapa's birth secret as long as they could. 
Ninkhursag spent most of her time bonding with her baby boy. Now that Enki saw what a huge 
success the Adama had become he became more confident about siring this new species. 

But how could they produce enough of these Adama's to make a difference to the mining 
workforce?” Ninkhursag, unwilling to become pregnant again so soon, left her brother wondering 
what to do next. How was he to further progress the hybrid worker project?

Now that she had the Adama, the prototype of the human worker, Ninkhursag solved her brother’s 
problem. She sent for the seven Sinnises from her Medical Corps in Shuruppak, to be womb 
mothers to the Adama clones. They had been waiting in the wings to become performers in this 
strange drama for many weeks. Now the time had come.

The volunteers entered the African laboratory/maternity house, where they waited for instructions. 
Ninkhursag assembled them and prepared the zygotes. She and her electives then pledged unity 
with the Kilings they would create. She then took seven containers made of African clay, which 
contained zygotes, fertilised with sperm from her brother Enki and his son, Ningshizidda. She then 
extracted, bit by bit, the key to the life essences of the Adama, after which she inserted it in the clay 
vessels. 

Then, in the male hood of Adapa, she made a small incision, and a drop of blood fell out. “Let this 
sign of life be: that Flesh and Soul have combined, let it forever be known,” she proclaimed. She 
then squeezed the male part for blood, one drop in each vessel to the admixture she added the 
fertilised eggs incubated in the wombs of the birth-giving heroines. 

In the fulfilment of gestation the birth heroines delivered, by, what came to be known as 'See-Sar-
An', (caesarean) seven male hybrids, and seven little clones of the Adama. Ningshizidda next 
created a female zygote to clone. 

He planted the embryo in Ninkhursag who, in the fullness of time, delivered by caesarian, a baby 
girl, called Tiamat, (the Mother of Life). Tiamat, later known as Titi, a sandy-blond, became the 
first female of the new species.

Ningshizidda then cloned Tiamat’s essence into seven test-tube zygotes. He then implanted them in 
the wombs of the same seven volunteer Medical Corps Sinnises, who had borne the hybrid males. 
This method proved a great success, but there were many more workers needed. So he approached 
the volunteers again, “Heroines, we need the use of your wombs again.”

Ninkhursag,  checking on the health of the surrogates, objected, saying, “That’s not possible at this 
time!”

“Why can they not be used?” her nephew asked.



“Because they are exhausted and need peaceful rest.”

“How then are we to get more workers?”

“We will have to find another way.”

Enki, at the time in EdIn, unaware of the problem back at his African base, had Abgal fly him and 
the now, young adults, Adapa and Tiamat to his unique garden in Edin at the head of the Persian 
Gulf. Enki had left the seven female and the eight male hybrids, cloned from the key to the life of 
Adapa and Tiamat, together, in an enclosure at his African Science Centre. Ningshizidda reported 
their progress to Enki On one such occasion Enki's son declared, “We have observed them 
copulating frequently.”

“Have any of them conceived yet, my son?”

“No father. It seems very strange though. I would have thought that at least one of them would be 
pregnant by now.”

“This is bad news. The Anunnaki, who work the mines, as well as other workers, are threatening 
mutiny again. If that happens, we are in great trouble, because they think I have lied to them, to get 
them back to work.”

“Yes father, and if it isn’t difficult enough to cope with, Ninki claims the surrogates are not strong 
enough to birth more Kilings.”

“Then you will have to get fresh volunteers. Get your aunt Ninki to arrange it.”

“Yes father, I will beam her right away.”

“Why do you need to beam her? Isn't she there with you?”

“No father. She went to the Bitmudutu in Shuruppak.”

“Why is she there at a time like this?”

“To see if she can work out why the Kilings are not conceiving.”

“How is Ninkhursag going to find out why the hybrids are not mating?”

“I don’t know. Auntie just said she had an idea she wanted to check out.”

“What idea, Ningshizidda?”

“You will have to ask her, father. She just told me she had collected some essences there that allow 
reproduction. She would have sent me instead, but she is the only one who knows where the data 
is.”

“I would have thought she would be too concerned about her birth mothers to leave them.”

“They’re fine, father. I am looking after them. But when are you coming home?”

“As soon as Adapa and Tiamat can look after themselves, in my garden in EdIn.”

Ninkhursag spent much of her time in the Bit-Mudutu library, searching through her ‘Key to Life’ 
data. Her research staff helped to locate the information she needed, although its content went 
beyond their understanding. 

Having obtained the data she needed, Ninkhursag used the scientific laboratory to conduct 
numerous tests. She finally came across what she had been searching for, the loci on the Nibiruan 
genotype that allowed reproduction to take place. She beamed Ningshizidda with the exciting news. 
“Ningshizidda, I have found it,” she said, excitedly.



Ningshizidda, puzzled, responded, “What have you found?”

“The Adamas cannot conceive because Nibiruan females are different to Ki women.”

Becoming interested, Ningshizidda asked, “How are they different?”

“Their essences are different. Nibiruan females have both the male and female essence, whereas 
Tiamat is missing the crucial male patterning.”

Ningshizidda, excited by the news, immediately beamed Enki.

Enki responded, excitedly, “Of course. Why did I not think of that?”

“I missed it as well. So what do we do now?”

“Is Ninki back with you yet?”

“No.”

“As soon as she is I want both of you to meet me here in the EdIn Garden, where I have a small 
laboratory.”

“Who will look after the birth goddesses?”

“Make sure they have everything they need and get here as fast as you can.”

“I have never seen your garden father. How will I know how to get there?”

“Ninki has a THD (Thought Helmet Directional) device installed in her Essuru. Use that, and all 
will be fine.

“Aunt Ninki will probably be tired after all her research. Why can’t she stay here to look after her 
Sinnises?”

“I need her here. She will play an important role  in  the next stage of the project.” 

“What are you planning to do then, father?”

“I will explain as soon as you both get here. I cannot impress on you enough how urgent this is, and 
you are both needed here because everything we are trying to achieve rides on the success or failure 
of the next step.”

“Very well father. I shall come swiftly.”

(In the modern medical parlance, the Nibiruan females had a recessive XY chromosomal allele in 
their genotype whereas Tiamat had only XX.)

http://www.mesopotamiangods.com/enki-and-ninmah/

(Sumerian chronicles state: They looked at its male hood; it seemed an odd shape, by skin was its 
forepart surrounded, unlike that of Anunnaki male hood it appeared.)

(Sumerian chronicles state: His essence alone as a mould shall be.)

(Sumerian chronicles state: In this clay’s admixture, Earthling with Anunnaki shall be bound. To a 
unity shall the two essences, one of heaven, one of Earth, together be brought.)

(Sumerian chronicles state: For my heroines too burdensome is baring more Earthlings. Too few 
are the heroines to bare numbers enough for the mines.)

http://www.mesopotamiangods.com/enki-and-ninmah/


Chapter 42
Ningshizidda and his aunt Ninkhursag walked with Enki around his magnificent garden. “I never 
realised you had this before,” Ninkhursag commented.

“I have had this place ever since Emuq presented me with my Essuruki. I flew over this land, and I 
knew I had to have it. At the time I did not know what I wanted it for.”

“I have never visited your garden before this, father. It is a wondrous place. I knew that Ki had a 
variety of trees, but I never knew there were so many different types.”

“Or so many different kinds of fruit,” Ninkhursag added, plucking an orange fruit from the lower 
branch of a tree.

“Do you like my garden then?” Enki asked, grinning.

“It is an extraordinary place father. So, when did you have time to create all this?”

 “As I said, I started developing it many Sars ago, way back, long before I got demoted to mine 
manager. Now I want Adapa and Tiamat to tend the garden and care-take it for me.”

“So that’s why you brought them here, father.”

“Partly, but there are other reasons as well, including keeping them isolated from the eyes of prying 
busybodies.” Turning to his son and sister, he then said, “You are probably wondering why I called 
you both here.”

“Well father, I didn’t think you just summoned me here to walk in your beautiful garden.”

 “The reason you are both here is that owing to the new information that Ninki has provided me 
with; we are ready for the next step in the birthing process. In this next experiment Ninki and I will 
become the subjects; you, my son, will carry out the procedure.”

In the small laboratory, following his father’s detailed instructions, Ningshizidda anaesthetised 
Enki, Ninki, Adapa and Tiamat. Then, working in the small but efficient laboratory, from the rib of 
his father he extracted the life essence. He then inserted the key to life into the rib of Adapa. 

During the next part of the complicated procedure, he took from Ninki’s ribs, her life essence, 
which he then implanted in one of Tiamat’s. Everything went according to plan. So excited was 
Ningshizidda, by his success, he desperately needed to share it with someone.

Once, he had recovered from the anaesthetic, Enki, much relieved to know that all had gone well, 
felt a weight lift from his shoulders.

 The huge grin on Ningshizidda’s face said it all. 

“Well done my son. I believe this is the breakthrough we've all been looking for.”

“Should I let Lord Enlil know?”

“The thought of letting his brother know about their success troubled Enki. He stated, “Not yet. I 
think we should keep your alteration of Adapa and Tiamat a secret for now. Let us observe them 
and see what happens when they mate.”

“I hope it does not take them too long father. I need to get back to our Kilings at the African 
laboratory.”

“The Kilings have, from my observations, a powerful sex drive. I do not think we will have to wait 
long."



Therefore, it came to pass that Adapa and Tiamat lived in the garden in EdIn. Enki, Ninkhursag, 
and Ningshizidda kept their modification of the hybrids secret. They observed the Kiling pair, as 
they wandered in Enki’s orchard, and, after a short period, saw the fruits of their coupling. Tiamat 
showed definite signs of pregnancy, and she used her time during her confinement to make leaf 
aprons for her and Adapa.

Enlil was at his mountain retreat when he received the news. Adad informed him, “Father, did you 
know that uncle Enki has a secret garden to the north of EdIn?”

“Why should that concern me?” Enlil shrugged,

“Because he has put some of his creations there.”

“Do you mean his hideous slaves?”

“Yes, father. My source flew over the garden and saw them.”

“So, my brother goes behind my back! Well, I will show him!”

“Do you want me to send a unit of Erimha there and have them arrested, father?”

“No Adad. I will deal with it from Nippur.”

Enlil, fuming mad, couldn't contain himself. He had expressly told his brother to keep his substitute 
workers in Africa. On no account were they to show up in EdIn. Now he found out that his 
troublesome brother had done just that. He had brought his evil spawn to Enlil’s pure EdIn. 

Determined that his brother would pay dearly for such a transgression, he flew to Enki’s secret 
garden, with one of his military units, to catch his sibling in the act, with his misbegotten spawn.

Enlil’s sky shuttle landed in Enki’s garden. He and his Erimha guards searched but found no sign of 
life. Then he espied Enki walking towards him.

Having heard the noise of the spacecraft landing, Enki shut his creations up and went out to 
investigate the source of the sound. Then he saw his brother, with his Erhima guards in tow. Enki 
became horrified. He wondered how Enlil had found out his reason for being there. Going on the 
defensive, Enki asked, “How did you know about me being here?”

“I know everything that goes on in EdIn.”

“So what are you doing here?”

“Oh, that’s, very good brother! As if you don’t know.”

“I have every right to be here. This land is my property.”

“Yes, you do. However, those monstrosities of yours do not!”

“How dare you refer to our creations as such?”

“I expressly forbade you to bring them into EdIn!”

“They are in my garden.”

“Yes, hidden from me. Why did you decline to tell me that you have the workers here?”

“It’s not personal. We needed to measure the success of our experiment before announcing it.”

“Is it a success?”

“Yes and no.”



“Explain yourself.”

“It proved a success in as far as the Kiling offspring are whole, hearty, and intelligent, but it wasn’t 
a success where their fertility is concerned.”

Enlil’s eyes widened. “What do you mean their fertility? We are not going to have them breeding 
all over the place!”

“It’s the only way we will develop a big enough workforce to cater for EdIn’s and Africa's needs.”

“I will not allow you to make creatures that can reproduce themselves.”

“We have not done so till now, so it is not a problem.”

“Make sure you keep it that way!”

Enki, furious about Enlil’s intrusion in his sacred place, walked around the garden to cool down. He 
wondered how his brother had found out about the garden. Enlil’s spies, it seemed, were lurking 
everywhere. 

This Enki had Adapa and Tiamat, conceal themselves in his Garden of Edin. He thought only his 
sister, his son, and the hybrids knew of the secret location, but that apparently was not the case.

Enlil kept his spy watching the garden to look out for the hybrids. One day an Erimha guard spotted 
the pair. He reported his discovery to Enlil, the Lord of the Command, who checked them out for 
himself. Enlil saw them and noted the couple to be wearing leaf aprons. 

They were not as ugly as he thought they would be. The female was fat though. Fat or ... No, it 
could not be! He could not believe his eyes. The woman looked as though she were heavily 
pregnant.

Enlil came storming into Enki’s laboratory, demanding an explanation. “What is the meaning of 
this outrage?”

Shocked to see his brother standing before him, Enki spluttered, “What are you doing here?”

“Never mind that! Where are your monsters?”

“What's your problem now?” Enki sighed, having had enough of his brother’s interruptions to his 
work.”

“I have just seen something exciting in your garden.”

“Why are you sneaking around my garden?”

“I couldn't believe what I'd heard, so I came to check it out for myself. Now, I know it is all true.”

Enki sighed, “What do you think you know?”

“I know you went against my word and produced breeding hybrids. That they cover themselves like 
real people.”

“What do you mean real people? Of course, they are real! Whatever do you expect - machines?”

“The agreement decided upon stated they were just to be workers and servants. That's why you 
were allowed to create them.”

Enki, not getting anywhere with his intransigent brother, tried a different approach. He said, “Oh 
Enlil if only you could grasp the wonder of what we have achieved. It far surpasses anything that 
Nibiruan science has previously achieved.”



Enlil, going to his planet’s defence, retorted, “So you think you are a greater scientist than the sages 
back home!”

“All I’m saying is that we have created an intelligent species on Ki, even more so than the stand-up 
ape-men who naturally evolve here.”

“Enki, as you know I protested against this unhealthy project of yours from the beginning. Now that 
you have broken my laws my judgement is vindicated.”

“If you had any idea what we have been through to reach this pinnacle of excellence ...”

“I cannot trust you brother. You go against my dictates and try to hide your crimes from me. Do 
you plan to make them long-lived, like us?”

