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In a long forgotten Pojulu village in an Oasis in the center of a vast jungle that teemed with wild life and Pojulu hunters a man by the name of Omar Kanu would be born into the chieftainship of his home village there was a big ceremony on his birth and as he grew to be a young hunter as a boy he was already taught how to lead and how to hunt animals and trap. Omar would be out hunting with his brothers when he would see something in the distance. Omar grew up in a village that had a close Clanship as the Kush and Ancient Egyptians had once tried to take the lands in Southern Sudan the Pojulu called home they remained undefeated his father who was Chief would lead him and all his brothers along with the men of the tribe on the greatest hunt every Chief whose name was recorded into wood or stone would be remembered for either a great battle or a great hunt. Overcoming the forces of nature of mankind, Omar’s father would lead the hunting party out of Pojulu Nation leaving South Sudan traveling north Nubian and Kush ruins could be seen throughout their travels as they made their way north through the ancient lands of Sudan. The Kingdom of Kush although no longer in a golden age they dominated Sudan they had once controlled Egypt too but they would lose this territory to the Greeks eventually. The great herds of game led them to crossing into Kush territory as the forest and river ran out they would try to push the herds south instead of north which led them on a goose chase they would end up in the desert lost and hungry they came to the Kush settlement of Meroe.

Many small villages and pyramid complexes filled the rural area outside of Meroe the river valley herd led them into what almost seemed like a trap as the land turned into hot coarse sand and dunes.  The herds dispersed as they knew where all the water was in these lands; the Pojulu hunters were led into the badlands where nothing lived and everything died. The hunter would become hot and overtired as they made their way through the desert and pass the city of Meroe avoiding the city itself they navigated themselves back onto the Nile River where they rejoined the hurt chasing it further along the Nile. The herds avoided the desert moving into a fertile river valley as they moved to head for the center of Sudan the lush farmlands would be another trap as Kush archers lined all ends of the valley the hunting party would be split Omar’s brothers followed the herd where him and his father would be caught between two lines of Kush archers. One group ambushed the herd causing it to move south but it would trample over Omar’s brothers he would hardly be able to believe what he just seen as they where surrounded by Kush chariots and dark skinned men with armor who looked almost like ancient Egyptians his father would be murdered in front of him by an Arabic man with a mustache who seemed to be in charge of the Kush forces he would point to Omar and the men whom he commanded would knock Omar out as Omar blacked out he dreamed of his village, his sisters, his mother and the people he left behind at home. He dreamed about hunting with his brothers who were now all gone. 

Omar was taken further north to the ancient ruins of Kerma, a once thriving city thousands of years ago; a war camp would use it as a temporary pass to mask movement as the Nile river could not be seen. It was natural prisoners would have no idea where they were when they woke up. Omar was in chains and bound, the young boy who was about ten years of age would remain silent; he would be blindfolded and transported through the deserts of Sudan and back along the Nile River where the Kush captors took Omar and any other slaves they claimed in their raids north to Greek Egypt. The Kush captors took Omar to a place called Elephantine Island after crossing no man’s land which was a neutral stretch of territory between the Kush and the Ptolemaic Greek Kingdom of Egypt. The military post of Greeks welcomed the Kush captors the Arab man with a moustache shaked hands with a Greek General who paid him sacks of gold for the slaves a group of African men from various tribes were chained and kept on Elephantine Island for weeks where they would be whipped, tortured and disciplined when they were ordered to march across Egypt they would be broken given minimal food and water they would make it to Thebes where the slaves were conditioned and trained for a year longer before moving onto  Panopolis which was a green area where the Greek forces restocked the site of an older settlement that moved not too far from this resting spot the Greek forces, Omar and the other slaves would only spend a short time in this region the long march to Hermapolis claimed the lives of a few slaves they spend a few weeks in this location Omar was about 12 years old when he was living in Hermapolis.

