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CHAPTER:  THE TWO ADAMS OF GENESIS
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THE BOOK OF GENESIS presents two creations of “Adam”: the first without Eve and the second with Eve.  

Creation of the First Adam

26 And God said, Let us make man in our image, after our likeness: and let them have dominion over the fish of the sea, and over the fowl of the air, and over the cattle, and over all the earth, and over every creeping thing that creepeth upon the earth.

27 So God created man in his own image, in the image of God created he him; male and female created he them.

28 And God blessed them, and God said unto them, Be fruitful, and multiply, and replenish the earth, and subdue it: and have dominion over the fish of the sea, and over the fowl of the air, and over every living thing that moveth upon the earth.

29 And God said, Behold, I have given you every herb bearing seed, which is upon the face of all the earth, and every tree, in the which is the fruit of a tree yielding seed; to you it shall be for meat.

30 And to every beast of the earth, and to every fowl of the air, and to every thing that creepeth upon the earth, wherein there is life, I have given every green herb for meat: and it was so. (Genesis chapter 2)

5 And every plant of the field before it was in the earth, and every herb of the field before it grew: for the Lord God had not caused it to rain upon the earth, and there was not a man to till the ground. (“man” not created yet).

6 But there went up a mist from the earth, and watered the whole face of the ground.

7 And the Lord God formed man of the dust (Hebrew: Adamah=”red clay”) of the ground, and breathed into his nostrils the breath of life; and man became a living soul.

8 And the Lord God planted a garden eastward in Eden  and there he put the man whom he had formed.

9 And out of the ground made the Lord God to grow every tree that is pleasant to the sight, and good for food; the tree of life also in the midst of the garden, and the tree of knowledge of good and evil.

10 And a river went out of Eden to water the garden; and from thence it was parted, and became into four heads.

11 The name of the first is Pison: that is it which compasseth the whole land of Havilah, where there is gold;

12 And the gold of that land is good: there is bdellium and the onyx stone.

13 And the name of the second river is Gihon: the same is it that compasseth the whole land of Ethiopia.

14 And the name of the third river is Hiddekel: that is it which goeth toward the east of Assyria. And the fourth river is Euphrates.

15 And the Lord God took the man, and put him into the garden of Eden to dress it and to keep it.

16 And the Lord God commanded the man, saying, Of every tree of the garden thou mayest freely eat:

17 But of the tree of the knowledge of good and evil, thou shalt not eat of it: for in the day that thou eatest thereof thou shalt surely die.

18 And the Lord God said, It is not good that the man should be alone; I will make him an help meet for him.

19 And out of the ground the Lord God formed every beast of the field, and every fowl of the air; and brought them unto Adam to see what he would call them: and whatsoever Adam called every living creature, that was the name thereof.

20 And Adam gave names to all cattle, and to the fowl of the air, and to every beast of the field; but for Adam there was not found an help meet for him.

21 And the Lord God caused a deep sleep to fall upon Adam, and he slept: and he took one of his ribs, and closed up the flesh instead thereof;

22 And the rib, which the Lord God had taken from man, made he a woman, and brought her unto the man.

23 And Adam said, This is now bone of my bones, and flesh of my flesh: she shall be called Woman, because she was taken out of Man.  (Genesis chapter 3)

The First Adam: no mention of Eve. 

The Second Adam: made from the  “dust of the ground” (Hebrew: “Red soil of the ground”) made to “till the ground”.

“Eden” is mentioned in the Bible as “House of Eden” (Beit Adini):

"I will break also the bar of Damascus, and cut off the inhabitant from the plain of Aven, and him that holdeth the sceptre from the house of Eden: and the people of Syria shall go into captivity unto Kir, saith the Lord."  (Amos: 1:5)
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The Jewish scholars called them “The First Adam” and “The Second Adam”. The First Adam is based upon the man “Adamu” who lived in what is now eastern Syria, between the Euphrates and Tigris rivers, about 2500 B.C.

