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INTRODUCTION

The feminine goddess, both the dark and wanton harlots and the grieving mother - all have a place not only in the world but within each and every one of us: our shadow side, our lost moments, regrets, resentments and heartaches. The dark and divine feminine exists in all of us and has always done so.

This book explores some of those darker emotions, that come with the heartache of loss, whether thrust upon us or of our own doing heartbreak has affected or will affect us all in some way.

Ereshkigal is no stranger to grief and loss. She does not condemn our sorrow, our rage, or our inability to cope. Instead, through her own heartache she shows us that grief is something which can bring a deeper understanding of the continuation of life, and how death is an essential part of our spiritual journey. Though painful, grief can bring about the change needed to heal our emotional scars.


                                           Diane Narraway

 

 

THE QUEEN OF DEATH

Ereshkigal sat patiently alongside the seven Anunnaki judges, waiting for her sister to arrive from the land of the living. Her mood, like her influence across the three worlds, was dark. Ereshkigal’s sister, Ishtar, was Queen of the Heaven in the Upperworld, Queen of the Earth in the Middleworld, and was now on her way to claim Ereshkigal’s Underworld realm too. Only over Ereshkigal’s dead body would that ever happen. The Underworld had been the Dark Queen’s domain ever since she was old enough to manage the realm herself. 

It was a decree made by the ‘Lord of the Earth’, Enki, that she replaces her father, the ‘Moon God’ Sin from being born in the subterranean world; a realm that housed the souls of the dead after a life in the land of the living.
All because her grandfather Enlil, the ‘Lord of the Air’ had forced himself on his cousin the grain goddess Ninmah, impregnating her with the seed of the Moon God, she was the one punished to run the affairs of the disembodied human spirits at the heart of ‘Mother Earth.’  Just so the Moon could shine in the night sky alongside the planets and stars for the Earth to gaze upon and wonder.


 

Ever since humanity learnt to make their own tools, they were aware of an invisible force within nature that gave them everything they needed to exist. For them, this energy came from Mother Earth, guiding them to live in harmony with the land, where nature was seen as proof of the god and goddess working together to create life. At death, the Stone-Agers understood that the human spirit would return to the womb of the mother goddess; she had protected them in life, now she comforted them in death, and prepared them for the next stage of their existence.

Then the Anunnaki arrived, a patriarchal dominant influence that transformed the three worlds to their own design. They ruled from the Upperworld of Heaven over humanity in the realm of the Middleworld, who were enchanted to build cities and temples to honour them; electing Kings and priests to carry out the will of the new rulers of Earth. 

Ninmah, pregnant with the Moon God demanded that she went with the father of her unborn child into the underworld; she loved Enlil and refused to be without him when he was ordered by his brother Enki to reside in the ‘Halls of Death’ as punishment.

Her wish was granted, but it caused great concern for the ruling gods that the Moon, destined to rule the night sky of the heavens, would be born in the darkness of death, and would only be seen by those passing through to the next life. Enki could not have that; it would ruin the plans of his father, Anu, the king of the gods and goddesses on Earth. Enki commanded that Ninmah be released, but she would only leave if Enlil could join her above ground. It was a hard bargain, but Enki agreed on the decree that upon coming of age, the first born of Sin would become the permanent ruler of the underworld and manage the affairs of the dead for the rest of time.

To Ereshkigal, it was outrageous that she was serving her grandfather’s punishment so her father could light up the night sky and rule over the other heavenly planetary influences as Enlil’s heir. She had been destined to be the goddess of passion and lust, to balance the eternal love and compassion of her sister, Ishtar. By working together, the world would have been very different, but split between two realms their power was greatly diminished, allowing the masculine power of the God to gain control over the feminine energy for the first time in Earth’s long history. 

Ereshkigal hated to see humanity become slaves to civilisation, which she saw as nothing but a world of worker’s creating Gods’ heaven on earth. How could humanity be so blind as to be led like the cattle they herded for clothing and meat?

Ereshkigal’s little sister, precious Ishtar was the Queen of everyone’s heart and their young brother the radiant Sun God Shamash was prophet to both King and his subjects while she, through no fault of her own, inhabited the dark cold realm of the Underworld. It just was not fair.

The Queen of Death had no interest in caring for the disembodied souls that arrived in her kingdom; for all she cared they could rot in hell. Her realm, by all accounts, was sparse of any pleasure and void of love; it was a world sterile of anything good, and joy was as rare as an Ereshkigal smile.

The portal between the middle world of the living and the underworld of the dead is separated by seven impenetrable walls that can only be accessed by guarded gates allowing no human, dead or alive to pass through. For Ishtar, as the Queen of Heaven and Goddess of Love, it was simply a matter of relinquishing a piece of attire at each gate, permitting her to descend through all the gates to arrive at Ereshkigal’s halls naked. She came in the name of Love: the eternal Love of her husband, Sin’s cousin, the grain god Tammuz. The deadly claws of Ereshkigal had brought him to her infertile kingdom, enraging Ishtar to come and rescue the love of her life, even if it meant conquering the underworld and manipulating the laws of the universe. Standing outside the great hall, Ishtar called out to her sister inside:

‘Open the door gatekeeper so that I may enter. If you refuse and not let me in, I will smash the door down and shatter the lock; I will destroy the door posts and remove the gates and raise up the dead who outnumber the living so they can eat the flesh of the people on the earth’.

 

Ishtar had threatened to unleash the first zombie holocaust into the world of the living if she did not get her way. The door swung open and the Goddess of Love stormed in to face her sister. When their eyes met; one set full of raging love and the other the gaze of instant death, the life spark of Ishtar was extinguished, and she fell lifeless to the ground. Death, on this occasion, was the stronger force and Ishtar’s naked corpse was
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