
 

 

Chapter Four 

Winter Light     

 

              Most people, when they think of angels or even aliens that came around in the 

early days of human history, think mainly of the ones who landed in the middle east.  

Egyptian tombs, biblical apocrypha, and stunning evidence have made these the most 

famous colonists.  Few realize how many of the other myths and monsters from around 

the world are actually Annanage, or descended from them. 

              The America's, for example:  Mayans, Aztecs, countless tribes of North America 

as well, are descended from and have shamanic systems inspired by colonists from 

Nibiru.  Many colonists and their children are still there, but in different guises.  As I've 

mentioned, Annanage are masters of disguise; their  forms have certain racial similarities, 

but here on Earth they can manipulate themselves to look however they want. 

             Probably the next in line from the Middle Eastern Angels for most famous 

Annanage colonists would be the Fairies of the Celtic countries.  The Tuatha de Danaan, 

who descended from clouds into Ireland, taught the people there weaponry and the arts, 

and bred hero's such as Cu Culainn.  The warring Seelie and Unseelie Court Fae are 

Annanage.  They live in a netherworld known as Faery to some, where time and physical 

reality is mutable.  They still interact with people in England and the Celtic countries, but 

are largely considered myth, which is how they want it.  Safe in their sith mounds or 

existing between worlds, they can do as they please without threat of discovery or 

retribution. 

             The Annanage of the America's and the Celtic Countries were refugees from the 



 

 

flood.  It is true that  colonists from Nibiru first landed in the Middle East, and some 

stayed there or moved to nearby Africa, but the ones that moved on to the other places 

were for some reason left alone by the Elders, more or less.  They learned to be more 

careful about their actions, not so obvious as Amnael and I had been, and kept enough 

savagery in their chosen societies to keep the Elders happy.  It wasn't until the early 19th 

century that the Elders became more focused on the actions in the America's.  The 

country was showing signs of becoming a major power, and new religions that were 

based on experiencing the divine and harnessing one's own powers became a threat to the 

Council's agenda.  They organized witch hunts and began a systematic and subtle 

genocidal program against the Native Peoples to counter.  One thing that was unique 

about James Johnson during his time period and his followers today was his championing 

of the Native People's of the America's.  He recognized them for what they were, and 

wanted them to share in his vision.  After years of conquest and betrayal, however, few 

took him up on the offer; they would trust no Englishman. 

     The Elders now control the government of the United States, and they keep the rest of 

the America's in a constant state of political chaos.  They have firmly planted Catholicism 

into the souls of the people in south and central America, even conjuring miracle 

sightings of the Virgin Mary to keep their faith pure.  Most North American's are so 

overloaded with information and images, it no longer matters what people like me or the 

Elders say to them in public, it just gets lost in the jumble of information running in every 

American's mind.  Television and radio dulls the senses, and the toxic food that is in 

abundance combine to make most people in the U.S. too weak to fight back against any 

subtle psychic influence. 



 

 

     That is why the Elder's were able to so quickly organize efforts against our newest 

venture, even having the military and police at their disposal.  Through a far reaching 

system of economic and political influence, culminating in wars, the Elders had also 

begun to eliminate the evidence of the original Annanage presence in the Middle East, 

making proof of their own existence scant. 

             The Citadel has been around since the first colony, constantly updated and 

fortified.  It looks like a typical mountain, one wouldn't be able to find it if they didn't 

know it was there.  The Annanage love to live underground, whether it's a fairy mound, a 

pyramid, or a hollow mountain.  The sun never has agreed with them; they love 

moonlight.   

              I have often wondered how the Elders could be so petty, after living so long and 

seeing so much.  But the Elders do not have compassion or empathy for humanity, they 

are only interested in their own survival and prosperity, also that of their comrades.  

Trying to impose human emotions of their psyche could drive a man insane; as they are 

millions of years advanced from us physically and psychically, so they have come to an 

emotional otherness that we cannot yet comprehend.  Even Amnael, who to me seems to 

have very human feelings, sees things very differently than I do.  He thinks in eternal 

terms, time means nothing to him.  He can watch indifferently as my body is ripped apart 

of I suffer through lifetimes, knowing my soul is immortal.  Suffering is merely a lesson 

in his eyes, and he even bears my periods of forgetfulness and foolishness with patience.  

While a human looks at their own short life and rarely can see past it, an Angel will look 

at the chain reactions of that life and it's ripple effect through history.  Ethically, they are 

beyond good and evil, beyond self doubt and even beyond arrogance.   



 

 

              They settled on Earth around the time the first humans were beginning to gather 

in tribes, make tools and clothe themselves.  Fleeing their flooded world, the Annunaki  

colonists found Earth to be the perfect place to build a new home.  Being mostly water 

and the right distance from the sun as well as having a protective ozone layer, it could 

support the same type of life forms as their own planet.   

             Originally, the colonists had simply planned to move in and live much the same as 

they had before.  They started farms and began to domesticate animals; they also noticed 

the humans - a little like them and a little like apes - and wondered what to do with them.  

It was decided that the early humans could be used as a labor force.  The idea of humans 

being thought of as chattel may seem horrifying to most, but the colonists looked at them 

as just another natural resource.  People today use animals with little thought of their 

evolutionary potential, so it should not come as such a shock that the Annanage would 

see people in the same light. 

