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THE AWAKENING OF THE BLOODLINE

The Desert Sand Lands of IFF, Cheops Pyramid

––––––––
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The war had ended.

Karnak was safe.

Yet, as Aamira awoke the morning after returning to the hidden city, nausea gripped her stomach. Her sons were safe, yes, but thousands had died, and her marriage was faltering. 

She glanced at Abioye asleep next to her. His devotion to his mother had nearly torn them apart, and resentment now festered in Aamira’s chest.

The nausea continued.

She quietly left the bed and dressed, exiting the spacious royal chambers with their green and purple curtains blocking the view of Karnak below.

She needed council, which meant she needed to find Educator Adewara, her mentor.

The streets of Karnak were quiet this early in the morning, with only a handful of merchants waving to their queen. Most people slept after the celebration of the night before...those who weren’t mourning the loss of loved ones in the battle with General Scipio.

Aamira entered Cheops Pyramid and ascended the main steps, entering the cavernous library with its stacks of weathered parchment and brass plated records. Adewara sat as he usually did in the main chamber, pouring over histories and maps. His graying beard seemed to remain perpetually the same length, with few wrinkles on his dark skin. He seemed almost ageless.

“You’re finally here good,” Adewara said.

“The sun hasn’t even fully risen,” Aamira replied as she sat across from him at the sandstone table. “You expected me here earlier?”

Adewara smiled and sat back. “After the events of the last few days, I figured you would want to talk sooner as opposed to later. Much has happened. Your young boys fought well according to their commanders.”

“The triplets are ten years old,” Aamira said, blowing a breath from her nose. “They shouldn’t be fighting in a war at all.”

“And yet children their age are slaves, working the fields all day, or being raped by wicked owners with impunity. You and your sons are meant to stop that. Don’t forget your calling, Aamira. As a princess of Sahael, you will help usher in a new world for black people across Aarde. For all people, truly.”

“I understand,” Aamira said. She had been hearing this since her first meeting with the prophet Solomon well over a decade ago. For now, she didn’t need a recap. She needed answers. “I have a lot of questions, like who were those collectors of dead bodies we saw after the battle?” 

“They’re known as the Ennead, who are being led by Second Commander Geb of the second Ennead Legion,” Adewara confirmed. “The Ennead can’t hear Nova’s song. You’ll remember the music we heard on the air. Normally only the Demirrian priests can hear it when collecting bodies. I don’t know why we could hear it, but the Ennead definitely can’t because of their service to the dark Lord Commander Natas. They employ half-dead Nethani priests who can hear Nova’s song.”

“According to what I’ve learned, aren’t the Demirrians responsible for retrieving the dead?” Aamira asked. “Also, aren’t the Demirrians the ones who can hear Nova’s song?”

Adewara nodded his head. “Yes, but again, we heard the song too. I can’t explain why it’s happening. To find out more about this phenomenon we need more information. The Ennead are taking the bodies back to Naharis’s realm for reasons beyond my understanding. We need to get to Sahael to find the answers we’ll need. Only then will the heavens open and knowledge be poured out on our heads.”

Sitting back in her chair, images flooded Aamira’s mind of the white mist billowing from the dead bodies on the battlefield and the terrifying way they writhed and contorted before the Ennead arrived in the portals.

“After I killed General Scipio,” Aamira said slowly, “the blanket of whiteness appeared several inches above the sea of dead bodies. The dead started breathing and inhaling and exhaling the mist. What was that fog? What does it portend?”

“I don’t know.” Adewara rubbed his forehead. “I know you and Abioye think we Educators have all the answers, but it seems to me that since your arrival on IFF, when the quakes started almost 12 years ago now, the Signs of the Times began, and my understanding has been stretched to its limits.”

“How did this mist of whiteness get here in the first place?” Aamira asked.

“No one knows,” Adewara said. “At least no one in the library of Timbuktu where I studied. All I can tell you is that Second Commander Geb or Natas’ inner circle is looking for you and will not stop looking for you until he finds you, your children and any Navigators left alive. That was why I pulled you out of there so quickly once I realized what was going on. If any Ennead high priests had exited one of the portals, they would have known instantly you were a princess of Sahael. Their power is unknown. They would have summoned Geb or even Natas himself. We were in no position for that type of attention.”

“What about the portals?” Aamira asked. “We’ve studied the Nairohenge Gates and their ability to transport people to other gates across Aarde, but these were independent portals untethered to a gate.”

“The portals are known as Nebuchadnezzar’s portals. Second Commander Geb wears one of Njiru’s Chalcedony rings that allows him the ability to open the Chalcedony portals. More than one portal opened, so I’m betting the other commanders of Natas were together allowing the Ennead to go through before they themselves set foot on the battlefield. That’s when I knew that the Demirrian’s had lost the ability to retrieve and bring the dead back to their homelands to be buried.”

