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“Myths are clues to the spiritual potentialities of the human life.”

Joseph Campbell.
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Sumerian Gods

I do not intend this book in any way to take away from Egypt’s history, culture, and other beautiful works of art. I am however intrigued to think that the civilizations in Egypt and Sumer might have been influenced by others far older and perhaps ones that included the likes of Hermes Trismegistus – Thoth/Ningishzida.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1
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Gabriel savors the bittersweet smell and taste of his morning coffee. It’s made from synthetic beans. Real ones haven’t been grown on the slopes of Earth’s mountains for years. Because he doesn’t know what he’s missing, he loves it. Particularly the sharp jolt it gives his body as he shakes off his morning fog. He finally puts his empty cup aside and moves closer to the tank to peer at the creature floating inside.

At first a baby had grown from the embryo Sophia sent him. Its delicate skin was the color of translucent flower petals. The baby rapidly developed over the next few weeks into a toddler, with a mass of hair covering its head. Feeling comfortable in its environment, the toddler began executing sharp, distinctive movements with its small arms and legs, and before long was swimming around in circles, brushing its beautifully formed limbs against the sides of the tank that was its home. 

As the toddler became a prepubescent child, and then an adolescent boy, Gabriel noticed it had developed almond eyes like Alexandra, Sophia’s mother. Eyes that were set in a long, finely boned human face, framed by waist-length, straight, dark brown hair. 

Now, as he peers into the tank, he notes that the boy’s male organs have grown along with him and that they are proportionate to his body size, but that his penis, unlike in human males, has no foreskin. As Gabriel continues to observe, the boy appears to be sleeping peacefully in the odorless stem cell fluid that feeds him. Eyes closed, he rests his head gently upon the fluid’s calm surface. 

Through all the months Gabriel has watched him rapidly grow, the boy has maintained a consistently pleasant expression on his face. His fingers and toenails have grown long over time, and Gabriel registers that they will need to be trimmed as soon as the creature has officially birthed. 

Gabriel is waiting for Sophia to return from Mars before they bring this being fully to life, so that she can check out what appears to be a normal male bipedal humanoid and determine the best moment for him to be introduced into the world.

Excited about this future event, Gabriel revisits the encrypted message Sophia has recently sent him on audio. He takes out a transparent tablet, changes the needlelike chip that is in the handheld rectangular device, and replaces it with a new one that is a piece of Sophia’s DNA. It’s what Sophia refers to as custom-designed origami. She has assembled her DNA into a tiny, perfect nanoscale bridge, which is impossible to duplicate or for anyone other than Gabriel to decipher. 

As Gabriel sits and listens to her voice coming in loud and clear through his implanted audio device, he realizes with a visceral jolt how much he misses Sophia. Through a feat of memory, he conjures up her familiar shape and physical presence so that she appears before him.

“Something tells me we’ve got to bring our boy into the world during a time of the grand cross when Pluto and the three planets, Uranus, Mars, and Jupiter, form harsh right angles to each other. In addition, even though this might sound weird to you, I’d love for him to be born under the sign of Taurus, the master builder. That’s because the core energy of Taurus is to build something that will hold lifelong value. It would be great also if we find out he remembers everything he knew in his past life.” 

While listening again to the message, which is like eating comfort food, it brushes across his mind that Sophia is merely continuing the scientific legacy of Peter, her great-grandfather, who, just like her, experimented in creating new biocentric forms of human life. It’s well known that back in 2060, Peter and his fellow scientists engineered two trans humans, Inanna, and Rajeev, both of whom had bionic parts inseparable from their organic bodies. Peter’s intention was to eventually design human beings that would master many of their organic restrictions. 

He now listens carefully to more of her encrypted words.

“One night, acting on a whim, I decided to cut up my own DNA, and then by random assignment collect DNA from the Anunnaki that was found. He is one of another bi-ped, organic planetary species who the ancient Sumerians called “those who from heaven to Earth came”. 

