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The Power Within
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Who holds power over trees and soil,

Over human creatures and all their toil?

Why do some fall prey to illustrious schemes,

While others rise through decayed regimes?

What essence lies hidden beneath human flesh,

That the grave may consume and lions enmesh?

Now is the day to silence doubts,

To raise our voices against unethical routs;

To call for justice against supreme innocence,

To shield our children from vain pretense.

Mothers’ superior and fathers’ revered

Are of the Earth, their fate is clear;

But a new Power stirs within,

By the Authority of Creation, Truth will win.
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ILLUSION
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Chapter 1
Imperial Religiosity
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The heavy clouds looked ominous over the setting sun as the first nor’easter blizzard of the winter formed on the horizon. Overcast clouds and blowing snow billowed over the church as Rosa drove up the steep hill toward the parking lot. The storms over the last couple of winters had been worse compared to previous years.

Tomorrow, the city would be at a standstill. Derricke’s flight might not arrive exactly on schedule, if at all. The hill was gathering snow, and she hoped the drive back down wouldn’t be icy. She saw no available spaces in the crowded parking lot, until she spotted one outside the white lines near the edge, hidden inside a clearing of trees.

She pulled the knitted white wool scarf around her face and held the door of the vehicle  as the wind pushed against her, then quickly shifted her body around, to turn away from the sudden bone-chilling gust. The high-pitched scream of the wind was an uncanny sound, like foxes howling through the waves that crashed against the shoreline. In her slight frame, she struggled to walk against the gale. The snow had accumulated along the path toward the church entrance and icy patches glimmered on the edges of the dark pavement. The forecast for overnight was heavy snow and ice.

The church property stood at the top of a hill in the middle of the quaint oceanside community. The structure was one hundred and eighty years old and had presence. Its high white steeple looked elegant, though unadorned and was commanding in stature. The spire was formed by plastered wood, a method of construction that dated back to the Pharaohs of Egypt. Historically, three coats of application were necessary, the scratch coat, the brown coat and the finish coat. All the layers together created solid, hollow durability. The inner scratch coat wore the abuse of the elements. The brown middle coat wore seared scars from eroded damage. Only the finished outer coat, with its glazed white exterior was visible. Over time, various other materials including metals, especially iron, were used to build thicker surfaces to withstand the harsh forces of nature. The exterior glaze hid the wear and tear of time. Applied correctly, the thick, solid facade of plaster can be manipulated and changed, to blend with what lies beneath the surface. The three exterior coats together, absorb time and obscure sounds. The glorious presence of the white steeple declared its majesty against the forces of nature, on that evening in late November. 

Ice was everywhere. Rosa struggled to pull the large handcrafted wooden door open. As she stepped into the vestibule, she was greeted with the warm chatter of familiar strangers. She stood on the mat, looked around and shook the ice from her scarf onto the entrance mat. The vestibule was that hall of entrance where parishioners gathered to socialize, before they entered in through the interior door, beyond which divinity was presumed to reside. Through that interior gateway were those who believed themselves to be chosen among other human beings to deliver the Roman church's dogma and enforce its traditions. Rosa lived on the edge of the church's teachings, but she had not yet separated completely. 

As Rosa looked around, Patsy Pond came out of nowhere. From the inside of that circle of familiar strangers, her childhood friend emerged and made a beeline straight toward her. 

“Oh, I can’t believe it’s you!" Patsy said. "It must be almost thirty years, and you haven't changed." 