“I can bring new life into the world, but I have no control over when it will leave.”

Ningshizidda heard raised voices and decided to investigate. The argument became more vocal, so 
he tried to calm things down. Ningshizidda stepped into the emotional ring. “We have given them 
the power to procreate, but we have not given them extended life.”

Enki added, “This  is  the  only  way  we  will  have  enough Kilings to carry out the toil in the 
Abzu mines,”

“Then leave EdIn and take them back there!”

Enki, sick of his brother’s bossy, overbearing ways, spoke of his anger to Ninki. “I have tried to get 
along with him. I have tried to fit in with his plans. I have even tried praising him and his good 
works. But enough is enough! No matter what I do, it is not good enough. He tries to thwart my 
efforts at every turn. What I am I supposed to do?” Enki said, throwing his arms up in despair.

Putting her arm around Enki, Ninkhursag said, “You mustn’t let him get to you. We have worked 
long and hard my beloved brother, with little time for the niceties of life. We are all worn out.”

“What gets me is that he does not even try to see what we have achieved here.”

“Fret not dearest. We both need some time to ourselves, away from all this.”

“That would indeed be wonderful Ninki, but how are we going to find some special time together?”

Looking him square in the eye, she said, “By taking it. We deserve it, so we should take your 
Essuruki and fly off somewhere just for you and me.”

“It sounds wonderful, but …

“If you do not come with me right now I will never speak to you again,” she said, only half-joking.

Therefore, it came to pass that Enki and Ninki stole their sacred time together in his African Abzu. 
Careful not to let Ninurta know where they were, brother and sister soothed their weary souls in the 
peace of the deep ocean. There, where Enki felt most at home, the siblings relaxed and got to know 
each other more intimately.

As they watched the marine life glide around, Ninki mentioned, “I have meant to tell you 
something.”

“Oh! What is that?”

“I’ve been waiting for the right time, but we’ve always been too busy.”

“So, tell me what it is.”



She took a deep breath, then said, “After I helped Anzu finish Alalu’s monument on Lahmu, I came 
here, to Ki.”

“Yes.”

“Well, after I landed on Ki, I did not go straight to my Bit-Mursu.”

“Oh, where did you go?”

“I’ve been dreading to tell you this, but it has to be said.”

“What does?”

“Taking another deep breath, Ninki unburdened herself. She began, “Enlil flew me to a home he has 
in Lebanon.”

“At the mention of his brother’s name, Enki groaned, “What’s he done now?”

“He got me there under false pretences by claiming his estate to be the best place to plant the seeds I 
bought from Nibiru.”

“What seeds are these?”

“They grow into plants that bare a fruit from which we can make a ‘euphoric elixir’.”

“How did he deceive you?”

“I told him I did not want to go with him, but he said if I did as he wished he would have Ninurta 
brought to Ki.”

Enki snapped, "He'd promised you that many times before and had never kept his word. So why did 
you listen to his lies?”

“Please understand my desperation to see my son. I had to hope Enlil would keep his word. That's 
all I had. But even then I refused him.”

“Then how did he persuade you to go there with him?”

“He pledged to build a health sciences centre in EdIn, for my health officers, a promise he 
subsequently kept.”

“What happened when you agreed to go?”

“He flew me to his home, by the Cedar Forest, where he tried to lure me into his bed.”

“Enki, cringing at the thought of his beloved sister in the arms of his loathed brother, asked, “Did he 
succeed?”

“No my love, he did not. He tried to seduce me though, with that oozing charm he can turn on when 
he wants to. Once inside his home he roughly embraced me, forcing his kisses on me, but I did not 
give in.”

“I am relieved to hear it, my beloved sister.”

“I’m pleased that I have finally shared it with you.”

“So am I Ninki. So am I.”

Left to herself Ninki dwelt in her private thoughts as she recalled the event. As Enlil kissed her, he 
urged, “Oh my sister, my beloved one,” whispering seductively in her ear. Then he threw her on the 
bed. But she felt some contentment in the knowledge that he never achieved his goal.



Enki wondered if Ninki would ever indeed be his. His thoughts went back many, many Sars, when, 
as a young prince, on Nibiru. His father, the king, chose him to espouse Ninkhursag, his sister so 
that Enki's son would be the legal heir to the Nibiruan throne. However, it had all gone wrong. 

Enki sighed deeply. If only his beloved sister had not fallen for Enlil's wiles, she could have been 
his instead. As if that were not a cruel enough blow, a son resulted from the union between his 
brother and his sister, wife to be. 

Then, to make things even more wretched for him, their father, angered at his children’s 
fornications, punished Ninki, forbidding her ever to wed.

Enki’s thoughts then went to Marduk, the Lord of Lahmu, whom he had not seen since his son’s 
brief visit to Ki, many Sars before. The problem with having time for reflection was the sadness it 
brought back to him. 

Startled from his reverie by Ninki, who stood at his shoulder, he turned to her, saying, “Sorry, I 
didn’t know you were here, dear sister.”

“You were deep in thought;  I didn't want to disturb you.”

Enki smiled, saying, “Disturbing thoughts are to be disturbed from.”

“What troubles you so?”

“Oh, things that could have been, but were not to be. And things that need not have been, but were.”

“Who are we to judge the ways of almighty An?” she shrugged.

Sighing, Enki agreed, “You are right of course. There is no time for lamentation.”

Later that day, as the pair relaxed, looking out at their undersea view, Ninki became distant. Seeing 
that she seemed troubled herself, Enki put a gentle arm around her. He asked, “What worries you, 
dearest one?”

Turning to him, she answered, “There is yet more to the terrible story I began to tell you.”

“Then please tell me. Shake off the burden of it.”

“Like I said, even though Enlil promised me a healing city, and told me he would bring our son to 
Ki, I remained sexually aloof from him. I also demanded that he fly me back to the Bit-Mursu in 
Eridu.”

“How did he take that?”

“Realising his plan wasn't working, he carried out my request.”

“That's indeed good news. So why does that sadden you?”

“Because I chilled towards him he took out his sexual frustration on my assistant, Sud.”

“That’s not your fault!”

“I keep telling myself that. However, I cannot help but feel some responsibility for Enlil's actions.”

“You cannot hold yourself responsible for our irresponsible brother,”

“But if I had let him seduce me, he would not have raped my assistant, the beautiful Sud whom I 
enticed to Ki, to work with me.”

“He raped her!”

“That is what she told me.”



Enki leapt up, fuming, “Enough is enough. If your allegations are indeed true, then, brother or not, 
he must pay!”

“How will he pay dear brother? He is Lord of the Command; she is merely my assistant. Who is 
going to believe her word against his?”

“I will confront him with the accusation and see what he has to say.”

“He will not listen. You know how he treats you with contempt!”

“I still have to hear both sides of the story.”

“You will want to speak with Sud as well?”

“Of course Ninki, but you can be present if you wish.”

“Very well, we will start with her. Although it’s a pity, we have to leave this beautiful place so 
soon.”

Enki felt secretly pleased. All this time to reminisce had gotten him down. But now he had 
something to do to take his mind off his regrets. But he didn't tell his sister that.

Ninkhursag introduced Enki to Sud, in her office at the Bit-Mursu. When Enki first set his eyes on 
Sud, her pure beauty mesmerised him. He found her genuinely stunning.

Ninkhursag explained, “Sud, Lord Enki wants to know what happened between you and Lord 
Enlil.”

The young Sinnis remained silent.

Her superior encouraged, “Lord Enki is not here to judge you, Sud. He genuinely wants to help.”

At first, Sud, too embarrassed and nervous to speak about the incident, kept her silence. But Ninki’s 
gentle coaxing encouraged her to open up. She began, “I stood bathing in the stream. It felt so cool 
and refreshing, and my thoughts wandered.”

“Were you bathing alone?” Enki asked.

“No my Lord, I bathed with friends from the medical team.”

“Then what happened?”

“My Lord, I did not see him there at first.”

“Who did you not see at first?” Enki asked.

“Your brother, Lord Enlil.”

“Are you certain it was him?”

“Of course I am,” Sud huffed, indignant.

Enki smiled, “How can you be so sure?”

“He announced himself, that’s how!” Sud answered, annoyed, and embarrassed that he doubted her. 
Then she began crying.

“I know this must be difficult for you, but I need to know what happened next,” Enki explained.

“Let her have a short break first,” Ninkhursag suggested.



Sud became very upset, the horrible memories flooded back. To calm her Ninki gave her some 
elixir. Then her boss asked, “Okay Sud, can you tell us what happened next?”

The beautiful young Sinnis remained silent at first. Then Sud answered, “He invited me to go with 
him and partake of a special potion that would make us happy and relaxed.”

“What did the special potion consist of,” Enki asked.

“I don’t know, my Lord. Lord Enlil said that it came from seeds that Lady Ninkhursag brought from 
Nibiru,” she answered, indicating her superior.”

“Why did you go with him?” Enki asked.

“To try out the elixir. We had all been under a lot of stress with our training, and I needed to relax.”

Enki couldn't believe it. He stated, “So you, a trainee medical officer, partook of an unknown drug, 
to help you relax.”

“I trusted him. Besides, I could hardly refuse the Lord of the Command, could I?”

“Okay, then what happened?” Enki questioned.

“I drank the elixir. Lord Enlil drank it too. Then he said he wanted to lay with me.”

“How did you respond to his suggestion?”

“Your Lordship, the drug had its effect on me; we were both laughing and playing around.”

“What happened next then?”

“Lord Enlil grabbed hold of me and started forcing his kisses on me.”

 “How did you react to his attention, Sud?” Ninkhursag asked.

“I resisted him, but he proved too strong for me to fend off." Sud paused uneasily. At length, she 
muttered, "He then took me, forcibly.”

“Are you saying he raped you?

“Yes, Lord Enki. That is just what I am saying.”

Enki pondered the situation. At length, looking Sud in the eye, he asked, “Do you wish to make an 
official complaint against Lord Enlil’s behaviour?”

She laughed cynically, “Oh yes my Lord! And who is going to believe the likes of me?”

“I do. Now, do you want me to pursue this for you?”

Looking to her boss for advice, Sud asked, “What do you think I should do?”

“It has to be your decision Sud. However, with Lord Enki on your side, you have a powerful ally 
indeed.”

Enki scolded her, “I do not take sides. I am only out for justice!”

“Of course,” Ninkhursag smiled, “My mistake.”

Enlil happened to be carrying out an official function in Shuruppak when he heard of his brother's 
presence in EdIn. After meeting up with him, He said, “I thought I told you to take your freaks and 
get out of EdIn!”



“It’s too dangerous for Tiamat to fly in her condition.”

“That’s not my problem. Do what I ordered you to do!”

“You’re right, brother. That is the least of your problems.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I thought you would like to give me your version of events. Your coming to Shuruppak saves me 
the trouble of seeking you out.”

“My side of what story?”

“There has been an allegation made against you.”

“An allegation made against me! What allegation?”

“An allegation of rape.”

Enlil, stunned, became silent. After a pause, he asked, “And who am I supposed to have raped?”

“Sud.”

“Who is this Sud?”

“Ninkhursag’s assistant.”

“I have no idea who you are talking about!”

“Well brother, she knows you. You gave her some ‘happy drug’. Then you raped her, or so she 
alleges. Now, do you know who I am talking about?”

Enlil went silent, and then he snarled, “I’ve had enough of this nonsense. Deal with your freaks!”

Enki pressed, “Did you rape her?”

“How dare you come here and accuse me, of such a thing.”

“I am not accusing you of anything. I am merely asking you for your version of what happened.”

“If you think this outrageous accusation against me, the Lord of the Command, is going to act as a 
ploy to delay the removal of your freaks from this sacred land, you are sadly mistaken.”

“This has nothing to do with that! This accusation is a different matter entirely, one that, having 
come to my notice, I am obliged to investigate. Now, Brother, either you can talk to me about it, or 
you can talk to the seven judges. It’s your choice.”

Enlil knew that rape constituted a serious charge on Nibiru. Another strike against him would not 
help his shaky standing on Ki. He decided to play along with his meddlesome brother. 

Putting on a brave front, he laughed loudly, saying, “I did not rape her. I did not have to. She 
proved more than willing to submit to my charms.”

“Did you drug her first?”

“Drug her! What on Ki do you mean?”

“Did you not concoct an elixir from a plant that Ninkhursag brought from Nibiru?”

“We partook of such a substance, yes. The little whore was more than willing to try that too!”

“And after taking this elixir did you not force yourself upon her?”



“I told you, she needed no encouragement or forcing,” Enlil smirked,  brushing his brother aside.

“That's not the way she sees it.”

Enlil glared at his brother. “Now, that’s enough of this nonsense!”

Enki persisted, “It’s not nonsense, brother. She wants to press charges against you.”

Enlil’s eyes narrowed. “That pathetic little slut! Who is going to listen to the likes of her?”

Enki, realising he wasn't getting anywhere with his brother, who appeared to be toying with him, 
changed tack. “How did you feel about her willingness?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, there you are, Lord of the Command, head of all EdIn. What did it feel like with Sud taking 
control?”

“What are you on about now?”

“It would have been difficult for you to have shown your authority if Sud controlled your actions by 
her being submissive to you.”

Wondering where this new line of inquiry was leading, Enlil, responded, “I just needed to mate, 
that’s all.”

“Yes, but didn’t her willingness threaten your manhood.”

“I had to show her I was in control.”

“Of course, you did. So how did you do that?”

“I had to take her, had to deny her submissiveness.”

“How could you do that?”

“I had to dominate her. So I moved events along faster than she wanted.”

“So you forced yourself upon her.”

“She deserved it, trying to control me like that.”

“Yes brother, I understand your motives.”

Enlil, feeling distinctly uncomfortable, turned to leave. Then, facing Enki again, he stated, “Now 
that nonsense is out of the way, I want you and your monsters out of EdIn. If you do not follow my 
orders, I will have my Erimha throw them out.”

“Why are you so belligerent about this, Enlil?”

“Because I won’t have your freaks breeding all over EdIn!”

Chapter 43
Therefore, it happened that Enlil had Adapa and Tiamat banished from Enki’s garden in EdIn. Enki, 
horrified at hearing Enlil’s guards had invaded his land, flew straight there. By the time he arrived 
at his garden, the Erimha had already secured the place. He hunted for his progeny and found the 
pair wandering around, lost and confused, outside the garden.