I pasted them together and placed the tissue into one of my own harvested eggs. At first the cell began to generate protein. Then, to my surprise, it divided based on its new genetic code. I couldn’t believe the dancing, living image I saw hovering in the lab above me. I had to steady my breath as I watched the rapidly developing embryo floating there. My hands were shaking as I continued to grasp the glass plate with this tiny living thing growing on it, and in that moment, I realized that I would never be able to bring myself to hand it over. I had to send it back to you, so that you could take on the role of proxy parent until I returned home.”
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Chapter 2
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Sophia, Gabriel’s partner, is serving a two-year stint on Mars. While there, she lives with her fellow scientists in a colony established a hundred years ago. She spends her time working under artificial domes and in lava tunnels sealed to trap oxygen, that are kept sterile and odorless to prevent the spread of germs. She and her colleagues have common living areas but sleep in a series of small private cubicles which they’ve personalized, and each has a square window that looks out onto the arid Martian landscape. 

Martian days are about the same as those on Earth, so Sophia’s diurnal clock has not been interrupted. She’s come to love the cool blue aureole that surrounds the Martian sun, clearly visible each morning in the dusty sky above the planet.

Besides sending him private encrypted messages, Sophia and Gabriel also openly communicate regularly with each other through a modern holographic messaging system, delayed by fifteen minutes in real time. It’s a difficult system to use since the participants don’t have the opportunity to carry on a long-distance conversation like they might on Earth, where this kind of communication is now common. 

“I wish you could be here, Gaby, to see this place with me. Its lakes and craters are full of ice, and small amounts of water lie very near its surface. Because of this, we’ve successfully grown large fields of high-altitude moss. These have been cultivated in areas where small traces of ice-free water have been found, proving that terraforming is possible. There’s no denying that the Martian atmosphere was stripped away a few hundred million years after the planet lost its magnetic field, but there may be more to Mars’s death than that. We’ve recently found signs of nuclear waste, and that makes me wonder if a species just like ours was here a long time ago, and that rather than replenish the atmosphere screwed it up instead. 

***
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Sophia was sent to Mars to develop the cloning of an ancient alien. His remains were discovered by archaeologists in a tomb, well-hidden under large deposits of volcanic dust. 

It was on one of her group expeditions into the interior that Sophia first saw where his bones had been found. To access the location, she first had to drive for several hours across a mud-red, rock-strewn plain, and then walk for half an hour through a dimly lit lava tunnel. At the far end of the tunnel an impressively large cave emerged with compact walls, covered in murals of stick humanoids and luminescent landscapes.

On the night of her visit to the cave, Sophia communicated to Gabriel: 

“The smell inside the cave was disgusting, sort of like unwashed hair. When they discovered him, he was just a mass of bones wrapped in dirty clothes that reeked of age, hidden inside a fifteen-foot, painted sarcophagus. He’s considered to be far larger than the Egyptians who lived during the Ptolemaic Dynasty. In fact, Gaby, his skeleton closely resembles those from the First Dynasty. We think he’s an Igigi, an Anunnaki astronaut that we know once lived on Mars. Imagine, Gaby—can you believe it—they were here thousands of years before us. They built pyramids on Mars and also used it as a staging station between Nibiru, their planet, and the colonies they’d established on Earth.” 

Sophia’s bosses have told her, “If our team is successful in cloning one of them, we might be able to unlock the genetic secret to extending human life since, unlike us, they lived for thousands of years.”

The human genetic alphabet - A (adenine), C (cytosine), G (guanine), and T (thymine) – can now be manipulated easily by advanced artificial intelligence systems. These systems are tightly controlled and require an above top-secret clearance like Sophia’s to access them. Personally, she believes it’s because the Ruling Cabinet wishes to retain complete control of the future of human evolution.

Because there isn’t much of a social life on Mars, Sophia has spent most of her time experimenting with DNA sequences in her lab until very late at night. The lab is a large, sterile, rectangular room whose shelves are stacked with various cloned bits and pieces of human anatomy and half-formed embryos floating in jars placed on shelves. She’s come to think of it as a second home. It’s in this secret place that she’s created the embryo of the clone by cutting up her own DNA and then pasting it together with DNA collected from Anunnaki bones and placing it in one of her own harvested eggs. 
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Chapter 3
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Nearly a year after Sophia sent her genetic creation to Gabriel, her assignment on Mars comes to an end. As far as her bosses are concerned, the work she was engaged in will be ongoing because there hasn’t been a successful conclusion to it. Other genetic scientists will take her place and continue with what she’s started. 

