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The captain of the Bob Marley/The Honourable Nesta Marley bit her lip.  

The passenger manifest had nothing remarkable in it. Some Idren. Some 

Twelve Tribes Colonists. Some Naybinghi traders. A small group of school 

age Natties from Jook colony. Much of their schooling was done whilst in 

transit in space, as Natties believed to settle in one place, was to die. Nothing 

abnormal. 

But still, the captain felt uncomfortable. 

She looked across at her/the Sistren. Her co-pilot was experienced, having 

attained Sistren rank some 8 annuals previously. 

‘Sistren’. She prompted.  

‘Yes, Iyah’ 

Hearing the word made the captain’s chest swell, as it always did, even after 

10 years as Iyah rank 1. It had been blood, sweat and tears to earn the 

ranking. 

‘Is this the final passenger manifest?’ 

‘Yes, Iyah’. 

‘Are all the passengers on board?’ 

‘Yes, Iyah. Systems check complete, and we’re ready’ 

The captain paused, still…hesitant. Her sixth sense told her something was 

not quite right. That this trip wasn’t going to be quite so routine. 

 

As she reached over the console to give the ship’s AI final instructions, the 

Sistren interrupted. 

‘Wait. We have a signal from Control, Iyah.’ 

‘Yes?’ 

The Sistren’s brow was wrinkled, as she listened to her com. Then she 

straightened, and the captain  

‘There’s been a change to the manifest, Iyah.’ 

‘Passenger, or cargo?’ 

The captain’s voice was calm. They carried a small amount of supplies for 

two of the planets they were due to 

‘Passenger.’ 

The captain raised an eyebrow, waiting. 

The Sistren paused, then glanced over. Something in the look made the 

captain mentally brace herself. 

‘Dreds, captain.’ 



The sudden lurch in her stomach, made the captain forget about the Sistren’s 

breach of protocol in addressing her thus. 

‘Dreds.’ The captain repeated, hollowly. 

The Sistren nodded, still listening to whatever was coming from Control. 

The captain as tempted to listen in, 

 

‘There’s been a problem with their intercept, and they’re on a mission from 

H.I.M. They need transport to get them to where they can rendezvous with 

Fleet.’ 

The captain swallowed.  

 

Dreds, the mysterious arm of the Emperor’s special forces. And their 

mission was from H.I.M. His Imperial Majesty. The only higher authority 

was the Conquering Lion himself. And His Divinity was rarely seen or 

talked about, outside the walls of the Sacred City.  

 

*************************************************************

************************* 

The airlock opened after the recycle, and the captain, Sistren and Bredren 

waited stiffly to receive their unexpected guests. 

Five figures met their gaze. Standing absolutely still. There was little to 

distinguish them from each other. Height, build, clothing. 

They had the long cable like hair depicted in the history books showing 

Earth in the Babylon era centuries past, the hair that was sacred to H.I.M and 

marked them as the warrior caste. Waist length. Matted. Terrifying. Truly, a 

lion’s mane. They had the imperial adinkra symbols tattooed along  one 

cheek, just as legend said, following the curve upward towards the top of 

each ear.  

Gye ‘Nyame. (I fear no one) Except God  was what it read. They were 

wrapped in long cloaks under which she knew were both techno-weapons, 

and traditional weapons from days long past. The all female Elephant Guard 

were more deadly, the captain knew. But they operated purely in the Sacred 

City, or wherever the family of H.I.M, the Naguste, and the Conquering 

Lion were. 

 

The captain shivered. She and her crew were amongst the few people to be 

in the presence of Dreds, close enough to read the adinkra on their skin, and 

not be facing imminent death, or pain. 

Her eyes focussed on the commander. He stood centre of the group, slightly 

taller than the two on either side of him, both muscled, one of who was 



female. His eyes held hers steady, and something inside her brain started to 

squirm uncomfortably, even as she tried to look back steadily. 

‘Greetings, in the name of Jah, Rastafari.’ The captain commenced the 

archaic, traditional refrain, rolling the words out, lengthening the vowels 

‘Selassie I!’ the Dred commander responded, and he and his warriors all 

shook their manes of hair, as they joined in with a roar, ‘Jah! Ras. Ta. Far. I! 

I. And. I!’ and the captain felt her knees almost buckle in terror. 

 

‘H- how m-may I be of be of service to the I?’ she stuttered, as the 

commander stepped forward, and her terrified mind registered that his eyes 

were not the deep dark brown of their people but a pitch black, blue black 

 

‘I and I extend gratitude to the Iyah, for assistance. I and I are on the path to 

carry out the wishes of His Imperial Majesty, and the iration caused by  

delay would have seriously displeased the I .’ 

The captain’s heart sank as she heard the words. It appeared the commander 

conversed in the Old Tongue, and she did not want to offend him by using 

the wrong personal pronouns, but she was not schooled in Iyaric, or Court 

Speech. 

‘The Iyah  says the I’est Ites, to the Commander.’ She spoke softly, eyes 

fixed at his feet. ’ Ites to the Dreds, the Imperial I-dren. Praises, to H.I.M. 

Mercy for the Iyah and crew in this I-teration.’ 

 

Besides her, she could feel the Sistren and the Bredren standing stiff and 

petrified. She knew she had blundered, in mentioning his rank, and thus 

personalising the conversation. The personal was anathema, to these warrior-

priests, who followed a path based on the dictates of olden times, when the 

People of the I still dwelt in Babylon, and language used was part of faith, 

part of liberation, part of identity. When the uprising, led by the 

Conquering Lion of the time, and spearheaded by warriors such as the Dred, 

The Nhyabinghi, the 

 

How was she, and her crew, going to get through the next 3 days, without 

unwittingly antagonising these people? She could not forbid them from 

wandering freely inside the ship. She did not have that kind of authority in 

the face of the Dreds. No one did. 

 

‘Irie.’ The commander said quietly, and the captain sagged in relief. 

 

######################################################## 



 

Notes: 

The Neguste is amongst the Dreds on the mission 

There has been a signal from the long dead Babylon planet 

The signal suggests the bones of Garvey have been found, and the 

Conquering Lion wants them brought to the Sacred City 

Other sets of people in neighbouring, post earth apocalypse empires- 

African, Asian, Native American, Aboriginal, Inuit- have had similar 

messages, naming valuable cultural icons as being located. 

The big question- is it what’s left of the Babylonians? Or extra-terrestrials?  

 

 