"I didn’t know you came to this church.” Rosa was amazed to see her childhood friend. Beaming from ear to ear, they wrapped their arms around each other. Rosa was filled with emotion to see her childhood companion again. They had grown up together on Richmond Street on the Rocky Coast. As they stared at each other in amazement, Rosa's mind went to the memories of playing hide and seek in the blueberry hills and going into Mr. Earle’s corner store to buy licorice. “I don't come to the evening mass," Rosa said, "but now I know I will,” she promised. Suddenly, she had been reunited in the vestibule with her long-lost friend, with whom she had shared wild childhood adventures, in the hills surrounding their homes. Three women from the recent Israel trip also noticed Rosa and waved. She recalled the evening when she had invited them to dinner at her condo to plan their journey. The four of them sat out on the small balcony, side by side, trying to decide what kind of vehicle Rosa should buy, since her white Mazda was showing signs of its age, but Rosa felt an affinity with it. Seeing old friends again, she realized how isolated she had become since meeting Derricke. All of her old companions had disappeared from her life because she was trying to juggle work, evening studies at the university and Derricke. Weekend masses had become a comfortable social event.

Patsy glanced at her watch. “It’s almost seven. We should find a seat.” The crowd in the vestibule dispersed, and Patsy grabbed onto Rosa’s arm. “I won't let another thirty years come between us.” They nudged their way through the crowd toward the nave, arm in arm, and passed by the baptismal font. The stone font was a sort of gateway into the nave, “the door,” that place where infants are baptized and new Roman Catholics join in the Roman church's traditions. 

Rosa had become comfortable in the morning masses, where she enjoyed seeing the families and children. On this evening, the congregation was mostly adult and a few youth. The dimmed evening lighting inside added a solemn ambiance. Rosa was ingrained with the notion that everyone who entered the holy place was trustworthy, which was part of the attraction and connection she felt for the people. She was comfortable around the like-minded people, though most were strangers.

As soon as she entered into the holy place, she was dismayed to notice Derricke, leaning back against the wall, engaged in conversation with a circle of church leaders that included the parish priest and choir master. Derricke was a virtuoso at socializing with everyone he met. This community church was in Rosa's neighborhood, where she had been living for seven years before she met him. He divided his time between the neighborhood parish on his side of the bay, with the parish in her community. Since she met him almost a year ago, he had ingratiated himself into the Roman religious establishment. He was known as the man to call upon, by anyone who was in need. Always gregarious and having joined the organization of knights, he had gained popularity and respect. Derricke was highly regarded within the religious community. Rosa knew he had another purpose for volunteering. He had recently been promoted to Vice-President of Marketing for eastern and central Canada. As he served the church, he also served his own purpose, which was to widen his range of influential business contacts. She was astonished at how quickly he had woven himself into the fabric of the Catholic community in both districts. Everyone who came inside Derricke’s sphere was quickly captivated by his outgoing, warm, humorous, and entertaining company.

Rosa and Patsy walked together toward the circle where Derricke stood. She let go of Rosa's arm, hugged her, and said, “let’s not be strangers.” 

“I'll be in touch,” Rosa promised. She watched her friend head down the center aisle and then walked over to join Derricke's group. 

She walked up to Derricke with a grin, and asked, “what are you doing here?" 

"I have a better question," he responded with a smirk. "Since when do you come to evening mass?" He pulled her arm toward him in a gesture to move her closer. He sounded irritated but she wasn't certain whether he was serious or full of beans.

“Well, the storm...” she explained, pulling away from him. “The horizon is dark. The forecast for overnight is a storm.” She was trying to read his eyes. "I didn’t expect to see you here. Did you mention a major marketing event scheduled next week in Ontario?” 

“Why are you bringing this up now?” Derricke whispered, in the same tone. 

“Why are you so tense?” she retorted. "Are you tense?" she repeated, turning her face away from the attention of others.

“We’ll talk about this later, Rosa," he responded smiling. "You remember Millie.” He began to introduce the others in the circle to Rosa.

"Yes, we've all met before, Derricke." Rosa had known them long before he joined her community church, during the days when she also participated in the ministry. Two in the group had been with her on the trip to Israel. 

“I’m so relieved that you were able to get home before the storm started,” Rosa said.

“I changed my flight because I’m reading the Word," he responded resolutely.

As Derricke continued to captivate the group, Rosa wandered away from them to find a seat. She walked past that familiar statue of the unidentified man. In the nearby niche, stood three more white sculpted statues of men, each standing high upon a granite pedestal. Rosa watched a lady standing next to one of them, caressing its hand, as though comforting it. 