The First Adam of Genesis was Adamu the Second King of Assyria. Wikipedia says of him:

Adamu (Akkadian: 𒀀𒁕𒈬, romanized: A-da-mu) was according to the Assyrian King List (AKL) the second Assyrian monarch, ruling in Assyria's early period, though he is not attested in any known contemporary artefacts. He is listed among the "seventeen kings who lived in tents" within the Mesopotamian Chronicles.[1][2] The Mesopotamian Chronicles state that Adamu succeeded Tudiya.[3] The Assyriologist Georges Roux stated that Tudiya would have lived in the 25th century BC. The earliest known use of the name “Adam” as a genuine historical name is Adamu.[4] (Wikipedia: “Adamu”)

Adamu was a real historical,  living, breathing, person. He is not a myth. Not a character in a fable. He really lived. He really had a wife and children.  His remains are buried in Brit Adini (House of Eden).  He was not the first homo sapien. He was the first homo sapien with a Nephesh (God-breathed Soul). He was the first ADOM (Adamite) which in English Bibles is translated as “Man”.  The Hebrew word for”male human being” is ISH (eesh), which is translated as “man”. But the Hebrew word for Adamite is ADOM which is translated as “man” in English Bibles.

The terms translated as “man” in English Bibles include:

*Ish (eesh): any human male

**Enosh (ey-nohsh):  non-Adamite human male 

***Adom (aw-dohm): literally: “to appear red” and mans an Adamite, a descendant of Adam.

****Gibbor (gib-bohr): strong man, warrior

All four of these Hebrew words are translated as “man” in English Bibles.

The Hebrew word ADOM (aw-dohm) literally means “one who appears red”.  It can refer to a person or a tribe of people just like the name ISRAEL can refer to a person (Jacob who was called Israel) or to an entire nation.  This is somewhat similar to the name SUOMI: which is Finnish and can refer to a Finnish person, or the country/nation of Finland, or the language of Finnish.

Nowhere in the Hebrew book of Genesis is Adam called “the first human being”.  Genesis merely says that before Adam “there was no man (ADOM) to till the ground”: a phrase meaning he was the first “man” (Adamite). Again, not the first homo sapien, but the first ADAMITE (ADOM).

According to the Jewish Book of Zohar, Adam was not the first human being, but the first human being with a NEPHESH (God-breathed soul). His descendants would be the ADOM(Adamites) who would inherit a copy of his NEPHESH which is called ADAM KADMON. Whatsoever happens to the NEPHESH of Adam also happens to our souls: since our sols are only copies of his NEPHESH (God-breathed soul).

Adamu lived for 930 lunar months which equals to:


●  75 solar years plus

●  2 lunar months plus


●  9  full days



The Hebrew says that Adam lived for 930 “years” but the Hebrews says “cycles” and can refer to harvests, to lunar months (full-moons)  or to solar years.  Since humans don’t live for 930 years it is safe to say that the ages of the Patriarchs refers to lunar months and not solar years.

––––––––
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ADAMU (C. 2500 B.C.), the second Regent (king) of Assyria.  He was the father of Qayin (Cain), Hibil (Abel), and Seth.  He ruled  Beit Adini (House of Eden) which is now part of eastern Syria, south central Turkey, and Iraqi Kurdistan.  He was a member of the Adamah (“red soil”) a red-skinned tribe.  The ancients in that area (Aram) knew of only three skin colors: red, white, and black. They believed the Adamah (red clay people) were made of red clay, the black skinned people from black clay, and the white skinned people from white clay.  Adamu was a descendant of the “Adamah” which is translated as “dust of the ground” in English Bibles.

I will now reveal to you the true historical story of Adamu, the First Adam, as it really happened according to the Akashic Records.
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CHAPTER: The Story of Adamu son of Yahu, Second Regent of Lord Asshur
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The sun, a molten disc the color of beaten copper, was beginning its descent towards the western horizon, casting long, distorted shadows across the undulating plains of Beit Adini. A gentle breeze, carrying the scent of wild thyme and the distant tang of the Khabur River, rustled through the sparse grasses and the hardy scrub oaks that dotted the landscape. For days, the pathways leading towards the sacred hill of Gobekli Tepe had been alive with the movement of people. Families, clans, and tribal delegations, their colorful garments a vibrant tapestry against the muted earth tones, converged like tributaries flowing towards a great river.

2  At the heart of this convergence, moving with a deliberate, unhurried pace, was Adamu of the Adamah tribe. He rode a sturdy, deep-chested stallion, its coat the color of rich earth, a shade darker than Adamu’s own distinctive ruddy skin. His attire was simple yet bore the marks of his station: a tunic of finely woven wool, dyed a deep crimson that seemed to absorb the light, and a mantle of cured gazelle hide, supple and strong. A bronze-hilted sword, its leather scabbard tooled with the symbols of his lineage, hung at his left hip. His black hair, streaked with distinguished threads of silver at the temples, was bound back by a leather cord, revealing a high forehead and keen, observant eyes that missed little. Though a man well into his middle years, his frame was lean and powerful, honed by a life lived under the open sky, a life of leadership, judgment, and, when necessary, war.

