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CHAPTER I

 

THE OPEN WATERS

 

Aardian Ocean

 

 

The Treep spiders pursued the people through the tunnel, but Oadira focused ahead as they planned to escape through the water and drown the giant arachnids once and for all.

People shouted and cried behind her as many of their family members had already been taken by the spiders during their flight through the tunnels. Oadira could still smell the acidic residue from the Treep’s webbing.

Just as Lyshyla had promised, they approached a transparent, sapphire seal, which prevented water from flooding the tunnels entirely. The seal was adorned with a strange symbol that Oadira had never seen before. It was the symbol of the Marula Tree with large branches and roots that connected all the tribes in Alkebulan to the tribes of Sahael. The branches connected to the four empires on the continent of Alkebulan and the horn of Alkebulan.

Oadira put her hand through the transparent barrier and pulled it back after noticing that her hand was wet. Apparently, the seal allowed those of the Chosen Bloodline to move through it freely but not the water beyond.

“What you all see is the Sahaelian symbol,” Lyshyla said as she came up from behind Oadira. Blood still dripped from the woman’s forehead. “If you look closely, you’ll see the eight-point star shining and giving light to the branches.”

Ozias stood in front of the Nibiru opening, looking at Nabopollassar’s seal and the open sea just beyond it. The sea tunnels were located throughout the bottom of the sea floor, allowing any Orishan to walk through Nabopollassar’s seal and be dry. The sea tunnels also prevented water from entering through the protective barrier.

“I’m going to open up Nabopollassar’s seal and flood the tunnel,” Ozias said. “It’ll take time before the water empties out after this is done.”

Lyshyla shook her head. “You’ll need to leave the barrier open for only a short time, otherwise the tunnels will completely flood with ocean water and won’t be able to drain.”

“Then I’ll do it quickly!” Ozias shouted.

“It takes two people to open Nabopollassar’s sapphire water seal. There are two key slots. You both know what needs to be done,” Lyshyla said.

Oadira and Ozias used their Orishan artes to conjure glowing blue keys to open the door to the sea.

“What’s the plan after we flood the tunnels?” Oshún asked. He stood next to his brothers, Oxum and Oya, scratched and shaking from the night’s ordeal. It had been their fault the spiders had attacked, since they had wandered off against the wishes of Lyshyla and had fallen into a Treep nest in a neighboring tunnel. Oadira was happy her sons were alright, but still frustrated with their carelessness. They were only 13, but they were princess of Sahael and needed to understand the power and importance of their lives.

“We follow the flow of the current to the northern gate of Negrallis,” Lyshyla answered. “We can reenter the tunnels from there and make it to Neir’s Realm unharmed.”

Oadira turned to the crowd behind her as thousands of people swarmed closer to the tunnel. Screams echoed from the back of the population as the spiders continued their assault.

“Orishan people!” Oadira shouted. “Remember what I said. Water is the source of our life and power. I gave all of you the ability to breath under water, so stay together in the currents. My husband, King Ozias, will open the portal slowly with my help so no one is washed away. The spiders will drown. Take courage!”

Nabopollassar’s water seal was lifted by Ozias and Oadira. Water entered the caverns slowly, preserving the integrity of the Nibiru tunnels. In a few minutes, everyone and everything was completely submerged in water. Many of the people started to panic as they held their breath and attempted to swim. 

Be at peace, Oadira spoke to their minds. You are safe. Breathe freely of the water and embrace your Orishan heritage.

The young princes swam over to those struggling, telling them telepathically to breathe slowly and that all would be alright. Soon, everyone was moving freely, breathing underwater. 

The dead bodies of Treeps large and small floated past, indicating their plan had worked. Now all they needed to so was swim out, follow the currents to the next tunnel entrance, and pray whatever water they had let into the tunnels would drain and allow them safe passage to Neir’s Realm.