“Who is this one?” Rosa asked. “It’s Saint Constantine,” the woman answered. 

“Oh, I remember now. Was Constantine really a saint?” 

“I don’t know the details,” the woman explained.  “But I always hold his hand while I’m walking by.” As Rosa's attention wavered from her face, she noticed a small grey iron plate on the pedestal with the inscription, "Saint Constantine the Great, the 13th Apostle." The woman is adoring the spirit of the Roman military conqueror, Rosa thought to herself. 

Sculpted images of religious figures adorned virtually every Roman church that Rosa had explored. The aspect of sculpture that interested her most was how people personified and brought to life the artistic work, even bowing down and praying to the art object. Some of the most famous statues beloved by people throughout history have included the mythological Lions of Delos in Greece, Michelangelo’s nude David after his victory over Goliath, the Great Sphinx in Egypt, and the Christ the Redeemer statue in Rio de Janeiro. She enjoyed learning about the use of marble, granite, sandstone, bronze, brass, clay, porcelain, and even recycled materials like plastic and glass to create superb works of art. Rosa was as captivated by the artistic surroundings inside churches, as she was yolked to the social and family atmosphere of Sunday mornings. Some of the faithful found peace in the presence of spiritual or historic figures sculpted in the form of statues, as though they were alive. Some knelt on the floor, beneath the pedestal, and looked up to the face of that towering stone figure, pleading for answers to prayers, trusting by faith that their prayers would be answered. Just as it was in the early days of the Roman Empire, people still seek comfort in the traditions of honoring and worshipping deified images of powerful humans, cast in stone. 

Some spiritual beliefs Rosa had read about, described mysterious spiritual auras personified through colors; red to represent one who is strong-willed, stubborn or defiantly rebellious; green representing the gregarious one, the talker who entertains a group; yellow depicting, that naive one, who fearlessly treads through dark landscapes, and earns the nickname, sunshine; blue representing universal spirituality and intuitivity; gritty orange to depict the dauntless ones, who choose to defy the natural laws of Creation and violet, the energizing color of nature that blooms with vibrancy and independence. Rosa mixed her watercolors on the palette according to those auras, to create something unique in the cosmos, like an image of the presence of that great giant gas planet GJ504_b, surrounded by a dark panorama of muted natural blue and gritty orange; in the center, bright sparkles of shimmering violet, and around the periphery, white and gold reflections of light, all solid auras of the character of the sky giant.

***
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Nestled inside the deepest interior of the oval church was the altar of sacrifice, a long, white marble slab elevated and supported upon a pedestal by four thick mahogany columns. Above the impressive altar, hung the Jewish man Jesus, who the Romans had crucified on the cross, after he had been proclaimed innocent by the Roman Governor. Above the altar was that effervescent window in the ceiling, that appears in virtually all Roman churches, through which natural light shines upon the sacrifice of bread on the altar, which the dogma teaches becomes the actual flesh of the Roman elohim. It was a perplexing reality for Rosa, to contemplate the mysterious teaching, that the universe in all of its intricacies was created by an almighty elohim, who came to life upon the altar in the form of a bread wafer, by the power of words spoken by a priest of Rome. In the days when she served as Eucharistic Minister, Rosa dutifully spoke the words, "the body of Christ," everytime she placed a wafer of bread upon the tongue of a devout parishioner and believed what she spoke.  