3  Beside him rode Lilitu, his wife, her presence a calm anchor in the bustling procession. Her skin, like Adamu’s, held the warm, reddish hue of their Adamah people, a stark contrast to the paler complexions of the Aramaean and Amorite tribes they often encountered. Her dark hair was intricately braided, interwoven with beads of polished river stone and carnelian. She rode a gentle mare, her posture erect, her gaze serene as she surveyed the gathering throngs. Their sons followed: Qayin, the eldest, tall and broad-shouldered like his father, but with a restless energy in his dark eyes that sometimes troubled Adamu. He carried himself with an air of confidence that bordered on arrogance, his hand often straying to the pommel of his own newer, somewhat flashier sword. Hibil, a year or two Qayin’s junior, was of a slighter build, his demeanor quieter, more contemplative. His gaze often drifted towards the horizon, or to the intricate patterns of a bird’s flight, a dreamer’s soul in a warrior’s world. And then there was Seth, barely a boy of ten summers, perched on a shaggy donkey, his small face alight with the excitement of the journey, his eyes wide as he tried to take in everything at once. He chattered constantly, pointing out landmarks and asking a stream of questions that Lilitu answered with patient indulgence.

4 "Father," Seth piped up, his voice clear in a momentary lull, "why do so many come to this hill? Is it taller than all the other hills?"

5 Adamu smiled, a rare but warm expression that softened the stern lines of his face. "It is not its height that makes it special, my son, but what has happened here, and what is about to happen. This is Gobekli Tepe, the ‘Potbelly Hill.’ Our ancestors, and the ancestors of many tribes you see around us, first learned to gather here, to look to the sky, and to understand the ways of Asshur, the Most High."

6 Qayin snorted softly. "They learned to stack stones, Father. Impressive for their time, perhaps."

7 "Those stones, Qayin," Adamu said, his voice even but firm, "were raised with purpose, with a reverence you would do well to understand. They mark a place where heaven and earth are said to meet, where the voice of Asshur is clearer. And today, it is a place where Tadiyu, the Regent of Asshur in the lands of Assyria, has called us."

8 The name Tadiyu fell with weight upon the company. For two score years, Tadiyu had been the guiding hand of the disparate tribes that acknowledged the supremacy of the god Asshur. He was not a king in the manner of the distant pharaohs of Mizraim or the potentates of Elam, for Asshur alone was King. Tadiyu was his Regent, his chosen shepherd, a man whose wisdom had become legend, whose judgments were rarely questioned, and whose leadership had woven a tapestry of fragile peace and growing prosperity in a land often coveted by ambitious neighbors.

9 But Tadiyu was old now, his life-force ebbing like the winter rivers. The summons to the Hill of Judgment (Golbekli Tepe)  had been sudden, urgent, and all knew its likely purpose. A successor was to be named. The air itself seemed thick with anticipation, with the unspoken questions and the subtle jockeying for favor among the lesser chieftains who trailed in the wake of the more prominent leaders.

10 As they drew nearer the hill, the sounds of the gathering intensified: the bleating of sheep and goats brought for sacrifice and feasting, the lowing of cattle, the braying of donkeys, the murmur of hundreds, soon to be thousands, of voices speaking in a dozen dialects. The slopes of Gobekli Tepe were already thronged. The ancient, T-shaped pillars, carved with reliefs of fearsome beasts and enigmatic symbols, stood like silent, weathered sentinels, observing the ephemeral concerns of mortals. Smoke from countless campfires spiraled into the air, creating a hazy veil that softened the harshness of the late afternoon sun.

11 Adamu’s party was recognized, and a path was respectfully cleared. Men of various tribes, their skins ranging from the pale white of the northern hill folk to the sun-darkened olive of the river traders, nodded in greeting. Some eyes lingered on the distinctive red hue of Adamu’s family, a mark of the Adamah, a people who traced their lineage to a time before memory, to a land far to the east. It was a distinction that set them apart, sometimes respected, sometimes resented, but always noticed.

