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CHAPTER I

THE NIBIRU WALL
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Aarde, Timbuktu, The Ancient Library

––––––––
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Aamira washed her body from a basin of cold water on the library quarters balcony overlooking Timbuktu. Normally she wouldn’t have stood naked in the sun for an entire city to see, but since Timbuktu was completely empty, and the balcony could not be seen from other parts of the twenty-story library, she thought no harm would be done. The city sparkled in the morning light, a beautiful gem of engineering and architecture.

Too bad it had been abandoned now for at least a decade.

As she washed her arms, Aamira reflected on her life up to this point, from the few memories she had of living in the palace before Sahael’s destruction, through her youth on the plantation waiting to be sold off for her virtue. Now she had been married for decades to a good man, had four strapping sons, was the queen of IFF, the empress of Neros’s Realm, and yet still a refugee from her barren homeland. And here she bathed in broad daylight on a library balcony overlooking what could easily be described as a dead city.

In other words, she still had a lot of work to do.

“If I’d known you would be bathing naked on the balcony, I would have waited to clean myself up,” Abioye’s voice sounded from behind her.

Aamira turned to see her husband smiling, arms folded over his simple colorful traveling garb. He was handsome, dark skin catching the light of the late morning sun, white teeth shining. His dreadlocks fell to his broad shoulders. Abioye hadn’t aged a day since they met almost thirty years ago. 

“You know I like to bathe alone,” Aamira said coyly.

“A husband can still fantasize, can’t he?” Abioye grinned.

“I thought you were going to search the city with the boys for more supplies and fruit from the trees that are still alive,” Aamira said.

Abioye nodded. “Yekú, Yomí, Yemí, Yinká and I were about to head out when one of the sailors came up from the kitchens and told me Adewara wants to see us. We’ll have to gather supplies later this afternoon.”

Laughter bubbled in Aamira’s chest. “When was the last time Educator Adewara called for us and it didn’t take the entirety of the day?”

“Point taken,” Abioye agreed. “Still, we should meet him in the Yoruban Hall on the 15th level as usual. I’ll let you get dressed, unless you want me to disrobe and join you.”

“There will be plenty of time for that later,” Aamira smiled. 

“Not if Adewara has his way.” He stepped forward and kissed his wife on the cheek. “He’ll be blathering on for hours and hours. I’ll meet you in the Yoruban Hall with the boys. Don’t take too long.”

Abioye stepped out, leaving Aamira to get dressed in silence. They had only been in Timbuktu for two days, but she already felt restless. Only five of the nine sailors from Neros’s Realm, including Admiral Adbul, had survived the ocean journey and climbed through the caves to reach A.M.I.T. and Timbuktu. Danger would only increase from here, and they could not stop on their journey to redeem Sahael. Hopefully Adewara would share a plan today and not merely more history, though her experience with the Educator meant she understood the likelihood of a straightforward conversation being about as probable as Aamira sprouting angel’s wings.

Aamira threw on a silk robe she had found in a closet in their library quarters and made her way down the stairs to the 15th level. She entered the Yoruban Hall with its many bookshelves and green Bear sigils. Adewara stood at the central study table surrounded by scrolls, collections of bound brass plates, and leather maps. Aamira’s four sons, Yekú, Yomí, Yemí, and Yinká sat beside their father, looking intuitive and earnest, something that surprised her. Normally her adult children were bored by Adewara’s lectures, but it seems that since arriving in Timbuktu, they had gained a greater appreciation for his teachings. 

Either that, or they really didn’t want to explore the city looking for supplies.

“Aamira,” Adewara said, waving his arm for her to join them. His dark afro, with its speckles of gray, caught the morning light like a halo around his head. “I was just telling your family that I’ve been looking for clues of what to do next. I’ve continued to search through the white leather books of the Hornans, seeing if I could find any clues. The ship’s crew has been working the kitchens under Yekú’s tutelage.”

“I’ve actually learned a lot from them about how to prepare dried meals from a ship’s storage,” Yekú added. “Admiral Abdul is a surprisingly good cook. He practiced as a Bozeman under his first captain and had to learn everything he could about the kitchen and meal preparation. He knows how to make even stale bread taste good with the right spices and a bit of broth. Since much of what we’ve found here in Timbuktu has been dried grains and fruits, it’s been very helpful. I think all of you have enjoyed the meals.”

“In any case,” Adewara said as if to bring the conversation back to what he had planned, “I have found some information that will help determine how we can get closer to Sahael. I’ve poured through vast and new knowledge of the Hornan and Roman teachings as you all slept. I’ve learned that the Romans are all over Aarde and have been stuck in western Aarde without any way to travel east beyond the Nibiru wall.”

“Why are they even beyond the Nibiru wall?” Aamira asked. “I thought that’s why the wall was built by the ancients in the first place, to separate east from west.”