She had learned through her study of history, how popes have become renowned teachers of morality and religious doctrine. Caesar Augustus, who was the first to hold the title Pontifex Maximus in 12 BCE, along with select members of his royal family were regarded as divine persons, that is, deemed worthy of the honorific  state of "divinity." Two centuries later, in 311 CE, the eastern Roman Empire expanded westward as Constantine the Great achieved one military victory after another. He was the founder of Constantinople (Istanbul) in the eastern empire and one year later in the new western empire, adopted Christianity and proclaimed himself to be the first Roman Christian Emperor. He expanded the Roman Empire in both directions to become the largest and most powerful Imperial Empire that had ever existed. This imperial regime reigned with a combination of extreme brutality, together with pious undertakings of religious tolerance. Through the 313 CE law called the Edict of Milan, the people were free to worship any deity approved by the Roman Emperor. Roman Emperor Constantine produced the Nicene Creed in 381 CE, which continues to be recited by the people, at every Catholic mass. He legalized Christianity in the second century, and supported the evolution of a Christian Imperial State. Constantine was declared a Saint by the Orthodox Catholic Church. Almost five centuries later, Pope Leo III reigned as Pontiff from 795-816 CE. His pontificate marked a turning point in papal history as the Catholic Church forged deeper ties with the Frankish Empire.  Pepin the Short, King of the Franks had transferred forty-nine hectares of Frankish territory to Papal Rome, which had been acquired in battles against the Lombard people. Today that property is Vatican City State. Pepin's land gift helped the Papacy to reclaim physical sovereignty over the papal states, in the era that Papal Rome had lost its supremacy. On the morning of December 25th, 800 CE in a ceremony at St. Peter's Basilica in Rome, Pope Leo III granted the military conqueror Charlemagne, physical supremacy over the papacy, with the supreme title, Karolus Imperator Augustus ("venerable") because Charlemagne had offered Pope Leo protection and safety from the invading tribal peoples. The Roman Imperial Eastern, Western and Holy Roman Empires have continued to expand for twenty-one centuries unto today.

***
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The dark wooden pews stretched across the wooden-planked floor of the church. From wall to wall, each chip and scratch etched marks of time. Side by side, the planks represented a tapestry of history that stretched across three aisles and three generations. Thousands of families had gathered in these pews to share the Sunday experience over generations, people of all social circles sitting together, some dressed in their Sunday best, others in more casual attire, without any visible divisions of social class. Rough-textured white walls surrounded the human "body" of the church. The tall, narrow windows were covered with beautiful stained-glass images of various biblical figures and landscapes in striking, vivid color. The entire structure, inside and out, was a brilliant white mirage of glory, supremacy, power, and spiritual authority. Above was a fashionable ceiling, a crown of handcrafted swirls of stucco, moving in the formation of the wind, furiously spinning over the people who sat solemnly in the pews of the dimly lit church.

The concept of Papal spiritual supremacy over all peoples of the earth, began with the reign of the 176th pope, Innocent III, (1198-1216). He was deemed the most powerful man in Europe, a mostly Christian territory at that time in history. Pope Innocent III was viewed as the most influential figure of the medieval period. He reformed the Roman Curia, expanded the Papal States, and extended the scope of the Crusades to the "Holy Land". About three hundred years later, between 1452 and 1455, the 208th Pope of Rome, Nicholas V, issued two papal bulls, Dum Diversas and Romanus Pontifex, which endowed King Afonso V of Portugal with legal authority to  fight, subjugate, and conquer any who rose up against the Catholic church or who refused to accept the Catholic religion. By the spiritual authority of Papal Bulls, the Portuguese were given the legal right to acquire non-Christians as slaves, because they were regarded as the enemies of the religious Roman regime. Those enslaved were subjected by law to perpetual servitude. Portugal's Roman Catholic Monarchy in association with the Holy Roman Empire, used the power of their own unethical laws to enslave, torture, and kill innocent populations, along the African coast. The monarchies of Portugal and Rome claimed dominion over all lands south of Cape Bojador in Africa. Pope Sixtus IV ("Sixtus") in 1481, through his bull, Aeterni regis confirmed the religious authority. 

Through the power of the law of the religious imperial regime, the African continent was colonized between the 16th and 19th centuries and the people, along with their homes and lands were seized. These violent and unethical legal tactics established the Atlantic Slave Trade.

