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			Introduction

			Some months ago, I was walking with friends in rural Perthshire, mountains looming in the distance, on a road said to be Roman. I don’t remember how the subject of ghosts came up, but one of my friends, who was a chef, told us about a colleague of his who had worked at an old manor house turned hotel. A little girl came into the kitchen while he was preparing breakfast and asked if she could help with anything. He said no thank you, and later remarked to the guests how polite and sweet she was. None of the guests had a daughter and he was told by other staff members that the little girl was a ghost who often appeared. This memory came into my head when writing this introduction, as it seemed to have more in common with ancient ghost stories than the spooky ones that get told in modern times. In many of these ancient stories, ghosts are not terrifying, but ever present, an everyday fact of life. Ghosts appear here not just as the disembodied once living, but reanimated corpses, spirits, demons and invisible beings. The stories have been passed down by scribes, on clay tablets and pot shards, sitting silently in museums.

			In the ancient world, the ghosts of Trojan soldiers are common enough to be weather forecasters (if the ghostly soldiers are dusty, it means drought, if sweaty, rain) and the Underworld is accessible through doors and holes – the first three tales in the collection, from ancient Sumer, bring us down into the Underworld, a theme later repeated in an excerpt from Homer’s Odyssey. Most interestingly, the dead appearing in dreams or ‘visions’ of any sort are counted as just as real an encounter with ghosts as during lucid, waking hours. By this standard, most contemporary readers have seen ghosts: dead grandparents and friends appearing in our dreams, grief dancing them around in our unconscious. 

			In one example from ancient Rome (‘Quintilian’s Tenth Declamation’, see page 91), a bereaved mother’s son comes and cuddles her in her dreams. Her husband isn’t pleased his son has left the Underworld – you can either read him as cruel or as mindful of his wife’s mental peace – and hires a sorcerer to put spells on the boy’s tomb to lock him in. The son, trapped, bashes his soul against his grave, unable to visit his mother or anyone. 

			It is not just the ghosts of humans who appear in dreams: in another Roman story by Virgil, ‘The Culex’ (see page 96), a shepherd kills a gnat who then appears in his dream. The gnat, who saved the shepherd from a snake he didn’t see, berates the shepherd and describes the horrors of the Underworld. The shepherd, when he wakes, builds a monument to the gnat, with offerings to appease his spirit.

			The dead who don’t have proper burials or offerings come to complain, or are called upon for advice. A husband (Periander, see page 99) has to ‘give’ his dead wife nice new clothes by burning them on a pyre before she will give him some useful counsel. Ghosts annoyingly get in the way of digging canals in Nero’s Rome, and must be ignored. They will eat and drink with people, or they must be fed with offerings. They will save their lives and cut their hair. They cause joy along with fear. 

			In Peru, spirits are often embodied in fetish objects. Lakes and mountains were places where ancestors crossed over to the next world. In Japan, ghosts appear as balls of fire with faces (they can be benign or vengeful), while in Greece and India, it is required to burn bodies in order for the spirits to find peace and pass on. In China, ghosts are everywhere and ever present and ever influencing though they cannot be seen or heard. In ancient Greece, ghost sightings trigger the same excitement as our era’s celebrity sightings: there goes dead Achilles! Did you see him? Hector too! And the Emperor Nero! 

			Nowhere does the line between the dead and the living become more transparent than in ancient Egypt. In ‘Setne and the Mummies’, a boy walks into a tomb to steal a magical book from the dead, The Book of Thoth. A family are waiting there, dead but living, and warn him not to take it as it killed all three of them. Setne does by force, but when he suffers nightmares, and under the advice of his father, returns the book. Ancient Ghost Stories also includes a description of Egyptian burial practices, the idea of the afterlife bound up in materiality: the dead are preserved and given food for the afterlife to continue as they were in their tombs. 

			The stories can also be humorous; in ‘An Account of Reanimation’, the Roman writer Apuleius, the comedic writer of The Golden Ass, has a corpse breathing again, brought back to life, simply to ask the magician why they have done so. 

			Others are romantic. In ‘The Brahman and His Bride’, a young man whose bride dies after stepping on a snake gives half his life to bring her back from the celestial regions, and they live happily for a shorter period than the average life, but preferable to a longer life alone. 

			As someone who writes weird or peculiar stories, instead of horror, I felt a particular affinity with these sad, touching, funny and mostly unfrightening stories (the one exception to unfrightening being ‘The Drowning of Thorkell’ from the The Laxdaela Saga, in which ‘blue and evil bones’ are found under the floorboards of a house, the cause of an apparition crawling over people in their sleep and dropping a hot mysterious liquid on them). These ancient stories will appeal to readers of Gogol or Kafka. They are intimately human, and make us question our own distant relationship with death and the dead. Going back to my walk in Perthshire: the difference between that ghost story and these was indeed the distance: I did not know if my friend telling the story believed it, it was a classic ‘friend of a friend’ tale, in a world where belief in the afterlife is uncommon. These ancient stories bridge the gap between the living and the dead for the modern reader. 

			Camilla Grudova

		

	
		
			Sumerian Stories of the Netherworld

			Ancient Sumerian Scribe

			The following three stories have been translated from ancient clay tablets, revealing a circular and almost musical style of expression which the anonymous scribe or scribes used in recording these ancient Sumerian tales of the afterlife and the spirit realm. 

