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The first breath of true insight occurred on July third, of the year two thousand and sixteen. This revealing moment could have never been foreseen. For years, however, thoughts materialized in clips, gathering inside the deepest recesses of my mind; but suddenly now they were knitting themselves together in a totally unexpected way, at an equally stunning moment, and for reasons I could never seem to fully grasp.

This magic moment for me came on a rather lengthy trip to a special place immediately outside of Naples, Italy. The general administrative region in which I paused is called Campania. The area I stood in, however, was somewhat different from the other areas inside this age-old province. What set this specific spot apart was that it stood., and still stands., at the base of an ever active volcano, readily discernible in the distance ahead by its imposing shape. The name of this volcano is Mount Vesuvius. 

As I paused to catch my breath and take a refreshing smuggled sip of Italy's miglior vino in the heat of the Italian summer, I noticed a small cloud of vapor ease upward from the summit of Vesuvius, gliding in a leftward direction. Some ten minutes later this cloud was followed by another release of the same vapor.., and at that very moment my mind began to drift. 

For eons the area was utilized by some of the greatest mercantile nations of earth. The broad area sat at a merging crossroad between a number of trading kingdoms, hailing from some of the farthermost corners of antiquity. Three of the most decisive areas included the Cumae, Nola, and Stabaie. 

Cumae was an ancient Greek colony founded in the eighth century B.C. on the Italian mainland, the first of its kind and not very far away at all; so obviously the people originally settling the area in which I stood were ancient Greeks.

Nola was simply an area nearby founded since prehistoric times by several nomadic peoples of Italy, yet positioned in the general area close to the spot on which I was standing. Surely they must have greeted, while trading with incoming Greeks from Cumea.

Stabaie, on the other hand, was a Roman town established by the Roman people themselves. The metropolis appears to have been an eventual amalgamation of local tribes and clans, merging over a passage of time with the Roman population themselves. The same identical future destiny would fall upon it, that would befall the much more famous spot upon which I presently stood. These people were welcomed in with wide open arms, on the initiative.  

All of these peoples would have a hand in playing their part to establish this once thriving metropolis oasis, of both the most exotic in pleasure and distressing pain.

According to Strabo, a very well noted Greek historian of the classical period whose works have survived the great test of time, even before this time period of seven to eight, B.C., Greek and Phoenician sailors were using the area as a safe, advantageous port for shipping and receiving both trade goods and profits.

The place in which I was standing lay in the very heart of an ancient town called Pompeii. As I gazed forward into the distance upon Vesuvius, I could not help but wonder if the mountain bothered to give the old-time inhabitants of the metropolis there the same signal she was now giving me. A few more huffs with a bit of rumble, thunder, combined with the very first flash of lightning, would certainly put the scare into me! So why did it not mortify these citizens here back in 79 AD? 

What I discovered in my research of the day was where the god of fire truly did give citizens of the day fair warning, to his good credit. Virtually all of the less-than-wealthy citizens of that time, hopped the nearest floating vessel to safety far out at sea in the Mediterranean and onto distant, much more pleasant shores beyond. 

This news was certainly not what we would have expected. I would have guessed, without knowing better,  the wealthy would have purchased all of the spare sailing room, leaving the disadvantaged of the city metropolis to simply perish in the flame, falling ash, and cinder; in the same manner the first classed wealthy made it off the Titanic, only to let the second and third class passengers go down stoically into the ice cold water below, with the entire ship itself. What neglected historical-specificity made this particular incident so different from our ignorant expectations? 

The truth is, so I was to soon learn, that while the poor and disadvantaged of the day were racing toward boats and floating vessels of any sort; the first classed wealthy, who were scattered all over the metropolis, were racing hysterically in the opposite direction; going back to their grand estates in some misguided fear the old mountain god was bluffing, and thieves would take advantage of the situation to move in for the purpose of relieving them of their hard won furnishing, expensive art work, elaborate jewelry, and other fashionable trimmings. We might surmise where their fears could have been well founded, judging from the numbers of dog-on-premises signs built into the terrazzo and porcelain tile flooring of the residential/business areas.

Businesses were built adjacent to residential dwellings in concrete, revealing an ultimate liberty in individual enterprise, strikingly reminiscent of modern day living areas I have visited in both the nations of Belize and Ecuador, only to name a couple among many. Even the coal burning stoves of the time, which were constructed of the surrounding soft limestone blocks by simply chiseling large, nine inch by nine inch holes into them, worked and appeared virtually identical to ones I recently observed over there, on the other side of the earth, so far away. The mountain might have jestingly bluffed the enterprising citizens before in the past on a number of differing occasions, ​[1] far as we may ever know in our own day. Yet, on this particular day in 79 AD,  Dominus Vulcan, the ancient god of fire and destruction, wasn't bluffing by any means. On the contrary, that old fire god was most upset about something, and deadly serious about delivering punitive action.

As I eased down the stone road way, well worn by chariot wheels to the point of cutting obvious ruts into the cobblestone pavement, I beheld plaster casts of what was left from the old-time citizenry’s ash covered corpses. The appearances of anguish and horror were still clearly discernible on their faces even now, after so many generations of being covered in ash, muck, and Lord knows what else. According to the archaeologist in residence on the premises, in many cases the ash actually solidified the corpse itself, but in most cases, not. It simply covered the corpse, where flesh and bone deteriorated into nothingness over time. The remaining ash itself combined with mud muck to solidify, forming what amounted to a natural mold of sorts. 

Small holes were punched into the head and rear area, then the empty space was filled with plaster until it exited at the rear, revealing where the mold was completely filled with plaster. A day or three later the ash was simply knocked off with a slag hammer revealing the hardened plaster form, a virtual exact statue-like model of the anguished corpse sitting directly before us, in many instances. The human likeness was truly astonishing, as were the obvious expressions of horror on the faces of these victims from so long ago.

I will never forget the sights. Matter of fact, I almost felt pity for the poor citizens of the day, especially the children, many of them clearly appearing in age only around two or three years old at the time of this catastrophic event. One man now frozen forever in time, owned a pottery manufacturing facility; constructing urns and amphora, along with what appeared as a type of stoneware. I would imagine it as being strikingly similar to that which I examined in the Appalachian mountains back home, were it once painted in likewise fashion. I nearly inquired of the archaeologist on duty, if we could actually bother to paint a piece up to compare the manner in which it matched; but somehow I jettisoned the agonizing question during the excitement of my new revelation, as it gradually moved in upon me psychologically. 

