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Day of Redemption
About The Author
“Man Know Thyself” Ancient Egyptian Temple Rite
Mastership in the martial arts is a lifetime commitment. It is dedication to an ancient rite and a deep inner spiritual quest to perfect a sacred art form. In the bowels of the struggle for mastery and the evolution of innate abilities, the artist comes face to face with the thin line between life and death. And as proficiency and skills are acquired, the ultimate realization is not the final achievement of mastership, but the discovery of the way, the path and flow of continuous evolution and creativity in the universe. We find the true meaning of life by understanding the penetrating reality of death. For in life as in death, the spirit of man continues to move.
Many martial arts systems were born out of the struggle to survive and resist tyranny, to triumph over evil, to overcome oppression. The genius of various worldwide cultures has been to create a large array of styles, techniques, routines, weapons, movements and methods of fighting in unarmed and armed combat. The majority of dedicated and sincere martial artists are primarily concerned with the need for self-defense and in mastering their art form as a way of life.
The story in this book explores the deeper goals of the martial artist and the struggle with the complex issue of evolving to higher levels of growth and development. It is a story of self-actualization, a story of being in concert with the ever-changing flow of life. It speaks to the quest of initiations in the way of the sacred temples of ancient Kemet. This story celebrates the path and flow in the mysticisms, mythologies, philosophies and traditions of ancient African/Kemetic culture.
*****
A cool morning breeze sweeps over Ptah’s face as he jogs along the shoreline at San Francisco’s Great Highway. The sky is clear and the rays from the sun bathes his body in a gentle warmth that signals the start of a hot day. A low tide and calm ocean send small ripples of waves cascading onto the shoreline. At 28 years of age, he’s in the prime of his career and in near perfect physical and mental condition. He has a golden brown complexion, wears a low cut hair style and is clean shaven except for a pencil-thin mustache. His meticulously chiseled upper body includes well-defined stomach muscles molded over many years of hard training. He has the face of a young, ruggedly handsome athlete with high cheek bones and no visible scars from his many years as a martial artist and professionally trained fighter.
Ptah is jogging at a steady pace and feeling unusually energetic and alive as the ankle weights he wears sends his feet deeper into the wet sand. He observes a pelican diving into the ocean making his morning catch, and in another instant, a dog jumps high to catch a frizbee and lands with a solid splash in the water. His attention is then drawn to a black female bodybuilder who has just finished a repetition with her barbells. She strikes a couple of poses and flexes muscles as she observes Ptah jogging pass her. He mumbles to himself, “Hmm, never seen her out here before.”
Standing on the sand near a concrete platform holding a stop watch is Azar Brown, Ptah’s trainer and friend. Azar scans the beach in search of Ptah and as he comes into view, Azar nods his head in approval; “Alright Ptah, you gotta move it now. You’re movin’ too slow.”
Sweat is pouring from Ptah, drenching his worn-out muscle T-shirt and sweat band as he begins to pick up speed for his final push to the finish line. Suddenly he hears Azar’s call from a distance, “Okay Ptah, do it now!”
Ptah pushes the limit and makes a mad dash across the established finish line near Azar. He is breathing hard and visibly tired, struggling to catch his breath in a bent over posture. Azar throws him a towel.
“Well, how did I do old man; did I break any records today?” Ptah inquires.
Azar nods a disapproval, “It took you too long today to run ten miles, Champ. You didn’t stop to have lunch somewhere, did you? Maybe ther’s too many distractions out here: might be better to find you a more secluded place for your jogging sessions.”
In a kneeling position Ptah removes his ankle weights and looks somewhat amused about Azar’s comments, “Listen old man, seclusion is not a solution, and besides, the ocean air and beautiful surroundings give me a lot of energy.”
Azar moves closer to face Ptah directly. “Yeh, well I hope you’re building up enough energy to deal with Rolan when you climb into the ring in two months. This is an important fight and I don’t want you to take this man lightly.”
“Old man, who’s been champ for five long years; who can come close to dealing with the speed and powers of The Wizard? I’ve mastered my techniques and my spirit is completely alive in the ring with any opponent.”
Ptah starts to dance around a little and shadow box as he continues to explain himself. “I know how to flow Azar, like the waves in that ocean. My mind is clear to respond to the next moment in life. Don’t worry, this Rolan won’t get pass the third round.”
Azar is watching Ptah demonstrate his skills. “I’m not worried Champ, I just wanna make sure you don’t underestimate Rolan. He’s first rate and he’s trained long and hard for this title bout - he’s hungry Champ! Rolan’s family is devoted to the martial arts, and they want this title. His brother, Battala, has held the heavyweight title for the past three years, and now, the Akans are hoping to claim another title.”
Azar’s serious demeanor reveals his concerns and apprehensions about the outcome of this match. He has deep reservations about the Akan Clan that Rolan is a member of. This upcoming fight, unlike many in the past, may be more than just a title bout in the arena. “Rolan is strong and aggressive; he’s trained in the whirlwind style under Rasheed The Black Mongolian. He doesn’t have your speed, but he carries a mean punch, powerful kicks and he’s very deceptive in the ring, Champ.”
It’s unusual for Azar to speak at length unless there is something heavy on his mind - a point that he’s definitely trying to get across. Ptah senses the seriousness of the matter, turns and casts a deep stare at the ocean. He starts to speak slowly, choosing his words carefully.
“It will be a good fight Azar, but Rolan can’t beat me. He’s no match for my abilities. I’m at my peak, and it will take a complete master in the arts to defeat me. Whatever he does, I will be his reflection. Whatever he thinks, I will provide an answer.”
Ptah then turns to face Azar.
“He cannot escape my will or the physical damage that will follow. And do not worry about the Akan Clan, we Dogons are very much aware of their thirst for power and we will not waver in dealing with them with a firm hand.”
The expression on Azar’s face turns to one of admiration and respect as he listens to the 28 year-old champ. He knows that if a fighter is not totally confident that he can beat his opponent, if there are any doubts, there may be problems. In all of Ptah’s previous 65 title bouts, he has shown supreme confidence in his ability to crush his opponents. As an ex-boxer and a former heavyweight champion in the WBC, Azar is keenly aware of how important this is. Azar was known as The Crusher in his professional career, and he would literally try to pound his opponents into submission. He had 35 professional fights with 28 wins (20 KOs), three draws and four losses. Azar loved boxing and the martial arts in general, however, too many punches to the head and a failed marriage to Satin Brown ended his career at age 40.
Training Ptah has been a fantastic experience for Azar. And now at age 55, with a pot belly and bald head, this challenge gave Azar a chance to stay in the game and to relive, perhaps vicariously through Ptah, the thrill and struggle for victory in the fight game.
When Ptah went pro, his decision to be trained by a former boxing champion was based on his need and desire to acquire some boxing skills as well as the opportunity to work with a man like Azar, who was a devastating puncher and a man of great endurance and ferocity in the ring. Azar’s dedication to Ptah and his willingness to learn the mechanics and execution of other martial arts techniques made Azar not only a unique and inspiring trainer but also a trusted friend and mentor. Azar always spoke his mind and maintained a rigorous training schedule for the young champ.
Azar breaks the moment of seriousness to begin the next phase of the day’s training schedule. “Well, it’s time to sharpen up those skills - action speaks louder than words. Let’s hit the platform and see what your kicks look like.”
Ptah smiles and starts dancing and jokingly throws a few jabs at Azar’s head. “Better lookout, I’m packing a lot of power today old man.”
Azar ducks, feints and slowly climbs onto the concrete platform. “Noo problem, throw your best shots.”
As both men move onto the platform, Azar grabs a rectangular shaped kicking bag and takes a strong stance, placing the bag in front of himself as a target for Ptah. Ptah begins a series of rhythmic kicking motions interspersed with brilliantly executed kicks delivered to the bag Azar is holding. His first major power kick is a side kick that sends the 200 pound Azar sailing into the rails. Ptah kiai’s loudly, “JOY!”
“That’s good Ptah, that’s real good. Be sure to give that to Rolan,” Azar replies as he quickly recovers from the blow.
*****
Later that afternoon, Ptah pulls into his driveway and is greeted by Sheba. She has been waiting for him nearly an hour at his St. Francis Woods home. Ptah waves at Sheba as she jumps out of her silver 2010 Lexus SUV and quickly walks to greet her lover. Her olive brown complexion and golden smile radiates on this hazy summer afternoon. She is dressed in a blue and gold one piece jump suit that fits perfectly on her athletically built medium sized frame. Sheba’s short curly shag hairstyle and oval-shaped girlish face makes her look a lot younger than 28 years old. Ptah is all smiles as she dashes over to meet him. “Hey baby, how was your workout today? Sheba said.
“It was real good; the old man pushed me to the limit.” With a lover’s expression Ptah puts his arms around Sheba and they embrace for a long passionate kiss, followed by two more. They show deep affection for each other and sincere desire. These two have been inseparable for nearly ten years.
