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1.   The need to take stock  
       of my entire existence

I am now well past eighty years old. And if I look back, I can most definitely say I’ve had my fair share of satisfactions seeing as I have also done some good in my life. At least I hope so! 

But along with the good I’ve done there have also been so many mistakes, times when I have displayed my immaturity, and done a respectable number of silly things! 

Not that I’ve stopped saying or doing them, but at least I reassure myself that, nowadays, those are a little more… mature.

So many slip ups have led to me making a fool of myself in front of others and myself. 

It is above all these that prick me. The others have forgotten. In the face of each one, who am I if not one of the many faces one meets in life, to then immediately forget? But I can’t forget myself: I am the only “me” that I have, the only one who keeps me company every day, even during the most sleepless nights; so that the scars of the past still sting every time I go back to thinking about them. 
However now there is something that should grieve me even more, if I really had an authentic and profound religious sensitiveness. 

Whether they are unwitting, instinctive, compulsive or deliberate, my bad actions and, more than anything else, my bad thoughts, have damaged other people and polluted the spiritual atmosphere we all breathe. Then they bounce back to me like a boomerang, to my detriment, degrading me. However, the most essential aspect of this negativity should not be forgotten: they are “sins”, as they offend God. 

How can God suffer a detrimental action? Certainly not in His absolute dimension, but definitely in His active presence, in His working amongst His own creatures. In this sense God can be opposed and offended and even killed. And notwithstanding all this, he rises again at last to establish his total everlasting kingdom.

Yes, God can be crucified by His own creation. The image of the Man-God on the cross goes much further than the representation of torture inflicted on a human being. 

Along a thorny path bristling with a thousand obstacles, it is not only the toil of Jesus of Nazareth, but of the divine Word itself, of God Himself who pursues the creation of the universe day after day: creation that is still in progress today until it reaches its final completion. 

Atrocious remorse for having contributed to placing Jesus, the Divinity itself on the cross with their own sins recurs in the biographies of innumerable Christian saints. 

I don’t think this kind of concept at all inappropriate. I think I can apply it very well to myself, to my thoughts and behaviour, needless to say, for incomparably greater sins. 

And this can only lead me to making the strictest examination of my own conscience. 

2.   A new type of conscience examination 
Why have I waited so many years to make such a radical examination of my own conscience? Didn’t widely practised spirituality of past epochs include daily examinations of conscience?

It would be a good idea to take it up again – why not? – even today. 

To be taken up again in perhaps a more up-dated and – might I add – more integrated manner. 

Integrated by what? I’d say: by those humanistic motives that Christianity has implied from its very beginning, but which will be placed in full light later on and deepened by modern humanism. 

By using this latter term I am referring to the growth of civilization from lower Middle Age to the Renaissance, to Enlightenment, to liberal and democratic motions, to socialism in its most positive and human aspects, to all the best which has characterized spirituality over these past centuries. 

 To put it in a nutshell, the most traditional Christian might ask himself every evening if he has kept thinking about God, staying with Him in prayer; if he has been honest and charitable with his neighbour; if he has fed his spirit with devout thoughts. 

Today’s Christian and, even more so, tomorrow’s Christian is a humanist who not only feels called to live an existence of prayer and saintliness in the strictest sense of the word, but likewise to collaborate to the creative work in sciences and arts, in technologies, in physical health and in the development of psychic gifts, in social and political commitment for a better world. 

And so here we have a new type of conscience examination, the one that asks himself every evening: Apart from my own business and the good of my few dearly loved ones, have I thought of the rest of the world?
Have I made any progress to achieve a greater awareness of problems in which mankind as a whole is struggling? 

In turning my thoughts to God, have I really felt in my heart everything that God Himself could “hold at heart”?

What could be more at heart to Him than His own creation: than that creation He infinitely loves, so much so as move it to achieve the goal of infinite perfection?

So now I ask myself: In the day that is coming to an end, what have I thought, said, accomplished that, even in the slightest way, could have helped the world to progress? 

In this sense, what have I done to help the Creator Himself, who needs our cooperation so much? 

3.   A few details as regards the examination 
      of one’s own conscience 
A Christian of the new millennium wants to be a promoter of humanism. Such commitment means collaborating with God to continue working on His creation of the universe until its perfect completion. 

If this is his rule of life, the examination of one’s own conscience that he proposes to carry out at the end of the day, will therefore have to try to answer a number of questions. 

A good reference point here would be to use a normal questionnaire that the Catholic Church prayer books propose to those who wish to confess. 

And so here we have a valuable volume by Don Giovanni Rossi, founder of the Christian Citadel of Assisi, that goes by the title Le fonti della grazia (The Sources of Grace). 
In the chapter dedicated to the Holy Confession there is a whole series of questions that the penitent asks himself regarding his sins, if any, “towards God”, “towards his neighbour”, “towards himself”. 

I have hardly any objections to make regarding the propriety of these questions. I think they are valuable in guiding one towards a correct spiritual life. 

The questions related to one’s relationship with God remind one of the need to pray fervently both morning and night, to receive the sacraments, to study Christian doctrine, to nourish one’s faith, to respect all holy things, to stay away from superstition, to refrain from swearing, making blasphemous remarks and behaving disrespectfully, etc. 

The question I liked most is this one: “Have I worshipped God, by living in His presence, believing in His goodness, trying to serve only Him?”

The questions relative to one’s relationship with one’s neighbours reprehend any offence made, any false accusations or slander, any rancour and desire for revenge, any theft, injustice, every form of evil and attempt to lead to evil, oppression of the weak and so on. 

The questions as to how the penitent treats himself insist on his sexual orientated sins (that rightly so, have to be avoided by those who wish to lead an irreproachable spiritual life). But they also reprehend greed, sloth, idleness, lies and hypocrisy, as well as negligence in carrying out one’s duties. They also remind one of the need to correct one’s own defects, to improve one’s character, to listen to God’s good inspirations that come from our heart of hearts. 

I think that a more thorough examination of one’s own conscience should be directed on how much man still needs if he wants to develop a complete spirituality, if he wants to fulfil himself as a man in the best sense of the word, in the highest and most perfect sense, in imitation of God Himself. 

To what extent do we try to become more aware of our condition, of the sense of our existence, of the ultimate end for which God placed us into being? 

Do we often think about what awaits us after physical death? 
Do we really do our best to develop our psychic gifts and every form of sensitiveness? And what about our interest in others (and each and every person as a single being)? What about our understanding and sharing of their needs, aspirations, satisfactions, consolation, solace and pains?

Do we participate, and if so, to what extent, in social life? Do we make the problems of the polis our own? Do we practise a prompt sense of civic duty and public spirit for the good of everyone? 

Do we pursue, in one with creativity, good taste, not only in producing great and small works of art, but also in our thoughts, language, our way of dressing and behaviour in our daily lives? 

Here I have tried, although incompletely so, to provide an additional finishing touch to that which could be a more complete examination of the modern day Christian’s conscience. 
4.   The examination of one’s own conscience 
      should nevertheless be inspired by love 
God is love, Christianity is the religion of love. A true Christian is one who loves. 

We easily feel the love of another man or woman for us: it is the atmosphere itself that emanates from him or her to embrace us. 
One loves the creature because one can see the divine presence in it. This does not mean that we should only see that presence in it. 

God places the creature into being as another being, well distinct from God himself, as a life called to live on its own, independently: like a unicum, a single individual that is always different even from those most like it. 

Loving each creature is being interested in its diversity: to be amazed by its uniqueness. 

God loves every creature for what it is and how it is. However He doesn’t want the creature to remain in his present situation. The entire creation has been called to make progress; and, at the top of the infinite range of beings is mankind who is destined to infinite development. 

Even the most degraded human being, the most despicable and contemptible is worthy of being loved. And he is, without a doubt, the one who needs it the most. 

Divine mercy never abandons anyone. Furthermore, the divine help can also be performed through a collaboration of good willed men and women. 

This is a group to which we are called to join, if not in action, then at least in prayer, in loving thoughts and memories. 

5.   Love and hate: a strange dialectic 
The opposite of love is hate, although the vague desire to be in society with someone is also expressed in hate. 
Nobody likes to be alone. Even the prisoner who is locked up and segregated in a cell feels some comfort when he hears the distant echo of footsteps of his hated jailer. 

I knew two women who used to share their poverty and misery by living together in a cupboard space rented by one and sublet to the other. The first woman, an extremely uncouth and common old woman died, which brought an end to an extremely difficult cohabitation with the other woman: an elderly lady certainly well brought up who had seen better days and certainly had been fine and beautiful. 
An abyssal difference of education, frequent quarrels and unyielding rancour. 

Despite everything, the woman left on her own fell into a state of depression. Not so much because she was mourning her deceased room mate, but for a totally different reason, which she, in a suggestive hendecasyllable that D’Annunzio would have liked, expressed with the words: “Non mi è rimasto più nemmeno l’odio!” (I’ve nothing left, not even hate!) 
6.   Bad blood that has by now been appeased 
I have loads of defects, but I don’t cultivate grudges. I have done wrong and been wronged. I have been badly treated and swindled a number of times in my life, but they never managed to take away the vital, essential part of me. Then years pass and appease. 