			Inana’s Descent to the Netherworld

			From the great heaven she set her mind on the great below. From the great heaven the goddess set her mind on the great below. From the great heaven Inana set her mind on the great below. My mistress abandoned heaven, abandoned earth, and descended to the Underworld. Inana abandoned heaven, abandoned earth, and descended to the Underworld.

			She abandoned the office of en, abandoned the office of lagar, and descended to the Underworld. She abandoned the E-ana in Unug, and descended to the Underworld. She abandoned the E-muc-kalama in Bad-tibira, and descended to the Underworld. She abandoned the Giguna in Zabalam, and descended to the Underworld. She abandoned the E-cara in Adab, and descended to the Underworld. She abandoned the Barag-dur-jara in Nibru, and descended to the Underworld. She abandoned the Hursaj-kalama in Kic, and descended to the Underworld. She abandoned the E-Ulmac in Agade, and descended to the Underworld. She abandoned the Ibgal in Umma, and descended to the Underworld. She abandoned the E-Dilmuna in Urim, and descended to the Underworld. She abandoned the Amac-e-kug in Kisiga, and descended to the Underworld. She abandoned the E-ecdam-kug in Jirsu, and descended to the Underworld. She abandoned the E-sig-mece-du in Isin, and descended to the Underworld. She abandoned the Anzagar in Akcak, and descended to the Underworld. She abandoned the Nijin-jar-kug in Curuppag, and descended to the Underworld. She abandoned the E-cag-hula in Kazallu, and descended to the Underworld.

			She took the seven divine powers. She collected the divine powers and grasped them in her hand. With the good divine powers, she went on her way. She put a turban, headgear for the open country, on her head. She took a wig for her forehead. She hung small lapis lazuli beads around her neck.

			She placed twin egg-shaped beads on her breast. She covered her body with a pala dress, the garment of ladyship. She placed mascara which is called “Let a man come, let him come” on her eyes. She pulled the pectoral which is called “Come, man, come” over her breast. She placed a golden ring on her hand. She held the lapis lazuli measuring rod and measuring line in her hand.

			Inana travelled towards the Underworld. Her minister Nincubura travelled behind her.

			Holy Inana said to Nincubura: “Come, my faithful minister of E-ana, my minister who speaks fair words, my escort who speaks trustworthy words.

			“On this day I will descend to the Underworld. When I have arrived in the Underworld, make a lament for me on the ruin mounds. Beat the drum for me in the sanctuary. Make the rounds of the houses of the gods for me.

			“Lacerate your eyes for me, lacerate your nose for me. Lacerate your ears for me, in public. In private, lacerate your buttocks for me. Like a pauper, clothe yourself in a single garment and all alone set your foot in the E-kur, the house of Enlil.

			“When you have entered the E-kur, the house of Enlil, lament before Enlil: ‘Father Enlil, don’t let anyone kill your daughter in the Underworld. Don’t let your precious metal be alloyed there with the dirt of the Underworld. Don’t let your precious lapis lazuli be split there with the mason’s stone. Don’t let your boxwood be chopped up there with the carpenter’s wood. Don’t let young lady Inana be killed in the Underworld.’

			“If Enlil does not help you in this matter, go to Urim. In the E-mud-kura at Urim, when you have entered the E-kic-nu-jal, the house of Nanna, lament before Nanna: ‘Father Nanna, don’t let anyone kill your daughter in the Underworld. Don’t let your precious metal be alloyed there with the dirt of the Underworld. Don’t let your precious lapis lazuli be split there with the mason’s stone. Don’t let your boxwood be chopped up there with the carpenter’s wood. Don’t let young lady Inana be killed in the Underworld.’

			“And if Nanna does not help you in this matter, go to Eridug. In Eridug, when you have entered the house of Enki, lament before Enki: ‘Father Enki, don’t let anyone kill your daughter in the Underworld. Don’t let your precious metal be alloyed there with the dirt of the Underworld. Don’t let your precious lapis lazuli be split there with the mason’s stone. Don’t let your boxwood be chopped up there with the carpenter’s wood. Don’t let young lady Inana be killed in the Underworld.’

			“Father Enki, the lord of great wisdom, knows about the life-giving plant and the life-giving water. He is the one who will restore me to life.”

			When Inana travelled on towards the Underworld, her minister Nincubura travelled on behind her. She said to her minister Nincubura: “Go now, my Nincubura, and pay attention. Don’t neglect the instructions I gave you.”

			When Inana arrived at the palace Ganzer, she pushed aggressively on the door of the Underworld. She shouted aggressively at the gate of the Underworld: “Open up, doorman, open up. Open up, Neti, open up. I am all alone and I want to come in.”

			Neti, the chief doorman of the Underworld, answered holy Inana: “Who are you?”

			“I am Inana going to the east.”

			“If you are Inana going to the east, why have you travelled to the land of no return? How did you set your heart on the road whose traveller never returns?”

			Holy Inana answered him: “Because lord Gud-gal-ana, the husband of my elder sister holy Erec-ki-gala, has died; in order to have his funeral rites observed, she offers generous libations at his wake – that is the reason.”