We continued moving forward with the slow passage of a sweltering sun overhead. Soon we entered into an actual house, being an obvious old style Italian villa home; a type I always fantasized about owning, but was never willing to front the bill for when the reality of it all settled in. The wall going around the estate had spots clearly revealing a past presence of metal H style hinges, obviously supporting two huge wooden doors. These identical hinges were reinserted into the appropriate holes during our time there, and bolted into two heavy imitation wooden doors, in an exact likeness of those supported onto these concrete walls prior to the 70 AD eruption.

When the door was opened, a really elaborate interior garden area was revealed. In the center of the garden glinted a shallow pool, once filled with eel and a variety of carp type fish. A statue from the day prior to 70 A.D. appearing to be of the goddess, Venus, was standing gracefully by the water’s edge. On either side of this pool sat a type of couch, but not exactly what people of the modern West would have been familiar with. Matter of fact, the thought flashing through my mind was that it appeared Oriental, since no cushions existed, only a decorative, wide solid seat and back. 

So it seemed, the Italians of the time enjoyed slouching down on their backs to eat and drink. Their drink came from a wide brimmed bronze chalice, causing me to imagine them strangling as much as they drank, especially should the wine have been strong. Possible strength levels may be deduced from numerous small ceramic distillation devices discovered in Pompeii. While the archeologist on duty claimed no evidence for hard liquor existed in Pompeii, it simply didn’t take much imagination for me to see how a group of good ole boys buzzed up on wine, could have entertained the thought of running it through one of the ceramic distillation devices I saw sitting around in many places. The end result would have been an acceptable brandy that would have really souped up an average chalice filled with medium quality wine.

It appeared there were some five rooms on either side of this elegant large estate, with a strange somewhat isolated room all alone in the rear. The ceiling above the garden was closed in, but had an angled opening venting sunshine inside to the plants, while allowing rain to pour in through its opening, filling the shallow garden pool. The opened doors at the gate also vented air in from the outside through the opening in the ceiling of the garden room, consequently air conditioning the entire concrete house and interior atrium area!  A steady breeze created by this manufactured wind rifle kept us all astonishingly cool in the torrid Italian heat.  

I inquired of the archaeologist on duty if these luxuriant rooms were rented out by the estate owner of the day, but his curt reply was a flat “no,” the extra rooms were constructed for his numerous mistresses, and diverse female slaves employed as prostitutes, for his own personal further enrichment.

“The male citizens of Pompeii were very chauvinistic,” the archaeologist continued to inform us. “ Here is the room where both he and his wife lived,” he pointed. In silence I could not help but think of the words., but in the same house? A lady employed in the same company as ourselves, stated aloud where “Italian men had not changed at all during these twenty four centuries!”

No person present ever spoke out to dispute her very descriptive words, but only gave a response with sharp glances and muffled chuckles.

As the evening wore down and the time neared 1500 or 1600, we gradually made our way from the villa house down the cobblestone roads. Back before the eruption these roads were shallow flat, stone covered ditches where all of the water from the sauna baths, latrines, and gardens flowed continuously upon being released. While plumbing was advanced inside residential homes, complete with astonishing modern appearing flushing toilets and the like, out in the streets it was a different matter altogether. Instead the metropolis sewage flowed directly down the streets, with the people walking along safe sidewalk areas of the roadway. On sweltering Italian summer days the odor must have been nauseating, I imagine. In the center of the streets at various points, were positioned large flat stones  allowing street pedestrians to pass over out of harm's way from the water. Now I know where the term, “stepping stone” originated. 

We walked through the old city for what felt like hours in the heat, finally arriving at what was readily apparent as once being a huge, partially sheltered, forum courtyard. This forum must have been at least the size of a modern football field, or maybe even three, in my own casual estimation. The former beauty of this place in which I was standing, was readily apparent with its color of the time still perceptible in many instances. I was flabbergasted, to say the least. As I slowly ambled through this expansive forum area, absorbing the many sights, a number of fine details caught my anxious eye.

The immense size of the building columns combined with the intricate beauty of their decorative carving, first commanded my attention. Clearly these people were artists highly skilled in a blending methodology, causing the pleasant appellate to merge with sublime spiritual qualities found in surrounding nature.  

What happened to us, in our own day, with this contemporary artwork and architecture lacking as much in beauty as it does soul? I barely feel voguish designs qualify either as art or beauty, in a huge number of instances. Such attempts at creativity almost feel as if coeval expression has gone as far as to blatantly reject all elements of spirituality found in the world around it, from any perspective of consideration. This examination explains why voguish conventionality refuses to blend in with the surrounding natural world, where these dazzling elements of pure soul survive into our time. In much more polite circles we might declare the deified condemnation for this blatant rejection of both the spirit and the soul, was to suffer environmental displacement. For this crime of denial, the avenue of expression has been cast asunder, in other words! There were other curious details, however.

At various points there stood fragments of grandiose humanoid figures. What leaped out upon entering the gaming area was a huge humanoid head perched on a stand in the center, in likeness of being the head of a man. Then there was a figure standing so proudly nearby, with the body of a goat, yet the torso and head of an unknown male humanoid. There were also huge, thirty foot tall nude statues of strange humanoid males with wings, now laying prostrate on the ground, at least three of them. Judging by markings on the ground, there once stood the same number more, at the very least. What reality possessed these people of the distant past to create such immense figures? 

We would all presume these people were blessed with very creative, if not overactive childish imaginations. Is such a phenomenon really what we are dealing with here? Was only this conclusion the simple message being passed on here by these timeless stone effigies I was examining, or was so much more known from what must have been an antediluvian past by these old time citizens of Pompeii, that we of the future, as we dwell in our high-tech artificial worlds, know virtually nothing about?

Merely pondering such a prospect excited me very much! As I raced across the forum courtyard, I visualized those grand Olympic games once played there. Raging contests of struggle, and disagreements between team members most surely occurred. While I was fully aware of what our historical record informs us these games were about, what alternative reality could have been occurring inside this forum? In other words, specifically who was it being honored here on these grounds in reality at the time, and why? Why does one possess the prevailing sensation of a vast informational deletion from mankind’s classical chronicle? 