The trip back home only takes her a few weeks, but the flight seems endless. With nothing much to fill her time - she isn’t part of the crew, just a passenger on the transport ship - her mind races nonstop. She’s filled with an overriding impatience to see how the clone is developing. This makes it difficult for her to stay still or sit in one place for any amount of time during her journey, so she takes frequent trips to the small cafeteria and the flight observation deck. 

This is Sophia’s first trip off planet. She realizes that unlike the men and women that surround her, she’s not a great fan of space travel. That’s why she feels a sense of great relief as the craft finally begins its descent to the surface of the Earth, even though the planet is mostly obscured by a thick, heat-trapping cloud.

She lands beside a space elevator that has been constructed by her grandfather Tom’s company, just before the last of the new American government moved underground. The elevator uses its rotational motion to deliver cargo to both the moon and Mars daily. The tunnel up which it ascends to almost 22 miles above earth, is made of carbon nanotubes, exactly like the ones used on Persephone’s outer skin when she left Earth for Alpha Centauri in the last century. 

As planned, Gabriel meets her at the spaceport.

“Glad you’re back safely,” he says, pulling her tight against him, almost breaking her in two.

She hugs him back just as strongly, experiencing a sense of disorientation at the strange new intimacy of his smell and touch. “I’ve missed you so much,” she whispers into his ear, standing safely in the circle of his arms and realizing that she never wants to be apart from him for so long again.

The couple doesn’t waste any time hanging around the spaceport and so they immediately retrieve Sophia’s luggage. Thanks to Sophia’s special clearance, they’re spared the customary red tape that delays arriving passengers from exiting the building right away. Once outside, they board a shuttle that will take them through a long, brilliantly lighted vacuum tunnel back to Weather City and to their apartment. 

During the journey, care is taken to avoid mentioning anything related to the clone Sophia sent back to Gabriel. Cameras monitor their every move and listen to every word they speak. Supposedly, the present government has adopted these measures to eradicate crime, but both Sophia and Gabriel believe the constant monitoring is a means of social control. 

Gabriel has managed to avoid this kind of electronic surveillance at home in their small apartment by inserting rotational, holographic videos into many of the cameras. These include images of the occupants visibly moving around. To avert suspicion, he changes them every few days.

Because they’re considered a low-level security threat, Sophia and Gabriel are not closely monitored. However, even so, their communications using quantum computers and all other electronic devices are fed into a giant database. A program, run by AI, raises red flags when it sees anything unusual. Due to its high-level of functioning, AI is far more efficient than humans when it comes to analyzing the large amount of information the government collects on everyone. 

Sophia believes that fear acts as a great motivator for society’s acceptance of this extreme invasion of individual privacy. She blames this fear on the fact that the population is often reminded of the never-ending wars that took place in the twenty-first century, as nation states competed for resources in a climate blasted world.

***
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Their transport from the spaceport brings them swiftly back into the city. They live there in an apartment located on the upper level of a tall building constructed of lightweight, bioengineered building blocks. They take an elevator to the top floor, and Sophia immediately goes into the room where her clone is waiting for her. 

Growing him from a single egg to a fully formed adult human in the past would have taken many years. It would have been limited by the speed of his biochemical reactions, supply of nutrients, and chemical gradients, all of which would normally tell his body when and where to grow. To bypass this process, Sophia instructed Gabriel to inject the clone with the hundreds of pluripotent stem cells that she managed to obtain through unofficial channels. As a result, his bones have grown at the same time as his muscles and internal organs. In this way, he wasn’t limited by the need to have a fully developed circulatory system to supply nutrients and remove wastes, nor did he need a placenta like a human baby. The stem cells exponentially sped up his rate of growth.

Sophia now sees that he is just over seven feet. While tall, she thinks, as she observes him carefully, he’s not tall enough to create any suspicion. There are quite a few people who measure six feet or more in the new and evolving, genetically engineered society he is now part of. Thankfully, she thinks as she observes him, he’s looking very human, which is a very good thing. 

While Sophia paces around the plexiglass tank like an anxious mother, the new human, blissfully unaware of her presence, floats peacefully like an exotic lily, his head poking out of the water. 