			Neti, the chief doorman of the Underworld, answered holy Inana: “Stay here, Inana. I will speak to my mistress. I will speak to my mistress Erec-ki-gala and tell her what you have said.”

			Neti, the chief doorman of the Underworld, entered the house of his mistress Erec-ki-gala and said: “My mistress, there is a lone girl outside. It is Inana, your sister, and she has arrived at the palace Ganzer. She pushed aggressively on the door of the Underworld. She shouted aggressively at the gate of the Underworld. She has abandoned E-ana and has descended to the Underworld.

			“She has taken the seven divine powers. She has collected the divine powers and grasped them in her hand. She has come on her way with all the good divine powers. She has put a turban, headgear for the open country, on her head. She has taken a wig for her forehead. She has hung small lapis lazuli beads around her neck.

			“She has placed twin egg-shaped beads on her breast. She has covered her body with the pala dress of ladyship. She has placed mascara which is called “Let a man come” on her eyes. She has pulled the pectoral which is called “Come, man, come” over her breast. She has placed a golden ring on her hand. She is holding the lapis lazuli measuring rod and measuring line in her hand.”

			When she heard this, Erec-ki-gala slapped the side of her thigh. She bit her lip and took the words to heart. She said to Neti, her chief doorman: “Come Neti, my chief doorman of the Underworld, don’t neglect the instructions I will give you. Let the seven gates of the Underworld be bolted. Then let each door of the palace Ganzer be opened separately. As for her, after she has entered, and crouched down and had her clothes removed, they will be carried away.”

			Neti, the chief doorman of the Underworld, paid attention to the instructions of his mistress. He bolted the seven gates of the Underworld. Then he opened each of the doors of the palace Ganzer separately. He said to holy Inana: “Come on, Inana, and enter.”

			And when Inana entered, the lapis lazuli measuring rod and measuring line were removed from her hand; when she entered the first gate, the turban, headgear for the open country, was removed from her head. “What is this?” 

			“Be satisfied, Inana, a divine power of the Underworld has been fulfilled. Inana, you must not open your mouth against the rites of the Underworld.”

			When she entered the second gate, the small lapis lazuli beads were removed from her neck. “What is this?” 

			“Be satisfied, Inana, a divine power of the Underworld has been fulfilled. Inana, you must not open your mouth against the rites of the Underworld.”

			When she entered the third gate, the twin egg-shaped beads were removed from her breast. “What is this?” 

			“Be satisfied, Inana, a divine power of the Underworld has been fulfilled. Inana, you must not open your mouth against the rites of the Underworld.”

			When she entered the fourth gate, the “Come, man, come” pectoral was removed from her breast. “What is this?” 

			“Be satisfied, Inana, a divine power of the Underworld has been fulfilled. Inana, you must not open your mouth against the rites of the Underworld.”

			When she entered the fifth gate, the golden ring was removed from her hand. “What is this?” 

			“Be satisfied, Inana, a divine power of the Underworld has been fulfilled. Inana, you must not open your mouth against the rites of the Underworld.”

			When she entered the sixth gate, the lapis lazuli measuring rod and measuring line were removed from her hand. “What is this?” 

			“Be satisfied, Inana, a divine power of the Underworld has been fulfilled. Inana, you must not open your mouth against the rites of the Underworld.”

			When she entered the seventh gate, the pala dress, the garment of ladyship, was removed from her body. “What is this?” 

			“Be satisfied, Inana, a divine power of the Underworld has been fulfilled. Inana, you must not open your mouth against the rites of the Underworld.”

			After she had crouched down and had her clothes removed, they were carried away. Then she made her sister Erec-ki-gala rise from her throne, and instead she sat on her throne. The Anuna, the seven judges, rendered their decision against her. They looked at her – it was the look of death. They spoke to her – it was the speech of anger. They shouted at her – it was the shout of heavy guilt. The afflicted woman was turned into a corpse. And the corpse was hung on a hook.

			After three days and three nights had passed, her minister Nincubura, her minister who speaks fair words, her escort who speaks trustworthy words, carried out the instructions of her mistress.

			She made a lament for her in her ruined (houses). She beat the drum for her in the sanctuaries. She made the rounds of the houses of the gods for her. She lacerated her eyes for her; she lacerated her nose. In private she lacerated her buttocks for her. Like a pauper, she clothed herself in a single garment, and all alone she set her foot in the E-kur, the house of Enlil.

			When she had entered the E-kur, the house of Enlil, she lamented before Enlil: “Father Enlil, don’t let anyone kill your daughter in the Underworld. Don’t let your precious metal be alloyed there with the dirt of the Underworld. Don’t let your precious lapis lazuli be split there with the mason’s stone. Don’t let your boxwood be chopped up there with the carpenter’s wood. Don’t let young lady Inana be killed in the Underworld.”

			In his rage father Enlil answered Nincubura: “My daughter craved the great heaven and she craved the great below as well. Inana craved the great heaven and she craved the great below as well. The divine powers of the Underworld are divine powers which should not be craved, for whoever gets them must remain in the Underworld. Who, having got to that place, could then expect to come up again?”