     Without the influence of the colonists, humans most likely would not have developed 

civilizations as soon as they did, most likely would not have by today, even.  If one looks 

at tribes that have been isolated from the world, tribes in New Guinea or pygmies, that is 

a good example of human development occurring naturally.  Those people are the true 

humans, those that were not influenced by the colonists.  Every society, every civilization, 

every race that writes, creates art, war or technology, is descended from the Annanage.   

     Although somewhat savage and simple, the early humans, especially the women, were 

attractive, and some of the colonists wanted to be with them.  At first, it was considered a 

good idea by all, Council of Twelve included.  It then became policy for the colonists to 

take wives and concubines from the Human Tribes.  Alien and beautiful, towering over 



 

 

the pygmies of early humanity, they were naturally considered divine.  They would come 

down to the people periodically and choose for themselves women to take back to their 

eyries in the mountains.  There, they would bath and oil the women, dressing them in fine 

clothes and jewelry.  They pampered and seduced them.  The women - girls, really - were 

usually scared of the comparatively large aliens at first, but would soon be won over.  

Before the colonists, humans mated like animals; what we now consider rape was the way 

people reproduced - like beasts.  The colonists introduced women to the concept of 

romance and foreplay, which made going back to the brutish human men difficult indeed. 

             The relationships were symbiotic; the women enjoyed the attention, the colonists 

enjoyed the women, and the children born of them were superior to the other humans.  It 

became a great honor for ones daughter or even wife to be chosen by one of the "gods," 

and she would be revered for the rest of her life on her return. 

             In communing with Amnael, I was given some inkling of what it was like to be a 

colonist in those early times.  Amnael remembered feeling like a breeding stud; he and 

the other young male colonists were instructed to make sure the women were pregnant 

before they were brought back to their tribe, for that was the arrangement.  The women 

had good lives with the colonists, though perhaps shallow and decadent ones, and were 

honored at home.  Many died in childbirth as a result of the large babies - their heads 

were particularly large - but death in childbirth was common even for purely human 

births throughout history.   

     By the time Amnael had found me in my little tribe, when I was Abbasa, humanity 

was flourishing.  Sumer was in ascendancy, and the colonists were branching out, looking 

for new places and climates to settle in.  The humans - humanity more as we know it 



 

 

now, not the pygmies of before - were beginning to grasp advanced concepts of science 

and religion, and were advancing by leaps and bounds. 

     It's hard sometimes to imagine what went wrong.  Everyone seemed happy with the 

situation - humans were thriving and the Annanage were enjoying their new home.  What 

changed?  The Council of Twelve had originally had a policy of intervention in human 

affairs - what made them change their minds? 

 

      

    

             One day, while chatting with some customers at the book store, a familiar hand 

touched my shoulder.  I turned around, and gasped.   

     "Is that any way to treat family?" said the person attached to the hand. 

     "Emily!  Josiah!  Welcome!" I exclaimed, holding my arms out to my brother and 

sister. 

     "It's been so long," I said, "I didn't know what happened.  Tell me everything.  What's 

happened to everyone?  Listen to me, I'm all flustered.  Come on over to the Big House, 

we'll get some lunch.  Are you hungry?" 

     They were.  They had been on a long journey, and the old Volvo station wagon they 

were in was on it's last legs.  Dylan promised to take a look at it and  try to work one of 

his miracles.  They would stay in a room at the Big House until they decided where they'd 

go next, or if they would stay. 

     Emily was one of Mallory, Alderon's third wife's, daughters.  Josiah was one of 

Lavinia's sons.  It didn't take me long to realize that they were involved with each other.  I 



 

 

didn't know quite what to think, a little repulsed by the thought of romance between such 

close kin.  It's a natural consequence to the closed ranks of polygamy, where the outside 

world is a dream and family ever present and vast, but it still made me squirm inwardly.  I 

reminded myself that they may see my relationship with Raven as equally repugnant, and 

brushed my misgivings away.  If what I said was the truth, that these bodies were just the 

clothes that housed eternal souls, how could I dare judge them?   

             I was happy to have family around again, not least because they were so skilled on 

the farm.  They were hard-workers, and had not been idling in the city while they were 

gone.  They had been in Mexico, with the Azatlan clan, which Lavinia had married into 

soon after Alderon's death. 

              After James Johnson's death, there was much division amongst his followers.  

This should be expected, since the main doctrine involves believing in one's own divinity.  

Organization and control of people who recognize themselves as divine is impossible, 

and that's the point, really.  Unfortunately, most humans do have a desire to control, and 

bizarre systems arose out of the ashes of James' teachings that were confused and 

dangerous.   

              The Azatlan's were an offshoot of one of James' plural marriages who believed 

very strongly in their own holy blood.  They were so obsessed with it, in fact, that they 

were almost exclusively incestuous, wanting to keep their blood pure.  This caused 

genetic abnormalities; many of the wives would have several children, none living past a 

few days, and even gave birth to blobs of protoplasm.  They desperately needed new 

blood in the family, but didn't want to look too far outside the Johnson blood lines.  This 

is where their association with my family comes in.  Alderon and the others of his line, 



 

 

descended from Elsbeth and James, married outside of the faith.  Alderon was handsome 

and convincing, and chose his wives based on their intelligence, beauty and what he saw 

as genetic traits he would like to pass on.  Amnael, when he would incarnate in a human 

form to father me, would do the same.  He always tried to choose the women that would 

give birth to his sons - which would have my soul inside them - with care.  This did 

sometimes backfire.  All my mothers had to have natural psychic and magickal abilities; 

the unfortunate consequence of this was that the same brain chemistry that gave them 

these qualities made them susceptible to certain mental illnesses.  Depression, 

schizophrenia and hysteria were not unusual in my mothers, or other women in our clans, 

and this was passed down too.   