***
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Rosa chose a seat in one of the small pews along the edge of the church, in the side aisle. The choir music began to fill the church, while the wind competed for authority, rattling with a groaning force against the doors of the entrance. The old church certainly had its creaky sounds and dark spaces, but not even the stormy gales of winter could silence the beautiful sounds from the organ and the magnificent voices, singing from the choir loft. Rosa glanced over at the procession, which had begun its march up the center aisle. She stood with the congregation. Leading the procession of ministers was the deacon, with arms stretched upward to lift high the wooden crucifix. Following him were two young boys, altar servers dressed in floor-length white tunics and red sashes. Near the end of the group was Derricke, holding the bible high, followed by the priest. Derricke’s demeanor at mass was always pious and humble. He did not fail to bow his head at the altar, nor to genuflect beneath the sculpted statue hanging on the cross. After the procession, Derricke sat in the front pew to await his moment on the pulpit. The priest ascended the altar steps and blessed the congregation with the sign of the cross, then sprinkled the holy water toward the people. The Saturday evening mass began.

Rosa listened intently as Derricke read the Bible passage with conviction—his voice and body language fully engaged. He spoke the words with reverence, as though they had power. Though the meaning of words may fade over time, the words themselves, spoken from or written in a high place, bond with strong emotional and religious connections to traditions and dogma. Rosa had always believed unconditionally that words spoken within the walls of the church were true, truth that is sealed by the testimony of a divine presence. Derricke bowed down to that divine presence, trusting utterly that the words he uttered from the high pulpit had divine power. His delivery from the pulpit was always perfect, and he practiced to make it so. Most people in the pews listened attentively and with reverence. As Rosa watched the scene of devoted men dressed in white religious attire, she was in awe at how clearly they conveyed a presence of purity and divinity, and carried an aura of divine exaltation. 

Some in the pews that night, felt deep convictions about the divinity of the man known as Jesus, who, according to the Christian bible, was born into the Jewish family of Mary and Joseph. Rosa's study of the bible led her to research names in the Hebrew, Latin, Greek and Roman languages. The birth of the man-deity, Jesus is celebrated every year on December 25th, Christmas Day. On that date in 800 CE, in St. Peter's Basilica, Pope Leo III crowned Charlemagne, the first Emperor of the Holy Roman Empire. Christmas Day is that special day for children, who anticipate the arrival of Saint Nicholas, also known as Santa Claus, who descends down a chimney and after filling his plump and cuddly body with snacks and milk, ascends back up that smoky chimney toward the sky, until next year, when he returns again.

Rosa's focus shifted to the curious sounds of foxes howling in the wind and echoing through the walls of the holy place. She decided to leave the church early and head home to her condominium for safety, before the stormy winds worsened. 
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Chapter 2
The Colonial District
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August 7, Friday. The job interview was scheduled for nine o'clock. Rosa's mind was preoccupied with planning how to avoid the hectic downtown traffic, find a parking place, and arrive for the interview feeling refreshed and unstressed. The highway was a two-lane single thoroughfare through the town, which on a normal weekday was jammed with bumper-to-bumper traffic all the way to the downtown core. It was summer, so she thought she'd leave at six, arrive downtown early enough to avoid the traffic altogether, find a parking space without any hassle, have a pleasant walk along the historic waterfront, and grab breakfast. It was a beautiful sunny morning for a walk through the Harbourfront District and along the promenade. 

***
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Rosa began her early morning walk through the Colonial District. She stood across the street from the Colonial Building, the location of her new workplace, if she was offered and accepted the position. Once an aristocratic palatial residence of a prominent business magnate, the building was now the dedicated location for The Organization. She looked in front of her, down toward the harbourfront and around her, at the Imperial Roman edifice of Colonial architecture. She crossed the street, and stood in front of the light brown sandstone structure. The building had been restored several years earlier, still retaining the caricature of the original. The first owners were of grand ancestry, and their prestige was represented by the iron coat of arms over the entrance. Beyond the historical significance of the preserved Imperial building, Rosa knew from her knowledge of history that she was peering into Colonialism. The ornate structure had an air of sophistication and supremacy. The age of the building gave it a defining historic presence in the Colonial District. The signatory cast iron railings gated the entrance to the building. The colonial architecture was complete, with the tall, narrow windows and center gables. The religious Imperial character of the building was captured in the artistic carvings which were reminiscent of pure Italian art, depicting supremacy, wealth, power and aristocracy.