			Thus father Enlil did not help in this matter, so she went to Urim. In the E-mud-kura at Urim, when she had entered the E-kic-nu-jal, the house of Nanna, she lamented before Nanna: “Father Nanna, don’t let your daughter be killed in the Underworld. Don’t let your precious metal be alloyed there with the dirt of the Underworld. Don’t let your precious lapis lazuli be split there with the mason’s stone. Don’t let your boxwood be chopped up there with the carpenter’s wood. Don’t let young lady Inana be killed in the Underworld.”

			In his rage father Nanna answered Nincubura: “My daughter craved the great heaven and she craved the great below as well. Inana craved the great heaven and she craved the great below as well. The divine powers of the Underworld are divine powers which should not be craved, for whoever gets them must remain in the Underworld. Who, having got to that place, could then expect to come up again?”

			Thus father Nanna did not help her in this matter, so she went to Eridug. In Eridug, when she had entered the house of Enki, she lamented before Enki: “Father Enki, don’t let anyone kill your daughter in the Underworld. Don’t let your precious metal be alloyed there with the dirt of the Underworld. Don’t let your precious lapis lazuli be split there with the mason’s stone. Don’t let your boxwood be chopped up there with the carpenter’s wood. Don’t let young lady Inana be killed in the Underworld.”

			Father Enki answered Nincubura: “What has my daughter done? She has me worried. What has Inana done? She has me worried. What has the mistress of all the lands done? She has me worried. What has the hierodule of An done? She has me worried.” Thus father Enki helped her in this matter. He removed some dirt from the tip of his fingernail and created the kur-jara. He removed some dirt from the tip of his other fingernail and created the gala-tura. To the kur-jara he gave the life-giving plant. To the gala-tura he gave the life-giving water.

			Then father Enki spoke out to the gala-tura and the kur-jara: “Go and direct your steps to the Underworld. Flit past the door like flies. Slip through the door pivots like phantoms. The mother who gave birth, Erec-ki-gala, on account of her children, is lying there. Her holy shoulders are not covered by a linen cloth. Her breasts are not full like a cagan vessel. Her nails are like a pickaxe (?) upon her. The hair on her head is bunched up as if it were leeks.

			“When she says, ‘Oh my heart’, you are to say, ‘You are troubled, our mistress, oh your heart’. When she says, ‘Oh my liver’, you are to say, ‘You are troubled, our mistress, oh your liver’. (She will then ask:) ‘Who are you? Speaking to you from my heart to your heart, from my liver to your liver – if you are gods, let me talk with you; if you are mortals, may a destiny be decreed for you.’ Make her swear this by heaven and earth…

			“They will offer you a riverful of water – don’t accept it. They will offer you a field with its grain – don’t accept it. But say to her: ‘Give us the corpse hanging on the hook.’ (She will answer:) ‘That is the corpse of your queen.’ Say to her: ‘Whether it is that of our king, whether it is that of our queen, give it to us.’ She will give you the corpse hanging on the hook. One of you sprinkle on it the life-giving plant and the other the life-giving water. Thus let Inana arise.”

			The gala-tura and the kur-jara paid attention to the instructions of Enki. They flitted through the door like flies. They slipped through the door pivots like phantoms. The mother who gave birth, Erec-ki-gala, because of her children, was lying there. Her holy shoulders were not covered by a linen cloth. Her breasts were not full like a cagan vessel. Her nails were like a pickaxe (?) upon her. The hair on her head was bunched up as if it were leeks.

			When she said, “Oh my heart”, they said to her, “You are troubled, our mistress, oh your heart”. When she said, “Oh my liver”, they said to her, “You are troubled, our mistress, oh your liver.”

			(Then she asked:) “Who are you? I tell you from my heart to your heart, from my liver to your liver – if you are gods, I will talk with you; if you are mortals, may a destiny be decreed for you.” They made her swear this by heaven and earth. They…

			They were offered a river with its water – they did not accept it. They were offered a field with its grain – they did not accept it. They said to her: “Give us the corpse hanging on the hook.” 

			Holy Erec-ki-gala answered the gala-tura and the kur-jara: “The corpse is that of your queen.” 

			They said to her: “Whether it is that of our king or that of our queen, give it to us.” They were given the corpse hanging on the hook. One of them sprinkled on it the life-giving plant and the other the life-giving water. And thus Inana arose.

			Erec-ki-gala said to the gala-tura and the kur-jara: “Bring your queen…your…has been seized.” Inana, because of Enki’s instructions, was about to ascend from the Underworld. 

			But as Inana was about to ascend from the Underworld, the Anuna seized her. “Who has ever ascended from the Underworld, has ascended unscathed from the Underworld? If Inana is to ascend from the Underworld, let her provide a substitute for herself.”

			So when Inana left the Underworld, the one in front of her, though not a minister, held a sceptre in his hand; the one behind her, though not an escort, carried a mace at his hip, while the small demons, like a reed enclosure, and the big demons, like the reeds of a fence, restrained her on all sides.

			Those who accompanied her, those who accompanied Inana, know no food, know no drink, eat no flour offering and drink no libation. They accept no pleasant gifts. They never enjoy the pleasures of the marital embrace, never have any sweet children to kiss. They tear away the wife from a man’s embrace. They snatch the son from a man’s knee. They make the bride leave the house of her father-in-law. They crush no bitter garlic. They eat no fish, they eat no leeks. They, it was, who accompanied Inana.