             The House of Azatlan wanted to marry into our family, to strengthen their own 

failing bloodline as well as influence us with their own beliefs.  All of Johnson's 

forebears had psychic abilities, though few honed them.  They knew that the next prophet 

would be born in our family, but fortunately did not know it was me.  Our line and the 

Azatlan line had never been able to agree on much, so it should come as no surprise that 

Alderon refused to intermarry with them.  Their insistence on their own supremacy and 

desire to keep themselves isolated and above the rest of the world was directly opposed to 

Amnael's message as we knew it.  They were too mired in their own egos to recognize 

their own folly, or just delusional.  Despite whatever Annanage blood they may have 

possessed, the Azatlan clan had become so inbred and corrupted, they were far from the 

angelic creatures they claimed to be.  There was, however, a strange attraction to them, 

something seductive and seedy that could draw people, especially desperate people, into 

their net.  Unbeknownst to most of my family at Manna, Lavinia had been captured in 



 

 

that net. 

     Life at Manna, for all it's beauty and love, was hard.  Perhaps it was hardest for 

Lavinia, the matriarch, who had to run the place and act as a leader when Alderon was 

gone, which was often.  It wasn't easy to support such a large family, and he had to travel 

often to earn enough money to do so.  Life in Mexico, with the Azatlan's, was a seductive 

change.  They had no qualms about dealing drugs or trafficking in human cargo, and lived 

in luxury in a large mansion far from the prying eyes of the law.  Unlike Manna, the 

House of Azatlan was free of government threat; over there, the authorities had been 

bought and paid for. 

              Alderon's death seemed almost senselessly random, a shooter at the farmers 

market who disappeared before anyone even noticed what had happened.  They were 

never found out,  but it was one of the Azatlan operatives.  I found out from Josiah and 

Emily that Lavinia had been in on it, and had been sure to send Alderon alone to the 

farmers market that day. 

             I was filled with disgust and shock at the thought of Lavinia being a part of 

Alderon's murder.  It was almost too much to bear.  Though my siblings were the ones to 

give me this news, it made me wary of them.  I hadn't known them well growing up, and 

knew them less now - I didn't trust them.  They claimed to be seeking sanctuary, having 

barely escaped Azatlan with their lives, but it seemed to me they would have been less 

conspicuous anywhere but their former home.  I began to wonder if the operatives of 

Azatlan would be coming after me. 

             After the murder, Lavinia and Mallory took their broods to Mexico while the rest 

of the wives split up.  The Azatlan's tried to find the next prophet, hoping to have him in 



 

 

their own clan, but fortunately could not locate me.  Alderon had not told the family 

about my more pure strain of Annanage blood, for my own protection;  my mother and I 

were the only ones who knew who my true father was.  I shudder to think that I may have 

been forced to donate my seed to the struggling Azatlan line if Alderon hadn't been so 

careful. 

             The time Emily and Josiah spent in Mexico greatly affected them.  Although they 

left - but not after Josiah got all the Azatlan girls and wives pregnant were they allowed to 

go with their lives - they took some of the flawed philosophy with them.  They had 

become heartless predators in my eyes, and their prey was gullible humans.  I sensed they 

had grand ideas about starting their own sort of cult, with fawning admirers that did their 

bidding, and that they saw Thunder as a perfect place to start. 

             Most of the people at Thunder were independent thinkers, but as it grew, it 

attracted more "tourists."  People that, in the beginning, would not have been attracted to 

the light of Thunder, were starting to come by.  Naive people, lost ones, and those who 

preyed on them began to infiltrate our world.  We tried to freeze them out, but Emily and 

Josiah would thwart us.  They wanted the wretched ones.  I was beginning to hate them, 

and I didn't know what to do about it. 

              Emily and Josiah looked much different than the clean cut prairie kids I knew 

from childhood.  Emily, who's hair was almost as light as mine, had waist length 

dredlocks and wore nothing but ripped jeans and clingy black tank tops.  Josiah had dyed 

his darker blonde hair blood red.  After they left Mexico they had been drifters, scrabbling 

here and there for work and money where they could find it.  I could sense a hidden 

undertone to what they had done to survive; they were beautiful, and had probably used 



 

 

their wits and sexuality to hustle people.  I sensed a rotten spot in their souls, a 

manipulating heart.  They had a casual attitude about the suffering of others, much like 

someone that works at a slaughterhouse must feel towards animals.  They had removed 

themselves from the responsibility of empathy, and it showed in their eyes.  It was a look 

I recognized in the Elders when I met them, a look of cold detachment.   

             At Thunder, everyone helped each other.  The economy was basically trade, and 

no one went hungry.  People offered what they could and took what they needed.  This 

system obviously wasn't perfect; there are always some who take more than they need and 

have little to offer, but that is the nature of communal life.  Emily and Josiah felt that 

Thunder should be more efficient; they wanted to cull the weak bits out, but I was firm in 

not allowing them to take control.  I didn't trust them. 

             I voiced my misgivings to Raven one night.   "I hope Emily and Josiah leave soon.  