The population moved through Nabopollassar’s water seal, exiting of the tunnels and exposing themselves to the open waters of Aarde. Oadira looked up at waters clear and clean, with a hint of light filtering through the ocean. She had only swum in ocean waters once before, and that was when trying to escape from slavers and colonial forces shooting arrows at her and Ozias after they jumped from the slave ships. Her powers had manifested the moment she touched the water, but as the arrows flew around her, she had no chance to savor the feeling of the ocean or the power it afforded. Now she looked around as her people floated with her, breathing of the waters that gave them life. She could stay here forever amongst the waves, free and unfettered from the world above and its troubles. 

The people’s cerulean eyes lit up, allowing them to witness the vastness of the marine world as if they were seeing through the eyes of the fish as they swam following the new current. 

Allow the current to pull us, as Lyshyla instructed, Oadira communicated with her people. Many nodded, and they allowed themselves to flow with the water in whatever direction it chose. 

Ozias and Lyshyla swam next to Oadira, along with their triplet sons. Where will the current lead us? Ozias asked.

To the underwater caverns on the ocean floor, Lyshyla answered. It won’t take us long to find them. While in Neir’s Realm I memorized much of the use of the tunnels and their offshoots. We will flow for less than an hour and then the cave entrances will be easy to see.

And so, it was. Oadira and her people drifted with the currents for an hour, content and peaceful, until Ozias pointed at the sea floor beneath them.

I see the water caverns. Look!

They entered the caverns and traveled through them until they spotted additional underwater tunnels in the distance. They were dark and spacious, full of fish, lizards, and turtles. 

We are safe for now, Lyshyla said. This cavern will provide us adequate protection as we move through it methodically.

Finally feeling safe, Oadira looked at her boys as they swatted at passing fish and smiled. What happened in the tunnels was intense.

It was, Oya agreed.

The children performed well, Ozias said. 

And none of it would have happened had they been mature enough to listen to their king and queen, Oadira said, floating there with her hands on her hips. When we finish this journey, there will be consequences for your foolishness.

Yes, Mother, the boys said in unison.

Now go, Ozias waved, face less stern than Oadira would have liked. Care for your people. Comfort them. Find out who was lost to the spiders and return with a tally. You are princes of Sahael. Go and act like it.

Yes, Father! Oxum grinned.

The boys swam off and began telepathically communicating with the people. Lyshyla floated next to Oadira and Ozias.

Your children are growing up and maturing. Their gifts are growing. Those same gifts will help them shape Aarde for the better, benefitting Sahael, Lyshyla said.

What do you mean to shape Aarde for the better? Oadira asked.

They have ancient blood and possess the power to inspire others to do many things, Lyshyla answered.

Solomon said those same words to my sisters and I, Oadira said, feeling her long braids floating against the skin of her cheek.

Indeed. And look what you’ve accomplished. So many of the slaves from Lucedale and the Lalaurie estates are free because of your inspiration. The people of Iceoth have returned to the Chosen Bloodline, and we are closer than ever to reclaiming Sahael. That is no small list of accomplishments. Lyshyla said as she turned her attention back to their surroundings. Caverns are dotted all over the seafloor of Aarde. Nabopollassar’s sapphire water seals prevent water from entering, allowing us all the time needed to travel to each of them, passing through each water seal.

Will each seal open for us? Oadira asked.

No, most of them were sealed off after the fall of Sahael, Lyshyla answered.

What else below the surface was cut off from Sahael? Oadira asked. 

According to the maps I memorized in Neir’s Realm, the Sahaedron Kingdom and the underwater tribes were cut off from contact with Sahael, Sahaeland, and Sahaerion.

Sahaedron? That place sounds interesting. Ozias said, listening intently.

There is a reason for that, Lyshyla replied. Sahaedron is the water kingdom of the Orishas located in Sahael that was created by the gods of this world, Ishtar and Obatala. It’s one of four kingdoms needed to help restore Sahael. As we’ve known since Oadira arrived in Iceoth almost fifteen years ago, the currents are bringing the Orisha diaspora back to Sahael. Ishtar and Obatala’s phrase is ringing true in the ears of the Ancient Order.