			After Inana had ascended from the Underworld, Nincubura threw herself at her feet at the door of the Ganzer. She had sat in the dust and clothed herself in a filthy garment. The demons said to holy Inana: “Inana, proceed to your city; we will take her back.”

			Holy Inana answered the demons: “This is my minister of fair words, my escort of trustworthy words. She did not forget my instructions. She did not neglect the orders I gave her. She made a lament for me on the ruin mounds. She beat the drum for me in the sanctuaries. She made the rounds of the gods’ houses for me. She lacerated her eyes for me, lacerated her nose for me. She lacerated her ears for me in public. In private, she lacerated her buttocks for me. Like a pauper, she clothed herself in a single garment.

			“All alone she directed her steps to the E-kur, to the house of Enlil, and to Urim, to the house of Nanna, and to Eridug, to the house of Enki. She wept before Enki. She brought me back to life. How could I turn her over to you? Let us go on. Let us go on to the Sig-kur-caga in Umma.”

			At the Sig-kur-caga in Umma, Cara, in his own city, threw himself at her feet. He had sat in the dust and dressed himself in a filthy garment. The demons said to holy Inana: “Inana, proceed to your city, we will take him back.”

			Holy Inana answered the demons: “Cara is my singer, my manicurist and my hairdresser. How could I turn him over to you? Let us go on. Let us go on to the E-muc-kalama in Bad-tibira.”

			At the E-muc-kalama in Bad-tibira, Lulal, in his own city, threw himself at her feet. He had sat in the dust and clothed himself in a filthy garment. The demons said to holy Inana: “Inana, proceed to your city, we will take him back.”

			Holy Inana answered the demons: “Outstanding Lulal follows me at my right and my left. How could I turn him over to you? Let us go on. Let us go on to the great apple tree in the plain of Kulaba.”

			They followed her to the great apple tree in the plain of Kulaba. There was Dumuzid clothed in a magnificent garment and seated magnificently on a throne. The demons seized him there by his thighs. The seven of them poured the milk from his churns. The seven of them shook their heads like…. They would not let the shepherd play the pipe and flute before her (?).

			She looked at him; it was the look of death. She spoke to him (?), it was the speech of anger. She shouted at him (?), it was the shout of heavy guilt: “How much longer? Take him away.” Holy Inana gave Dumuzid the shepherd into their hands.

			Those who had accompanied her, who had come for Dumuzid, know no food, know no drink, eat no flour offering, drink no libation. They never enjoy the pleasures of the marital embrace, never have any sweet children to kiss. They snatch the son from a man’s knee. They make the bride leave the house of her father-in-law.

			Dumuzid let out a wail and turned very pale. The lad raised his hands to heaven, to Utu: “Utu, you are my brother-in-law. I am your relation by marriage. I brought butter to your mother’s house. I brought milk to Ningal’s house. Turn my hands into snake’s hands and turn my feet into snake’s feet, so I can escape my demons, let them not keep hold of me.”

			Utu accepted his tears. Dumuzid’s demons could not keep hold of him. Utu turned Dumuzid’s hands into snake’s hands. He turned his feet into snake’s feet. Dumuzid escaped his demons. Like a sajkal snake he…. They seized…Holy Inana…her heart.

			Holy Inana wept bitterly for her husband…

			She tore at her hair like esparto grass; she ripped it out like esparto grass. “You wives who lie in your men’s embrace, where is my precious husband? You children who lie in your men’s embrace, where is my precious child? Where is my man? Where…? Where is my man? Where …?”

			A fly spoke to holy Inana: “If I show you where your man is, what will be my reward?” Holy Inana answered the fly: “If you show me where my man is, I will give you this gift: I will cover…”

			The fly helped (?) holy Inana. The young lady Inana decreed the destiny of the fly: “In the beer-house and the tavern (?), may there…for you. You will live (?) like the sons of the wise.” Now Inana decreed this fate and thus it came to be.

			…was weeping. She came up to the sister (?) and…by the hand: “Now, alas, my…. You for half the year and your sister for half the year: when you are demanded, on that day you will stay, when your sister is demanded, on that day you will be released.” Thus holy Inana gave Dumuzid as a substitute…

			Holy Erec-ki-gala – sweet is your praise.

			Ningishzida’s Journey to the Netherworld

			“Arise and get on board; arise, we are about to sail; arise and get on board!” – Woe, weep for the bright daylight, as the barge is steered away! – “I am a young man! Let me not be covered against my wishes by a cabin, as if with a blanket, as if with a blanket!”

			Stretching out a hand to the barge, to the young man being steered away on the barge, stretching out a hand to my young man Damu being taken away on the barge, stretching out a hand to Ictaran of the bright visage being taken away on the barge, stretching out a hand to Alla, master of the battle-net, being taken away on the barge, stretching out a hand to Lugal-cud-e being taken away on the barge, stretching out a hand to Ninjiczida being taken away on the barge – his younger sister was crying in lament to him in the boat’s cabin.

			His older sister removed the cover (?) from the boat’s cabin. “Let me sail away with you, let me sail away with you, brother, let me sail away with you.”