I'm beginning to hate them." 

     "Adam, they've been through a lot.  How can you say that about your own brother and 

sister?" 

     "Half brother and sister.  Raven, you must see it.  They are jackals.  I feel like they 

want to come in here and turn Thunder into some sort of cult.  Don't you feel it?"  I was 

glaring at Raven, a little bit angry that he couldn't sense something wrong with them, 

since he was more psychically attuned than I was. 

     "Honestly, Adam, I don't.  They work hard, they seem to mean well.  I think they're a 

good addition to Thunder.  Maybe we're all a little too light, maybe we need some of their 

darker energy around here.  They have a lot more street smarts than most of us, and we 

need that with all the new people showing up.  I think you should give them a chance.  



 

 

Remember how whenever we need a certain quality it appears?"  His eyes were so wide 

and sweet.  How could he buy their act, I wondered. 

     "Raven...I can't believe you can't feel it.  Have they seduced you too?  I know they've 

had everyone else in town up to their rooms."  At that he scowled.   

     "Adam that was uncalled for.  I think maybe your problem with Emily and Josiah is 

that you're jealous.  So far you're the only one with 'divine rights' as it were, and now they 

come along and you see it as competition.  Maybe the reason you think they want to take 

Thunder away from you is because that's what you fear.  Well Adam, Thunder isn't yours.  

It just is."  Raven turned his back to me, ending the conversation.  I wanted to wrap my 

arms around his waist, bury my face in his hair and say he was right and I was sorry, but I 

couldn't.  What he said made sense, but I couldn't deny  my own feelings.  I got out of bed 

and went out to walk by the creek.    

             I paced the ground, looking for a sign, seeking a presence with my mind.  Show 

me the way, Amnael. Tell me I'm crazy, tell me I'm right, help me find the truth.  I didn't 

feel anything, just a dull ache in my chest.  Maybe Amnael thought I should just talk to 

Emily and Josiah, instead of looking for answers in the sky, but I didn't want to.  Truth be 

told, they scared me.  They were different, they were darker than I remembered them.  

Even when they said something nice it had a mocking edge.  They made some of the 

other residents of Thunder very nervous, though many were hopelessly seduced by them.  

Their rooms at the Big House had become a gathering place for the sexually adventurous, 

their bed a bit of a legend.  I had stayed away from that aspect of their presence, not sure 

how I felt about it.  I had known the sacred power of sexuality, I did not deny it, but there 

was something off about the way they were using it.  There was a sense of manipulation 



 

 

to it, they seemed like sexual vampires to me.  I was also disturbed by how quickly they 

had established themselves.  It had been only two months since they walked into Piper's 

bookstore, and they were already known to everyone at Thunder.  Part of this, I knew, 

was their relation to me, and that bothered me as well.  I worried about what people 

thought of me in light of the way Emily and Josiah were, and it bothered me even more 

that I was so concerned about what people thought.  Was I really being petty?  Was it 

time for me to let go of Thunder, stop thinking of it as my baby and surrender it to new 

hands?  What good was my teaching if I didn't allow those around me to make their own 

decisions?  Maybe, I reasoned, I needed them to come along and threaten what I thought 

was my power to help me let go of my ego.  But maybe, I couldn't help but counter, they 

were only here to destroy what I had built, like so many before them.  Maybe the new 

methods weren't floods and persecution but corruption and decay. 

             Standing with my bare feet in the water, the hem of my pajama bottoms getting 

wet, I didn't hear them coming.  Scowling with my hands on my hips at the reflection of 

the stars on the surface, I felt a hand on my shoulder.  I tuned around. 

     "Josiah," I said, flatly. 

     "Brother," he answered, pulling me to him.  He was putting an arm around my waist, 

his other hand on the back of my neck.  He was pulling me to him, but my body was stiff 

and unyielding. 

     "Why do you hide from us?" he asked, with a mocking smile.  "Why do you insist on 

only sharing yourself with those that are below you?" 

             I pushed him off hard then.  "I only share my bed with one person Josiah, and he 

is far above any of us." 



 

 

              He chuckled, not offended.  Emily had come up behind me and was now 

wrapping her arms around my waist, nuzzling my neck.  Josiah came closer as well, and I 

started to feel involuntary waves of desire.  I had to get out of there. 

     "You know what we are," Emily whispered in my ear, "we aren't the same as they are; 

we can give you so much more power Adam.  Come with us.  Just for tonight.  We have 

such things to show you."  They were both pressed up against me, their hands 

everywhere, their lips softly brushing my skin.  I couldn't stand it.  I hated myself for 

wanting to just let go and go with them.  I weakly pushed their hands away. 

              Their eyes met above my shoulder, and I noticed a slight nod from Josiah.  The 

next thing I knew they had lifted me up and were taking me into the water.   

             When we stepped into the creek, it was no longer a creek.  The water was far 

deeper and more clear, colored an unearthly bright aquamarine. They pulled me under 

with them and started tearing off my clothes and theirs.  Josiah put his mouth to mine and 

I breathed in like it was a scuba mask.  Clutched between them we swam down. 

              I felt like Alice when she fell down the rabbit hole; our little creek, never deeper 

than my chest, had become bottomless.  After what seemed like an hour, we came to a 

huge dome.  Underneath the dome was a city. 