I like to identify myself with the wisdom of the Neapolitan song: “Chi ha avuto ha avuto ha avuto, / chi ha dato ha dato ha dato, / scurdammoce ’o passato…”(Who’s taken, has taken, / who’s given, has given, / let’s forget the past…) 
In the same way as in a different context when we say “We’re all from Berlin”, in this sense we’d be better off becoming all Neapolitans. And looking to the future. 
7.   Cultivating the delicate plant of love 
with wisdom and constancy 
Once malice and grudges have fallen, the cultivation of hate is no longer productive. We are by now a plot of land suitable for sowing the seeds of love. 

Love is a huge plant with many branches, that thrives and flourishes even more when nourished by substantial roots. 

God Himself is the first Root of this plant, from which it receives its nourishment and good lymph, from which all the loves feed on for their authentic and vigorous sense as they branch out in all directions and levels. 

Every branch of this plant is carefully looked after - let’s say - in an equitable way. Each branch is assured the space it needs to develop. None of the branches should snatch the sun away for itself leaving the others in the shade and suffocating them. The body is one and one only, destined to harmonious growth. 

The great plant of love, which originates from the love of God, is thus divided up into the love for each human brother and for each creature. For every form of being and expression of life. For knowledge and creativity. For technologies and arts. For the family and native land, but also for the entire world. For every initiative that improves human conditions and increases its standards. For every form of authentic spirituality. 

The plant of universal love and of every form of love should be watered with meditation and prayer and positive thoughts, it should be pruned with ascetism, it should be cared for every day with the delicate wisdom and the constancy of good cultivators.
8.   A way of love bristling with obstacles 
In order to become “all love” we have to free ourselves of a tangle of thoughts, feelings, requests, tastes that twist out in very different directions. 

Factors connected with individual temper act in us, that we have carried with us since birth, but also influences from the environment and fruits of our education.

Born of honest parents, I am usually taken as a polite, well mannered and educated person and nevertheless I consider myself a product of an up-bringing which is, to say the least, horrendous. 

I was born up in the days of fascism and ever since I was a young boy I felt involved in those thoughts and foolish ambitions. 

Italy was a powerful nation that, emulating ancient Rome, had rebuilt its own empire, challenging the economic freeze planned by more than fifty nations. And its future unfurled to open up to even more conquests. 
One day – to be precise on the 5th May 1936 – I was on my way to school in the afternoon when I was delighted to hear I was on holiday to celebrate the arrival of Field Marshall Badoglio in Addis Abeba putting an end to the war against Ethiopia. 

I was a nine year old “balilla” (or very young member of the Italian Fascist Youth Movement), but in that moment of general fervour and enthusiasm I felt extremely proud of belonging to such a great nation that had managed to challenge the world and come out victorious.

It was only years later, when reading the biography of Negus, that I learned that, to speed up that conquest, the courageous but inferior Ethiopians in terms of organization and weapons, had been destroyed by the use of gas and deadly weapons that killed several hundreds of thousand people. 

Nobody knew any of this and neither did they think about it. The worship of force, of crushing ones enemy underfoot, even at the cost of cruelty was in the air. Children were educated from an early age with “Fascist Saturday rallies” in which they used to play at soldiers, with war films and violence, with tales of adventure (needless to say also warlike), with comics that used to propose the same suggestive themes by extremely skilful comic strip artists. 

Amongst the games we had lead soldiers. I had a fairly large sized bedroom and together with a couple of my friends I used to line up the formations on the floor, I used use pieces of wood as their shelter and other pieces for bullets and bombs to carry out terrifying battles and bombings to our immense delight, although I shudder to think what the caretaker thought, who lived downstairs as he never once complained at all our noise. It was such joy to break, destroy and smash!

Very few recalls in the opposite sense, even less so from the Regime and from its National Education that aimed more at forming a nation of warriors.

Once we had formed a sort of “Monopoly”, in which pawns symbolizing regiments, battalions and other fighting units were moved. We then proceeded to battles after which one of the two fighting units was “eliminated”. 

I explained this game to my grandmother who asked me: “What exactly do you mean by Eliminated?”

I answered: “It means destroyed”. 

“Destroyed: which means…?”

“All dead and injured”. 

“Wait a minute, dear Gianni (as she used to call me): just think of all those women who will become widows, how many children will be orphaned of their fathers, how much pain and suffering… and you make a game out of it?”

It was a recall, although unfortunately isolated, to better feelings. A nasty wake up call came from the bombing that we also suffered, from the infinite destruction and suffering and poverty, from hunger, from the invasion of our country by old and new enemies. It was the time to lose consciousness and finally mature. 

What resulted was a one hundred and eighty degrees conversion in me. It was not immediate, but gradual. What took over was a horror for all wars, a profound aspiration that the whole world could live in peace. Rejection of all nationalism, opening up to all nations and peoples, an effort to try and understand their different civilizations: what positive things they have, all precious, all interesting, each one contributing to a common wealth. 

If evil stupidity is a contagious illness, the same can be said of benevolence. 

So I had opened myself up to a religious teaching based on love and the time had come to gradually harmonize it with all the possible expressions of love that one can nurture for every person, for animals and plants, for every being, for every positive thing, for science, for arts, for everything interesting and meaningful however great or small it may be. 

An integral love? I’m very far – I would say light years – from having realized this to the full. It is still in a mediocre beginning phase. But I have good intentions, and the merciful Lord is there to help me. 
9.   Love is the profound interest 
      for the single individual 
One can show interest in one’s fellow men in a positive or negative manner. 

The negative manner is to look them up and down. One scorns them, one slanders them. One mocks them. We are always ready to pick up on their faults, weaknesses or absurdities and point them out. We treat them as inferior beings. We use them, or otherwise we just throw them away. 

On the contrary the positive attitude can be summed up in one word as showing “interest”. 

Synonyms: sympathy, benevolence, solidarity, identification, participation.

To use the sporting language: “we support” a group or a single individual. 

How does this breaking out of our ego shell to open up to others, to the outside world come about?

It starts in childhood with fairy tales told to us by our grandmothers, by our mothers, and we become so fond of these tales and enthralled by our “heroes’” adventures that we are left holding our breath at the end of each episode and eagerly look forward to the next one.

Then of course there are those stories published in books and comics. 

Nowadays children don’t read them as much as they did in the olden days, as they tend to prefer to follow the adventures of our heroes in films and television series.

However we still identify ourselves in such characters and relive their adventures by proxy. They represent that which – in the variety of tastes – each one of us would have liked to be: an emperor or a queen, a social climbing Cinderella who has found her knight in shining armour, a politician risen to the height of power, a victorious general, a business tycoon, a much feared and powerful gangster or mafia boss, a genius in the world of science and arts, a sublime poet, a sporting champion. 
We share the sufferings of the unfortunate as if they were our own. We cry over imaginary misfortunes even though they are not very different from those which fall on extremely real men and women of this world. 

A great step forward is when we sympathize with people who actually exist, to rejoice when they are happy as well as to suffer with them in hard times.
When someone loves a person, he or she wants to know everything about them. Not, of course, in order to gossip about them, but to be with them to stand by them and live a part of their lives together with them.

“I’ll always be there for you if you need me” is the expression we often use to comfort a friend in mourning. Even better would be for us to stay beside that person at all events, to take part in everything he holds at heart. 

I feel loved even by those who limit themselves to asking after my health. “How are you? Did you sleep well? Have you digested your meal well? Is your stomach, liver, spleen working well…?” 

This kind of interest can only please us. But how many, even amongst our best friends, are interested in what I am thinking about and what I hold at heart? 

Is it possible that they see nothing more in me than an erect biped whose abdomen is full of tangled intestines, who has to cure his own constipation? 

When I was a young adult man I also hoped to find myself a good wife, but, after having met and (- why not? - seriously) wooed a whole series of good girls, I soon realised that what they appreciated in me wasn’t so much the single, non interchangeable being but rather a potential husband. I really hope that in the end they all managed to find the just ordinary husband that was at the height of their aspirations.

Well, I would define authentic love as a profound interest in the single individual. Discovering that mankind is a great variegated community of single beings makes them even more interesting and loveable for us. 
10.   Love and communion
There are negative contagions, but luckily also positive ones. One of these is love. 

The beautiful epidemic of love tends to spread to tighten an increasing multiplicity of beings together in a network of benevolence.

 In this way we enter into an increasingly vast communion relationship with many others who moments earlier were complete strangers to us. How many potential friends we could have waiting for us just round the corner!

One could imagine a situation in which all humans became good close friends in the same way as our few dear loved ones are to us.

At least at present, this kind of condition would appear to be utterly utopian and entirely chimerical. It would only be conceivable in men raised to a divine perfection. 

Now however, despite everything, what is nevertheless still possible is to at least hypothesize that divine perfection is the ultimate point of arrival to which all us humans are destined for. 

Alright I agree with all that, but for the time being we are by no means on that road. In the arduous path we are travelling along, that destination, that target still seems very far away indeed, so much so that it almost seems unreachable. 

Our possibilities are still very limited. But what is there to stop us from imagining what that condition is like, to wishing to achieve it with all our heart? Couldn’t we at least dream of already having a small taste of it? 

For the time being there is however one feasible thing: sympathizing with everyone we meet, whether we actually get the chance of talking with them, getting to know them or whether we limit ourselves to watching them pass us by. 

Sympathize? But not everyone is nice. Quite a few people have what it takes to be distasteful if not downright hateful to us. There are cruel and wicked people, hardened delinquents and criminals. 