After getting them into his Essuruki, he asked Adapa what had happened. Adapa, who had mastered 
the Nibiruan language, to some extent, explained that, having had weapons pointed at them, they 
were ejected from the garden. Enki then asked, “Do you know where Ningshizidda is?”

“No. He came to help us but we became separated.”

“I told him to stay with you until I got here. So how did you become separated?”

“The ones with weapons broke into the laboratory. He said he had to concentrate on saving as much 
of the lab equipment and research data as he could, before being ordered to leave.”

Enki flew over his garden, looking for his son. He located him near the laboratory, outside of 
which, two guards barred entry. Ningshizidda worked nearby, loading up his Essuru, while being 
watched by two more guards. Enki then received a Message from the Erhima commander. “Identify 
yourself please.”

“This is Lord Enki. I wish to land.”

“That is not permitted, Lord Enki.”

“Then, I want you to let my son go.”

“He is under arrest and his craft and its contents are being confiscated.”

Enki, realising that Enlil had stolen all his invaluable scientific data, protested, “I have had enough 
of these bullying tactics, commander. I have a laser ray pointed at you and, if you do not release my 
son and let him join me up here, I will not hesitate to use it. Do I make myself clear?”

“I am just following Lord Enlil’s orders.”

“Perhaps you think I am bluffing, in which case a demonstration might change your mind.”

“My Lord, there is no need for violence.”

“Then, do as I say, commander. This is your last chance before I fire!”

“I am under Lord Enlil’s orders. Such an action on your part would be treasonous.”

As Enki pressed the firing button, a devastating lance of energy hit the ground near the Erimha 
combat shuttle, scorching the Earth. Soon afterward, Enki received another message from the 
Erimha commander.

“That’s very impressive my Lord. You have my permission to land so that we can sort this out.”

“A sensible decision commander,” Enki agreed, turning his craft in the direction of the laboratory.

Ningshizidda approached his father, as soon as the Essuruki landed. He said, “They came without 
warning. I tried to rescue our equipment and records, but the guards arrested me. Then I lost touch 
with Adapa and Tiamat.”

An Erimha guard ushered Enki away from his son, saying, “The commander wants to see you.”

The commander,  not happy, said, “I should have you arrested for firing that gun,”

Enki answered, “Just let us go.”

“Your Lordship. I have my orders, which are to secure everything here, until my Lord Enlil 
arrives.”

“My son is just collecting our research disks”

“What is on the disks?”



“It’s just scientific data and equipment, which only makes sense to me and my team. It is of no 
value to you, but I need it for my research.”

“And what research would that be, your Lordship?”

“That, commander, is of no concern to you!”

“That may well be so, but I still have my orders.”

Enki, at a loss, somehow had to assert himself. He knew what would happen to the research if his 
brother got his claws on it. He would try to use it as a bargaining tool to make the rape allegation go 
away. It seemed the right time to play his ace card. 

Fronting up to the commander, he said, “So, are you saying that you are not going to let me take my 
research with me?”

“Those are my orders, your Lordship.”

“Enki fixed the officer’s gaze. Very well Commander, you had better inform the High Council on 
Nibiru of your intentions.”

“Why should I do that?” the commander asked, puzzled.

“Because, Commander, they sanctioned this research.” He watched the confused look on the 
Erimha officer’s face become a worried frown. He then applied more pressure, adding, “I thought 
you ought to have the chance to clear this with them, before I beam the King of Heaven and tell him 
what has happened.”

Now, not as sure of his authority in the matter, the commander responded, “I am just following 
orders, your Lordship.”

“Yes, orders that, if followed to the letter, will have you charged with treason!”

 “Now, wait a minute!”

“I have waited long enough, commander. Now, I want you to let us take what belongs to us, and 
leave. Do I make myself clear?”

“But what do I tell Lord Enlil?”

“That, commander, is your problem. However, if I were you, I would tell him the garden had been 
cleared out before you got here.”

The Director of Nursing, busy working out the necessary supplies, looked up as her brother 
appeared at the doorway of the Bit-Mursu stores. Smiling at him, she asked, “How did it go?”

“He said he had to move things along faster than Sud wanted.”

“So, he admitted it?” Ninkhursag queried.”

“In a way, yes, but I had to use guile to get him to open up.”

“How did you manage that?”

“I know my dear brother quite well. The point is what are we going to do about it?”

“What do you mean?”

“You know what father is like.”



“Yes, but this is not sibling rivalry Enki. He has committed a serious breach of Nibiruan law.”

“If I report him, father is just going think that I’m out for revenge.”

“So, do you want me to do it?”

“He will take more notice if it comes from you.”

“Okay. I’ll do it.”

“What about Sud? Is she prepared to go through her ordeal in front of the seven judges?”

“I have explained the process to her. She is willing to go ahead.”

“Then, I guess we have no choice,” Enki responded, shaking his head, sadly.

Turning to her brother, Ninki asked, “How can you not hate him, after all things he has done to hurt 
you?”

“Enki smiled, “Yes, I have often wondered that myself. But, in a way his behaviour towards me has 
made me much stronger and more vigilant.”

“You’re always looking for a positive slant. I love you for that, Enki,” Ninki stated, hugging him 
closely.

“What brought this on,” he laughed.

“Just because you are you,” his sister answered.

Enlil fumed once he learned he had lost his bargaining tool. He demoted the Erimha commander, on 
the spot, and put him on border duties, an onerous task that meant patrolling the mountainous 
perimeter to the North of EdIn. The officer’s plea for clemency got ignored, as did his excuse that 
the scientific stuff had gone before he arrived at the garden. 

Enlil suspected his Commander lied to save his skin. He maintained that according to his agents, 
there had not been enough time for Enki’s son to have everything removed before the Erimha 
stepped in and took over. 

He added lying to his superiors, to the list of charges, and, despite the Commander’s final his plea 
for clemency, Enlil still had him sent to guard a hellish out post.

Enlil, once again thwarted by his brilliant brother, sought revenge against him. He then started a 
vicious campaign, in the An-Gelic newscasts, besmirching his brother’s good name. Soon they were 
referring to Enki, as the snake that sneaked out of EdIn. 

The An-Gelic Broadcasting Corporation (ABC), which  loved any scandals to do with the royals, 
ran with it, and Enki the snake got broadcast all over Ki. This became great entertainment to the 
Anunnaki workforce, who waited for the next blow up between the brothers to occur.

“He’s the snake, for stooping that low,” Enki retorted, when Ningshizidda informed him of his 
uncle’s actions. Until then Enki had not followed up on the rape allegations against Enlil. He had 
left Ninkhursag to deal with it, leaving it up her whether or not she reported the crime to the 
Nibiruan High Council. Despite their differences, he had no wish to besmirch his brother’s name in 
the courts. However, now his brother had publicly stained his good name in EdIn, it  seemed the 
right time to act. He beamed his sister in Shuruppak, and asked, “Have you contacted the Nibiruan 
High Court about Enlil yet?”

Ninki, also having second thoughts about taking Sud’s allegation to the Nibiruan High Court, had 
been holding off from taking action. She answered, no. Are you sure you want to go ahead with 
this?”



“I wasn’t, but I am now.”

“What made you change your mind?”

“It’s his latest smear campaign against me. We need to teach him a lesson he will not forget.”

“Dear brother, Enlil needs to be brought to justice for his misdoings, but don’t use Sud as a way of 
revenge against him,” Ninki urged.

“I thought you knew me better than that. He has to be made accountable for his crime. Revenge is 
just the icing on the cake.”

“This does not sound like you, Enki. Please don’t let yourself be dragged down to his level.”

Enki sighed. “You’re right dearest sister. Justice will be revenge enough.”

“I will contact Dayanum and seek his advice.”

Enlil had just checked on the Tablets of Destiny, when he received a beam. Surprised to see his 
sister’s image on the screen - he hadn't spoken to her since she had spurned him in Lebanon - he 
asked coldly, “What do you want?”

I am calling to inform you that your immoral deed with Sud has been officially reported to the High 
Council of Nibiru.”

His jaw dropped. “What? What do you mean,” he stammered, not believing his ears.”

Remaining very business-like, Ninkhursag added, “Expect a summons from the judges very soon.”

“You can’t do this to me Ninkhursag. It will ruin my reputation on Ki.”

“Do you mean like the way you are trying to ruin Enki’s reputation, referring to him as the Serpent 
in EdIn’”

“That's just a joke, nothing serious. Do you realise what you are doing to me!”

“I have not done anything to you. You did it all by yourself,  Enlil. Nobody made you rape that 
young Sinnis!”

“It wasn't rape!”

“Then you can tell that to the High Council.”

Kunuk didn't like being the bearer of bad news, especially if the King of Heaven happened to be the 
recipient. He agonised over trying to find the best way to broach the subject, as he walked through 
the royal palace, to the king’s chambers. Defending himself as just being the messenger wouldn't 
work. 

He knew such news would be inviting the king’s wrath, especially it being a family matter, and a 
scandalous one at that. Still, the message had to be delivered, so he plucked up courage and 
delivered it. To his great relief King Anu had left the palace on official state business, so he passed 
the ill tidings to Anshargal, the reinstated Royal Cup bearer,  ruling in his son’s stead.

Having received the scandalous news, after dismissing a relieved Kunuk, the caretaker king sought 
out Manzaz, the grand vizier, an expert when it came to dealing with the delicate and sensitive state 
matters.

“How best can I break the news to him?” Anshargal asked.



“It is dire news indeed. There is no easy way to tell His Majesty. I suggest you take the direct 
approach. Let him know how it is.”

“I don’t know what else I would have expected you to say Manzaz. His shoulders slumped. Then I 
guess it falls to me.”

“Unless, of course, Lord Enlil tells him first.”

“Why would he do that?”

“Leave it to me.”

“I will have to think of something to get out of this mess,” Enlil muttered to himself, as he sat 
mulling over the sad affair, alone in his mountain retreat. He would make sure Sud paid dearly for 
besmirching his character, he promised himself. Ninkhursag and her conniving brother, they would 
pay heavily as well. 

As he sat, plotting his revenge, a beam image appeared on his vid screen. Surprised to see Manzaz 
looking at him, he demanded, “What do you want?” not attempting to mask his bad mood.

“Lord Enlil, please forgive my intrusion, but it appears that good fortune could be on your side.”

“What on Nibiru are you on about Manzaz?” Enlil asked, in no mood for riddles.

“We have received the charges against you and your father will be duly informed.”

 “And, how exactly is that supposed to be my good fortune?”

“My Lord, King Anu is away from the palace, but he will be arriving soon.” 

“I repeat, how is that supposed to be my good fortune?”

“My Lord, if you were to contact him and tell him your version of events, before he finds out the ill 
news from his Cup bearer, it may go well in your favour”

Enlil pondered the proposal. After a short period of silence, he said, “Yes, I think you might be 
right, Manzaz. I will contact him. What is his reception frequency?”

Anu,  hearing the disturbing news directly from his son, couldn't believe it. Too shocked by the 
devastating information to say anything at first, he eventually responded, “Is there any substance to 
these charges, Enlil?”

“Of course not father,” he responded, giggling as though it were just a bad joke.

“Why then would your brother and sister level such accusations against you?”

“I don’t know. You know how gullible Enki can be. Maybe he believed the Sinnis’s lies.”

“If they are lies she will be severely punished.”

“Which is what she richly deserves?”

“The judgement will be made at the hearing.”

“Yes father, which is why I am telling you this before you read the charges against me.”

“How will that help?”

Enlil, stunned that his father would even ask such a question, replied, “To put a good word in for 
me at the hearing. What else?”

“I cannot do that, Enlil.”



“Why ever not?”

“Because, I won’t be attending the court case. As your father I will not be allowed to be involved in 
any part of the proceedings.”

“But I am relying on your support.”

“I will get you the best legal representation we have on Nibiru to defend you. That is the best I can 
do.”

Nibiru City became much busier than usual, as Nibiruans, from all over, flocked to be witness to the 
historic trial. The An-Gels were having a field day, making sure that a large portion of Nibiruan 
airtime got taken up with the scandalous behaviour of members of the House of Anu. 

They managed to dredge up all the dirt they could about Enlil’s life, including the rumour that 
Ninurta was the result of an illicit affair between him and his sister. All king Anu could do is take a 
back seat and grit his teeth as the An-Gelic network embellished rumours based on the meagre facts 
made available to them.

Lama, of course, was in her element. She saw the scandal as an opportunity to denigrate the House 
of Anu, and she willingly furnished the An-Gel reporters, with half-truths and hearsay. In fact, as 
far as she was concerned, any thing that put the king’s family in a bad light became grist for the 
mill. 

Her evil intentions backfired though, as Damkina, past caring about her vindictive grandmother’s 
feelings, decided the time had come for some mud slinging at the House of Alalu. Referring to her 
as the ‘evil witch’, she leaked the story of Alalu murdering his father, the then king Lahma. 

This shock revelation gave the Angelic network a new ‘hot story’ to broadcast, taking the pressure 
off Anu and his beleaguered family.

“Where did such lies stem from?” a shocked Lama asked, Damkina as the last vestiges of 
respectability in the House of Alalu, crumbled as though dust. “How dare they level such damning 
accusations against my poor dead son?”

Damkina just stayed silent, but with no regrets.

Lama went silent. Any slight against the House of Alalu usually attracted reprisals, but not this 
time. All vestiges of Lama’s fighting spirit seemed to have drained away, leaving her a tired, old 
bitter husk. Even Damkina, her last living relative, had turned against her. 

Scared she would be just a lonely old matriarch, hidden away in her sprawling villa, she needed her 
granddaughter. But Damkina could not be cajoled. Now she had no one with whom she could vent 
her spite.

Finally the day, the Nibiruan citizenry had waited for, came, and the court tribunal took place. Chief 
Justice Dayanum presided. As only two witnesses were to give evidence, one of whom being Enlil, 
himself , court proceedings got under way very quickly. 

The prosecution soon got down to business. Looking straight at Sud, who looked small and 
terrified, as she stood in the witness booth, he smiled, “Your name is Sud, is it not?”

“Yes, your Judgeship.”

“Are you feeling a little nervous?” Sud’s council soothed, trying to calm her.”

“Yes Your Judgeship.”



“Don’t worry, that’s to be expected. Now, you claim that you and some colleagues of yours were 
swimming in the river, when Lord Enlil summoned you. Is that correct?”

“Yes, your Judgeship.”

“Very well Sud. Now, take us from there. What happened next?”

“I left my friends and went to him.”

“Why did you do that?”

