
   

THE ERESHKIGAL TAROT  

Part 3  

  

“You may well be the only one who wants to associate himself with those 
creatures, but what will happen to them is not your decision.”, Enki said. 
Nergal gave him a wry smile, as if he had expected this kind of answer and raised his 
arm. The dense curtain of bats and mosquitos that obscured one half of the hall rose 
and revealed the army of gidim, hungry to attack anyone they could make 
responsible for their fate. For a moment, the gods didn’t react as they tried to judge 
the strength of this adversary hidden in the dark.  
Ubaru Tutu played on that moment’s hesitation to demonstrate who was the true 
leader of the gidim. 

“These are our killers!” he shouted, “And they were not just content with taking 
our lives, they had to also take our dignity! Let’s retaliate! Attack!” 

Together with a handful of loyal supporters, he bolted against the group of gods. As 
he came nearer, Ubaru Tutu recognized the sun god standing in the front row. He 
knew that Utu would humiliate them again just as he did on ark if he was not quick 
enough to act first. And this time he was ready – he knew just what to do.  

One moment before Utu could light up the hall, he felt his stomach convulsing 
and a sensation of disgust and nausea ran through the core of his body. A wave of 
heat and dizziness made his heartbeat quick and irregular. His throat went up and 
down trying to swallow the urge to vomit. He staggered slightly.  
Everyone watched him struggling as the gidim tried to possess him – the gods with 
horror and disbelief, the army of gidim with delight and admiration. He felt the ghost 
slowly advance towards his head, when he suddenly saw glimpses of how the old 
king perceived the world. In a flash he realized traces of weakness and indolence in 
Ereshkigal’s face that he had not noticed before. Incredulously he rubbed his eyes. 
But there was Enlil, lord of the winds and first among the gods, grinning wickedly, his 
eyes clouded by either insanity or stupidity.  

Baba was the first to move. She hurried to help Utu, whose own wit was slowly 
returning, directing his enormous power against the perpetrator. The sun god shook 
his head, focused and within an instant the whole room was filled with bright 
sunlight. Contemptuously he spat out Ubaru Tutu and his mates, who crawled 
towards their flock in agony. 



   

The bats dispersed and revealed the sun shining so radiantly that even the gods 
had to protect their eyes. 

Whining and moaning, the gidim turned to Nergal, their new leader, for help 
and support, but he just shrugged his shoulders and went over to Ereshkigal to stand 
beside her. He had quickly grasped that there was nothing interesting about an 
army of ghosts that dissolved at the slightest beam of light.  

Utu looked at Ereshkigal quizzically. The goddess of the underworld gave him a 
slight nod and, whereupon the gidim rose like puppets on a string and hovered over 
to the Magillum boat. Utu jumped on board of the boat and took off heading for 
Irkalla.  

The shocking events and her husband’s conciliatory stance seemed to have 
invigorated Ereshkigal. She approached Baba. 

“Would you come with me and help me to knock the vicious energies out of 
them?”  
Baba nodded. 

“I would not do that without a guarantee that you will be allowed to leave the 
underworld,” Inanna intervened. “Just remember what happened when I was down 
there once. She stole my clothes and my husband.” 

“Because you came without an invitation,” the goddess of the underworld 
snapped back. In a much friendlier tone, she replied to the goddess of healing, “Of 
course, you will be able to return.”  

She turned to address the remaining gods. 

“And in three days I want to invite you all to a big banquet to Irkalla to celebrate 
changes for the better, here on Earth as well as down in the Underworld. We are all 
aware that there is no life without death for the humans, but death also needs life. 
These are simple truths, but somehow they seemed to have slipped from our minds.” 

“I am glad that you have rediscovered your vocation,” Enlil said, “Unfortunately, 
I have to dig a bit deeper and address the roots of the shocking events we just 
witnessed, namely the crisis of your marriage to Nergal.” He turned to Nergal, “You 
shall be confined to a two hundred years stay in Irkalla without any excursions to the 
upper world. Humanity has to recover anyway and does not need any plagues or 
diseases in the foreseeable future, so you won’t be missed up here. I can only 
appeal to you to use this time as an opportunity to straighten things out between the 
two of you.“  

He looked them straight into the eyes with a stern expression to underline the 
seriousness of his statement. Ereshkigal nodded dutifully and looked at her frowning 
husband who, nonetheless, be it with a little reluctance, seized her hand. 