And yet history and news show us cases of true repentant and redeemed scoundrels. I don’t want to talk of the many “repentants” for judicial opportunity, who, frankly speaking, appear somewhat suspicious (seeing as only God knows how to read souls). I am referring to the true converted, amongst which quite a few rise to levels of saintliness. 

What prevents us from mending our ways and correcting ourselves of certain defects, even serious ones, that border on mental illness, is the obsessive-compulsive character of tendencies that is heavily engraved in our nature. 

Although we take the most adverse factors into consideration, we should not fall into the racism of judging our fellow men as never being recoverable. 

We should maintain communion with even the most abominable individual. He is a scoundrel we should sympathize with, he is needy of help, at least of the support we can give him by praying for him. 

Establishing a communion is the first step of that love, that will then have its verification when it becomes effective and transforming.

11.   Unfortunately evil has its attraction
The practise of evil gives intense pleasure. 

If ones successfully robs, steals or cheats one eventually finds oneself with quite a nice amount of money. 

There is hardly any need to explain this to today’s men, who seem to talk of nothing else, to whom the sound of cheques and bills is by far the most pleasant music to their ears.

Apart from the actual profit the feeling that we are actually good at making money is also gratifying. The same courage that one shows seems to be a form of “virtue”, if not Christian then at least Machiavellian. “Virtues and fortune”, a classic theme of our schooling years!

The most exciting films are the ones where, after a thousand adventures that keep us on the edge of our seats, our heroes manage to break into the huge vault of a big bank. 

Truly admirable people! We’d love to be like them but our daily existence is alas stuck in a cage of far too regular routines that are dreary in their repetitive normality without any hopes that could at least boost morale. 

Along with the ecstasies of wealth we also have the delights of power and it doesn’t matter whether acquired with the most ignoble succession of evil deeds or not. 

Adultery could lead to complications in a family but it is never entirely unpleasant. Even unlawful sex has its own unquestionable gratifications, especially if dressed up with beauty. 

What could be more atrocious than war, with its terrible destruction, with so many men who never return home and those who do horrendously wounded, disfigured or mutilated? 

And yet if there’s an institution that dresses up with beauty it’s war. In times when soldiers didn’t use to wear camouflaged outfits painting their faces black and wearing wreathes of leaves on their helmets so as to look like huge worms who had just come out of the ground, how a battle unfolded as being great and amazing, especially in the beginning before the opposing arrays created those dreadful empty spaces!

“Would the French gentlemen care to shoot first!” 

“Thank you, but after you, Messieurs les Anglais!” 
Death is dressed up in its best. Spectacular and colourful uniforms, that almost seem like authentic works of art. The irresistible charm of uniforms! Parades! The cavalry! Marching fanfares to the sounds of trumpets and drums! A profusion of pride, honour and glory! Conquests and triumphs, annexations of new provinces and colonies! The Empire!

Nevertheless there is another side to this coin: how many orphans and widows, how much pain, how much devastation! The apotheosis of evil. 

We have had our fair share of clubbed blows over the centuries, but apparently they haven’t been enough. Evil seduces us. Those forced to be good continue to dream of evil, if it’s true that the crime news pages and films help us to relive it at least by proxy.

Bad background, surroundings, bad education and up bringing, all kinds of bad company are not the only enemies that appear hostile to us on the steep and rugged road of good: there is also the beauty of evil, its almost irresistible charm.

12.   Love and compassion
Buddhism plays on compassion and I must confess that I am very much a Buddhist in this. 

The presence of evil in the world distresses me. As a child and then as a young boy it didn’t really mean much to me, but I received a sudden and traumatic wake up call when I was about twenty years old. 

I was always attracted by the idea of going horse-riding. I had ridden some extremely calm horses under the careful eye of expert horsemen. One day when I was in the country I asked another friend, a farmer, if he would lend me his horse telling him I was an expert rider in order to convince him. He gave me a young and extremely fiery horse who was more than disgruntled at having a sack of potatoes like me ride him. 

He started to buck and I, utterly terrified, hung on to his powerful neck and mane for dear life. 

The road ran along the hillside, sloping down on one side and climbing up the hill on the other side, so that the horse ended up by throwing itself a few bumpy metres into a sort of ditch. 

I was not at all afraid during the fall, which I experienced totally calm, almost as a spectator, like a kind of film sequence. Fear came to me afterwards. 

When I returned to my hotel I went to bed although the pain in my ribs prevented me from lying down and forced me to spend the night propped up against the head of the bed. 

I should have learned a lesson from that experience and nothing more, but instead what resulted was an obsessive trauma that lasted for months. And this is the reason: the horse broke its back and had to be put down. My friend wanted to sell the horsemeat and in order that the buyer wouldn’t doubt its freshness it loaded the poor creature onto a truck to transport it to its selling point.

When I learned of the horse’s atrocious end I thought of how much pain it must have been in all night and the following day until a bullet put an end to its horrific suffering.

I couldn’t get these thoughts out of my head for days and nights and they stayed with me as my thoughts expanded to thinking about all the suffering inflicted on animals and humans in the world through illness, injury and torture. 

So here we have the obsession of a compassion that was anything but intellectually abstract, seeing as it turned into real pity and sympathize, in a suffering together with all those who suffer throughout the whole world during its entire history. 

I was going mad, I have to say without exaggerating in any sense. So how did I pull through? I gradually realized with great difficulty that I don’t only have duties towards my neighbour, including that of taking part in his pain and suffering, but I also have duties towards myself, including that of not letting myself get swallowed up by the quicksand of mental illness. 

My compassion has remained, but I now try to own it, to take it is reasonable doses. Nevertheless I still think it’s a precious acquisition.

13.   Pity for the compulsive depraved 
There are those who suffer and those who cause suffering and it doesn’t necessarily mean that they suffer any less than their victims. They are compulsively violent. They are driven to violence by uncontrollable impulses, like a kind of tic or nervous contractions that will can’t control. 
They are driven to violence and every form of offence to others showing no respect for their rights and interests: from theft to swindling to bullying to false accusations to slander and all evil that one can commit against one’s neighbour in every form. 

Let’s consider violence: there are psychologically disturbed violent people. 

And theft: there are thieves driven to steal by need and kleptomaniacs. 

We say: a poor man who steals is a thief, a rich man who steals is a kleptomaniac, an expression that adds a touch of refinement and elegance to this wrong doing. 

As far as craftiness or cunning is concerned: if he hasn’t managed to perform his daily craft deed, at least a minor overtaking on the right, when night falls and it’s time to go to bed the crafty man turns in his sleep unable to fall asleep. 
One can damage others and also oneself. Apart from the damage inflicted on others it’s a boomerang that degrades us and does harm especially to us.

Bad thoughts, bad actions, bad habits, the vice gradually becomes a prison for us that becomes increasingly more difficult to escape from. 
Pity for all these wretched people. But they should also have pity on themselves and invoke the good Lord for the decision to refrain from their bad habits and find the consistency to get back on the straight and narrow. 

14.   How the impulse of a split second 
        can ruin us forever 

We can injure and harm ourselves, and even ruin our entire existence because of a sudden impetus or uncontrolled reaction. 

We seemed forced to act or react in a certain manner and don’t even know why. 

We are more than aware, alas, of the consequences of our gestures. 

A bend in the road that we took badly forces us off the road condemning us to spend the rest of our lives in a wheelchair. 

A punch, a beating or – heavens forbid – a knife wound inflicted on those who offended us, on those who drove us mad, could send him to hospital, if not the cemetery, and us behind bars for quite a few years. 

As I was saying, the wrong move could ruin us but also mark the beginning of a whole series of wrong moves, as if it were enough to drive our cart along a negative path from which it is almost impossible to derail and undertake a divergent and free road.
One could even remain prisoner of this behaviour. 

In the same way certain acts could become repetitive, almost ritual to the point of becoming obsessive. They produce harmless manias in the less serious cases, whereas at worst they could turn into serial crimes. 

The serial killer is a victim of a terrible habit that has reached the point of dominating and controlling the person’s life. He is totally possessed by it being unable to break free. 

A young homosexual American, who murdered many of his partners chopping them to pieces in order to get rid of the bodies, refused any defence in court and begged the judge to sentence him to life imprisonment in order to prevent him from committing any further murders.

An Italian man suspected of having committed a number of rapes declared himself innocent (at least this was the case when I wrote these lines), but the policemen who searched his apartment found a piece of paper in his bedside table drawer with the following resolutions written in capital letters:

“1. To be cured once and for all from this illness as soon as possible.

“2. To be serene and free when I come home at night. 

“3. To have a lot of relationships with grown up women and feel calm without any sudden impulses”.

“Sudden impulses” which the subject can’t manage to break free from! The threat of ending up behind bars could, one hopes, prevent these impulses from breaking out. But one can’t fail to pity those who let themselves get carried away by these impulses, one can’t fail to desire their recovery and to promote every form of initiative for this aim. 

15.   We do ourselves harm with sin 
        but we also harm God’s creative action 
Religious men insist that sin offends God. 
Needless to say, as we already mentioned, God cannot be harmed in His absolute dimension, whereas it’s His creative action that can be hindered in many different ways. 

Creation is distorted in this sphere of our existence. 

The man himself who sins becomes a squalid caricature of himself. 

By sinning I offend my Creator and myself at the same time. 

What’s more to a certain extent, I also harm the entire creation by making it take a step backwards. 

Catastrophes can break out all over the world, like the history of the last century taught us; but every negative action and before that, every negative thought, no matter how small, could be its ambit, irradiating its damaging effects all over the place. 