“I suppose I felt flattered that the Lord of the Command wanted my company.”

“I see. Then what happened?”

“He behaved charmingly at first. I then noticed something.”

“What did you notice, Sud?”

Shyly she replied, “I don’t know if I can say that.”

“Say what, Sud”

Showing embarrassment she answered, “His phallus stood erect.”

A gasp went up from the public gallery.

“What happened next, Sud?”

“Lord Enlil grabbed me and forced me to the ground.”

Another gasp emitted from the gallery, louder this time.

“Did you welcome his advances?”

Sud’s answered, embarrassed, “At first, yes.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“He is strong and handsome. I was attracted to him. But then it got out of hand.”

“Out of hand, in what way?”

“He offered me an elixir. He said it would relax me and make me feel good.”

“Did you partake of this elixir?”

“Yes, your Judgeship.

“What effect did it have on you?”

“It stimulated me.”

“In what way did it stimulate you?”

“It made me feel good.”

“Did it make you feel sexually attracted to Lord Enlil?”

Enlil’s defence council jumped up, saying, “I object, your Judgeship. The plaintiff has already 
admitted she felt sexually attracted to Lord Enlil. This Elixir had nothing to do with it!”

The prosecution responded, “Your Judgeship, we have no way of knowing that to be a fact, at this 
point.”



The Judges conferred. Then Dayanum said, “Objection overruled. Carry on.”

Returning to his witness, the prosecution advocate asked, “Did the elixir have any bearing on what 
happened next?”

“It made me feel all warm and willing, I guess.”

“Willing to do what?”

“It made me willing to respond to Enlil’s advances.”

A gasp emitted from the gallery.

The prosecution continued, “What happened next?”

“He forced himself on top of me.”

“Did you welcome these advances, Sud?”

“Not at that point, your Judgeship. He treated me roughly, forcing me to allow him to penetrate 
me.”

“I know this is difficult for you Sud, but tell this court what happened next?”

“He raped me!” she answered tearfully, as she slumped to her seat.”

This time the gallery was in uproar.

Dayanum brought the court to order.

The prosecution said, “That is all the questions I have for this witness, your Judgeship.”

Following a short delay, while Sud composed herself, Enlil’s defence council launched into action. 
He  took no prisoners. “Okay Sud. You say that you were flattered that Lord Enlil took an interest 
in you. Is that correct?”

“Yes, your Judgeship.”

“So you left your friends and went off with him alone?”

“Yes, your Judgeship.”

“Were you clothed at the time?”

“No, your Judgeship. I had been bathing with my friends”

Another gasp emitted from the gallery.

“So you, if I may say so, a beautiful young Sinnis, willingly approach Lord Enlil, in state of 
nakedness?”

“Yes, your Judgeship, but....”

“Yes or no is all we need, Sud. And you did this even though you were aware of his state of sexual 
arousal.”

“I did not know that at first.”

“When did you notice it then?”

“When he grabbed me?”

“Don’t you mean, when the two of you embraced?”



“No, your Judgeship.”

“Before, Sud, you told this court that you were a willing party in this romantic dalliance. Are you 
now saying that you and he did not embrace?”

“No, that’s not what...”

“No Sud, of course it isn’t, because you went to him willingly and you embraced him willingly.”

“That’s not...”

“Not only that!  You willing partook of a drug he offered you. Is that not correct?”

“Yes, your Judgeship, but…”

“You are a medical nurse - yes?”

“Yes.”

“As such, you administer medicines, do you not?”

“Yes.”

“Then you know how important it is not to take medicines you are not sure of. Is that correct?”

“Yes.”

“Did you know what was in the elixir that Lord Enlil offered you?”

“He said that…?”

“Please answer the question.”

“I didn’t know.”

“So, you, a trained nurse, meet a stranger, albeit a royal one, and willingly takes an unknown 
substance into your body, having no idea of the effect it could have upon you.”

The prosecutor jumped up, objecting to the line of questioning. He said, “Your Judgeship, the 
plaintiff is not on trial here. That fact that she may have acted irresponsibly has no bearing on what 
happened to her.”

The defence council responded, “Your Judgeship, I am merely trying to establish the plaintiff’s 
degree of compliance in this sexual interlude between her and Prince Enlil.”

After judicial conferring, Dayanum decided, “Very well, objection overruled, but can we move it 
along please?”

The Defence council, turning back to Sud, stated, “You willingly took this unknown elixir and then 
you willingly laid down with Lord Enlil. Is that correct?”

“Yes, but…”

“Then events followed their natural course and you had sex with him.”

Sud, feeling rail-roaded, became all confused, “That’s not what happened. I didn’t want to do it!” 
she replied, tears in her eyes.

“But you couldn’t stop yourself, could you. There you were completely naked, in the presence of a 
prince who you found sexually attractive. Of course you couldn’t stop yourself.”

“No, no. It wasn't like that!” she sobbed, collapsing in her seat,”



“This witness is too distressed for me to continue, your Judgeship,” Enlil’s defence representative 
said.

After a short adjournment, the prosecution called Lord Enlil to the stand. The prince stood strong 
and proud, wearing the fineries of his royal office. The prosecution began. “Lord Enlil, when were 
you first made aware of the allegations against you?”

“When my brother informed me, your Judgeship.”

“And what was your response?”

“To deny such scurrilous charges, your Judgeship”

“These charges being that you raped Sud?”

“Of course, Your Judgeship, that’s why we are here, to put this nonsense to rest.”

“So you claim that Sud is lying?”

“Of course she’s lying. I can have any Sinnis I want. Why would I bother forcing myself on the 
likes of her?”

“I see. So it had nothing to do with you having power over her.”

“Of course not! In my position I have all the power I can handle.”

“So you, being the Lord of the Command of Ki, and her being a mere, albeit very attractive, naked 
young Sinnis didn’t induce you to control her and try to bend her to your will?”

“Of course not. I have already answered that, Your Judgeship.”

Dayanum responded, “Yes Lord Enlil.” Then addressing the prosecution, the judge said, “I hope 
this is going somewhere, counsel.”

“Yes, your Judgeship.”

“Then please get to the point!”

“Yes, your Judgeship. So you had no wish to have control over Sud?”

“How many times do I...?”

“Just yes or no, your Lordship.”

“NO! Is that clear enough for you?”

There followed a short pause. Then the prosecutor showed the defendant a small hand held voice 
recorder. “Your Judgeship, I would like to use this in evidence.”

Dayanum asked, “What is it prosecutor?”

“It is a voice recording that took place during the meeting Lord Enki had with his brother, who 
stands accused before this court, when he informed Lord Enlil of the rape allegations, your 
Judgeship.”

The defence council leapt to his feet. “I strongly object!” he stated forcefully. “We have not heard 
about this so-called evidence, so it cannot be included in the prosecution’s case.”

Dayanum responded, “I will be the judge of that.” Then addressing the prosecutor, he asked, “Now 
what is this conversation you speak of?”



“I think you should be allowed to listen to it and judge it for yourself. However, before you do so, 
your Judgeship, I would like to question the defendant about certain aspects of the conversation he 
had with Lord Enki on that occasion.”

The judge sighed, “Very well, but do get to the point.”

Turning back to Enlil, who, visibly shocked, by the new evidence, had paled, the prosecution asked, 
“Your Lordship, do you remember the contents of the conversation you had with Lord Enki that 
day?”

“Bits of it. Most of it is not clear in my mind though.”

“Very well, let me enlighten you. You claimed that Sud willingly mated with you. Yes or no?”

“I thought we had already established that your Judgeship.”

“How did you feel about her willingness to be submissive?”

“What do you mean?”

“How could you, as Lord of the Command, head of all EdIn, assert your authority over Sud if she 
controlled your actions by being submissive?”

Remembering this part of the conversation, Enlil, realising Enki had tricked him, became enraged. 
He responded angrily, “You are not going to trick me like that!”

“Trick you like what? All we are doing is recalling the conversation, the conversation that is on this 
recorder,” the prosecution stated, brandishing the small electronic object in front of the defendant. 

He continued, ‘There you are, sexually aroused, when this beautiful, naked young Sinnis willingly 
embraces you, encouraging your advances, seducing you, in fact.”

Seeing a way out of the trap, Enlil agrees, “Yes, that’s what happened. She seduced me. No rape 
took place!”

The prosecutor had not finished. He asked, “Didn’t her willingness threaten your manhood. Did you 
not need to show her who had control”

Without thinking, Enlil’s arrogance took over. He blurted out, “Of course I had to show her I was in 
control.”

“But how could you control somebody who wanted to be dominated by you?”

 “I had to take her, had to deny her submissiveness.”

“So, how did you, as you put it, deny Sud her submissiveness?”

“I dominated her more than she wanted.”

“By so doing, you forced yourself on her. Isn’t that what happened”

“It’s not as simple...”

“On the contrary, my Lord, it is very simple, as this recording will bear out.”

Enlil, trapped, with no way out, replied, “I may have overstepped the mark, but as you say, she was 
willing -- all too willing.”

“Perhaps the elixir had something to do with that.”

Turning to the judge, he said, “That's all the questions I have, Your Judgeship.”



“Very well, we will retire to listen to the recording and give our verdict.”

For Enlil waiting on the judge’s verdict became nerve-racking. Well aware the case had gone 
against him, after his brother’s sneaking spy trick with the recorder, became evidence, he knew he 
was in big trouble. He waited anxiously to find out what the sentence would be. How on Ki had he 
allowed this to happen? He sat shaking his head in utter disbelief.

Enlil got ushered back into court to hear the verdict. The court went silent as the seven who judge, 
took their places on the judicial bench. One by one, the judges gave their appraisal, all of them 
agreeing that Enlil had to answer the charges levelled against him. 

Dayanum then stood up and pronounced sentence. “Lord Enlil stands before this court today to 
answer charges of rape against him. After due deliberation of the justices present he has been found 
guilty as charged and it falls upon me to pass sentence. Lord Enlil please stand.”

Enlil rose to his feet, with all the pride he could muster.

Dayanum continued, “Lord Enlil this court finds you guilty of rape. It also finds you guilty of 
perjury. Therefore we justices, of the High Court of Nibiru, banish you from all cities on Ki and 
exile you, on Ki, in the Abzu Dugamatum, where you will stay for rest of your days.”

Enlil could not believe it. He shouted, “THIS IS OUTRAGEOUS. MY FATHER WILL NOT 
ALLOW YOU TO TREAT ME THIS WAY!”

The gallery went wild.

Dayanum called for order. When the chamber became quiet, he continued, “Lord Enlil, you will be 
taken from here to the sky chamber, that will transport you to a place of exile, where you will serve 
your sentence.”

Enlil shook his fists in rage, yelling, “THIS IS NOT JUSTICE! THIS IS AN OUTRAGE 
AGAINST THE HOUSE OF Anshargal. YOU WILL ALL PAY FOR THIS DEARLY!”

Again, the court erupted in uproar.

Again, Dayanum demanded order. Once restored, he said, “This court does not take kindly to 
threats, and they do not help your case. You will go from this court to a place of exile, where you 
will stay. 

Your pilot, Abgal has requested to be your astronaut for the return trip to Ki, and the court sees no 
reason why his request should not be granted.”

For the first time in his life, Enlil could not pull strings to get his own way. He could not believe he 
had fallen so far, so fast. Moreover, for just a bit of fun with a stupid little Sinnis. Nothing would 
have come of it if his snake of a brother had not used his influence. He would get even with his 
siblings, if it were the last thing he did. No longer being Lord of the Command proved almost too 
much for him to bear. Being removed from his high office in disgrace hit him the hardest.  

“How could this fate have befallen me?” he wailed, on the long, depressing flight back to Ki. At 
first, remnants of his pride made him keep his complaints to himself. However, the pressure became 
so unbearable that he had to unburden himself to somebody.

As there was, only Him and the four Shamash crew on board, He took Abgal aside. “How could 
they treat me this shameful way?” he asked,

“It is indeed shameful, your Lordship.”

“My family betrayed me. My hateful brother did this to get control of Ki. Even my sister, whom I 
have always loved, took Enki’s side and conspired against me.”



“It is indeed a woeful situation, your Lordship.”

“Even my father, did nothing to help me.”

“Yes Your Lordship, but there may be a way you can take back your power.”

“I don’t see how, while I’m exiled in some god forsaken land.”

“Why do you think I requested to be your pilot?”

“I assume you wanted to fly me to Ki.”

“I was going to spend some free time on the home planet. Catch up with family and friends.”

“Then why didn’t you?”

“Because, once I heard the sentence, I knew you would need help.”

“What sort of help can you give me?”

Abgal laughed, “I know something,”

“And what would that be?”

“Only one other Anunnaki knows it, and that one is Enki.”

“Will you tell me what you are on about?”

“All in good time My Lord. All in good time, just relax and enjoy the flight.”

“You can’t just leave it like that!”

“I have to look after this craft, my Lord. There will be plenty of time for me to discuss it with you 
later.” Abgal went back to the bridge to join his crew of three, who were operating the small 
interplanetary craft.

Enlil desperately wanted to know about Abgal's mystery plan. However, as Abgal seemed to be the 
only friend he had, he did not want to alienate him by pressing him too hard. Therefore, he spent the 
rest of the journey pondering the various possibilities. 

As Abgal had been Enki’s personal pilot for some time, he may well have been privy to certain 
information unknown to anybody else. Even so, how would such knowledge help him regain, what 
he saw to be, his rightful status on Ki? Maybe Abgal knew something about his brother, a secret 
that showed a dark side nobody else knew about. Now that would really be something he could use.

Despite Nibiru, being much larger than planet Earth, it is a mystery to us. As its atmosphere is very 
much like the Earth’s we can assume that its geology and geography would also be similar. We 
know nothing of its population except that, owing to Nibiruan longevity, the number would 
probably stay stable for long periods. The size of the planet would suggest more than one main 
centre of civilisation, but the event that was about to take place in the Royal City of Nibiru was, 
quite possibly a localised affair. Having said that, Enlil’s pending trial certainly caused a furore in 
the capital, and attracted much interest from surrounding centres of civilisation.

(Sumerian chronicles state: On Enlil a punishment was decreed: “Let Enlil from all cities be 
banished... Let him be exiled.)



Chapter 44
In his African reserve, Enki, wandered in the jungle, walking among the trees, to help him think. He 
had to find an answer to the pressing miner’s problem, which had blown up again in the African 
mines. He had to get out of the laboratory to clear his head.

