C H A N N E L S   T O   A N C I E N T   R O M E

An Adventure in Mediumship

Closely Examined

by Filippo Liverziani

                                                    TABLE  OF  CONTENTS
                                                                                                            Page

                   Preface                                                                2                     
Chapter 1    MARCUS FLAVIUS                                           2

Chapter 2    OXILIA                                                               34

Chapter 3    PROCULUS                                                        42

Chapter 4    OPIMIUS                                                             56

Chapter 5    LIVIUS                                                                 67 

Chapter 6    LUCRETIUS                                                        78

Chapter 7    HORATIUS                                                          94

Chapter 8    FINAL REMARKS                                             103                       

            Bibliographical Appendix                                                       114

                                                     P R E F A C E

Continuing our mediumistic experiments in psychic writing (which I reported in Colloqui con l'altra dimensione, i.e. Conversations with the Other Side, Edizioni Mediterranee, Rome 1987), my wife and I had the quite unexpected gift of thirty-one communications with characters or entities who described themselves as discarnate souls of ancient Romans: six of them claimed to have lived in the first century A.D., the seventh even earlier, at the time of the Second Punic War, in which he said to have taken part.

 This matter seemed to us so strange and almost incredible that we decided to push these experiments to the limit of their possibilities, not least in order to obtain a maximum of information about matters outside our previous knowledge: we would then try to check this information, hoping to obtain an element of confirmation if it proved to be correct. Later we subjected both the content and the form of expression of these communications to a rigorous analysis, considering them right down to their least detail.

 As we pushed this analysis ahead, as the data of the verifications began to accumulate, we not only became aware of the profoundly human motives of these communications, but also realized that they were entirely consistent with what had hitherto been known about the world of ancient Rome and thus seemed wholly plausible.

 Even the information that the seven presumed Roman souls gave us about their existence after death and the spiritual itinerary associated with this existence proved to be wholly in harmony with the contents already brought out by our previous researches and, indeed, with what one might call the more reliable mediumistic literature.

 We therefore deemed it worthwhile to collect all the communications into a single volume and to submit them, together with our comments and the results of our verifications, to the free and unfettered judgment of our readers.

Chapter 1

M A R C U S    F L A V I U S

 Though I would not have expected a soldier of ancient Rome to express himself in the style of one of Livi's orations, I was hardly prepared for his Latin being as unmitigated a disaster as the language with which Marcus Flavius opened his communication with us.

 It was about 9.30 p.m. on 3 February 1987 when Bettina and I commenced our 273rd psychic writing séance. As soon as we had taken our seats at the table and placed our right hands (or, rather, our respective index and middle fingers) on the upturned glass, it began to move, rather slowly at first and then at a certain speed, making its way five times across the board and all its letters. We usually refer to this phase as "letter study". One may wonder whether it represents a kind of memorization of the letters and their positions, though practice has shown that the operation is not by any means indispensable and it may therefore be no more than a ceremonial that in some way strengthens the contact between the newly arrived entity and ourselves. It may well be that it is a mixture of the two and serves both purposes. But that is all I can say about it.

 Having finished this preliminary study, the running-in phase as it were, the entity is at our disposal. The most polite way of starting a conversation with unknown people is undoubtedly that of introducing oneself and I therefore invariably commence by mentioning both our names (even though we have been told that entities can read our thoughts and do not set any great store by names). "Bettina and Filippo here", I therefore began. "From Rome. Who do we have the pleasure of talking to?" The answer was slow in coming and I therefore repeated my question: "Who are you?" After some further hesitations, the glass began to move in a somewhat more decided manner and successively stopped very briefly on four letters of the alphabet. By way of answer we were thus given a word of rather mysterious meaning: Agit.

 "What does that mean?", I asked. The answer was no less sybilline: Memo memento agit. I had the impression that the first two words represented an attempt to say a single word, albeit a little more clearly the second time (though later I thought that the entity might well have wanted to say memoria, a rather more abstract and less frequently used word that had not been fully remembered, replacing it by the more concrete and common memento: "Remember! Remember to do this or that". Ago means "I act"; Agit "he acts". Somebody or something acts, therefore. But how, and in what way?

 These were questions I put to myself, for aloud I had not yet said anything at all. All the same, the entity resumed its communication, which I shall quote literally and with all its errors, spelling included: volumta mea non est clara ("My will is not clear"). "How is it that you speak Latin?" Making a great effort to recall the days when I studied Latin and bucking up all my courage, I decided that I would make an attempt to ask my next question in that language: "Cur latine loqueris?" Idioma meo est. ("It is my language").

 At least for the moment, I do not want to add to the discomfiture of my readers by afflicting them also with my own Latin phrases. Let me say right away that I only tried to formulate the first few questions in Latin and soon resumed speaking in Italian: I know that entities can read thoughts and had this confirmed when, for experimental purposes, I spoke English to an Italian entity who, in life, had no knowledge of that language at all; and also on the many occasions when I spoke to English or American entities in my own tongue, which they all said they had never learnt in their earthly life.

 But let us continue. "Can you tell us something about yourself?", I asked our invisible interlocutor, who replied: Memento meo non fuit (something like: "I don't remember). "What can you tell us about yourself?", I insisted. Vita pulchra in coelis ("Life in the heavens is beautiful"). Fine: that is much clearer and also much better Latin; and, what is more, it is also good news for all of us, doomed (to die) as we are.

 I could go on to report the whole of this conversation of February 3. But my readers will probably have been left wondering what our friend had wanted to say when he used those very obscure words at the beginning. At the next séance two days later, on February 5, I asked Marcus Flavius what he had wanted to convey by memo (or memento) agit and volunta[s] mea non est clara. Here is the translation of the explanation he gave us: Like memory I act because my will is not clear. "What do you mean by 'like memory'?". Memories, recollections. "In other words", as I tried to clarify further, "you wanted to say: I act in a spontaneous manner and with the same spontaneity with which memory operates. Is that right?" Yes. "Not deliberately the way the will acts". No. In fact, Marcus Flavius had come chance impetus (as he himself told us, seemingly anticipating the style of modern telegrams). There he was, happily in his sphere and deceased for more than l900 years, when all of a sudden a contact was established between him and us, and Marcus thus made us the involuntary and quite unexpected gift of a greatly appreciated visit, which has since given rise to a beautiful friendship.

 Our readers may wonder why the sentences were now coming through in Italian, and it is perhaps as well to explain this before going any further. Many experiments have already shown us that, though entities generally limit themselves to formulating pure thoughts, the simple fact that these have to pass through our psyche ensures that they will eventually take shape in our own language, even though the entity may not speak it at all. I myself have often taught this technique to communicating entities, because it enables them to express themselves more readily, more quickly, and also with much greater wealth of vocabulary.

 There is another thing that should be made clear here once and for all: from the moment of entering into us, and by virtue of that very fact, the entity expresses itself in the last resort as if it had suddenly acquired the same mastery that we have of our own tongue.

 Though this may seem very strange to us, it is a fact that can be noted time and time again. And it is precisely this fact that enables the entity to participate in a discussion not only of the global content of the communication, but also to talk about individual words or commas as if it knew our language just as well as we.

 Having clarified this point, we can now go ahead with our account of what Marcus Flavius told us about himself in the course of our first two sessions. On the second occasion he gave a better explanation of the things that had not been very clear on the first. Henceforth we shall attribute each quotation to the particular séance from which it is taken, identifying the first and second session (as also all others) by their ordinal numbers. As in the previous volume, we shall use Roman numerals for this purpose, now particularly appropriate.

 Our newfound friend introduced himself as Marcus Flavius. Where did he come from? What was his nationality? Italicus (Séance I). More precisely, what was his place of origin? Much later, in séance VII, he was to tell us: Natus est in suburbio Capuae ("He was born in the suburb of Capua").

 I did, of course, ask him to tell me the epoch in which he had lived: could he remember any emperor or consul or other famous name? He answered: Imperator Tiberius. Just a moment or two before that he had given me a date that did not correspond to the reign of the emperor whom we commonly call Tiberius, but appeared to relate to a somewhat later period, and I had immediately drawn his attention to this incongruency (I). In the course of the next occasion I asked him: "Have you heard of the Emperor Augustus?" Yes, came his reply. "Tiberius was emperor after Augustus. Was he your emperor?" No. "Then came Caligula. Can you remember?" Yes. "And who was emperor after Caligula?" Tiberius. Not the one you mentioned. "Would you be referring to Tiberius Claudius?" Yes: Claudius (II).

 Now that the answers given by Marcus Flavius are becoming seemingly more articulate, I have to point out that, though I always transcribe each and every word with absolute fidelity, the punctuation marks are always added by myself. Only a question mark is to be found on our letterboard, and even that is not always used by our entities when formulating a question. Whenever a question mark should be used and is omitted by the entity, I will therefore add it if the context obviously so requires. The same is true as far as exclamation marks are concerned. On the letterboard we also have a full stop, but the entities use it only to make dots: in that case they will make the glass circle round the box three times. All the other punctuation marks (full stop, comma, colon and semicolon) are therefore added by myself.

 Coming back to the incongruency I pointed out a moment or two ago, the Tiberius to whom Marcus referred is evidently the Emperor Tiberius Claudius, more commonly known only by the latter name. I had already reached this conclusion on my own account in the interval between the first and the second séance, since the date in question (about which I shall have more to say before long) has to be placed in the reign of Claudius. How is it, then, that Marcus calls him Tiberius? During the interval between the two séances I had also been able to recall to mind something that I had completely forgotten, a detail to which I had never paid a great deal of attention: Tiberius was the praenomen of Claudius. (Readers may recall that the Roman praenomen corresponded to our personal name or forename, while the nomen indicated the family). The emperor we normally call Tiberius, i.e. the immediate successor of Augustus, was officially called Tiberius Caesar Augustus, though in actual practice he was referred to, as we have seen, by his prename. The same is true as regards his successor Gaius Caesar Augustus Germanicus: nicknamed and known to history as Caligula (on account of the military boots, or caligae, that he already wore as a small boy), he was in his day more commonly called by his prename, Gaius. That was also how he was designated by the historians of post-Augustinian days, while the adjective Caianus was used quite generally to indicate anything relating to Caligula. Caianus was also used to denote a supporter of the emperor. Caligula was eventually succeeded by Claudius, whose official title was Tiberius Claudius Caesar Augustus Germanicus. He was the second emperor of the series to bear the prename of Tiberius, which was also the name by which he had been known before he became emperor, during the long years of his emargination, when he was deemed (quite wrongly) as the family fool and had dedicated himself exclusively to his beloved historical studies. The successor of Claudius, once again, was commonly known by his prename, with which he also passed into history: indeed, Nero occupies first place in his official title, which was Nero Claudius Caesar Augustus Germanicus. It is well known that Claudius was the nomen of the gens Claudia. There is no reason why we should not think that Claudius was commonly known as Tiberius, especially during the early years of his reign, which coincide with the time in which our Marcus, enrolled in the army, left for Mauretania and remained buried there for the rest of his days. Tiberius (abbreviated Ti) is in any case the first name that appears on inscriptions (though Marcus Flavius may not have read these very avidly) and on coins (which probably attracted his interest rather more readily), to be immediately followed by Claudius. When I asked him who his emperor was, Marcus may well have wanted to answer Tiberius Claudius and he was probably searching his memory for the name Claudius when I, completely forgetful of the fact that Tiberius was the prename of that emperor, interrupted him to contest an answer that, even if one wants to consider it incomplete, was actually quite correct.

 It is becoming more and more clear to me that it is not by any means easy to make a start with my account: problems crowd in on all sides and, even though they can be treated in greater detail later on, they must at least be briefly mentioned right away. May I therefore ask my readers to curb their impatience and to bear with me a little longer.

 Marcus Flavius remembered a ship (navis) that took him to Africa, but then, to indicate his actual landing, he was to use a very strange word: approduo. This neologism immediately gives the impression of being a kind of halfway house between the Italian "approdo" and something that could be the corresponding word in dog Latin. Let me explain right away that dog Latin consists of the use of latinized Italian words, the latinization being performed by simply adding Latin endings, often with rather comic effects. That an ancient Roman should use dog Latin in the course of a mediumistic séance may seem rather suspicious at first sight. But the previous experiences I have accumulated in this matter suggest that one should hesitate before liquidating the matter with some ironic remark, which would come all too easily to one's lips. I have noted that when an entity communicates in a language other than our own (in English, French or Spanish, for example), his modes of expression tend to become more proper and correct when we, the human channels, have a good knowledge of the language in question. What happens, then, when the entity needs a term that we either do not know in his language or find it difficult to remember? There are two ways in which this word may come out: it may either be formulated as pure thought and then become translated into our own language by virtue of the simple fact of having to pass through us; or, alternatively, it may present itself dressed in the same style as the other words, that is to say, in the style of the language used by the soul communicating with us. A partial dog Latin is therefore quite possible, just as in other cases one may have dog Spanish, the kind that is often attributed to South Americans in our jokes and funny stories, or the kind of "dog" German used in "Sturmtruppen", a comic strip in which Italian words are simply given German-sounding endings. The same thing tends to happen with the Italian dialects: thus, an old Roman will talk to us in reasonably good and genuine Roman dialect, while a Neapolitan, given the fact that our is essentially limited to old songs and dialectal theatre, will express himself in a Neapolitan dialect that is only partially genuine, with the remainder strangely Romanized, almost as if the flavour of a true vernacular had to be preserved in some way or other. 

 Now that I have succeeded in giving my readers also some kind of explanation of the dog Latin that, strangely enough, keeps reappearing in the remarks of our ancient Romans, I feel in a position to go ahead more quickly in reporting them. I note with pleasure, however, that the dog Latin seems to be kept to an indispensable minimum and that almost all the Latin words in our minutes have correct roots, that only the endings tend – unfortunately – to be all over the place. I comfort myself with thinking that the root is the real essence, the true core of each word, while the ending is its most variable and also most external part: a kind of appendage that makes it possible for each word to be hooked up with the others.

 How, then, does one get a word like approduo? The Latin for "to land" (Italian "approdare") is appelli (ad oram, "to the beach") or appellere navem (ad terram, ad ripam), etc., while "landing" (Italian "approdo") is translated appulsus litoris. But who would have remembered that?

 Anyway, Flavius landed in Africa. A war (bellum) was being waged there against a certain people (popolus, sic). I asked him: "Was Rome making war against a nation or against an uprising?" Uprising. Marcus Flavius survived the war: restavit in terris. At first I had translated restavit in terris as "remained in the lands" where he had fought (something that he had fully and repeatedly confirmed to me). But when I consulted the dictionary with greater attention, I noted that restare can also mean "to survive". (Lest anybody objects that the perfect of resto is really restiti, be it pointed out that writers in the days of Augustus used also restavi). I also found that in terris means "on this earth", "under the sun", as opposed to sub terris, which indicates the underground kingdom of the dead. The idea of surviving a war (bellum, word that had appeared in the previous answer) could not therefore have been expressed more appropriately and precisely.

 Having survived the war, Marcus Flavius later died in a fortress (in castrum) of an illness (morbus) (I). In a sub-sequent communication (V) he specified that the strongpoint was near the coast. He had never been to any city in the land of Africa: I did not see the city.

 I have already referred to a date mentioned by Flavius. It is a particular date, the date of his death. I would have expected an ancient Roman to use an expression like "in the year 806 after the foundation of the city" (anno octingentesimo sexto ab urbe condita) or something similar. But my already sorely tried hypersensitivity was to receive yet another blow when he replied 53 AD. "Do you mean 53 after Christ?" Yes, he replied imperturbably. "And who was Christ?" A man who in a distant country was against the emperor. "Don't you know any more about him?" No. "But you count the years from the birth of Christ". Yes. "How is it that you, an ancient Roman and not even a Christian, count the years from Christ?" New count of the years from his coming (I). "And how is it that you, of all people, count the years in this manner?", I was to ask him on the next occasion. I learnt from your mind. "Are you trying to tell me", I went on, "that before talking to me you did not know that years could be counted before and after Christ?" No. Came suddenly and difficult. "Difficult?" I could not communi catewell (II).

 In fact, we have noted quite often that an entity in contact with us suddenly seems to grasp things that only a moment or two previously were wholly unknown to him. At the selfsame moment of adequately entering into us, a soul seems to speak our language and understand it in all its subtleties as if he had studied it for years, often capable of correcting us on a detail, a word. Reading in our mind, our invisible interlocutor thus masters the state of a question in a flash. Conditioned by the cultural limits of the human channels used for the communication, and to a certain extent also influenced by their thoughts, the newly arrived entity, within the space of a few moments, acquires the results we had gradually reached through a long series of dialogues with previous entities. When questioned about problems already discussed with other souls, the entity will thus reply by borrowing a little from our own thoughts, a little from the conclusions reached in previous dialogues with others, and a little from new intuitions that seem to be drawn from a more metaphysical and transcendental ambit; acquisition of the latter becomes easier for us as, dialoguing and maturing, we gradually become more receptive.

 Another delicate point in the conversation with Flavius occurred near the beginning, when – replying to the question "What work did you do?" – he described himself as miles in punica bellum (soldier in the Punic war). Quite apart from the feminine form of the adjective, hardly appropriate for a neutral noun (though possibly explained by the fact that bellum corresponds to the Italian "guerra", a feminine noun), it seemed very strange to me to hear of a Punic War after Christ, in imperial times. "The Punic Wars", I objected, took place centuries before your time". Altra bellum fuit? (Was it another war?) (I).

 Even though I was now quite prepared for the strange rule of syntax inaugurated in the previous reply, I literally staggered under the impact of this equally unexpected question, though afterwards, reflecting more closely about it, I was to find it on the whole reasonably logical and legitimate. A war in Africa must undoubtedly have taken place at the time. But why call it Punic War? A light lit in my mind when I suddenly recalled a concept that Mircea Eliade always puts forward very clearly: the archaico-primitive mentality tends to associate each event with an original, divine, heroic or exemplary event, regarding the present event as a repetition of the former. It is rather probable that, two centuries later, the heroic and legendary Punic Wars appeared as the paradigm of any African enterprise.

 Yet another fact has to be borne in mind: when a soul resumes contact with our side after as many as nineteen centuries, memories relating to its earthly existence must still be rather confused during the early exchanges. This proved to be a constant feature with all the Roman souls I was to interview later: on the first occasion the soul remembers practically nothing about what it was or what it did during its earthly existence, these memories emerge only little by little and, be it clear, will always be partial and fragmentary recollections. It may well be, therefore, that this idealized association with the Punic Wars was the only thing that Marcus Flavius at first remembered about the African campaign in which he took part. The specific features of this particular expedition were to come out only in later sessions, emerging in the mind of our interlocutor even before they found their way into his communications with us.

 But what military expedition to Africa could have been undertaken in the days of Claudius? I remembered his campaign in Britain, but nothing at all about Africa: my readers will have to believe me on this point. Bettina, then, is an intellectually very live person, but to ask her questions about history or Latin is pointless cruelty, a psychic waste that is best desisted in the interest of both the questioner and the questioned. Only on the day following the first séance did I succeed in finding out that an uprising in Mauretania, then a Roman protectorate, had been put down under Claudius.