Christian saints claim to be great sinners, even though after a radical conversion any sins of theirs do in fact seem very small and of minor importance. A failing, which we judge as being insignificant, even the slightest distraction is a sort of crime for them. 

Does this mean that they are greater sinners that us? I’m talking more of a perfectionism that they pursue in relation to the extremely special vocation they feel called to.

Perhaps rather than sin itself one can attribute the sense of sin to them. They perceive sin in all its ugliness. 

People of our epoch have become much more superficial as far as the above mentioned is concerned. Those self accusations are defined as pathological. 
Psychoanalysts back up this minimizing. According to their general thought, prohibitions and taboos of the Super-Ego restrain the poor Es provoking neurosis and psychosis. They say we should accept Es as it is. We should make sure that by not managing to satisfy the requirements of the Super-Ego, the Ego doesn’t end up by removing them to hide them away in the unconscious where they try to emerge to the conscious camouflaged through manifestations of psychopathological nature. 
The reality of sin should be openly recognized, with honesty and courage. We have to improve ourselves, redeem ourselves, transform ourselves from the roots without unnecessarily compromising the equilibrium of our psyche. The fight against sin requires wise and skilful strategies. 
16.   Sins of omission and wasted time 
A text of the ancient religion of Zarathustra already praised “good thoughts, good words, good deeds”. 

This triple distinction is echoed in the Confiteor of the Mass of saint Pius V: “I confess to Almighty God… that I have sinned, with my thoughts, words and deeds…”

A fourth sin is added to those three classic ones in the Confiteor of the new Mass of Paul VI: the “the sin of omission”. 

Extremely opportunely in my opinion! I think that as far as I’m concerned this sin smarts more than anyone else. The fact of having omitted to do a good deed generates a particular feeling of guilt in my spirit. 

A feeling of guilt that, with the permission of so many psychoanalysists, I deem as being healthy, since it shakes and rouses me from my indolence, forcing me to reflect on words and deeds that I have put off and postponed far too often.

How many occasions of doing good I have missed or wasted! To say one kind, wise word! To show patience and sweetness with everyone, even with the most obtuse and idiotic of interlocutors!

How much time lost in idling away time, instead of studying, maturing, growing, producing, helping others, performing duties, cooperating to a better society, promoting art and beauty in every form of research and positive commitment! How much of God’s grace gone to waste!

Amongst the afore mentioned essential sins, the one of omission is the more generalized one amongst “respectable people”. 

If we want to realise ourselves as true authentic Christians, the sin of omission should be identified with the utmost clarity and denounced with the utmost severity. 

17.   Lost and re-found friendship 
We have suddenly discovered many friends as if they were already waiting for us right round the corner. And we have also lost many of them along the way, as if they had disappeared round the corner. 
An extremely sad affair! We abandon ourselves to the memory of episodes that our interlocutors of those days have since long forgotten and left to fall into oblivion. 

There are those who forget on purpose. They like to accumulate experiences without however making them grow and fructify. They make them into a kind of consumerism “disposable” matter. 

Is it possible to tie together all the friendships of times gone by to relive certain magical moments? 

I remember a dinner I had with some of my old school friends. One of these confided in me with regret that he had the feeling that those good old days were something of the past. 

A bit like Proust, I inquire into lost time and ask myself: would it be possible to find it again? 

Perhaps in the dimension of eternity? A metaphysical theory that one can bring into harmony with the Christian vision suggests the possibility that the paths of individual experiences evolving through time should come together in the end to flow into one all-inclusive eternity, where everything is represented in contemporary terms.

If this is true, nothing is lost in the time that goes by. There is nothing absolute in the passing of time. It is only an aspect of real time, which is eternity. 

We will be back all together with all the beauty of our friendship in this eternity. 
18.   Infinite horizons open up to us 
Paradise is not only a happy condition but a perfect condition. 

Christ gives himself totally to us, so that we can raise ourselves to his same stature. 

In the New Testament the idea that we humans are destined, in Jesus Christ Man-God, to divine fullness is found with a certain insistence.

Some quotes? The passages mentioned, for example in the chapter “Only Jesus Christ can save us: what does this mean?” from the texts Horizons of eternity, second volume cover these concepts (Those who know this website www.convivium-roma.it can easily find it in the English section, amongst The Texts of the Convivium).

To be destined to divine perfection: do we realize what infinite horizons are open up to each one of us?

God is love: and, in the full advent of His kingdom, we will be involved in an ecstasy of boundless love that will intimately unite us making each one of us participate in the life of all the other beings both human and of every different level. 
God is omniscient. He pries and penetrates into the depths of all realities and their own becoming, in a simultaneous, coeternal vision. 

As far as we are concerned, we try to imagine what the final point of arrival of all research could be: perfect knowledge of everything which can be matter of all possible research: astronomy and geography, the evolution of the entire cosmos and our planet and of the vegetable and animal species that inhabit it, the history of man, the life of every individual.

Different people have borne witness of the “cosmic” experiences they have had, where their minds were filled with an incredible number of thoughts and sensations and phenomena of consciousness. Such experiences, in their limits, can give us a first idea, although tremendously inadequate, of the eternal vision that God has of all things and all events. 

One can also speak here in the terms of Christian theology of a “beatific vision”: that is accessible to men for an overabundance of divine grace, acknowledged through a long travail of maturation.

God is transforming Power, that tends to remodel every reality so that each one can enter in the most suitable way possible to be part of His Kingdom in the end. In the end the entire universe will be transmuted and transfigured. We humans are called to be part of this divine Power. 

God is the Supreme Artist. On reaching its ultimate goal, creation will achieve the conceivable maximum (and I would like to add the inconceivable maximum) of beauty. All men are called to collaborate in this creation of beauty, in order to be able to benefit from it in the end in boundless happiness. 

Although the sky seems low and full of clouds, one can find comfort for our souls in the bleakest and saddest moments with the thought that, beyond that thick vault of sky, the infinite, clearest and glorious heavens are waiting for us. 

19.   A new life awaits us after physical death 
One passes from old age to decrepitude and finally to death. If I might voice my preference, it would be better to aim at death skipping decrepitude. 

I’d also like to do without those fatal illnesses that gradually drain and eat away the last glimmer of life in hospitals and rest homes where doctors and nurses try to keep people alive at all costs inflicting long undeserved tortures, reducing one to a monstrous painful being that is half man and half machine.

An untimely death arouses sorrow and grief, except for the magniloquent windbags who say “chi per la patria muor, vissuto è assai” (those who died for their country lived more than enough). But I’d prefer a timely death, one that comes along at the right age, beyond which one’s life would have been reduced to miserable, wretched, laborious question of mere survival. 
Do we have reliable news of the passing and what happens afterwards? The testimonies of the dying and of those who assisted them tell us something about experiences felt in passing away. So far all good news: even though it may be preceded by sufferance, even atrocious suffering of illness, wounds, torture, the passing away is experienced as sweet and pleasant. 

We are given confirmation of this not by the living but by those who in fact have passed away, which we have received through our mediumistic communications. 
I have dealt with these communications in numerous writings of mine. For the time being I will limit myself to repeating what generally appears to be the validity of this, denied only by the cases of the most evident falseness.
The afterlife experiences that come after passing away vary according to the condition in which the new entity arrives. 

If the new entity is full of negative dross, it will have to be subjected to a cycle of purification, that could also prove to be extremely painful. 

Such dross is produced by one’s negative habits, especially one’s thoughts more than one’s actions. Bad thoughts are detrimental to the after life condition because this is purely mental. 

And so here we have the need to cultivate good thoughts, exclusively - and, possibly intensively - whilst living on earth. 
We have learned that the “good” souls - as we could define them - immediately reach a bright and happy condition. Here they can meet their dear loved ones who preceded them in their passing away to the other dimension. 

If I should ever be so lucky it would be wonderful to see all those I haven’t seen for such a long time. 

If I may make another wish, I’d like to find all my friends and family improved but certainly not too different to as I remember them in the good old days, I don’t want them to be unrecognizable because of an… excess of spirituality and nor too… forgetful. There’s a Proustian requirement here that one can even save at least some dim reminiscence, of the old atmosphere. 
This phase in the other dimension – the first phase for the good souls, second for those who arrived in the afterlife weighed down by dross but who then recuperated – is like a period of rest, a pleasant holiday.

It isn’t destined to last forever. Every soul has to free itself of its earthly attachments to be in everything of God and only of Him. In the end he will receive everything in God, he will recuperate every single human value a hundred times over. But is it a triumph of humanism to be postponed to the last. For the time being that freeing oneself of earthly attachments is a phase of ascetic commitment, a pure mystical journey. 

It won’t be easy for many souls to leave that afore mentioned reminiscence of life on earth, to set out on a mystical-religious journey. 

I hope that as far as I’m concerned the difficulties won’t be so great. I’ve always read the biographies of saints with vivid and keen interest and – I’d like to add – not without a hint of saint envy for my obvious incapability to imitate them. Up until now my corporeal life has been a serious obstacle to practising saintliness, but I am confident I can do better in a future non corporeal life rendered free of the fetters of matter. 

 When we are all in everything of God, we will receive all grace from Him and will be given back our full humanity. It is that final universal resurrection that makes up the full advent of the kingdom of God and together with it, the perfection of man and his unlimited happiness. 