Ptah had dated many girls while in high school and college, but he didn’t find his true love until he met Sheba at the age of 19. On the day he met her, he was competing in an all day karate tournament and was wiping out one opponent after another. Sheba was sitting in the audience with her girlfriend, Sheri. She was fascinated with everything about Ptah and boldly approached him after the tournament was over. In that initial encounter, she simply said in a low sexy voice, “You look good out there today, I wanna git to know you.” She had a serious but innocent expression on her face and Ptah felt something special about her from that very first moment. Ptah was strongly attracted to her combination of pure beauty, innocent appeal and tough demeanor. He admired women with courage and boldness. Their attraction for each other was instant and spontaneous. They began dating shortly thereafter.
All of the women Ptah had dated before were well educated, came from well-to-do families, were career oriented and had strong religious beliefs. But Sheba was different, she came from the hood. Possessing a rare beauty and an almost childlike innocent look, Sheba was a tough, daring young lady with killer instincts. She grew up in a rough section of East Oakland and was known on the streets as Sheba the assassin. Her mother, Rachelle, was a divorcee with two children, Sheba and her younger brother, Jason Jr. Sheba also has an older cousin, Clem, who was a gang banger in East Oakland and the smart but dangerous leader of the 85th Street Crew.
When Sheba was 14, her mother started dating a man by the name of Snake Colemen. Sheba was already somewhat developed for her age, and this didn’t go unnoticed by Snake. One day Sheba’s mother took Jason Jr. to the hospital to get his measle shots. She left Snake at home with Sheba who was doing her homework for school. Snake tried to molest Sheba, but she got away and got her mother’s pistol (that was kept in a shoe box under her bed) and shot Snake three times; once in the head, once in the groin and finally in the stomach. He died instantly. Sheba put the gun back into the box and settled down to complete her homework. Upon hearing the shots, the neighbors called the police who came and found Snake lying in a puddle of blood and Sheba quietly doing her homework in her room.
Sheba was not afraid of the difficulties of life. As she grew older, she learned to be tough and fight like her cousin, Clem. She always liked knives and bladed weapons, and was known for cutting people who bothered her. She grew up with a no-nonsense attitude, was wild but not loose.
Sheba left the streets and not only became Ptah’s woman but also his most devoted student. He trained her in two styles of martial arts, but she found particular interest in ninjitsu, with its large array of weapons and art of deception. Ptah’s love and special training helped Sheba to overcome the scars and tragedies of her past in East Oakland. Ptah reshaped Sheba’s killer instincts with discipline and a true sense of the art of self-defense.
Sheba also went back to school and eventually earned a B.A. degree in business from U.C. Berkeley. Shortly after that, she started working for Fortune and Fame magazine. Sheba has been with Ptah throughout most of his professional career, and when they are together, she serves as his secret bodyguard.
After their last embrace, Sheba whispered, “It’s good to see you, Ptah. It’s always good to see you.”
“Seems like a month but it’s only been three days baby,” Ptah replied with a sincere expression on his face.
“Do you love me Ptah?” A question Sheba usually asked after brief periods of separation.
Ptah shakes his head and smiles as if astonished by the question. “How many times do I have to tell you, you know I love you. You’re the only one; you’re my greatest fantasy, my guiding light, my bridge over troubled waters, my...”
Sheba is amused but cuts in to stop the overblown reply. “Okay Ptah, don’t rub it in, ‘cause I may not believe you. Are you still taking me to dinner tonight?”
“Yeh, we’re still going. But it will be around eight, after I see Lady Dogon.”
Hearing the name Lady Dogon puts a serious expression on Sheba’s face, one of admiration and respect. As Ptah’s mother and spiritual advisor, Lady Dogon is the guiding force in the Dogon family, the mystic light and bearer of an ancient tradition.
Ptah grabs his workout bag and they start walking towards the front door of his two-story custom-built home. Situated on a small hill, Ptah’s six bedroom home, complete with an outdoor sauna/jacuzzi and private gym, is perfect for this young bachelor. The living room is large and spacious with paneled mahogany walls and solid parquet floors. Large carefully weaved oriental rugs cover portions of the floor and the house is decorated throughout with various pieces of ancient African art, particularly African/Egyptian and Dogon classical art pieces.
In the kitchen, Sheba takes a seat at a large circular table while Ptah grabs a bowl of fruit salad and a container of carrot juice from the refrigerator. He prepares two bowls of the colorful salad and pours two glasses of carrot juice. Vitamin pills, raisins, sunflower seeds, nuts and other health food items are in bowls, bottles and special containers on the table and counters. Ptah motions to Sheba that he would like to bless the food before they eat. In Dogon tradition, this is a sacred ritual recognizing the supreme importance of the food that is fed the human body - proper nourishment for growth, energy, balance and cleansing of the human system. Holding his hands out with palms up in Muslim custom, Ptah lowers his head to recite the prayer. “We give thanks to the benevolent powers of nature and the universe for providing this nourishment for our bodies so that we may live and be productive spirits in this world and lifetime. Amen.”
Sheba eagerly starts eating the deliciously prepared fruit salad consisting of cantaloupe, honey dew melon, freshly cut strawberries, bananas, watermelon, green and red seedless grapes, all sprinkled with wheat germ. Ptah is clearly considered what the 20th century would call a health food nut. However, by the year 2010, large segments of the world’s population were beginning to move in this direction of proper nutrition as part of a spiritual movement and disease prevention. As they enjoy their meal, Sheba inquires about the upcoming fight with Rolan.
“So you don’t think this Rolan is gonna be a problem, huh? I hear that he and his brother, Battala, are some vicious people, the kind you wouldn’t want to meet in some dark alley. Also, cousin Clem tells me that these brothers are part of the Akan clan, who are some heavy hitters in the underworld. I think we need to be especially careful in this fight, Ptah. I seriously don’t think these people believe in fair play.”
Ptah had heard the rumors and was aware of the potential threat of the Akan clan. “Don’t worry Sheba, I’ll be ready. If they want my title, they’re gonna have to defeat me in the ring in front of thousands of people. The ring is the final test, and all the gossip and media buildup is nothing but stage - Hollywood.” Appearing somewhat exhausted and annoyed by the tales of tough opponents, Ptah continues. “In eight years of professional fighting, I’ve heard it all. Opponents with bodies of steel, hands that can smash though brick walls, feet that kick you senseless: a lot of it is just hype. If you create a mystique around a fighter to scare his opponents, then half the battle is won.”
Sheba completely understood Ptah’s explanation, but she still harbored strong reservations about the Akan clan. Their reputation preceded them in all things evil and dishonest. Their organization had established an international network in the principal commodities of heroin, cocaine, diamonds, stolen computer chips and money laundering through legitimate banking sources and Internet e-money connections. They’re considered one of the most efficiently run sophisticated crime organizations in the world, with few leaks and no serious arrests or drug busts. This is what flowed through Sheba’s mind; a well managed crime organization was infiltrating their fight game and she didn’t like it.
Ptah looks at Sheba and motions for her to drink her carrot juice. “Now drink your carrot juice Sheba and stop worryin’ about the Akans.”
Sheba teasingly displays the disposition of a young child who has been made to drink her milk. “Ptah, you think I could have a glass of orange juice instead? I...”
Ptah is playfully adamant and points to her glass. “Drink it Sheba, it’s good for you. It has vitamin...”
Sheba has heard this tune before and begins to recite in a monotone voice the benefits of this juice. “I know Ptah, it has vitamins A, B, C and E; it has calcium, magnesium, phosphorus and other unknown trace minerals. It brings you up when you’re down and turns you on when you’re off.”
Ptah applauds. “Yeh, you remembered, huh. That’s good, now drink it or I’m going to take you in the room and...”
Just then the phone rings and Ptah goes to answer it. Sheba starts to drink her juice and mockingly frowns at Ptah as if she’s taking some bitter medicine. Ptah had been expecting this caller. “Hello Jake, what’s happenin’?” Jake informs Ptah that he has a videotape on Rolan and the Akan clan. “Good, alright; bring it over; later.” Ptah hangs up and stares at the phone a moment with a smile on his face and then walks over to Sheba. She gives Ptah an inquisitive look.
“Jake the deal maker Castle, now ther’s a real character for you. If ther’s any money to be made, he’ll be on the scene. What’s he bringing over?”
“He has a CD of Rolan in action, and we’ll also get to see Battala and some of the rest of the Akan clan. There might be some stuff on there about their training methods, too.”
The doorbell rings and Ptah quickly moves to answer it, “That must be Azar.” As he opens the front door, the callers include Azar Brown, Ptah’s sister, Neferatari (Tari for short), and his younger brother, Osirus. Pleasant greetings are exchanged as Sheba enters the living room eating a bowl of fruit salad. Tari motions to Sheba with particular interest and walks in her direction.
“Just the person I need to see. Tell me about the Black Futurists convention in L.A.; I want all the details. And wher’s the rest of that salad?”
“L.A. was great Tari, my marketing seminar pulled in a lot of business; we should see the results by the end of the summer,” Sheba replied. She leads Tari into the kitchen area. “Salad’s in the kitchen.”
Standing near a wall mural of ancient Kemetic temples, Azar, Si (short for Osirus) and Ptah begins a light hearted conversation. Si, who is a head taller than Ptah, is slimly built, wears his hair in short African braids and likes to wear old-style vests made from the 1950’s era. At age 26, he’s a young scientific genius and mathematician, and is shy when it comes to the opposite sex. Si moves closer to Ptah and in an almost whispered tone, he starts to tell him and Azar about a recent encounter.