 During our second encounter I asked Flavius: "What did you mean the day before yesterday, when you told me that you had been a soldier in a Punic war?" In African earth far away, was his evocative answer (which could also mean: "Far away, in a certain country or region of Africa", once one bears in mind the other possible meanings of the Latin terra that I was to discover later). I replied: "You know that the Punic Wars were fought several centuries before your time. Why, then, do you describe your war as Punic?" Perhaps that was a popular saying. "Perhaps people were saying to you jokingly: 'Setting out to have a good Punic War, eh?'". A sarcastic motto. "But when you went to Africa, even you felt like a soldier of the Punic wars". The ancients were venerated models. "Your commanders were saying to you in their harangues: 'Legionaries, you are...'" The new ones. "You are the new soldiers of the Punic wars". Yes. "Against which country were you waging war?" I don't remember the name. But it was an arid country. "Had you gone to fight against Mauretania?" Yes. "Were there disorders?" Insurrection. I then gave Flavius a brief summary of history, which aroused his admiring comment: You know many things (II).

 To be quite frank, all my knowledge at that time was limited to what is to be found in the Italian Treccani Encyclopedia under the entry "Mauretania". The country was an independent kingdom placed under the protection of Rome. In 40 A.D. Caligula called King Ptolemy to Rome and had him killed. Politics stream with blood, and even Machiavelli affirms that a wise prince must "know how to make use of evil" when this becomes "necessary". Departing from the policy followed by his father, Juba II, Ptolemy sought to act with too much independence and this caused Caligula to get him out of the way and to transform Mauretania into an imperial province. But this move was to prove less easy than the emperor had thought. Let me for a moment quote verbatim from the encyclopedia entry: "It may have been loyalty to the suppressed monarchy, just as it may have been the innate spirit of rebellion of the barbarian populations, but the fact is that they profited from Ptolemy's deposition to wage war against the Romans, with Hedemon, a freedman of the late sovereign, at their head: and their revolt spread rapidly even to the most distant tribes. In 41-42, Gaius Suetonius Paulinus crossed the Atlas, fighting all the way, and his successor, Gneus Oxidius Geta, who had advanced to the South, into an arid and desert region, was saved by a sudden thunderstorm from the critical situation into which he had been pushed by the enemy and his lack of water, the Mauretanians seeing this as a clear intervention of the gods in favour of the Romans. That same year, 42 A.D., Claudius reorganized the administration of Mauretania, which was divided into two provinces. But even thereafter the possession of Mauretania was always far from tranquil, given the nature of the country and the disposition of its inhabitants. We know that wars and rebellions occurred with quite extraordinary frequency, creating continuous problems for the Roman governors in Mauretania".

 I should like to draw the attention of my readers to a detail that seems very significant to me: I learned from Marcus Flavius not only that there had been a military expedition to Mauretania under Claudius, but also that it was undertaken to put down a popular uprising. Very precise information about an aspect of which I knew even less than of the expedition itself.

 When I say that "I did not know" something, I do not by any means intend to exclude completely – nor could I reasonably do so – my ever having set eyes, fleetingly at least, on a page where the information was given in summary form or where there appeared the words in question. Some memorization at the subliminal level is always possible. All I am saying, though I want to make it clear once and for all, is that I have the clear impression that certain information given me by the entities, as also certain Latin expressions that are to be found in the communications, are wholly new to me, that is to say, that I am putting them into focus for the very first time. I have to limit myself to saying that these expressions, facts, etc., seemed to me to be clearly extraneous to my conscious life. Who could possibly speak about the unconscious: if we knew all about it, it would no longer be unconscious. It is in this sense, therefore, that I can testify that the thirty-one communications reported in this volume have taught me more than seventy "things that I did not know before" and which I was subsequently able to verify as corresponding to fact. They include not only information about historical events, situations, and usages and customs, but also Latin locutions that I later found in dictionaries and various meanings of words that were previously unknown to me.

 That the Emperor Claudius was called imperator Tiberius, as his prename demands and in close analogy with what was done in the case of his two immediate predecessors (Tiberius and Gaius Caligula) and his successor (Nero), could well correspond to fact, though I know of no document that proves it with certainty. Frankly and unashamedly confessing my cultural lacunae, which are very numerous, I must nevertheless say that – on the few occasions I took some interest in the Emperor Claudius – I called him Claudius and that is all there is to it. I must certainly have read that his prename was Tiberius and remained so for the whole of his earthly life, even after his elevation to supreme power: but this idea and notion remained substantially outside my grasp and, to all intents and purposes, I therefore owe it to the expression used by Marcus Flavius. A more thorough examination of the phrase then led me to ascertain that Tiberius (the successor of Augustus), Caligula and Nero were all commonly known by their prenames.

 Another thing that I learned from Marcus Flavius is that during the reign of Claudius a military expedition was sent to an African country, but not to wage war against a king or a republic, but to put down a popular uprising: a rebellion that assumed very vast proportions and involved the entire country.

 The absolute sincerity that must exist between me and my readers – and which I must never put into jeopardy – also compels me to confess that when a kind friend of ours sent me photocopies of the encyclopedia pages from which I have taken the quotation reproduced above, I did note that they contained the complete history of Mauretania, but nevertheless confined my attention to the part regarding the reigns of Caligula and Claudius. I did not read any of the subsequent paragraphs until after séances IV and V. In the course of the fourth séance I asked Marcus Flavius in which part of Mauretania his unit had been quartered and he replied: Near the coast. He confirmed this on the next occasion, when he answered a similar question that had been put by our friend Felice Masi, a parapsychologist well known in Italy: The strongpoint close to the coast. It is interesting to note that this "near" or "close to" are spontaneous translations of apud or ad, which may mean not only "near to", but also "in" (just as in our own language we often say "a Roma" when we actually mean "in Roma"). It is therefore quite probable that Marcus really wanted to say that his strongpoint was "on the coast".

 This item of information receives some corroboration from other historical facts mentioned in the same encyclopedia entry that had completely escaped me, because I had not read on and had not deemed the remainder of the entry worthy of even a glance. Let me here quote a few lines from a passage that sets out to illustrate the overall situation: "Boccus, King of Mauretania, died in 33 B.C. without leaving heirs. We do not know whether he left his kingdom to the Romans or personally to Octavian: what is certain is that in subsequent years Mauretania was in the hands of Octavian (Augustus in 27), who did not at that time turn it into a Roman province, though he founded there as many as twelve colonies for veterans that ranged from the shores of the ocean to the borders of Numidia: most of them were situated by the sea, Zulil, Igilgili, Saldae, Rusazus, Rusguniae, Gunugu, Cartenna, a few others in the interior, Babba, Banasa, Tubusuptu (or Tupusuctu), Aquae, Zuccabar. In this way he prepared for future annexation into the empire. But he thought that the time for such annexation had not yet come, so much so that in 25 he reconstituted the Kingdom of Mauretania, giving it to Juba II, the son of Juba I, placing the Roman colonies under the jurisdiction of the governor of Baetica". Juba II proved a splendid independent sovereign and, at the same time, faithful vassal of the empire; in this he differed markedly from his son, Ptolemy, who inaugurated a far more independent policy and thus upset a fragile equilibrium, with all the sanguine consequences we have already heard about.

 Knowing myself as I do, I have no doubt that if I had really absorbed this passage, I would at least have read out to Marcus a list of the twelve Roman colonies and asked him whether his strongpoint was situated in one of them. Probably I would have asked some other person to copy the names (after covering or cancelling all the other words) and I would then have had them mixed and read to Marcus in a different order to see whether he would at least indicate a colony situated on the coast. If I did none of these things, it simply means that I had not read the passage at all (though there still remains the hypothesis that I could somehow have absorbed it at the subliminal level).

 However this may be, there can be no doubt that the allusion made by Marcus Flavius to a strongpoint situated near the coast finds a considerable measure of support in the passage about the seven coastal colonies: colonies of veterans with primarily military functions, and therefore necessarily fortified and manned. The previously mentioned landing in Africa must have taken place in one of these colonies, perhaps even in the one where Marcus was stationed.

 In our second séance I was already in a position to tell our new friend that I had found confirmation of what he had told me in a book: In a book? was his surprised reaction. How is it that I am in a book? "Your name is not actually in the book, but it gives the name of your commander: was he not called Suetonius Paulinus?" Suetonius, yes. "Was he your general?" Supreme. "And Oxidius Geta, the supreme commander who came after him. Do you remember him?" No.

 If it is true that Oxidius Geta campaigned mostly in the inland parts of Mauritania, while Marcus Flavius and his unit remained in the coastal zone, it is readily understandable that Marcus should not remember a great deal about his second commanding general, whereas he had occasion, as we shall shortly learn, to see his first commander at least once from close quarters while the troops were filing past him.

 And where is all this written? "It's written in a book". But a revolt in Africa is in the book? "The episode is indeed considered to be a minor one, so much so that I could not find it in my history book. But you had told me about this uprising and the Roman expedition that put it down; so I looked for the fact in another book and in the end I found it". You are very learned. "But I owe the information to you. If you had not told me about the expedition in which you had taken part, I would not searched for it". You must be included among the sages and given a job in the library by the emperor. "Ah, indeed".

 Marcus' idea did not displease me at all. I have noted that the deceased generally take me far more seriously than the living and give me a thousand times more credit. Many of them think that I am a very important person and when I tell them that here on earth my role and my influence are incomparably more limited than they seem to think, they attribute this redimensioning to my excessive modesty.

 The day after this séance I concentrated my attention on the word learned, wondering: "How in hell does one say 'learned' in Latin? There is doctus. There must surely be a word that more specifically expresses the meaning of culture". Had I had a clear idea that the adjective cultus effectively also has this meaning (i.e: relating to culture of the spirit and not only to cultivation of the land), I would never have asked myself a question of this kind.

 The minutes of séances I and II have also other contents of considerable interest, though it will be best to leave them until later. For the moment let me concentrate on the biographical aspects, not least to complete our acquaintance with our new friend come from so far away.

 In the course of the third séance I asked Marcus to tell us more about his life on earth and he began with the following words: I have faded memories. A small vegetable garden where, as a boy, I worked with my father and my grandfather. "Did you live in town or in the country?", I continued my questioning. Country. "Near to which town?". Capua. I went there to enrol.
 Marcus is quite a typical Southern Italian, this being as true for his character and psychology (which, little by little, will come to the fore) as it is for his physical appearance on earth, which on the previous occasion he had described to me in the following terms: Thickset, hairy, brown hair, dark complexion (II).

 But back to the third session. "What was military life like?". Marches all the time. Sleep badly. Few tents. Usually we slept on the ground with our cloaks. "Without tents, in the open air". Yes. "What about eating?" Poor food, but we bought something extra with our pay. "What would you eat?" Chick-peas, spelt. "Was that the official grub, provided by the army administration, that is?" Yes: inedible vegetable soups ("Minestroni" in Italian. This word was written with obvious difficulty, in several attempts). "Likewise provided by the army". Yes. At the tavern roast meat, wine. "Did you go to eat and drink these things at your own expense?" Yes, with my mates: great merriment, drunkenness and women.

 "What games did you play at the tavern?" Dice. "What else?" We put our arms on the table and, sitting opposite each other, would try to force the other down. "That is still done today: we call it 'Over-the-top'". Marcus took note of the new term and, albeit with difficulty and after several attempts, succeeded in writing it: Over-the-top. "That's right". I won many times. "I don't doubt it. What other games?" In the open, do you mean? "Yes". Chariot races, wrestling, ball game. When there was a river, swimming and lots of jokes.
 In a conversation it often happens that one jumps from one thing to another, and I hope that this will not bother my readers. But in this part dedicated exclusively to the earthly memories of our dear Marcus Flavius I also want to give them some idea of what our conversations were actually like.

 Back to food, then: "What was the form of your bread?" Flattened."Round?" Yes. "Was it salted or not?" Sipid. "Do you mean salted?" No: insipid. "How was meat eaten: with the hands or with the help of something else?" With the hands. If it was an animal, by tearing off pieces. "Were knives also used?" Yes. "Today we hold the meat with a small fork and then cut it with a knife held in the other hand. Can you imagine a fork?" For hay? "Yes, like the one used for hay, but small, minute, the length of a knife". Really refined. But probably useful, that way you don't dirty your hands.
 I stopped for a moment to note down that spelt soups mentioned a little while ago were completely unknown to me before Marcus had talked about them, especially in the form of 'minestrone', where many other vegetables are added. I later read in the book Le abitudini alimentari dei Romani (The Eating Habits of the Romans) by Dosi and Schnell that "initially and for a long time the basis of Roman food was constituted by a kind of mush (puls) made by boiling spelt meal in water and salt". But this puls "could not have had a great deal of flavour and the Romans therefore tried to improve it by mixing it with beans (puls fabata), lentils or seed of other leguminosae, and also with cabbage and onions".

 At this point there is a footnote to the text and, seeing that we have broached the subject, it might be interesting to quote it verbatim: "The term satura or satira was sometimes used to designate this vegetable mixture that poor people ate to the point of saturation. The word was also used to refer to a poetic hash flavoured with biting witticisms".

 Just try to imagine all this mixed and prepared in a large pot by an army cook. Would you care for some? No, thank you.

 I also found corroboration as regards the bread: I was probably more or less aware that it was round in form, but the fact that it was also flattened was new to me. Only later, examining the reproduction of a Pompeian painting and a photo-graph of food remains preserved in carbonized form by the famous eruption of Mount Vesuvius, did I note some round and flattened loaves with deep, spokelike grooves in the upper face, evidently cut in the dough prior to baking.

 After originally mentioning this type of bread and saying no more than that it was flattened (see above), Marcus, in a subsequent communication, confirmed the details I had noted in the interim (as just mentioned) and further specified matters in the following terms. When I asked him whether the bread they ate was flattened like pizza, he replied: No. "You said it was slightly flattened?" Yes, slightly flattened at the centre. "Did it have grooves in the form of a cross or a spoked wheel cut at the centre?" Yes, for baking. "Why?" To make sure the inside would be well baked.
 My last question shows that, even though the matter may be fairly obvious, in actual fact I had not thought of it, had not worked it out myself. It is as well for a pure humanist who understands nothing whatsoever about machines to refrain from meddling with them: all he is likely to do is to take an electric shock or slice off one of his fingers. I find myself in a very similar position as regards kitchen problems and cooking, and the baking of bread is no exception: I understand nothing and nothing would come to my mind even if I were to think about it for days on end.

 But back to army life: "What was the name of your immediate superior?" Marius. "What was his rank?" He was at the head of a small group. "And what was the larger group called: century? maniple?" Maniple. "How many soldiers were there in a maniple?" Few. "I thought there were almost two hundred". I mean as compared with the army. "Certainly. How many soldiers would there have been in a maniple?" I don't remember. "Who was above Marius? The centurion?" Lucio Claudio (sic: this time in Italian). "What was he like? Good or bad?" Severe on duty, but not when off. "How were undisciplined soldiers punished?" Put in irons. "Were they lashed at times?" Yes. "And what was Marius like?" Likeable and a mate: he always covered up for us (III).

 What Marcus told me about this punishment, i.e. being put in irons, constituted an item of information that seemed to be rather likely, but which I did not succeed in verifying at the time. Ercole Mazza's Vita e costumi dell’antica Roma (Life and Customs of Ancient Rome) is a subsidiary textbook for schools that may be described as not very voluminous but rich in content: it contains a paragraph dedicated to military discipline that lists eight distinct punishments ranging from monetary fines to simple beatings with a vine-shoot or other flexible plants, lashings with canes, lapidation, and decimation. There was also provision for demotion and expulsion from the army. Among the punishments, at least for certain cases, there was also the obligation to camp outside the vallum, at the mercy of the weather and exposed to the incursions of the enemy. But there is no mention of irons as such. I could imagine something of the kind as probable, but I had no certain knowledge as regards the matter. Only many days later did I succeed in finding something about irons in another school book of which the publishers had sent me a gratuitous copy in the days when I was a teacher, but which I had never read, though I may have briefly perused it on one or two occasions. There I found a rather summary mention in a passage that says that in the Roman army minor offences were punished "with beatings or exposure for several hours with the feet in irons".

 I resumed the topic of army memories at a certain point during our fourth conversation, asking: "Were the centurions chosen from among the common soldiers? Did they come from their ranks?" Yes, the more learned. Once again, we here have the word that in modern Italian is still rendered by a term (colto) derived from the original Latin root: let me make it clear, however, that the Latin cultus means also made less uncouth and more civil. The centurions are hardly likely to have been "men of culture"; but, in accordance with a shade of meaning that the Latin cultus seems to have over and above the Italian "colto", among the soldiery they were certainly the least uncouth and the most civilized, the least rustic and the most urbane. A person in command of hundred or two hundred men must be more than just strong and valorous; over and above this he must have a whole series of gifts that range from a minimum of understanding and education to a certain dose of wisdom and psychologic insight, and he must also be reasonably presentable. 

 I sometimes pretend not to remember things the entity has already told me, because I want to see whether they will be repeated exactly as before. Normally, however, I find entities to be extremely consistent in what they say. Taken by itself, however, this would not constitute a decisive element of proof that I am really face to face with a discarnate entity and not just a part of myself (or a projection of both the human channels): to remain honest all along the line, one has to bear in mind that the same consistency can be displayed by a secondary personality, irrespective of whether it be an alternating personality or one of those brought out by hypnotic regression, i.e. a different personality or individuality the hypnotized subject is believed to have possessed in a previous "incarnation". As I have tried to show in another book (La reincarnazione e i suoi fenomeni: "chi" o "cosa" si reincarna, Edizioni Mediterranee, Rome 1985; English translation Reincarnation and its Phenomena: "who" or "what" becomes reincarnated, Regency Press, London 1989; both out of print), these regressions to presumed previous lives are extremely suspect: their starting point is clearly constituted by some suggestions (at times explicit, at times implicit) that the hypnotizer makes to his subject. In the subject's mind there then takes place a creative process that makes use of disjoint memory fragments of the subjects present earthly life, mixing and combining them in most unusual and novel ways: this creative process ends up with putting together a fictitious personality and a fictitious history, setting them in some past epoch in which the presumed previous incarnation is thought to have occurred. There is hardly anything more "subjective" than these presumed previous incarnations, which in many respects display marked analogies with alternating personalities and, when put under the magnifying glass of a really serious and critical analysis, seem to be nothing other than secondary personalities. But let us come back to the point I really wanted to make here: each entity with which we communicate has revealed itself to be perfectly consistent with itself not only in its personality characteristics, but also in the statements made on the basis of its recollections.

 "What was the name of your supreme commander in Mauretania?", I asked Marcus Flavius four days after I had first put the question to him. Suetonius. "Did you ever see him? On what occasion?" I was in a large space lined up with a great mass of soldiers and he passed on a chariot with two horses. "Was the chariot of the supreme commander not drawn by four horses?" 4 when there were long marches.
 When I asked Marcus whether the general's chariot had not been drawn by four horses, I was thinking of a quadriga with its four horses side by side. But the last answer made it clear that our friend was alluding to something bigger and heavier, not a parade chariot at all, but a travelling wagon capable of carrying several people with their baggage and some minimum equipment. In that case, of course, it becomes more appropriate to think of the four horses arranged in two pairs. To imagine them in this way is one thing, but to read that such wagons actually existed (or to see them painted in some fresco or sculptured on some ancient monument) is quite another. Although I tried very hard, for a long time I could not find them mentioned or depicted anywhere. But then, at long last, eureka: in the library of the Institute of Archeology and Art History at Palazzo Venezia (or, more precisely, on p. 289 of the second volume of the Manuel d'archéologie by Cagnat and Chapot) I found the reproduction of a relief showing a "large wagon for travellers" effectively drawn by two pairs of very robust horses, superb even in their step, to be described practically as dressage. The authors explain that the ancient Romans used a large "diligence" wagon that was drawn by up to eight or ten horses, sometimes even more. These wagons were also hired out to families. The one I have just mentioned is depicted on a relief at Langres (SE France, near the springs of the Marne). There are seats for seven or eight people, possibly even more. The diligence as depicted is open, but the authors allude to texts from which one can deduce that canvas, together with appropriate supports, could be mounted in case of rain. These wagons were known as rhedae or raedae, a name of Gallic origin.