Also, as if the problem with the miners wasn't bad enough, now other Anunnaki, workers from the 
cities and farms in EdIn, also showed disenchantment with their toil.

He spoke about this with his chief confidant, Ismud, his vizier. “What am I to do? Ninkhursag's 
focus is on the Adama. She does not see the urgency.”

“My Lord Enki, you must do what you need to do.”

“I need more primitive workers. And they only seem to be whole when birthed from a Sinnus' 
womb.”

“You have done wonders, my Lord. You will do what is right.”

“That does not help me, Ismud. I need many more surrogates, and I need them now.”

“Congratulations my Lord. You have solved your problem.”

“Yes, but how am I to get them?”

“That’s just statistics and strategy my Lord.”

Ismud's counsel makes sense to Enki. He just had to work out the number he needed, and how to 
achieve his target. However, his mind was still troubled. He wondered what he was doing and 
whether or not he was going about it the best way.

He pondered this dilemma one day while walking by a river that ran through his land. On the 
riverbank, he noticed two young Kiling females, wild with beauty, and firm breasted. They were 
nothing like the smelly hairy beings he had been accustomed to seeing.  The sight of them caused 
his phallus to harden; a burning desire filled his loins. Getting the attention of the youngest one, 
Enki called her to him. She offered him fruit from a tree. Enki, still in a state of sexual arousal, bent 
down and embraced the young one, kissing her on her sweet lips. 

Soon they were lying on the grassy bank, caressing each other. In this sublime moment, Enki felt 
the firmness of her ripe breasts as he lay upon her. At length, he impregnated her with his holy 
semen, which she took into her womb. Enki then made love with the second young Kiling.

With planet, Ki coming into view Abgal summoned Enlil to the bridge. “Where, in Dugamatum do 
you want to land?”

“How would I know? I’ve only been to the mines, and I don’t want to go there.”

“Would you trust me to pick a place for you, my Lord?”

“I don’t care!” Enlil retorted, slouching back to his quarters.

Abgal knew precisely the place to fly him. Although he had been there just once, the location 
remained clear in his mind. It was a dangerous place, and he never thought he would have to return 
there. However, when he heard of his Lordship’s plight, he attended the tribunal to see if he could 
do anything to help him when all others had forsaken him. 

As soon as he heard the sentence, an idea formed in his mind. He had quickly requested to be 
Enlil’s pilot, and once the Council granted his petition, he knew just what to do.



He flew to that particular spot in Africa called Dugamatum, which the seven judges had decreed 
must be ‘a land of no return’. Once they had landed, Enlil, whose patience had worn very thin, 
demanded, “Abgal, tell me what you meant by there may be a way for me to regain my power?”

First, my Lord, we must organise a shelter for you and protection from wild beasts.”

“Never mind about that right now, tell me what you meant!”

“Very well, please follow me, Your Lordship.”

“Why can’t you just tell me?”

“I would rather show you. Follow me please.”

Abgal led Enlil to a cave. 

“Why have you brought me here?” Enlil demanded.

“Many Sars ago, when king Alalu got himself exiled on Ki, by your illustrious father, he threatened 
to fire nuclear missiles at Nibiru if the king did not relinquish the throne to him.”

“Yes, I know all that. It's ancient history. So what has it got to do with you bringing me here?”

“Alalu’s plans got thwarted, and the mass death weapons got left in the Shamash that stayed on Ki. 
Later, when Enki colonised Ki, he found the missiles and had me fly him here to hide them in this 
cave.”

Enlil now became very interested. “And those missiles are still here?”

 “As far as I know, Your Lordship, but I have not been back here, till now.”

“Take me to where You hid them.”

The pair took hand-held lights and ventured into the cold, dark cavern. The cave, deep and infested 
with rats and bats, caused them to tread carefully. Abgal took Enlil to where the cave opened out, 
and, sure enough, the nuclear warheads were where he remembered leaving them. 

Enlil, mesmerised by the missiles, marvelled at the power they held. Then his rational mind took 
over, “Okay, they are still here. So how is that supposed to help me?”

“You can threaten to use them to regain your power, Your Lordship.”

“I know that! What I want to know is how I am supposed to get these weapons into a position 
where I can make use of them?”

“We would have to get them aloft.”

“The sky chamber we came in is not big enough! We need a Supreme Orbiter Shamash.”

“Yes, Your Lordship.”

“Are you able to get your claws on one?

Abgal pondered the question. Igigi Space Command held and controlled all Supreme Orbiters, so 
acquiring one seemed virtually impossible. Then Abgal brightened. “I may be able to get one, but it 
will be hazardous for me.”

“Well, do it then!”

“I need something from you first.”



“As you can see I have nothing to give.”

“You still have your word, my Lord.”

“What on Ki are you raving about?” Enlil demanded, losing patience.

“Give me your word that when you regain your power, I will become your second in command and 
co-rule this planet with you.”

Enlil laughed derisively, “And there's me thinking you are doing this because you believe in my 
cause.”

“I do, Your Lordship, but if I do this for you, I need your guarantee.”

“What do you mean?”

“Nobody will trust me again, once they know that I have betrayed Lord Enki by helping you.”

Enlil needed Abgal more than he had ever needed anybody. He sighed, “Very well Abgal, you get 
my Shamash and me aloft with these missiles, and you shall serve at my side once I regain power.”

Abgal saw this is his chance to be somebody. He had to trust Enlil as much as Enlil had to believe 
him. He smiled, “Your word is good enough for me, my Lord.”

Abgal had an impeccable record. He had served both of the Nibiruan Royal Houses, as a personal 
Igigi astronaut, for more Sars than he could remember. Now his chance had come to reap the 
reward he felt he so richly deserved. Instead of being a mere servant to the Houses of Anshargal and 
Alalu, he now had a chance to be second in command on Ki. 

However, first, he had to keep his end of the bargain. He took the sky chamber and flew to Enki’s 
laboratory complex in Central Africa. He figured that Lord Enki would not want to see him, so he 
had to have a plausible story ready.

Many of the Anunnaki, including Enki, believed Enlil’s sentence to be too harsh. Rumours were 
coming from Nibiru that suggested the High Council, who did not have confidence in Enlil, running 
the Ki colonies, had been looking for ways to take his Command from him. 

The conviction against him had provided the Nibiruan judiciary with the perfect reason for doing 
so. Even the king had not been able to influence the outcome. Much to Enki’s chagrin, Anu did not 
have him reinstated as Lord of Ki; Ninurta fulfilled the Caretaker role until a new Commander took 
over. 

Although his scientific work proved more than enough for him to handle, and even though he did 
not yearn to become the Commander of Ki, Enki thought his father should at least have offered him 
the position.

Enki mused over such things when the star-chamber landed near his laboratory. He wondered who 
it could be? Then he saw Abgal emerge from the craft. As the astronaut approached him, Enki 
asked, tersely, “Why did you desert your duties here to help my brother?”

“Your Lordship, I just wanted to see that he got to his place of exile, without escaping.” 

“What do you mean?”

“He still has many contacts amongst the Igigi commanders.”

“And you thought they might try to help him escape?”

“That’s right, my Lord.”



Enki didn't trust Abgal entirely, but he gave him the benefit of the doubt. ”So how is my brother?”

“Sad and lonely, but getting just what he deserves.”

“I'm sorry it had to turn out this way.”

“I know Your Lordship,” the astronaut agreed. He bowed and turned to go. Then he stopped and 
turned to Enki. “There is one other thing though.”

“What is that?”

“I need to organise a Shamash to land on Ki.”

“You want to land a Shamash Abgal!” You know only shuttles land here now.”

“I know, your Lordship, but the mines need some heavy equipment, and the shuttles wouldn’t be 
able to handle it.”

It seemed plausible enough to Enki. “I see. So what do you want from me?’

“I need to show Space Command your seal of approval, Your Lordship. The Igigi will not land a 
Shamash on Ki without it.”

After Abgal had Lord Enki’s seal of approval, the veteran astronaut had another problem. Although 
the seal gave him the authority to get an Igigi crew commander to land a Shamash in Africa, he 
needed a plausible reason to get them to load the missiles. 

In the end, he decided the best approach would be to explain they were to go to Nibiru. Even so, he 
still had the problem of persuading them to threaten Ki with the missiles? After struggling with the 
issue, Abgal decided the best tack to be to find an Igigi commander who supported Lord Enlil and 
who would be willing to fight to help him secure his rightful place as Lord of Ki. 

Having worked out his plan, Abgal flew the Shamash to the huge space platform, to find such an 
ally.

Finding such an Igigi commander, who supported Lord Enlil, did not turn out to be very hard. In 
fact, most of the astronauts operating the colossal space station in the planet’s stratosphere 
supported their ex-Supreme Commander, but one pilot stood out in particular. The astronauts Abgal 
asked nearly all pointed him in the direction of Commander Arammu, a craggy veteran who had 
served under Lord Enlil on many occasions. Abgal found the commander and approached him. “Are 
you Commander Arammu?”

“Who’s asking?” the astronaut asked, eyeing his visitor.

“Abgal,” He then laughed, “I haven’t changed that much, have I?”

“Abgal, of course, it's you. I hear you’ve been playing the Royals' pilot on Ki.” In fact, you flew 
Lord Enlil back after that sham of a trial.”

“That’s why I have been looking for you.”

“What do you mean?”

“How would you like to help Lord Enlil become re-established as Lord of Ki?”

“Well, of course, I would, but I don’t see how.”

“There is a way, but it will take great faith, courage and fortitude.”

“What way is that, Abgal?”



“I can’t tell you here.”

“Okay. Meet me in my private quarters when Apsu sets. Here are the directions,” Commander 
Arammu said, handing Abgal a note.

Abgal found the commander’s cabin and knocked at his door. Arammu let him in and offered him 
some vegetable juice. As they relaxed, Arammu asked, “So, what is all this about?”

“Is this room clean?”

“Certainly, but I’ll activate my ‘scrambler’ if you like.”

“It would be best. We can’t be too careful.”

Arammu set up a signal to confuse any secret listening devices. Then he asked, “So, what’s this 
about?”

“Lord Enlil is finished unless he can get some leverage to get himself reinstated as Lord of the 
Command. I believe we can give him that edge.”

“How is that possible?”

“There are weapons buried on Ki, Weapons that could give him the leverage he needs.”

“Are you talking about the fabled missiles Enki took off Alalu?”

“Yes, those are the ones.”

“I thought they were some myth.”

“Well, they’re not. I helped Enki bury them in a cave in Dugamatum.”

“And you want my help to get them?”

“That’s right, and we load them onto a Shamash and threaten Ki with them if Nibiru does not 
reinstate Lord Enlil.”

Arammu, aghast, stared at Abgal, open-mouthed. He knew that such an act of treason would bring 
the wrath of Anu upon them. He thought about the proposition carefully.

Abgal needed a commitment from Arammu. “You do want to help Lord Enlil, don’t you?”

“Well, of course, I would do anything to help him, but do you seriously believe what you propose 
will work?”

“Let me ask you this Commander. Do you think the High Council of Nibiru will ever reinstate 
him?”

“It is a shameful injustice they have done him but, no, I don’t think they will.”

“Then he has to reinstate himself, with whatever means he has at his disposal.”

“I understand Abgal, but do you know how many Sars I have served in the Igigi?”

“No, I don’t.”

“More then I can remember. Now, am I to throw all that away and be branded a traitor to the 
Nibiruan throne, which I have always loyally served, to become part of your crazy plan?”

“Lord Enlil has always supported the Igigi. Now he needs our support, Arammu.”



“I would be more than willing to carry out this operation if I knew it had a good chance of 
succeeding but look what happened when Alalu made similar threats.”

“This is different. The High Council will not act against the king’s son without Anu’s authorisation. 
The king will look for a compromise.”

“I don’t believe the king would use his position to obstruct the High Council in its duties to protect 
its colonies.”

“Yes, but I do not think the Council would act against the king’s wishes on such a personal issue. I 
believe a compromise would be worked out.”

“Okay, but what if Nibiru calls our bluff. Are you morally and mentally prepared to unleash mass 
destruction weapons on the Anunnaki?”

Abgal hadn’t seriously considered such a possibility. He had always assumed the threat would be 
enough for them to achieve their goal. What would they do if Nibiru did call their bluff? 

Would they back down like Alalu, or would they go ahead with their threat and destroy EdIn and all 
the Anunnaki therein? Abgal knew he had to make that decision there and then. He looked Arammu 
straight in the eye. “I would never make a threat I wasn't willing to back up.”

“I believe you. Okay, count me in, but I will only get my crew to help Lord Enlil on the basis that 
we get immunity from prosecution for our part in this.”

“Of course you and your crew will be granted immunity from prosecution. As far as the High 
Council is concerned, you are just following orders.”

Having requisitioned one of the Shamashes prepared for flight in the take-off area of the enormous 
space station, Arammu briefed his crew on the secret mission in which they were to take part. At 
this stage, he only told them about the basics of the African assignment; the rest would come later. 
Once they boarded, Arammu set course, using Abgal’s coordinates, and the large saucer took off on 
its covert mission.

For the first time in many Sars, a Shamash was to land on Ki. This proposition, in itself, was an 
exciting prospect for an astronaut crew who had stayed on the space platform for as long as many of 
them could remember. 

The flight itself went smoothly, but as Arammu was about to set his ship down, they ran into their 
first problem. The terrain was too rough for them to make a safe landing.

Abgal, who flew a much smaller craft, had landed before the Shamash arrived. Enlil, overjoyed to 
see his pilot, intently listened as Abgal apprised him of the events soon to take place. Then, as they 
heard the Shamash approaching, Abgal noticed the rough landing area. He looked at Enlil. “How 
are we going to get the Shamash to land on this rough surface?”

“We will have to build a landing area.”

“How are we supposed to do that, Your Lordship?”

“Fly me to the Shamash, and I will discuss it with the commander.”

Abgal flew Enlil to the Shamash and, after docking his star chamber, he took Enlil to meet 
Arammu. They greeted each other, each gripping the other's wrists, which was the traditional Igigi 
salutation. 

“Thank you for volunteering to help me,” Enlil stated.

“It is an honour, my Lord. However, we are not going to be much help if we cannot land.”



“I want you to send any of your crew you can spare. Then I want you to blast the rocky area close to 
the cave. That way a ground crew can clear the area for your landing.”

“As you wish, Your Lordship.” Although he agreed to do so, he wasn't at all confident about his 
plan working. He did not like work-it-out-as-you-go missions. Too many unforeseen things could 
go wrong.

