The Texts of the Convivium

WE ARE NOT ALONE

There is a deep need within us, one that is very much alive, to be with other beings, to love them, to sympathise with them, to remain a part of a community, to feel together, to help one another, to do our utmost, to be involved in a common work. This is a need which originates from that which seems to be the best part of ourselves, whereas the opposite need reveals inner dryness and, on the whole, certainly does not appear to be a good sign! 

Poor Sartre with his “Hell is the others!” which concludes the play Huis clos (Closed door). If these had been his real feelings, then I feel sorry for him. If, on the other hand, he had only written them for pure literary enjoyment, them he would certainly not have set a good example to anybody, he would have given very little help to humans - at least in this - and would have founded a very bad school.

 One nevertheless needs others: even the wicked need others, whom they can inflict their wickedness upon; the sadist, who need others to make them suffer; the strong, who need others to subject them; the powerful, who need others to obey them; the wealthy, who need others to envy them. 

Right from childhood, we have always liked to be the centre of attention: spontaneous whim, which we will then brand with infantilism, but this does not mean to say that we will be able to easily extinguish, being really guaranteed from very likely senile relapses. 

The poet who creates a verse for the pure pleasure of singing it for himself, like Cyrano, does not in reality exist. He too, not without trepidation, is constantly searching for someone who is willing to let himself be lulled by the magic of his lofty poetry. 

The prisoner in the dungeon strains his ear to hear any human voice, until he rejoices at making out his gaolers' voices. 

He who sees a beautiful, amazing sunset from the window calls everybody in the house to come and admire it with him. 

Could a writer without his readers ever be imaginable, an actor without his audience, a beautiful woman without anyone to admire her graciousness and charm, a schoolteacher without pupils, a preacher in the pulpit without any parishioners to listen to him, a black sergeant without “pansies from Oklahoma” to make run and jump, to turn into "real men" within a matter of a few weeks? 

Two very poor old women used to live together in a small room under the stairs: a very rough old woman, with a rather difficult character, and a former chanteuse of the Belle Époque reduced to destitution, but refined and high-minded, who in her vaguely refined Dannunzian language still expressed reminiscence for what she had once been and of the society she had frequented in days long gone by. The first woman died; and the second one, even though she had never been able to stand her, mourned for her, and suffered from loneliness. Why on earth? Was the rather frank, but not exactly delicate question I blurted out. The explanation was given to me with a hendecasyllable, offered as if from the stage in an Eleonora Duse like melodramatic tone: “Non mi è rimasto più nemmeno l’odio!” (No longer even had any hate left!”) 

The need to love - and, as we can see, even to hate, - is often thwarted by loneliness. I now feel I should say something to comfort he who, at least to all appearances, "does not have anybody". 

Very often one creates one's own loneliness. The best way to overcome it is to do something for others and for a good cause. The vineyard is large and there are very few workers! 

However, there are far too many who appear overwhelmingly tied to their tastes and habits, locked up in shell of small egoisms which grows harder with age. They think of themselves first and then worry that everything works out well for them, that they are not lacking in anything. And even if they wish to establish a relationship with others, they expect them to be completely made to measure to suit their own tastes: they have to be like this or that, otherwise they will not be accepted. The other is, therefore, exploited for oneself, he does not count as another person, he is not loved. 

One does not sufficiently realise that, in order to have a neighbour, one has to make oneself a neighbour to somebody: like the Samaritan who made himself a neighbour to the man who had been robbed and beaten by robbers, by stopping to offer him help, unlike the priest and the Levite, who, when they saw him, passed by on the other side of the road (Lk 10, 25-37, in particular v. 36). 

I myself very often defend myself from others so as not to be engulfed by them - in other words, torn apart - more than is strictly necessary. There are people who are objectively extremely boring, more than anything else, because of their mentality, their lack of creativity and narrow minded usual thoughts. It is very unlikely that I will deny them aid, or a good word or even something more, but I avoid becoming too involved, ganging up with them. Nevertheless, the prospect of an entire existence of living only for myself horrifies me. I sincerely think that, at the worst, I would almost be tempted to commit suicide! 

I could however happen to find myself forced into a condition of inevitable loneliness. I would like to propose a short anecdote from my biography as an example which may however appear rather banal. In the middle of our life's journey, during my personal thirties, I found myself not in a dark wood, like Dante, but in a little mountain lodge, in Sondalo, province of Sondrio, North Italy close to Switzerland, for a short summer holiday. 

I ate my meals in the dining room at my table alone. At the other end of the room there was a lively group of young men and women. I would have liked to have joined them, so I smiled shyly at them and made a few timid advances, however under the mask of he who does not even realise, as far as they were concerned, they instinctively and clearly refused me. Maybe another extra person, especially a young man, in their party would have disturbed the delicate balance, I don't know. Nevertheless, I was left cut out.