“Brother, I have just met the most exciting and intelligent woman in all my life; and she really understands me.”
Ptah’s interest is glowing with anticipation. “Really, she’s that tough,” he replies while nodding in approval to Azar.
Si shakes his head in total approval. “Brother, I think I’m breaking out of my shyness. I followed your advice to the letter. I simply could not resist introducing myself once I saw her.”
Ptah inquires, “Have you taken her out yet?”
“Yeh, we went out to dinner last week,” Si confidently replies. “And it was such a beautiful evening with a full moon, soft summer breeze and stars shining bright. After dinner she wanted to go to the beach.”
Ptah and Azar looked at each other with the expression that this is going to be an interesting story. “Si, what happened at the beach? Did you kiss her?” Azar inquired.
Si blushes a little while he continues with his story. “While we were listening to the ocean, I started telling her about the planets, the stars and the universe. I told her about our ancestors, the Dogons, and that many thousands of years ago they were visited by beings from another planet, the Nummo.” Si paused for a moment to glance at his listeners and looking puzzled he says, “And she didn’t seem astonished at all, in fact, she really wanted to know more.”
“Now that’s interesting Si, because most people you tell that story to think you’re either crazy or been watching too much science fiction,” said Ptah. With his curiosity stirring, Ptah asks, “What’s her name?”
At this point Azar is also deep in thought about this mystery woman and the Dogon history. “Yeh, I still find that Dogon story hard to believe. Tell us Si, what’s her name?”
“Her name is Hathor, the name given to the protective cow Goddess of 18th Dynasty Kemet. She meditates daily, is devoted to ancient African mysticism and is an Egyptologist at the Bay Area Institute of African Kemetology. She travels extensively and does a great deal of field research for the Institute,” Si replies.
Azar is amused and begins to laugh, “I knew it, she’s weird just like you. Did you tell her about some of your crazy ideas about buildin’ a flyin’ saucer and flyin’ in space?”
Si shakes his head in mock disgust and smiles, but he is out to make a point. “Azar, one of these days I’m gonna take you for a ride in a solar-built flying saucer that uses only hydrogen for fuel. It’s possible Azar, believe me, it’s very possible!” Si turns his attention to Ptah who has been listening attentively. “I told her that the Nummo left our ancestors 366 symbols which they used to build a cosmological model of the universe and a philosophical system for our people. She has heard about Lady Dogon and would like very much to meet our mother. What do you think, Ptah?”
Ptah responds without hesitation. “Introduce them. Our history is no longer a secret to the world. Lady Dogon reveals what is necessary to further the study of our ancestors, but the sacred knowledge is never spoken: it can only be passed on to the initiates who are prepared to accept the responsibilities of the inner power.”
Ptah’s words leave Si in a state of deep concentration. All their lives they have been taught the history of the Dogon people, their sacred knowledge and the mysteries of the Nummo. To Si and Ptah, their family history is a deep commitment and way of life. The hidden secrets and power can only be revealed in stages, and they are dedicated to the evolutionary process of awakening to the Dogon mission.
Si nods in approval, “I understand Ptah, Lady Dogon has taught us so much and yet I feel we are only scratching the surface.”
“We are brother. We are!” Ptah said.
Azar walks over and places one hand on Ptah’s shoulder and his other hand on Si’s shoulder and boldly declares in a somber demeanor, “One thing I know, you Dogons are some mighty strange people.” The seriousness of the moment is broken as they all laugh.
The door bell rings, Azar breaks from the group and goes to open the front door. The callers are Jake Castle, a well dressed middle aged entrepreneur and business manager for Ptah, and Hasan, Ptah’s sparring partner, associate trainer and spiritual brother. Hasan is the assistant minister at a local Muslim Temple and is a dedicated martial artist, known to many as an expert kicker with very fast legs. Tari and Sheba leave the kitchen to join the others in the living room. Si makes a dash for the wet bar and prepares a half a glass of sparkling soda over ice. He pulls a half pint of scotch out of his coat pocket and mixes a scotch and soda. Greetings are exchanged by everyone present.
As Jake casually makes his way to Ptah, he motions to Si at the wet bar, “Pour me one too Si. One of these days I’m going to git Ptah to start carryin’ some booze around here.” Then Jake casts a stare at the vivacious Tari, a woman of statue with smooth chocolate brown skin. She wears long African braids that hang down to about the middle of her back. Jake has always been interested in Tari, due in part to his personal appetite for healthy black women. “Hello ladies. And I must say Tari you look especially beautiful today.” Taking a sip of the drink Si gives him, he continues, “Shall I pick you up Friday or Saturday for dinner?”
Tari is clearly amused but is smooth in her response. “Thanks for the invitation Jake but I’m terribly sorry; I’m booked tight for the rest of the year.”
Everyone laughs as Ptah goes over to Jake and takes the CD from him. “Jake I told you; your reputation with the women in this town has ruined your chances with Tari. She thinks you’re some kinda player or something. Let’s see what’s on that CD,” Ptah said while removing the CD from its jacket.
Jake holds his hands up as if pleading for his innocence. “I’m no player! I’ve only been trying to find the right woman to light my fire and keep it burning. One of these days Tari you’ll see the light. I’m that man in your dreams.”
Ptah walks over to his entertainment center, grabs a remote control and loads the CD into a disc player. At the press of a button a flat paneled video screen slowly emerges from the ceiling. Everyone begins to take a seat. Tari continues to mock Jake’s advances with one parting comment. “You’re right Jake, one of these days I will see the light. But I seriously don’t think you’re going to be the one to turn it on. As for my dream man, I’ve yet to meet him. And I’m sure it will probably be the shock of my life.”
Unable to hold back any further, Azar tells Jake, “Give it up Jake; you haven’t got a chance.”
Everyone’s attention then turns to the video monitor that has started to show the contents of the CD. The opening scenes are short cuts of both Rolan and Battala in sparring sessions at their Atlanta, Georgia training camp. A few spectators are present and a close up shot reveals a slimly built but very muscular woman martial artist. Her long neck resembles a gazelle, and in her red and black body suit, she appears lean and tough.
Taking another sip from his scotch and soda and moving in to grab a seat, Jake remarks, “That charming lady is Lola, Battala’s girlfriend. She holds a 5th degree Black Belt in karate and tae-kwon do. She’s famous for her flying jump kicks and lightning fast moves. And as you may have noticed by her physique, she is an avid body builder.
Ptah breaks his silence as if remembering something, “I think I saw her at the beach this morning during my run.”
Jake nods in acknowledgment, “That means they’re starting to watch us. They’re all dedicated to the martial arts and owe their allegiance to that woman.” Just then the next scene provides a close up of a stern, sinisterlooking woman in her late fifties. Her right hand is resting on a beautifully sculptured gold cane which she carries at all times. Jake continues, “Nzinga Akan, the mother of Rolan and Battala. She is the domineering leader of the United States faction of the Akan Clan and makes all of the decisions here. The godfather of the Akans is Nzinga’s father, Soliman Ur, who’s now approaching 80. This title shot means a lot to them; they’ve been after it a long time. Battala is now the light heavyweight champion of the world in our fight game. If they can get control over the welterweight division it would put them in a position of power and they would gain control of several multimillion dollar title fights. Our undercover sources tell us that Nzinga is attempting to expand the clan’s power into several worldwide financial arenas. Their organization has avoided any major busts, so on the surface they come up clean. But we know that they are involved in money laundering, drug dealing, computer chip robbery and weapons sales.”
Speaking loudly to everyone in the room, Hasan says, “So it appears we are up against more than just a title fight.”
“Lady Dogon will probably take a special interest in this Nzinga,” Tari observes.
“Yeh, no doubt, she probably will,” Si replied.
Everyone’s attention focuses on the last match that Rolan won. It reveals his power, cunning maneuvers and viciousness. He throws fast round house kicks to his opponent’s head and upper body followed by strong body attacks with various boxing techniques. The opponent is knocked out in the second round. Everyone is quiet for a moment.
Si looks to Ptah. “Well brother, what’s the verdict? Will he be a problem?”
Ptah continues to stare at the TV monitor in deep concentration with everyone waiting to hear his response. “He’ll be a worthy opponent but he’s no match for The Wizard.” Ptah scans the room as he continues, “I’ll destroy this Destroyer by the third round. He’ll meet the same defeat his last opponent met. Only a true master in the arts can come anywhere close to defeating me in the ring. This Rolan is not that man!”
*****
Arriving at his parents home at 49 Universe Drive in the Barbary Coast, Ptah pulls into the car port facing the Golden Gate Bridge. Developed as an exclusive community, the Barbary Coast is part of the Presidio base conversion master plan which was to convert a section of the old military base into an area similar to Beverly Hills in Southern California. Like the 17 Mile Drive in Monterey County, the scenic views from many of the locations are spectacular: Alcatraz Island, the Golden Gate Bridge, Sausalito, Marin County, and the ocean and bay views. Two hundred lots were sold in 2005, each with three to four acres of land. The Dogons purchased a four acre lot high up on a hill overlooking the bridge. They built a small 14 room mansion utilizing some ingenuous architectural designs: some futuristic and unknown to earth, traditional African designs from Mali and Anzania, and ancient African/Egyptian pyramid structural designs. Their goal was not only to create a comfortable home, but to also develop a unique environment that characterizes Dogon family traditions.