 Further on the authors give another item of information that can have some bearing on the travelling wagon of the supreme commander mentioned by Marcus: at least from the third century onwards (and – why not – possibly also earlier), highly placed imperial officials had a their disposal a socalled carruca, i.e. a vehicle of the same type as the rheda, but more luxurious and decorated with silver reliefs. They were very comfortable and the traveller could even sleep in them. Such a carruca dormitoria (sleeping wagon) appears on a relief at Klagenfurt (Carinthia, Austria), though in this case it is drawn by two horses. One may well suppose that the vehicle employed by Suetonius for major displacements was a kind of carruca and that it not only provided him with some comfort, but could also be used as a kind of travelling headquarters or command post: and therefore drawn – we may well suppose – by four horses in two pairs.

 "Could you tell us a little more about your army life, please?" After the expedition I remained in the land of Africa. The pay was double. "Were you paid monthly or at shorter intervals?" Monthly. "How much did they give you per month?" For two former state employees it is always a sweet pastime to talk about salaries, pay increases and other perks, but the voids in Marcus' memory could not but stifle at birth a conversation between two Italians that would undoubtedly proved interesting and as rich in variations on the theme as when two Englishmen consider what the weather did today or yesterday or what it might do tomorrow. I cannot remember, replied our friend. A real pity.

 But the conversation quickly came to life again: I wanted to return with a bit of money, added Marcus Flavius, so I didn't spend. But others spent it all on parties. "Where were you living?" In the fortress. "Where did you sleep: in a room? in a tent?" It was a large dormitory. "How many of you were there?" Many. And periods in camp. There we slept in tents. "You told me that there were few tents and that you had to sleep in the open air". During the expedition or marches or exercises. 

 "What arms did you have?" A short sword. "And for cover? to protect yourselves?" A shield and (pause) headgear. "A helmet?" Yes. "Did you wear armour?" No. "How did you cover your chest and shoulders to stop enemy arrows?" Leather corsets, but they didn't stop anything. "What were these corsets like?", I asked, repeating the inexact term employed by Marcus. We put them on over the head and then tied them at the sides of the body with leather thongs. "What did you wear on the legs and feet?" Boots with jambs.
 It may be interesting here to mention some facts collected only after this conversation that seem to confirm what Marcus told us about his leather "corset". The first text I consulted was the entry "Arms" in the Italian Encyclopedia, where I found the following: "In imperial times common soldiers began to use a very simple kind of leather corselet fitting tight to the body and worn over the tunic". The text then went on to specify that on top of the corselet soldiers could also wear the lorica, i.e. the well known Roman cuirass, which was made either of leather or metal strips.

 Paul Coussin, a French scholar, speaks of leather cassocks or cottas that can be seen on certain Roman sculptures, though obviously partly hidden by the metal cuirass. But where one sees only the leather cotta, "it remains uncertain whether, as is quite possible, this covered a metal cuirass or whether, worn directly on the tunic, it constituted the sole protection of the trunk". Among the illustrations that Coussin takes from Roman monuments – or deduces from other data in his possession – there appear soldiers of the late first century B.C. and the early first century A.D., who seem to wear nothing but leather. How were these corselets laced? It is not always easy to ascertain this from sculptures, but if we want to limit ourselves to a single example that is available to all, we can take a look at a certain statue of Augustus that I examined with due care and attention only after these mediumistic communications. A copy of this statue is to be found in the gardens of Via dei Fori Imperiali in Rome, close to the ruins of the Forum of Augustus. The emperor wears a corselet, obviously made of leather, that reproduces the musculature of the torso and, because the emperor's right arm is raised in salute or an oratorial gesture, the side of the body is well in view: there is a vertical cut with holes for the thongs, which are used to pull the two parts (anterior and posterior) of the corselet tight together and are then tied by means of a knot rather similar to the one we nowadays use with shoelaces.

 Some time after this discovery Bettina and I went to the Museum of Roman Civilization at the EUR quarter in Rome and there took a close look at the plaster casts of Trajan's column. We saw many soldiers with the strip lorica and many others with the simple leather corselet, though worn more loosely: as far as we could tell, it seemed possible to take it off without undoing the leather thongs. Tight-fitting corselets of the type worn be Augustus, possibly (or probably, I could not really be sure) also made of leather and complete with laces at the sides, seem to be worn exclusively by high officers.

 Apart from the famous Pretorian relief in the Louvre, where there are figures that seem to be simple soldiers and are yet armoured in this manner, the only mention of cuirasses of this type worn by common soldiers is to be found in one of the plates of Coussin's book: it shows a "marine soldier" of the "bireme of Preneste", who seems to be protected by a "big and tight-fitting leather cuirass" of the same type as the one worn by Augustus and also by leather jambs: here we have exactly the description given us by Marcus Flavius. 

 "Were you among the spearmen, the principes, or the triarii? In other words, did you fight in the first, second or third line?" At times I was in the first line and at others not. "Did you throw spears when you were in the first line?" Yes. "And then you fought." At close quarters. "With the sword?" Short. "Were the Africans, the Mauretanians, valorous?" Very. "Nowadays we hardly ever fight at close quarters, because we launch little balls (that wound and kill) from far away. The idea of fighting at close quarters seems very strange to us" Those are terrible moments, but you think that if you don't kill the other, he will kill you. "Did you kill many enemies?" Yes. I was also wounded.

 "Let's talk about something more cheerful. Tell me something about your women. How were these African women?" Very big eyes, soft skin, marvellous breasts, etc. "Were they passionate?" Yes, they were passionate, but they could also be gentle and motherly. 

 The last two answers constitute the most suggestive part of the reminiscences of Marcus Flavius about the women of the soldiers. But there was also the other and more squalid side of the medal, unfortunately inevitable in these situations and which has given rise to the most ancient profession in the world. Despised by the locals, these women were always around the camp and asking money in exchange for their services: We could pay them because we did not spend our money. I asked him whether the women of the taverns were equally available. Yes, they were employees. Is that how you say it? "Were they part of the tavern personnel?" Yes.

 "Did you never get married?", I asked Marcus. No, he answered (II); but on another occasion he was to recall with pleasure, though rather vaguely, a certain woman he had loved in Africa (VIII). In short, he more or less had some woman wherever he went. You too?, he asked. "I have a wife". Sad fate for you. "Most people are like me". But lost freedom is never reacquired. "And then, I am a senex now". In that case surround yourself with pretty puellas. "Perhaps you are right. I'll have to think about it". Don't wait days: do it now. "Perhaps that's a good idea", I replied. But the hour was up and I had to take my leave for the moment.

 A few days later Marcus was to be very happy to make the acquaintance of Judith, a very dear Austrian friend of ours, whom I made to take my place (still with Bettina as her partner) in order to bring her into more immediate contact with our entity guest. I introduced her for what she really is: "a marvellous woman". And then I added: "It's a real pity you can't see her". But I feel her beauty, replied our invisible friend, who, given the condition in which he finds himself (now wholly detached from our terrene world) tells us that he is no longer longer capable of seeing or hearing, all he can do is to read thoughts and to grasp their subtle mental vibrations. "How would you define our Judith spiritually?" A strong energy. "Is she psychically gifted?" Yes, but she lacks practice. "Could she become a good channel like Bettina?" Sure. Judith took her leave of Marcus with some particularly kind words and he replied: That's a most welcome wish that I extend also to you.

 The next time I immediately told Marcus that Judith was no longer with us, that we were once again by ourselves: Germanica or Britannica?, he asked me. "Judith", I replied, "is German". Strong energy of character, he went on. He seemed struck. "You were able to admire her energy. I can see her, and admire also her beauty: she is tall and slim, harmonious in her movements, and walks like a goddess. Her hair is long and very blond". Happy you, to have such a vision. Is she domina or femina? "What do you mean by femina?" Approachable woman. "She is a true domina and, unfortunately, also in the sense in which you mean it". You being a senex don't waste time. "If anything, I shall have to make up time in other directions". Sweet puellas are the right thing for you. "Indeed". Look for them and be quick, for Parca may cut the thread without warning you. "Marcus! Did you have to come down from heaven to tell me such roguish things?" You told me that you were old. "To be truthful, I am in my sixty-first year". Long have you lived.

 "And how old were you when you died?" Not very. I was in my prime. "Only three or four illnesses have remained today. When we discover the right way of treating them, people will no longer die". How long do people live then? I decided to pass the question on: "How long do people live on average today, Bettina?" "About seventy or a little longer". "More than seventy years, Marcus, on average. Do you know what an average is?" I explained it to him. A little difficult. Could you still live many years with the average. "Fifteen perhaps, who knows. You see, the situation with averages is this: we say that each one of us two eats on average one chicken a day even if in actual fact I eat two and you none". But that's a philosophical joke. "If you eat four apples a day and I two, how many do we eat altogether?" Adjoin. "Altogether we eat six. But how many should each of us eat according to justice?" Sharing: three. "In that case, if you eat four and I eat two, how would the sharing be? Iniquitous. "You see, even today in Italy there are people who eat one or two, and there are others who eat five, ten or even a hundred and fifty, but learned people say that on average we eat three. The sharing is iniquitous, but you calculate averages as if it were equitable". Here we have the philosopher and the mathematician. "...That would be me". Yes, yes (VI).

 Here I must stop for a moment to point out that this passage of our long dialogue with Marcus Flavius offered me the occasion of learning two things that were substantially new to me: namely the precise mathematical terms that in Latin correspond to what we call "addition" and "division". Add ("aggiungi" in Italian), in which the English reader will recognize his own "adjoin") is the spontaneous and proper translation of the Latin adde, imperative of addere, which, as the Georges dictionary points out, is the proper technical term for the arithmetical operation of "summing" (Italian: "sommare" or "addizionare"). Sharing (in Italian: "spartizio-ne") comes even more directly from partitio, onis, which, over and above its general meaning, also means "mathematical division" (Oxford Latin Dictionary). Marcus has also taught me that a partitio can be either aequa or, if you prefer, aequabilis ("equal for all") or, on the contrary, iniqua ("unequal", when "the just measure is not observed"). In Italian we use the adjective "iniquo" (English: "iniquitous") in the sense that, as far as the Latin iniquus is concerned, is merely a derived sense; whereas the proper and original meaning of iniquus is simply "unequal" in purely quantitative terms, a meaning it had long before the word became charged with moral deploration.

 Let me here insert a word of explanation for those who have never studied Latin:

1) When I write, as I did above, partitio, onis, I am indicating that the word is partitio in the nominative ("the division") and partitionis in the genitive ("of the division").

2) Only the nominatives are given in the case of adjectives, though of all three forms (masculine, feminine, and neutral): "good", for example, is therefore translated by the Latin bonus, a, um (where the feminine bona and the neutral bonum are given in abbreviated form).

3) In the case of verbs, the dictionary gives at least the first person singular of the present and perfect indicative (the latter corresponds to both the past tenses in modern Italian) followed by the supine and the present infinitive: amo, avi, atum, are means, in abbreviated form, amo, amavi, amatum, amare ("I love", "I have loved", I loved", "[in order] to love", "to love").

 My readers will, I hope, appreciate the effort I am making to render easy and readable even the more analytical passages of this book; indeed, it is intended not only as an account of a mediumistic adventure (which by itself would perhaps be easier and more entertaining reading), but also an "analysis": more specifically, a psychological, linguistic and historical analysis. This is its real aim (in which I would ask the reader to participate), so that the account here given should not resemble the relating of a dream or a fable.

 Marcus, a person of little education but endowed with a lively and inquiring mind, had shown interest in the passing references I had made to our little cultural centre, known as "Il Convivio". Wanting to make it more comprehensible to him in the terms of his own age, I had presented it as a "school of philosophy" (which, to some extent, it effectively is): "I have now founded a philosophical school", I told him – en passant – on one occasion. "Do you know what that is?" Yes, yes. What orientation? "That's a little difficult to explain in a few words. Have you ever heard of Plato?" Greek. "I take much of my inspiration from Plato. Even though he is he and I am I. I am not a servile follower. Is that clear". Yes, yes.
 Marcus must bear not only the philosopher in me but also the grammarian, at least to the small extent to which I have really delved into the grammar of his language. We made a start with orthoepy: "Would you help me to clear up a doubt: did you call the emperor Caesar or Kaesar?" Kaesar. "And do you know who Cicero was, the great orator?" Yes. "Well, did you call him Cicero or Kikero?" Kikero. But I am not learned. You know.
 This was confirmed by the fact that the vocative Marce is pronounced Marke (III). When Markus is far away and I have to call him at the top of my voice, would I therefore have to shout 'Marke'? Not at all, one has to use the nominative. I would therefore have to call 'Mar-cus! ' (VIII).

 "Listen to me for a moment, Marcus. Do you know how a Roman of today, and I mean a Roman of Rome, would call you? He would shout: 'A Mar-co-o!', and with just that tone of voice". Heavy-handed. "How would Romans of Rome have called you in your own day?" The Romans? Mà. "Mà?" O Mà "That's quite incredible: a present-day Roman would call: 'A Mà'. And a Roman of your day?" O Mà (VIII).

 Another soul of the series who was to communicate with us much later, the Etruscan Lucretius, a combatant in the Second Punic War, specifically confirmed the use of this dialectal vocative. "When a Roman from Rome called you from a distance, did he shout 'Lucretie!' or 'Lucretius', or did he use some other form?" O Lucrè. "I think that even today a Roman would call you in much the same way: 'A Lucrè'". A Lucrè, repeated our new friend, spelling out the letters. "There is an 'a' in place of the 'o', but otherwise it has remained the same after two thousand years". Really beautiful, was his final comment (XXIV).

 Relata refero (I tell what I am told), of course, though leaving a margin for the hypothesis that this "revelation" may have come to me as the result of an involuntary influence exercised by myself. The clarification given me by Lucretius could have come to me from a trace, a furrow opened by Marcus, and what Marcus said could have its unconscious origin in my own expectation.

 But I certainly would never have expected, not even vaguely, that our interlocutors, speaking Latin, would use the third person singular instead of the first. This is a specific feature of the 'Latin' not only of Marcus Flavius, but also of Oxilia, Proculus, and Opimius. It also occurs in some Latin phrases of Livius. This manner of speaking brings to mind the speech of small children, who – long before they learn to say "I am hungry" – tend to say "Peter is hungry". The same could happen to a people, or to a given population stratum, when they have not yet learnt to express themselves in a more articulate manner. Mention might here be made also of the more impersonal manner of speaking that I thought to be wholly exceptional in Latin and limited to the socalled impersonal verbs: piget (me), (I am) sorry; pudet (me), (I am) ashamed; paenitet (me), (I) repent: taedet (me), (I feel) bored; miseret (me), (I feel) compassion; dedecet (me), it is unbecoming (to me); libet or lubet (mihi), it pleases (me); licet (mihi), it is permitted (to me). In Latin there are also some verbs (about twenty) that change meaning on becoming impersonal, while in their normal acception they are personal: accidit, it happens; interest, it matters; patet, it is evident, etc. There are about ten verbs that become impersonal in the third person singular of the passive: itur, one goes; dormitur, one sleeps; eundum est, one has to go. And there are also the verbs relating to atmospheric phenomena: pluit, it is raining; tonat, it is thundering; vesperascit, evening is falling, etc. But these 'weather' verbs have little or no bearing on our considerations, which are really concerned primarily with the first group, where the impersonal form is assumed by a series of verbs that, as far as content is concerned, are all exquisitely personal, and express very intimate and direct frames of mind. The communications of Marcus Flavius already suggest that the use of the impersonal form of the verbs went much further.

 It has to be borne in mind, however, that Italian was used for the greater part of my conversations with Marcus. It was only from Proculus onwards (communication IX) that I generally dedicated the first part of the séance to an exchange of Latin phrases, though after the lapse of some time we would normally change to Italian, which – for the reasons already explained – enabled us to communicate more quickly and also with a greater wealth of vocabulary. Marcus almost immediately learnt the technique needed for expressing himself in the language of the human channels: it requires one to suspend all attempts to look for words (or recollections of words, as would perhaps be more appropriate to say in the case of our ancient Romans, who claimed to have left this world l900-2100 years ago) and to do no more than to formulate pure thoughts, which will then come to be expressed in our own language.

 Since true conversations in Latin (i.e. with both parties using this language) began only with Proculus and we met Marcus and Oxilia before Proculus came to talk to us, our readers might think that Oxilia, once again, communicated with us almost exclusively in our language. But this was not by any means the case: indeed, Oxilia made quite extensive use of Latin (or, better, her Latin). This was due to the fact that she found it more difficult to acquire the technique I had suggested she should employ right from the beginning of our dialogues with her.

 In the communications with Oxilia we find a fuit ("he or she or it was") with the meaning "I was" and a vidit ("He or she or it saw") intended as "I saw": to my question "What were you in earthly life, Oxilia", she replied, using her strange Latin, Mater familia fuit (with which she clearly wanted to say "I was mother of a family"); and later on, when asked whether after her passing over she had met her children, she replied: Clelia et Manlius vidit (rather than Cleliam et Manlium vidi) when, just as clearly, she wanted to say "I saw Clelia and Manlius" (VII). 

 Since these verbal forms – unknown to me save the exceptions mentioned above – kept cropping up, I thought it best to ask Marcus Flavius to give me some further enlightenment. "Marcus", I told him, "I have a problem as regards your language. To give you a concrete example, would you please tell me, in Latin, where you were born". Natus est in suburbio Capuae ("He was born in the suburb of Capua", that is to say "in the country around Capua", as I would have translated before meeting the old Italic forms; but now I have a very clear idea that Marcus Flavius really means to tell me "I was born in the country around Capua"). "Who was born in the suburb of Capua?" M[arcus] F[lavius]. "But if you speak about Marcus Flavius, about yourself, that is, how would you say? Surely you would say: 'Natus.'" Natus est. "My friend, as far as I am aware from my study of Latin, you ought to say 'natus sum'". I did not study Latin, but spoke it. "Let us assume that I come from the same place as you and told you 'Natus sum in suburbio Capuae', what would your comment be? That you err. "No, Marcus. If I am born here, I have to say 'Hic natus sum', and not 'Hic natus est'. Philippus natus est. "But I am speaking about myself: 'Ego natus sum', 'Natus sum'". That's what you say. "Yes, I say 'Natus sum in suburbio Capuae'". No, no. "I do not say 'Philippus', I say 'ego'". You don't say it, but you are Philippus. We were clearly in a slogging match, but I was even more pig-headed than he: "I am Philippus; but if I, who am Philippus, have to say that Philippus natus est in any place you like, I shall say 'Natus sum'. Right? Oooh!". You must dissert with the learned. I am of no help to you, because I cannot resolve your doubts (VIII). 