Once Sophia’s fully taken him in, she turns to Gabriel. “Two more weeks until the Grand Cross.”

“I’ve figured out how to get him out,” says Gabriel. “We’ll take off the top of the tank and drain the fluid with a hose that we’ll run along the floor into the bathtub. Then we’ll wrap him in cotton muslin, rather like a mummy, so that he’s able to moderate his body temperature slowly as he wakes up. From what you’ve told me, the Anunnaki didn’t like an overly hot environment, so we’ll bring the temperature of the room way down to 15 degrees Celsius.”

“How will we lift him out of the tank?” 

“I, your incredibly talented partner, am going to take a saw to the plexiglass. That means we’re going to buy some materials from Home Mart, and explain, should anybody ask, that we’re building a table for the living room.”

“Sounds about right.” 

As she surveys her genetic handiwork, Sophia whispers, her lips pressed against the glass, “I can’t wait to meet you.” Then, as she turns around to nestle even more closely into the arm Gabriel has placed around her shoulders, she asks wistfully, “He’s so beautiful, isn’t he Gaby? Did you play the classical music I requested?” 

He nods. “He seemed to respond. He particularly liked one of Mendelssohn’s violin concertos. When the violinist reached the higher notes, he smiled.”

Sophia grasps his hand and kisses it. “Thank you, Gabriel, you’ve been amazing.” Then she adds, “I wonder what he’ll be like.”

“Me, too.” 

“And ‘the watcher’s, I hope we remain undetected,” says Sophia, her face going dark. “If they catch us, despite my father’s position, we know what’s in store for us.”

“Let’s not worry about that,” says Gabriel, keeping hold of her hand, and pulling her into his arms, telling her softly, “I’ve missed you so much.”

Sophia leads Gabriel into the shower, and they make love under the warm water. They lock together, with Gabriel supporting Sophia’s back against the wall, and begin to move slowly in rhythm. It’s been a long time, she thinks, realizing how much she’s missed the familiar smell and texture of Gabriel’s warm, coffee-colored skin, which now feels like smooth pebbles under her hands. So different from the bits and pieces of random human anatomy she’s been handling daily on Mars.
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The day after Sophia’s return, she and Gabriel go to Home Mart and purchase a laser saw and artificial materials to supposedly make a small table. To get there, they walk on manicured pathways surrounded by trees, flowers, and shrubbery. They pass from glass dome to glass dome, and then through several long tunnels to reach a transit lift. This lift, which is the size of several large rooms, will take them down into the vast network of underground shopping malls that are in brightly lit buildings, surrounded by artificial canals and outdoor restaurants. Virtual images are everywhere. To add to the illusion of being outside on the surface, holographic birds fly around.

While at Home Mart, they also purchase a hose. Sophia tells the salesclerk that it’s for an experiment. She plans to grow corn in a tank in her living room. She explains that she is a genetic scientist, and this leads to some banter in front of the cameras as to what her field entails. 

She does this to placate the eyes of the humans and sophisticated forms of AI which constantly monitor everyone in Weather City 24/7. 

On the way home, Sophia and Gabriel are joined by Caroline, Sophia’s closest friend, and together they grab some French fries and a salad in a self-serve restaurant. This eatery is a casual place, unlike the fancier ones that deliver multisensory dining. Some even offer the sea with the smell of salt in the air and the sound of the waves; others have garden-like settings with beds of tulips and daffodils in full bloom that conjure up the feel of spring. 

After parting company with Caroline, the couple returns to their apartment and put the materials they’ve purchased in the kitchen. They will later be moved into the living room, where a holograph will be made showing Gabriel laser sawing them into pieces. This holograph will be perceived by those watching as taking place in real time. 

Even though they cannot observe it because of the thick clouds permanently settled above the Weather City domes, they still know the sign of the Grand Cross will appear in the night sky in two days, so they’re getting ready for the birth of the clone. 

***
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On the evening before the Grand Cross will appear, Gabriel takes the materials for the table from the kitchen into the living room where Sophia records him. In turn, she is recorded by Gabriel as she lays the hose from the bathroom to the living room. Because she’s a scientist, no red flags will be raised. She’s expected to work on various plant-based, genetic experiments in her home, and has an above top-secret clearance to do so. 