             We entered the dome through a little tunnel burrowed in the sand.  When we 

emerged we were clothed in loose linen robes with swirling designs belted with blue silk 

sashes.  Emily and Josiah were on either side of me, holding each hand.  We walked the 

streets of the underwater city. 

     The inhabitants of the city were Annanage, but not the angelic Annanage of my 

visions, or even the kind I would later meet at the Citadel.  Their skin did not glow, it was 



 

 

sallow and dull.  Their huge slanting eyes were also dull, and appraised everything they 

observed with looks of self interested curiosity, nothing more.  They were dressed in fine 

clothes but they wore them like rags.  Many were hairless, but the ones with hair had 

either blonde fuzz like me or dredlocks.  A few encircled us, looking at us like we were 

merchandise at a yard sale. 

     "Half breeds," one said to another, bored. 

     "We could use them at one of the brothels.  They have spirit.  Their skin still looks 

good, too.  Would you like to come with me, fair one?" he directed the last remark at me, 

running my hair through long snaky fingers and looking into my eyes. 

             I felt sick.  Amnael's face always looked like infinite peace, the lineless ease of it 

an expression of calm and joy.  These faces were lineless as well, but it was from utter 

lack of compassion or emotion.  I felt if I went with this creature it would either make 

love to me or slowly dissect me with equal interest and pleasure.  If they even felt 

pleasure.  They seemed like the closest they came to what humans would call an emotion 

was curiosity. 

             I shook my head slowly, but Emily clamped a hand on my shoulder, hard, and 

said, "he'll go with you." 

             The bored Annanage nodded at Emily, accepting her authority, and took me by the 

hand.  I weakly followed him, quickly surrounded by the others. 

             The creature I trailed, holding me in a psychic trance as well as by the hand, was 

one of the better looking specimens.  His hair was dredlocked like Emily's, but fell all the 

way down to his ankles, and his features were of the same long, angular nature as 

Amnael's.  His eyes were almost colorless, a murky watery color that shifted from bluish 



 

 

to greenish gray.  Despite my fear I also felt a yearning for him; his body moved with 

fluid grace, and his sculpted features held an irresistible and instinctive pull.  I assumed it 

was a him, anyway.  All the Annanage were wearing loose, draping robes, and all were 

tall and willowy.  Any one of them could have been a female as well as a male.   

             As we walked through the streets the others with him gently pawed at my hair, my 

skin.  It would have been pleasant accept for the odd disinterest they had, like I was a 

doll.  Perhaps that was all I was to them.  The streets of the town were like a space age 

ghetto. I could glimpse shady dealings from the corners of my eyes, felt weird presences 

and odd surges of activity that felt unwholesome and unreal.  The air was climate 

controlled and stale, like in an airplane.   

             "Where are we?" I asked the one that led me.  I was now walking beside instead of 

behind him. 

             "Why, Nibiru, of course," he answered, scowling.  "I would think it were obvious.  

How did you get here?" 

     "I just walked into a creek on Earth," I answered by way of explanation.  I'd never 

heard of space travel being so simple before.  I began to accept the experience as a kind of 

lucid dream or hypnotism by Emily and Josiah.  With that acceptance I relaxed, willing to 

go along with whatever happened next. 

     "Maybe you did," he said,  shrugging. 

     "What are you called?" I asked him. 

     "Prani," he answered, as if it didn't matter anyway. 

     "Where are you taking me?" I asked. 

     "Here," he answered, and stopped at what looked to me like an opium den, though I'd 



 

 

never seen one. 

             When we entered the open doorway, I was assaulted by sensation.  As we had 

walked through the desolate city, everything was gray and half alive, a ghost town 

inhabited by zombies.  The room I had entered was a huge contrast, seething and pulsing 

with life.  The colors that dominated were red, pink and purple, with variations on those 

shades.  The walls were painted red, with red lights in the chandeliers.  Couches and huge 

embroidered pillows were strewn haphazardly over lush and intricate rugs, and little 

tables with what looked like hookah pipes and bottles of evil looking green liquid were 

scattered around.  Decadent Annanage were flopped everywhere, some with startled 

looking creatures clinging to them, some human, some other humanoid breeds I was not 

familiar with.  Were these the evolved Annanage I had learned about, who designed the 

pyramids and created every shamanic tradition on Earth?  Was this where Amnael came 

from?  It was hard to imagine.   

             Prani had put his arm around my waist and was leading me to a vacant pile of 

cushions.  He pulled a tray with the green liquid and a hookah over after we sat down. 

             "You need to relax," he said, pouring two measures of the drink.  He handed me 

mine before downing his and then began to load up the bowl of the pipe.  I stared down at 

the drink dumbly.  I had never had an alcoholic beverage in my life.  Looking around, 

reminding myself that this probably wasn't real anyway, I gulped down the drink in the 

manner Prani had. 

             The drink caused a very real burning sensation before depositing itself into a tiny 

ball of fire in my belly.  My face must have registered my shock, because Prani laughed 

gently at me, puffing from one of the tubes coming out of the water pipe.  "Fair one," he 



 

 

murmured affectionately, almost to himself, as he stroked my hair and handed a tube to 

me.  I took it and breathed in, coughing, which made him laugh even more.  Prani 

appeared more beautiful the more I looked at him, or maybe it was just the lighting.  The 

red lights made even his sallow skin appear to glow.  He brushed his long ropes of hair 

back behind his shoulders before leaning over to kiss me. 