It was then that, having driven along a stretch of road near the Sondalo’s very famous sanatorium, I met a hitch-hiker and I stopped to give him a lift. He was a patient on his day out. He then introduced me to other young people, who were guests of the same structure: a small group of young men in rather unfortunate situations, who I managed to cheer up a little by driving them around visiting near and far off places of interest and beauty spots. One day, one of them begged me to confer with his head doctor, as a relative, in order to make up for certain escapades of his. 

Being a social fellow by nature and eager for new friendships as well as being faithful to my old ones, I have always managed to get away with finding company in one way or another. However, I do not know what I would do in conditions of real and irremediable loneliness. A great idea comes to mind at this point: even if I were condemned to an existence of total solitude, I could accept it without necessarily feeling alone. 

If we really want to analyse the subject in depth in all its implications, including the metaphysical ones, feeling alone is a wrong perception. I am intimately united to God, my Creator and Root and intimate deep Substance of my being; and therefore, I am, in God, united with all creatures, especially with those made in his image and likeness. 

Have I become involved here in rather stale, abstract subjects that remind one of those of old dusty theological lecture halls? On the contrary, these subjects appear to me as being very much alive and extremely concrete, based on an inner experience that is well worth renewing and deepening continually, and always better to analyse more thoroughly. 

A spiritual experience is not so very demonstrable in scientific terms, as it can be expressed in a testimony. So, if the reader would be so kind as to bear with me a little, I would like to herewith give my testimony. 

I am far from being perfect and am a sinner, however I have always looked for and asked for the grace to deepen the experience of God. I have therefore come to the conclusion - not only thought, but experienced - that as far as we are concerned, God is the All for us, the Prime Cause and ultimate Goal of every thing. 

The Eye that sees everything, the Absolute Mind without becoming, God gives sense, origin and life to all facts, to all events. 

In the divine dimension, the present, the past and the future in reality are contemporary, like the pages of a great book that are bound all together and co-present, although read in succession by us finite beings who live in time. 

In the transparency of the divine Look, everything is perfectly clear like in an infinite crystal. Therefore, in His perfect vision of truth, God penetrates and judges each one and his work for what it is really worth. However His Intelligence of love understands, His Heart loves limitlessly. Inspiration of unfathomable depth, God is the Source of inexhaustible generosity. 

The neo-positivist, the analyst of language will deny any importance to all this vocabulary of terms and affirmations that, he will say do not appear to be verifiable (and not even falsifiable, an illustrious thinker of the same school would add). 

Together will all those who share my experience, I can counter-object him that, as far as I, as we are concerned, the verification is in the inner experience. These things make no sense because you have never had the living experience; on the contrary, they make very clear and precise sense to us. 

So, it is in God, and only in Him, that everything is put right, and the problem itself of loneliness is resolved. 

In empirical earthly terms we cannot think that, even if we are alone today, we may not be tomorrow: in a tomorrow in which we meet people who are still unknown to us. We will then say: for the time being there is loneliness, but how many new friends are waiting for us just round the corner! There is nothing to stop the saddest, pining spinster from dreaming of her knight in shining armour, the most handsome, wonderful bachelor who pops up from out of nowhere, if not riding a white horse like in the old fairy tales, racing at two hundred km per hour at the wheel of a custom built car or sailing on a wonderful super-equipped "yacht". 

Nevertheless, the problem of abolishing our present loneliness of today, remains. What does not make us feel alone, even when the ups and downs of life sequester us in a hermitic condition, is our spiritual sensitiveness, which makes us perceive the presence of God in every thing and see every thing in Him. 

Where this world no longer offers us friendship, or solidarity from human beings, we can always find help from the other dimension. 

In God's afterlife the souls survive physical death, not only, but they progress in spirituality, they are purified of much earthly waste, they become increasingly more saintly and capable of loving. We can therefore be sure that we are surrounded by many invisible presences, that lovingly follow our daily existence and help us as far as they can. 

There is not a real precise colloquy with these souls, made up of questions and answers, unless the phenomenon of mediumism is in force (where, however, the extent to which the entities really manifest themselves in first person overcoming all obstacles of our psychological conditioning is to be seen). In any case, there is a communion, there is a relationship, there is a real contact. 

So who are these entities who flutter invisibly around us? Whoever they may be, we can consider them as angels of the Lord, expressive vessels of the Divinity, who through such ángheloi - in Greek “messengers” - communicates us His inspirations. We communicate with God Himself through the communion with His angels. 

Needless to say, we cannot abandon ourselves to the presumed inspirations by attributing everything to God without any critical examination. We need to think it over carefully, comparing it with the more authoritative spiritual teachings. 

This does not however at all mean that we should exclude that, in certain cases, a really charismatic person could entirely and solely commit himself to an intimate inspiration he welcomes as the divine voice. But who really is one hundred percent charismatic? How many real prophets are there and who are they? Only God knows, and he who is authentically "a man of God" senses it. Before certain mysteries, “nui” (we) common mortals “chiniam la fronte” (bow our heads), Manzoni would say. 