“You’ll excuse us, we have a lot of work to do,” the goddess of the underworld 
said and disappeared with Nergal and Baba. 



   

The gods, still disgusted from learning that one of them could fall prey to an evil 
ghost, decided they had to cover this topic in all its aspects. Only Nisaba slipped off 
to inform Utnapishtim and his friends that they were safe to go home. 
 
 

 

 

Having arrived in the underworld, Utu was waiting for Ereshkigal’s instructions on 
what should happen with his boatload of gidim but when the goddess of the 
underworld arrived, she first took her husband aside. 

“Nergal, this is a difficult situation we are in, and we have to make it work.” 
Nergal wanted to reply but his wife stopped him with a wave of her hand. 

“I suppose I should have shared at least some responsibilities for Irkalla with you, 
but you seemed so happy up there on Earth, making sure that we always have a 
good influx of gidim down here, that I didn’t think you’d want to be involved down 
here as well,” shaking her head, she continued, “You know, sometimes I had an 
inkling that you were a bit jealous of my abilities and I thought it was only fair that 
you had your own sphere where you could shine. However, I have thought about it 
on our way here and I want to propose to you to take over the full management of 
the pub and Hubur island. I trust that you will make sure that the water of life will not 
be wasted by Siduri and that the dead gods and monsters will be kept under 
control. Will you accept this and work with me from now on?”  

Nergal looked at her thoughtfully. 

“I don’t really have a choice either way, but I do appreciate your good will. I will 
do my duties down here, but I will also return to my main job on Earth as soon as I 
can,” he crossed his arms, “And by the way, I weren’t your magic abilities I was 
jealous of, but the authority, the absolute power you have down here. And as you 
did not want to involve me in your reign, I just had the feeling that our relationship 
was based on the principle that each of us is doing their own thing and I was trying 
to create my own realm after humanity has been almost extinct. Who would have 
thought that this whole deluge would be such a dead duck?” 

Baba slowly approached them, trying not to disturb.  

“I have to go to the Abzu to get some special seaweed for the gidim.”, she said 
quietly, “The plants I normally use have not yet grown back up there. It will take a 
little while until I am back.”  

Ereshkigal nodded approvingly and turned back to her husband. 

“We’ve made a first step in sharing responsibilities, let’s see how it will all work 
out. In the meantime, can you and Utu get the gidim to Hubur Island? Let the dead 
gods and monsters take care of them until we are ready” 



   

“This may be real fun,” Nergal grinned and went to Utu to inform him about their 
task. 

 

Ereshkigal withdrew to her palace and was not seen for the next two days. 
When she finally came to see her husband and the goddess of healing, she found 
them at Siduri’s pub sipping their water of life. 

“I am ready if you are,” she said.  

“The gidim are peaceful as if they had been properly buried,” Baba replied. 

“Perfect! Let’s prepare the banquet and the gidim’ admission to the underworld 
will be our special show after dinner!” 

Following Ereshkigal’s invitations, the other gods made their way to the Zagros 
Mountain and through the huge cave leading down to the river Hubur.  

“She was quick this time,” Ninlil said to her husband while they were queuing for 
their crossing. To avoid turbulences, Urshanabi, the ferryman, allowed only one god 
at a time into his barge.  

“Last time it took her six months to make room in Irkalla,” she continued. 

“Maybe she got Enki’s hint and remembered the magic she is capable of and 
how she enjoyed using it before she married Nergal.” 

Enlil’s remark made his wife walk down memory lane. 

“They seemed the perfect match back then. Nowadays I’m wondering if they 
really were. Perhaps a god who is less power conscious, who would be content with 
being number two in the underworld and adore his wonderful wife, would have 
been a better choice.” She was staring into the distance dreamfully, almost missing 
Enlil’s reply. 

“Well, you can’t say she didn’t try to make it work. It was dealing with Nergal’s ill-
considered proposals and renouncing of her advanced magic to calm his jealousy, 
that always delayed her work. Haven’t you noticed that she hasn’t used her magic 
since her wedding?” 

Inanna, who was queuing right in front of them, turned her head. 

“Amen to that. She became almost diffident in her attitude. Sometimes I thought 
she didn’t care about Irkalla anymore. We can only hope that Nergal’s latest 
misstep trying to create his own realm with those poor lost souls has made her stand 
her ground and stop making allowances for this ungrateful husband of hers.” 