“We kept track of them through NeRu’s eye but lost track of them the day Sahael was invaded, and Khartoum Palace was destroyed,” Adewara said. “Since then, many things have shifted as Natas has spread his influence. The ancient library here has a full recording of history from across Aarde. Our Educators record their history in secret, allowing us to physically know where nationalities like the Romans are at all times. We can’t track them through NeRu’s eyes currently. Hopefully when Sahael is restored, we can resume tracking once more.” 

“All they’re doing is roaming?” Aamira questioned. “That’s all they did for a century. There has to be more to it than that.” 

“According to our lessons back in Neros’s realm while Yinká was a baby,” Yomí said, tapping one of the sets of brass plates, “Roman citizens were dubbed ‘Roamers’ because once their city fell, they had no leadership and simply roamed through other nations stealing resources.”

“The Roamers were ordered to roam Aarde per the command of Egyptus,” Adewara explained. “It was Sahael’s duty to watch and track their every movement and the role of the Educators to record their entire history.”

“Do they even have a home to roam to?” Abioye asked.

Adewara fiddled with the braids in his beard, as if it would help him explain things better. “Yes, Rome and the Trome Lands, but the remnant of the people are forbidden to go and inhabit those areas. If the Roamers were to ever return to their homeland, war would break out; a war Rome could never win. Sooner or later Egyptus and Rome are destined to go to war. It’s been prophesied by oracles on both sides of the conflict. This is why they roam day and night, week after week, month after month, and year after year.”

“I don’t think that’s fair at all,” Aamira said. “Sooner or later, they’re going to have to return home, and we’ll have to deal with the fallout of what happens.” 

Picking up one of the fabric scrolls, Adewara handed it to Aamira. “The books you see here are a past record of their history but don’t reveal their locations. The Roamers need to be found first. Only then can we get to Sahael in a timely manner.”

“Why?” Yinká asked, face thoughtful as always.

“Lord Commander Natas systematically infiltrated Narsa and took complete control of the island and its people using phylacteries filled with the White Darkness,” Adewara explained. “We do know our one and only witan Educator, Ally, made it look like he succumbed to the white darkness. He has d to appear to the witans that he became lost, Ally recorded the entire event of it taking place in Narsa in his Nalace journal.” Adewara held up a thick leather-bound book. “I have the record right here.”

“Does it say how this White Darkness found its way into Aarde?” Aamira asked. The White Darkness had been a whispered mystery for years, with the slaves on the plantation talking about how Natas used it to corrupt minds. Aamira doubted any of that, feeling personally that power was the ultimate corruptor, and that Natas offered the weaker nations power in exchange for help destroying Sahael. White Darkness was self-corruption, nothing more.

“I know we’ve had this conversation before, Empress Aamira,” Adewara continued, “But it can’t be denied that this White Darkness seems to influence the minds of the people in each of the witan nations. Lord Commander Natas did this to control the entire country and every single Narsan man and woman, young and old. Natas ordered the Narsans to infiltrate The States of ‘Or, the ‘Arth Nations, The Sovereign Dales, and reluctantly, Triennium Island. Lord Commander Natas enslaved the minds of their leaders, using the White Darkness for his own benefit. Afterwards, Natas indoctrinated the witan nations with his teachings of the Nauthian gospel and creed.”

Aamira shook her head. “And that just proves my point. The ‘White Darkness’ isn’t a real thing. It’s another one of Natas’s tools for giving witans an excuse to give into their darkest impulses. Natas offered them power and they took it. There is no excuse for what the witans have done to our people. I saw the rape and murder on the plantations before the revolts. I will never give witans an excuse or the White Darkness to wash away their culpability in massacre and enslavement. I don’t care what this witan Educator Ally wrote. White Darkness was and is his excuse as well, if you ask me.”

The family sat silent for a moment, feeling the weight of Aamira’s words. Even Adewara, rarely speechless, looked at the table contemplatively.

“In any case,” Adewara spoke eventually, “according to Ally’s record, the White Darkness moved through the leaders who had given themselves over completely to their ambition.”

“Does this White Darkness affect Black people?” Aamira asked with a fake smile.

“No, it only affects the minds of fragile witans and sellouts,” Adewara replied in a confident and steady voice.

“The weak minded can never be trusted no matter what skin color they have,” Abioye said.

“What happened once he had all these witans either under his control or convinced of their superiority?” Yomí asked.

“After gaining control of the western powers, Lord Commander Natas now had in his possession the most powerful nation on the other side of the Nibiru wall,” Adewara answered. “The other nations quickly signed his treaty to be part of the invasion force, and they would provide resources for Narsa.”

“A treaty? That’s wild,” Yemí said, shaking his head.

“The Supremacy Pact,” Adewara confirmed. “A group of witan nations whose only goal was to spread Lord Commander Natas’s supremacy all over Western Aarde. After building up their economies, Natas held a council in which he invited all the leaders of the ‘Arth Nations, the States of ‘Or, Triennium, the Dales, the T.I.M. nations and Narsa to determine how they would find a way into Eastern Aarde beyond the Nibiru wall.” 