 Since we are grappling with this not by any means easy subject, which really drove me up the garden wall at first, it may be as well to hear what the other entities had to say about it. Talking to Proculus, an illiterate but highly intelligent slave, I told him on a particular occasion: "Ivi in bibliothecam ad confirmanda quae mihi dixeras de lingua latina ut vulgus eam loquitur" ("I went to the library to check what you had told me about the Latin language as spoken by the common people". May modern Latinists be as indulgent with me as were the ancient Latins!). Studio non fecit ("I never studied"), replied our friend Proculus even worse than mine, where one immediately notes that this grammatical rule, so new and strange for us, is again applied. But by now I had taken a taste for Latin and pressed him further: "Omnes quaestiones mihi sunt clarae solutaeque. Sed una quaestio manet, cum tu instas in dicendo, exempli gratia, 'fuit' in loco vocis classicae 'fui' et coetera" ("All problems have been clarified and resolved for me. Only one question remains open: you insist on saying, for example, 'fuit' in place of the classical expression 'fui', etcetera"). Loquo, non scribere, explained my interlocutor. Loquo: venit, fecit, fuit, amavit. Scribo: veni, fui. ("Speaking, not writing. When I speak, I say: venit, fecit, fuit, amavit. But when I write: veni, fui"). After a brief exchange of further remarks, I added: "Vere nullam confirmationem adhuc inveni de regula tua" ("To be quite frank, I have not found any confirmation of your rule"). Spero te confirmare. Ignorantia mea est magna ("I hope you will confirm yourself. My ignorance is great") (XI). 

 To put things in a nutshell, even the merchant Opimius confirmed what his predecessors had told us. And Livius, scriba quaestorius (i.e. administrative official) of a legion stationed at Mediolanum (Milan), was to do likewise somewhat later: It is not, he said, a cultured form of speech. The nobles, the learned, the teachers, all educated people to cut things short, used the first person both in speaking and in writing, but the uneducated people used the third in speaking and, of course, could not write. But even cultured persons had to use the third if they wanted to be understood. I used the first with my superiors, but the third with suppliers. After some further remarks, he added: I am not a grammarian, but I know that the third person was used when speaking on earth. I remember doing so with my slave (XVIII). From time to time, moreover, Livius was also to use the third person (rather disrespectfully!) when speaking to me. 

 The Roman who came after him, Lucretius, had fought in the Second Punic War and never used such expressions at all. Speaking in Latin, he would say: Veni vobis, Non cognovi ("I came to you", "I did not know") (XXIII), which is in line with the known rules and in his case I had no cause for asking my usual question.

 But I was to put it once more to Horatius, though certainly not because he had gone back to expressing himself in this – for us – altogether unexpected and unusual form, but rather because happened to have been a school teacher. The answer he gave me completely contradicted the previous ones and showed him to be a grammarian and a purist: It is a mistake. It was not used. "And yet our friends used these forms very insistently". Perhaps they were strangers transplanted into Italy. It is a way of deforming the language. "There is no doubt that good Latin was spoken like that. But I am referring to the Latin of the soldiers, the slaves, and the plebeians". It is not possible. "I wonder". Perhaps somebody, as I told you, who knew little Latin because of Greek or Punic or Gallic origin and therefore made mistakes when he spoke it. (Actually only Proculus is of Gallic origin, all the others are true Italics). "In short, Horatius, you know nothing at all about forms of this kind being used by the common people". I do not have these memories, but I do not understand such errors in Romans. "And your students?". They made many, but I was there to correct them. "Did they never make errors of the type I talked about?" No (XXVIIII). That was probably because they came from well-off families (cfr. XXVI) and were well spoken.

 In the few phrases I have quoted, Horatius speaks twice of "mistakes" and twice refers to "errors", telling us that he was there to correct them. He still seems to be there, ready with his stylus (forerunner of our red and blue pencil). It may well be that in him, at the unconscious level, there is a kind of refusal to remember whatever is not possible in terms of grammar and good speech. Or, quite the contrary, he could be right and this strange manner of talking is really nothing other than the creation of our own mental processes.

 Nevertheless, how is it that even our Horatius, quite apart from the other errors he commits every now again, used the expression Ego non habet amicus when he wanted to tell us that he did not have a friend to introduce to us? (XXXI). If amicus in place of amicum is a nominative form used (vulgarly, alas) to signify the accusative (as would seem to be suggested by the repeated use that our other Roman entities make of it), where is it that his habet comes from? It is in clear contrast with the ego that introduces the phrase and, in any case, an impersonal verb form, even if one wants to attribute to habet the meaning of "there is" (il y a one would say in French) and to non habet the meaning "there is no": so that non habet amicus would have to be translated as "there is no friend".

 Even after I had talked to Proculus, I returned to the National Library on several occasions to consult various grammars and texts relating to classical and vulgar Latin, both archaic and late. Taken on the whole, I formed the idea that the use of the impersonal form must have been far more extensive in archaic Latin than it was in its classical counterpart. I would also hazard the hypothesis that in the Latin spoken by the lower classes one finds more widespread use of linguistic forms that subsequently disappeared from the speech of the more cultured and civil, where ever more articulated and personalized expressions gained the upper hand. The pronoun in the accusative or dative, the me or mihi that became combined with the impersonal verb, makes me think of a form that may have given rise to the mi one finds in modern Venetian and Lombard dialects in place of "I" (io in standard Italian). Unfortunately, I cannot by any means describe myself as a linguist or a philologist, not even at the amateur level. Consulting all these technical books gave me nothing but headache, made me feel worse than Proculus and Marcus Flavius put together.

 On the other hand, it is not to be ruled out that these strange verb forms were brought out, partly at least, by the influence exercised by my questions and the manner in which I formulated them. I was poorly prepared for coming to grips with this problem. Had I been better prepared to receive the correct Latin phrase, it may well be that it would have come through differently, albeit still involving some verbal form in the third person: possibly an amatur Tullia or Tullia amatur ("Tullia is loved", implying "by me") that becomes an amat Tullia[m] ("he loves Tullia", but meaning "I love Tullia"), where the ur of the passive and the m of the accusative have become lost along the way for the various reasons that we are now in a position to appreciate quite readily.

 Another possible explanation, though this time a purely psychological one, is that Oxilia, who was the first entity to use the third person in an unmistakable and systematic manner, did so on account of a form of extreme modesty and reserve, together with the remoteness of her terrene memories, which almost seemed to her those of another person. The use of the third person would then have dug a kind of psychic furrow, and this – asserting itself more and more – would eventually create a false grammatical rule (that Horatius, the sole grammarian in our series, was so strenuously to deny). Even things of that kind can happen in our experiments.

 There is an explanation for everything in this world: no matter how this phenomenon is really to be explained, at this point I can well limit myself to saying that "it came to us in this way", "it rained on our heads like that", thereby remaining wholly in character with an impersonal construction. Et de hoc satis: we can now put the topic aside.

 Apart from the notions that he imparted to us as regards the Latin that was commonly spoken (some of them already ascertained and well known, others simply probably and yet to be verified), Marcus Flavius also gave us information about the history and the customs and usages of his epoch, though in what he said there is practically nothing at all that goes beyond his direct experience and the rumours that were ripe in his own army environment.

 Here are two of his appreciations. "What sort was your emperor, Tiberius Claudius?" I never saw him. Only on a coin. He was gentler and wiser than the previous one. He did many useful things. "After you died, did you learn about the successor of Claudius, the Emperor Nero?" No. He was a boy. "He was the son of Agrippina, Claudius' last wife". Yes. Somewhat of a rebel. "Do you know that during the reign of Nero there was a great fire in Rome that destroyed a large part of the city?" No. "The people blamed Nero for it, but he sought to assuage them by blaming it on the followers of Christ". I think it was he. He was a bad puero (II).

 What could Marcus Flavius, far away in Mauretania, know about the boy Nero before he became emperor? A certain stir must have been created even in the most distant garrisons by the news that Claudius had adopted Nero, who was no more than his step-son, thus giving him preference over his own son Britannicus, who was later wholly emarginated and eventually killed. The adoption took place in 5O A.D.: Nero was then thirteen years of age, Britannicus nine, and our friend Marcus, whom we may imagine as about thirty years old, had only another three years of life ahead of him. In fact, he died in 53. The Emperor Claudius died in 54, and Nero assumed supreme power in his place.

 Since the emperor was also commander-in-chief of all the armed forces, it would be reasonable to think that military circles were greatly interested in the problem of who was to succeed Claudius. Warmington, a historian, comments that the hereditary principle was never called into question by the greater part of the common people in Rome and Italy, from among whom practically all the army was still recruited at that time. The problem, if anything, was that within the imperial family there were no fixed – or at least generally accepted – rules that univocally regulated this matter of the succession.

 However, as the son of Claudius, Britannicus clearly seemed to be also his successor. Only an infinite capacity for intrigue enabled Agrippina to impose Nero on the weak Claudius and to get him to enhance his standing all the time, hoping that he would eventually designate him as heir to the empire. Senate and people were "worked" with great ability and ingenious stage direction. Nevertheless, the legitimists, i.e. the party in favour of Britannicus and opposed to Agrippina and her camarilla, were still very numerous, not least in the army and among the Pretorian Guard stationed in Rome itself. The officers of the Pretorians suspected of being opposed to Agrippina were purged. And yet it seems that, by way of reaction, the legitimist party eventually got the upper hand in the palace and that Claudius was about to officially designate his son as successor and to rid himself of his ineffable second wife. Agrippina realized that there was no more time to lose and decided to take matters into her own hands: poisoning her husband, she sequestered Britannicus in the palace and, offering copious recompense, had Nero acclaimed emperor by the Pretorians, thus imposing him on the senators, who had no choice but to accept the accomplished facts and to console themselves with a pious "Let's hope for the best!".

 Though Marcus Flavius was confined in strongpoint so far from Rome, the echoes of the intrigues of Agrippina must have come to his ears, providing food for extensive grumbling by him and his fellow soldiers in the local tavern. But what could he have known about Nero as a boy? The mother, aided by Pallas, the imperial treasurer and her intimate friend, Burrus, a highly placed officer, and the philosopher Seneca, did her very best to polish his public image. But the least one can say is that a Nero can hardly be improvised. It is well known that as a child, while his mother was exiled to Corsica, he had been entrusted to his paternal aunt Domitia Lepida, who thoroughly spoiled him and had him educated – nobody quite knows how – by two of her slaves: a dancing teacher and a barber. Later, when Agrippina was allowed to come back to Rome, the boy returned to living with her and his education was entrusted at first to two authentic pedagogues, Anicetus and Berillus, and then to Seneca and Burrus. This schooling was incomparably more demanding and severe, carefully controlled and planned by his mother with a view to her own ends of conquering supreme power. The boy, who would have liked to be a poet, singer and theatre artist, was somewhat recalcitrant; but he soon learnt to adapt himself, simulating and reciting his lessons before senators and magistrates, soldiers and the populace at large, being helped in this by his innate gifts as an actor, which his teachers had learnt to exploit. I think that Alberto Garzetti is right when he notes that "the history of Nero is the history of the emancipation gradually pursued and achieved by the young man, ever more intolerant of brakes for base reasons [my italics] and at the same time exalted by his awareness of his presumed mystic and superhuman superiority over his counsellors and assistants in the government, including his mother and wife. The early part of the Neronian period, i.e. the first five years of Nero's reign [which were wiser and more beneficent], the years in which his insufferance was contained by the still effective influence of his teachers and ministers, though even then they had to resort to expedients to make it felt, may therefore well have appeared the best and could be distinguished from what followed, the period of his worst folly and tyranny, also by the remembrance – reflected in literature – of the expectations of a golden age with which the advent of the prince had been greeted". This consideration seems not only to be correct, but it can be extended also to the probable situation of Nero as a boy, a situation of which one may reasonably suppose that at least something must have become known – enlarged and exaggerated in avalanche fashion as it passed from mouth to mouth – and to have given rise to gossip in the barracks and the adjacent taverns even in the furthest outposts of the empire. There is little or no doubt about the existence of a military party opposed to Agrippina's intrigues designed to ensure for her son the succession that was due to the emperor's son: in such an environment, had anything leaked about the defects in the character and the education of the boy, rumours and stories about them would have travelled fast, and they would be exaggerated rather than attenuated.

 The fact that our soldier friend, though knowing nothing of Nero's elevation to the empire, should immediately have recognized the boy Nero, is fully in line with the affirmation that he, Marcus, had died in 53 A.D., i.e. before Nero rose to power (54) but after he had assumed the name of Nero at the time of his adoption (50). Prior to his adoption, indeed, his name was not Tiberius Claudius Nero Drusus Germanicus Caesar, but rather Lucius Domitius Ahenobarbus, and I would therefore have had to call him by that name if I wanted to be understood by our entities, always provided that Marcus had already heard anything at all about the terrible fledgling in the imperial nest.

 Just as all our entities knew nothing about the burning of Rome, our astral friend was wholly unaware of the eruption of Mount Vesuvius in 79 A.D.: "You should know, dear Marcus, that about twenty-five years after your death there was a terrible eruption of Vesuvius that destroyed three cities: Pompei, Herculaneum, and Stabia". This news pains me, because many of my friends must have been among the dead. "If that was so, they died l900 years ago. The sites have been excavated during the last two centuries and the cities covered by the lava have thus come to light again". How were they preserved? "Everything has remained as it was in your day. Studying those three cities, we can reconstruct all the details of your existence". Are you going to see them? "I shall go soon". Are they far away? "They are near Naples. And you, have you ever been to Rome?" No. Very far. "Today it takes three hours from Rome to Naples, even without going very fast". No. "But yes". With the flying machines. "With those it takes the fourth part of an hour". Such speeds frighten me (III). 

 After this Marcus listened with extreme interest, though he often interrupted me with exclamations of astonishment, to a kind of accelerated course that I was giving him in instalments about how things are going in Italy and the world today and the marvels of modern life, of which I did not fail to mention that, in many respects, it tends to turn into a race towards death.

 "Now, Marcus, I have to tell you something that will surely interest you. The Roman Empire no longer exists. Gaul has become a state of its own. So has Britain, and also Germany and all the other countries, including your Mauretania. Rome is now the capital of an Italic Republic. The Italian Republic (as we call it in our modern language) has a Senate, and then it also has another assembly of men elected by the people to represent them: it is a kind of second senate". Young. "Precisely. At the head of the state we no longer have an emperor: there is a president". Like the emperor? "Not exactly: the emperor commanded and did everything himself. The president has more limited powers". Does he command little'? "He commands little, because he shares his power with the senate and also with the younger assembly that I told you about, and also with the ministers. The ministers direct the various branches of the nation's activities". The people in charge. "Fine, you understand quickly. There is a minister of schools, there is a minister of trade." Wars: are there any? Where? "There is also a minister to organize wars. Fortunately, however, Italy has been at peace for forty years. There is a good chance that sooner or later we shall reach an agreement with the other countries to join together and set up a federation to embrace and unite the whole of the world, to make sure that there will be no more wars". The empire again. "Yes, with a senate and with an emperor who will command all the soldiers in the world and no longer leave them to the individual countries. That way they will no longer be able to play at waging war against each other". I like that (II).

 The next lesson concerned itself with our modern devilries: cars, trains, aircraft, bombs. "I should very much like to make you see our life of today, Marcus". (Marcus, let me repeat, cannot see. He only captures the vibrations of the mind and the spirit: he reads thoughts, but cannot see the images of the physical realities). "But there are some things that I can explain to you. The roads are much wider than yours and they are also much smoother. On your roads the carts could move with." Jerks and jolts. "Today this no longer happens", I explained to him. "Fortunately, we now have tyres that make the wheels soft like…" Like meat, interjected Marcus to complete the concept in his archaic manner, which nevertheless keeps bringing out his extremely lively intelligence. I then explained to him that "automobile" means "something that moves by itself": and he tried to repeat the difficult word, making three attempts under my guidance and correction: atomodile, automodile, and at last automobile. "Good", I told him. "The automobile does not need horses, because inside it has a machine that makes it move. Would you like to have one for yourself?" Yes, yes. "I hope you spirits won't get swollen-headed with cars: we have so many here on earth we no longer know where to put them". But that way I would no longer have to go on foot. (Among the various human feelings reawakening in Marcus, there evidently also was the nightmare of the many marches he had to make as an infantry soldier). I then tried to pass on to our distant ancestor some driving school notions about automobiles, which elicited a: You are highly evolved. The idea that an automobile has a kind of rudder (for that was what I called the steering wheel) seemed to be particularly fascinating for him: But no reins! Ship. At this point Marcus began to wonder who had the task of driving these prestigious carts. Not slaves? "No slaves, they have been abolished", I replied, possibly a little crudely, without going into subtleties. "I drive my automobile chariot by myself, though I don't like it very much; if ever I get very rich, I shall get somebody else to drive it: not a slave, but a charioteer who is a free man and gets paid for his work". You are very far ahead.
 I then spoke to Marcus about carts with an internal machine moved by an energy they obtain by burning coal. "Do you know what coal is?" Wood. "I suppose that's right". I also spoke to him of ships that are no longer propelled by either oars or sails, but by coal or by other similarly combustible substances.

 Though it undoubtedly represents another great gap in my culture, I must confess that I had never set myself the problem whether or not the ancient Romans mined coal and made use of it. I did remember the word pruna, ae used to indicate embers, live charcoal. But did the Romans really have coal as such? In other words: did they get it from below the ground? My knowledge of the matter was very hazy, so much so that when I asked Marcus whether he knew coal, I was rather doubtful whether he would be able to give a positive and appropriate answer. Nor did I get any great help from the substantive carbo, onis, though it undoubtedly forms a proper part of the Latin dictionary. Let me also confess that I had never wondered how coal could be obtained artificially, that is to say, how charcoal was made. And (shame of shame!) I did not even know that fossile coal was only discovered after the first millennium had come to an end.

 I quite realize that all these confessions will end up by harming my – to be very fashionable! – harming my image. But there it is. But I have to be absolutely sincere with my readers, naturally counting also on their absolute discretion.

 But now let me very briefly tell what I have learnt: the Romans mined many other minerals, but not coal, which they therefore had to obtain by using special techniques to burn wood in a socalled charcoal pile. This is nothing but a pile of timber stacked in such a way as to have many voids at the bottom and a vertical opening at the centre to act as chimney. The pile is then surrounded and completely covered with earth, so that it will burn in an oxygen-poor atmosphere when lit logs are thrown in through the chimney. In this way the wood is transformed into the precious fuel. When I asked Marcus whether he knew what coal was, his reply Wood made it quite clear that this was the only type of coal his contemporaries knew and used. And that is yet another thing I learnt from him.

 I also talked to Marcus Flavius about our flying chariots and made him spell out the name, aeroplanes, which he succeeded in writing only with difficulty and after numerous attempts. Lastly, I spoke of the catapults that throw balls that not only burn but explode, launching lapilli in all directions as if each ball contained an irate volcano: Terrible, was his comment. But I would not leave it at that: "There are balls that can destroy entire cities and their surroundings when they explode". It must be a giant ball then. "No, it need be no bigger than a water melon. The destruction is caused by the frightful energy that is contained in the ball. These bursting balls are called bombs". Ponps. "No: bombs". Bonbs. "With an 'm'". Bombs. "Bombs is the plural: two, ten bombs. But in the singular you say 'a bomb'". Bomb. Are they used? "Only the less deadly ones. If a republic launched the city-destroying bombs against another, there would be an immediate reprisal and the two republics would destroy each other. Therefore nobody uses them. But the peril is there all the time". You too are therefore living under the shadow of a bomb. You are always in danger. "Like somebody living on the edge of a volcano. That is why we have to set up a world empire and give all the bombs to the world emperor and senate to have them destroyed and to prevent each and all from making others". Life should be lived serenely (III).