Enlil chuckled, “He’ll have to arrange himself with his wife or suffer the 
consequences. He has two hundred years to sort things out between them. That 
should help in some way.” 



   

In the meantime, Urshanabi hat ferried the gods across the river Hubur where 
they were received by Neti, the keeper of the Seven Gates. Respectfully he bowed 
before Ereshkigal’s guests and guided them through the seven archways. For the 
gidim, each archway represented the loss of one important trait of humanity –
gluttony, greed, wrath, lust, envy, sloth, and pride. Passing through them was a 
prerequisite for being admitted to the different regions of the underworld.  
However, no such magic applied to the gods and so they arrived safely in the 
courtyard of Ganzir palace.  

The sight of the palace and the elaborate façade made of precious stones that 
were glittering in the dim light triggered mixed reactions. The gods appreciated the 
aesthetics of the architecture, the richness of the materials used, but many of them 
felt that Ereshkigal tried a bit too hard to set herself apart from her fellow gods. None 
of them had deemed it necessary to build castles and palaces, apart from Enki. 
Though his palace in the Abzu was rather a deep-sea laboratory than a work of art 
and provoked no jealousy whatsoever.   

The glittering walls clad with amethyst, the turrets that allowed the goddess of 
death to oversee her realm made Ereshkigal’s power so tangible and absolute that 
some of the gods, especially Ninlil and Girra had to conceal their envy. As they 
approached the palace, the gates, which were highly adorned with ivory carvings, 
were flung open by a group of galla, Ereshkigal’s personal servants. 

They were rather ugly little demons scuttling through the hallways on their short, 
stubby legs. On the forehead of their pale round faces, they featured a light 
emitting organ like a third eye, illuminating the dimly lit ways in front of them. Their 
mouths showed a permanent malicious grin, displaying a row of long stained teeth. 
Whenever they had a chance to escape to the upper world, they played their 
favorite game of luring people into death at night or in foggy weather by leading 
them astray with their lights. The gods ignored the presence of the little demons and 
happily chatted on until they entered the throne room.  

Matching the overall decoration of the palace, its walls were lined with a 
mosaic of precious stones. But here, unlike in the smaller rooms, the stones formed 
murals showing spiders, Ereshkigal's favorite animal in all possible shapes and sizes, 
assembled in a huge web. The color scheme for the background comprised the 
lighter shades of mauve and lavender, whereas the bodies of the spiders and the 
lines of the web were sparkling in a dark violet. The room was dominated by a black 
throne in a silver frame with its armrests intricately decorated with carved snakes and 
skulls. Behind the throne was a mural of a black hawk, the symbol of the goddess of 
the underworld. Ereshkigal rose from her seat at the guests’ arrival, as did her 
husband, who had occupied his throne, a smaller version of his wife’s with a carved 
raven at the back rest. In the middle of the room, a long table had been set up for a 
banquet and the gods, joined by their hosts, took their places.  

Ninurta whispered to Ninhursaga, who was his neighbor to the left, “I bet there will 
be only water to drink; I mean I have nothing against water of life, but a nice pint of 
beer would really do us good.”  



   

Ninhursaga smiled. 

“Don't be rude!” she whispered back, “But I do wonder what she could conjure 
up for dinner, given the circumstances that there have been no burials supplying her 
with nutritious grave goods in the last month.” 

To everyone’s surprise, the galla brought an incredible number of exquisite 
dishes accompanied wine, beer and water of life.  

Utu put his hand on Nergal’s shoulder. 

“Now, I do wonder how you managed this extraordinary feast in these times of 
shortage. This looks gorgeous, although there is a little bit too much seafood for my 
taste.” 

“Yeah, all thanks to Neti, he has the most astonishing relationships with the 
mermen in the Abzu,” 

“And how are things going with your wife? Will you be able to make up?” Utu 
asked softly. Nergal looked at him thoughtfully. 

“Well, you know, she is trying her best and I’ll do my bit, but we never were that 
close, so it’s rather hard to see what we’re aiming at.” 

After the delicious meal Ereshkigal got up and smiled. 

“I hope you enjoyed dinner. Now, I would like to invite you to join me on the 
balcony and watch the admission of those hapless gidim as a demonstration of my 
new system to rule the underworld.”  

She took Nergal’s arm and led her guests to a large terrace on the first floor 
overlooking the main areas of the Underworld.  

 

 

 

 

 

   