On the day of the birth, the couple is both apprehensive and excited. 

“What if we unleash a monster?” 

“I know we’re not going to, Gaby,” assures Sophia, despite having some doubts herself as to what this humanoid clone will be like, and whether he can easily be controlled. 

At the stroke of midnight, Sophia slowly begins to drain the fluid that holds the peacefully sleeping, fully grown man into the bathtub from the tank. Once it’s half empty, Gabriel saws off the top, and the tall, naked biped is left standing upright in it. Sophia dries off his chest gently and then takes the muslin and wraps it tightly around his upper body, including his head, but leaving his face exposed. The clone’s eyes remain closed, his sleep undisturbed. 

Sophia then puts two bed pillows into the tank to steady him with their soft support. Since they’re porous, they absorb what remains of the now acrid-smelling fluid like sponges. Gabriel lasers through the front of the tank while Sophia continues to wrap the clone. The pillows from the couch have been placed on the floor and covered with fleece blankets. Working together, they lift him by his feet and shoulders out of the tank and place him gently onto the waiting cushions. 

He lies there quietly, his eyes still closed. But as Gabriel and Sophia watch him, he begins to stir. He wakes up slowly from his thousand years of sleep, revealing that he has deep-sea green eyes. Like a baby, he moves his lips, and explores his mouth with his tongue. As he does this, Sophia leans over and kisses him gently on the cheek. A sentient newborn, she thinks, my fully grown progeny. She realizes that he doesn’t smell strange, and, upon touching him, that his skin is as soft, warm, and as pleasing as Gabriel’s. Noticing that there are no signs of beard growth, Sophia wonders if it will stay that way. 

She is curious to find out whether the clone will speak. If he does speak, she wonders what language it will be. Will he understand her language or only the language of the Anunnaki or Sumerians?

She slowly and lovingly unwraps his straight hair, which is still damp and has been growing long in his birthing tank. She rips off more muslin and dries him completely. All the while, he watches her with questioning eyes. Sophia covers him with a blanket, so that he’s kept as warm as possible. 

The words that first come out of his mouth are unrecognizable. Sophia responds by smiling, as she quickly realizes that he probably won’t be able to comprehend anything that she says. Nevertheless, she decides to address him in English. “Welcome,” she whispers. 

Sophia is quietly amazed that her experiment has worked so well. Her creation is not only alive and healthy, but also, as far as she can tell, fully human. Gabriel, who is kneeling next to her, leans across and places his hand on the clone’s shoulder in a gesture of friendship. As he does so, Sophia indicates to the clone in sign language that he must lie there quietly for a few hours. 

They’ve already decided to smuggle him out of their apartment into a safe house once they’re sure he’s been stabilized, and that all his biological systems are fully operational. 

They will feed him simple foods like rice. Slowly, they will introduce him to more complex carbohydrates such as fruits and vegetables, followed by proteins. They’ve bought him clothes that will fit his seven-foot-two-inch frame. His genetic structure combines Sophia’s, who is very tall, and that of his Anunnaki ancestors, who were often over nine feet. 

In a few days, to study him more carefully, Sophia will upload his biological brain and genetic sequencing from the chips they now gently insert into his body tissue into a database. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 5


[image: ]


A couple of days after the clone’s birth, Sophia pays a visit to her parents, Jules, and Alexandra. She decides to tell them nothing about her work because they would consider what she’s doing to be too dangerous. 

Sophia travels to their home by bicycle, threading her way along narrow vehicle-free pathways that connect a series of interlinked domes. Her parents live in a part of the city whose neighborhoods consist mostly of good-sized single-family homes. Their house is one of many built of a light, synthetic foam called aero graphene—a porous, elastic substance composed of carbon nanotubes enveloped in graphene, then painted white. 

Parking her bicycle outside, Sophia enters the house through a glass passageway. After receiving an affectionate greeting, she sits down with her mother in a spacious living room. Once she’s comfortable, and the two of them have caught up, her mother mentions that there will be a ceremony honoring the anniversary of the voyage of the WorldShip Persephone in a few days, and that she would like Sophia to attend. 