Inside mainstream high school and university textbooks, virtually nothing in regard to any sort of alternative possibilities was ever presented. I honestly question the fact of whether any surrogate possibilities would have been discussed at all, even if hard proof was available to state otherwise. The all inclusive, secular humanist political agenda of the present day Western world, simply would never allow it. To even dwell upon concepts of “gods'’ was frowned upon during my own days inside state owned school systems of the not-so-distant past.  The only magisterial allowance in making any such presentation, was in a way relegating every predisposed concept of “deity,” into a state of near derision. We, as individual free thinking persons however, are at complete liberty to deductively perceive otherwise, being conditionally obligated by power of absolute fact to ponder the matter, as is fitting to conclude upon valid situations at hand.

While the city of Pompeii was in existence for well over five hundred years, with trade and business congregation in the area a thousand years prior to the year, 79 AD; what in fact must be anticipated is a possibility of the same occurring even far back as twenty eight hundred years prior to the year, eight hundred B.C., the year of the first Greek settlement in the nearby area, as we may recall. The forces congregating in this natural port were motivators of commerce, not military in nature, so any resistance was minimal in the face of well organized, military companies.

In the day of eight hundred B.C., Greeks were the superpower of the time, so domination of the general area was relatively simple for them to assume; allowing mercantilism and general commerce to continue naturally, but also charging a mild ten percent tax on those whom intended to engage any business effort. There at the crossroads profit was virtually guaranteed, when efforts were combined with a previously established reputation, a polished creative approach to the potential customer base, and an outstanding product or service to be rendered. The in-hand profit margin would still sit at near ninety percentile. So of course merchants and tradesmen would still meet to make exchanges with  incoming travelers anxiously anticipating a wide variety of services and entertainment!

From what could be gathered inside the ruin of old Pompeii, there existed thriving markets of horse traders, spices of virtually every sort, fetching hefty prices then as they would for virtual centuries into the future. Yet we take spice for granted in the western world today, especially inside the United States, where we purchase quarter pound tubes of cumin ​[2], for example, at one dollar American per tube! Tales from the day claim similar measures of cumin back then, would cost one a week's wage.

We must never forget a primary reason Columbus set out on his initial voyage across the ocean blue, was to gain more direct access to fabled oriental spice lands of the far east. In doing so, with Spain set to dominate and control the new route good ole Columbus dreamed of discovering, not only would the fees charged make his adopted nation wealthy, it would make he, himself, wealthy in the process and highly admired by the Spanish royalty, since it was said spices were then worth their weight in pure gold. 

Knowing this information may not come as a shock to the reader, but remember we were speaking of the year, eight hundred B.C. approximately, and Columbus did not make his famous initial voyage until the year 1492 AD. That figure constitutes 1308 years for an item to hold its value, in case readers missed it! 

As a matter of fact, I was informed by elders while growing up in the US, that recently in the 1920s and ‘30's, exotic spices were difficult to acquire due to an astronomical purchase price. Most people made do with black pepper. Cayenne pepper could be grown locally, so it may have constituted an exception to the rule of expense.

There was much more in the market square for the traveler of the past to entertain himself with, than food and fine spices. There was a local black smith who made tools, proudly displaying them for sale. We also find chariot makers, crafting custom designs on credit, if one lived close enough where his assistant could investigate any property being put on the hook for collateral. The debtor could also procure enough gems to equal three times the value of the product being produced. Why spend one's own wealth when he could have the tool crafted, use it to make a sum, pay any monthly interest portions,  and in the process turn three or four times what one lost in the loan price of the tool?

Engaging in such feats of enterprise was possible prior to the days of ambiguous regulation by the modern provincial realm to guarantee tax. There were glass blowers who owned or rented stores where their goods could be displayed, and consequently sold.  Musical instrumentation crofters who constantly labored, were doing the same, bakers, tunic designers, and we may presume in honest cheerful sarcasm, candlestick makers as well. 

But wait just a minute here, lest we succumb to the forces of consuming boredom! Pompeii still held yet, so much more to offer the curious traveler in search of an exotic lonely heart experience, fantasized in regard to by many for a lifetime. Pompeii once possessed virtual covens of dancing girls, gifted belly dancers purchased from distant desert sheikhs, performing to a dazzling perfection on command, upon prompt payment to their ever willing master. 

We might imagine their style of dress strikingly resembling that of Barbara Eden, in the old “I Dream Of Jeannie” episodes, judging from somewhat faded, yet still clearly discernible wall murals I was gazing upon, as I ambled the stone streets of the city ruin. We might visualize existing dinner theaters inside any one of these concrete openings I walked passed, where one could savor the very best dishes of day, listen to some fine orchestra swank, while beautiful ladies danced to the seductive tune without ever missing a single beat, as they decadently grooved along intending to turn up the viewer's body heat! 

The entire scene must have been very pleasant to behold, topped off with the best in vino the many surrounding vineyards offered on virtually every street corner upon asking. Certainly this fine smorgasbord would accompany good sheik, Ali Baba's, famous exotic belly dancing burlesque show! Maybe the toga-cloaked master was kind enough to toss in a bit of divine blue lotus with the wine, for the thrill of customers silently in search of an exotic carnal experience.

If one developed the urge, which no doubt was part of the game plan, and he possessed the nerve, he could step a mere two openings down and freely purchase a delicate lyceum aged prostitute, who dressed up in astonishing likeness to the sheikhs exotic dancing girls, judging from murals on the wall. The painting on the left would show her in the display, while paintings on the right would display her engaging in special trick(s) she may have built her entire provocative reputation on. In my own finality, judging from the mural, the rule of the day was whatever customers could fantasize and desire, as long as he didn’t mind paying the demanded price. 

We should presume hard round money was paid up front, but then the opening to the parlor once had heavy doors with wrought iron bars across the windows, lengthwise. Where, pray tell, would customers  have gone, should he have intended to bolt on the order to ante up, following his carnal treat with the lady of his choice? We may only imagine the door guard was more than likely a tough soldier working a second job during his furlough, while being stationed nearby; or a retired ex-soldier, investing into the business of flesh trade during his working days. If the former was the case, we may be sure this guard wasn't about to tolerate any freeloaders wishing to taste his sweet treats for free., unless it was a good friend on visit, who he knew would one day return the same favor, if not something much more exotic for him to indulge himself into!