 When he came to communicate with us the next time, two days later, Marcus Flavius gave the impression of having thought about it quite a lot. "Ave Marce, how goes eternal life?" I am happy to return to you, learned vir. I greatly appreciated your machines; and they will be part of the world to come that you talked about! "There will be everything, with recollection and knowledge of all things". I had spoken to him about final resurrection, a topic that we shall come back to after I have told you about the eschatology that our ancient Roman souls profess in common, their ultimate vision. Marcus had probably taken the things I told him a little too literally, but his enthusiasm was such that I did not really feel like denying, and not even like correcting the things he was saying so spontaneously. Our machines must have made a singular impression upon him and a whole series of problems was coming to the fore in his volcanic mind: How will I be able to drive them? "You will learn, because you are intelligent and quick. There are special schools where you can learn to drive. They first teach you the theory, the principles that govern…" The movement. "Exactly. And then you have to practice". And you can teach me. "Certainly. I can teach you to drive private cars, the very small ones". And also all the others? "Driving public automobiles, coaches and buses that can carry thirty people, is more difficult, they are just like enormous animals. And it is even more complicated to control an aeroplane". Flying. "Exactly". What shall we do then? "You must get somebody else to teach you". I meditate the things you say and find it all difficult. I fear I do not understand the things you explain to me; rather, I understand them, but I don't know whether I would be able to do them. "When we, the men of this very advanced civilization, come into contact with other civilizations that are technically less advanced, we find that these other men learn very readily if things are taught properly to them". That is good news for me. You are saying that I will learn (IV).

 I reassured him fully. But for the moment it was I who had to learn from him. And the most interesting and most important things that he could tell me were those concerning life after death, that is to say, pertinent to the ultraterrene destiny that we all have in common, though it is quite true that each has his individual road.

 "When you died, when you passed into the new dimension, what experiences did you have?" Free of a paining body. I went to a solitary place. I saw an old man in toga. I thought to ask him where I was. "And he?" He had a proud aspect. "And you?" Afraid to speak. "Did he say something to you?" He did not speak, but observed me. "Did you speak to each other at a certain point?" I ask where I am. "And what did he reply?" In the land without return.
 This dialogue formed part of our first communication and our friends evident difficulty in forming some of the phrases must not surprise us: he had then only just learnt the technique (of concentrating on pure thoughts) that enabled him to take his first steps in our language.

 Nor should the anthropomorphic and earthlike character of his post mortem experiences cause us any surprise. They are conditioned by his mental habits and by what he was accustomed to seeing around him while alive. After all, is this not what happens to us in the dreams we make at night?

 The authoritative person that Marcus encountered on the threshold of the other side is a very familiar and customary figure in the early experiences of life after death and is commonly referred to as the "being of light", appearing either as a strong light, or as a human form surrounded by light, sometimes even with well defined somatic features and a face beaming with light. Very often the being of light assumes the appearance of an old sage. He has the task of welcoming the souls arriving on the other side and orientating them in their new condition.

 "What other experiences did you have afterwards?", was my next question to Marcus. I sojourned for a while in the desolate plain. We heard a moment or two ago that Marcus found himself in a solitary place. This makes one think of a condition in which a soul frees itself of some of its earthly dross: remaining alone with itself, the soul may readily meditate about certain aspects of its past life and become aware of their negative and inadequate nature.

 This experience of solitude may precede another phase in which the soul will find itself in a condition, though always a mental one, of light and joy and in the company of other souls. In this second condition each soul sees itself in its customary human form and appears so also to the others, though this appearance becomes "rejuvenated" as the soul, recovering its energies, becomes retempered and therefore spiritually rejuvenated.

 Just as the souls appear to themselves and others in their accustomed human form, so also the entire environment in which they move seems to be made up of earthlike things: each soul not only sees its body fully dressed, but also finds itself surrounded by an environment made up of houses, roads, meadows and woods, plains and mountains, and also populated by animals. This will seem far less strange and fantastic once one has become fully aware of the parallels between this purely mental life, which is the only life that remains to us after our final detachment from our physical body and its complete destruction, and the purely mental life that we experience each day in our dreams. But why is it that, both in sleep and - so it would seem - also in life after death, we have experiences that are so closely bound up with (and also in many respects so very similar to) the experiences we have in earthly life while awake? I believe that this is explained by the fact that our psyche remains strongly bound to its mental habits, so that it is even possible for it to be altogether unable to conceive a purely spiritual life that is completely detached from the customary earthly forms. Liberation from this conditioning is nevertheless possible at a later stage, though this is inevitably a gradual process.

 The encounter with the being of light is usually followed by a period of sleep that restores the essential energies of the newly deceased and thus enables him to enter a normal – if this term is appropriate – though not yet optimal post mortem condition. "Did you have your restoring sleep at a certain moment?", I therefore asked. But the answer I received from Marcus Flavius was not very precise: Perhaps in the desolate land. The vagueness of his reply concerning the sleep period is in line with some others received in the course of our communications. It is due to a memory void: memory of the early and very distant stages of life after death can be as fragmentary as recollections of earthly life, though on the whole it tends to be more readily preserved.

 After his sojourn in the desolate plain, Marcus Flavius improved his condition by moving up into the big city. "What was that city like?", I asked him. Here is how he described it: Temples, column, basilica, market. (Strange that there should be a column in the singular. Could it be an isolated commemorative column like those of Trajan or Marcus Aurelius or similar to the one, rather smaller in size, of the Byzantine Emperor Phocas in the Roman Forum?) The sphere in which the soul preserves its human aspect and experiences an earthlike environment around him may, albeit in transfigured form, recall some particular city, village or landscape: this is always a mental reconstruction of the same type of environment as the one known on earth to a group of souls who, by virtue of the law of affinity, more or less come to find themselves together once again. But it is always a temporary condition.

 "What is your present condition?" I am now in the sphere of the gods, whom I cannot see, though I feel their powerful and vigil presence. "Do you have a human form now?" No. I had it in the period when I dwelt in the aerial city. "How did you manage to lose your form to enter into the condition of pure spirit?" The sages initiated us into the practices. "What practices?" Offerings to the gods, hymns, canticles, dances. "Also prayers?" Marcus did not immediately answer this question. "Do you know what I mean by this word?" Thoughts of praise to their divinity. "Apart from prayer of pure praise, pure adoration, have you ever prayed to ask them the things you needed?" I left myself (another pause) to their benevolence. "Did you not expressly ask the gods to transform you? to make you better and more spiritual?" No: their wisdom knew my needs (I). Sensitive readers will agree with me that it is rare to find so strong a sense of the august presence of the divine and of total abandonment to it by a genuinely religious person.

 In their present dimension our friends seem to live in a different time. Subjectively speaking, they do not give the impression of having the sense of the passage of many centuries, one after the other. The time of their ultraterrene existence undoubtedly seems very long to them, but also extremely short as compared with the time impression they would have had if they had lived uninterruptedly for two thousand years on this earth.

 "How much time seems to you to have passed between your death and now?" A great deal, but this interval seemed longer to me. "Which interval?" Of our encounter. "Since when?" Since our friends (by which he meant "since the last séance", in which both Felice and Judith had taken part). "In other words, since three days ago". Yes: because before I was not waiting for a friend (VI).

 We had agreed to meet again two days after that meeting. However, some unexpected events occurred on the second day and, contrary to our normal practice, we had to set back the séance by a day. The delay had seemed very long to Marcus and caused him to suffer: Duo die non venit, he had said to us, almost as if he meant it as a reproach ("I did not come and we did not meet after two days as we had agreed, but after three" might be a somewhat free translation of this brief phrase). "Unfortunately, we had lots of things to do on the second day and Bettina was too tired in the evening", was my justification for our absence. Cor meo triste (My heart is sad) (VI).

 Four days later we started our session earlier than usual, and Marcus arrived very briskly: I am content, he said, are you ahead of time (VI).

 Sweet friend, sweet friends, sweet Bettina are customary expressions with him, even though they are clearly borrowed from Latin and therefore, in a certain sense, conventional; but the tone with which Marcus addresses is always full of human warmth, full of the typical affection of the Southern Italian.

 He took an interest in our research and worried about introducing us to somebody else who could take his place when his few days of freedom would be up and he would have to return to his sphere for good. The guide in charge of his group of souls was not enamoured of our communications and looked at us with great diffidence. He kept a close eye on the situation and, so it would seem, was urging the old soldier Marcus Flavius to return to the ranks, though not those of his former legion, but rather of the celestial choir of souls immersed in continuous adoration of the divinity. Having already had many discussions with guides in the course of other communications, I was anxious to meet also the one to whom Marcus had been entrusted, but our "togate" would have none of it. Let me here explain that "togate" is yet another name for the guide: it derives from the fact that when he first manifests to the newly arrived souls, he assumes the appearance of an old sage and, in order to seem even more authoritative in the eyes of ancient Romans, he naturally shrouds himself in a toga. 

 I feel that you are very dear to me, Marcus told us one evening, and would like to help you, but the guide does not want to come and tells me that I must not return to you, because it takes me away from the world of the gods. Oxylia is timid, Proculus pavid, and all three [of us] ignorant. "Don't run yourself down, Marcus. We have not yet met Proculus, but you and Oxilia, far from being ignorant, have given us a great deal of useful information". But I feel that you would need learned and knowledgeable people, philosophers, and I am not in a position to approach them. “Certainly, I should like to meet Cicero, but I am interested also in people like yourselves and enjoy talking to you". The dancing energies are devoid of recollections and I keep looking for someone who wants to talk to you not of present experiences but also of some terrene recollections. One has to break the circuit and lower oneself into you, recollections come to the fore then, even though they are vague. It is like putting oneself into another wave.
 The term wave with its broadcasting flavour was clearly taken from us, even though it here serves to express experiences that are peculiar to souls on the other side. And what should one say about Marcus' break the circuit? Here, once again, we seem to have a modern technical term, but I was soon to discover that circuitus, from the verb circumeo or circueo, had the original meaning of "going around": it evidently refers to the dancing energies that, wanting to lower themselves into us, have to interrupt their going around the Divinity.

 At this point I asked him: "Can you introduce us to somebody else, then?" Perhaps to humble people like ourselves. "That's fine. I should be happy to know an emperor, but meeting a soldier is just as good. Do it if you can". Speak to the emperor, you mean? "Yes. I wish I could." You must understand the difficulties. "I am well aware that our means are limited". Perhaps if among you there were a powerful evocator. (Quite unexpected, but evidently this is the way the ancients referred to what we nowadays call a "medium"). "It is not easy to have one: side by side with your difficulties there are our own". Many of our selfsame terrene social condition are in different spheres, also lower ones. "Where they still have their former human aspect?" That I don't know. "What shall we do, then?" I continue in my own. (Marcus was trying to tell us that in his own sphere he would continue the search for a soul prepared to come to us in his stead). Perhaps, he added, if Volumnius were here. (Volumnius is Oxilia's husband, an innkeeper by trade, still relegated to a lower sphere) "That would be wonderful". But how can I get to him? "I don't know. See what you can do". You would like him: he knows many things. News makes the rounds in a public house, you know, with all the people that come and go (VIII).

 Marcus Flavius had already introduced us to Oxilia, whom we have already mentioned, though by that time we had spoken to her on only one occasion; at the end of our talk Marcus had resumed contact and had maintained it ever since. But now he really had to leave us, and it was our good fortune that he had persuaded Proculus to take his place and to establish a continuous relationship with us. Coming to communicate with us for the ninth time, Marcus introduced Proculus to us, made us talk to him for a long time, and then returned to comment and take his leave of us for ever.

 Sweet friend, he told me when he presented himself at the beginning of the session, I have sad news for you: I have to go back to adoration. "We are really sorry that you have to leave us, dear Marcus" (IX).

 On the occasion of our very first encounter, when I had asked him to come again, he had already replied: Devoted friends (I). That "devoted" made me think of the "devotion" that one can profess not only for a patron saint but also for a particularly esteemed person of a certain age: when writing, for example, by preceding one's signature with a "your most devoted". In this sense, "devoted friends" could well refer to the friendship that a young man might feel for an elder and more authoritative person, etc., and could thus represent a cordial expression of respect. But why "devoted friends" in the plural? Only much later, consulting my trusted Georges Dictionary, did I come to realize the true meaning of that expression, which to all intents and purposes was intended to say: "Between us there is already a friendship forever, so that we shall not leave each other, but will continue to meet". In short, "faithful friends". I confess that this meaning of the adjective "devoted" and, above all, of the Latin devotus had remained rather in a shadow zone for me, and even more so for Bettina, even though etymologically it derives sufficiently clearly from the idea of a vow, of consecrating or consecrating oneself, of dedicating oneself forever to something or to somebody (a dedication that, of course, can also be mutual).

 On the occasion when we were a day late in commencing a communication with our friend (VI), Marcus, immediately after saying Cor meo triste, had added: With you sweet indulgence [in memories of bygone days]. He was evidently referring to abandoning himself to terrene recollections that I (together with Bettina, of course) made possible by very virtue of the fact of having created for him a renewed contact with the dimension of our world.

 And it was in this selfsame sense that Marcus Flavius, continuing our last conversation, added: I get too far away from the state and in you carnality returns.

 What is the state he was referring to? The word clearly seems the most immediate and spontaneous translation of the Latin term status. But what precisely does status mean? Consulting the dictionary, I realized, that as far as our particular context is concerned, it means not only "situation", "position" or "condition in general", but also and more particularly "tranquil, secure condition". According to another shade of meaning, status may also mean "stability" and, inasmuch as this depends on belongings, "prosperity or wealth". "Getting away from the state" must clearly be under-stood as degrading oneself, as going down in level.

 At this point Marcus announced the coming of Proculus with a phrase that is as strange as it is short, for it begins in his own language and terminates in ours: Proculus est here. "That's fine", I said, "but we are sorry you are leaving us". Especially now that a bond of friendship unites us closely. "In any case, our separation is not final: in eternity we are destined to meet again". Marcus hoped that we would meet again even before the great last and eternal day, the great and final eschatological event, explaining to me an idea he had in this connection: If a divine desire so wishes, we shall hear each other again: perhaps during a vibration I shall lower myself and return inside you without being captured by the guide.

  After we had talked to Proculus for a while, Marcus came back to take his final leave of us. I confess that the moment proved very moving even for Bettina and myself. "This time, then, you will not come back any more", I said almost with a questioning tone. Other times I shall come. "But not the next time?" No. Nor can I tell you when: I have to content the togate. "Try at least to guide Proculus, so that he may arrive safely at the destination and not lose himself along the way". I shall. "Dear Marcus, may we meet again as soon as possible. We thank you for all you have done for us. I embrace you with much affection and all good wishes". May the gods grant you everything. "Goodbye, Marcus". Valete pulcherrimi. (Fare ye well, most beautiful [friends]). Bettina, too, joined in with an affectionate and rueful word of greeting. Vale, sweet Bettina. With these words Marcus left us. Bettina and I felt rather lonesome that evening, and also very sad.

Chapter 2

                                            O X I L I A
Marcus Flavius kept us company for as many as nine of the series of thirty-one séances and we have therefore dedicated to him what will inevitable prove to be the longest chapter in this book. The chapter about Oxilia, on the other hand, may well be the shortest. Unlike the other five souls whom we have yet to meet, Oxilia did not take anybody else's place, she simply came and stayed with us for a while during one of our communications with Marcus: the seventh.

  Marcus had forewarned us at our previous meeting, saying: Perhaps Oxilia will come. "Who is she?", I asked. Friendly energy. "Will she come?" Yes, I [shall] ask. "Have you already told her?" Yes. "What did she say?" She has to have greater density. "Does she know the techniques for obtaining them?" That is what she is doing: to have much energy to come down as far as you. "When will she come?" Perhaps in die duo. Is that alright? "That's fine". And so we waited. 

 And I, too, want to take advantage of this pause to make a brief analysis of the name of this new entity. Oxilia: does a name of this kind really exist? Let me say right away, however, that I did not find it in any dictionary, not even in the monumental Thesaurus linguae Latinae. In the equally monumental Thesaurus dedicated to the Greek language, on the other hand, I managed to find an Oxulos, which in Latin becomes Oxylus. On this matter I consulted my friend Anna Maria Maiolo, a Latinist, to whom I am also indebted for her patient reading and evaluation of the whole of our… latinorum (it surely merits this Manzonian appellation, given the veritable Babel of endings that distinguishes it). It is well known that the women in ancient Rome assumed the nomen of their gens of origin as their one and only personal name (to put it in our own terms: their surname as spinsters became transformed into their name, into a single name that remained and represented also their surname). Having explained this, we can reconstruct the origin of the name Oxilia as follows. At first there was the Greek Oxulos. The Greek u (which is pronounced u) has its counterpart in the Latin spelling y/i, while the ending -os assumes the sombre sound -us: thus Oxulos becomes Oxylus or Oxilus (with the accent still on the initial O). The name Oxilus, which can be found in the sources, may have given rise to Oxilia (with the accent on the first i) as an adjective of property: Oxilia could therefore mean she who is "of Oxilus". As usually happens, the accent then became displaced forward by one syllable (Oxilus is pronounceable with the accent on the first syllable, i.e. the O, but not Oxilia, at least not as far as we are concerned). Anna gave me various other examples of transformations of the same type: Calliope, es gave rise to Calliopeius, a, um (of Calliope), while Sisyphos, i gave rise to Sisyphius, a, um (of Sisyphus), Cypros, i to Cyprius, a, um, and so on.

 Since we are speaking of Anna, what did she have to say about my Latin? On the whole she found it fairly correct. But she also showed me certain things that could be said much better in a different way. Though I have benefited greatly from her comments, I have not corrected my sentences in any way and have left them just as they were originally formed, not least to enable the more learned among my readers to have a clearer idea of where the limits of my Latin lie. Once these limits are defined, it is also easier to show what I may have learnt from the communications.

 Two days after our sixth communication with Marcus Flavius, at 9 p.m., we were ready for another séance, this time with the participation of our friend Gianni. Marcus came and immediately said: I feel presence. "Our friend Gianni is here with us", I explained. No Felix? "No". Which? "His name is Gianni". New? "Yes: he is another friend, equally dear". Fine, glad again (in Italian: "Bene, ancora lieto").

 Be it noted that this last phrase does not necessarily mean "glad to know the person introduced"; it is not by any means necessarily the equivalent of "Pleased to meet you" or similar expressions that are used at the moment shaking hands with a new acquaintance. Analyzing the word with greater care, I found that its meaning becomes clearer when one bears in mind that laetus also means "liked", "pleasant, pleasing, cheerful" (and in this sense also "welcome"). Now, if one relates Marcus' phrase to what I had told him just before, our little exchange can be rendered as follows: "Who is this Gianni?", is the substance of the question asked by Marcus. "He is another friend, equally dear", I explained. "Fine", replied Marcus, he is again always welcome (or pleasing to me)". This more careful analysis taught me another thing I had not known before: another meaning of the Latin adjective laetus, new as far as I am concerned. On being introduced to an unknown person, in any case, Marcus did not reply in the contemporary manner, with an "It's a pleasure", but expressed himself in the manner of a man of antiquity.