The perimeter of the mansion is built in a semi circle, Kraal design, based on Zulu tradition. The layout is sectional and in the center of the foundation is a globe structure that serves as the main living room area. To the right is a small pyramid structure that serves as Lady Dogon’s private office, research and meditation center. To the left is a two story structure that is built in the style of an ancient Egyptian temple and contains the major rooms and living space of the mansion. Several short hallways all lead to the center room like spokes in a wheel, similar to a flying saucer. Built using steel frames and the latest alloys, with a special silver colored exterior, the entire mansion resembles a futuristic setting out of a Hollywood movie.
Ptah is still amazed by the beauty and splendor of the structure. As he gets out of his car, he pauses to observe the surroundings and check his appearance. He made sure to shave and trim his mustache. Since childhood, his mother had always stressed the importance of a neat appearance, good hygiene, proper language and good diction. She taught him to be versatile and to know when to use slang as the appropriate mode of expression. At a minimum, each of her four children were to be well versed in at least four languages: English, Spanish or Portuguese, an Asian language, and the Bambara language of the people of Mali.
When the front door opens, Ptah is greeted by his father, who is affectionately known as Poppa Dogon. He’s in a characteristically good mood and is a well-preserved sixty year old black man. He has a whimsical and rather comical demeanor about himself, like the ancient African storyteller, Aesop.
“Well if it ain’t The Wizard. Your mother is expecting you, but she’s still on a long distance conference call with some political types back east. We have a moment, I want you to hear something.”
“Wher’s Azizi?” Ptah asks.
“She’s in Mali for the annual Dogon festival and looking after family business.”
Azizi is the family’s secretary who is in charge of taking care of the mansion. She is also a traditional Dogon priestess in her own right. Poppa Dogon escorts Ptah into the spacious globe-shaped living room. It has a gold ceiling measuring about 50 feet in height with a glass dome in its center. The rest of the room is painted throughout in blue and gold, the colors of ancient Egypt. The walls are covered with African motifs, artwork and symbols, and in the rear of the area sits a 9’ by 14’ replica of the Great Sphinx in a sand dune oasis. As Ptah enters the ancient designed setting, he instinctively looks up through the glass ceiling, a habit of most people entering the room. He takes a seat on one of the specially designed throne chairs situated in the center of the area. Poppa Dogon goes over to the entertainment center, sorts through some of his antique collection of vinyl records and plays a selection by Horace Silver entitled Pretty Eyes. He starts to flow a little with the beat.
“Remember that sound, Ptah? It was in the early eighties on a hot summer night; a jazz concert in Detroit. Your mother and I took you with us that night, and you got the spirit. Listen to that, you hear that beat, that Horace Silver piano?
Man, you jumped out of your mother’s lap, ran down to the stage where Horace was playing and started doing your little thing; five years old.” Poppa Dogon threw his hands up as if making a proclamation. “I’m telling you, that brought the whole house down!” Ptah is laughing hard as his father demonstrates how he did his little dance many years ago.
“Pop, what happened then?” Ptah asked. Poppa Dogon became even more animated in telling the story.
“Everybody got into the act. Horace played nonstop for 30 minutes and you never stopped dancin’. People were sayin’ ‘that boy has a lotta spirit’ and ‘he really likes jazz’!” He then looks at Ptah with a whimsical expression and wide grin. “You know Ptah, maybe you should have become a musician.”
“Sorry Pop, that was not my calling,” Ptah replied.
While shaking his head in a mock puzzlement, Poppa Dogon goes over to the small wet bar and pours two glasses of cold freshly squeezed orange juice. Ptah follows and takes a seat at the bar. Poppa Dogon takes his wallet out and pulls a small picture out of it. He takes a sip of juice and shows Ptah the picture, as he beams with pride.
“Ptah this is your baby picture at nine months old. Son, you were the prettiest baby in town; all the women wanted to take you away with them.” Poppa Dogon shakes his head as if something was wrong as he continues, “But look at you now. You should have stayed a baby, Ptah. Your grandmother took you away that summer while your mother finished her Ph.D. in physics at U.C. Berkeley. Your mother’s a brilliant woman, Ptah, one of the few Africans that came to America from Mali.”
Ptah was familiar with the story. And after 15 years in the aerospace industry, Lady Dogon left the billion dollar research labs and started her own research center, the Dogon Institute of Science and Technology. Ptah’s parents wanted him to become a scientist like his brother, Osirus. But Poppa and Lady Dogon decided long ago to allow all of their children to develop their own unique God-given talents. They were very surprised when Ptah wanted to concentrate his energies on the martial arts. They supported his decisions in this area, and with his mother’s special training, Ptah’s skills and natural talents were developed in many ways. He started training in the arts when he was just five years old, and by the time he was nine, he began the special Dogon philosophical and spiritual training taught by the African priestess, Lady Dogon.
Lady Dogon is the daughter of the Nummo, Shaheem, one of the four Nummos that came to earth over 10,000 years ago. In his last reincarnation or Karmas, Shaheem married a Dogon priestess named Saya. From their union came Tiye Dogon (Lady Dogon), prophesied as the Queen-Mother of the fallen people on earth. Shaheem taught Tiye the ways of the Nummo and instilled in her the mission to redeem the fallen people in the days of the great awakening.
“As long as I can remember, Pop, my goal has always been to become a master in the martial arts,” Ptah said.
Poppa Dogon nodded in agreement to his son’s chosen mission and passion. “Son, are you ready for this next fight?”
“Yeh Pop, I’m ready,” Ptah said.
“I’m sorry I won’t be able to make this one. I’ve got to attend an important business conference in Ghana.”
Ptah’s expression becomes contemplative. “I’m beginning to feel that it’s time to move on to a higher level, Pop. Lady Dogon has taught me that I would know deep within when it’s time for the next major stage in my development. I feel the need to expand my abilities.”
Lady Dogon enters the living room area from an automatic doorway leading from her pyramid office. She is a serene and elegant woman in her mid-fifties, with piercing black eyes and a dark brown complexion. She’s fond of wearing an ancient African/Egyptian style head piece, and carries an old black serpent cane given to her by her father, Shaheem the Nummo. Lady Dogon is delighted to see her son and forms the Dogon Wo’se (the customary peace and strength greeting with both hands forming a triangle pattern at face level while bowing). She then kisses her son on the forehead. Poppa Dogon pours her a glass of juice and kisses her on the cheek.
“So my dear, does Washington D.C. see things your way? I’m sure you have pointed out how stupid their actions are,” Poppa Dogon said. In a voice that is as serene and smooth as her demeanor, she explains the situation.
“I’m deeply honored that Washington considers my research of vital interest to the security of this country, but that could impose some restrictions on our activities, particularly on the international scene. We must find a way to cope with this new form of governmental concerns. In the meantime, our plans will stay on course in Ghana,” Lady Dogon replied. She turns to Ptah.
“It’s time Ptah; let’s talk in the meditation chamber.” She gestures to her husband as they leave the room. “Excuse us dear, we won’t be too long. And by the way, I’m still looking forward to my back rub tonight.”
Poppa Dogon is all smiles. “It will be my pleasure dear, and I’ll make sure you two are not disturbed.”
“Thanks Pop, I’ll see you later,” Ptah said.
Poppa Dogon observes his wife and son leaving the room through the automatic door passage. He reaches for a bottle of vodka and pours a little into his orange juice, takes a sip and presents a toast in the direction of his family’s exit. He goes to the stereo and plays another tune.
*****
Lady Dogon’s pyramid-shaped office/study area is separated into four chambers and is one of the most uniquely designed interior home developments in the world. The four chambers consist of a fully-equipped office, an astronomical observatory, the sacred hall of meditation and a fascinating virtual reality room with 19 futuristic and ancient historic settings. Lady Dogon’s multi-genius scientific endeavors are far-reaching and in some ways other-worldly. She has chosen the sacred hall of meditation for their meeting, a room reminiscent of an ancient African/Egyptian Temple. The entrance way has two ancient limestone columns supporting a large black pyramid capstone. The spacious interior walls are decorated with exotic looking rocks, providing an atmosphere of peace and serenity. Torch lights are placed throughout the room and in the center is a miniature pond positioned beneath a sacred astronomical altar with a cave-like fireplace. It’s a mystical setting complete with Kemetic art pieces, specially designed paintings and hieroglyphics.
Lady Dogon and Ptah are seated around a large gold circular table which bears the inscription of the Sige, the grand event in Dogon history that occurs every sixty years in observance of the solar alignment of the earth, sun and the mystery planet of the Dogon ancestors. A small waterfall flows into the pond and adds a dimension of motion and rhythm in the universe. Tranquil musical sound permeates the entire environment in a low soothing volume. Special incense from Mali and Ghana provides a mystic aroma conducive for deep meditative thought. Lady Dogon is wearing the ancient black robe of her ancestors. Her eyes are focused on Ptah as he gazes into the pond searching for answers. “Ptah, it is getting close to the time for the next stage in your development.”