From all the business enterprise examples revealing themselves before us, the most prevalent was that of prostitution. So it seemed, virtually every private residence was in possession of a chamber for facilitating this trade in flesh,  and any exchange thereof. As one would imagine, even after twenty four centuries we could readily discern a fact of some enterprises in such vices, having much more than others to offer their customers. 

Without a doubt, we are forced to presume from the obvious, a fact of brothels being designed to facilitate different social-economic spectrum of the society once thriving inside these city limits of old Pompeii. As far as it is known, we do not have in possession records of such, but there may have existed legalized segregation based on one's position inside the city. The aristocratic citizen, who only lives and functions among his own kind, go here please, in company with the very best society has to offer. Commoners go over here, among plain-Jane accommodations, and please be content to make do. 

In either case, I forgot to inquire about venereal diseases I would imagine were very prevalent at the time. Contrary to the beliefs of some, this scourge being only one among a large variety, was indeed rather prevalent way back then. ​[3] The prevailing presence of bordellos most certainly would not have helped to contain any possibilities for negative personal situations.

This author speculates there may have existed what is known by slang terminology as the “gilded” gentry class. What this term refers to is a property investor generating enough revenue from his investments, earning a salary on par with that of aristocracy. Members of the gilded gentry class were received by the legal aristocracy on various levels, including that of outright disdain. Part of the problem was members of the “gilded” gentry class being only slightly educated in the books of the day, yet possessing a virtual PhD in the school of practical knowledge, in the fields of enterprise, investment, and expansion. 

These folks lacked a book based education, since all of their time was consumed first with learning a trade or business, investing the proceeds, managing their property investments and the people hired to run the enterprise, then determining the most efficient way to expand on what they already acquired. These fine folks possessed little time to indulge any reading of epic poetry, philosophy, the study of rhetoric, or any sort of idealist pondering; constituting the prevailing majority in what an academic education of the day consisted of. Such vain gifts were granted only to those who were born into the position and wealth, which is where we receive a legal title of “aristocracy.”

Merit, or proof of one's contingency for a position, is a concept virtually unknown to those who live underneath this legalized label of aristocracy, as it always was since the earliest days of old Pompeii. Yet, even in our own day, we still allow our rules to be imposed by this class, ​[4] virtually dictating the lives of rank and file citizens on the ground. ​[5] Where was the logic in this revelation back during the days of the metropolis on the hill? Where is it to be found, even in our own present day and time? Why has mankind not learned anything of merit on certain specific grounds in more than two thousand years?

By the fourth century B.C. , the grand city came under domination by Rome, yet still appears to have resisted by simply ignoring any legislation designed to “extort” profits directed toward them. Near the year 80 B.C., the increasingly overbearing authority of Rome reached a point of being unbearable, far as generating profits were concerned. We may witness demonstration of this reality all around the brothels in the form of signs carved into walls, sidewalks right in the doorways of the business enterprise, and posts of various sorts. 

It appears, upon being discovered secretly running an enterprise without paying the ever demanded tax, the business was taxed at some three to nine times usual rates. To let the inspectors know of one's compliant intentions, a very visible sign of testicles underneath an erect penis were vividly displayed in these fore-stated locations, in regard to the most profitable enterprise of owning bordellos. The Roman inspector knew what was going on, taxed the business at the usual rate, then both he and the enterprising individual went on their merry way. As much as I hate to repeat it here again, some things have changed very little over the years.

In the year 80 B.C., Pompeii participated in a revolt against the ever increasing authority of Rome. The revolutionary act of resistance proved to be a failure in the end, when directed against the well organized authority of Rome. As a concluding result, citizens of Pompeii were eventually forced to submit, now clearly visualizing where they had no other options remaining. We know from studies of other similar incidents from the day, individuals still refusing to submit without question, were dealt with swiftly and mercilessly. We must presume these same rules applied to Pompeii, especially during the time immediately following the revolution. One hundred fifty years later its complete destruction would surely come about, only by the flaming rage of Vesuvius in the clearly discernible distance.

Nearly a thousand years as a thriving trading crossroad, and approximately seven hundred as a well developed mercantile metropolis, make for an extremely good success story, I feel. I dare say these time lengths are much better than usual for such places. I could not help smiling to myself in offering my own personal salute to the former glory of the old metropolis, as I continued ambling down the concrete and stone streets of the ruined city, toward the modern day tourist market  I was nearing at the base of the hill, into which this timeless city was constructed. 

As I casually walked I noticed delicate flowers and the surrounding vegetation in general. The flowers and general vegetation were all astonishingly familiar to me, virtually sub-species of the exact same varieties known in my own home area of the United States.. Here, in Europe, I had the same experience I did during my time in the Orient, observing and examining virtual sub-species of the same plants I knew in the states of Virginia, Tennessee, South and North Carolina. 

While in the Orient I attributed my experience to the fact that ornamental shrubs were imported into North America since the days of the British colonies, and the fact that virtually all trees in the Chinese panorama were farmed, as far as I ever bore witness to.  I traveled by train over four hundred miles out on all sides from the limits of Beijing, where my primary residence of the time was. The same rule still appeared to hold true. It was tempting to conclude all of China and the orient at large were of the same caste, but China alone is an extremely vast territory. Still, while being virtually on  opposite sides of the earth, I expected to witness extremely exotic varieties of vegetation; certainly not the same subspecies varieties I was so familiar with already! What exactly was I expected to make of this phenomenon? 

I ambled around inside the modern day market at the foot of the hill beneath the metropolis ruins of Pompeii. The heat was still cooking, since I made the mistake of desiring labor during the months of the Italian summer. Shame on poor me for doing so, I thought as I hung my head covered by my opened, soaking wet bandanna I virtually always carry with me when I travel outside my home. I purchased an ice cold local beer in a thirty ounce bottle, intending to remedy the uncomfortable situation. That, and the fine Italian wine, could be had for only a bit above the value of an American dollar, while a bottle of ice cold water, on the other hand, cost more than five!

Soon we hopped back onto a bus, eventually carrying us into the thriving modern day metropolis of Naples. As we traveled, again I was struck by an astonishing similarity the broad landscape had with what I was already familiar with in my home area of the US. With vineyards now replacing tobacco fields back home, and the picture thereof fixed firmly into my mind, any observed similarity with the Italian vineyards tucked away in the surrounding countryside, was far too much for my simple jettison. The surrounding trees were even of the same identical varieties!

