Шмиголь Вячеслав Владимирович
Imagine a rotten old man, who looks more like an abomination, than a human. Once he was a cleric in Sumer. Now he’s just a fade of his youth and a living embodiment of his ancient culture. He’s angry, but powerless. Imagine that he says you…

“You people think you know everything. You think you rule the world around you, shape it as you wish or kill on your whims. You’ve forgotten about mysteries of your past; you’ve failed to remember what was before your pathetic era; the memory about us has gently slipped from your memory. We can remind you about the ancient; I will make sure of it. 

We were “sag-gig-ga”, or Sumer in your language, and we ruled the civilized world: in fact, we were the civilized world. The closed dome you call “Earth” was our home. Below us was Kur, the never ending void, and down below there was Apsu, the primeval sea, from which all the rivers, lakes and seas draw their water. Now we are all Gidim, ghosts, and you live, walk, feast on our bones, use our gifts and never thank us properly. So I come here to remind you, wretched fools, what a respect is.

Bow before me, peasants! Bow, since I’m the carrier of Anu’s blessing. Or have you forgotten him? Poor creatures, whose minds are blurred by Inanna! You aren’t better than monkeys you evolved from. My only hope is that Ninutra will give me strength to deal with your ignorance. 

Some of you remember us; some of you study our heritage. A pity your efforts are as good as the ones of a child to understand the ways of Anu. However, for your struggle you’ll be granted a proper place in the land of Dilmun.


The rest of your mammal kind will not go so easily. The fact that a lot of our knowledge, our accomplishments have gone is not an excuse for forgetting, as we gave birth to a lot of nations, who built “wonders of the world”. Our successors built the Tower of Babel. They were so close to confront your neoteric god! They build the Hanging Gardens of Babylon, whose aftersound still echoes in your minds. If only Nebuch could foresee such a triumph! The one you call Egyptians used our scattered knowledge to build Pyramids you honor so mush. Even your rights and laws you value so much were invented by us! We made Greeks, we’ve made Romans! We’ve build the thing you call culture, and how dare you not to worship us!

Enough of this polemical monologue. Such ignoramuses as you aren’t worth my time. One day all of you will face Ereshkigal, our beloved dead queen. And then you will answer for your narrow-minded lives. For now – be gone!”