Once eight of the Igigi crew was on the ground, Arammu positioned his star ship in readiness to 
blast the rocky terrain with his cannons. Having signalled to Abgal that he was ready and receiving 
the all clear, he gave the order to fire. 

The rocky parcel of land exploded in a shower of flying boulders and foliage. Once the dust settled 
the astronauts went to work clearing the area. With no excavation equipment at their disposal, the 
Igigi crew had to level the ground by hand.

Enlil became concerned. The rubble clearing operation seemed to be taking forever. He went up to 
Abgal, voicing his worry. “I don’t like it. The longer it takes to clear this landing place, the more 
chance there is of my son finding out what is going on.”

“Ninurta thinks you are in exile, my Lord. He has been forbidden to check on you.”

“Yes Abgal, I know that. But what if one of the Igigi officers on the space platform commanders 
reports Arammu's ship missing?”

“We are making good progress. The Shamash will soon be able to land.”

“Then what do we do? Have you worked out how we get the missiles from the cave, to the rocket 
ship?”

“The astronauts will have to carry them.”

“Do you know how heavy they are? What if we dropped one?”

Abgal only had his mind on the big picture, that of restoring his lord and master to the Ki throne, 
thereby enjoying his new elevated position. He smiled at Enlil. “Don’t worry my Lord. Everything 
will work out fine.”

Once the Shamash had safely landed, Enlil took Arammu to where the missiles were stored, deep 
within the cave.

Looking at the long metal tubes, the commander frowned. “I never imagined they would be so big 
and heavy. How are we supposed to transport these massive warheads to my ship?”

“Carry them of course, Commander!”

“Yes, that much is obvious. However, with only have a crew of ten, it is going to be a mammoth 
task, your Lordship.”

“Then, Commander, there is no time to waste.”

“I will arrange it right away.”

Abgal took on the job of directing the removal of the missiles from the cave. Apart from being an 
arduous task it also proved a dangerous one. His heart was in his mouth during the whole 
procedure, as the work detail, nervously carried the warheads to the waiting Shamash. 

Eventually, after much anxious toil, with no mishaps, the first part of the mission proved a success. 
Abgal, relieved once he had got the job completed, grinned at Enlil. “See Your Lordship; we have 
done it.”



“Yes we have, Abgal, but I fear that is nothing to what we have to do next.”

“Are you sure you want to go ahead with this, my Lord?”

“What choice do I have, if I don’t want to rot in this godforsaken land?”

Abgal nodded. I will get the mission organised then.”

Enlil took command of the mission. Addressing Commander Arammu, he gave his orders. 
“Commander, You will strategically position your ship where you can target the cities of EdIn, one 
missile for each. When you are ready, Abgal, who will be flying with you, will beam Lord Ninurta 
and make my demands known.”

Arammu, unsure about the plan, especially as he and his crew were putting their lives on the line, 
asked Enlil, “How do you know what his reaction will be? Supposing Lord Ninurta panics and 
orders us blown out of the sky.”

“My son did not panic when he fought in the ‘Battle for Ki’, and he will not panic now.”

“Of course not, your Lordship.” He became pensive. Frowning, He asked, How do you think the 
king of Heaven will react when he finds out?”

“He will react very cautiously. All you have to do is carry out your orders, and everything else will 
fall into place.”

Ninurta nearly refused the Ki Command, as a form of protest in response to the way Nibiru had 
treated his father. He could not believe it when Kunuk beamed him with the tragic news. 

The prospect that he would not see his father again was unbearable. However, as a prince of the 
Royal House of Anshargal, he would not shirk his duty, which, at this time, meant commanding and 
defending the Anunnaki colonies on Ki.

The first Anunnaki to receive news of the threat, an operator at Sippar Space Command, thought 
one of his colleagues was joking. Then he realised the caller was serious. He quickly informed the 
senior officer on duty. 

He, in turn, checked with flight deck control on the space platform, to see if there were any 
unaccounted for Shamashes. When he learned that a ship and crew had gone missing, it was time to 
contact the Nippur Palace.

Zabu, the head of palace security, responded to the beam, indicating a ‘major alert’, instantly. He 
quickly informed Lord Ninurta, who rushed to the vid screen, to find out the details of the 
emergency. 

Abgal pre-empted him. “Your Lordship, we are on a star ship above Ki. We have missiles targeted 
the cities of EdIn. We want Lord Enlil reinstated. If this does not happen soon, we will fire the 
missiles and destroy EdIn.”

Ninurta, stunned into stony silence, couldn't comprehend it.

“What is your response, Lord Ninurta?’

Having, at last, found his voice, Ninurta replied, “As much as I would like to oblige you, there is 
nothing I can do about it.”

“That is understood, my Lord. However, you can pass this information to King Anu and get him to 
reinstall your father to his rightful position.”

“Of course King Anu has to be informed. Your threat is treasonous and from now on you will all be 
treated as traitors.”



“Convey our message to the king.”

Ninurta, even more, confused than before, wondered what to do next. He was getting used to the 
idea that his father was in exile. Now his father was an enemy of Edin! His mind reeled in turmoil. 
Maybe his father didn't know about the threat. After all, he had plenty of loyal Igigi supporters who 
could be acting on their own volition. 

Before he had a chance to beam his grandfather, another message came through; this time from 
Sippar Space Command. “We have sighted the rebel Shamash, and the commander is ready to 
destroy it. We await your orders, my Lord.”

Destroy it! For all Ninurta knew his father could be on board. He needed time to think. “No, don’t 
destroy it. Keep watching it for now.”

“Very well, Your Lordship.”

Ninurta quickly summoned his advisors. After briefly outlining the scenario they were facing he 
asked for suggestions.

“Tell the commander of the rebel ship that he will be blown out of the sky if he does not desist,” an 
advisor suggested.

“If the missiles are mass destruction weapons, wouldn’t destroying the Shamash, being that it is so 
close to Ki, have a devastating effect on this planet?” another Councillor countered.

“The effect might be as terrible as Enlil unleashing the weapons himself,” another, agreed

“If we cannot destroy the ship, what can we do?” Ninurta asked

“Other than try to negotiate with him, nothing,” Zabu stated.

“I will have to contact King Anu then.”

“Your Lordship, before you do so, I believe it would be sensible to seek Lord Enki’s council on this 
matter,” an advisor suggested.

The last thing Ninurta wanted to do was contact his uncle, whom he held responsible for the 
terrifying events taking place. However, he realised it would be prudent to seek his uncle’s wisdom 
on the matter. Therefore, putting his personal feelings aside, he beamed Enki and apprised him of 
the dire situation they were facing.

Enki could not comprehend the chilling news. “He has done what?” Enki asked, not believing it

“He has armed a Shamash with mass destruction weapons, with which he is threatening EdIn!” 
Ninurta replied tersely.

“Could he be bluffing?”

“The pilot says they have the missiles you hid, whatever that is supposed to mean.”

Enki knew precisely what it meant. Abgal, the only person, other than him, who knew the secret 
location of the warheads, had betrayed him. He could not believe it after flying with the astronaut 
for so many Sars. 

At length, he answered, “I know what it means, but I would never have thought your father would 
go to such extremes to regain power.”

“If you hadn’t reported him none of this would have happened!” Ninurta accused.

“I had no choice, once Ninkhursag brought his crime to my attention. You know that.”



“Maybe, if the Nibiruan Council hadn’t treated him so harshly he would not have reacted this way.”

“Ninurta, I also believe his sentence to be harsh, but it does not excuse him doing what he is doing 
now. He cannot possibly get away with this, so why is he doing it?”

“My father is obviously desperate Enki! So what are we going to do about it?”

“You will have to let Nibiru know what has happened.”

“I was hoping you might be able to use your negotiating skills.”

“Perhaps I should try to negotiate with Abgal first.”

“What has Commander Abgal, my pilot, got to do with this?”

“He is commanding the mission.”

Enki blanched, asking, “How do you know this?”

“I know, uncle. Look, I will try contacting him. Meanwhile, tell the king what has happened. Let 
him deal with it.”

Abgal felt very uncomfortable receiving Enki’s beam. He had betrayed his former master and did 
not want to face him. “What do you want?” he growled, defensively.

“You know you cannot succeed, don’t you, Abgal?”

“I am committed to Lord Enlil’s cause.”

“Then you will have to commit to destroying everything we have worked for on Ki because the 
king will not give in to your demands. It is best that you surrender your ship now.”

“That is not going to happen!”

“If you carry out your threat, there will be nothing for Lord Enlil to rule over!”

“I have considered that.”

“Then what can be gained by such wanton destruction.”

“There is no turning back!”

Chapter 45
Of his two sons, Anu had been most proud of Enlil. Enki was a great scientist and innovator, but 
Enlil had been the real leader, who had transformed a mining colony into a vast civilisation. So Anu 
felt devastated when his favourite son fell from grace. He became even more distraught when he 
heard of the harsh sentence imposed upon his son. 

He had high hopes for Enlil, seeing him one day becoming the King of Nibiru. Now, that dream 
was shattered, brushed away, because of one stupid transgression committed by his son.

Anu suffered an even more devastating shock when he received the dire news from his distraught 
grandson on Ki. At first, Ninurta’s words did not register. When he finally gathered his wits, he 
said, “The judges have exiled him in the dark land. So how could he possibly have access to such 
weapons?”

“Apparently Uncle Enki had them hidden many, many Sars ago.”

“Do you believe the threat to be serious, Ninurta?”



“Yes grandfather, I do.”

“Very well, I will alert the High Council immediately. Meanwhile, do not do anything. We will 
handle it from here.”

“Perhaps you should speak to my father first.”

“He has been exiled Ninurta. I cannot have any communication with him.”

“What? I know there is to be no communication between my father and me, but surely under these 
circumstances, there is some leeway!”

“I will have to get the Council to sanction it.”

“What? Even under such dire circumstances?”

“It’s not as simple as you think. We have to observe certain protocols."

“They treated my father in a despicable way.”

“Yes Ninurta, it grieves my heart also. But there was nothing I could do.”

The king quickly convened a meeting of the High Council. Kunuk opened the emergency meeting 
and handed the floor to King Anu, who briefly outlined the untenable situation in which they found 
themselves.

The Council, stunned at the devastating news, were still in shock. One member asked, “How did he 
get hold of the weapons?”

King Anu answered, “That will be looked into later. Right now we have to deal with this situation 
before it gets out of hand.”

“You spoke with Ninurta, your Heavenness. Do you have any suggestions?” Kunuk asked.

“Only that I speak with Lord Enlil. Perhaps I can dissuade him from his destructive path.”

“It goes against the ‘Seven Judges’ directive,” a member stated.

“You would have to get permission from the Chief Justice, Your Heavenness,” Kunuk agreed.

“Then, I suggest you get it organised and quickly!” Anu responded, frustrated with all the red tape 
at such a crucial time.

Anu quickly beamed the Shamash to speak with his son. As soon as an image appeared on the 
screen, Anu demanded, “Enlil, what on Ki are you doing?”

“This is not Enlil, your Majesty. It's Abgal.”

“Get me, my son!”

“He is not on this ship.”

“Where is he?”

“I thought you knew that,” Abgal retorted, cynically.

“I have to speak with him!”

"Won't that go against the rules of the sentence, Your Heavenness?"

Anu picked up on the hint of mockery in the commander's voice. "Have him brought here, now."



Abgal thought about it. It was becoming tricky. He needed Enlil on board the Shamash. “I will send 
a small craft to Ki and have him brought here.”

“Do it as quickly as you can.”

“Father, I was unjustly treated, and you did nothing to help me!” Enlil complained once he saw his 
father's visage on the screen.”

“My claws were tied. Now, do you have these warheads pointed at EdIn?”

“I do, and, unlike Alalu’s pathetic attempt, this is no idle threat. Father, I am sorry, but I don’t feel I 
have anything to live for any more!”

“I understand you are feeling wretched, but surely you would not destroy your cities!”

“Why not destroy them? They are no longer my cities. I have no place and no friends.” 

“What about your sons. Would your murder them also?”

“I have asked them to join me.”

“Have they done so?”

Enlil did not answer. It was too painful for him. All his sons said that their duty was to defend EdIn. 
Wiping tears from his eyes, Enlil replied, “I want all charges dropped against me and full 
reinstatement as Lord of Ki.”

“The Council will not agree to that.”

“Then, I have no choice, but to fire my missiles.”

“Wait! Perhaps we can take one step at a time.”

“What do you mean father?”

“Perhaps I can get you released from exile.”

“That would be a good start.”

“To show good faith, you would have to offer something in return.”

“What do you suggest?”

“Show that you are no longer threatening to destroy EdIn.”

“I can’t do that. If I back off you will have my ship destroyed in an instant.”

“Your ship would already have been destroyed if you were not so close to Ki. The only thing that 
has saved it so far is the damage to Ki such an explosion would cause.”

That made sense to Enlil, but he would not budge. “Tell your Council they have just one Apsu rise 
to release me from my exile.”

Anu found himself in a bind. Neither his son nor the Council would bend. In desperation, he 
consulted Manzaz, his trusted vizier.

Manzaz gave the matter much thought. He turned to Anu. “It certainly is a puzzle, Your Majesty. If 
only he had not committed the crime in the first place.”

“I’m afraid that is not very helpful!”

“No, I’m serious, your Majesty.”



“What on Nibiru are you talking about?”

“I hear that the Sinnis Sud is with egg - Enlil’s egg.”

“How does that explain anything?”

“What if Lord Enlil agreed to agree to marry her?”

“I don’t see how. My son is in exile, you know.”

“Yes, your majesty, but supposing he did agree.”

“How could that possibly help him?”

“I have checked the Nibiruan statutes on this matter. In so doing I came across a ruling that states if 
an egg is conceived out of wedlock and hatched within marriage then neither the mother nor the 
father has a stain on their good character.”

Anu, getting his vizier's meaning, brightened. “So that means,” Anu added, excitedly, “if Enlil and 
Sud marry before the hatching no crime has been committed.”

“Under Nibiruan law that is indeed correct, your Heavenness.”

“That is excellent news Manzaz! Get me Kunuk right away!”

Having had the proposition laid before him, Kunuk called another emergency meeting of the High 
Council.

This time, as any reversal of the sentence metered out to Enlil would have to be a judicial decision, 
the Chief Justice was summoned, “I am not sure if the statute holds up in the case of rape,” 
Dayanum queried.