			She was crying a lament to him at the boat’s bow: “Brother, let me sail away with you. Let me…for you in your boat’s stern, brother, let me sail away with you. The gudu priest sits in the cabin at your boat’s stern.” She was crying a lament to him: “Let me sail away with you, my brother, let me sail away with you.” […]

			The evil demon who was in their midst called out to Lugal-ki-suna: “Lugal-ki-suna, look at your sister!” 

			Having looked at his sister, Lugal-ki-suna said to her: “He sails with me, he sails with me. Why should you sail to the Underworld? Lady, the demon sails with me. Why should you sail to the Underworld? The thresher sails with me. Why should you sail to the Underworld? The man who has bound my hands sails with me. Why should you sail? The man who has tied my arms sails with me. Why should you sail?

			“The river of the Netherworld produces no water, no water is drunk from it. Why should you sail? The fields of the Netherworld produce no grain, no flour is eaten from it. Why should you sail? The sheep of the Netherworld produce no wool, and no cloth is woven from it. Why should you sail? As for me, even if my mother digs as if for a canal, I shall not be able to drink the water meant for me. The waters of springtime will not be poured for me as they are for the tamarisks; I shall not sit in the shade intended for me. The dates I should bear like a date palm will not reveal (?) their beauty for me. I am a field threshed by my demon – you would scream at it. He has put manacles on my hands – you would scream at it. He has put a neck-stock on my neck – you would scream at it.”

			Ama-cilama (Ninjiczida’s sister) said to Ninjiczida: “The ill-intentioned demon may accept something – there should be a limit to it for you. My brother, your demon may accept something, there should be a limit to it for you. For him let me…from my hand the…there should be a limit to it for you. For him let me…from my hand the…there should be a limit to it for you. For him let me…from my hips the dainty lapis lazuli beads, there should be a limit to it for you. For him let me…from my hips the…my lapis lazuli beads, there should be a limit to it for you.

			“You are a beloved…there should be a limit to it for you. How they treat you, how they treat you! – there should be a limit to it for you. My brother, how they treat you, how haughtily they treat you! – there should be a limit to it for you. ‘I am hungry, but the bread has slipped away from me!’ – there should be a limit to it for you. ‘I am thirsty, but the water has slipped away from me!’ – there should be a limit to it for you.”

			The evil demon who was in their midst, the clever demon, that great demon who was in their midst, called out to the man at the boat’s bow and to the man at the boat’s stern: “Don’t let the mooring stake be pulled out, don’t let the mooring stake be pulled out, so that she may come on board to her brother, that this lady may come on board the barge.”

			When Ama-cilama had gone on board the barge, a cry approached the heavens, a cry approached the earth, that great demon set up an enveloping cry before him on the river: “Urim, at my cry to the heavens lock your houses, lock your houses, city, lock your houses! Shrine Urim, lock your houses, city, lock your houses! Against your lord who has left the jipar, city, lock your houses!” […]

			He…to the empty river, the rejoicing (?) river (addressing Ama-cilama): “You shall not draw near to this house…to the place of Ereckigala. My mother…out of her love.” (addressing the demon) “As for you, you may be a great demon…your hand against the Netherworld’s office of throne-bearer.

			“My king will no longer shed tears in his eyes. The drum will…his joy in tears. Come! May the fowler utter a lament for you in his well-stocked house, lord, may he utter a lament for you. How he has been humiliated! May the young fisherman utter a lament for you in his well-stocked house, lord, may he utter a lament for you. How he has been humiliated! May the mother of the dead gudu priest utter a lament for you in her empty jipar, utter a lament for you, lord, may she utter a lament for you. How he has been humiliated! May the mother high priestess utter a lament for you who have left the jipar, lord, may she utter a lament for you. How he has been humiliated!

			“My king, bathe with water your head that has rolled in the dust…in sandals your feet defiled from the defiled place.” The king bathed with water his head that had rolled in the dust…in sandals his feet defiled from the defiled place. “Not drawing near to this house…your throne…to you, ‘Sit down’. May your bed…to you, ‘Lie down’.” He ate food in his mouth, he drank choice wine.

			Great holy one, Ereckigala, praising you is sweet.

			The Death of Ur-Namma

			…entire land…struck, the palace was devastated…panic spread rapidly among the dwellings of the black-headed people…abandoned places…in Sumer…the cities were destroyed in their entirety; the people were seized with panic. Evil came upon Urim and made the trustworthy shepherd pass away. It made Ur-Namma, the trustworthy shepherd, pass away; it made the trustworthy shepherd pass away.

			Because An had altered his holy words completely…became empty, and because, deceitfully, Enlil had completely changed the fate he decreed, Ninmah began a lament in her…. Enki shut (?) the great door of Eridug. Nudimmud withdrew into his bedchamber and lay down fasting. At his zenith, Nanna frowned at the…words of An. Utu did not come forth in the sky, and the day was full of sorrow.

			The mother, miserable because of her son, the mother of the king, holy Ninsun, was crying: “Oh my heart!” Because of the fate decreed for Ur-Namma, because it made the trustworthy shepherd pass away, she was weeping bitterly in the broad square, which is otherwise a place of entertainment. Sweet sleep did not come to the people whose happing…they passed their time in lamentation over the trustworthy shepherd who had been snatched away.