The Greek General and his elite noblemen made their base inside the tomb that was marked with four statues of the pharaohs. What was once a sacred site of ancient Egypt now lay in the hands of the Greeks who dominated the known world. Most Greeks had made their homes and encampments within the ruins; they reused the docks constructed by the Egyptians long ago. The only hard labour done by Greek peasants was fishing, the rest was slave labour. The woman waited on the Greeks while the men were in the lumber and mining camps. Omar and many of the youth were assigned to the farm; this is where Omar had learned a new way of life; he was no longer a hunter and free man. A year of Omar’s passed by as he became a farmer, farming the fields of Hermapolis the youth slaves were recalled after a year of farming they would be sold to a Nobleman in Memphis, Egypt. The slave farmers were lined up and marched across the deserts and harsh lands of southern Egypt moving north within weeks perhaps even months they finally arrived in Memphis some regions of this city has green as it was on the nile river there were small apartments, housing complex’s and temples it looked like it was once a busy spot in ancient Egypt but in Greek Memphis it was more of a religious feature to the Greeks who turned temples into places where Greek Kings, Generals and nobles ruled from where thousands if not millions of Epytians once lived now Greeks lived and the locals were either forced out or condemned to living as the lower class. 

Omar was uncertain of his future; the new Slave Master of Memphis was a Greek man who grew up in Egypt he was rarely seen by his slaves; his personal army ensured his slaves were kept in order working for the royal family he bought and sold slaves for a living. The Slave Master watched from a tower overlooking Memphis as trade and soldiers flowed through the settlement. Omar’s group of youth slaves were taken to an old temple where some royals and nobles stayed. The soldiers took them downstairs to a dungeon for weeks Omar lived like a prisoner in this dungeon eventually he would be brought to an arena where he would be trained in the art of combat. Omar had no idea why they were training to fight every single day for the next five years he would go through the same training routine of practicing how to use swords, daggers, axes, spears, maces and how to block using a shield, how to dodge as well as practical training such as lifting heavy objects and running long distances. Omar felt like a soldier sometimes since it was often military personnel who trained the slaves as the youth became young adults late in their teenage years they would reach their full potential in Memphis. The Greek General who had first acquired them back on the Elephantine Islands from the Kush War Party stood overlooking them with his army. He smirked and said “You have become strong young warriors, you will make your nations and tribes proud. The Slave Master of Memphis has called me here to personally inspect the fighters.” The general and his body guard walked around inspecting the young slaves bred as warriors. Anyone who was too short or not muscular enough he sliced down and murdered in front of them Omar felt a sense of panic as he overlooked him the General said “Good....” 

Omar felt a sense of relief as he kept walking. By the time the inspection was complete only half of them remained, maybe about 12 slave fighters who came from the south the African youth were once again marched even further north until they came to the city of Alexandria which was the Greek capital in Egypt. The city was surrounded by both the Nile River and the Mediterranean ocean; it was one of the most green, lush, fertile lands in all of Egypt, a settlement that has long been colonized by the Greeks over the past few centuries.  On the outskirts of Alexandria the Greeks built a gladiator arena this region would be changed and renovated during the later Roman rule so most would forget that the Greeks had an arena during the life of Omar this place was thriving as an entertainment center where citizens of Alexandria enjoyed the games and fights where they bet gold coins many Greeks from across northern Africa and the Middle East would come here on their visits to the capital. Omar would end up being moved into this arena where the 12 African men from Sudan and South Sudan began their career in the arena fighting against animals and peasants from across Africa, Omar as a hunter excelled in fighting wild boars, hyenas and in a tournament held in his first year he slayed a lion. Omar and his brothers in chains fought bravely to appease the Greek people of Alexandria Omar would spend two years fighting against beasts that came from all across Africa he even took on an elephant and tamed it which made the crowd go wild half of his fellow African gladiators fell in that time bringing his group to about six fighters including himself.
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Chapter 2: The Sands of Blood
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As a young adult  standing in the center of the gladiator arena Omar could feel the call of the crowd cheering him on as he stood in the arena up until this moment he had spent about one third of his life in captivity as a slave of foreigners. Omar had only fought against animals and beasts this time as the people of Alexandria chanted Egyptian peasants with pitch forks and knives entered the arena, the locals surrounded Omar and the other five black African slaves of Sudan gathered around their brother in arms. Omar took leadership of the group by ordering them to form a spear wall around one another. As the horde of Egyptian peasants charged with their pitch forks the spear line stabbed and repeated in sync with one another until the bodies of Egyptian peasants lined the arena floor. Omar yelled out as Egyptian spearmen and swordsmen came out of the gates next they were untrained which made it easy for Omar and his brothers in arms to spear them down. Omar and the Sudanese men chanted in their tribal tongues Egyptian archers and elephant riders came out next as the finest warriors of old Egypt fought against the Sudanese they marched into their deaths only one Sudanese warrior died through all the waves of Egyptians who came into the arena. The strongest most trained Egyptian warrior emerged he had a gold plated helmet or mask along with tattoo’s and markings he wielded a giant
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