“I’m not sure if the charge of rape even holds up,” Anu defended.

“Are Enlil and Sud amenable to this marriage?” the judge asked.

“We haven’t put it to them yet,” Anu explained. “We want to be sure of our legal position on this so 
that there are no comebacks. So what is your ruling on this?”

“As far as Nibiruan law is concerned, Enlil has no case to answer.”

“Then we must act on this right away,” Anu stated.

Anu beamed Enlil again. When his son came online, he asked, “How would you like to have the 
rape charges dropped?”

“What are you talking about, father?”

“All you have to do is marry Sud before she hatches your egg,” Anu explained, excitedly.

Enlil’s mind was in turmoil. “Marry Sud, have an egg. What are you on about?”

“Don’t you see? This wedding is your ticket to freedom.”

“Will you have me reinstated as Commander of Ki?” Enlil queried, excited by the prospect.

“Of course it does, seeing as no crime has been committed.”

Enlil could not work out how marrying his pregnant accuser would get the charges against him 
dropped. He asked, “How does that work then?”

“If you marry Sud, before her egg hatches, no crimes have been committed. So what do you say?”



“If it means The High Council drops those ridiculous charges, and my position as Lord of Ki is 
confirmed, then the answer is yes.”

“Will you withdraw your threat from Ki?”

“Only if the judges drop all charges of treason against Abgal and my crew.”

“If no crime has been committed then, all subsequent actions arising from the alleged transgression 
are also null and void.”

Meanwhile, Enki, whom Manzaz had brought up to speed, was talking to Sud, who was in 
confinement under the care of Ninkhursag. “How long before your egg cracks?” he asked.

“Two cycles of Kingu. Why do you ask?”

“Would you be willing to become Lord Enlil's spouse before your egg hatches?”

She stared at the king's advisor as though he had grown an extra head. “Marry Lord Enlil, after what 
he did to me! You must be joking!”

“This is no joke Sud. We are in the middle of negotiating, what could be a disastrous situation for 
EdIn. Lord Enlil has become desperate, so much so that he is threatening EdIn with mass 
destruction weapons. Your marriage to him could avert this crisis.”

“How can that make a difference?”

“If Lord Enlil marries you before your baby hatches We will drop all charges against him, and he 
will be Commander of Ki again.”

“Why would I want all charges against him dropped?”

“If you were married to him your station in life would improve considerably.”

Sud thought about the proposition. Marrying Enlil would undoubtedly have its advantages. Instead 
of serving others, she would have servants pampering her. Instead of sharing cramped living 
accommodation with other Sinnises she would live in a beautiful palace. 

At length, she said, “I would only consider such a proposal if I were to become his official spouse, 
his royal wife.”

“Very well Sud, or should I say Lady Sud, I will convey that message to his Lordship.”

Enlil, having reflected on his actions that led to his current predicament, prayed to An, imploring 
his mercy and forgiveness. A beam from Enki interrupted his meditation. 

Reluctantly he took the transmission, but when he learned about Sud’s conditions to the marriage 
proposal, he initially exploded, “How dare she make such outrageous demands?”

“With respect brother, you are in no position to contest these conditions.”

Enlil, realising his brother was correct, said, “Very well, I suppose I will have to agree.”

Therefore, through a strange quirk of fate and an archaic Nibiruan law, EdIn survived, and the 
Nibiruan High Council released the exiled prince. They then reinstated Enlil as 'Lord of Ki', and set 
a date for the first royal wedding in the colony.

The High Council, through Kunuk, informed Enlil that his reinstatement as Lord of Ki would take 
place as soon as Arammu delivered the warheads safely to Nibiru. Enlil, wanted to keep the nuclear 
missiles on Ki, as a hedge against any future events that might necessitate their use, argued against 
their return. 



The Nibiruan High Council, who deliberated on the issue, ultimately agreed to leave the weapons 
on Ki, providing Enki hid them in a different place. Enlil grudgingly agreed and had Arammu and 
his star ship placed at Enki’s disposal.

It happened that the High Council and even Ninkhursag pardoned Enlil. After He and Sud were 
married, they honeymooned in Lebanon, after which he re-assumed his status as commander of all 
the Anunnaki and without having to give up the missiles. Sud reigned with Enlil; she took the title 
Ninki and hatched Nannar-Sin, the first Nibiruan royal prince on Ki.

Enki looked out from his palace, across Eridu, his beloved city, which had come so very close to 
destruction. Like other Anunnaki who knew about Enlil’s threat, he felt much relieved that Edin 
remained safe and secure. However, he feared that it would not be the last threat to his adopted 
planet. As he stood looking out at his city, Enki mused about what had happened and what was 
destined to repeat itself. 

Twice, his relatives had threatened Edin and twice Anunnaki intervention had thwarted their 
attempts. He passed no judgement on these events. He felt that what was fated would happen; a 
decision got determined by the good or bad will of the ruler's heart. Pondering these things, Enki 
wondered what else would be in store for him and all the other Anunnaki on Ki?

To be continued…
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Prior to his wedding, Enlil had Abgal fly him to his mountain retreat in Nippur. Once there Abgal 
marvelled at the view, thinking it would be a pleasant spot to work with his new master. Turning to 
Enlil, he extolled him. “Congratulations My Lord. Our plan worked out well, and without any death 
or destruction taking place.”

“Once my father knew how serious I was, the Council had no choice but to cave in to my 
demands.”

“Yes Your Lordship. And I will serve proudly as your first officer.”

Enlil wore a puzzled expression. “You, my first officer! What do you mean, Abgal?”
“I am talking about our arrangement, your Lordship. Surely you remember what you agreed to.”

“And what was I supposed to have agreed to?”

Abgal, feeling anxious, answered, “In return for me helping you to regain your position of 
greatness, I am to be your second-in-command,”

Enlil shrugged, “Oh that. Well, that was only if you carried out your mission.”

 “But, I did. That is…”

 “…Oh, that doesn’t count now. Things have changed. I didn’t need you to carry out your mission, 
so the arrangement no longer holds.”

Abgal, stood wide eyed and silent. He could not believe it, but Enlil had gone back on his word. He 
spluttered, “My Lord. How can you…”

Enlil brushed him off, saying “…Thank you for your help. However, I no longer have need of your 
services.”  

With that said, Enlil turned to leave.

“Abgal followed. Needing an explanation, he said, “I don’t understand it my Lord. You gave me 
your word!”

“Don’t you understand that our arrangement was only valid if I had used the weapons.”



"But what will become of me?" Abgal bewailed, Breaking out in a cold sweat. Realising he was no 
longer under Enlil’s protection he was horrified by the prospect of being a fugitive outcast.

“I told you, I don’t need your services any more. Go back to Enki, if he will have you.”

“But I have always supported you and served you faithfully!”

Enlil grinned evilly. “This is why I am not having you charged with treason.”

This was too much for the Veteran Igigi Commander. “Treason!” he spluttered.

“At least I am free to go then?” Abgal queried.

 “It depends on what you mean, by free.”
 
“I mean you have obtained a pardon for me, as part of your agreement with the king?”
 
Enlil laughed derisively. “A pardon! Whatever do you mean?”

“But I helped you in good faith. Get me a pardon from your father. You owe me at least that 
much!”

“I owe you nothing Abgal. However, as you have been a help to me, you are free to find a hole to 
hide in.”

Abgal was in utter desperation. He had nowhere to go and nobody he could trust. Betrayed by Enlil 
he felt thoroughly lost and alone. He knew the only one he could turn to was Enki. He flew the sky 
chamber to Enki’s African laboratory, to seek his forgiveness. However, Lord Enki refused to see 
him. Abgal persisted and lived in the wild jungle, amongst the beasts, while he waited. 

Eventually Lord Enki agreed to see his former pilot. “What are you doing here?” He asked.

 “I have nowhere else to go.”

“What makes you think you are welcome in my home?”

“Lord Enki, please don’t make this any more difficult for me than it already is. I have come to beg 
your forgiveness, to seek clemency for my wrong doings.”

“I thought my brother was going to look after you.”
 
“My Lord, he betrayed me and broke his word. He said he would look after me but he won’t even 
try to get me pardoned by the King of Heaven”

Enki fixed the dejected wretch of an astronaut in his gaze. “Then you know what it feels like, 
Abgal. You lied to me, you have betrayed me, and used my authority to carry out the most heinous 
of acts. Now you want me to get you a pardon.”

“Your brother used me and when he no longer needed me he just cast me aside, as though I am 
worthless.”

“You have known my brother for countless Sars. You ought to know the way he works.”



“I do now. I know I have been a fool. I don’t know what I was thinking,” Abgal babbled.

Enki's eyes narrowed. Curbing his anger, he said, “Abgal, Listen to me. I cannot help you. Your 
best bet is to give yourself up to me now, and throw yourself on the High Council’s mercy.”

“Can you not seek immunity for me?”

“No, I cannot. Even if I could I would not.”

“But we have worked so well together, my Lord!”

“That was before you betrayed me. I can never trust you again. Now, you have to take 
responsibility for your actions.”

The last thing Enki wanted was to have to deal with his ex pilot, especially as he was expecting his 
beloved sister, Ninmah, to join him. During their last communication she had intimated, that she 
wished to speak of their future together. Having made his suggestion, Enki dismissed Abgal, saying 
he wanted nothing more to do with him.

Ninkhursag, formerly Ninti, until Enlil’s wife took over the title, greeted her brother passionately. 
“Now that he has got himself a wife we can be together my love, if you wish to have me.”

“Wish to have you! I have wished for nothing else. This moment I have long dreamed of, Ninti. Oh, 
I mean Ninmah.” 

“I think he gave her that title to spite me. Still, as long as we are together, that’s all that matters.”

“He is probably still obsessed by you.”

“Well, I am not obsessed by him. So that is his problem.”

“Then let us fly to my Abzu, where we can love each other fully.” 

As they lay together in bed in Enki’s Abzu, beneath the blue ocean, he and Ninmah. reminisced on 
adventures past. She cuddled up to him, feeling very content. “Now that the primitive worker 
project has proved very successful, what will you do with your time?”

“I have been thinking about that. What with Ninurta being pleased with the way many of the strong 
hybrids are taking over the toil in the mines and the rapidity of the breeding program, I am at last 
free to pursue other interests.”  

“At least with Ningshizidda looking after the Zimbabwean laboratory, you know it is in good 
hands.”

“Yes, it’s wonderful for us to have some care free time together.”

“We had better make the most of it, my love, because I can’t leave my assistant looking after the 
Shuruppak Bit-Mursu for long.”

“Then let us make the most of the time we have, my love.”



Later, as night drew on, Enki reached over and drew Ninmah. into a close embrace. As they kissed 
each other he whispered, “You are still my beloved,” Then, in a deep embrace they moulded 
together in sexual union. As she reached her climax he poured his semen into her, crying out, 
“Mammu, give me another son!”

However, it was not to be and Ninmah. hatched him a daughter, then another daughter. Enki loved 
his daughters but he still wanted another son “We must try for a son again, my love.” he insisted. 
Ninmah., however, was not as enthusiastic as her brother. Still exhausted from her latest hatchling. 
she needed a break from looking after babies. She also wanted to return to the work she loved. As 
much as she wanted to please Enki, she felt she had to call a halt. She confronted him saying, “No, 
it is too wearing on me. I must refrain from giving you more hatchlings.”

“But, I must have a son, Ninmah.”

“We have more than enough children to cope with Enki, especially as our recalcitrant father refuses 
to have anything to do with them.”

“I have begged him but to no avail.”

“I know you have my dearest.”
 
“If I had a son and heir he would be more amicable.”

“I can’t help that!” she retorted angrily.
 
Enki became obsessed with wanting another male heir. So much so, that Ninmah. felt pressured by 
him. This began to sour the idyllic relationship between the lovers. Their relationship deteriorated 
further until it eventually got to the point where Ninmah. could not stand it any more. Totally fed up 
with her brother’s obsession to have a male heir, she, in a moment of anger, cursed him, uttering, 
“Let whatever food you eat poison your innards!”
 
Enki, shocked by her utterance, asked, “Why would you wish such a terrible thing upon me, 
Ninmah.?”
 
“Because, if you had something else to occupy your mind, you would not keep pressuring me to 
again become pregnant!”

Realising how Adamant Ninmah. was about not becoming pregnant, Enki knew that if he didn’t 
distant himself from her he would go mad. Raising his fist in defiance, he swore, “I will be free of 
this maddening need.” After which he boarded his Essuruki and flew to his Zimbabwe laboratory to 
team up with his son. Once Ninmah. realised he had gone, she took her daughters and returned to 
her Bit-Mursu in Shuruppak.

Life seemed to have lost its shine for Enki, since he had left Ninmah. Although he had found it 
difficult to live with his sister, he found it was even more unbearable to be apart. He couldn’t find 
any inspiration to continue with his ‘Key to Life’ research. Despite his son being a help and a 
comfort to him, Enki felt depressed and lonely. This was partly through lack of recognition. He had 
achieved so much on Ki, yet it seemed to him that the Anunnaki no longer needed him. Although, it 
was he who drained the swamps and built Eridu, his estranged brother took the credit. Although it 
was he that got the gold mining project up and running, Ninurta, who now ran the operation, tended 
to be the one applauded for his efforts. Although he pioneered the ‘key to life’ to create his 



primitive worker, it was Ningshizidda that was running his laboratory. All in all Enki was feeling 
desolate and altogether redundant.

As he mooned over the way his life had turned out, Enki moaned, “They only want me around 
when there is a problem to be solved. Other than that they don’t want to know me.” It was then that 
he realised why he was so morose. He didn’t have a problem to solve. EdIn was thriving. The Abzu 
mines were working efficiently with the new workers. The Adamites were doing very well without 
his help. What he needed was a project in which to sink his teeth, but there was nothing on Ki that 
came to mind. Then it occurred to him if Ki did not need him any more, maybe Lahmu needed his 
skills. Maybe his yearning to have a son and heir was really him missing Marduk, whom he had not 
seen in countless Sars. Ningshizidda and the primitive worker project had him so wrapped up in his 
work that Marduk and his colonisation of Lahmu, had been far from his mind.

Marduk was very surprised, but pleasantly so, to receive a beam from his father. I wasn’t expecting 
this,” he said.

“I am not so busy now and I would like to come and see you.”

His father’s suggestion was music to Marduk’s ears. “Of course you are more than welcome to 
visit, father. I can’t wait to show you what we have done here.” 

“I will come on next Shamash to fly your way.”