Back home we have pines, cedar, and fir trees. I observed them here in Italy, in marked abundance. The subspecies varieties were differential, yet a pine is still a pine, as a fir tree is still a fir tree. Back home the varieties of pine tend to be Lob-lolly, Pitch pine, yellow and white pine. In Italy the varieties appeared to be a version of yellow pine, and on occasion a type of white pine. I also noticed varieties of poplar trees and aspen., all varieties found back home in my area of the US. 

As the bus bounced merrily along, I couldn’t help noticing the many fields and planted crops. I saw eggplant, squash, soy beans, corn, lots of corn as a matter of fact. I saw onion and tomato, plots of mushroom, garlic, leaks, and the list could go on. The point being made is that here we were on the other side of the world, and I was finding the same crops already so familiar to me back home. 

Where were the exotic, freaky plants simple words of knowledge could never explain? I wanted trees with leaves breathing out a kaleidoscope of virtual colors, and bark of a texture compelling one to touch it repeatedly. I wanted vegetables with a taste offering one a sensation from which he could never withhold, in the time future from his experience. I wanted peach type fruit tasting like a thousand other pleasant flavors found in the surrounding landscape. All one would be required to do is simply turn the peach over to find the next exotic flavor on the opposite side! Where was my exotic paradise?, I thought aloud in silence to myself.

I could not help but intimate my quiet freakish thoughts over to my youngest daughter, Marina, who was twenty one at the time, sitting immediately beside me in the bus seat engrossed in her own pondering of the moment at hand; yet was ever-ready to offer me her handy explanation of the matter, as it relates back to the officially sanctioned stories of mainstream science. I put the question to her more in the name of lightly taunting jest, than in any attempt at extracting heavy intellectual information. Most people generally tend to balk when they feel they might be forced to invest powers of thought into some heavy matter of honest questioning. I feared her response on this particular occasion, might not be one of any hard conviction in the matter. 

“Why are you so surprised at that?,” she chuckled underneath her breath, while casually glancing over at me. “Haven't you bothered to read the books?”

“What books?,” I snapped in curt reply, to test her knowledge and response in regard to the topic at hand.

She laughed again, dropping her head while shaking it from side to side.

“Well you know.. Please don't tell me I have to explain all of this business to you now.”

“Yeah, certainly,” I said in short reply with a smile, “I want to hear your hard honest rendering of the matter back to me.”

“Well, the books tell us all of the continents were once one. So here's your explanation.” 

She hung her head, smiling, continuing to shake her head slowly from side to side in gasping disbelief.

“How come there is so much water between us then?,” I asked her half in silent jest.

She hung her head once more again, shaking it from side to side.

“With all of this schooling you have had, I just can't believe you do not know this stuff. Well, they claim the continents broke up over millions of years, then simply drifted away. These continents are still drifting, while gradually breaking up. Look at the fault lines and the huge cracks in the earth, in some places,” she said. “That's why we have subspecies of the same plants all over the planet.”

She looked at me chuckling, only to drop her head again.

“I simply can't believe you’ve asked me this.”

“It all sounds logical,” I replied, with my own relaxing smile.

I anticipated she was going to tell me what she did. People have been programmed to reply in such a fashion for sixty years now, ever since the platform in the American government was erected to support a future socialization of its citizen masses. An idea of anything else ever being different needed erasing away, first from the educated public mind, then the uneducated proletariat masses. The greatest sin to the idea of state control, on any level, is for a citizen base to believe something beyond our limitations is in possession of a greater control, than any secular authority here on planet earth.

In fact, the revelation here is one of leaders over any national system, actually seeking to force a sort of state worship from the people, at some point in the ever dawning future. Clear evidence for such conviction is found in their attempts to eradicate belief in any sort of reality beyond. This emerging truth is most apparent when these secular authorities appear to literally command for us to accept absurd convictions, such as an inferior element ascending into a continual superlative, by complete random chance! Any such conclusion blatantly violates the laws of mathematics and logic to the place that the extremes of violation end at ridiculous points on the celestial scale of measurement. Once more in silent pondering with myself, I laughed aloud.

“What are you laughing at this time?,” inquired my youngest daughter, Marina, in an honest inquiry.

I intended to give her an answer, but I did not do so right away. I continued to ponder on the question, and her former explanation of the observation I made. I will agree that the continents of earth were once one, but only underneath the deepest waters of sea; never floating mysteriously on the water surface, as the central bank and government owned scientists of the world so audaciously claim. I’ll use my powers of logic offered as a gift from the divine one above to formulate my own convictions, whether the authoritarian liars of earth wish to acknowledge him or not.

I can visualize where a horrendously violent earthquake in the far distant past shook the Pangaea land mass, breaking it up into the forms with which we are so familiar in our own day and age. The plates forced the land masses upward from the floor of the sea bed, causing waters of the deep blue sea to consequently recede, and the continents to stabilize where they presently are, for the most part. 

My daughter laughed at me, hanging her head once more again.

“I just can't believe you,” she replied. “So how do we explain these similarities in the plant varieties that you have been witness to?” 

My wife even went as far as to reply that she believed our daughter, rather than my own personal revelation. 

“My personal problem with mainstream science is that two thirds of it is tainted by political agenda. The first question we must ask is specifically how is it these elitist authoritarians of earth are served by us believing in their false message? To accept what it is I believe in, since it falls in perfect line with the most ancient of written accounts, would indirectly serve to verify the existence of a far superior authority from beyond. What the leaders of men strongly desire is to strike away this notion of an advanced authority beyond giving them competition for what it is they desire most to extort from the proletariat at large here, on planet earth. In short, what they desire most of all is virtually everything  the people of planet earth possess to give, ​[6] including their very lives in the end. Yes, that is right, to simplify what it is I am saying; these people want to be the supreme god of the masses at large, on the face of the earth! They also desire the right to impose a penalty of death for those refusing to bow down, we are compelled to presume,” I intimated in reply.