Ptah breaks his concentration, “I know, I feel this incredible need to move to a higher level.”
“Describe to me exactly what you’re feeling,” Lady Dogon says.
“A deep desire to become a complete master in the martial arts, to go beyond the arena, the bright lights, and money and fame.”
“My son, major developments are moving to shape your destiny. Your abilities will be tested and soon you will have to make some very important decisions regarding your future. You have a true and natural gift Ptah and together we have been able to expand your inner powers. A new era is upon us all my son; the time of the great awakening.”
Ptah listens very intently, is motionless and totally absorbed in the wisdom of Lady Dogon.
“How is Sheba? Lady Dogon asks.
Ptah takes a moment to reflect on Sheba for she has been a very important part of his life for nearly ten years. In the beginning, Lady Dogon was concerned about a relationship between Ptah and Sheba, but as time went by she came to understand that they were meant for each other. And that was it! Ptah smiles when he hears Sheba’s name.
“She’s great Mom, she has really been a blessing.”
“That’s good, Ptah. She’s good for you and loves you very much. Take care of this love my son. Are you still planning to visit Askia tomorrow? Lady Dogon inquired.
“Yes, he wants me to come up there before the fight.”
“You will have to reveal to him the complete truth about Rhea-Isis. It will not be easy on him, but he must know. He must also be informed about the baby at this time. We must bring all of this to the surface. This has been a very painful ordeal for him, Ptah, but he is becoming a better man and a stronger Dogon. He’s had time to explore other parts of his nature and to understand the errors of his past. Help him to further this process. Is that clear, Ptah?”
“Yes, I understand mother. I will tell him the whole story. I’m looking forward to seeing him; it’s been eight months since my last visit.”
Ptah completely understood his mother’s concern. His brother Askia was serving time in Pelican Bay for a white collar crime he didn’t commit. He had been framed by Rhea-Isis, the woman whom he loved very deeply. And there had been a deep conspiracy orchestrated by Kromack, an evil but powerful Nummo, to destroy the Dogon power.
Lady Dogon hands a sealed envelope to Ptah addressed to Askia. “Give this letter to Askia just before the end of your visit. Tell him I said to be strong and to seek the inner council of his spirit.”
“I will mother, I will.”
“Are you ready for your next fight?” Lady Dogon inquires.
“I’m physically ready, but my inner power is not focused; I feel that I must evolve.”
“Remember my son to never unleash the full measure of your mental powers in the arena. Use them only in life and death situations. In time you will grow even stronger and your real enemies will fear you. You will become a supreme master in the martial arts; that is your destiny.”
Ptah begins to enter into a state of deep meditation and must now call on the spiritual guidance of Lady Dogon, the ancient African priestess. “I have come for your guidance Lady Dogon,” Ptah requests.
Lady Dogon is sitting directly across from Ptah, her eyes closed with both hands chest high, forming the Dogon Wo’se (peace and strength greeting). There is a supreme beauty about her, a strong inner spirit. Ptah forms the Wo’se and bows his head in reverence.
“Concentrate on the sound of the flowing water Ptah, become one with it. Let go of the transitory life and flow with the eternal energies. Time is an illusion; eternity is everlasting. Flow with the spirit of the Nummo,” Lady Dogon said in a low mystical voice.
Ptah becomes very relaxed, his hands are resting on his knees, palms up in Muslim fashion, as he falls into a deep trance into a world where he will find a deeper meaning to his mission in life.
*****
Ptah rises early in the morning to start his four hour journey to Pelican Bay. He looks forward to visiting with his older brother, Askia. Coming up as young boys, Askia was always protective of his younger brother, even though Ptah was very capable of handling most situations on his own. Ptah is looking forward to a long afternoon of discussions and soul-searching. There is much he needs to tell his brother.
The morning is cold, damp, and foggy, with a strong breeze coming in from the ocean. Driving across the Golden Gate Bridge Ptah reflects on some key events in his brother’s life. Askia is the outgoing extrovert in the family, an organization man with sharp business instincts. He went to Stanford and majored in business, and eventually went to work for a top venture capitalists firm (Tital, Spencer and Jacob Venture Fund) in Silicon Valley. During the second wave of the Internet Revolution, Askia was instrumental in spearheading several multimillion dollar IPO deals that took companies public in the streaming audio and video arena. He founded an incubator company that hatched a number of successful companies in the fields of fuel cell technology and fiber optics. During the bull market that began in 2006, he financed or invested in a string of successful companies which included taking the Dogon Science and Technology Center public. Many of his investments in the currency, bond and stock markets were successful. It seemed that everything he touched turned to gold.
Askia had been a bold visionary in the business world and demonstrated exceptional talent in finance and leadership. He was well respected and considered by many a brilliant international financier. In time, he developed a significant network of business associates and contacts throughout the world. Indeed, it was Askia who helped to initiate the development of the World Free Style Martial Arts Association and the multimillion dollar fight game.
Askia has the tough look of a gangster type, but the polished demeanor of a Dogon. Like all of Lady Dogon’s children, Askia was raised on Dogon philosophy and spiritual concepts, but was not well adept in these matters as his brothers and sister. His passion was strong for the material world. He had no lofty spiritual goals, but he was devoted to his family and the Dogon way of life. The outside world engaged his mind; the push for power, gorgeous women, and high living consumed him beyond the limits.
Askia had dated and romanced various women from around the world and enjoyed a life of luxury and financial power. But he could never love deeply, he could never fall in love with any of his many lovers until Reah-Isis came on the scene. Askia was in the prime of his career when Rhea-Isis appeared. An exceptionally beautiful, intelligent and aggressive woman, Rhea-Isis represented a major turning point in Askia’s life. She crawled into his mind and stayed there with a firm resolve to make him love her. However, it was a slow progression to lead Askia to love her, not an instant love, but something that took root and grew like a tree in the forest. And she was patient, carefully biding her time as Askia eliminated the competition. In time, he found himself only desiring her, becoming obsessed with hearing her silky voice, to see her smile and her almond-shaped catlike eyes, to touch her smooth skin, to smell her fragrance. To him she was a real source of inspiration, a breath of fresh air, autumn in New York. He was happy to have found Rhea-Isis and was looking forward to settling down with the love of his life. For once in his life he was truly happy. He had the woman of his dreams and was successfully building the economic and financial base of the Dogon family.
But Rhea-Isis was not simply his passionate love of the ages, she also became a trusted and confident business consultant. She knew the world of finance, the investment arenas, the stock and currency markets. She was also mysteriously well-connected and could engineer certain financial arrangements, particularly in the international arena. Perhaps this is what really sealed the entrapment, his fascination with Rhea-Isis as a brilliant financier. She began working in his operation and learning about his dealings at the top management level. She had access to valuable and important documents, accounting records and various types of computer files. In time she was ready to put together a plot to bring down Askia’s financial empire and ruin his reputation in the financial world.
After nearly four years of covert deception and false love, the trap was unveiled and Askia’s organization became the subject of intense investigations by the Securities and Exchange Commission and the F.B.I. Rhea-Isis had falsified several documents and records, and lead investigators to exact information that incriminated Askia in a securities fraud case. He was convicted of violation of several SEC codes and international standards. But the most damaging charges centered around insider trading, the manipulation of stock prices and the falsification of publicly released information in connection with a multi-billion dollar telecommunications company Askia took public, called TeleSonics. Askia was sentenced to six years in a country club prison for white collar crime convicts, and was made to pay fines and lawsuits of over $1.5 billion.
Askia loved and trusted Rhea-Isis wholeheartedly, and protected her supposed innocence in all of his testimonies and depositions. After he was imprisoned, Rhea-Isis disappeared and left Askia to ponder his fate alone. There were no visits, no phone calls, no letters: Askia soon came to realize that Rhea-Isis had deceived him.
Ptah pondered deeply those early days of his brother’s confinement, how he had withdrawn from the world, betrayed by the only woman he ever loved. That first year in prison was a nightmare, but Askia soon recovered with the help of his family and the strength of the Dogon way of life. Rhea-Isis could not be allowed to destroy him no matter how much he loved her! But he had to arrive at that realization himself, without bitterness and hatred. He had to be patient and to suffer to the end until everything was finally resolved within himself.
As Ptah drives through a heavily wooded area of tall fern and pine trees, feeling the warmth of sun rays cascading through the branches, his thoughts center on more recent developments. After Askia had been in prison for nearly three years, the family uncovered the full story on Rhea-Isis. It was discovered that she is the daughter of Kromack the Nummo, the evil one who is dedicated to destroying the Dogons and stopping the awakening of the fallen people of earth. Kromack desires absolute power and is the power base behind the Akan clan. Rhea-Isis is a chameleon with deep mental abilities and powers similar to Lady Dogon. A final demand given to her by Kromack was to give birth to a child fathered by Askia. So it came to pass that Rhea-Isis bore a man-child and named him Harmarchis. This child would be of the Nummo bloodline, and as destiny would have it, he would be the chosen one. Rhea-Isis and Kromack were seeking to use the child for evil purposes and not for the good of mankind. This is the deepest part of Rhea-Isis’ treachery, for the chosen one had to be born of the bloodline of the Nummos.