“Wait!” Aamira said. “Are Njiru’s rings on our fingers the same type of rings that can open up portals?” 

Nodding his head, Adewara reached across the table and grabbed a goblet full of juice and took a drink. “Yes, they are, but yours and Abioye’s are dormant for reasons I do not know. Yet another mystery that can be figured out when you return to Sahael.”

“Nothing can be straightforward in life, can it?” Aamira grabbed Adewara’s cup and took a drink as well. The Amarula was strong. “We have hard to understand prophecies; General Scipio has hard to understand prophecies apparently too. Prophecies on top of prophecies, and no one knows exactly what the mean or how to interpret them until after they happen.”

Adewara smiled playfully. “It’s as Nyikang predicted. His prophecy stated that before the fall of Sahael, there would be an invasion to prevent Sahael from using the Nairohenge Gates. The ancient Kemites, Sahael, Egyptus, and Horn approved after hearing Nyikang’s prophecy and approved them and many others to travel in secret to the outer lands to build secondary civilizations, ensuring Sahael’s house would prevent it from happening. Nyikang was of Egyptian descent and built Cheops pyramid below the city of Karnak knowing the Yoruban people would need refuge before being called back to reclaim their homeland and kingdom.”

“Great, more prophecies,” Aamira breathed, taking another drink of the strong wine. “Knowing more about this Nyikang woman would be helpful.”

“Nyikang was a man,” Adewara corrected.

“I’ll listen to his prophecy then,” Aamira grinned. “Not all men are smarter than women anyway, so I’m assuming his prophecy is easier to understand, and probably more accurate.”

“He was an Egyptian ordered by the Ptolemies and Pharaohs to come to Sahael and get others to come with him so a remnant of the Yoruban bloodline would be able to return to Sahael at the chosen times. He prophesied that Naki’s flame would restore every Yoruban to their natural immortal state. Nyikang’s purpose was to save the Yorubans that were being hunted for sport, putting them in different cities until their awakening took place. That was when you arrived, triggering the Signs of the Times and inadvertently forcing the Yoruban bloodline to return to Cheops Pyramid.”

Aamira held the goblet high. “See? Now that’s a prophecy you can point to that worked out just as it was written. To Nyikang who was probably raised by his sister for his clear prophecy!” Aamira drank the rest of the wine in tribute to Nyikang.

Chuckling, Adewara leaned forward. “Nyikang saw a vision of the Yoruban people being transported here in obsidian cages to be hunted for sport and wiped out systematically, by the Lord Commander Natas’ Dalean Generals.”

“Now I understand why they’re considered the Diaspora,” Aamira said.

“Indeed, when the Narsans dropped the Yorubans here on the Desert Sand Lands of IFF, they thought they were displacing a people to a continent they knew nothing about as Diaspora. The Narsans knew about Nyikang’s prophecy. Lord Commander Natas thought they were placing your people in another home they knew nothing about, not realizing Nyikang had been here from the beginning.” 

“They’d been here all along waiting to be redeemed and saved?” Aamira asked.

“Yes,” Adewara confirmed. “The chosen bloodlines, under the direction of the ancient Kemites, created failsafe mechanisms in Sahael designed to restrict movements of the four realms if Sahael was overrun.”

“We all know Sahael was made uninhabitable by these fail-safes,” Aamira said. “Not exactly the smartest way to do things if no one can ever live there again. It’s like burning down your house so robbers can’t get in.”

“There’s more to it than that,” Adewara continued. “To activate HÉAS’s shield is to protect every inhabitant of Aarde that will one day return to Alkebulan for safety, refuge, and comfort. If you’d like to know more about HÉAS’s shield, you have to find out more in Sahael,” Adewara said.

“Of course,” Aamira said, shaking her head. “You can’t learn how to save Sahael until you’re inside Sahael. That sounds about right. In any case, we have a way to travel without exposing ourselves or the Yoruban people. We can use the Nibiru Tunnels. It will keep the Ennead focused on the dead ensuring all of us are safe. Before that though, tell me what you can about HÉAS’s shield.”

Adewara reached over and pulled a leatherbound book from the far side of the table. The dry pages crinkled as he opened it. “The Orichalcum that grows in Sahael will grow forever, producing unlimited amounts. It also holds unlimited power that can only be controlled by the four bloodline families that operate the four kingdoms and reside in Khartoum Palace. When the kingdom was divided because of petty squabbles that eventually led to the downfall of the capital city of Sahael, the Orichalcum was merely a strong metal. So long as there is unity, Sahael cannot fall, even to Natas.”

“I can see why Solomon went through all he did to meet with Oadira, Heziara, Damisiah, and myself; even then when we arrive, we’ll need to be directed to know what needs to be done next,” Aamira said. “Why is the Orichalcum so powerful when there is unity?”