             It was the strangest kiss I had ever had.  His breath was cool, as if his body 

temperature were about ten degrees cooler than mine, and feeling his skin as he snaked 

his arms around me and pressed me down deeper into the cushions, that did seem to be 

the case.  His breath tasted green, almost astringent, and impossibly clean.  Did the 

Annanage eat?  His lips were very soft and his tongue was oddly shaped, not quite like a 

humans.  I thought it may have been forked, but it was hard to tell.  It seemed snakelike, 

and I imagined he could probably extend it out a few feet and catch a fly with it if he 

wanted to. 

             He was running his long cold hands over my body, finding the places the linen 

robe opened and exploring them.  He seemed so disinterested in the whole thing, 

performing it almost as if he were trying on some clothes.  I wondered if this could be 

considered sexual, even, it was so cold and strange, and I was still convinced it wasn't 

real.  Before long, the soft feel of his hands and his undeniable beauty, growing on my by 

the second, took hold of me.  I touched his face, angular and perfect, smooth and cool.  I 

ran my hands over his lean torso, snaking them under his robe.  His body was completely 

hairless and smooth, soft as a baby's.  He smelled so clean, like aloe or green tea.  Lost in 

the dream, I forgot momentarily my other life and just breathed him in. Just as I was 

about to pull his linen robe off, Prani pulled up away from me suddenly.   



 

 

             "You're a rare creature," he said, assessing me with those cold watery eyes.  "I 

haven't felt heat like that in many generations.  You are like the old breed." 

     "The old breed?" I asked, propping myself up on my elbows, curious. 

     "The ones who left," he explained.   

     "The ones who colonized Earth," I said, realizing what he meant.  He nodded. 

     "They left when the troubles started.  The ones that could afford to. The ones with 

power.  Some stayed to construct the cities, like this one.  The rest of us were left here." 

     "Have you ever seen dry land?" I asked, my curiosity momentarily eclipsing my desire. 

     "When I was a child," he answered, leaning back thoughtfully, taking his hookah up 

again.  "I remember the sun.  The heat of it on my face," he waved a hand over his face as 

he said it, willing the memory back.  His eyes watered for a second before he leaned 

forward and poured two more drinks. 

     "Why are you here?" he asked, "why did you come here to remind me of what is lost?" 

he didn't sound angry, though his words were accusatory. 

     "I was taken here," I said, "this is a dream." 

     Prani laughed harshly at that.  The most emotion he had shown in the short time I'd 

known him.  "It's a nightmare.  Perhaps for you it is a dream.  When you wake up, you 

may go back to your hot world, to your passion and your love," he spat the words 

"passion" and "love" out like profanities.  Then he turned back to me with what passed 

for tenderness, taking my face in his hands.  "Your heart burns, fair one.  What is it?  

What is it that you have in there?  I want to taste it."  He was leaning up against me, 

looking into my eyes as if he would see some sort of code written in them, palm flat on 

my chest. 



 

 

     "I don't know," I answered, "I'm mostly human," I added, wondering if that would 

clarify the matter. 

     "Let's go upstairs," he said.  "You're too special to just grope in the parlor, aren't you?  

I should savor this before you wake up." 

              I followed him up a spiral staircase to a private room.  It was appointed much the 

same as the other one, but with only one table and much larger pillows.  He pushed me 

down onto them before pulling off his robe.  He flopped next to me then rolled his eyes 

and sighed when he noticed I was still dressed.  He pulled at my robe until I helped take it 

off, then he resumed kissing me.  I found him attractive in his sleek, alien way, and was 

quickly brought back to the state I was in earlier.  His body was long  and lean but also 

seemed rubbery, like there weren't any muscles or bones just firm but pliant flesh.  He 

was smooth and soft, except for his sex organ, which was much like mine but more 

streamlined and he had no body hair at all.  It was surreal; all I could do was think of 

Amnael, and try to bring up some memory of what making love to him must have been 

like but it was impossible.  Prani was methodical, his touch was expert but nearly 

passionless.  I wondered if he was enjoying himself at all, he almost seemed  bored.  

              I tried not to think about it too much and relaxed, and when I did I came to a 

better understanding of what Prani was feeling and who he was.  As I opened my mind to 

him, our minds touched, and I could feel through his perspective as well as mine.  He was 

young for his kind, had lived only a couple hundred years.  They were dull years, in a dull 

world.  He had so much power, I could feel it in him, but it was being squandered.  He 

was a pleasure seeker, and desired nothing more.  He probed my mind too, I'm not sure 

what he saw.  I opened myself up, relaxed, and didn't try to shield anything.  Finally, we 



 

 

merged into one consciousness, and there was no thought or ego, just a ball of ecstatic 

energy.  I gasped at the electricity of it, and wondered how the Annanage could be so 

casual about such experiences.  If I could be with Raven in this way, I thought, if I could 

connect to him like this, how joyous would that be?  I clung to Prani for a couple of 

minutes when it was over, basking in the blue glow.   When I released him he rolled 

around the pillows and groaned.   

              "Won't you stay?" he asked me, "won't you show me how to feel?  I can feel it in 

you, I can feel your fire.  If I can be with you enough maybe you will give some to me.  