 "And Oxilia?", I asked him. Is present. "Oxilia in person?" Yes. "Fine, we are waiting to talk to her". Timida est. "Explain to her that, even though we live on the earth l900 years after her, we are still Italic people, good and simple folk". Then loquar (meaning "In that case I'll talk to her" or "Now I'll talk to her"). "Do", I said to him. His intercession must have met with ready success because, after just the few seconds needed for a quick exchange of thoughts, Marcus announced that Oxilia was coming.

 Ave dilecti, were the words of greeting of the new entity. And I immediately adopted a tone intended to be as cordial and reassuring as possible. "Dear Oxilia", I said to her in Italian (after all, she can read my thoughts), we are Italic people like yourself, living here on earth a long time later and happy to meet an ancestor of ours. We welcome you with all our heart. We would advise you to do no more than think your answers without trying to find words. The phrases will form themselves in our language through us". Facile non est ("It is not easy"), replied Oxilia. Indeed, for quite some time to come her answers were to consist of short Latin phrases, sometimes also Italian or a mixture of both languages, and only much later did she become more sure and articulate in our tongue (though without ever fully foregoing her own).

 "What were you, Oxilia, in your earthly life?" Mater familiae fuit (by which she meant: "I was mother of a family". The fuit in place of fui, already mentioned in the previous chapter, is an example of the asserted popular usage of conjugating in the third person – or, if you prefer, in impersonal form – verbs that should be conjugated in the first person).

 "Where exactly did you live?" Capua. "And what work did your husband do?" Host. (The word came through in Italian, and it was I who turned it into Latin in my next question) "Was he a caupo?" Yes. (The "yes", just like the "no", has a box of its own on our letterboard) "Did you have children?" Quattuor fili (sic, that is “Four children”).  "Do you still see your children in the sphere?" Clelia et Manlius vidit ("I saw Clelia and Manlius", another example of the impersonal use of verbs mentioned above). "Do you still see them?" Yes.

 "This is my wife. Her name is Bettina". Detina. "No: Bettina". (To make her understand the spelling, I myself shifted the glass over the seven letters that make up the name). And this is a dear friend of ours: Gianni". Xiani. "Gianni". I indicated the letters as I had done before and, on her own account, Oxilia then repeated: Gianni.

 Another brief comment has to be made here. It is well known that the Latins always pronounced c and g as guttural sounds, even in front of e and i. Although the modern Italian pronunciation of ce, ge, ci and gi goes back to very ancient times, Marcus had already confirmed to us that in his day Cicero was still pronounced as Kikero. His contemporaries, seeing the name Gianni in writing, would therefore have pronounced it Ghianni, and Oxilia here gives us indirect confirmation of this when, on somehow perceiving my pronunciation of the name Gianni, she quite spontaneously wrote it as Xiani. The double n was wholly strange to her, the subtlety had escaped her on the spur of the moment and she had therefore written only one. As regards the X, it is the letter that her contemporaries would have spontaneously used to represent the soft g that seemed to be quite new to her. In any case, it would never have occurred to her to use a g, since this would always be pronounced as a hard sound.

 But why did she write Detina when trying to spell Bettina? If I were to dissert on philology, I would decidedly go beyond the limits of my competence and venture into the vast bounds of my incompetence. I shall therefore do no more than take the liberty of saying one thing that comes to my mind here. In some forms of corrupt and popular Latin, just as in modern Spanish and the dialect of Naples and surroundings, one can note a certain confusion between the letters b and v: one may remember, for example, the phrase bibat in aeternum of the graffiti in the catacombs, which obviously has to be read as vivat in aeternum ("may he live in eternity" and not "may he drink in eternity!"). And then we have the Latin caballus, which becomes cavallo in Italian, while in Spanish it is written caballo but pronounced cavaljo. Again, to stick to Spanish as a source of examples, what shall one say about the word arriba (e.g. arriba España, "up with Spain" or "long live Spain"), which has its counterpart in the a riva in the jargon of Italian sailors (salire a riva, for example, "climb to the top of the ship's mast")? It may well be that Oxilia, on seeing Bettina in writing, would have read Vettina; inversely, therefore, she might have written Bettina on hearing Vettina. If this is so, the sound of Bettina would make her feel the need for some different initial letter, the D being the solution found on the spur of the moment.

 Her initial difficulties in expressing herself, together with her good will and diligence, caused Oxilia to repeat the words that were new to her, Bettina and Gianni being cases in point, trying to spell them. It is probable that the word marito ("husband") was also somewhat new to her. I have here simplified our dialogue by omitting some of the exchanges, as I sometimes do, though without ever affecting the essence of what is being said. It may therefore be useful to mention here that, before putting to Oxilia the question about her husband's work, I had asked her more vaguely "And your husband?" By way of answer she seemed at first to stop the glass on the letter m. Recalling that M was the abbreviation of Marcus, I therefore asked her: "Marcus?" In fact, I had at first thought that her husband might also have had this very common praenomen. But Oxilia, repeating the M, then completed the word: Marito. It was at this point that I asked her about the work her husband had done on earth. Her immediate answer (host) shows that the meaning of the word  "husband" must have been quite clear in her mind, even though she may have grasped it by reading my thoughts. But the fact that she wanted to spell the word, experiencing some initial difficulty, suggests that the term was new to her or, if not new, at least unusual. What word, then, was actually in use in her environment? Coniux or coniunx seems rather generic and abstract to me, equivalent to our spouse (Italian "coniuge"): but would a lady ever say "my spouse"? The best word is probably vir: "man" in the best sense, "married man", "husband". The dictionary term for "my husband" is meus vir (which is to be found in Terence). But the word vir was not in our mind with this meaning: and it is therefore probable that Oxilia, even though she had it in her own mind or, at least, buried at an unconscious level in her memories, experienced difficulty in conveying it through us. When I later had to express the same concept in a subsequent passage of our dialogue, she did not say vir, but rather employed the Italian word marito that I had previously used and which she had learnt (or in some way reacquired) with some difficulty.

 A large part of the present chapter must necessarily be dedicated to a linguistic (and, by reflection, also psychological) study, and I therefore hope that I shall not bore my readers if I permit myself another digression about the word host or innkeeper used by Oxilia to describe her husband's work. She did not spontaneously say caupo, but rather employed the word that would first come to my mind (so much so that I immediately asked her: "was he a caupo?"). Because I had not yet learnt that host (Italian "oste") comes from hospes and therefore knew nothing at all about the word hospes in this acception, Oxilia translated the word into her language and said hospes. She must have done this at the unconscious level and by virtue of an absolutely spontaneous process, in which there comes to the fore a kind of psychological law already noted at the beginning of the previous chapter. How is it that Oxilia said that her husband was a hospes, why did she not use the word caupo that she nevertheless accepted when I asked my next question? Perhaps hospes underscores the fact that the taberna was also an inn or a hotel, that is to say, what Romans more specifically called a taberna deversoria? The high building with several floors that Oxilia was soon to mention was probably wholly used as a hotel, with the sole exception of the apartment occupied by the family itself. The premises of taverns and the like were for the most part taken on lease by their keepers. Though still a lessee, a "host" in this sense was both wealthier and enjoyed a better standing than the keeper of a simple drinking place. And with our wives, each one of us tries to show himself in his best light and stresses whatever little he may have that distinguishes him from and places him above another.

 "Please tell us something about your life". Mea vita in domo ("My life took place at home"). "What was your home like?" Three. "Three rooms? Three cubiculi?" Yes. "And then?" Focus. "Three cubiculi and the focus: the domestic hearth". Yes. "And was your home on one, two, three or four floors?" High. "Do you mean a tall building?" Yes. "And which floor did you live on?" Medium. (The implied substantive here could be tabulatum, though one cannot be sure; the Italian translation was still awkward and clumsy, and no noun was therefore added: only the right adjective came through, concording with a possible noun that nevertheless remains understood).

 "Who was Proculus?" Handyman (Italian inserviente). "Yours?" Yes. "Did he live with you?" Yes. "Was he a relative?" No.
 The Italian inserviente has a very precise Latin root that completely explains the meaning of the word: Inserviens, present participle of inservio, refers to somebody who serves, who is in service. "Yours?", I asked, and Oxilia replied: Yes. He was a servant of theirs, and inserviens is possibly a more delicate way of saying so. At present Oxilia and Proculus are no longer mistress and servant, but two free and pure spirits who adore in the same celestial choir. On the other hand, the way for the word inserviens had already been paved by Marcus Flavius when, in the course of the previous session, he had described Proculus as handyman in the public house. Marcus was expressing himself in an Italian that by then had become so fluent as to enable him to use any word in the language, even if its root had not come from Latin. When Oxilia, in her turn, wanted to describe the work done by Proculus, she availed herself of a word already used by Marcus, a word that was there, ready to be used again and, in any case, clearly specified that Proculus had the task of serving the customers.

 "Did you go to the taberna, Oxilia?" Never. "Who was there?" Servant girls (These, indeed, were servants and even worse, and Oxilia wanted to distinguish herself from them very clearly). "Who were they?" Females (though in this context rather with the connotations of the English "wenches"). The reader should here recall that Marcus had already made a distinction between domina and femina. "Did they help your husband?" Yes. "But you stayed at home?" With the children. "What were your tasks?" Cura domus, educatio filiorum (Care of the home, education of the children). A fine locution, pregnant with meaning, that completely specifies the two basic tasks of a Roman matron. As I was later to see in the dictionary, when the word cura is related to the home, it does not mean personally scrubbing floors, washing dishes, and so on, as present-day matrons are wont to do (at least those who have not yet set their husbands to work) now that home help has become almost impossible to obtain; rather, it means supervising this work and getting other people to do it. Cura rerum domesticarum, as Quintilianus called it, means governing the home in the sense of administration and command.

 Another thing I learnt from analyzing this very vigorous phrase is that educatio derives from and embraces the verb educare, which in its turn borrows from the verb educere; it therefore not only has the specific meaning of "educating" but, even more basically, that of "raising", of "bringing up". In this sense, therefore, educating – which includes making a start with ethico-religious formation – seems indeed the task of the mother long before it becomes the task of the father and the school teachers.

 "Did you go to the market for your shopping?" No: husband. Focus. "You remained at the focus, the domestic hearth". Yes. "In that case your husband must have done the shopping for the tavern and the home". Yes. "Was your husband jealous?" Very. (In Latin the adverb "very" is rendered by both multum and multo, the modern Italian molto being derived from the latter by the simple change of just one vowel).

 Let us for the moment concentrate attention on these last two replies. Prompted by my: "Did you go to the market to do your shopping", Oxilia replied: No, [my] husband [went there]. [I remained at the] hearth. I looked for a definition of focus in Forcellini's famous and monumental Lexicon and there found that focus proprie est id, quo ignis servitur: "the hearth is specifically that in which the fire is preserved". Rereading the minute of our communication with Oxilia, there came to my mind the Vestal Virgins, who had the task of guarding the fire in the Temple of Vesta and making sure that it would never go out. A Vestal who let the fire die would be condemned to death: this was one of the first things I had learnt at school when I began to study the history of ancient Rome. What I had not realized, however, was that a similar problem arose in every private home that had a hearth. In their book about the eating habits of the Romans, Dosi and Schnell write that the fire "was preserved by means of the embers, under the ashes, within the hearth of the kitchen or in a special brazier. In order to protect the fire, the Romans carefully put out the flames and then covered the embers so that they would last until the morning or until such the time as the next meal had to be prepared". Now, "safeguarding the fire called for great care and was preferentially entrusted to the women. To make sure the fire would not go out, the women watched over it with a scruple that was worthy of the Vestals, custodians of the fire par excellence". Traditionally, as the authors add in a footnote, it was also the women who "supervised the baking of the bread, while the slaves had the task of preparing the dough". In short, the slaves, male or female as they might be, could do all the rest, but the matron, the mother of the family, remained bound to the hearth, designated as she was, above all, to make sure that the fire would never go out, a task that had precedence even over attending to (or presiding over) the cooking of the food. This specific commitment must have constituted a continuous concern for Roman women, a point of honour and, in the limit, also an obsession. A state of affairs that seems to charge Oxilia's reply with particular pregnancy of meaning: "It was my husband who went to do the shopping, because my task was to stay at home, at the hearth".

 Continuing now with my account of our conversation with Oxilia, at a certain point I asked her: "Did you people of Capua consider yourselves more Romans than Greeks or Greeks rather than Romans?" Italics. (Her answer, so it seems to me, could hardly be more proper). "Fine, but it was part of Magna Grecia. Naples had a Greek name: Nea Polis, which means 'Nova Urbs' or 'New City'. It was a Greek city". In illo tempore ("At that time", i.e. "no longer in my day". 'In' illo tempore is a somewhat corrupted Latin phrase that can be found also in the Gospels and is well in keeping with Oxilia's mode of speech).

 I then turned the conversation onto Oxilia's present, ultraterrene condition: "What are you now, Oxilia?" Now pure energy adoring the gods. "How do you adore them?" With energy vibrations we form songs, dances, praise for all the Sublime. "Can you give us an example of the prayers you say?" A praise? "Yes: just a couple of verses, if you would". Oh Jupiter, highest of the high, accept the praise that we adorers address to you. (Passing from earth to heaven, her language had taken wings with her and even her Italian had got off the mark).

 But I had to bring her back again for a final question about life on this earth: "Do you still have recollections of the earth?" They come, they go. "Tell me one more thing, please, with a little detail if possible: how did you close the windows in winter to keep the cold out?" Wooden shutters. "And curtains?" In domus ricca. "Did the house fill with smoke, or did the smoke pass quickly through some chimney or special opening?" Air heavy at times.
 I must admit that, right up to the moment when the idea of putting this question to Oxilia suddenly flashed into my mind, I had never even thought about the problem. Rather, I have to add that at the time I formulated the question I was thinking of an illustration in an old textbook (used by students in the last year of gymnasium) that had remained impressed on my mind and showed a multistorey dwelling house at Ostia with some of its windows protected by curtains. The curtains were similar to the ones we use today to protect windows, shopwindows included, against the sun. It may seem strange but, even though I had never thought about it, that picture had remained with me and I implicitly accepted the idea that the windows of houses in ancient Rome were closed either with curtains or with skins. In the days following the communication I tried to check the answer given by Oxilia and in the end I found confirmation in a well known book by Jérôme Carcopino, Daily Life in Rome at the Height of the Empire, which I had never read completely. It says that Roman houses in ancient times "must have been protected either very badly, by means of cloths and beaten by the driving rain, or far too well, by means of simple or double wooden shutters that did not stop the cold, the rain, the heat or the north wind unless, at one and the same time, they also kept out the light". The passage I have just quoted shows that I was partly right, but flatly denies any idea I might have had that wooden shutters were to be excluded.

 The expression in domus ricca is also rather curious. I have no objection to ricca, an Italian word (meaning "rich"), for by that time Oxilia had already begun to express herself properly in Italian. But with it she should have used the noun "casa", the Italian word for "house". In Latin, however, casa means hut, hovel or, in any case, some kind of small and inadequate dwelling place, while domus is the proper word to give the idea of a rich house, a house of the gentry, normally arranged exclusively on the ground floor. The houses of people lower down the social scale, big buildings with several floors and subdivided into apartments or cenacula, were known as "insulae". If, therefore, a house is rich but – given the mental association mentioned above – cannot be called "casa", the only remaining noun connected with the idea of wealth is domus. And hence: domus ricca.

 The time had now come to thank Oxilia and take our leave of her. Both of us did so, expressing the hope that we would be able to meet again, while she saluted us with a Valete pulcherrimi amici. Now, it is quite clear that pulcherrimi in this context could not possibly be intended as "most beautiful": in calling us "most beautiful", indeed, the domina would be using the kind of language that seems more appropriate in the mouth of the feminae with whom she did not wish to be confused. Inevitably, therefore, pulcherrimi also had to have some other meaning. In fact, when I consulted the entry pulcher, chra, chrum in the dictionary, I found that it also meant "noble", "illustrious". And her final greeting is therefore more appropriately rendered as "Farewell, most noble friends".

 Marcus came back to us at this point, beaming with content: Satisfied?', he asked. "Indeed", I replied, still rather excited by this unexpected opportunity of talking to an ancient Roman matron. The women did not speak to strangers. "But Oxilia conversed with us most affably". Because her husband is not with her. "Where is he?" In a lower sphere. "Oxilia is most likeable and polite" She was frightened but... curiosity, thy name is woman.

 "What do you do when you are together with Oxilia, Proculus et ceteri?" We perform dances of energy. "Don't you talk to each other as you are doing with us at this moment?" No. "Is that why you are so anxious to engage in human speech with us?" Yes. "To keep praising the gods and dancing reels around them all the time must be, respectfully speaking, a supreme bore: or am I being too profane?" Yes, I have to admit and confess that I was being profane and also rather inane. But I had said it and there was no point in trying to take it back. Marcus reacted with a wise and charitable "no comment": I won't reply. The enemy is listening to us. "Who is the enemy?", asked Gianni, who had remained silent until then. The guide. "And when will Proculus come to find us?" He is a fearful person: his master's fault. "Is there hope that we might be able to interview him?" I say yes, but he keeps seeing the shadow of Volumnius. "Who is Volumnius?" The host of ruin. It was evidently the name of Oxilia's husband. "Did you take this expression from me?" Yes. "And also 'The enemy is listening to us'?" Yes. "'Keep mum, the enemy is listening to us' is a saying that was used during the last war: nobody was to speak about military matters to strangers, who could have been enemy spies. 'Host of ruin' is another phrase that can be easily found in our adventure tales of former days, where a soldier, a pirate or a brigand might enter a tavern, throw himself down on a chair and, banging his fist on the table, would call the host with a hearty: 'Hey, host of ruin!' A little while ago you also said 'Curiosity, thy name is woman'. That is another of our sayings that you must have taken from me".

 By this time Marcus Flavius had become so skilled in communicating as to be able to fish any of our thoughts from within our mind. But the phrases he borrowed from us remained isolated fragments, somewhat like pearls that he used confer colour upon his conversation, which in all other respects kept closely in line with the typical manner of speech used by the men of his day. 

 Notwithstanding her intelligence and the warm, though somewhat restrained cordiality she had shown in talking to us, Oxilia seemed incomparably clumsier. Even though I had advised her at the very beginning that she should limit herself to formulating thoughts, so that these – in passing through us – would become translated into our language as spontaneously and effectively as possible, she did not manage to do this for quite a while. This incapacity of expressing herself in our language obliged her for a long time to use Latin, and even though her language showed a tendency to become transformed into Italian, it really remained Latin to the end. Italian words did appear from time to time, but they were all words of clearly Latin origin: oste (hospes), tre (tres, tria), fuoco (focus), alti (altus, a, um), inserviente (inserviens), coi fi[g]li (cum filiis), molto (multo). The only exception to this was the word "mai" (English "never"), which is very far removed from its Latin counterpart (numquam, nunquam) and clearly comes from a wholly different root.

 One should also note that Oxilia's Italian really got under way only when she became a little animated and thus succeeded in overcomimg her clumsiness. This happened, above all, towards the end of our communication, when she described her present existence as a pure spirit in adoration. Most probably, she also got somewhat heated, though in a rather different way, when I asked her whether she sometimes stayed in the tavern. And that explains why her "never" (which I should probably have adorned with an exclamation mark) came out in Italian and, what is more, with a word completely emancipated from Latin, almost as if she had said: "I in the tavern? Never! The only women to stay there were the servant girls. I was a matron and stayed at home with my children". One should also underscore the fact that the tabernae, if not wholly of ill repute, were rather doubtful and equivocal places, where the servant girls did not limit themselves to supplying wine to their customers, but often also provided sexual services that were paid apart. One may here recall the famous innkeeper's bill, originally found on an inscription at Isernia and today preserved in the Louvre: "Host, the bill!" "You have a setier of wine, an as of bread and two for what went with it". "That's fine". "The girl, eight asses". "That's fine again". "Two asses for the mule's hay". "That mule will ruin me!" (It is even more delightful in Latin: "Copo, compu-temus". "Habes vini sextarium unum, panem assem unum, pulmentarium asses duos". "Convenit". Puellam asses octo". "Convenit". "Faenum mulo asses duos". "Iste mulos me ad factum dabit").