“But who are you to say that?,” my daughter replied in earnest bequest. “These people have research degrees, vesting millions in money to render us the information they have! Who are you to even question it? Where is your advanced degree, and papers revealing research operations you have been involved with? All you are is an international ESL instructor, for crying out loud here! You drift back home to the states, only doing various things to eke by once there. You even work in a local food cafe at times, for Pete's sake, but real research? That seems to be so far beyond the likes of you,” she snapped, seemingly angered by what she perceived as my audacity in challenging a system, into which she blindingly placed so much faith.

“Look up some of these researchers on your smartphone,” I politely asked her.

She reluctantly complied, naming them,  reading me their professional resume'.

“Now investigate where the financing for this research originated,” I ordered her. 

“It originated at such and such university, as we would all presume,” she snapped again.

“Now look up the university in question, to observe where the funding for this research originates. Even if the funding appears to originate with an independent association of some sort, when we trace the tentacles of the organization backward, we may observe where it is that some sort of organized government had their hand in the water controlling the flow of the stir.” 

Sure enough, the discovery proved itself consistent every time we investigated. 

“When any sort of scientific claim smacks of being politically correct, especially giving any sort of verification to the cause, this observation should automatically send up a red flag,” I curtly informed her. “Your thinking process is being manipulated, and we are commanded by the powers of truth to critically analyze each and every claim made; lest one day in the near future, we all become swallowed up by the waters of authority gradually thrusting upon us.”

“In lieu of your question and the response you have given me,” she politely inquires, “what are we to make of this?”

“We may conclude the truth must be something else, something authoritarians are desperately attempting to conceal from us,” I replied in honest to her direct question.

“Like, what sort of truth?,” she snapped. She gave me a sour look upon asking.

“Like the exact opposite of what they are claiming, and shoving before us to command we accept as being absolute, and without question.”

“What exactly are you speaking of? I don't understand,” Marina sighed.

“Remember when I spoke of an inferior ascending into a superlative, by random chance? What I am proposing is that the real truth lies in the notion of all life beginning with an original genetic superlative, descending into a continuing inferior due to on-going patterns of corruption. This pattern would fit in with the rule of logic, to a perfection. There may be no doubt in my mind, political agenda has forced the world's greatest scientists to blatantly reject the notion, for obvious reasons. Behind closed doors they probably embrace the ideology, especially if they can see where it is they might benefit in doing so.”

“How in the world could they, or anyone else, ever benefit from believing in that wild story of yours?,” laughed Marina, with a sudden gasp.

“Many religions of the earth possess a belief in some sort of future emanation from beyond one day manifesting to rule the earth, at some great defining moment in future secular history.” I replied to her in earnest. “If the leaders of men could somehow feign as being this emanation, then the greatest heist in the entire history of all mankind, could be facilitated. All who possessed the fortitude to point out the truth could be immediately liquidated, until any citizens remaining would be ever willing, worshiping slaves, existing only to give all, while asking absolutely nothing in return. For this reason we must always be on our guard, Marina, and the manner in which we remain alert is through questioning and use of reason and logic,” I calmly and firmly explained.
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A fresco from Pompeii taken on the trip described above. The scene appears to be that of a lady in a garden area, maybe where the modern day market sits today. The city appears to sit at the right of the figure as she faces us. There appears to be a child with her, but many specific details are tough to articulate without some sort of computerized restoration of the scene. This lady is obviously well off, as we might surmise with her being able to commission one to do such artwork, where she stands in the center. The artwork conveys a strange Oriental spirit to the observer, in the opinion of this author.

One of the face fragments inspiring the thought. This area was part of the open forum courtyard of Pompeii described in such detail above.
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An inspirational character in the huge forum courtyard of Pompeii. What would possess people to dream up such fantastic creatures? Are these figments of fertile imaginations, or was something else going on back then, we of the future are not completely aware of?
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Another mysterious figure from the open courtyard forum area of Pompeii. What was this figure depicting? Who was it and why were the people of the day so proudly placing his effigy into plain sight? There again, what is the message being conveyed here from more than two thousand years ago?
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A street on Pompeii. See the ruts where the chariot wheels from long ages past cut the stone of the road? See the three stepping stones? The people here are walking about just as they would have before 79 AD. The roadway on the other hand, at times during the day would have been a route for sludge to run of virtually every sort, including raw sewage. For their own safety the people had no other option but to walk using the roadsides and the stepping stones in the center. See the store front areas? The general layout reminded the author of modern day places found in the nation of Ecuador, numerous areas scattered throughout Mexico and other South American nations that function in a manner virtually identical to that which was observed in the ruin of Pompeii. The only primary differences were concrete roads that are now paved, automobiles rather than chariots, and more than two thousand years worth of time that has elapsed. 
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A view of Vesuvius coming into Pompeii. See the puff of vapor from her summit? We may only wonder how long it is that she will give us to ponder the matter this time around. The modern day city of Naples has been put on alert in the recent past, so the locals claimed.
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Ruins of the amphora manufacturing business mentioned in the text above. Too bad I could not locate the photograph detailing the plaster figure of the owner in his final moments of life. He was there, to be sure about the matter.
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Here lies the huge statue of the nude winged man. Obviously, once upon a time in the past, this statue stood upright on the very spot where he now lay. What is this statue attempting to convey? Who is this depicting? Why is there this element of immense size so prevalent throughout the area of Pompeii?
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Here is a snapshot of the forum courtyard area in Pompeii where the Olympic games of the day were held. The columns on the right obviously once supported some sort of roof, apparently designed to shield the spectators and the refreshment stand operators from the forces of prevailing weather conditions, as well as the heat of a fierce summer sun. In the background it is possible to catch a glimpse of the mountain which would one day reduce the city into ashes.
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Here is a snapshot of the door going into one of the villa houses mentioned in the text earlier. The one mentioned in the text specifically had a strange room in the rear of the house serving as a family mausoleum, and an established area to pay one's proper respects. This is a prominent feature a majority of these privileged homes possessed, among others already mentioned. See how shockingly modern this front appears? Anyone who has traveled into countries where concrete is used to construct entire living communities, might agree with this conclusion. Such was the case here at Pompeii. 
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The Book Of Patrimony


The Problem With Genes
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Now when these things were done, the princes came to me, saying, The people of Israel, and the priests, and the Levites, have not separated themselves from the people of the lands, doing according to their abominations, even of the Canaanites, the Hittites, the Perizzites, the Jebusites, the Ammonites, the Moabites, the Egyptians, and the Amorites. For they have taken of their daughters for themselves, and for their sons: so that the holy seed have mingled themselves with the people of those lands: yea, the hand of the princes and rulers hath been chief in this trespass. 