Colonial Hall was constructed in 1863, the same year the Richmond Bread Riot began, when a local mother named Mary Jackson, desperate to feed her family, began to recruit females, to participate in an organized protest through the streets of Richmond, Virginia. Her reason for organizing the protest was to ensure that food and essential supplies were available for their families. One of her children was a Confederate soldier who, among others, was frustrated with the government's failure to provide food and financial aid for his mother and so many other mothers. Food prices had soared, and income had not kept pace with inflation. Even the salt needed to preserve meat was in low supply and very expensive. Almost two centuries later, in 2025, another mother from Labrador used the media to beg for help to feed her children. Rosie's community of only three hundred people was isolated because of ice in the Atlantic Ocean, which prevented ships from making food deliveries. She began to protest through the newspapers but eight months passed, and she received no help. The situation of her family and others had deteriorated from extremely serious to dire. Supermarket shelves were empty. Unlike Mary of Virginia, Rosie of Labrador, did not lead a public protest to a government office district. Mary and Rosie shared the same purpose; they had to find a way to resolve a life and death issue, otherwise their children would perish from starvation. They needed an ethical response from a government, that was for the people. But they were raising their voices in an era when the spirit of Imperial Colonialism reigned, and was for the enrichment of the powerful and wealthy rather than for the human rights of the people. When Mary first saw the enraged mothers armed with guns and hatchets and hundreds more gathering to join the protest, she warned the men in the marketplace that the crowds were forming and shouting "Bread or Blood!" The motivation of the Imperial Colonial regime throughout history has been to enrich and empower itself, at the expense of the people. Life had become unbearable for families, who were fighting for their lives. The response of the Imperial Colonial regime against the mothers, was to immobilize their protests with the  strength of military power. Men in power refused to hear the desperate pleas of mothers because the mothers dared to challenge the power and authority of the Roman Imperial regime, which is renown for violence and extreme cruelty. The cries of starving families were ignored, their dignity assaulted, and their human right to life, denied. The people responded to assaults upon their humanity with the same tactical approach used by the Roman Imperial regime, with weapons. The regime had shown an incapacity to respond with empathy and compassion. The mothers interpreted the military response as a threat against them and their children, and believed that the regime intended to let their families starve to death. The people had lost trust in the government. 

The Imperial Colonial regime responded with the only strength it had, military power, to bring the crowd under submission. The protests escalated. The mothers were enraged. Families were willing to fight to the death. More gathered together against the regime. On April 2, 1863, having had no response that would save their children, the number of protestors grew to support the mothers and escalated into the largest Bread Riot yet. Mary entered the market in Richmond and saw the irate crowd of women gathering to begin a march directly toward the governor's office in Capitol Square. The mothers had armed themselves with guns and hatchets. Mothers had taken on the fight of their lives to demand their right to be treated as human beings, to fight for the lives of their children against men in power who had demonstrated no willingness to hear their voices, nor empathy for their desperate living conditions, nor compassion for the lives of their children, nor responses to their desperate pleas for help. Legal non-violent protest demanded a response of ethical leadership, one that encompassed the duty to protect the rights of the innocent. But no ethical legal response came that incorporated compassion for the plight of mothers who begged for help to feed their children. The regime's immediate response was force, with the threat of physical harm or death.