 Oxilia's Latin was much better than what we had been accustomed to by Marcus Flavius and showed that in life she must have possessed a fair cultural foundation. In her there also came to the fore a tendency to take diligent note of new words: this could well be a particular aspect of a more general bent for study (unfortunately never satisfied in her lifetime). When one takes a second look at them, moreover, Oxilia's answers seem to be noteworthy as regards both their contents and their linguistic form. Without giving the impression, and albeit quite unwittigly, Oxilia had provided us with most interesting information and stimuli. Bearing in mind the brevity of our conversation, she had really given us a great deal.

Chapter 3

P R O C U L U S

 "Who is Proculus?", I had asked Marcus Flavius the first time he mentioned his name. He is likeable, but afraid of you. "Why should a spirit be afraid of me: what is it that I do to him?" He is afraid of contact. He says it means new things and one has to fear them. He is not curious and adventurous like myself.
 This sequence of questions and answers occurred in the course of our sixth communication with Marcus. But it was only in the ninth, six days later, that Proculus finally decided to come.

 It was about half past nine on the evening of February 20 when Marcus announced his presence, using a half-and-half phrase I have already mentioned: Proculus est here. We kept him waiting for a while, because we were saying goodbye to Marcus at the time, a somewhat lengthy (and, as we saw, also a rather moving) exchange of greetings and good wishes.

 But at last there came the moment to speak to Proculus and I therefore greeted him with a cheery "Ave Procule". Ave amicus, he answered. (Note the vocative rendered as a nominative. But this amicus could also be a repetition of the word with which the newcomer opened his next sentence, almost as if he wanted to justify the liberty he had taken in coming to us).

 Amicus Marcus dixit mihi venire. (Desirous of getting some idea of the Latin spoken by Proculus, I asked most of the next twenty questions in some kind of Latin that I shall not inflict upon the reader). "We are very happy to meet you. Would you please talk to us about yourself?". Mea vita est miserrima. "Your life on earth or in the heavens?" (Making out that one does not understand can be a good way of inducing entities to formulate their answers in as autonomous, active and creative a manner as possible: it is they who have to tell us everything without there being any suspicion of suggestions coming from us). In terra (On earth), specified Proculus and then added: In coelis pulcherrima (Most beautiful in the heavens). "Why was your earthly life miserable?" Volumnius. "Was he your master?" Yes. "Tell us about yourself". Cognovit frusta. "Who?" Volumnius.

 "I knew the whip" is what Proculus had just told us, always provided that we here have another example of a verb used in the impersonal form. Cognoscere means also "knowing by way of experience or the senses". Whip in Latin becomes scutica, lora (neutral plural), flagellum, flagrum, depending on the type and model used. It may well be that none of these words would come to my mind, and that this is the reason why the Italian word ("frusta") made its appearance. Volumnius, named in answer to my question a second time, is not the subject of cognovit: according to the impersonal construction, it is Proculus who knew the whip thanks to Volumnius, who is the one who did the whipping.

 "Did Volumnius whip you?" Yes: stick. (Here again we have a word in our modern language, because verber would not come to my mind). "What work did you do?" Umilis. "What did you do in the tavern?" In taberna bibere. Formulated in this manner, the phrase can give the impression that drinking was the primary task that Proculus had in the tavern: in actual fact, however, he served drinks to the customers. There is something lacking in the phrase and one would to complete it more or less as follows: In taberna bibere dabam or bibere ministrabam (In the tavern I served drinks). My ignorance prevented the final verb from coming through and Proculus therefore left the phrase in mid-air. But the analysis of the phrase taught me the first half of an incomplete expression that was new to me, dare bibere or ministrare bibere, neither of which I ever knew or, if I had ever met it, could remember. "And what else did you do?" Focus accendebat ("I lit the fire": Focum accendebam, one should really say, but here we once again have the famous presumed impersonal form).

 "And what else?" Aqua attingebat. (Another impersonal verb form, and once again a nominative in place of the standard accusative aquam. And why attingebat in place of hauriebat? Here we are back to dog Latin, already noted and discussed at the beginning of the chapter dedicated to Marcus Flavius, and the consequent use of an Italian word ("attingere", meaning "to draw") in latinized form, thus masking it to make sure that it will not stand out from its context like a modernly dressed gentleman surrounded by ancients in their togas.

 The Latin part of our conversation was concluded with a passing mention of the three maidservants who tabula servivant clientes (served the customers at table) and, what is more, donavant corpus denaro (gave their bodies for money) when asked to do so.

 Once again, a Latin teacher, especially a pedantic one, would here make extensive use of his red or blue pencil: serviebant, donabant and, if anything, denario would seem to be more appropriate forms. The clientes, moreover, were not exactly the same things as the "customers" of today. And tabula (ablative) to say "at table"? Who knows, though perhaps it is not to be wholly excluded: but why not mensa? Tabula seems more appropriate to describe the counter of the tavern. The servivant and donavant on the other hand, could well be due to a corruption of the b, which, as already noted in the chapter about Oxilia, tended to be pronounced as a v.

 Lastly, when I asked him whether he had been a slave on earth, Proculus described himself as non liberus (rather than non liber) and this coup de grace brought our first Latin conversation to an end, clearing the way for the customary Italian lesson.

 I taught Proculus exactly the same technique I had already suggested to Marcus and Oxilia and, indeed, he succeeded in communicating quite fluently in our language. From this moment onwards, therefore, both parties used Italian for their questions and answers, though Latin was to be used again at the beginning of each subsequent communication.

 It will be as well to group the other information Proculus gave us about himself, quite irrespectively of the séance in which it was given. 

He did not seem to have a very clear recollection of his appearance on earth: he was lean, slightly bent on account of the loads he was wont to carry. He was elusive, trying to keep out of the way. "You did well to be elusive", I told him, "seeing that the other was always after you". You understand, he said. He was of normal stature (XVI).

 He was illiterate. He was of Italic origin, but of servile condition: Origine mea barbara, more precisely Gallica (X). "But did you resemble Gauls or Celts?" I don't think so (XVI).

 Vita mea in suburbio Capuae fuit apud Volumnius ("My life was spent in the suburb of Capua in the service of Volumnius") (X). While the servant girls slept in room behind the tavern, he slept in the cellar (IX).

 "And Oxilia?" I would not see her. "But was the tavern not part of the same insula as the private dwelling of Volumnius and Oxilia? Yes, but she came neither to the tavern nor the cellar (IX).

 On another occasion he gave further details about the cellar: locus inferior erat ("it was a place situated further down") and, to get there, Proculus pocus descendebat (the pocus here is a dog Latin substitute for paulum, though this word was well known to me): more precisely, gradus quattuor (he had to go down “four steps”). There, in cubiculo vivevat ("he lived in a room": note, once again, the b turned into a v) and ivi dormiebat ("slept there").

 His few happy memories include the recollection of his own love story: Serva amabat me. Nomen suum erat Julia ("A servant girl loved me. Her name was Julia"). She had nigri oculi but blond hair. "Flavi?", I asked him (I found "blond" really disturbing in this context). Flavi (which is Latin for "blond"), he confirmed. They were not both serving the same master: Julia served in the home of a matron (domus matronae). "Was this matron Oxilia?" Altera. (When I consulted the dictionary later on, I found that altera does not only mean "another" but also "nearby". That was yet another thing I learnt from our entities). I commented: "Dulces memoriae haec sunt vitae tuae in terra" ("These are sweet memories of your life on earth"), but Proculus replied: Vita non est dulcis. Multi labores ("Life is not sweet. Much toil, labour, travail". Labor can mean all these things). But he never married Julia. He could meet her in forum, in mercato, and also stay with her from time to time because Volumnius dabat duo die mensis ("Volumnius gave him two days off each month"). Their lovers' trysts took place in campus (i.e. "in the open country", a meaning of campus that I discovered for the first time on this occasion) or in altera taberna ("in another tavern", which is probably better rendered as "in a nearby tavern").

 Fruit of these meetings was a son, Gaius Germanicus, and at this point it also emerged that Julia was of Germanic origin: which explains, if not her black eyes, at least her blond hair. "Was your son also a servant?" Yes. ""Who was his master?" Muliebre.

 Muliebre: here we have an adjective to which I had never paid the least attention. After a thorough consultation of Latin dictionaries of various size, I discovered that the adjective muliebris, muliebre was used to indicate everything that can refer to women or to a woman: to an undergarment or a pair of shoes, to sex and beauty, a gift, a war fought for a woman, the temple of Fortuna muliebre erected in memory of the women who had caused Coriolanus to desist from marching on Rome at the head of the Volsci. And therefore, even though no concrete examples from the classics come to my mind, even the slave of a matron could be called servus muliebris: why not? And this is yet another thing I learnt from these dialogues, which – on more thorough analysis – proved to be highly instructive also from a linguistic point of view (even though the Latin spoken by our entities may appear second-rate, with both the syntax and the declinations all awry, as we have already noted on several occasions).

 Right from the first visit he ever paid to us, Proculus was, as it were, letting off steam. No sooner had he transmitted the first recollections of his miserable existence on earth that came to his mind after centuries of blissful oblivion in the celestial sphere than I asked him all of a sudden: "Do you think it possible for you discarnate souls to be reborn on earth?" I hope in a rich gentleman, he replied. "Would you like to be reborn as a rich gentleman?" Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes. "That would not be a bad idea". Will it be possible to choose? "I don't know. But would it not be better for you to remain in heaven?" If I return I would have sumptuous dress, delicious food and beautiful slave girls. "Would it not be better for for you to continue living in the heavens to elevate yourself and to become more and more like the gods?" It would be to taste ease. "Is it not enough for you to be as you are now? Who enjoys greater ease than you?" I am fine now. But if the master arrives? "If he gets to your sphere, that would mean that he has become good. And then, how could he whip you in a world of pure vibrations like the one you are living in?" He would give me vibration discharges. "That's a good one! Marcus Flavius told me you were afraid to come and talk to us. Why?" Yes. You are a master. "Master, my foot! Not even of a cat". But I thought so. "For you I could only be a friend". Amicus with me: you free man? "You, too, are now freer than the air". Will you ask me simple questions? "I have to ask you questions because I am a philosopher and am carrying out a study, a research project on the different condition of the soul after separation from the body". You don't throw iron tankards? "I? Goodness, no! You should hear how Bettina would scream". Or glowing embers? "If you want references about me, why don't you ask Marcus what I am like? " He can defend himself: He is a miles (i.e: a "soldier") "But did our good Volumnius do all the things you say: did he throw even red-hot embers at you?" Yes, yes, yes. "Proculus, we can only give you love and friendship". I never had them on earth.
 Our first encounter terminated at this point (for in the meantime, trying to present the subject in what seems to be the best order, I have gone back to talking about the very first meeting order). "Will you please come back to us", I said to our new, doubting, pavid, hesitant but already dear friend. "I shall call you: 'Proculus!'". Proculuss, Proculusss, he echoed me, imitating the sound effect of a voice calling from a long way off by this evocative multiplication of the final s. "Just like that", I replied. "I shall call: 'Pro-cu-luuusss!' In two days' time". Duo dies. "In two days time I shall call you. And you will come". Duo die. "Thank you, Proculus, for the gift of your visit. We shall expect you". Bettina also added some affectionate remarks. Valete dulci amici ("Fare ye well, sweet friends"), were his last words before he ceded his place to Marcus Flavius, who had come to say his very last goodbye.

 On the occasion of our next communication Proculus already showed signs of greater confidence in us. At a certain moment I turned the lamp full in my face and asked him whether he could see me and thus get a physical idea of me, but he replied: I see nothing, but your energy is benevolent towards me. "I could not possibly be malevolent towards you, given the kindness you have shown us and all the interesting information you are giving us". I am beginning not to fear you, but I am still afraid. "Of what?" A fit of rage. "I sometimes get mad with Bettina when she gets bothersome". Bad. At this point Bettina – who generally remains silent even when she could speak, but also loses some precious occasions when she could well have persevered in her silence – butted in to accuse me of maltreating her.

 But the fact is that we have no idea at all whether our forebears in antiquity had the same sense of humour as we have today, whether they can really distinguish whether we mean something seriously or are just poking fun. Experiments that I occasionally carry out with our primitive-archaic contemporaries generally suggest that this is not so.

  "Bettina is just joking, don't believe her. If I hurt her every now and again, it is only with biting words". Before, do you remember? "What". Killed a returner.

 What had happened? His words reminded me that a little while before, during a pause full of tension, at the very moment when our new friend was concentrating on his pure thoughts in order to express himself in Italian through us, Bettina had suddenly told me that I had a tiny little insect on my jacket and, possibly because the distraction had made me nervous, I had simply swatted it. And Proculus had immediately broken his silence, asking me: Was it a returner? "Who?" [The] graceful insect. "The insect I had on my toga?" Yes. A returner? It could have been an ancestor.  "Returned by means of metempsychosis, you mean?" Yes. Don't you believe [in it]? The animals are dead who return. "Bettina is inclined to believe it". She is wise (X).

 Let me add here as an aside that, as far as Bettina is concerned, this is a fanciful speculation rather than a conviction. Here, as in other communications of a different type, our time-honoured friend reincarnation rears its head every now and again. Even Marcus Flavius was far from averse to the idea. Shall we talk about it for a moment? In that case let us enlarge the parenthesis a little and go back to our Marcus, to the ninth and last communication we had with him. I had asked him: "Do you know anything about metempsychosis or the transmigration of souls?" Here or on earth?, came his reply. "On earth. In other words: somebody dies and comes into your sphere; he then becomes reincarnated and lives a second life in another body; he then dies again, and so on". It was a doctrine that existed in my days. And also here, at the lowest levels. "Is the doctrine also held in your sphere?" No, but earlier yes: many return. "Do you mean that, before elevating themselves to your sphere of pure dancing energies, many souls return to the earth?" Yes. "But was this a simple belief or do they really return?" I no longer saw him. "Perhaps you no longer saw a certain soul for the simple reason that he had elevated himself or transferred to other spiritual spheres". And if they return? "What do you mean by that?" You could be a returner. "Did you believe in the transmigration of souls?" It was an attractive belief. "But you never returned to the earth to live another life?" No: as M[arcus] F[lavius] no. "So?" Since I have no memories, it could be that I returned in some other guise. "But you have no recollection of the experiences". I have no memories, but I may have been another. "If, after having been Marcus Flavius on earth, you had also been Gaius Veturius, you would now speak to me as Gaius, and not as Marcus". But if all these years have passed. Almost how many? "One thousand nine hundred". 1900. I could have been another for 70 years and then for 50 years another and finally have become M.F. again. "Do they believe in metempsychosis in your present sphere?" Some do and expect the return. "But, if I understand rightly, there are only a few who believe this". In this purified sphere. "Do you mean that in your purified sphere there are few who believe in metempsychosis?" Yes (IX). The only comment I have to add is this: none of the seven Roman souls we interviewed proved in actual fact to have any recollections relating to other terrene lives, no matter what they might have been.

 But let us close this parenthesis and return to Proculus. His last remark had reminded me of the insecticide I had committed a little while before. Recalling this little episode, certainly not a particularly happy one, attributed specific meaning to a phrase that had seemed a little strange to me at first: Killed a returner. "The little insect?", I asked. "But", I went on to object, "if we were to let all of them live, they would invade us. After all, I don't make them suffer: I kill them without there being even aware of it". Love them. "But I kill them without hate, with respect, with regard, very careful not to wound them first, so that they will not have to suffer. I can't have the house full of insects. For this reason I have to kill some every now and again, but always with displeasure and some feeling of shame". No, they must evolve. "I accept your lesson, Proculus, but shall have to think about it for a while" (X).

 As a general rule, I treated Proculus with a great deal of deference. And he showed himself to be very appreciative of this, as also of our customary affection: To you my gratitude for your love, he told us as he was taking his leave of us one evening (X). And on another occasion: I am very proud and admit it, and I should like to see Volumnius' face. He always said to me: 'Beast, ass, idiot'. And now I am a teacher.

 But for the moment it is I to give the lesson or, rather, to preach a homily: "You have to forgive Volumnius. He cannot evolve unless he asks your forgiveness, and not even you can evolve unless you forgive those who harmed you". I shall think about it now. Even Proculus needs his "reflection pauses", as we would say today.

 "This is also taught by the religion of Christ. Did you ever know any Christians? What do you know about them?" Enemies. Keep clear. "Enemies of whom or what?" Who went with them had trouble. It was said they had strange rites: they drank blood. They adored a god. "How was this god whom the Christians adored?" One. "You know, Bettina and I are also Christians". What will happen to me? "Nothing. Don't you know that in the centuries that have elapsed after you the whole of Italy has become Christian?" Possible. "Indeed. As also many other countries of the Roman Empire". And the gods? "Today the one God is adored in place of the gods". New religion.
 "Certainly: a new religion and at the same time also a new civilization". Also the Britons and the Germans. "Certainly". They seemed poor devils. "The triumph of Christ's religion, not all at once but little by little, also led to the freeing of the slaves". And now there really aren't any. "No. Now people work and get paid, as free men". Really? "That's what I am telling you. There may be some who complain that the pay is not enough. And then, to be sure, not all the evils have come to an end. But slavery, at least in the form you knew, no longer exists". I believe you.

 "As regards the gods, anybody who wants to can continue to keep them in due consideration. But they are like faces of the one God. Imagine a diamond with many, many faces. The faces are the gods who act only as aspects and manifestations of the one God, who is the diamond as a whole". That is a poetic image. "The essential is therefore God. On the other hand, you have your Jupiter, who is the supreme God and can also be understood as the one God". But to attain to him? says the togate. "Cave togatum et redi ad nos perendino die" ("Beware of the togate and come back to us the day after tomorrow"), I said to Proculus in a sudden access of Latin. Bettina added her own greetings, invariably kind and amiable, as befits her nature. Matrona tua est pulchra mihi.

 This phrase merits a special comment. Matrona tua is in some way like saying "your lady". Even though he may now be free in the heavens, for a slave, assailed by his returning recollections and the complex of his former miserable state, it may well be difficult to say "your wife" (uxor tua). In any case, the use of matrona in the sense of "wife" of Gaius, Titius or Sempronius is very rare; indeed, this meaning of the word was quite unknown to me, though a subsequent analysis of the phrase and dictionary search fully confirmed it.

 As to pulchra, it does not only mean "beautiful to see". Bettina could well have been ugly as far as Proculus is concerned, for we know that he would not be able to see her. In this context, rather, pulcher, chra, chrum refers to ideal or spiritual beauty, gentleness of heart above all. This is a meaning of pulcher that I undoubtedly knew about in some way or other, but to which I had never paid any special attention. It is only now that I fully realize that the pulcherrimi amici with which our entity friends greeted us from time to time does not necessarily mean "most beautiful" in aspect, but rather and essentially very beautiful in the ideal sense: "most noble" of heart, "most gentle". In short: "Your wife seems to me to have a fine soul".