As soon as Ptah pulls into the city of Fort Bragg, he stops at a local Chinese restaurant to pick up some of Askia’s favorite Chinese dishes. This has been part of his routine for the past three years in going to Pelican Bay; Askia looked forward to this special treat. Pelican Bay would be about a 45 minute drive from Fort Bragg. Given that the weather had cleared up and the sun was out, it would be a nice scenic drive along the Pacific coast. This would be an opportune time to see the beautiful rock formations and dramatic cliffs.
Arriving at Pelican Bay, Ptah is greeted by the guards at the front gate and goes through the regular routine for weekly visitors. After the routine searches and other mandatory checks, Ptah is instructed to drive to Askia’s living quarters. He’s consciously aware (as always) that the facility looks more like a country club than a prison. There are no cast iron gates, barb wire, bars on the windows, or high concrete walls. Prisoners are not constantly watched or guarded. Guards patrol the perimeter of the facility in small electric-motored vehicles that resemble golf carts. There is freedom of movement for the prisoners who are scheduled to report to various locations (which includes a regular 8 hour a day job) throughout the day. Living quarters are more like apartments than jail cells, for each prisoner has his own separate small apartment. Inmates are allowed bimonthly visits with their spouses and girlfriends for up to four hours in the privacy of their apartments. The food is good and continuing education on various subjects is part of the overall strategy for rehabilitation of this hightech/finance white collar class of criminals. Many of the 500 plus inmates at Pelican Bay were forced to pay fines of $100 million or more for their crimes, in addition to time spent behind bars.
Throughout Pelican Bay’s ten year history, there has been only one attempted escape from the facility, which many inmates thought was a very foolish act. For if anyone is caught trying to escape this model prison environment, the immediate punishment is to spend the rest of their time in a real prison of hardened criminals. This fact is deeply ingrained into every inmate that enters this facility, and most will never serve more than six or seven years for their crimes. And these are smart men who quickly understand that they would probably not last more than one week in a real prison. So only an idiot would abandon the Garden of Eden, as Pelican Bay came to be known and respected among inmates throughout the penal system.
Askia had just completed cutting the grass around his quarters when Ptah pulled into the parking area. He was immediately delighted to see his brother and walked quickly over to greet him. The brothers form the customary Dogon Wo’se and then embrace in a brotherly hug. There was much to talk about and the two were eager to get started.
Ptah immediately notices that Askia looks content and at peace with himself; a man who had reconciled his past and was working on deeper spiritual goals. Ptah knows he will have to put everything on the table, but inwardly he feels that Askia is ready for the complete truth and new information surrounding Rhea-Isis.
But before all of the serious talk, Ptah plans for them to have a late lunch and to listen to a few of the new CDs he has picked up for his brother. Inside the spacious but modest inmate lodging (as they are called at the facility), Ptah brings in the large box of Chinese food and places it on the kitchen table, while Askia sits the remaining packages on a chair in the living room. The smell of Chinese food is in the air and Askia is quick to start opening boxes and making preparations to reheat the food. He’s delighted to see his favorite dishes: curry chicken, chicken with mixed vegetables over rice, shrimp chow mien, prawns with broccoli, won ton soup, Mongolian lamb and sweet bean buns. Ptah also included his specially made fruit salad, tofu burgers and special herb teas. As Askia continues with the preparations, Ptah unwraps a couple of the new classical jazz CDs he purchased, which included such artists as Miles Davis, John Coltrane, Dizzy Gillespie, Sarah Vaughn, Billie Holiday and Brook Benton. Jazz is the standard music for the Dogon clan, however, with Askia, it is a deep passion.
“Put on some Miles,” Askia requests as he sits down and begins to eat his food.
“You got it. This is the new platinum collection of Miles’ greatest hits.”
It has been eight months since Ptah’s last visit and on the surface it seems that Askia is not as bitter or deeply wounded as before. Indeed, his personal lost was a hard pill to swallow, but he endured to live another day and learned through Dogon philosophy to expand his mental and spiritual horizons. The more he rose above this setback, the stronger he became to rebuild himself in the spirit of the Nummo, as Lady Dogon had taught him. Confinement had finally made him a willing student to focus on the
deeper/spiritual goals of the family. Ptah is delighted to see this transformation in Askia and hear him talk about nature, science and the universe, and Askia’s latest passion, poetry.
Askia had recently written a poem (a poetic thought in his own style) that he wanted to share with Ptah: “This is my most recent poetic thought, brother. Check it out; it’s entitled, Jazz Is Free Spirit.
“Jazz is like the ancient Nile, a flowing spirit, free, eternal bliss and fury,
Jazz is a beautiful sun-lit beach, a natural splendour, the color of joy and laughter,
Jazz is a universe without boundaries, a love without end, a deep inner passion,
Jazz is the unity of male and female, harmony of the opposites, the oneness of nature, peace and harmony,
Jazz speaks to me in musical intonations, it is rhythmic thought, telling a story of the universal spirit, a spirit that dwells in all of us, creative energy in motion, Jazz is Africa in ancient times, high civilizations, pyramids of prophecy and temples of glory, a spiritual journey through time and space, evolution and mystery,
Jazz is a black hole in outer space, the deepest mystery, the most profound paradox in physics; it is like a comet flashing a brilliant light through black space, a journey past worlds unknown, galaxies in motion,
I love jazz because jazz is me, my style, my walk, my language, my spiritual rhythm; therefore jazz must be universal.”
Ptah is deeply impressed with what he had just heard.
“Man, that was great! Let me take a copy of that back to Moms and Pops. They will be very delighted, especially Pops; he’ll probably frame it.”
Askia feels good about his poetic efforts, “That came from the heart Ptah; I woke up one day and there it was.” The brothers share a moment of quiet understanding that Askia is beginning to explore a hidden and creative side of himself.
For the first couple of hours the brothers listened to music, ate, laughed and had light conversation about the old days and the growth of the family. But now it was time to talk about the serious issues of the day. Askia sensed that Ptah had something heavy to lay on him, so he opened up for serious talk. Ever since they were kids, whenever Askia wanted to get down to serious business he would close the light talk with a direct comment to be given the real deal.
“What’s happenin’ Ptah; bring me up-to-date on the real deal,” Askia said in a direct tone.
Realizing the gravity of the information he’s about to share with his brother, Ptah begins to feel a little tense and uneasy. “We’ve discovered something new about Rhea-Isis, Askia.”
The name Rhea-Isis still left a bitter taste in Askia’s mouth, a lingering anxiety. But he had grown stronger over the years; the passage of time had reconciled him to accept his fate. He could not be free of her through thoughts of revenge or hatred; he understood that! His spiritual development in confinement had softened the blow, reenergized his being. However, he also knew that there would always be something lingering in the shadows.
“What is she up to these days, Ptah? Has she plotted the overthrow of a government, toppled a dictator or something?” Askia said in a somewhat sarcastic manner.
Ptah completely understood the sarcasm, but at least he wasn’t referring to her as the superbitch from hell anymore. But now Askia had to know something that could be very painful. “We recently discovered that Rhea-Isis had a son two years ago, Askia. It was kept completely secret, but we now know that this child is your son.”
For a long moment Askia stares into space for what seemed like an eternity. He is speechless with a blank expression on his face. He gets up, walks to the front door and opens it to take in a breath of fresh air. Askia turns to face Ptah with an unbelievable smile on his face, as if coming to the realization of some ancient mystery. “I have a son. What an amazing thing, Ptah; I have a son.” And with the look of a proud father he inquired, “What is his name?”
“They call him Harmarchis, and he favors you a lot,” Ptah said.
Askia shakes his head in almost total disbelief. “Harmarchis!” “Ptah, Isn’t that the name of the ancient pre-dynastic king whose face appears on the Great Sphinx?”
“Yeah, we were taught that the time of his rule was well over 10,000 years ago.”
Askia observes Ptah very carefully and senses that there is more to this riddle, that something deeper is lurking in the background. “Ther’s more to this story, isn’t there, Ptah?”
“Yes Askia, there is. The power that was behind Rhea-Isis orchestrating her deception was Kromack! We found out that he’s her father and that there was a master plan in play to not only destroy you but the entire Dogon family. We also think that Kromack is the primary mystical power behind Soliman Ur and the Akan clan. This might explain why they are so successful and command great power in the underworld,” Ptah explains in a somber tone.
Askia inquires, “And my son, how does he fit into all of this?”
“Kromack has taken a special interest in helping to raise and train Harmarchis. We think he is the chosen one, prophesied to be born at the time of the great awakening. It has been written in Nummo history that the chosen one would be born of the bloodline of the Nummos. You are of the bloodline of Shaheem the Nummo and Rhea-Isis is of the bloodline of Kromack the Nummo. Our fear is that Kromack is working to guide and train the latent powers of Harmarchis in the art of evil and chaos. ”
Askia is pondering deeply the incredible information Ptah has told him. He feels both renewed and excited about the news, and knows that there will be many challenges to face in the future. Ever since they were young boys, Lady Dogon had taught them about Kromack, the devious and sinister Nummo dedicated to stopping the resurrection and great awakening of the fallen people of earth. He is a powerful and brilliant mystical strategist, master of confusion, deception and chaos. This knowledge has given Askia a much greater sense of purpose and a deeper commitment to the Dogon way of life. Askia had been a worldly person for most of his life and not really engrossed in the inner mysteries of the family. Lady Dogon was very much aware that one day something would change all of that, that an earth-shaking event would change her son in a positive way. It was time for Askia to move to the next level.