***
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Rosa walked past the old Colonial Graveyard, which was surrounded by bold black wrought iron fencing. The detailed artistic design of the fencing is historically attributed to the work of enslaved blacksmiths, masters of their trade who specialized in repairing and creating objects made of iron. Iron was a harsh metal to work with. It was hard labor to dig it out, then melt it and work it to create tools and weapons. Iron was among the harshest of metals to work with. Their colonial masters assigned them to the most cruel of jobs. These lords often chose the physically weakest of men to work the iron. Colonial lords intended to diminish the dignity of any who dared to challenge their supreme authority. The blacksmiths, however, gained mastery over the iron, and their work lives on today, to expose the dark, hidden secrets of colonial illusion. The skill of iron artisans was in high demand by colonialists who used the artisans to build formidable palaces, fortresses, iron fences, and gates. Beneath the ornate, lavish displays of iron designs were hours of working in bleak conditions, dark locations with poor air quality, where the men were deprived of food, water, and basic humane necessities. These decorative iron partitions, fences and railings speak of the sweat and laborious work of slaves who used their talents to build palaces and gardens for the wealthy and powerful. 

Across the street from the graveyard was a government building constructed with ironstone and granite, and marked as a historic site. One side of the landscape was designed in a fortress barrier style. This time, the iron was used to form thick, sharp, upward-pointing arrows, lined up with military precision atop the stone wall, around the perimeter of the historic site. This design is intended to convey danger, not a hall of justice, a barrier of entry against any person of lower social strata who might attempt to cross the ironbound boundary. Iron is a hard metal, which is associated with power, strength, grit, tenacity  and confidence. There is a saying, "an iron hand in a velvet glove," which is an accurate depiction of the true nature of Imperial Colonialism, inner ruthlessness disguised by outward gentility and fine manners. 

A man from Jamaica, John Riland, author of "Memoirs of a West-India Planter," published in 1827 recollected during his childhood in Jamaica, seeing "a newly purchased set of Negroes of both sexes and of various ages," being burned with iron branding tools by the colonizers. "One of the party, a boy of fourteen, shrieked and twisted himself in such a fearful way, and at the same time, looked so piteously at me, that I began to feel frightened and sick, and left the place in haste."

These two realities, Imperialism and Colonialism are inseparable. The badge of honor of the Roman Imperial regime is in the art of extreme brutality through torture. The regime of Roman Imperialism began its reign in 27 BCE, with Caesar Augustus. The time of his reign was called the Golden Age, but that moniker did not diminish the extreme brutality of his Imperial regime. The reality of the Roman Imperial regime and its legal system was that their actions manifested attributes of a sadistic religious cult. The law of Caesar Augustus, up to the end of the second century, required that persons of low social class must be tortured, before their testimony would be received by a court. Within the authoritarian realm of the Imperial Roman regime of Caesar Augustus and Pontifex Maximus, there was a climate of fear.

***
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Inside the gates of the Colonial graveyard was a triumphal arch made of two thick, tall, stone columns. As early as classical Greece, reigning monarchs have used columns and pillars to symbolize the heights of their supremacy, power and authority. Stone and brick pillars preserve history's landmarks and inform us about the rise and fall of empires. The first arches of triumph were built in Rome in 196 BCE. Intended as honorary monuments, they were viewed by some as examples of Roman pomposity and by others as honorific monuments to heroic conquerors. Arches have been used throughout the history of the Imperial Roman Empire to aggrandize military victories. Today, man's quest for grandeur is depicted through architectural design, tall buildings that reach into the atmosphere with tall windows to epitomize the reigning power of the regime that dwells within. 

Rosa looked up. Sitting atop the triumphal arch was a hulking sculpture of a lion, that apex predator of the wild that has been favored to symbolize the embodiment of majesty, strength, power and courage. The lion-man depicts heroism in the face of danger, confronts challenges and inspires other creatures to be fearless in the face of danger. The Great Lion symbolism was woven into a rich tapestry of culture and traditions across Africa. Traditions generate positive thoughts and emotions, but they are often based on myths, which are dangerous when superstition replaces truth, and when ethical justice no longer prevails. When people descend into hopelessness, they give credence to religions conceived in the minds of men and myths conceived in the imaginations of the desperate. When people feel weak and helpless, they are vulnerable to manipulation and deception. Strongmen seeking power glamorize themselves as rising lions, the most fierce apex predators of the wild, second only to tigers. The lion's superiority is identified by size and strength. The heroism of powerful lion-men is celebrated in diverse works of art, particularly large sculpted statues. 