“I look forward to spending time with you, father.”

Enki had to wait until Nibiru’s next perihelion, before a Shamash could take off from the colossal 
orbiting space platform. When the time was right, he, along with all the other passengers, boarded 
the space shuttle which flew them up to the Igigi space platform, in readiness for his flight to 
Lahmu. Most of his fellow passengers were Lahmuans, who were returning to work after visiting 
their friends and relatives on Ki. Dressed as any other Anunnaki, he blended in with those around 
him. Keeping much to himself, Enki, maintained a very low profile during the flight.

Upon landing at the Lahmu City space base, Enki was amazed how solid the buildings were. There 
were no sun baked brick structures, like those on Ki. All the buildings at the star base were made of 
hard stone. Then, he saw his son and his heart raced in anticipation. It was a wonderful feeling and 
he was overjoyed, as his eldest son greeted him. 

They embraced, and Marduk, who had greatly matured since seeing his father, laughed, saying, “I 
bet this is different from the last time you visited here.”

Enki smiled, “You have certainly followed your dream.”

 “You haven’t seen anything yet. Wait until we get to the mines.”

As they hovered over the rough, dusty, and windy terrain, in Marduk’s private transporter, Enki 
raised the question, “How are your miners behaving?”
 
“What do you mean, father?”

“Have you noticed any difference in their attitude towards their work, over the Sars?”



“I’m not usually close enough to the work force to observe such things, but nothing has been 
brought to my notice, concerning the miner’s attitude to their labour. Why do you ask? 

“Oh, I just wondered. That’s all.”

Marduk laughed, “You just want to ship some of your slave workers here! Is that it?”

“Well, they are doing an excellent job on Ki.”

“A large percentage of our workforce is convict labour., from Nibiru.”

“Oh, I hadn’t realised that.”

“It was my idea. After all, if they are going to break rocks as punishment they may as well mine 
iron ore and do something useful.”

“And you don’t have any trouble with them.”

“They know what will happen if they cause trouble.”

“Which is?”

“Trust me father you don’t want to know.” Then, pointing out of the cockpit, Marduk said, 

“And now, if you look to your left, you can see our mining camp number 1, in the distance.”

After they landed, Marduk had to deal with business, leaving his father to his own devices, to look 
around the mine by himself. Enki, astounded by what his son had achieved, was very proud of his 
son. Out of the dry, windy, and mostly cold world, he had built a mining operation to equal that of 
the Abzu. Unlike the mines in Africa, though, The Lahmu mine was open, like a gigantic pit. Many 
of the workers were labouring with picks and shovels, while others loaded ore carriers that ran on 
tracks. There was one section of the track where the ore was loaded onto waiting transporters that 
flew it to Nibiru, for processing. So entranced was he with the massive mining operation going on 
before his eyes, he failed to notice that his son had caught up with him. “Do you like what you see 
father?”

Turning to his son, Enki replied, “You have done wonders here.”

Marduk grinned. “Not bad, is it? And, there’s another three like it. Well, not as big but getting 
there.”

“Three more mines! Where are they?”

“Oh, you don’t need to see any more mines at present. I’ve got something much more interesting to 
show you.”

Marduk flew his father to the settlement city, the support system for the mines. Enki had never seen 
anything like it. Instead of the mud brick dwellings in EdIn, Lahmu City, like the Star Base, was 
comprised of buildings hewn from stone, many of which were below ground.



“We had to build this way,” Marduk explained, “to shelter us from the fierce winds and suffocating 
dust storms, a frequent occurrence in the accursed weather patterns of this planet.”

“I thought you liked living here.”

“Most of the time I do, but the storms here are worse than anything I have experienced on Nibiru.”

“Then, what you have achieved here is even more admirable, my son.”

After their long absence, Enki and Marduk had much to discuss. Marduk inquired about his younger 
brother, Ningshizidda

“He would like to hear from you, to know that you have accepted him as your brother.”

“Yes, you’re right. It was difficult for me at first.”

“It was certainly a huge shock to me. I had no idea there were two eggs.”

It was the first time Marduk opened up to his father, concerning Ningshizidda. “When, when you 
spent all your time and energy on him, I was very angry. I thought you were ignoring my 
achievements and me. That made it even more difficult for me to accept him as my brother. As a 
matter of fact I hated him for it.”

Enki put has claw around his son’s shoulders. “I now understand that it would have been very 
difficult for you. I never considered how you would be feeling and I’m sorry about that.”

“What’s done is done, father. Let us just enjoy what we have now and move beyond our personal 
pain.”

Later that day Enki asked about Emuq, who had been doing his energy work on Lahmu for many 
Sars. 

“Emuq, oh he’s working on grid power over at Cydonia. I can have you taken there if you like.”

“Yes, I would like that, but only if there is nothing I can help you with here.”

“Everything is working just fine, father. You go and enjoy yourself.”

“I came here to spend time with you.”

“It’s Okay, I’m very busy here. We’ll spend some time together when you get back from Cydonia.”

Enki felt guilty about the way he had neglected his son. So, instead of going to Cydonia he hung 
around the mine site, with Marduk, offering little bits of unsolicited advice here and there. 

Eventually it became too much for Marduk. He said, “Father, I know you mean well, but I don’t 
need your advice on how to run the mine. I have a certain way of working that has proved very 
successful over the many Sars I have been here.”



“So I am interfering,” Enki said, sadly.
 
“Yes father, you are,” Marduk responded, directly, as was his want.

“You don’t want me around here then?’

“I have beamed Emuq. He would like you to visit him.”

“So you want to get rid of me,” Enki persisted.

“It’s not like that. Well, maybe it is, but for the right reasons.”

“What reasons?”

“I am expecting a new consignment of convict labour. from Nibiru soon. They will need a close eye 
kept on them at first. They will also need training. I have to be able to give them my full 
concentration.”

“And I will be in the way!”

Marduk sighed, “Father, just go and see Emuq.”

As Marduk’s Margidda approached the Cydonian Plain, huge Pyramid structures came into view. 
There were three of them, each a different size. Close by Alalu’s effigy, carved out of solid rock, 
dominated the arid landscape. Enki, who had never seen the icon before,  taken aback by the 
hugeness and majesty  of Alalu's memorial, gazed upon it, open-mouthed. Such an epitaph for a 
deposed ruler, he mused, wondering if he would qualify for such a grand testament to his being. 

The pilot, who Marduk had placed at his disposal, announced, “We will soon be landing, my Lord.” 

Shortly afterward the small spacecraft reached its destination, a small but efficient landing and take-
off platform. As the Margidda touched down, Enki saw the scientist smiling up at him.

Emuq, who had always admired and respected Enki, was very pleased to see his friend again. He 
embraced him warmly. “It’s good to see you again, my Lord.”

“Apparently, I was getting under my son’s feet.”

Emuq grinned. “He is very independent, like someone else I know. So, how are things on Ki, now 
that Lord Enlil is back at the helm?”

“Everything appears to be under control,” Enki answered, unenthusiastically.

“You say that with a degree of sadness, your Lordship.”

“There is nothing important for me to do there, which is why I am here.”

“You have done such a good job that you services are not needed at present. Is that such a bad 
thing?”

“No, I suppose not.”



Taking hold of Enki’s arm, Emuq urged, “Come with me my Lord. I have exciting things to show 
you.”

Emuq was very proud of what he had achieved on Lahmu. Marduk had given him a free hand with 
which to develop an energy delivery system, and he had provided the rest. Marduk had also 
provided him with the equipment and Saurian workforce with which to complete the project. He 
took Enki to the biggest of the three Pyramid structures. As the pair approached it on foot, Enki got 
his first sense of how absolutely huge the edifice was. Designed with smooth sloping sides, instead 
of stepped sides, like the ziggurats in EdIn, Enki had never seen anything like it. 

As they approached the colossal structure, Enki could hear a low frequency sound emitting from 
within its core. “What is that noise?” he asked. 

“Isn’t it beautiful my Lord? It is sound of Lahmu”

“The sound of Lahmu?”

“Yes, I discovered that this planet has its own sound and, by understanding this sound I can 
understand the planet.”

“But, what does this structure have to do with it?”

“It is a sound chamber. Come, I will show you.”

“Come where?”

“Inside my Pyramid, for that is what I call it.”

Emuq went ahead and fiddled with a rock that jutted out slightly from the base of one of the sloping 
sides. A portal opened up before Enki’s eyes. He followed Emuq through an opening and up a 
narrow dirt ramp. It was dark and very cramped inside so the scientist led the way with a laser light. 

“It’s surprisingly warm in here.” Enki commented, as they came to a small stone chamber. Towards 
one side was a stone chest. “What is that?” he queried.
“I will explain all in good time, my Lord. Just stand still and be quiet for a few moments.

Enki waited quietly and soon began to feel more comfortable with the temperature inside the stone 
chamber.

“Have you noticed how cool it is in here now?”

“Yes Emuq, I have. It is much more pleasant now. How did it change like that?”

The scientist grinned. “The energy vibration is much higher in here.” Seeing a puzzled look on the 
Prince’s, he explained, “These Pyramids are energy generators.”

Enki,  confused, queried, “I thought you said they are sound chambers.”

“Yes, they serve as that as well.”



“What do you mean?”

“When I first came here I figured that Lahmu, like Ki, had an energy grid system. Once I had 
worked out the planet’s vibration I was able to fashion energy chambers to draw the force from the 
planet itself.”

“So that’s how the mine gets its power.”

“That’s how everything here is energised.”

“The Breath of An,” Enki uttered.

“Exactly, your Lordship. Every building has an energy storage device, I call it a Batery.”

“ How does it work?”

“It works on the same frequency as the Pyramids. It stores energy that can be used for powering 
various devices.”

“But, how does the energy travel to these Baterys, Emuq?”

“Let me show you,” Emuq suggested. The scientist, having prepared himself for the demonstration, 
took out two small identical metal objects from a bag, slung over his shoulder. Each object had a 
two-pronged fork at one end. He placed one fork near the entrance to the chamber and the other, at 
the opposite side. He then took a short metal rod from his bag, and tapped one of the forks with it, 
causing the object to vibrate. As if by magic, without being touched, its twin began to vibrate at the 
same rate. “Do you see how it works now?” Emuq asked.

“Yes I do, you are a genius Emuq.”

The scientist just smiled. Mostly, what he was doing went over the Lahmuan workers heads. A 
compliment like that from Lord Enki, a fellow scientist, meant a great deal to him.

Then Enki asked, “Do you think we could use this technology on Ki?”

“I don’t see why not. Now there’s something in which you could really get your teeth.” Emuq 
laughed.

“I could stay here and help you out, if you like.”

Emuq, who preferred to work alone, said, “I have a better Idea. I will give you a data disk with the 
Me’s with which to develop this science. Then you can put it into practice on Ki.”

“Why can you not teach me right here, Emuq?”

“Because I have to think on my feet, and any passengers could get in the way.”

Enki felt insulted. “So, I’m a passenger now, am I?”

“I didn’t mean it like that, my Lord. Let me get you a copy of the disk”
 



Once Enki had the energy disk Me, there was nothing more for him to do in Cydonia, so he got his 
pilot to fly him back to Marduk’s palace in Lahmu City. For the first time since completing his 
‘Primitive Worker’ project, Enki felt inspired. He couldn’t wait to see the data on the disk.

“How did you get on with Emuq? His son asked, once he was back at the Royal Palace of Lahmu.

“We had a talk, but there was nothing for me to do there.”

“What do you want to do something for, father? This is supposed to your vacation.”

“Yes, I know, but I’m feeling restless. Is there anything I can help you with here?”

“Not really father. It’s all pretty much under control. I’ll have my pilot escort you around the city, if 
you like.”

“I was thinking. If there is nothing for me to do here, perhaps I should visit father on Nibiru.”

“That sounds like a good idea. I will check to see when the next flight takes off, if you like.”

“Are you trying to get rid of me?” Enki asked, fearing the answer.

Marduk stayed silent, not wanting to comment on the issue. His life had changed radically since he 
had seen his father on Ki. Even then, Enki had been busy with his various projects and Anzu, his 
assigned personal guide, had spent more time with the young prince than his father. Now the boot 
was on the other foot. Seeing a tear in his father’s eye, he responded, “Father, it’s not that! It’s just 
that I don’t have any spare time to spend with you at present. Why don’t you visit grandfather? You 
can beam me when you leave. Maybe I will have some spare time then.”
 

Enki was saddened that his son was pushing him away, but he understood the reason why. Marduk 
did not need his help, so there was no need for him to hang around. Besides, he wanted to see his 
old friend Urak and find out more about the ‘Breath of An’ work in which he was engaged. He 
spent a day shown around Lahmu City and had dinner with Marduk that evening. During their meal 
of juice and a very tasty salad, Marduk mentioned, “I can get you passage to Nibiru tomorrow, if 
you like.”

“But I checked, and there are no scheduled flights listed at present.”

“True, but there is an empty convict carrier leaving tomorrow. I know the captain well and he owes 
me a couple of favours. So I can arrange passage for you, if you like.”   

“I may as well,” Enki shrugged.

“Right, I will organise it for you.”

Enki arrived at Lahmu Space Command, where an escort showed him to the convict carrier. The 
Captain welcomed his royal visitor aboard. “We are honoured to have you fly with us, your 
Lordship.”



“I appreciate that captain, but, as you can see by my simple attire, I am here on personal, not official 
business.”

“I understand. Well, this crate doesn’t provide the luxury you are accustomed to my Lord, but I 
hope you have a pleasant flight anyway.”

“Don’t concern your self, Captain; I am only too pleased to get a passage at such short notice. 
Although there is just one thing I need to mention.”

“What’s that my Lord?”

“I want to keep my visit to Nibiru low key. I don’t want any fanfare when I arrive.”

“As you wish, your Lordship.”

“Also, can you get someone to escort me to my quarters?”

Smiling, the captain suggested, “It would probably be better for your Lordship to stay up front. The 
accommodation aft is not to be recommended.”

(Sumerian chronicles state: Enki told Ninmah. “Come with me in the Abzu... your adoration of 
Enlil abandon.”) 

(Sumerian chronicles state: He embraced her, he kissed her, she caused his phallus to water. Enki 
his semen into the womb of Ninmah poured. “Give me a son ,” he cried.) 

(Sumerian chronicles state: To distance himself from NinMah’s vulva Enki by raised arm swore; 
from her curse, Enki was freed. To the Edin Ninmah returned.)
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