Ishtar and Obatala’s phrase? Oadira asked.

Ishtar and Obatala called the firmament Alkebulan. Ishtar and Obatala then said, ‘Let the bloodlines in Sahael be gathered into one place, and let the skies of Sahaerion be united,’ and it was so. Ishtar and Obatala called the dry land Sahaeland and connected it in the center of Alkebulan, where life started. Then Ishtar and Obatala lifted the underground and named it Sahaedeath to hear the dead sing throughout all of Aarde. Then Ishtar and Obatala ordered the gatherings to occur in the seas of Sahaedron, the lands, the floating mountains, and finally the skies, where it would conclude the Signs of the Times. Only then would Aarde know it’s complete. That is the Creed of the Ancient Order, written and etched into your lineage. It’ll unite them all under the Sahaelian banner when recited to the people. Your children are important to Aarde.

Queen Oadira rubbed her stomach and the tiny unborn child growing slowly inside. I’m scared of what they’ll face. I grew up on an estate where mothers killed their Black babies to avoid a life of slavery. That is how they showed love and mercy by ending their lives before they started.

It’s okay, Ozias said, hugging his wife close. You were their salvation as your mother provided salvation to you.

 Oadira floated there in the warm water of the cave, remembering the horrors of her childhood watching people suffer while she was kept safe in the manor house waiting to be sold for her breeding rights. She knew hate was not an effective emotion, and yet hate still festered in her heart.

The pure hatred of witans who would have my sons killed and enslaved due to the color of their skin makes me sick to my stomach, she spat telepathically. My husband, children, and I are the only pure-blooded Orishan’s left in Aarde. It was no mere coincidence that brought my husband and me together when we found each other. Solomon set me on this path, and his cryptic words have proven true at every turn, as has his counsel. Many years ago, Solomon ordered me to find the Orishan bloodline, knowing that it was needed to restore Sahael.

What are you saying? Lyshyla asked.

He told me that my bloodline would supersede the patriarchal bloodline of whoever I would marry. If that man was not of ancient blood, then by right, his bloodline becomes mine, Oadira said.

Lyshyla nodded. What you say is true. But keep in mind, it’s only if the one you’re marrying isn’t a king. I learned much in Nier’s Realm; much I still need to share with you.

Over the next few hours, the group journeyed through the underwater cavern, catching glimpses of daylight filtering through the waters above when they came to an opening. The princes, along with other children and teenagers among the crowd, grew restless and began fooling around with the sea life in the area; playing with large jellyfish, snapping turtles, piranhas, and other dangerous creatures roaming the sea of Aarde. They forced Lyshyla and Ozias to have to chase after them as they often were separated from the group, slowing them down repeatedly. 

They’re scared and this is how they are expressing it, Oadira said to Ozias as he voiced his frustration.

That’s evident, Ozias replied. We’ll need to keep an eye on them. They’ve dealt with a lot of traumas recently…all of them have. And our people will deal with even more in the coming years. 

Oadira took his hand. The best thing to do is talk to them, listen, and ask them questions.

I’ll keep a close eye on them, Lyshyla said. They are important to our future, and I would be derelict in my Educator duties if I let them go astray at this point. The past eight years have been long, and even if our time together as a people right now is short, know that I will never abandon those boys.

Thank you, Oadira smiled. 

They fear they’re going to lose their parents like you two have, Lyshyla said.

That won’t happen, Ozias stated firmly. She pondered Lyshyla’s words for a moment. What did she mean when she said their time together as a people right now may be short? Just as she reached out with her mind to ask Lyshyla the question, her sons approached.

Are we there yet? Oya asked as he swam toward his parents and Lyshyla.

No, Lyshyla confirmed with a sad expression. But when we arrive, everyone will have to be on their guard. Also, it will be time for us to part ways.

Wait! Why? Oadira asked.

The six of you, and myself as an Educator, are the only ones who can pass through the Negralli gate, Lyshyla confirmed. Ossa will take the rest of the Orishan people and travel by the ocean floor until we arrive in Sahael. Ossa will lead them.