“And so it seems my brother, we are in a battle against a great evil. It also means that we must be near the end time,” Askia said.
“Yes, but there are many major events to take place before the final reckoning. Despite his enormous power, Kromack cannot hope to change the flow of Nummo history and the great awakening without some additional power and the execution of a superb master plan. That will take time my brother, in the meantime, we must prepare ourselves and increase our power.”
“Ptah, I must help my son to stop them from turning him into a demon. But I can do nothing here, locked up and away from everything.”
“Be patient Askia, nothing will happen overnight. That is why you must develop your powers and possibly why you are here in this place at this time; you will be much stronger when you return to the world.”
“Make sure you have extra people around to watch your back during this next fight with Rolan. He’s an Akan and they are desperate for your title. Tell Jake to execute plan A, he’ll know what to do,” Askia said in a commanding tone.
“Don’t worry brother, we have covered our bases and I’m ready to go into the ring and destroy this destroyer. We will have to take this one fight, one step, one tactic at a time.”
“Just be careful and knock him out as quickly as possible so that I can scream at the top of my lungs here at Pelican Bay.”
They both laugh but wonder quietly what the future would bring. Then Ptah reaches in his briefcase. “Lady Dogon wanted me to give you this letter before I leave.”
Askia understands the meaning of Ptah stating Lady Dogon instead of Mom when giving him the letter. She was delivering an important spiritual message that would help him in the days ahead.
“Thanks Ptah.”
Ptah gathers his things and makes preparations to leave. A guard comes by to let them know that all visitors have to leave the facility within the next 10 minutes. Askia walks with Ptah to his car and the brothers shake hands and pat each other on the shoulders.
“We will keep everything together for you, Askia. And Lady Dogon wanted me to tell you to ‘stay strong and to seek the inner council of your spirit’.”
“I will Ptah, I will.”
Ptah drives off and Askia returns to his inmate dwelling to meditate on the incredible news of the day. He prepares a cup of hot herbal green tea with honey and lemon, and plays a selection from one of the John Coltrane CDs. He sits down in his easy chair and opens the letter from Lady Dogon. It is a brief one page letter that states the following:
“Askia, look deep into the inner mind to truly see what you lost and what you gained in the deception of Rhea-Isis. As someone once said, ‘To love deeply and to have lost is better than to have never loved at all’. Now you can see and feel more of the universe, can understand better its hidden mysteries. Survive this and your strength will be much greater; your hidden powers will begin to flower. You are a Dogon and this must come to pass.
Rhea-Isis has given you two very important things: She has given you a son and the ability to love unconditionally. Be thankful for these gifts my son, for she had sought to destroy you, but in the end, gave you life. And it is this life we must nurture.
Do not fear for your son’s safety, for they will not harm him. It is true that they seek to guide him to evil and chaos, but we will prevail in the end in saving him for our cause and our love. Shaheem is aware of all of this and that is all we need to know! Peace and blessings my son, and may the spirit of Nummo guide you to your source of true wisdom.”
Lady Dogon
Askia smiles and feels a great warmth permeating his body. He is happy to have such a wonderful mother.
*****
The hustle and bustle of fight night is always exhilarating. And at the Oakland Coliseum large colorful posters of the main event featuring “Ptah The Wizard” and “Rolan The Destroyer” are prominently displayed throughout the arena. The ticket windows are packed with fight fans anxious to see this event billed as the Fight of the Decade. The bets are heavy with the odds in favor of Ptah, three to one. Near the front gate, scalpers are selling choice seats near ringside, two for $100. As the coliseum fills up rapidly with devoted fans and spectators, sportscaster Stuart Martin moves into position at ringside to begin picking up on this evening’s main event. A middle-aged black man with a peachshaped bald head, Stuart has been a sportscaster for KAB (a newly formed national TV network that was began in 2006 by a prominent group of African American and Latino investors) since its inception. He covers all of Ptah’s fights, and on this occasion, he is eager for his listening audience to see this exciting event.
“Good evening everyone. This is Stuart Martin welcoming you to tonight’s welterweight free-style martial arts title bout between ‘Ptah The Wizard’ and ‘Rolan The Destroyer.’ Well, tonight may prove to be the champion’s most difficult fight to date, and with me to call the blow by blow action is the former WBAC welterweight boxing champion, Sugar Ray Jackson.”
Dressed in a black tuxedo and flashing his famous million dollar smile, Sugar Ray waves to the cameras and to several spectators who call out his name. Martin continues, “Ray how would you judge these fighters? What can we expect from each man?”
“Well Stuart, I’d have to give speed, deceptiveness and effective use of power to the champion. He’s a brilliant fighter and often does the unexpected. Brute force, aggressiveness and sharp instincts goes to Rolan; he’s hungry for this title and is considered by many to be a very savage opponent,” Ray remarks.
“Thanks Ray, and make no mistake about it, Rolan is definitely after this title tonight; this should be a good fight,” Stuart said.
Stuart Martin then turns to the person sitting on his left side; his name is Howard Moses, an unpretentious but deadly former karate champion. “And also with us tonight is the former full contact welterweight karate champion, Howard Moses. Howard, how does full contact karate differ from free-style martial arts?”
“Well Stuart, the basic difference is the ability of a fighter to use the floor, the air and to perform acrobatic movements to stop his opponent. You see, the fighters have greater mobility and a larger arsenal of permitted techniques to use. Lighter gloves are worn and the fighters are allowed to sweep their opponents, but no grappling, low blows and gauging of the eyes are allowed,” Howard said.
“But Howard,” Stuart interrupting, “do you feel it takes more conditioning and training to be a free stylist?”
“Not necessarily Stuart, but a man has gotta be in top condition to deal with the unexpected in this sport. The major point of free style martial arts is to create a larger competitive arena for the various exotic forms of martial arts in the world. Such arts as po cha, jeet kung do, capoeira and others can compete in the same arena as karate, kung fu, tae kwon do, boxing and other well known systems. And I might add, the opportunity to win a million dollars or more in this fight game definitely sets it apart from all previous martial arts competitions,” Howard replies.
“What about the practitioners of ju-jit-su, judo, wrestling and other grappling arts that are not happy about their exclusion from this game?” Stuart inquired.
“Well Stuart, I can understand their frustrations, but it was the decision of the Free Style Martial Arts Association to create a competitive arena as close to boxing as possible and to allow for more of a display of combat techniques. And it’s hard to see that when two guys are on the ground struggling for a submission hold,” Howard said.
“I think their point is that most real fights will end up on the ground anyway,” Stuart remarked.
“That’s true, and when it does, an expert grappler will win most of the time.”
In Ptah’s dressing room the pre-fight atmosphere is festive. His entourage includes Azar Brown, Jake Castle, Hasan, Sheba and five African musicians who play Ptah’s theme song, a polyrhythmic tune called Dogon Time. The congo players are beating a slow meditative tune as Ptah performs his stretching routines before the match. A newscaster approaches Ptah for a pre-fight interview.
The newscaster asks, “Ptah, what are your predictions for tonight’s fight?”
Ptah slowly rises out of a deep meditative stretch and confidently responds. “Rolan won’t be standing pass the third round. I’m going to finish it early so he can go home and get some sleep.”
The newscaster smiles as he inquires, “Is this another one of your show-stopper predictions?”
Ptah is beaming with energy as Hasan helps him put on his robe. “No, this is a Ptah special and tonight The Wizard will work many wonders. I can’t be beat. Rolan has never met a fighter like me in the ring before.”
In Rolan’s dressing room a somber and more intense atmosphere prevails. George Hayton, Rolan’s trainer is wrapping the fighter’s hands as Battala and Lola look on with a deep attention to details. They are all standing near a colorful poster of Rolan as a newscaster approaches Rolan for a pre-fight interview.
“Rolan, what’s your basic strategy for Ptah. Will you go after him early on in the fight?”
Rolan’s expression is mean and fierce; a hardened fighter with rock-solid features, broad forehead, sunken jaw and a long-standing scar across his left eye. He’s a brutal fighter like his brother Battala, who dominates the light-heavyweight division. Rolan speaks loud and forceful into the microphone. “I intend to beat Ptah into submission and take away his phony magic. The title will be mine after this night is over. Tell Ptah destruction is on the way.”
As Rolan turns away to complete the hand wrapping, Battala slips into the camera’s view for finishing remarks. He has a commanding presence at 6’3”, 190 pounds, and a physique like a first class body builder. His hands are large and disfigured from years of smashing bricks, pounding walls and steel beams. He is widely known for delivering devastating headbutts outside the ring. His hair is in braids (rasta style) and he wears a short beard.
“We are here to put an end to this myth called Ptah The Wizard. His day is over.” Battala continues as he points to Rolan, “This will be the new Champ right here.”