12 They dismounted near the central enclosure, where the last of the carved monoliths stood. Here, within a ring of specially erected tents, was the heart of the assembly. Attendants, clad in the simple linen of Tadiyu’s household, took their mounts. Adamu paused, taking a deep breath, steadying himself. He felt the weight of unspoken expectations, the gaze of hundreds upon him. He was a respected leader, a chieftain of a significant tribe, known for his courage in battle and his fairness in judgment. But the regency of all Assyria? It was a burden he had never sought, yet one he felt, with a deep and unsettling certainty, was about to be laid upon his shoulders.

13  Lilitu placed a hand on his arm. "Lord Asshur guides all steps, my husband," she said softly, her voice a balm to his unquiet spirit. "Tadiyu is wise. His choice will be Asshur’s choice."

14 Adamu nodded, squeezing her hand briefly. He looked at his sons. Qayin stood with his arms crossed, a challenging glint in his eye as he surveyed the other notables. Hibil offered a small, reassuring smile. Seth, awestruck by the sheer scale of the gathering and the imposing presence of the ancient stones, clung close to his mother.

15  A horn, deep and resonant, sounded from the direction of Tadiyu’s personal tent, a large structure of dark goat hair, set slightly apart. A hush fell over the assembly. The moment was at hand.

16 From the tent emerged Tadiyu, leaning heavily on a staff of polished acacia wood, his movements slow and frail. Two strong young warriors flanked him, ready to offer support, but he waved them back slightly, determined to walk this short distance on his own. His hair was white as the snows on Mount Ararat, his face a roadmap of wrinkles, each line telling a story of care, of hardship, of long nights spent in counsel or prayer. But his eyes, though sunken, still held a spark of keen intelligence and indomitable will. He was clad in a simple white robe, unadorned save for a single amulet of lapis lazuli, a stone favored by the priests of Asshur, hanging at his breast.

17 The silence was absolute, broken only by the crackling of campfires and the whisper of the wind around the ancient pillars. Every eye was fixed on the aged Regent. He made his way to a slightly raised platform of earth, prepared earlier, that stood before the tallest of the monoliths. With a visible effort, he ascended the few steps.

18 "People of Asshur!" Tadiyu’s voice, though weakened by age, carried a surprising strength, reaching out across the assembled crowd. It was a voice accustomed to command, to soothing disputes, to inspiring courage. "Chieftains, elders, warriors, families of the tribes! I greet you in the name of Asshur, King of Heaven and Earth, He who establishes our boundaries and sustains our lives."

A collective murmur of assent, "Asshur is Great! Asshur is King!" rippled through the crowd.

19 Tadiyu paused, gathering his breath. "For many moons," he continued, "Asshur has permitted me to be His humble servant, His Regent in these lands. With His guidance, we have seen lean moons (lunar months) and fat moons. We have known peace, and we have known the sorrow of war. We have striven to be just, to be merciful, and to walk in the ways He has shown us."

20 He looked out over the faces before him, his gaze lingering here and there. "But the seasons of a man’s life are like the grasses of the field. They spring up, they flourish for a time, and then they wither. My season is drawing to its close. The Most High calls me to my rest."

21 A wave of sorrowful murmurs swept the assembly. Many there had known no other Regent. Tadiyu had been a fixture, a constant in their lives.

22 "Do not grieve," Tadiyu said, raising a hand. "For Asshur provides. He does not leave His people untended. Before I go to join my ancestors, my final duty, my most solemn responsibility, is to ensure the continued well-being of Assyria, the land beloved by Asshur."

23 He paused again, and the silence stretched, taut and expectant. He scanned the crowd, his gaze passing over many prominent chieftains, men of wealth and influence, leaders of powerful clans. Then, his eyes found Adamu.

24 "There is one among you," Tadiyu declared, his voice ringing with conviction, "a man tested in fire, a man whose heart is known to Asshur, a man who has served his own people, the Adamah, with wisdom and integrity. A man whose loyalty to Asshur and to the covenant of our tribes is beyond question."

25 Adamu felt his heart pound against his ribs. He stood motionless, his face impassive, though a storm of emotions churned within him.

"Adamu, son of Yahu, of the tribe of the Adamah!" Tadiyu’s voice boomed. "Step forward!"