The prophetic vision of such a final and eternal destination will be of great comfort to us in the temporary sufferings of this “valley of tears” and it will infuse us with patience, hope and intimate joy. 
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1. The need to take stock of my 

entire existence

I am now well past eighty years old. And if I look back, I can most definitely say I’ve had my fair share of satisfactions seeing as I have also done some good in my life. At least I hope so! 

But along with the good I’ve done there have also been so many mistakes, times when I have displayed my immaturity, and done a respectable number of silly things! 

Not that I’ve stopped saying or doing them, but at least I reassure myself that, nowadays, those are a little more… mature.

So many slip ups have led to me making a fool of myself in front of others and myself. 

It is above all these that prick me. The others have forgotten. In the face of each one, who am I if not one of the many faces one meets in life, to then immediately forget? But I can’t forget myself: I am the only “me” that I have, the only one who keeps me company every day, even during the most sleepless nights; so that the scars of the past still sting every time I go back to thinking about them. 

However now there is something that should grieve me even more, if I really had an authentic and profound religious sensitiveness. 

Whether they are unwitting, instinctive, compulsive or deliberate, my bad actions and, more than anything else, my bad thoughts, have damaged other people and polluted the spiritual atmosphere we all breathe. Then they bounce back to me like a boomerang, to my detriment, degrading me. However, the most essential aspect of this negativity should not be forgotten: they are “sins”, as they offend God. 

How can God suffer a detrimental action? Certainly not in His absolute dimension, but definitely in His active presence, in His working amongst His own creatures. In this sense God can be opposed and offended and even killed. And notwithstanding all this, he rises again at last to establish his total everlasting kingdom.

Yes, God can be crucified by His own creation. The image of the Man-God on the cross goes much further than the representation of torture inflicted on a human being. 

Along a thorny path bristling with a thousand obstacles, it is not only the toil of Jesus of Nazareth, but of the divine Word itself, of God Himself who pursues the creation of the universe day after day: creation that is still in progress today until it reaches its final completion. 

Atrocious remorse for having contributed to placing Jesus, the Divinity itself on the cross with their own sins recurs in the biographies of innumerable Christian saints. 

I don’t think this kind of concept at all inappropriate. I think I can apply it very well to myself, to my thoughts and behaviour, needless to say, for incomparably greater sins. 

And this can only lead me to making the strictest examination of my own conscience. 

2. A new type of conscience examination 
Why have I waited so many years to make such a radical examination of my own conscience? Didn’t widely practised spirituality of past epochs include daily examinations of conscience?

It would be a good idea to take it up again – why not? – even today. 

To be taken up again in perhaps a more up-dated and – might I add – more integrated manner. 

Integrated by what? I’d say: by those humanistic motives that Christianity has implied from its very beginning, but which will be placed in full light later on and deepened by modern humanism. 

By using this latter term I am referring to the growth of civilization from lower Middle Age to the Renaissance, to Enlightenment, to liberal and democratic motions, to socialism in its most positive and human aspects, to all the best which has characterized spirituality over these past centuries. 

 To put it in a nutshell, the most traditional Christian might ask himself every evening if he has kept thinking about God, staying with Him in prayer; if he has been honest and charitable with his neighbour; if he has fed his spirit with devout thoughts. 

Today’s Christian and, even more so, tomorrow’s Christian is a humanist who not only feels called to live an existence of prayer and saintliness in the strictest sense of the word, but likewise to collaborate to the creative work in sciences and arts, in technologies, in physical health and in the development of psychic gifts, in social and political commitment for a better world. 

And so here we have a new type of conscience examination, the one that asks himself every evening: Apart from my own business and the good of my few dearly loved ones, have I thought of the rest of the world?

Have I made any progress to achieve a greater awareness of problems in which mankind as a whole is struggling? 

In turning my thoughts to God, have I really felt in my heart everything that God Himself could “hold at heart”?

What could be more at heart to Him than His own creation: than that creation He infinitely loves, so much so as move it to achieve the goal of infinite perfection?

So now I ask myself: In the day that is coming to an end, what have I thought, said, accomplished that, even in the slightest way, could have helped the world to progress? 

In this sense, what have I done to help the Creator Himself, who needs our cooperation so much? 

3. A few details as regards the examination of one’s own conscience 

A Christian of the new millennium wants to be a promoter of humanism. Such commitment means collaborating with God to continue working on His creation of the universe until its perfect completion. 

If this is his rule of life, the examination of one’s own conscience that he proposes to carry out at the end of the day, will therefore have to try to answer a number of questions. 

A good reference point here would be to use a normal questionnaire that the Catholic Church prayer books propose to those who wish to confess. 

And so here we have a valuable volume by Don Giovanni Rossi, founder of the Christian Citadel of Assisi, that goes by the title Le fonti della grazia (The Sources of Grace). 
In the chapter dedicated to the Holy Confession there is a whole series of questions that the penitent asks himself regarding his sins, if any, “towards God”, “towards his neighbour”, “towards himself”. 

I have hardly any objections to make regarding the propriety of these questions. I think they are valuable in guiding one towards a correct spiritual life. 

The questions related to one’s relationship with God remind one of the need to pray fervently both morning and night, to receive the sacraments, to study Christian doctrine, to nourish one’s faith, to respect all holy things, to stay away from superstition, to refrain from swearing, making blasphemous remarks and behaving disrespectfully, etc. 

The question I liked most is this one: “Have I worshipped God, by living in His presence, believing in His goodness, trying to serve only Him?”

The questions relative to one’s relationship with one’s neighbours reprehend any offence made, any false accusations or slander, any rancour and desire for revenge, any theft, injustice, every form of evil and attempt to lead to evil, oppression of the weak and so on. 

The questions as to how the penitent treats himself insist on his sexual orientated sins (that rightly so, have to be avoided by those who wish to lead an irreproachable spiritual life). But they also reprehend greed, sloth, idleness, lies and hypocrisy, as well as negligence in carrying out one’s duties. They also remind one of the need to correct one’s own defects, to improve one’s character, to listen to God’s good inspirations that come from our heart of hearts. 

I think that a more thorough examination of one’s own conscience should be directed on how much man still needs if he wants to develop a complete spirituality, if he wants to fulfil himself as a man in the best sense of the word, in the highest and most perfect sense, in imitation of God Himself. 

To what extent do we try to become more aware of our condition, of the sense of our existence, of the ultimate end for which God placed us into being? 

Do we often think about what awaits us after physical death? 

Do we really do our best to develop our psychic gifts and every form of sensitiveness? And what about our interest in others (and each and every person as a single being)? What about our understanding and sharing of their needs, aspirations, satisfactions, consolation, solace and pains?

Do we participate, and if so, to what extent, in social life? Do we make the problems of the polis our own? Do we practise a prompt sense of civic duty and public spirit for the good of everyone? 

Do we pursue, in one with creativity, good taste, not only in producing great and small works of art, but also in our thoughts, language, our way of dressing and behaviour in our daily lives? 

Here I have tried, although incompletely so, to provide an additional finishing touch to that which could be a more complete examination of the modern day Christian’s conscience. 

4. The examination of one’s own conscience should nevertheless be inspired by love 
God is love, Christianity is the religion of love. A true Christian is one who loves. 

We easily feel the love of another man or woman for us: it is the atmosphere itself that emanates from him or her to embrace us. 

One loves the creature because one can see the divine presence in it. This does not mean that we should only see that presence in it. 

God places the creature into being as another being, well distinct from God himself, as a life called to live on its own, independently: like a unicum, a single individual that is always different even from those most like it. 

Loving each creature is being interested in its diversity: to be amazed by its uniqueness. 

God loves every creature for what it is and how it is. However He doesn’t want the creature to remain in his present situation. The entire creation has been called to make progress; and, at the top of the infinite range of beings is mankind who is destined to infinite development. 

Even the most degraded human being, the most despicable and contemptible is worthy of being loved. And he is, without a doubt, the one who needs it the most. 

Divine mercy never abandons anyone. Furthermore, the divine help can also be performed through a collaboration of good willed men and women. 

This is a group to which we are called to join, if not in action, then at least in prayer, in loving thoughts and memories. 

5. Love and hate: a strange dialectic 

The opposite of love is hate, although the vague desire to be in society with someone is also expressed in hate. 

Nobody likes to be alone. Even the prisoner who is locked up and segregated in a cell feels some comfort when he hears the distant echo of footsteps of his hated jailer. 

I knew two women who used to share their poverty and misery by living together in a cupboard space rented by one and sublet to the other. The first woman, an extremely uncouth and common old woman died, which brought an end to an extremely difficult cohabitation with the other woman: an elderly lady certainly well brought up who had seen better days and certainly had been fine and beautiful. 

An abyssal difference of education, frequent quarrels and unyielding rancour. 

Despite everything, the woman left on her own fell into a state of depression. Not so much because she was mourning her deceased room mate, but for a totally different reason, which she, in a suggestive hendecasyllable that D’Annunzio would have liked, expressed with the words: “Non mi è rimasto più nemmeno l’odio!” (I’ve nothing left, not even hate!) 

6 Bad blood that has by now been appeased 

I have loads of defects, but I don’t cultivate grudges. I have done wrong and been wronged. I have been badly treated and swindled a number of times in my life, but they never managed to take away the vital, essential part of me. Then years pass and appease. 

I like to identify myself with the wisdom of the Neapolitan song: “Chi ha avuto ha avuto ha avuto, / chi ha dato ha dato ha dato, / scurdammoce ’o passato…”(Who’s taken, has taken, / who’s given, has given, / let’s forget the past…) 

In the same way as in a different context when we say “We’re all from Berlin”, in this sense we’d be better off becoming all Neapolitans. And looking to the future. 