“She was a magnificent ship, one of a kind, Sophia. Her captain, Rachel Chen, was a good friend of your great-grandmother. I understand Rachel’s orders were to have their descendants return to Earth in 120 years to see if any human inhabitants were still here. Unfortunately, neither Persephone nor her crew have been seen or heard from since they exited our solar system in 2060.” 

“I’ve read about this ship,” Sophia tells her, “and how it was the first of its kind to extensively use protocell technology throughout its built environments. I also understand it powered its engines using warm nuclear fusion technology.”

“That’s right, Sophia. I believe they were to make their way to Alpha Centauri B in hopes of discovering habitable planets in that star system. Based on astronomical research, it seemed likely at the time that they would.” 

“Can you tell me more about my great-grandmother?” asks Sophia, sipping the herb tea served by her mother in a beautiful blue cup. The cup, a family heirloom, has reminded Sophia of her. 

Alexandra smiles, “Well, for starters, Sophie was a scientist, passionate about her work, just like you.”

“Didn’t she become persona non grata? I was recently looking around and found some old files that refer to her and my grandfather Peter as traitors?”

Alexandra furrows her brow. After thinking about it for a moment, she replies, “Yes, you’re right, in some circles they would be viewed as traitors and in others as heroes. It all depends on which side you’re on.”

Sophia bursts out laughing. “Sides, Mom? Who has ever said anything in this house about taking sides?”

A shadow falls over Alexandra’s face, catching Sophia momentarily off guard. Not only does Sophia feel a rush of emotion toward her mother, but she suddenly notices that her mother looks her age. Rather than address Sophia’s question, Alexandra walks over to the fireplace and straightens some photographs on the mantel. She draws one of them out from behind the others. It’s nicely presented in an antique silver frame.

“Know who this is?” 

Sophia gets up, approaches her mother, and examines the photograph. “To be honest, and without any bullshit, Mom, he looks more like Dad’s side of the family.”

Alexandra laughs. She obviously knows what Sophia means. The photograph she’s holding is of a tall Black man dressed in a military uniform covered in medals.

“This, my dear, is your father’s great uncle, General Alistair Trimmingham.”

“I’ve heard of him.” Sophia says as she takes the photograph from her mother’s hands and examines the framed face carefully. “Wasn’t he the famous astrophysicist?” 

“He was. Alistair was the one who mapped the journey that Persephone was to take to Alpha Centauri B. He controlled the mission up until contact was lost with the ship. We’ll be honoring him at the ceremony.”

After returning the photograph to the mantelpiece, Sophia asks her mother if she has any pictures taken back when they all lived at Ash Hollow. She knew her parents had loved that place but had to leave due to Sophia’s childhood illness. 

In a quiet voice, Alexander replies, “Unfortunately, the few photos I have are the ones that you’ve already seen. We departed so quickly that no other photos were ever taken, I have never been allowed to go back. Surely, you remember the photographs of Jules’ and my wedding. And, of your grandmother Sarah’s wedding?” 

“I do,” Sophia replies.

Alexandra silently reminisces, her eyes fixed upon the old photos. But at length, she turns away from the mantelpiece, and faces Sophia, who is back sitting on the couch. 

“Did you find what you were looking for, the right DNA sequences, I mean, to complete the cloning process?” she asks?

Sophia tucks her long legs under her as she sits back on the couch. She hesitates for a moment before replying, “Nope, still looking.” 

They continue to face each other from across the room - a room that is considerably larger than the entirety of Sophia and Gabriel’s small apartment. 

Like on Mars, bacteria are used to remove odors inside the house, so there are no comfortable smells to identify. Due to fear of uncontained viruses, the air that circulates in the underground city is sterilized daily. On occasion, this air wafts through an open window, releasing the faint, mildly unpleasant smell of anti-contaminants. 

After a long, drawn-out silence, Alexandra walks over and sits next to her daughter. At the same time her father comes into the room and Sophia rises off the couch a few inches to receive his warm embrace.

“Look at my lovely daughter, just returned from Mars!” Jules says, laughing and squeezing himself between his wife and daughter.

Sophia reaches over to stroke her father’s cheek. “Hey, Dad, you’re looking great, not a day older than
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