“Spiritual energy of all four bloodlines will be required to save Aarde. That spiritual energy is focused by the Orichalcum. The Blood of the Ancients, the Sacred Blood, the Divine Blood, and the Cursed Blood will be essential to saving our souls. The Ancient Kemites built mechanisms to prevent what happened to their world Kolob from happening here in Aarde. In order to create HÉAS’s shield, all four realms need to be maintained by all four bloodlines. The four bloodlines are needed in Horn, Alkebulan, Egyptus, and Sahael.”

“What are the mechanisms you mentioned? Are they machines, or something spiritual, since that’s what’s needed to power the Orichalcum?” Aamira asked.

“The mechanisms were put in place hidden below the ground by our ancient ancestors. They are Neimoidia orbital defense lasers hidden below Neolithic’s chamber located in each of the four realms, Sahael, Egyptus and Horn.”

“Wait, what?” Aamira questioned. “Lasers hidden underground? Like the myth of the fire breathers from the old children’s stories? None of that is real. You’re talking about mythic machines that can focus flame.”

Adewara stared at Aamira for a moment. “The spiritual and physical are always tied together. When one is at its zenith, the other will follow. Under the ancient Kemites, knowledge was as pure as glacial water. Technologies you cannot understand were created. It was only through pride and unbelief that they were lost to the world.”

“If these lasers exist,” Aamira continued warily, “then why weren’t they used during Natas’ attack 30 years ago?”

“Because the bloodlines weren’t united. Yes, your parents, and the parents of your cousins, had bonded and lived in the palaces, but the people were still divided and distrustful of one another. The knowledge had not been restored because of this division. They will all be needed to help support and save Aarde.”

Aamira scratched behind her ear. If she hadn’t experienced everything over the past decade, she would have been more skeptical. Still, it was a lot to take in.

“Is there a way to determine how all of these bloodlines are connected?” she asked. “I’ve looked around this library and haven, but I haven’t seen any records that contain the information I’ve been looking for.”

“Indeed,” Adewara said as he flipped through the pages in one of Nyikang’s Nalace journals. “I have what you’ve been looking for. What I have here is a detailed history of the sacred bloodlines prior to the invasion of Sahael. There are six sacred bloodlines; the Oralian bloodline, the Astorian bloodline, the Eagalian bloodline, the Lysinnian bloodline, and lastly, the Rysallian bloodline. 

“You said six but only named five,” Aamira said.

Adewara pointed at a genealogical chart with names and branching lineages like tree limbs. “The Lysinnian bloodline was split into two, the Egyptian Bloodline and the Horn bloodline. These sacred tribes were a part of the ancient order in Aarde. The Oralian tribe would later become the Orishan tribe, The Astorian tribe would later become the Yoruban tribe, the Eagalian tribe would later become the Hausan Tribe, and the Lysinnian tribe would later become the Egyptian and the Horn bloodline. The six of them were chosen by Obatala and Ishtar, who selected the Lysinnians as keepers of the sacred six bloodlines.” 

A side branch broke off from the rest on the page with the symbol of the Rysallians. Aamira tapped it with her finger. “What about these Rysallians? Why aren’t they even mentioned? What can you tell us about them?” 

“You have a lot of questions this morning,” Adewara smiled. He seemed energized, but Aamira knew him well enough to see the fatigue in his eyes. “To sum it up for you,” Adewara continued, “Ishtar and Obatala wanted to use them as agents of the order. Their responsibility was to infiltrate due to their witan skin to help keep the other eleven bloodlines from being enslaved. Before the great divines could inform of their intentions, they started to rebel and wanted the right to control Aarde and make things their way. The witans had grown rich and powerful in this time, creating in their hearts a cultural predisposition towards control and fear. The great divines knew this as well and wanted to use the witans for that purpose.”

“So, what happened?” Aamira asked. 

“War.” Adewara stood and motioned for Aamira to follow him. Another wave of nausea hit her, and she swayed for a moment.

“Are you alright, Aamira?” Adewara asked, taking her arm to steady her.

“I just got up too quickly. I felt nauseous for a second. I’m fine.”

They walked around a bookshelf toward Nephrophida’s Interactive map hanging on the wall in an alcove. Adewara pointed to the land of Inheritance, where the skirmish took place. 

“The Chosen bloodlines forced the Rysallians, into isolation after creating the Ancient Order. As a result, they chose to live in Western Aarde. They stayed away from Eastern Aarde and were the only witan bloodline apart of the six sacred bloodlines, the Nine divine bloodlines, and the chosen bloodlines.”

“And after all this time in Western Aarde, I’m sure they thrived,” Aamira said.