7. Cultivating the delicate plant of love with wisdom and constancy 

Once malice and grudges have fallen, the cultivation of hate is no longer productive. We are by now a plot of land suitable for sowing the seeds of love. 

Love is a huge plant with many branches, that thrives and flourishes even more when nourished by substantial roots. 

God Himself is the first Root of this plant, from which it receives its nourishment and good lymph, from which all the loves feed on for their authentic and vigorous sense as they branch out in all directions and levels. 

Every branch of this plant is carefully looked after - let’s say - in an equitable way. Each branch is assured the space it needs to develop. None of the branches should snatch the sun away for itself leaving the others in the shade and suffocating them. The body is one and one only, destined to harmonious growth. 

The great plant of love, which originates from the love of God, is thus divided up into the love for each human brother and for each creature. For every form of being and expression of life. For knowledge and creativity. For technologies and arts. For the family and native land, but also for the entire world. For every initiative that improves human conditions and increases its standards. For every form of authentic spirituality. 

The plant of universal love and of every form of love should be watered with meditation and prayer and positive thoughts, it should be pruned with ascetism, it should be cared for every day with the delicate wisdom and the constancy of good cultivators.

8. A way of love bristling with obstacles 

In order to become “all love” we have to free ourselves of a tangle of thoughts, feelings, requests, tastes that twist out in very different directions. 

Factors connected with individual temper act in us, that we have carried with us since birth, but also influences from the environment and fruits of our education.

Born of honest parents, I am usually taken as a polite, well mannered and educated person and nevertheless I consider myself a product of an up-bringing which is, to say the least, horrendous. 

I was born up in the days of fascism and ever since I was a young boy I felt involved in those thoughts and foolish ambitions. 

Italy was a powerful nation that, emulating ancient Rome, had rebuilt its own empire, challenging the economic freeze planned by more than fifty nations. And its future unfurled to open up to even more conquests. 

One day – to be precise on the 5th May 1936 – I was on my way to school in the afternoon when I was delighted to hear I was on holiday to celebrate the arrival of Field Marshall Badoglio in Addis Abeba putting an end to the war against Ethiopia. 

I was a nine year old “balilla” (or very young member of the Italian Fascist Youth Movement), but in that moment of general fervour and enthusiasm I felt extremely proud of belonging to such a great nation that had managed to challenge the world and come out victorious.

It was only years later, when reading the biography of Negus, that I learned that, to speed up that conquest, the courageous but inferior Ethiopians in terms of organization and weapons, had been destroyed by the use of gas and deadly weapons that killed several hundreds of thousand people. 

Nobody knew any of this and neither did they think about it. The worship of force, of crushing ones enemy underfoot, even at the cost of cruelty was in the air. Children were educated from an early age with “Fascist Saturday rallies” in which they used to play at soldiers, with war films and violence, with tales of adventure (needless to say also warlike), with comics that used to propose the same suggestive themes by extremely skilful comic strip artists. 

Amongst the games we had lead soldiers. I had a fairly large sized bedroom and together with a couple of my friends I used to line up the formations on the floor, I used use pieces of wood as their shelter and other pieces for bullets and bombs to carry out terrifying battles and bombings to our immense delight, although I shudder to think what the caretaker thought, who lived downstairs as he never once complained at all our noise. It was such joy to break, destroy and smash!

Very few recalls in the opposite sense, even less so from the Regime and from its National Education that aimed more at forming a nation of warriors.

Once we had formed a sort of “Monopoly”, in which pawns symbolizing regiments, battalions and other fighting units were moved. We then proceeded to battles after which one of the two fighting units was “eliminated”. 

I explained this game to my grandmother who asked me: “What exactly do you mean by Eliminated?”

I answered: “It means destroyed”. 

“Destroyed: which means…?”

“All dead and injured”. 

“Wait a minute, dear Gianni (as she used to call me): just think of all those women who will become widows, how many children will be orphaned of their fathers, how much pain and suffering… and you make a game out of it?”

It was a recall, although unfortunately isolated, to better feelings. A nasty wake up call came from the bombing that we also suffered, from the infinite destruction and suffering and poverty, from hunger, from the invasion of our country by old and new enemies. It was the time to lose consciousness and finally mature. 

What resulted was a one hundred and eighty degrees conversion in me. It was not immediate, but gradual. What took over was a horror for all wars, a profound aspiration that the whole world could live in peace. Rejection of all nationalism, opening up to all nations and peoples, an effort to try and understand their different civilizations: what positive things they have, all precious, all interesting, each one contributing to a common wealth. 

If evil stupidity is a contagious illness, the same can be said of benevolence. 

So I had opened myself up to a religious teaching based on love and the time had come to gradually harmonize it with all the possible expressions of love that one can nurture for every person, for animals and plants, for every being, for every positive thing, for science, for arts, for everything interesting and meaningful however great or small it may be. 

An integral love? I’m very far – I would say light years – from having realized this to the full. It is still in a mediocre beginning phase. But I have good intentions, and the merciful Lord is there to help me. 

9. Love is the profound interest for the single individual 

One can show interest in one’s fellow men in a positive or negative manner. 

The negative manner is to look them up and down. One scorns them, one slanders them. One mocks them. We are always ready to pick up on their faults, weaknesses or absurdities and point them out. We treat them as inferior beings. We use them, or otherwise we just throw them away. 

On the contrary the positive attitude can be summed up in one word as showing “interest”. 

Synonyms: sympathy, benevolence, solidarity, identification, participation.

To use the sporting language: “we support” a group or a single individual. 

How does this breaking out of our ego shell to open up to others, to the outside world come about?

It starts in childhood with fairy tales told to us by our grandmothers, by our mothers, and we become so fond of these tales and enthralled by our “heroes’” adventures that we are left holding our breath at the end of each episode and eagerly look forward to the next one.

Then of course there are those stories published in books and comics. 

Nowadays children don’t read them as much as they did in the olden days, as they tend to prefer to follow the adventures of our heroes in films and television series.

However we still identify ourselves in such characters and relive their adventures by proxy. They represent that which – in the variety of tastes – each one of us would have liked to be: an emperor or a queen, a social climbing Cinderella who has found her knight in shining armour, a politician risen to the height of power, a victorious general, a business tycoon, a much feared and powerful gangster or mafia boss, a genius in the world of science and arts, a sublime poet, a sporting champion. 

We share the sufferings of the unfortunate as if they were our own. We cry over imaginary misfortunes even though they are not very different from those which fall on extremely real men and women of this world. 

A great step forward is when we sympathize with people who actually exist, to rejoice when they are happy as well as to suffer with them in hard times.

When someone loves a person, he or she wants to know everything about them. Not, of course, in order to gossip about them, but to be with them to stand by them and live a part of their lives together with them.

“I’ll always be there for you if you need me” is the expression we often use to comfort a friend in mourning. Even better would be for us to stay beside that person at all events, to take part in everything he holds at heart. 

I feel loved even by those who limit themselves to asking after my health. “How are you? Did you sleep well? Have you digested your meal well? Is your stomach, liver, spleen working well…?” 

This kind of interest can only please us. But how many, even amongst our best friends, are interested in what I am thinking about and what I hold at heart? 

Is it possible that they see nothing more in me than an erect biped whose abdomen is full of tangled intestines, who has to cure his own constipation? 

When I was a young adult man I also hoped to find myself a good wife, but, after having met and (- why not? - seriously) wooed a whole series of good girls, I soon realised that what they appreciated in me wasn’t so much the single, non interchangeable being but rather a potential husband. I really hope that in the end they all managed to find the just ordinary husband that was at the height of their aspirations.

Well, I would define authentic love as a profound interest in the single individual. Discovering that mankind is a great variegated community of single beings makes them even more interesting and loveable for us. 

10. Love and communion

There are negative contagions, but luckily also positive ones. One of these is love. 

The beautiful epidemic of love tends to spread to tighten an increasing multiplicity of beings together in a network of benevolence.

 In this way we enter into an increasingly vast communion relationship with many others who moments earlier were complete strangers to us. How many potential friends we could have waiting for us just round the corner!

One could imagine a situation in which all humans became good close friends in the same way as our few dear loved ones are to us.

At least at present, this kind of condition would appear to be utterly utopian and entirely chimerical. It would only be conceivable in men raised to a divine perfection. 

Now however, despite everything, what is nevertheless still possible is to at least hypothesize that divine perfection is the ultimate point of arrival to which all us humans are destined for. 

Alright I agree with all that, but for the time being we are by no means on that road. In the arduous path we are travelling along, that destination, that target still seems very far away indeed, so much so that it almost seems unreachable. 

Our possibilities are still very limited. But what is there to stop us from imagining what that condition is like, to wishing to achieve it with all our heart? Couldn’t we at least dream of already having a small taste of it? 

For the time being there is however one feasible thing: sympathizing with everyone we meet, whether we actually get the chance of talking with them, getting to know them or whether we limit ourselves to watching them pass us by. 

Sympathize? But not everyone is nice. Quite a few people have what it takes to be distasteful if not downright hateful to us. There are cruel and wicked people, hardened delinquents and criminals. 

And yet history and news show us cases of true repentant and redeemed scoundrels. I don’t want to talk of the many “repentants” for judicial opportunity, who, frankly speaking, appear somewhat suspicious (seeing as only God knows how to read souls). I am referring to the true converted, amongst which quite a few rise to levels of saintliness. 