Stay here, fair one," he grabbed my hand and rolled over to my side.  He moved in a fluid, 

lazy way,  with impossible grace and speed.  I wanted to take him home with me, take 

him to Thunder.  I wanted to turn him into something like Amnael. I sensed a poets soul 

somewhere within him, the capacity for beauty and love. He didn't know his potential any 

more than the majority of humans on Earth.  He was just one of many on this planet who 

were living like this, too.  Such a senseless waste, I thought. 

          I put my arms around Prani and kissed the top of his head.  He was curled up 

against me and falling asleep.  I stroked his soft skin and thought about what Nibiru had 

become, if this truly was Nibiru.  I thought about the abandoned ones, and the colonists, 

and they were equally odious.  The abandoned ones were better, really, for they at least 

were honest with themselves.  The Elders were so covert, so self righteous.  Here on the 

water planet, the creatures of pleasure who couldn't die and couldn't leave just took what 

they could from life.  I was sad.  My big dream had been to make of Earth what I thought 

Nibiru was, and here it was: a decadent, disinterested ghost town.  Beautiful zombies 

haunted the streets, trying to cling to whatever feeling they had left. 



 

 

              Despite my harsh judgment of Nibiru, though, I hated to leave. I knew it would 

be so easy to fall into this, to live this life, to spend all my days attached to a hookah pipe 

and someone like Prani.  I could understand living life only for pleasure, and I didn't even 

know if I was right not to do it myself.  Maybe that was another lesson Emily and Josiah 

had come to teach me.  Or tempt and distract me with.  I drifted to sleep, quiet tears 

falling from my eyes to Prani's snow white hair. 

     I expected to wake up at home in my own bed, but I was still in the room.  Prani was 

stretched on top of me, nibbling around my neck and running his cold snake hands over 

me.  I gave in to him smiling, enjoying the attention.  Before things went much further, 

though, there was a loud knock at the door. 

             Prani cursed with the name of a god unknown to me before stomping to the door.  

he pulled his ropy hair in front of him to cover his nakedness.   

     "Who is it?" he asked, annoyed. 

     "We need to bring the boy home," said a voice on the other side.  I recognized it as 

Emily. 

     "Tell her I'll be out in about an hour," I told him.  Prani smiled at that. 

     "Come back in an hour and a half," he called, then came back over to me. 

     After only one night, we already seemed to know each other like lovers instead of 

strangers.  As we explored the differences in each others bodies we also were able to 

explore our psyches as well.  The fact was, we weren't so different at all. The detachment 

he had was not so alien, it was something I could fully understand, but didn't want to.  

Sometimes, I think I force myself to feel more concern about people and things than I do, 

because I think it will make me a better person.  As I felt around Prani's mind, though, I 



 

 

understood the wisdom of detachment.  It is often required to make wise decisions.  I had 

been quick to judge the night before, but I was beginning to understand.  I still didn't want 

to become like he was, didn't see the current state of Nibiru as ideal, but I understood.    I 

wondered what Raven would think of him. 

     "Why don't you come home with me?" I asked, when we were sated and lazily tracing 

patterns on each others skin. 

     "To Earth?" he asked, incredulous. 

     "Of course," I answered.  "Other Annanage live there; you can breath the air.  You can 

live with me."  I paused, then delicately added, "I think I can help you." 

     Prani laughed.  "You're sweet," he said, "but your mate would not be happy.  You have 

work to do on Earth.  I have learned something from you fair one.  I can help myself.  

You go home."  He kissed me deeply, a true, vivid kiss, full of life and sweetness.   

     There was a knock at the door.  "Looks like your wicked sister is here," Prani said, 

tossing my robe at me.  "You'd better go or she'll sell you at the whore market." 

             I pulled the robe over my head and opened the door.  Emily was smiling, and she 

did look truly wicked.  For no reason other than to shock her, I pushed her up against the 

wall and kissed her hard before walking back the way I had come.  She followed behind, 

laughing. 

 

             Emily, Josiah and I traveled back the way we had come, landing at the creek in 

our same clothes at the exact time we had left.  I could tell this by the stars. 

              They pulled away from me, laughing, and went back to their place without a 

word.   I began to walk back to the bungalow.  When I walked in, I felt awful; guilty.  



 

 

Raven was in the kitchen, looking out of the window. 

     "How long was I gone?" I asked, dazed. 

     "About a half hour," he answered with a small shrug, before turning back to look out 

of the window.  I slumped into a chair at the kitchen table.  Sensing I was troubled, Raven 

came over and rubbed my shoulders. 

     "Do you want to talk about it?" he asked. 

     "I don't know," I sighed.  We had never talked about being with other people; it hadn't 

come up.  He knew about Amnael, but Amnael was not a physical presence.  I touched 

my lips and they felt cool; whatever the experience I had just had was, it felt very real.  I 

didn't feel any misgivings at all at the time, but now I wondered how Raven would react, 

and it made me want to hide it from him.  I turned my head sharply at him.  I had never 

kept anything from him before, and I didn't want to start. 

     "Raven, something happened out there," I began, and told him the whole thing. 

              When I was done, he leaned back on his chair with a heavy exhalation.  I was 

looking at my hands, clasped in front of me on the table. 

     Raven put one of his hands on top of mine and stood up. 

     "Let's go to bed Adam," he said, "you need some rest." 

             I gladly went with him to our room.  His arm was around my shoulders, and I 

leaned into him like a drunk man. 

     "You smell interesting," he said, after we climbed under the sheets.  "Like incense." 