At ringside the stage is set for the fighters to now enter the arena. Rolan is the first to enter the arena accompanied by his entourage and stepping to the beat of a specially written Bop tune called The Destroyer Cometh. The opening lyrics of the Bop go like this:
“The Destroyer cometh and makes no deals, He is devastating and proud with plenty of skills, If you see him coming and you know you’re weak, Better find your way to the exit and don’t try to hide those yellow streaks. Yeh, this is destroyer time, yeh.”
The music is loud and clear and the Bop finds many of the younger generation bopping to the beat. There are cheers and boos as Rolan’s entourage makes their way to center ring. At ringside Stuart Martin has begun his telecast.
“The Destroyer certainly looks ready tonight and judging by that mean expression on his face, I’d say he’s here to wage a serious battle,” Stuart reports.
Stuart looks over to Sugar Ray’s direction and Ray interrupts with a comment, “This should prove to be a great fight, Stuart. Both men are in superb condition and eager to test their skills.”
Just before Rolan and the entourage enter the ring, they all bow to Nzinga, who is seated with two of her personal bodyguards. Nzinga walks over to Rolan and places her right hand on his shoulders while leaning on her famous gold cane. She looks him dead in the eye and issues a stern command. “Destroy him Rolan. Finish it early so we can celebrate on the yacht tonight. You will be the next Champ!”
Rolan nods in agreement, “I’ll destroy him mother, the Dogon will go down tonight.”
Rolan climbs into the ring and his personal handler removes his red robe which bears the insignia “The Destroyer” in black letters. Rolan is wearing gold pants with black stripes and looks like a very well-conditioned martial artist in the ring. He starts to dance around a bit and throws a side kick followed by a spin-around back kick. Both kicks are executed with precision.
Stuart Martin is impressed as he talks to Sugar Ray via the telecast, “You know Ray, I think Rolan has been waiting for this moment a long time. He has come to claim a title that he says is rightfully his.”
The arena is suddenly filled with the pulsating and rhythmic sounds of congo drums, tambourines and African string instruments. Ptah is wearing silver pants and a beautiful shiny black robe. The crowd is on its feet and many people are chanting Ptah, Ptah, Ptah. Ptah smiles and waves to his fans as he climbs into the ring. He receives a cold and hostile glare from Rolan who also gives him a thumbs down gesture of doomsday. Ptah is unmoved. He continues to smile as his robe is removed by Azar. He dances a bit and then throws a series of fast hand movements to an excited crowd. Next Ptah executes a slow roundhouse kick and holds it in midair (demonstrating muscular control) and then brings it down slowly. He then executes the same kick very fast and with precision. The crowd cheers for their Champ.
Sitting at ringside, Sugar Ray is amused by this display and makes a telecast comment. “Ptah is feeling good tonight and I think we’ll be seeing some of his classic moves. He’s beaming with energy. It’s always good to see a fighter like that.”
Stuart Martin nods in agreement. “I agree Ray. I think this Bay Area champion stands a very good chance of retaining his title and maintaining his string of victories. With a 65 and 0 record, with 60 knockouts, he certainly has proven his abilities in the ring.”
As Ptah stands in his corner having his gloves put on, he bows slightly in the direction of Lady Dogon, Tari and Si who are sitting at ringside. Lady Dogon forms her hands in the customary Dogon Wo’se, conveying the family symbol for strength and perfection.
The announcer moves to the center of the ring and begins the event. Tonight’s announcer is the 36-year old Zaire Coleman from Atlanta, who’s attire is a wellpressed tuxedo and blue silk shirt, a trademark for many of his years in the business. The crowd settles down to hear the opening for this long-awaited match.
“Well good evening ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the main event for the free style welterweight championship of the world. We have ten rounds of fighting. Alright fans, here we go. Presenting to you on my left out of the red corner hailing out of Los Angeles, weighing in at an even 155 pounds, the number one challenger in the world, Rolan The Des-troyer!”
Rolan steps forward, throws both hands up to acknowledge both the cheers and boos.
Zaire Coleman continues, “And on my right in the silver corner, hailing out of San Francisco, weighing 150 and one half pounds, the reigning free style champion of the world, Ptah The Wi-zard!” Ptah steps forward as the crowd chants his name. He’s the favorite and has delivered brilliant displays of martial arts techniques in his many fights over the years. Ptah has many loyal fans.
Zaire Coleman resumes, “Now to give instructions in the middle of the ring is the referee, Jack Johnson.”
At 6’1”, Jack Johnson towers over the two fighters as they gather in the center ring to receive the final instructions. He speaks to the fighters in a low commanding voice. “Ptah, Rolan you know the rules, I want a clean fight. Step back at my command and break. Absolutely no grappling, headbutts and low blows. Now go to your corners and come out fighting at the sound of the bell. Shake hands and good luck to both of you.”
Rolan and Ptah stare at each other intensely as they received the instructions. They hit gloves in a handshake gesture and before going back to their respective corners, Rolan coldly says, “Destruction Wizard, Destruction.”
Ptah responds in a serious tone, “You will go down hard tonight Destroyer, very hard.” They both then go back to their corners.
In Ptah’s corner, Azar delivers his last bit of instructions and advice. “Remember Ptah, keep your distance. You don’t need to go toe to toe with this man. You have the advantage in speed and technique. Finish him fast.”
Ptah nods his head in approval and turns to Hasan who is holding his hands in an outstretched position. Both men close their eyes and bow their heads for a moment of meditation and a spiritual bond of shared strength. Afterwards, Ptah turns around and begins to jump on his toes in a stationary position.
In Rolan’s corner, Battala places both hands on Rolan’s head, looks at him intensely and then slaps both of his arms slightly. “Take him apart and show the world who’s the real master of this division.”
Rolan’s trainer, George Hayton, gives his last instructions. “Get in close with heavy body attacks. Don’t let him set you up with his legs. He’s fast but you’re stronger. Stay on him and control this fight.” Rolan turns around and looks at the crowd and hollers, “He’s mine! He’s finished! I’m going to destroy him!”
At ringside Stuart Martin turns to Sugar Ray with a telecast remark. “Rolan is feeling very confident now Ray, I think he’s going to take this fight to Ptah.”
Sugar Ray understands this completely. “Rolan is hungry for this title Stuart, but being too aggressive against a fighter like Ptah can prove to be fatal. I don’t think this fight will go the distance.”
A very excited crowd is cheering as the bell for round one is heard. Each man comes out quickly and begins dancing and circling one another. They both stop for a moment, exhibit feinting motions and continue to stalk each other like dangerous jungle cats. The first minute passes with each fighter feeling the other out. Then suddenly, Rolan breaks out with boxing jab techniques to Ptah’s upper body, followed by a series of front and round house kicks. Ptah blocks, ducks and side steps all these movements. He then counterattacks with a low sweep, followed by a very fast spin around back kick which flows into a side kick. Rolan is alert and tumbles out of reach to escape to safety. Stuart Martin is blasting away with the blow by blow action, as the fighters continue to throw beautifully executed kicks and punches throughout the remainder of the round. The bell rings and round one is over. Each man returns to his corner.
In Ptah’s corner, Azar is beaming with excitement as he tells the focused fighter his observations. “You’re in control out there. Watch his spin around back hand and keep your distance. And don’t let him tie ya up on the ropes.”
Then Hasan steps in with a word. “He barely escaped the speed of your kicks. Show him the Dogon Special.”
In Rolan’s corner, George Hayton is telling Rolan what he witnessed. “He almost caught cha’ with that spin around. Keep him busy, tie him up and go for the body. Maintain eye contact but don’t let him gain mental control over you, not even for an instant. Remember he’s a wizard and can break your concentration.”
Battala breaks in with a comment. “He can’t stop the whirlwind technique. Work it on ‘em; you’re the next Champ!”
The bell for round two is heard and each fighter moves aggressively toward center ring. Stuart Martin begins his telecast again. “Well, round two is in motion and each fighter is ready for more action. Both fighters are strong but Ptah appears to have an edge on speed and agility.”
Rolan explodes with a furious body attack that has Ptah covering up on the ropes. Rolan is hammering away like Smokin’ Joe Frazier, pounding on Ptah’s midsection, throwing uppercuts and overhand shots to the head. Ptah blocks these attacks. Rolan switches to ramming his knee into Ptah’s midsection and makes a sinister comment to him. “I’m The Destroyer Ptah, this is the end; you hear me, the end!”
Ptah, having stayed long enough on the ropes, suddenly throws a flurry of very fast hand movements on Rolan’s head, face and upper body. He then comes off the ropes and cart wheels to the other side of the ring. The crowd is going wild as Ptah throws his hands up indicating that he is not hurt. Stuart Martin excitedly blast in with a telecast. “Ptah has escaped from the ropes and is now dancing back to confront Rolan!”
The crowd is screaming Ptah, Ptah, Ptah. Rolan moves forward with even greater determination and executes the whirlwind technique. The technique is delivered and consists of a continuous flow of kicks - crescent kicks to the head, roundhouse kicks to the upper body and side kicks to the midsection. Interspersed in these kicking movements are spin around back hand punches and other special hand techniques that make up the whirlwind. The complete series is delivered in almost perfect precision; Rolan is an expert technician. Ptah blocks, ducks, counters and finally does a back somersault and lands beautifully on his feet. An open exchange of various techniques continues the action.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/23013 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!