			As the early flood was filling the canals, their canal-inspector was already silenced (?); the mottled barley grown on the arable lands, the life of the land, was inundated. To the farmer, the fertile fields planted (?) by him yielded little. Enkimdu, the lord of levees and ditches, took away the levees and ditches from Urim…

			As the intelligence and…of the Land were lost, fine food became scarce. The plains did not grow lush grass anymore, they grew the grass of mourning. The cows…their…cattle-pen has been destroyed. The calves…their cows bleated bitterly.

			The wise shepherd…does not give orders anymore…in battle and combat. The king, the advocate of Sumer, the ornament of the assembly, Ur-Namma, the advocate of Sumer, the ornament of the assembly, the leader of Sumer…lies sick. His hands which used to grasp cannot grasp anymore; he lies sick. His feet…cannot step anymore, he lies sick…

			The trustworthy shepherd, king, the sword of Sumer, Ur-Namma, the king of the Land, was taken to the…house. He was taken to Urim; the king of the Land was brought into the…house. The proud one lay in his palace. Ur-Namma, he who was beloved by the troops, could not raise his neck anymore. The wise one…lay down; silence descended. As he, who was the vigour of the Land, had fallen, the Land became demolished like a mountain; like a cypress forest it was stripped, its appearance changed. As if he were a boxwood tree, they put axes against him in his joyous dwelling place. As if he were a sappy cedar tree, he was uprooted in the palace where he used to sleep (?). His spouse…resting place…was covered by a storm; it embraced it like a wife her sweetheart (?). His appointed time had arrived, and he passed away in his prime.

			His (?) pleasing sacrifices were no longer accepted; they were treated as dirty (?). The Anuna gods refused his gifts. […] Because of what Enlil ordered, there was no more rising up; his beloved men lost their wise one. Strangers turned into (?)…. How iniquitously Ur-Namma was abandoned, like a broken jar! His…with grandeur like (?) thick clouds (?). He does not…anymore, and he does not reach out for…Ur-Namma, the son of Ninsun, was brought to Arali, the…of the Land, in his prime. The soldiers accompanying the king shed tears: their boat (i.e. Ur-Namma) was sunk in a land as foreign to them as Dilmun…was cut. It was stripped of the oars, punting poles and rudder which it had…its bolt was broken off…was put aside; it stood (?) in saltpetre. His donkeys were to be found with the king; they were buried with him. His donkeys were to be found with Ur-Namma; they were buried with him. As he crossed over the…of the Land, the Land was deprived of its ornament. The journey to the Netherworld is a desolate route. Because of the king, the chariots were covered over, the roads were thrown into disorder, no one could go up and down on them. Because of Ur-Namma, the chariots were covered over, the roads were thrown into disorder, no one could go up and down on them.

			He presented gifts to the seven chief porters of the Netherworld. As the famous kings who had died and the dead icib priests, lumah priests, and nindijir priestesses, all chosen by extispicy, announced the king’s coming to the people, a tumult arose in the Netherworld. As they announced Ur-Namma’s coming to the people, a tumult arose in the Netherworld. The king slaughtered numerous bulls and sheep, Ur-Namma seated the people at a huge banquet. The food of the Netherworld is bitter, the water of the Netherworld is brackish. The trustworthy shepherd knew well the rites of the Netherworld, so the king presented the offerings of the Netherworld, Ur-Namma presented the offerings of the Netherworld: as many faultless bulls, faultless kids, and fattened sheep as could be brought.

			To Nergal, the Enlil of the Netherworld, in his palace, the shepherd Ur-Namma offered a mace, a large bow with quiver and arrows, an artfully made…dagger, and a multi-coloured leather bag for wearing at the hip.

			To Gilgamec, the king of the Netherworld, in his palace, the shepherd Ur-Namma offered a spear, a leather bag for a saddle-hook, a heavenly lion-headed imitum mace, a shield resting on the ground, a heroic weapon, and a battle-axe, an implement beloved of Ereckigala.

			To Ereckigala, the mother of Ninazu, in her palace, the shepherd Ur-Namma offered a…which he filled with oil, a cajan bowl of perfect make, a heavy garment, a long-fleeced garment, a queenly pala robe…the divine powers of the Netherworld.

			To Dumuzid, the beloved husband of Inana, in his palace, the shepherd Ur-Namma offered a…sheep…mountain…a lordly golden sceptre…a shining hand.

			To Namtar, who decrees all the fates, in his palace, the shepherd Ur-Namma offered perfectly wrought jewellery, a golden ring cast (?) as a…barge, pure cornelian stone fit to be worn on the breasts of the gods.

			To Hucbisag, the wife of Namtar, in her palace, the shepherd Ur-Namma offered a chest (?) with a lapis lazuli handle, containing (?) everything that is essential in the Underworld, a silver hair clasp adorned with lapis lazuli, and a comb of womanly fashion.

			To the valiant warrior Ninjiczida, in his palace, the shepherd Ur-Namma offered a chariot with…wheels sparkling with gold…donkeys, thoroughbreds…donkeys with dappled thighs…followed…by a shepherd and a herdsman. 