      He kissed me then, and added, "you taste interesting too. Is that absinthe?  You taste 

cold."  His brows were furrowed.   

     "Raven, I love you," I said.  "I don't know what all that was about.  I thought I was 



 

 

dreaming I thought...I don't know," I clutched my hair in my hands.  I was so afraid of 

losing him just then, I had never felt such a feeling of panic, like my heart was being 

squeezed by a steel claw. 

     "It's alright Adam," Raven laughed a little as he hugged me to him.  "I'd have probably 

done the same thing.  Just next time take me along." 

             I laughed back and buried my face in his hair.  I didn't want to go back.  

Everything was perfect where I was. 

 

   

 

             Three weeks later,  I was lazing out by the creek, enjoying the smell of 

wildflowers braided into my hair.  Dylan told me I'd get bugs from wearing them, but I 

didn't care. It was a beautiful day and I was in love.   Then, as I closed my eyes, basking 

in the sun, I sensed them.  

             Raven had a dream the night before.  He woke up screaming.  I brushed it off - 

why did I do that?  Was it just too impossible to fathom, too awful to imagine?   

             I felt the unmistakable rumble of government vehicles.  I jumped up from my 

idyll, tearing the flowers out of my hair as I ran back to the Big House.  I wanted to yell, 

"run!  Get out!"  But I realized that Thunder was too big, Thunder was a town where 

Manna had been little more than a farm.  I could never get all of the residents of Thunder 

out in time.  I met Raven in the street, his face was stricken.  He had sensed it too.  Most 

of the community were looking puzzled, not knowing what was going on but feeling our 

fear all the same. 



 

 

              After some minutes, the ATF and SWAT team arrived.  Never mind the fact that 

there was no criminal activity at Thunder, nor any alcohol, tobacco or firearms.  Raven 

and I were surrounded on the street by black masked soldiers, guns aimed at our heads.  

We held up our hands, surrendered.  The last thing I remembered was a policeman, face 

covered in a mask, pistol whipping me. 

             I woke up, fittingly, wrapped in a straight jacket.  I was huddled on the floor of a 

Black Hawk helicopter.  Orrin sat across from me in fatigues.  I had thought he was dead.  

I almost wished it were true.  I looked out to see jagged mountains.  As we approach a 

mountain that looked much the same as the rest, Orrin pulled me up and led me to the 

front, where the pilots were. 

     "You'll want to see this," he explained.  "The Batcave." 

     A part of the mountain opened up and we flew into a large landing space.  Despite 

myself, I laughed at the absurdity of it all.   

              I was dragged to a round room, floor to ceiling brushed steel.  The gray robed 

Council of Twelve surrounded me. 

             "Welcome back," said the obvious leader of the group, the Iron one, with steel 

gray eyes and hair. 

             I didn't answer, confused.  My head was pounding from the mild concussion, and 

my stomach was doing flips. 

             As I was removed from my restraints and placed on a gurney, the Elders treated 

me with quiet respect, gently patting my head and looking almost apologetic as they 

strapped me down.  As I was wheeled out of the room,  the Iron one walked beside me. 

              He explained to me that I was there to write my last Testament before my 



 

 

martyrdom.  I looked at him like he was mad. 

             Before I would be allowed to rest, I was wheeled into an underground chamber.  It 

looked like a temple, dimly lit and quietly holy.  There I saw the two statues, one of 

myself in my incarnation as Abbasa and one of Amnael.  I stared around in shock.   

             "I know all of this is a shock to you," he said, as I was turned and wheeled back 

into the hall to my rooms.  "You will forget most of this by the morning.  All you need to 

remember is why you are here.  Write your story.  Don't worry that it's not good enough 

for anyone else to read, just write it all down.  We'll take care of the rest." 

             We had arrived at my new home.  It was a beautifully appointed suite of rooms, 

with a large bed, gorgeous tapestries on the wall, and Persian rugs strewn across the floor.  

A large desk with a laptop and printer and reams of paper as well as empty notebooks, 

pens and sharpened pencils dominated the room.  There was a bathroom attached with a 

deep tub and shower, and a small kitchenette.  The Iron Elder showed me a tasseled cord 

that I could pull if I needed anything.  He also showed me the door that led to Orrin's 

rooms next door.   

             After the Elders left, locking the door behind them I slumped onto the bed.  I had 

been dressed in a white linen tunic and drawstring pants while I was unconscious, and my 

feet were bare.  My hair was still in the braids I had been wearing before the Raid.  As I 

unwound them, little crushed bits of petals and leaves fell out.  My eyes filled with tears 

and I began to wail and sob.  I tried to gather the little flower bits in my hand, all the ones 

I could, and I swallowed them.  Raven had braided those flowers in my hair that morning.  

Raven....Thunder...I would never see any of them again.   I cried harder.  I reached my 

mind out to Amnael, picturing him more clearly in my mind's eye than ever before, 



 

 

having just seen his statue.  I reached and I sobbed, but there was nothing there.  Dead air.  

I was alone.  Even before I knew of Amnael, I had felt his presence, and in that room it 

was gone.   

             I threw myself down onto the bed and cried myself to sleep.  They were right.  In 

the morning I had forgotten most of what I'd seen, though I knew why I was there.  To 

write it all down.  After showering, summoning coffee and cigarettes - I had never 

smoked, but felt I might as well - and breakfast, I sat down at the massive desk.   

   

 

      