But they can’t enter the nation without the Nairohenge gates, Ozias said, confusion on his face. How will Ossa get into Sahael? He’s not of ancient blood. The gates will not allow him to pass.

Lyshyla nodded, long braided hair wafting around her head in the water. No, but he can arrive on the continent with the Orishan people and wait behind the walls for your arrival. Ossa will lead the people to Sahael. I’ve already spoken with him regarding this eventuality as we have traveled through the tunnels over the last few days. I have given him a map that, once it is time for us to spit off, he will know where to lead the people. 

Why didn’t you tell us this before we left the pyramid on Iceoth? Oadira asked. Lyshyla had always shared information when it was needed, but Oadira tired of half answers. Eight years in Neir’s Realm had not changed the woman one bit.

Because you would not have gone, Lyshyla answered. You would not have left your people unless you were in a position where you had no other choice. Only those of pure blood can enter Neir’s Realm without the knowledge of an Educator. I am sorry. Now, there is an outpost a day’s journey from here once we renter the tunnels. Ossa and the people can resupply there if needed since much of the gear was left behind as we escaped the Treeps.

So, you can come to Nier’s Realm with us, but no one else can. Oadira stated. 

Yes, Lyshyla said. 

Will you be permitted past the Negralli gates at the entrance to Nier’s Realm? Ozias asked.

Yes. As an Educator who studied at Timbuktu, I know the knowledge necessary to traverse the barrier.

After finding the next entrance to the Nibiru Tunnels, the population passed through the barrier and breathed air once more. After a day’s journey they came upon a small settlement in the caves where travelers were welcomed and the Orishans ate and slept soundly for the first time since encountering the Treeps. 

Over the next two days, their journey continued. Oadira avoided Lyshyla out of anger and frustration. She had no desire to leave her people as she and her family searched for information on how to use the Nairohenge Gates. The more she thought about it, the angrier she became. Lyshyla had spent eight years in Nier’s Realm. She could have given them whatever knowledge she had, but as always, the Educator shared only what was needed in the moment. On top of everything, symptoms of morning sickness had begun to manifest, forcing Oadira to throw up on occasion as they walked through the dark tunnels.

“We’ll soon be outside of the Negralli gates,” Lyshyla told Oadira on the third day from the settlement. “It’s time to gather the people and let them know we will be separating soon.” 

Oadira gathered her people and addressed them.

“The blood running through your veins has been made pure through Nile’s flame, enabling each of you the ability to use the power that we wield in a small capacity. Per my orders, Lyshyla is to stay with the royal family. As you all travel to our ancestral home of Sahael, led by Ossa, you will be the only ones on the continent. While you won’t be able to enter the sacred center of Sahael, you will be able to settle the lands around the great walls. Rebuilding will be your primary objective. Claim for yourselves every single right that belongs to you.

“The battle we wage is not for ourselves alone but for all Sahaelians. It’s a fight never before witnessed. In the Age of Enlightenment, witans have threatened to adopt such a cowardly creed in the treatment of Black people born and bred on their soil. They’ve stripped us of verbiage and subterfuge, and in its naked nastiness, the new Narsan creed says: ‘Fear to let Black people even try to rise, lest they become the equals of the witans.’ And this is the land that follows the precepts of White Darkness that has slowly entered and taken over the witans’ red hearts.

“I leave you all in the capable hands of Mansa Ossa Musa, our most trusted general, and lifelong friend of King Ozias. He will lead you all to Sahael. The Orisha bloodline blesses you all with eternal life, enabling you everlasting youth. Armed with this knowledge, I order you to use it to go forth and help renew and restore our people.” 

The people cheered and cried, clapped and sang. Over the next few hours, they began to depart from the cavern, making their way toward Sahael.

Ossa approached Oadira and Ozias, hugging each of the princes. “My friends, it is with heavy heart that I lead our people to their homeland.”

“They are in good hands,” Ozias said, eyes brimming with tears.