Rosa marvelled at the detailed artistry in the monumental carving of the lion statue, which stood tall and proud at the top of the triumphal arch, guarding its graveyard. In all eras of human history up to this day and hour, conquerors have led legions of military to seize and claim territories, destroy the original inhabitants, count heads of their slain as they would count gold medallions, claim victory and ultimately, build a triumphal arch to celebrate their mastery over their graveyards.

Human predators have existed throughout history. Like lion apex predators in the wild, human apex predators hunt, stalk and consume innocent people who cannot defend themselves. Rosa recalled reading an article about fossils that were discovered in Asia that did not match any previously discovered prehistoric humans. The scientists nicknamed the human remains, "Dragon Man." It was suggested that these ancient hominins lived "shadowy" lifestyles in that they were so hidden. In another article, several years later, scientists uncovered unusual skeletal remains from a human creature, presumed to have lived six thousand years ago in the east, whose migrations were traced to the west. Rosa wondered in what ways the human race has evolved and changed over time, if at all.

The apex lion predator has a weakness. It hunts only by sight. The lion sees the prey and immediately begins to stalk until it loses sight of the prey, or until the prey escapes. The sensory faculty of lions is among the least developed in the animal kingdom. In the 15th century, the Monarchs of Portugal, Ferdinand and Isabella, were of a high social class and devoutly religious. They believed that Roman Catholicism was the one and only religious truth. They joined with the Holy Roman Empire to oppose all people who rejected their belief system. Through the power of Portugal's civil law and Rome's 1075 CE Dictatus Papae which asserted spiritual supremacy over the Emperor, the monarchs of Portugal gave exploring ships' captains the right to capture, enslave, and if necessary, kill anyone who refused to obey the civil and religious laws of the monarchy. Religion was the subversive power that gave these monarchs power to enact their unethical laws. Though the 1075 Papal Bull has been challenged over the centuries, it has never been formally revoked by the Roman Catholic Church. 

During the Age of Discovery, many explorers in ships searched for new lands under the name of the Monarchy that subsidized their voyages. Some explorers were given the legal right to seize not only lands, but also the people, for the purpose of enriching the monarchies.

Throughout history, the Imperial-Colonial regime's lust for lands and resources has been insatiable. This regime throughout its genesis has seized and enslaved innocent populations, and used them as cheap or free labor as a means to build wealth and power for themselves. The legacy of such apex lion-men is the poverty, homelessness and starvation of ordinary citizens. Once the Imperial-Colonial regime fills its lust for power and wealth, those who they force into submission are powerless against the unethical laws and failed government. Imperial-Colonial regimes throughout history have failed to protect the human rights and dignity of the general populace. These imperial lords, devoid of compassion and empathy live according to their own legalism, however unethical.

In 1968, the 11th Brigade of American soldiers of Charlie company, entered the Vietnam community of My Lai, a village populated only by women, children, and the elderly. The predators walked into the village and saw helpless citizens who could not defend themselves. Though the soldiers encountered no resistance, the leader ordered the soldiers to execute the inhabitants, without cause. Many of the helpless villagers were rounded up and shot at close range. About one hundred and fifty innocent people of all ages were herded into ditches and shot en masse, some of whom died instantly and others who suffered unto death from their injuries, including children. Photos graphically depicted a trail of dead women and children and groups of terrified women and children, before they were shot. If any of these innocent people had taken up arms against these human apex hunters, they might have been subjected to the unethical laws of the regime that made these crimes possible and been punished as criminals for defending themselves. Yet men wearing the insignia of U.S military, destroyed the lives of an estimated five hundred villagers, for no cause. Their trial caused division among the American public and disillusionment concerning the Vietnam War.

Through the process of dehumanization, a human being is destroyed from the inside to the outside. Internal assaults include denial of human rights, harassment to diminish dignity
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