What prevents us from mending our ways and correcting ourselves of certain defects, even serious ones, that border on mental illness, is the obsessive-compulsive character of tendencies that is heavily engraved in our nature. 

Although we take the most adverse factors into consideration, we should not fall into the racism of judging our fellow men as never being recoverable. 

We should maintain communion with even the most abominable individual. He is a scoundrel we should sympathize with, he is needy of help, at least of the support we can give him by praying for him. 

Establishing a communion is the first step of that love, that will then have its verification when it becomes effective and transforming.

11. Unfortunately evil has its attraction

The practise of evil gives intense pleasure. 

If ones successfully robs, steals or cheats one eventually finds oneself with quite a nice amount of money. 

There is hardly any need to explain this to today’s men, who seem to talk of nothing else, to whom the sound of cheques and bills is by far the most pleasant music to their ears.

Apart from the actual profit the feeling that we are actually good at making money is also gratifying. The same courage that one shows seems to be a form of “virtue”, if not Christian then at least Machiavellian. “Virtues and fortune”, a classic theme of our schooling years!

The most exciting films are the ones where, after a thousand adventures that keep us on the edge of our seats, our heroes manage to break into the huge vault of a big bank. 

Truly admirable people! We’d love to be like them but our daily existence is alas stuck in a cage of far too regular routines that are dreary in their repetitive normality without any hopes that could at least boost morale. 

Along with the ecstasies of wealth we also have the delights of power and it doesn’t matter whether acquired with the most ignoble succession of evil deeds or not. 

Adultery could lead to complications in a family but it is never entirely unpleasant. Even unlawful sex has its own unquestionable gratifications, especially if dressed up with beauty. 

What could be more atrocious than war, with its terrible destruction, with so many men who never return home and those who do horrendously wounded, disfigured or mutilated? 

And yet if there’s an institution that dresses up with beauty it’s war. In times when soldiers didn’t use to wear camouflaged outfits painting their faces black and wearing wreathes of leaves on their helmets so as to look like huge worms who had just come out of the ground, how a battle unfolded as being great and amazing, especially in the beginning before the opposing arrays created those dreadful empty spaces!

“Would the French gentlemen care to shoot first!” 

“Thank you, but after you, Messieurs les Anglais!” 

Death is dressed up in its best. Spectacular and colourful uniforms, that almost seem like authentic works of art. The irresistible charm of uniforms! Parades! The cavalry! Marching fanfares to the sounds of trumpets and drums! A profusion of pride, honour and glory! Conquests and triumphs, annexations of new provinces and colonies! The Empire!

Nevertheless there is another side to this coin: how many orphans and widows, how much pain, how much devastation! The apotheosis of evil. 

We have had our fair share of clubbed blows over the centuries, but apparently they haven’t been enough. Evil seduces us. Those forced to be good continue to dream of evil, if it’s true that the crime news pages and films help us to relive it at least by proxy.

Bad background, surroundings, bad education and up bringing, all kinds of bad company are not the only enemies that appear hostile to us on the steep and rugged road of good: there is also the beauty of evil, its almost irresistible charm.

12. Love and compassion

Buddhism plays on compassion and I must confess that I am very much a Buddhist in this. 

The presence of evil in the world distresses me. As a child and then as a young boy it didn’t really mean much to me, but I received a sudden and traumatic wake up call when I was about twenty years old. 

I was always attracted by the idea of going horse-riding. I had ridden some extremely calm horses under the careful eye of expert horsemen. One day when I was in the country I asked another friend, a farmer, if he would lend me his horse telling him I was an expert rider in order to convince him. He gave me a young and extremely fiery horse who was more than disgruntled at having a sack of potatoes like me ride him. 

He started to buck and I, utterly terrified, hung on to his powerful neck and mane for dear life. 

The road ran along the hillside, sloping down on one side and climbing up the hill on the other side, so that the horse ended up by throwing itself a few bumpy metres into a sort of ditch. 

I was not at all afraid during the fall, which I experienced totally calm, almost as a spectator, like a kind of film sequence. Fear came to me afterwards. 

When I returned to my hotel I went to bed although the pain in my ribs prevented me from lying down and forced me to spend the night propped up against the head of the bed. 

I should have learned a lesson from that experience and nothing more, but instead what resulted was an obsessive trauma that lasted for months. And this is the reason: the horse broke its back and had to be put down. My friend wanted to sell the horsemeat and in order that the buyer wouldn’t doubt its freshness it loaded the poor creature onto a truck to transport it to its selling point.

When I learned of the horse’s atrocious end I thought of how much pain it must have been in all night and the following day until a bullet put an end to its horrific suffering.

I couldn’t get these thoughts out of my head for days and nights and they stayed with me as my thoughts expanded to thinking about all the suffering inflicted on animals and humans in the world through illness, injury and torture. 

So here we have the obsession of a compassion that was anything but intellectually abstract, seeing as it turned into real pity and sympathize, in a suffering together with all those who suffer throughout the whole world during its entire history. 

I was going mad, I have to say without exaggerating in any sense. So how did I pull through? I gradually realized with great difficulty that I don’t only have duties towards my neighbour, including that of taking part in his pain and suffering, but I also have duties towards myself, including that of not letting myself get swallowed up by the quicksand of mental illness. 

My compassion has remained, but I now try to own it, to take it is reasonable doses. Nevertheless I still think it’s a precious acquisition.

13. Pity for the compulsive depraved 

There are those who suffer and those who cause suffering and it doesn’t necessarily mean that they suffer any less than their victims. They are compulsively violent. They are driven to violence by uncontrollable impulses, like a kind of tic or nervous contractions that will can’t control. 

They are driven to violence and every form of offence to others showing no respect for their rights and interests: from theft to swindling to bullying to false accusations to slander and all evil that one can commit against one’s neighbour in every form. 

Let’s consider violence: there are psychologically disturbed violent people. 

And theft: there are thieves driven to steal by need and kleptomaniacs. 

We say: a poor man who steals is a thief, a rich man who steals is a kleptomaniac, an expression that adds a touch of refinement and elegance to this wrong doing. 

As far as craftiness or cunning is concerned: if he hasn’t managed to perform his daily craft deed, at least a minor overtaking on the right, when night falls and it’s time to go to bed the crafty man turns in his sleep unable to fall asleep. 

One can damage others and also oneself. Apart from the damage inflicted on others it’s a boomerang that degrades us and does harm especially to us.

Bad thoughts, bad actions, bad habits, the vice gradually becomes a prison for us that becomes increasingly more difficult to escape from. 

Pity for all these wretched people. But they should also have pity on themselves and invoke the good Lord for the decision to refrain from their bad habits and find the consistency to get back on the straight and narrow. 

14. How the impulse of a split second can ruin us forever 

We can injure and harm ourselves, and even ruin our entire existence because of a sudden impetus or uncontrolled reaction. 

We seemed forced to act or react in a certain manner and don’t even know why. 

We are more than aware, alas, of the consequences of our gestures. 

A bend in the road that we took badly forces us off the road condemning us to spend the rest of our lives in a wheelchair. 

A punch, a beating or – heavens forbid – a knife wound inflicted on those who offended us, on those who drove us mad, could send him to hospital, if not the cemetery, and us behind bars for quite a few years. 

As I was saying, the wrong move could ruin us but also mark the beginning of a whole series of wrong moves, as if it were enough to drive our cart along a negative path from which it is almost impossible to derail and undertake a divergent and free road.

One could even remain prisoner of this behaviour. 

In the same way certain acts could become repetitive, almost ritual to the point of becoming obsessive. They produce harmless manias in the less serious cases, whereas at worst they could turn into serial crimes. 

The serial killer is a victim of a terrible habit that has reached the point of dominating and controlling the person’s life. He is totally possessed by it being unable to break free. 

A young homosexual American, who murdered many of his partners chopping them to pieces in order to get rid of the bodies, refused any defence in court and begged the judge to sentence him to life imprisonment in order to prevent him from committing any further murders.

An Italian man suspected of having committed a number of rapes declared himself innocent (at least this was the case when I wrote these lines), but the policemen who searched his apartment found a piece of paper in his bedside table drawer with the following resolutions written in capital letters:

“1. To be cured once and for all from this illness as soon as possible.

“2. To be serene and free when I come home at night. 

“3. To have a lot of relationships with grown up women and feel calm without any sudden impulses”.

“Sudden impulses” which the subject can’t manage to break free from! The threat of ending up behind bars could, one hopes, prevent these impulses from breaking out. But one can’t fail to pity those who let themselves get carried away by these impulses, one can’t fail to desire their recovery and to promote every form of initiative for this aim. 

15. We do ourselves harm with sin 

 but we also harm God’s creative action 

Religious men insist that sin offends God. 

Needless to say, as we already mentioned, God cannot be harmed in His absolute dimension, whereas it’s His creative action that can be hindered in many different ways. 

Creation is distorted in this sphere of our existence. 

The man himself who sins becomes a squalid caricature of himself. 

By sinning I offend my Creator and myself at the same time. 

What’s more to a certain extent, I also harm the entire creation by making it take a step backwards. 

Catastrophes can break out all over the world, like the history of the last century taught us; but every negative action and before that, every negative thought, no matter how small, could be its ambit, irradiating its damaging effects all over the place. 