“Keep them safe,” Oadira said as she embraced Ossa.

“I will, my queen,” he replied. “And when the time comes for us to enter the sacred center of Sahael, your people will be ready for you.”






CHAPTER II

 

AN ANCIENT ULTIMATUM

 

Nier’s Realm, Nieth City

 

 

The royal family traveled to the entrance of Nier’s Realm, walking and swimming along the cavern floor and exposing themselves to the water mountains surrounding the entrance.

“Father, look!” Oya said.

“What is it?” Oadira asked.

“There are dark holes appearing under us as we walk up the water mountains,” Oxum said.

“I see them also,” Lyshyla said, pointing them out to Ozias and Oadira.

“We’re going to follow them up the water mountain,” Lyshyla said.

To have better visibility, the royal family blinked their eyes twice, activating their Orishan gifts. Their tattoos lit up, and their eyes went from sapphire to cerulean. One of the dark holes activated, causing them to be sucked into it as they traveled up the water mountain. 

Beathe of the water! Oadira shouted telepathically. The current is too strong to fight! Stay together!

While falling, Oadira observed specks of kyanite in the water, matching the color of their eyes. They acted like enhancers, strengthening their powers and allowing them sight to see through the void of dark water and space at long distances. Seemingly from out of nowhere, they noticed five or six lights that began to appear on the inner walls within the dark-blue area. They stood around the circumference of the space, falling through the emptiness.

Oadira looked around, feeling weightless with nothing to grab hold of.

Is this a trap? she asked. What are we to do?

Keep falling? Ozias said. 

I don’t know but figuring this out is our main priority right now, Oadira said.

There must be a way through this dark space if we’re to get to Nier’s realm and the Negralli gates, Ozias said. How do we enter or move in the emptiness of this dark-blue space?

This is the Nibiru space, Lyshyla answered. All the bright Kyanite colors are coming from within it.

The light began to emanate more fiercely and pulsate from the cerulean specks that surrounded them in the water. They traveled farther and deeper inside of the dark emptiness, pulled along by the current. The cerulean light began to grow dimmer and dimmer behind them. They had reached the bottom when suddenly the water began to drain until the stood all alone on a dark Orichalcum platform with a symbol on it. Once the water had completely drained, Oadira focused on the symbol beneath them in the dark metal.

“What is this?” she asked.

“We’re standing on the Orishan symbol of Odunde on the base of the Marula Tree with branches coming out of it,” Lyshyla said. “This is the entrance to the gateway to Neir’s Realm. What we encountered above is merely a distraction for those seeking the entrance, but not of the bloodline. When I arrived here years ago, it took me time to realize that I had been taught about the hidden entrance while studying in Timbuktu. Below the symbol is the entrance to the Nairohenge Gates.”

“Only one of the branches was lighting up,” Ozias said.

“Why is that?” Oadira asked.

“Only one branch was in sapphire. There are also six sets of footprints below it,” said Lyshyla, pointing them out. 

“What is this?” Oadira asked.

“This Orichalcum platform needs to be activated by the blood of the ancients,” Lyshyla said. 

“What does this symbol of the Marula Tree mean with the branches coming out of it?” Ozias asked. 

“Well, it would seem that placing your feet on these sets of footprints will activate the Marula Tree and one of the four branches,” Lyshyla said. 

“But we are missing one set of footprints,” Oadira said, who brought this to the attention of Lyshyla. Lyshyla looked at Oadira’s belly and then made eye contact with her.

“Oadira, you’re pregnant, thus when the time arrives and the child comes of age, the other set of footprints will light up,” Lyshyla said.

“I understand,” Oadira acknowledged.

Ozias, Oadira, Oshún, Oxum, and Oya placed each of their feet in the footprints on the engraved foot images. When they did, the symbol of the Marula Tree lit up, causing the platform to push them up toward the inner surface where water magically held itself suspended in the air several thousand feet above. As the platform moved upward, spinning slowly in a circular, clockwise motion, the kyanite particles started to form around their torsos, legs, and arms.
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