Ezra 9-10 authorized King James version

In some sort of context mankind has nearly always been aware that blood passed down family traits. We observe references dating from as far back in time as the Old Testament, some four thousand years backward,  with references speaking in concerns to the “blood of Abraham, ​[7] ” or the seed of my seed, with the word “seed” referring to semen, and the fact that ancients were aware of semen issuing forth to cause pregnancy. In reality, we would suppose the logic regarding semen was only a common sense analogy based on an observation of the initiating action taken, and a result of this action being pregnancy notated and observed within six months time . Blood on the other hand, involves a few more complications in regard to understanding processes by which it passes on the originating family characteristics.

In the end we are compelled into concession in bond with a sacred timeless truth, being that genetics mean everything. In an astonishingly similar manner the old Testament prophets warned the tribes of Levi, Judah, and Benjamin against breeding with those outside of the other nine tribes ​[8]  ​[9] and for the same reason, we of today are compelled to accept the fact of these tribes being beholden to an inviolable heavenly ordained regulation that in reality, intentionally limited corruption of the patrimonial blood. In all areas of contention and challenge in daily life, we are overwhelmingly compelled to apply hard logic in complete damnation of any contesting, imposed political agenda, for there is no escape from doing so. 

What one's people of origin were, and the manner in which they both behaved and reacted when motivated by outside stimuli, is what we of today are inside our own patrimonial demographic; or we stand among those with possibilities in positive combinations. If our ancestors were rational, creative, calculating, industrious entrepreneurial people, then more than likely, so are we, or at least we bear deeply seated desires for being so. Examples of true manifestations among us would fill literal volumes, in and of themselves.

A perfect example to be observed in such a population is the psychological perspective standing in broad conviction being; when in absence of opportunity, then we shall make our own way, on our own terms, as we choose to do so, no matter what the authority is attempting to wrest this natural right away from us! Others standing outside of this sole reasoning plateau, simply dry up and fade away over time.

Those standing tall among positive inherited traits possess an all consuming powerful innate desire for their children to do so as well. Like the planter desiring certain characteristics in his livestock, when we of excellent intentions are in search of a mate with which to bear our offspring, then this same process of observation should precede it; with the analytical questions proposed above projected, and diligently deliberated. More in point and specific, what patrimony and heritage of superficial bodily perfection and grand accomplishment does this prospective mate possess, and are specific to this family, broadly speaking; and do I desire for those characteristics to forever stand inside my own inherited family bloodline?

In stark contradictory contrast to both motivations of passion and prevailing political agenda, a grim, gnashing reality remains high above any sort of emotionally sympathetic, or politically motivated beguiling dissuading contention. If one refuses to accept the prospect of a less-than-perfect offspring, for example, then most certainly forebear marrying into a family with less than perfect patrimonial characteristics, or even interacting sexually with one who originated from such a family.  By all means simply cut the vine off at the very root, for crying out loud here! When translated into simple language this phrase means;  don't even hold hands or interact in a manner with a possibility of prompting any sort of future union. Keep the association at arms length in closest proximity.

On the other hand, when one deductively determines to have children in possession of certain specific characteristics, then once a family is located bearing those desired characteristics, and has been found via studious ancestral research to bear a strong lineage of those specific positive characteristics, then by all means pursue the prospective merger with an invigorating compulsion!

When these questions are seriously deliberated, one may find that his or her prospects for potential marriage may be severely limited, unfortunately. In the end, no matter how much we may compel ourselves to hold the reality into flagrant disregard, for the future health of our family line we are much better off in allowing it to simply die on the proverbial limb by forbearing children, than to allow our precious endowment to suffer any sort of negative taint. A hard solid truth in life is that negative taints are eternal, unless the entire family submits to some sort of highly controlled breeding program, intending to eliminate those negative taints from the patrimonial bloodline.

With new genetic manipulation technology emerging into existence, the potential for families to take such direct action is becoming relevant, with increasing viability. It well may already be possible to literally order genes for certain highly desired positive traits ​[10], have these genes inserted into embryos where negative traits have been manually removed using laser technology, while the embryo was seated inside the womb or placed into a test tube; with these positive traits being reinserted back into the embryo, whereupon the embryo is then replaced into the womb. 

In a dawning future era I anticipate being witness to families bearing these characteristics of excellence mentioned above, forming association clubs with those of a like mind, where an intent will literally be to breed a genetically elevated brood. In a simultaneous motion their efforts will create a restored patrimonial endowment of both a consanguine brood, in possession of every precedence for highly functional independence and splendid accomplishment, all enveloped within an eternal heritage of superlative ante-mutated genetic lucidity. 

This author visualizes a sieve in the prevailing western economic and social system, through which all of humanity therein is being compelled to pass, even at this very moment in time. Those remaining when the chafe passes through, stand among the upper ten percent, economically and socially speaking. This specified group is next after the upper three percent, in terms of wealth and accomplishment.

Already this group is creating its own isolated dwelling environments behind high walled enclosures, secured by fierce armed guards and heavy wrought iron gates. Inside this exclusive environment, those of superlative heritage degree are fanatic in regard to reverence for past accomplishments of those within their own patrimony. A new form of segregation based on heritage, blood, and economic accomplishment is gradually emerging. Efforts directed toward improving the future brood, shall be elevated into a much higher point of consideration soon! 

Inside our momentary fantasy, visualizing future efforts in creating a super brood, with health capacity and intellectual capabilities standing far beyond those of today’s average people, becomes an elementary point in consideration. Those without the financial reserves in our own time, to pay for this highly sought after physical and intellectual capacity to be elevated in their descendants, shall consequently condemn these children into a life of perpetuating servitude, to those in possession of these sought after genetic traits. By the time these lost generations appear to catch up, new genetic technology will have emerged,  still yet rendering them into a state of perpetuating bondage.