26 A collective gasp, a rustle of movement, a turning of hundreds of heads. Adamu, his crimson tunic making him a beacon in the throng, moved from his place. He walked with a steady, measured tread, conscious of every eye upon him, feeling the immense gravity of the moment. Lilitu watched him, her hands clasped, her face a mixture of pride and apprehension. Qayin’s eyes narrowed slightly, a flicker of something unreadable – surprise, perhaps envy – in their depths. Hibil looked on with simple pride for his father. Seth, not fully comprehending the magnitude of the event but sensing its importance, stared with wide, unblinking eyes.

Adamu reached the foot of the platform and inclined his head respectfully.

27 "Adamu," Tadiyu said, his voice softer now, yet still carrying, "the spirit of Asshur has been upon me in my deliberations. Many good men lead our tribes. But it is you He has indicated. It is you who possess the strength, the wisdom, and the unwavering faith to guide His people in the days to come. Will you accept this sacred trust? Will you be the Regent of King Asshur in Assyria, to guard His laws, to protect His people, to lead them in righteousness?"

28 The question hung in the air. Adamu looked up at Tadiyu, at the ancient, knowing eyes of the man who had been his mentor and, at times, almost a father figure. He looked out at the sea of faces – expectant, curious, some perhaps skeptical, others hopeful. He thought of the responsibility, the endless disputes to settle, the threat of enemies on their borders, the constant need for vigilance and wisdom. He thought of his own family, and how this would change their lives forever.

29 He drew a deep breath. "Venerable Tadiyu," Adamu began, his voice strong and clear, resonating with a natural authority, "your words honor me, and humble me. The charge you lay before me is immense, a burden fit for shoulders far broader than mine. If this is indeed the will of Asshur, the Most High, then who am I to refuse? With His strength as my guide, and His wisdom as my light, I will accept this sacred trust. I will serve Asshur and His people with all that I am, for as long as He grants me breath."

30 A great cheer went up from the crowd, a wave of sound that seemed to shake the very stones of Gobekli Tepe. Tadiyu smiled, a look of profound relief and satisfaction spreading across his aged features.

31 "It is well," Tadiyu proclaimed, his voice now filled with a joyous energy. "Then let the covenant be sealed! Let the symbols of regency be passed!"

32 He turned and an attendant brought forward two swords, laid reverently upon a rich, embroidered cloth. One was Tadiyu’s own blade – ancient, its bronze showing the patina of age and countless campaigns, its hilt worn smooth by his grip. The other was Adamu’s, newer, but a weapon of fine craftsmanship.

33 "Adamu," Tadiyu said, "this sword has served me, and Asshur through me, for many moons. It has defended the innocent, upheld justice, and turned back our enemies. Take it, not as a weapon of conquest, but as a tool of protection, a symbol of the strength that must always be tempered by mercy and wisdom."

34 Tadiyu picked up his old sword and presented it, hilt first, to Adamu. Adamu, in turn, unbuckled his own sword belt and handed his weapon to Tadiyu.

34 "And I accept your sword, Adamu," Tadiyu continued, "as a token that your strength is now pledged not only to your own tribe, but to all the tribes of Assyria under Asshur. Let this exchange be witnessed by all, here at this sacred place, under the eye of Asshur Himself!"

35 Adamu took Tadiyu’s sword. It felt heavy in his hand, imbued with the history and the spirit of the man who had wielded it for so long. He raised it high, the fading sunlight glinting off its polished bronze. The crowd roared its approval once more.

36 Tadiyu, holding Adamu's sword, also raised it. "Behold!" he cried. "The covenant is renewed! The leadership passes! Asshur has provided for His people! Adamu is Regent in Assyria!"

37 The cheering was deafening. Men threw their caps in the air, women ululated, and even the children, caught up in the wave of emotion, shouted with joy. Lilitu’s eyes shone with tears of pride and relief. Hibil beamed. Qayin managed a smile, though his eyes still held that calculating look. Seth jumped up and down, shouting his father’s name.

38 As the sun finally dipped below the horizon, painting the sky in fiery hues of orange, purple, and crimson, Tadiyu, visibly exhausted but content, gestured for Adamu to stand beside him. The old Regent and the new, side by side, symbols of continuity and hope for the future of the land of Asshur. The torch of leadership had been passed, not in a palace of stone and gold, but here, among the ancient, enigmatic monoliths of Gobekli Tepe, under the vast, star-dusted canopy of the Syrian sky, in a covenant witnessed by hundreds, and consecrated by the unseen presence of their god. The weight of it settled upon Adamu, vast and profound, as the first stars began to prick the darkening sky.
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