Nodding, Adewara leaned against a sandstone pillar. “Indeed, after living in isolation in Western Aarde, the Rysallian bloodline conquered all the Western tribes. They subjected everyone in Western Aarde to their way of life. There was nothing the Watchers could do except focus on Eastern Aarde. Sahael lost contact with the Rysallians, the three realms knew they were lost and that there was no way they could save the enslaved inhabitants due to the Nibiru Wall that separated them.” Adewara pointed to the image of a long wall running thousands of miles on the map between the eastern and western halves.

“So, the Rysallian enslaved all of western Aarde?” Aamira asked.

“Yes,” Adewara replied. 

“It’s hard to grasp why the Rysallians wanted to enslave a group of their own people despite their similarities,” Aamira said. 

“I’m tired,” Adewara admitted. “Let’s go back and sit.”

The two of them returned to the stone table and sat once again. Adewara rubbed his eyes and took a deep breath.

“There are two great cancers that infect humanity,” he spoke, eyes locked on Aamira. “You, my queen, suffer from one, though you hold it at bay.”

“And what is that?” Aamira asked.

“Anger. The other is a lust for control, which thankfully has not infected you. These cancers spread in entire cultures. It happens among the witans. It happened in Sahael. When anger and control meet, devastation and slavery follow. Something happened among the Rysallians that allowed these cancers to flourish. I’ve heard it was due to the color of the skin of the chosen order. There was a slight difference in their skin colors, the lighter skinned seeing themselves as superior to the darker skinned, and thus having lighter brown skin justified them in taking out their anger and aggression on their brothers. There are black people on the other side of the Nibiru Wall which are being enslaved against their will and denied their freedoms because of their skin color, just like in the colonies.” 

“Why didn't Sahael do anything to prevent any of this from happening when they were at the peak of their power?” Aamira asked.

“As I’ve said before, Sahael lost all contact and communication,” Adewara answered. “And Sahael itself was divided. The Narsans took control of the Nibiru Gates and the Nibiru Wall. There was no way to help them when Sahael fell. The Nairohenge gates retracted into the grounds throughout Western Aarde, preventing interference from Sahael, Egyptus, and Horn. These Nairohenge Gates were made of Orichalcum and were dotted across Aarde. Imagine fifteen doors encapsulated in a circle created to puncture the landmass, with four singular gates in the center. These Gates were created by Nairo, an ancient Kemite who was ordered by Kainoa and Kaimana to create a means of travel for the Kemettian people to help them avoid the sun by any means necessary.”

“This Orichalcum that the Nairohenge Gates are made out of has the same spiritual properties you mentioned, right?” Aamira asked, starting to put things together.

“Yes, it’s a material not from Aarde but is foreign,” Adewara said. “You remember in the center of Nephrophida’s Interactive map there was the impact site of a large asteroid known as Nyathera’s asteroid. It punctured Aarde’s atmosphere, breaking into various pieces that hit all over Aarde and in various spots in the large bodies of water. The largest chunk of Nyathera’s asteroid crashed down in what is now called Sahael, Egyptus, and Horn. The ancient Kemites emerging from Nyathera’s asteroid in ancient white spacesuits. It made the continent of Alkebulan a choice land above all other lands in Aarde. The Orichalcum from Nyathera’s asteroid helped them build Nairohenge Gates all over Aarde so that the Ancient Kemites could move freely throughout the world. The ancients remained in Sahael but disappeared from Horn and Egyptus. That is where their history ends. It seems as if we need to get to Sahael to find out more. The records said that once the four Pharaohs are found, then Egyptus and Horn can be brought back into the fold to help Sahael.” 

Adewara closed the book and stood.

“I need some sleep. It’s been a long couple days. How are you and Abioye after everything with Adana?”

“I don’t know,” Aamira admitted. “Strained.” 

“You look pale. How are you feeling?”

“The battle took a lot out of me. Plus, I woke up feeling a bit sick. I’ll be fine.”

Adewara looked her up and down, nodding his head. “You and Abioye must come to terms with many things. You are at a crossroad. Change is coming unexpectedly. You must face it together, or all will be lost.”

He turned and walked away, leaving Aamira alone in the pyramid. What changes did he speak of? She stood and again felt her stomach protest. What changes could possibly be greater than what they currently faced?

It didn’t matter. She would face them, alone if necessary.
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Aamira soon discovered the changes Adewara inferred.

She was pregnant.

Abioye was overjoyed, but Aamira felt conflicted. Distance existed between her and Abioye, a distance that grew every day, though he seemed unaware.

Months passed and her baby developed inside her. The quakes that had been so common since her arrival on IFF worsened, creating more death in the area. Several buildings collapsed, killing dozens of Karnak citizens. The situation in the sandstone city became tenuous at best. Fear spread. 
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