Christian saints claim to be great sinners, even though after a radical conversion any sins of theirs do in fact seem very small and of minor importance. A failing, which we judge as being insignificant, even the slightest distraction is a sort of crime for them. 

Does this mean that they are greater sinners that us? I’m talking more of a perfectionism that they pursue in relation to the extremely special vocation they feel called to.

Perhaps rather than sin itself one can attribute the sense of sin to them. They perceive sin in all its ugliness. 

People of our epoch have become much more superficial as far as the above mentioned is concerned. Those self accusations are defined as pathological. 

Psychoanalysts back up this minimizing. According to their general thought, prohibitions and taboos of the Super-Ego restrain the poor Es provoking neurosis and psychosis. They say we should accept Es as it is. We should make sure that by not managing to satisfy the requirements of the Super-Ego, the Ego doesn’t end up by removing them to hide them away in the unconscious where they try to emerge to the conscious camouflaged through manifestations of psychopathological nature. 

The reality of sin should be openly recognized, with honesty and courage. We have to improve ourselves, redeem ourselves, transform ourselves from the roots without unnecessarily compromising the equilibrium of our psyche. The fight against sin requires wise and skilful strategies. 

16. Sins of omission and wasted time 

A text of the ancient religion of Zarathustra already praised “good thoughts, good words, good deeds”. 

This triple distinction is echoed in the Confiteor of the Mass of saint Pius V: “I confess to Almighty God… that I have sinned, with my thoughts, words and deeds…”

A fourth sin is added to those three classic ones in the Confiteor of the new Mass of Paul VI: the “the sin of omission”. 

Extremely opportunely in my opinion! I think that as far as I’m concerned this sin smarts more than anyone else. The fact of having omitted to do a good deed generates a particular feeling of guilt in my spirit. 

A feeling of guilt that, with the permission of so many psychoanalysists, I deem as being healthy, since it shakes and rouses me from my indolence, forcing me to reflect on words and deeds that I have put off and postponed far too often.

How many occasions of doing good I have missed or wasted! To say one kind, wise word! To show patience and sweetness with everyone, even with the most obtuse and idiotic of interlocutors!

How much time lost in idling away time, instead of studying, maturing, growing, producing, helping others, performing duties, cooperating to a better society, promoting art and beauty in every form of research and positive commitment! How much of God’s grace gone to waste!

Amongst the afore mentioned essential sins, the one of omission is the more generalized one amongst “respectable people”. 

If we want to realise ourselves as true authentic Christians, the sin of omission should be identified with the utmost clarity and denounced with the utmost severity. 

17. Lost and re-found friendship 

We have suddenly discovered many friends as if they were already waiting for us right round the corner. And we have also lost many of them along the way, as if they had disappeared round the corner. 

An extremely sad affair! We abandon ourselves to the memory of episodes that our interlocutors of those days have since long forgotten and left to fall into oblivion. 

There are those who forget on purpose. They like to accumulate experiences without however making them grow and fructify. They make them into a kind of consumerism “disposable” matter. 

Is it possible to tie together all the friendships of times gone by to relive certain magical moments? 

I remember a dinner I had with some of my old school friends. One of these confided in me with regret that he had the feeling that those good old days were something of the past. 

A bit like Proust, I inquire into lost time and ask myself: would it be possible to find it again? 

Perhaps in the dimension of eternity? A metaphysical theory that one can bring into harmony with the Christian vision suggests the possibility that the paths of individual experiences evolving through time should come together in the end to flow into one all-inclusive eternity, where everything is represented in contemporary terms.

If this is true, nothing is lost in the time that goes by. There is nothing absolute in the passing of time. It is only an aspect of real time, which is eternity. 

We will be back all together with all the beauty of our friendship in this eternity. 

18. Infinite horizons open up to us 

Paradise is not only a happy condition but a perfect condition. 

Christ gives himself totally to us, so that we can raise ourselves to his same stature. 

In the New Testament the idea that we humans are destined, in Jesus Christ Man-God, to divine fullness is found with a certain insistence.

Some quotes? The passages mentioned, for example in the chapter “Only Jesus Christ can save us: what does this mean?” from the texts Horizons of eternity, second volume cover these concepts (Those who know this website www.convivium-roma.it can easily find it in the English section, amongst The Texts of the Convivium).

To be destined to divine perfection: do we realize what infinite horizons are open up to each one of us?

God is love: and, in the full advent of His kingdom, we will be involved in an ecstasy of boundless love that will intimately unite us making each one of us participate in the life of all the other beings both human and of every different level. 

God is omniscient. He pries and penetrates into the depths of all realities and their own becoming, in a simultaneous, coeternal vision. 

As far as we are concerned, we try to imagine what the final point of arrival of all research could be: perfect knowledge of everything which can be matter of all possible research: astronomy and geography, the evolution of the entire cosmos and our planet and of the vegetable and animal species that inhabit it, the history of man, the life of every individual.

Different people have borne witness of the “cosmic” experiences they have had, where their minds were filled with an incredible number of thoughts and sensations and phenomena of consciousness. Such experiences, in their limits, can give us a first idea, although tremendously inadequate, of the eternal vision that God has of all things and all events. 

One can also speak here in the terms of Christian theology of a “beatific vision”: that is accessible to men for an overabundance of divine grace, acknowledged through a long travail of maturation.

God is transforming Power, that tends to remodel every reality so that each one can enter in the most suitable way possible to be part of His Kingdom in the end. In the end the entire universe will be transmuted and transfigured. We humans are called to be part of this divine Power. 

God is the Supreme Artist. On reaching its ultimate goal, creation will achieve the conceivable maximum (and I would like to add the inconceivable maximum) of beauty. All men are called to collaborate in this creation of beauty, in order to be able to benefit from it in the end in boundless happiness. 

Although the sky seems low and full of clouds, one can find comfort for our souls in the bleakest and saddest moments with the thought that, beyond that thick vault of sky, the infinite, clearest and glorious heavens are waiting for us. 

19. A new life awaits us after physical death 

One passes from old age to decrepitude and finally to death. If I might voice my preference, it would be better to aim at death skipping decrepitude. 

I’d also like to do without those fatal illnesses that gradually drain and eat away the last glimmer of life in hospitals and rest homes where doctors and nurses try to keep people alive at all costs inflicting long undeserved tortures, reducing one to a monstrous painful being that is half man and half machine.

An untimely death arouses sorrow and grief, except for the magniloquent windbags who say “chi per la patria muor, vissuto è assai” (those who died for their country lived more than enough). But I’d prefer a timely death, one that comes along at the right age, beyond which one’s life would have been reduced to miserable, wretched, laborious question of mere survival. 

Do we have reliable news of the passing and what happens afterwards? The testimonies of the dying and of those who assisted them tell us something about experiences felt in passing away. So far all good news: even though it may be preceded by sufferance, even atrocious suffering of illness, wounds, torture, the passing away is experienced as sweet and pleasant. 

We are given confirmation of this not by the living but by those who in fact have passed away, which we have received through our mediumistic communications. 

I have dealt with these communications in numerous writings of mine. For the time being I will limit myself to repeating what generally appears to be the validity of this, denied only by the cases of the most evident falseness.

The afterlife experiences that come after passing away vary according to the condition in which the new entity arrives. 

If the new entity is full of negative dross, it will have to be subjected to a cycle of purification, that could also prove to be extremely painful. 

Such dross is produced by one’s negative habits, especially one’s thoughts more than one’s actions. Bad thoughts are detrimental to the after life condition because this is purely mental. 

And so here we have the need to cultivate good thoughts, exclusively - and, possibly intensively - whilst living on earth. 

We have learned that the “good” souls - as we could define them - immediately reach a bright and happy condition. Here they can meet their dear loved ones who preceded them in their passing away to the other dimension. 

If I should ever be so lucky it would be wonderful to see all those I haven’t seen for such a long time. 

If I may make another wish, I’d like to find all my friends and family improved but certainly not too different to as I remember them in the good old days, I don’t want them to be unrecognizable because of an… excess of spirituality and nor too… forgetful. There’s a Proustian requirement here that one can even save at least some dim reminiscence, of the old atmosphere. 

This phase in the other dimension – the first phase for the good souls, second for those who arrived in the afterlife weighed down by dross but who then recuperated – is like a period of rest, a pleasant holiday.

It isn’t destined to last forever. Every soul has to free itself of its earthly attachments to be in everything of God and only of Him. In the end he will receive everything in God, he will recuperate every single human value a hundred times over. But is it a triumph of humanism to be postponed to the last. For the time being that freeing oneself of earthly attachments is a phase of ascetic commitment, a pure mystical journey. 

It won’t be easy for many souls to leave that afore mentioned reminiscence of life on earth, to set out on a mystical-religious journey. 

I hope that as far as I’m concerned the difficulties won’t be so great. I’ve always read the biographies of saints with vivid and keen interest and – I’d like to add – not without a hint of saint envy for my obvious incapability to imitate them. Up until now my corporeal life has been a serious obstacle to practising saintliness, but I am confident I can do better in a future non corporeal life rendered free of the fetters of matter. 

 When we are all in everything of God, we will receive all grace from Him and will be given back our full humanity. It is that final universal resurrection that makes up the full advent of the kingdom of God and together with it, the perfection of man and his unlimited happiness. 

The prophetic vision of such a final and eternal destination will be of great comfort to us in the temporary sufferings of this “valley of tears” and it will infuse us with patience, hope and intimate joy. 
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