“This had to have taken a lot of time,” Abioye said. “I mean, we know that the wall was not easily avoided. Plus, some of the national powers you’re talking about haven’t been nations themselves since before the fall of Sahael. How long are we talking about here?”

“After 150 years, Lord Commander Natas was able to gain control of the Nibiru wall,” Adewara continued. “Natas sent one of his Triennium commanders to secure the ancient barrier. In a few weeks, the Triennium Commander was able to gain control of both the Nibiru wall and castle. Since then, according to these records, the Nibiru wall in that sector of Aarde has been operated by the Rysallians. They now determine who gains access into Eastern and Western Aarde.”

Yinká stood, visibly angry at the news Adewara was sharing. “Perhaps it would have been better if the wall was simply destroyed by Natas. That wall has brought the people of Western Aarde nothing but angst and torment.”

“I agree,” Aamira said. “Living in the Vannadale Colony, the Nibiru wall was a topic of frustration for everyone.”

“I don’t get it,” Yekú said. “I know I was always more interested in learning recipes than in history, but the Nibiru Wall doesn’t sound as important as all of you are making it out to be. Why should we care that Natas has control of it?”

“The Nibiru wall is made out of Orichalcum,” Adewara answered. “It is indestructible. Natas took control of the Nibiru wall when he learned it couldn’t be destroyed. With the wall under Narsan control, this enabled the next phase of Natas’s plan involving the Trinity to begin. With control of the wall, Lord Natas was able to invade Eastern Aarde a second time after the conference in Nycea.” 

Yekú looked around the room. “I’m drawing a blank here. What is the Conference in Nycea?” 

“Really?” Yinká said, shaking his head. “Your little brother is going to have to school you on our people’s history?”

“Yekú always paid more attention to the girls in the kitchens than he did his studies,” Yomí laughed.

“Lord Commander Natas ordered the Narsans to capture several Alkebulans before the council was held in Nycea in Eastern Aarde,” Yinká explained. “The enslaved Alkebulans were displayed in front of those in attendance. The people of what was known as the Great-8 nations were in awe with the size of the women and the men and their physiques. They were dressed in their fine clothing as they were taken away like slaves; the first to be enslaved, in truth.”

“Well said, High King Yinká,” Adewara smiled. “It’s good to know not all of my lessons fell on deaf ears.”

“I hope that title doesn’t stick,” Yemí whispered to his fellow triplets.

“Yeah, Adewara,” Yomí said. “We know our brother is meant to be High King in Sahael, but we know Yinká is going to get a big head with you calling him that all the time.”

“I will do my best to refrain, Prince Yomí,” Adewara smiled.

“Can we get back to the first enslavement, please?” Abioye urged. “What new details have you learned, Adewara?”

“Quite a bit over the last 24 hours, to be honest,” Adewara said. “According to the record of Educator Quintus from the far lands, Lord Commander Natas used lies and deception and told the G-8 that the Blacks in Alkebulan possess a land with unlimited resources. Natas also convinced the eight nations that Blacks in Alkebulan were stupid, mindless, and barbaric, in need of saving. Taking the resources from them would be a blessing to all, since obviously the Sahaelians were too degenerate to use them properly. Natas said that their Black souls were damned, convincing the G-8 it needed to bring the Nauthian gospel to the Black people. He then convinced the G-8 to go along with what he wanted them to do. It was determined that after four months, four weeks, and four days of Conferences and meetings that Lord Commander Natas and the Trinity would divide up the land into thirds along with its resources.”

“Of course they would,” Yomí said, stretching his neck. “All witans want to do is take from everyone else.”

Adewara sat back, placing his hands behind his head. “It may seem that way, but ignorance is the fastest way to suffering and death. I myself learned that truth just this morning. I feel quite humble at this moment.”

“What do you mean?” Aamira asked. Adewara was not one for self-deprecation. If he had been humbled by something, she wanted to know what.

“I have kept our path pointed as straight toward Sahael as possible under the circumstances,” Adewara replied. His face suddenly looked sad, as if some great mistake had been made. “Reading the journals pointed me toward a record I have read many times before, but for some reason I overlooked one important thing regarding the redemption of Sahael.”

“And what is that?” Abioye questioned.

A deep breath filled Adewara’s lungs. He put his hands back on the table and leaned forward. “All of us have been tainted by Natas and the actions of our witan brothers. All of us have embraced hate, just as they have. I say to myself that I don’t hate all witans, and yet, when I see one, I have a desire to harm them. Am I alone in this?”

Everyone looked at the table. Abioye fiddled with one of the maps as if it was the most interesting thing in the world.

“That’s what I thought,” Adewara said. “Still, there is one passage I’ve read over and over during my studies these past decades, but it has never registered until now. ‘And the blood of the Rysallians will feed Sahael in her redemption, brought by the Yoruban bloodline. The Sentinel Islands shall be united into one landmass as the six bloodlines shed blood together on the altar of sacrifice. And hate will be washed away, for brother will stand with brother, and old ties will be renewed; for in that day, Sahael will bask in joy as the mists flee and the Yoruban and Rysallian cleans the land united.’”
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