Out of all these souls who invisibly help us, are we really so sure that we do not know the name of at least one of them? Do we not in heaven have at least one person who has passed away who loved us dearly during his/her life on earth? We can be sure that he/she is with us by our side right now. 

This is an extremely reassuring question for he who has lost a son/daughter, or a husband or wife, or nevertheless a dear loved one. When two people really loved one another, it is certain that their love outdoes death. 

He who is in heaven remains at the same time close to he who is left on earth. A thought is sufficient for him to call the soul and it is sufficient that this soul thinks of its loved one on earth in order to immediately place itself in contact with him wherever he may be.

However, if I have my dear loved one in heaven, am I so sure that he will always be by my side, that he will always be thinking of me? Does he really have nothing else to do? Does not every soul have his/her own spiritual journey of elevation to carry out, to be tackled with all possible commitment? Am I guaranteed from excessively prolonged oblivions? From the risk of remaining far too long forgotten and abandoned to my own devices? 

At this point help can only come to me from the concept I have formed of God as always being the basis of that previously mentioned intimate experience. As afore-mentioned, God is the absolute Consciousness in which all events, although subsequent in time, are contemporaneous in the eternal dimension. 

The divine Consciousness is the final common landing place of all itineraries of human consciousnesses. Nevertheless, as already previously mentioned, each moment of each human itinerary is co-present to every other one. This means that also the future is present. 

Therefore this same moment I am now living is co-present to the future moment in which every present limit breaks down. 

The moment I am now living is co-present to the future moment in which ignorance, wickedness, indifference, rivalry, struggles, the evil received and committed by others, suffering, numberless human poverty cease, and we finally arrive at knowing everything, to forgiving, to settling, to loving without any more barriers or limits forever. 

The future moment in which every man reaches the goal of full intelligence of love and endless consciousness of every thing is co-present to the moment in which I am now living. 

 Well, I want to say that we are always in the spiritual vicinity of others: we are always the object of other people's immensely attentive, loving and passionate thought. 

The afterlife presents a succession of phases to be covered, therefore, it has a time in its own manner. It however leads to a final condition where the succession is abolished. Not the first afterlife, but the real definitive afterlife is therefore without time. It turns into an eternity where everything is contemporaneous. 

One can infer that this eternity which dedicates us unlimited attention and love is co-present, it is contemporary to the moment itself we are living here and now in a condition of imperfection that could also be very distressing. Every one can converse with its - and our common - eternal future right from this moment. 

It is an eternity which embraces God together with all those who love us and, moreover, with all people, with all the souls, with all the creatures of all the dimensions of this universe, who will one day be dear to us, with whom we will be dear to one day in infinite measures. 

It will be so one day; however - I insist - we can anticipate that day right from now. Each one of us can converse right from now with his eternal future. Which is, together, our common eternal future, the point of convergence of all our individual existences. 

As long as we are on our way, each one of us has his own different journey, which is indeed far too often wandering and misleading. However, even if each one of us travels along his own narrow road without horizons, sooner or later it leads to a turning point, beyond which, all of a sudden, unlimited prospects burst open.

Furthermore, if, as one says, all roads lead to Rome, one can also say - with greater certainty - that each one of us will proceed along his own individual path towards the point where everybody will finally meet. 

Meeting one another will be wonderful, in the end, and forgiving one another, understanding one another, also remembering past adventures and misfortunes together, the enmities and fights themselves. To ideally revisit the arduous pathways covered in order to reach the highest peak, from which one can contemplate everything in the most incredible and fantastic panoramic vision. 

 Here we are, finally, all together in eternity: “all together passionately!” 

However, we are all together right from now and we have always been so forever, since we arise from common roots. They are roots that are hidden underground. And it is by refining the sense that we have to come to learn how to perceive them increasingly more distinctly. 

Man's judgment is extremely imperfect, far too often incorrect, ungrateful if not malevolent. However, the Divine judgement penetrates deep down right to the heart of every thing: and it will be by this light that, at the end of the evolutive journey, each one of us will know and understand everything. 

We are now largely unacknowledged and neglected. However, one day everyone will understand us, and be likewise understood by us, totally and fully. 

Everyone is close to us and united to us: God in the omniscient vision of His eternity; and then every man and woman, every soul in his journey that is certainly not always straightforward: in the difficult itinerary, from the often tortuous labyrinths, which have to converge onto this vision. 

The spiritual masters of every tradition and religion are beside us, the saints, prophets, Jesus with his Holy Family, the heart of the universal human family. 

Spiritually close to us and united to us are all those who, each one in his dimension, each one according to his lost and re-found vocation, from his place of work, from his field of investigation, from his teaching post, from his laboratory of creation, from his fighting trench, from his bed of pain, from his cell of prayer participate in the creation of the New Earth.

The contemplative, praying, operating souls are close to us and united to us, who, due to the countless variety of the ultra mundane spheres, take part in the accomplishment of the New Heaven. 

Loneliness is illusory: we are in excellent company forever. 
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