			To Dimpimekug, who stands by his side, he gave a lapis lazuli seal hanging from a pin, and a gold and silver toggle-pin with a bison’s head.

			To his spouse, Ninazimua, the august scribe, denizen of Arali, in her palace, the shepherd Ur-Namma offered a headdress with the august ear-pieces (?) of a sage, made of alabaster, a…stylus, the hallmark of the scribe, a surveyor’s gleaming line, and the measuring rod… […]

			After the king had presented properly the offerings of the Netherworld, after Ur-Namma had presented properly the offerings of the Netherworld, the…seated Ur-Namma on a great dais of the Netherworld and set up a dwelling place for him in the Netherworld. At the command of Ereckigala all the soldiers who had been killed by weapons and all the men who had been found guilty were given into the king’s hands. Ur-Namma was…so with Gilgamec, his beloved brother, he will issue the judgments of the Netherworld and render the decisions of the Netherworld.

			After seven days, ten days had passed, lamenting for Sumer overwhelmed my king, lamenting for Sumer overwhelmed Ur-Namma. My king’s heart was full of tears, he…bitterly that he could not complete the wall of Urim; that he could no longer enjoy the new palace he had built; that he, the shepherd, could no longer…his household (?); that he could no longer bring pleasure to his wife with his embrace; that he could not bring up his sons on his knees; that he would never see in their prime the beauty of their little sisters who had not yet grown up.

			The trustworthy shepherd…a heart-rending lament for himself: “I, who have been treated like this, served the gods well, set up chapels for them. I have created evident abundance for the Anuna gods. I have laid treasures on their beds strewn with fresh herbs. Yet no god stood by me and soothed my heart. Because of them, anything that could have been a favourable portent for me was as far away from me as the heavens, the…. What is my reward for my eagerness to serve during the days? My days have been finished for serving them sleeplessly during the night! Now, just as the rain pouring down from heaven cannot turn back, alas, nor can I turn back to brick-built Urim.

			“Alas, my wife has become a widow (?)! She spends the days in tears and bitter laments. My strength has ebbed away…. The hand of fate…bitterly me, the hero. Like a wild bull…I cannot…. Like a mighty bull…Like an offshoot…. Like an ass…. I died…my…wife…She spends the days in tears and bitter laments. Her kind protective god has left her; her kind protective goddess does not care for her anymore. Ninsun no longer rests her august arm firmly on her head. Nanna, lord Acimbabbar, no longer leads (?) her by the hand. Enki, the lord of Eridug, does not…. Her…has been silenced (?), she can no longer answer. She is cast adrift like a boat in a raging storm; the mooring pole has not been strong enough for her. Like a wild ass lured (?) into a perilous pit she has been treated heavy-handedly. Like a lion fallen into a pitfall, a guard has been set up for her. Like a dog kept in a cage, she is silenced. Utu…does not pay heed to the cries, “Oh, my king,” overwhelming her.

			“My tigi, adab, flute and zamzam songs have been turned into laments because of me. The instruments of the house of music have been propped against the wall. Because I have been made to…on a heap of soil (?) instead of my throne whose beauty was endless; because I have been made to lie down in the open, desolate steppe instead of my bed, the sleeping place whose…was endless, alas, my wife and my children are in tears and wailing. My people whom I used to command (?) sing like lamentation and dirge singers because of her (?). While I was so treated, foremost Inana, the warlike lady, was not present at my verdict. Enlil had sent her as a messenger to all the foreign lands concerning very important matters.”

			When she had turned her gaze away from there, Inana humbly entered the shining E-kur, she…at Enlil’s fierce brow. (Then Enlil said:) “Great lady of the E-ana, once someone has bowed down, he cannot…anymore; the trustworthy shepherd left E-ana, you cannot see him anymore.” […] Then Inana, the fierce storm, the eldest child of Suen…made the heavens tremble, made the earth shake. 

			Inana destroyed cattle-pens, devastated sheepfolds, saying: “I want to hurl insults at An, the king of the gods. Who can change the matter, if Enlil elevates someone? Who can change the import of the august words uttered by An, the king? If there are divine ordinances imposed on the Land, but they are not observed, there will be no abundance at the gods’ place of sunrise. My holy jipar, the shrine E-ana, has been barred up like (?) a mountain. If only my shepherd could enter before me in it in his prime – I will not enter it otherwise! If only my strong one could grow for me like grass and herbs in the desert. If only he could hold steady for me like a river boat at its calm mooring.” This is how Inana…a lament over him…Lord Ninjiczida…Ur-Namma, my…who was killed…

			Among tears and laments…decreed a fate for Ur-Namma: “Ur-Namma…your august name will be called upon. From the south to the uplands…the holy sceptre. Sumer…to your palace. The people will admire…the canals which you have dug, the…which you have…the large and grand arable tracts which you have…the reed-beds which you have drained, the wide barley fields which you…and the fortresses and settlements which you have…Ur-Namma, they will call upon…your name. Lord Nunamnir, surpassing…will drive away the evil spirits…”

			After shepherd Ur-Namma…Nanna, lord Acimbabbar…Enki, the king of Eridug…devastated sheepfolds…holy…lion born on high…renders just judgments…lord Ninjiczida be praised! My king…among tears and laments…among tears and laments.
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