Here, inside two and three million dollar plus homes, dwell the highly educated and wildly successful self-employed.  Behind these gates marriages are being arranged, seeking to preclude infection from the squalor ridden scramble blooded chafe without; who hold no basic concept of who they are as a people, let alone specifics regarding any notion for improving one’s social or economic environment, and general living conditions. To violate these family codes would mean for the guilty individual to be cast into dismal realm beyond these high walls - a fate not only equating with death of the physical body, but death intellectually, economically, and socially as this condemned individual is absorbed into the mutated hoards dwelling inside a barbaric damnation realm lost within in a vast wasteland province beyond. In all likelihood, this individual would be totally and completely ostracized, destined never to be seen nor heard from again.

Based on past agricultural experience in dealing with virtually the same issues among livestock, I say that in only three generations one would observe huge upgraded positives in the genetic makeup of his family brood. On that note, to be quite frank with the reader, I am all for the effort; with any moralist ideology of ethics ​[11] always being cast aside, when the anticipated end result is consistently positive.

The idea of preserving virginity until marriage was originally installed to forego any possibility of negative genetic blood characteristics from entering into a family bloodline, since marriage mates were once chosen by parents, rather than by a youth's irrational appeal to emotion. Underneath certain licentious situations, ​[12] the very act of illicit sex itself may have mysteriously facilitated some sort of genetic taint in one's blood, ​[13]  ​[14] even if no offspring result from the union. We are forced to bear in mind, however, that such an embrace of hard facts is not “politically correct” for us holding to any ideology of preserving virginity and patrimonial bloodlines, in any sort of context; even though this conclusion so stated above is based on hard, highly observable, undeniable fact. 

This observation of fact is why governments of the western world, and the US establishment in particular, have gone to great lengths in legalizing visual appeals to purulent suggestions known for ongoing generations now to arouse a type of carnal addiction. The powerful concealed suggestion in a manufactured observance of sheer decadence found in this degenerate appeal is to disregard all logic, and simply submit to this most basic biological motivation to breed with the first opportunity presenting itself, while casting aside all notions of patrimonial heritage or morality. 

To be more direct, politicized representations before viewers are specifically engineered, with an authoritarian intent of causing the viewer to submit to the intentional negative motivation found in the visualized suggestion. ​[15] What more could we expect when the world’s largest distributor of media, Comcast, is owned and operated by the families of Goldstein and Cohen, who are intermarried with the banking dynasty of Rothschild? Forty six percent of what Comcast distributes is hard core pornography, and the company has offices in virtually every nation on earth. Certain nations, such as Denmark for example, are ultra-liberal in the types of degenerate depictions they allow.

Legalizing the material bearing negative powers of suggestion also creates a huge multi-billion dollar industry, ​[16] that in reality only benefits an elitist few, when we dare to trace lines of connection back to their final source. In the process this negative suggestion serves to destroy an entire patrimonial heritage of past glory and excellence, if not an entire generation at large, with the first generation submitting to the negatives before them in large enough numbers to make a noticeable difference. 

In other words, the basic structure of family has been assaulted, with a pronounced authoritarian attempt at completely destroying the entire family structure. ​[17] The internet, cable television, and a wide availability to disc recording and the like, make this elitist manufactured corruption more plausible on a far broader scale in our present day than ever before in history.

No matter how much it is we resist the fact, a bitter truth is that when the male steps outside the family brood for a little recreational escapade or two; should pregnancy result, then the taint is on the bloodline of the female, not that of his own brood. This fact of being was why fathers at times are willing to commit outright murder, if doing so demands such serious action for preserving the virginity of his daughter, in lieu of any possibility for serious taint in the patrimonial blood of the family brood. If the daughter was allowed to submit only once in disregard for any analytical reasoning in the matter, then her strength to forbear would drastically weaken, as a type of natural carnal addiction is aroused. 

The father's convictions, if condemned by the same destructive system creating the need for taking such drastic action, are that he was sacrificing himself for both his patrimonial heritage of accomplishment, and the blood of his future family line; that any forfeiture of his own mortal flesh and body was well worth the direct action taken.  In finalization, a supreme sacrifice upon the high altar of prevention, would most certainly neutralize any potential for future taint, at least from the specifically targeted person.

The above realization may at least partially explain reasons why Islamic people who murder female family members, do so out of claiming the family network has been horribly insulted ​[18]. In regard to the potential for insult against the family line, these folks may be more right than wrong, if we at least momentarily forebear on any notion of morality, as it applies to the crime of murder. The target should have simply taken the preceding hint, while backing off, wisely leaving the female alone. Alas, the prospective degenerate did not, and neither did the passionate female toward him, with both individuals continuing to ardently pursue the poisoned taint. 

In other instances we hear tales of women who have already been stained either by submission to the potential tarnish, a tainted pregnancy, or even both, with all involved suffering the same fate. There again, reasons why are still the same.

This idealist feeling of “love” is simply an emotion allowed to supersede any form of logic, unfortunately. We are at liberty to observe this phenomenal trend extending at least as far back in time as the very true story of “Romeo And Juliet.” ​[19] The western world may in-fact be among the earth’s worst for being subject to the potential of allowing appeal to emotion found in the sensation of passion labeled “love” to supersede any practicality of logic instructing us to do otherwise. 

When this unfounded passion is combined with a natural euphoria of sex, then the magnetism generated is almost irresistible, explaining reasons why even under threat of murder the one intending to tarnish continues to return, and the female he returns to continues in her submission. This reality also explains reasons why in innumerable instances individuals giving in to this pervasive temptation make illogical, even ridiculous moves in regard to it; to a point of mothers casting their own children to the proverbial curbside in a grotesque impassioned pursuit of the person bearing the poisonous taint! In likewise fashion, conclusions of suicide ​[20] often are rationalized as being very plausible. Legal systems of the Western World deal with such unfortunate instances almost on a daily basis.

A lifetime ago such people, mostly women, would have been labeled in some circles as being “mojoed.” There were techniques a woman was in possession of to “mojo”  a man, according to the eldest ladies of my earliest youth, but such methods involve age old combinations found inside blood and food bordering on being outright disgusting, therefore I will forebear on repeating them here inside this work. Many an elder lady, however, has vowed with passion that this rude combination of blood and food was highly effective in it's intended objective; which was to keep a man at home, while forcing him into submissiveness toward her each and every command, even no logic existed inside the orders demanded!

This combination of illogical passion and sex generates a type of euphoria in striking resemblance to drug addiction. The one who submits, as females appear to be much more addicted when the male conceptualizes the power found inside a proper combination, should it be applied correctly;  will pursue even when under the violence of
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