 I did not really want to interrupt my narration of the facts at a moment when it was proceeding at full steam but, seeing that I have decided to do so in honour of my matron, let me take advantage of the situation to add a comment about another matter. Let us go back a little and consider the detail of the iron tankards or tankards that must have been in use in the tavern if they were to be thrown at the poor Proculus whenever his master Volumnius got mad with him. These iron tankards had at first caused me some perplexity. Once again, I had found myself face to face with the usual dilemma: either they did not exist at the time (and, in that case, who knows what psychic process caused them to crop up in the communication) or they did exist, though I knew nothing about them, i.e. they represented yet another thing that Bettina and I were to learn as a result of our communications.

 "Tankard" (Italian "boccale") makes one think, above all, of poculum, which was the most common drinking vessel and also particularly simple in form, though it was certainly not the only one (because there was also the scyphus, the cantharus, the phiala, the calix, the patera, and so on, vessels of different forms and suitable for every taste and purse). In a little volume dedicated to tableware among the Romans, Dosi and Schnell state that the poculum "was a wine cup without a stem, made of clay or wood and later also of metal or glass". More generally, the two authors note that the ancestral vessels of the Romans evolved under the influence of the Etruscans and the Greeks, until "eventually the use of bronze and iron was introduced", to be followed, though only later, by gold, silver, electrum (an alloy of the previous two), crystal, glass and other precious materials (the latter surely not in use in Volumnius' tavern!). Coming back specifically to drinking vessels, Paolo Mingazzini, in the appropriate entry of the Treccani Encyclopedia, confirms that "the texts tell us also about metal pocula… though none are to be found among the specimen that have come down to us". The various Latin dictionaries I consulted also mention that a trulla (a kind of ladle used to transfer the wine from the cratere, a larger vessel, into the pocula of the individual drinkers) could be made of either iron or bronze.

 And then I found a particularly significant item of information: Capua was highly renowned for the production of bronze vessels, and Volumnius could therefore buy as many as he wished without having to go very far.

 A painting at Herculaneum (well known, it would seem, though neither Bettina or I had ever seen it) shows tinkers selling utensils in the public square and, given the purely functional nature of the forms, the complete lack of ornaments and the confident and almost careless display, their ware was certainly not made of precious metal: and at least one of their utensils could very easily be a poculum (see Daremberg and Saglio's Dictionary of Antiquity, Figure 951).   

 The pocula were certainly often made of copper or bronze, but were there really also some in iron (Italian "ferro"). Or was the description di ferro ("of iron") given of the pocula that Volumnius hurled at Proculus simple a picturesque but rather approximate way of saying that they were metallic and, in any case, felt very hard when they hit you? The only thing quite certain is that we learnt that the Romans also possessed metal drinking vessels, something we had not previously known or even wondered about. The more time I spend thinking, the more I realize that one simply cannot think of everything.

 Though not being curious in the adventurous sense of the word (I am deliberately using the two terms employed by Marcus Flavius), Proculus possessed a more than lively intellectual curiosity and also a certain disposition for aperture and evolution. But this disposition tended to be blocked by the fear his terrene traumas had induced in him, a fear that had been buried under layers of oblivion but was now coming to the fore again as a result of his renewed contact with our sphere. And the incubus returning to his mind had a name: Volumnius. Just as Don Abbondio in Manzoni's "The Betrothed" is literally paralyzed by his fear of Don Rodrigo, something very similar happens with our Proculus every time the image of his former master returns to his mind or, for that matter, any other image or thought that could reawaken his fear, be it only by association of ideas.

 In the course of the twelfth communication of the series Proculus had introduced us to Opimius, on earth a wine merchant from Salerno, and had then left us to talk for a while to the newly arrived entity. When he came back, he wanted to know whether Opimius had made a good impression on me. As soon as I called him, saying: "Proculus! Are you there?", he came in with a Proculus and then added: [Are you] content? "This friend of yours is also interesting: he is a good acquisition", I replied. He was a wine haulier. And he immediately followed this with his customary note: He is not like Volumnius. Rich but not haughty.

  After I had asked him whether Opimius had been a contemporary of his on earth and Proculus had replied in the affirmative, I continued by putting a number of his historical questions: "Who was emperor after Gaius Caligula?" Tiberius. (Proculus, once again, called Claudius in this way, using the emperor's prenomen just as Marcus Flavius had done before him. But did he do this because this was the common usage in his day, or was it rather because the use of a certain word by a previous entity produces the effect of opening a furrow – or, if you prefer, a kind of track – to be followed by all subsequent ones?). "He had two bad wives, but he, Tiberius Claudius, was good and wise". Yes, but not energetic. "And who was emperor after Tiberius?" Nero, so Opimius tells me: a madman. "Do you know that Nero set Rome on fire?" Yes, but where is he now? "In the Tartarus, I imagine". (For those who don't know, let me add that for ancient Romans the Tartarus was a kind of Inferno). Merited. Perhaps Volumnius is also there? Is it eternal? "Proculus, would you really wish the Tartarus to be eternal if Volumnius were there?" Yes.
 The idea that Nero and, above all, Volumnius might be in the Tartarus and remain there had got our good friend so excited that the glass, in giving the last two answers, had taken to running as if it had gone berserk. "Proculus, you must give me the time to write, otherwise I shan't remember anything", I told him. And he: Old age, old age. This got Bettina up in arms to say that I was not yet decrepit, that I was a boy as always. But Proculus, being a true archaic, was accustomed to taking such statements literally and immediately vented his perplexity by displacing the glass onto the question mark: he simply could not grasp that Bettina wanted to say that I was an old man young in spirit, a boy at heart. As far as he and his contemporaries are concerned, if a person is old, he is old and that is all there is to it. Rather, the ancients set great stock on being old, they played at being old more than was strictly necessary, they wallowed in it: possibly in the Senate or, if they happened to be Athenians, in the Gherusia: both these terms, after all, mean nothing other than "Assembly of the Elders" and their members never had the slightest hesitation in describing themselves as old. Bettina's comment therefore missed its mark, not least because Proculus was wholly taken up his problem of arranging things in such a way that Volumnius would remain conveniently relegated in the Tartarus and, consequently, would not be able to harass his soul for all eternity (in much the same way as he had so often broken his bones in earthly life).

 Well, wise man, what is your answer? "To what?" The question about eternity. "If I have to tell you my feelings, in keeping with my religion, I shall tell you right away that our God loves men and wants them all to be saved and happy". Christus. "Yes, Christus is man and God". No. "Let us put it this way: our God is a little like your Jupiter, but he does not have as many sons and as many gods around him. He has only one son, Christ, who is a divine man. Now, God (and with him Christ, who is his light) loves all men without limits and therefore wants them all saved, he wants to redeem them all and free them from all evil, all suffering, so that they may be happy forever with him in his celestial Olympus".

 The cruel? "Let us look at the question of the cruel: are you cruel, Proculus?" No. "You respect even an insect and admonished me because I killed one. Now let us imagine that such a Proculus, who is loving and considerate even with insects, suddenly becomes cruel. How would we explain this? We would say that our good Proculus fell while going down the stairs, that he knocked his head and has gone crazy. We would say that he was healthy, but now, after the fall, he is ill". Not ill, but very bad. You are philosophizing. "Certainly. If not, what kind of a philosopher would I be?" (Let me recall the philosophical joke that Marcus, on another occasion, had accused me of having engaged in. I note that, as a general rule, these simple people, though they look upon us with fascination and a mixture of curiosity and suspicion, see us philosophers as a strange species of highly ingenious madmen).

 And enemies? "One has to forgive one's enemies". No, no, no, no. "Have you nothing to be forgiven?" Yes: rage, fits. "You, too, have therefore erred". Everything in life. "All of us have erred, all have sinned in some way. Only those who are without sin can sit on the curule seat to judge the others. The best thing is that we should all forgive each other: don't you agree?" Not a very acceptable religion.
 It was by then 7.55 p.m. on 26 February, our hour was up, and in a few minutes' time there would be the news on television. "Proculus, if you come back the day after tomorrow, together with Opimius, we shall have occasion to continue our discussion". Yes. I like delving into things with you. "Thanks, then, to both of you, and keep your ears open for my call the day after tomorrow". SSS. Duos dies. Valete friends. Glad love I send you (XII).

 Two days later, after having had a conversation with Opimius, I called Proculus again, who immediately established contact and resumed the discussion without introductory greetings: Thought much. Eternity not eternal. I don't understand? (Note that I have here simply recorded an improper use of the question mark). "God is good", I replied, "He loves us and saves us all for a happy eternity: that is the only eternity" All? Then I shall be back in the cellar with Volumnius. "You will see that Volumnius has repented and will ask your forgiveness". You who are learned yes, but he is of low condition. "Volumnius is undoubtedly expiating in suffering and needs your pardon". Pardon because you are of Christ. "Religion quite apart, if you don't forgive him, not even you will be able to evolve". But he is iracund. "But now he is a spirit. The iracundity was in his flesh". I believe you because you are a wise magister. "You are too good with me: but what I have told you is true". But when we meet I will come with you. Will you take me? "As slave?" Yes. That way V. will remain thunderstruck. "But slaves have been abolished". The way you said then. "As friend" Yes. Free servant. "As freedman?" Yes (XIII).

 That Proculus wanted to stay with me is something that I can ascribe to his sympathy for me and his desire for friendship; but that he should want to become my slave or, at least, my freedman can be explained only by fear and the need for protection, now that the gates of the Tartarus can no longer be relied upon to retain the feared Volumnius forever. However, my request for information of a different type then deviated our conversation into other directions.

 Two days later we again established contact with Opimius and Proculus and on that occasion we had two friends with us: Felice, present for the second time, and Dante. That evening I made a little experiment to see to what extent my presence influences the things the entities tell us. While Bettina and Dante acted as channels and Felice kept the record, I went into another room, some ten or twelve metres away, and from my new and more distant position asked Bettina and Felice to put certain questions, first to Opimius and then to Proculus: both of whom, in actual fact, replied quite appropriately, even making correct references to things said in previous communications. On taking Opimius' place, Proculus asked: Philippus non est in cubiculo? ("Is Filippo not in the room?"). Felice asked him whether he could hear my voice coming from the other room. No, replied Proculus. Thereupon Felice asked him whether he wanted to send me a message about the matter we had talked about on the previous occasion. Like myself, Felice was falling back on his school memories (which, in any case, he has to refresh from time to time to help his son to do his homework) and spoke in Latin, thereby hoping to induce Proculus to express himself in that language. Proculus thus replied: Eternitate non est eterna, dixit Philippo mihi. ("Eternity is not eternal, Filippo told me"). Felice, still in Latin, then asked what he meant by this strange statement. Religio sua, replied Proculus. When Felice asked what my religion was, he answered: Christus.
 At this point Felice announced that I had come back. Hic est?, asked Proculus. And I: "Adsum, Procule dilectissime. Philippus vere hic est" ("I am here, dearest Proculus. Filippo is really here"). Philippus, said Proculus, almost suggesting an altogether particular tone of voice. "Ave Procule, quid agis? (How are you?) You can answer in our language by concentrating on pure thoughts. How are things going then?" Much confusion. "Our friend Felice had taken my place". Felix nomen suus ("Felice is his name"). "Felix est nomine fortunaque" ("He is Felice by both name and fortune", a play on words, the name meaning "happy" in both Latin and Italian). Tu facetus (which is rather like saying: "You are always joking").

 "Let us resume our discussion of the other day. What were you saying?" It is not a religion for me. "Because you want Volumnius to remain in the Tartarus, is that it?" Yes. "You must forgive him, otherwise not even you will enter the Olympus". I can forgive, but he must remain there. "I propose a compromise solution: you don't mind if Volumnius in the Tartarus is happy, rich and enjoys eternity between sumptuous parties and beautiful slave girls, always provided he remains where he is?" Yes. "So, he may be happy where he is, with your pardon, always provided he leaves you alone. Is that right?" Yes.
 "We are agreed then. Will you both come in two days' time?". Duos dies. Valete pulcherrimi amici. "Do you have a message to give to our friends who live 1900 years after you?" Amor et pax. "That is a good message at all times. Thank you and goodbye" (XIV).

 "Love and peace": our friend is now at peace with himself and also with his former master, whom he could even love and wish all the very best, if only he will remain where he is: if we have not yet arrived at the Christian love for one's neighbour, we at least have a love for someone far away, always provided he does not come any closer. And it was also the most I could at that moment ask of Proculus' paganism, which his ancient terror, coming to the surface again, had blocked and crystallized.

 As regards all the rest, we have already seen, and very clearly so, that our friend is gentle, good and full of affection, in short, a fine soul. In any case, it is my fault if I have reawakened him from the oblivion that had enabled him to elevate himself to a spiritual life of pure adoration. He had lived, and has since returned to living, a pure mystical existence, to which he also dedicated all the time between successive visits he paid to us. It is difficult to believe that during these intervals he pursued his adoration with the same concentration as before: he was probably like the people in church who become distracted or sit close to the door to make sure they will be the first to leave, their body present at the sacred event, but their mind elsewhere.

 This also brings to mind an occasion when we kept our appointment much earlier than usual, in the course of the morning. Readers will recall that Marcus Flavius, once when we had established contact in the afternoon rather than the evening, came quickly and full of enthusiasm, telling us how happy this earlier meeting made him (I am content. Have you come early?) (VIII). They will also recall the occasion when we were a day late and he had said: Duo die non venit. Cor meo triste. This interval seemed longer to me... before there was no expectation of a friend (VI). But on this occasion, when we kept our appointment with Opimius and Proculus on the day we promised, but in the morning rather than in the afternoon or evening, we found the former tranquil and serene, lucid, benevolent and a little sly, all as usual, while Proculus struck us by the extreme slowness with which he moved the glass. "Proculus, are you there?", I asked him. The Yes that came in answer really seemed to be excessively slow, and the same may be said of the phrase that followed: Proculus venit ("Proculus is coming"). "I find you a little lustless this morning", I noted. And he: Little energy. Much gone in adoration. You came in antemeridian hours. "And my early coming has caught you unprepared?" Yes. "You could not take your siesta, your little afternoon sleep?" Yes: sleep. It is not earthly sleep, but a kind of abandon that restores strength (XVI). What is involved here is evidently a period of what we would now call relaxation, which even in our case has the effect of regener- ating and can take the place of sleep.

 What are the stages and experiences through which Proculus had passed before arriving in his actual condition? One day I interviewed him about his death and subsequent astral existence. He was suffering very gravely from an illness that caused him swelling, pain, great thirst. The only person who came to look after him, every now and again, was a servant girl from the tavern (serva tabernae venit). She made him drink water to cure the body (aqua cura corporis). She also brought food, but [the] illness got worse.

 My debt of gratitude to the Maiolo family is not limited to Anna's contribution, but extends also to the equally precious help received from her husband, Ilario Maiolo, a medical man. I asked Ilario whether he could diagnose, at least in outline, the illness that may have afflicted Proculus. He thought about it for a while and then let me have two type-written sheets that I propose to quote verbatim, though omitting the more erudite passages: "The term collagenopathy designates a series of morbous conditions (rheumatoid arthritis, sclerodermia, panarteritis, dermatomiositis...), which all have the common feature of a specific collagen lesion (the term collagen referring to a scleroprotein that produces the collagen fibres of the connective tissue). Proculus was probably suffering from rheumatoid arthritis, an illness of as yet unknown origin, that gives rise to a rather polymorphous symptomatology and can affect many different organs and tissues. Even today we do not know which antigen unleashes the flood of symptoms that leads the patient to complain of pains and swellings affecting all the joints (but, above all, those of the hands). Proculus speaks of a very specific triad of symptoms: swellings, pain and a great deal of thirst. Bearing in mind the heavy manual work performed by Proculus and the humid and unhealthy places in which he lived and spent his nights, one may hazard an outline diagnosis and situate the illness from which he was suffering in the vast chapter of the connectivites. We do not even have any idea why cells like lymphocytes and monocytes, which normally represent our first line of defence against aggression from outside, suddenly go stark raving mad and become sworn enemies of the tissues that in normal physiological conditions they ought to defend, but which they now destroy by the immission of cytolytic enzymes. There is even a reduction in the activity of the NK (Natural Killer) cells, cells present in our bodies since birth for the purpose of killing any microorganism that dares attack the various human tissues. Pain, stiffness and swelling of the joints are the first symptoms that necessarily induce the patient to rest. Elbows, knees and feet turn red and swell, so that even walking becomes very difficult. Rheumatoid arthritis is an illness that does not spare many tissues: indeed, it affects the heart (pericarditis, valve lesions), the lungs (fibrosis and pulmonary arteritis), the eye (scleritis), the central nervous system (granulomas at the level of the meninx), the blood (anemia), the bones (osteoporosis), the intestine (where it causes ulcers and diarrhea). The thirst that Proculus complains of could be related to the excessive loss of liquids through the intestine. In former days, when no adequate therapies were available, the illness tended to spread more readily from one organ to another, running its course very rapidly towards a lethal outcome".

 I asked Dr. Maiolo to add a few words about the water the servant girl brought for Proculus to drink, this not only to assuage his thirst but also as a cure (aqua cura corporis). Let me therefore quote another note that the excellent Ilario prepared for me: "In ancient times hydrotherapy was understood as a washing of the body, this in the sense that the water drunk by the patient was to disintoxicate the organism and to eliminate all the toxic substances that had either found their way into it or had formed within it as a result of the intermediate metabolism. The treatment of arthritis was based, above all, on the use of waters containing iodine salts, not least as a drink". How hydrotherapy is today being reconsidered and redimensioned is quite another question that Ilario began to explain to me, but which has no immediate bearing as far as our subject matter is concerned.

 Before he died, Proculus saw some souls by his bedside. "Do you remember who they were?", I asked him. No, he replied, but at the time I recognized them as dear. "How was the passing over?" Dulce, dulce ("Sweet"). "What were your experiences afterwards?" Darkness, then light. Only silence. Apparition: an old man wearing a toga. What he said to me was similar to what I told you: a welcome. A little while previously, in fact, he had told me: Senex togatus dixit: 'Procule, in coelis tua vita est pulchra' ("The old togate said: 'Proculus, your life in heaven is beautiful'". The concept, obviously, being that it would henceforth be very different from what it was on earth).

 "What came afterwards?" A restoring sleep. Reawakening in a big city: noise, traffic of chariots, grandiose things. I was lost. I did not know anybody. I went to a zone, I don't know in your language (He probably wanted to say: "I went to a certain neighbourhood"): taverns, poor houses, shops, and there I got to know my likes. "What do you mean by your likes?" Humble.
 My readers will already have realized that, once again, we are here concerned with an astral city. These environments are collective, intersubjective mental creations of the souls who, though now discarnate, still preserve the mental habits they had on earth and therefore reproduce their terrestrial environment in a kind of collective dream. For each one of them, this dream will dissolve only to the extent to which the individual concerned succeeds in emancipating himself from the conditioning of these forms. "And then?", I asked again. Then wise vir[i] explained to us that we had to evolve. Then we began devotional practices: to the gods offerings, songs, dances. And now I find myself here where you called me (XI).

 The reference that Proculus made to the humble, after having already described himself as umilis by way of social condition and calling, merits a brief comment. Marcus Flavius (as readers will recall) had already used the term humble people (VIII). I was clearly aware of the contraposition between honestiores and humiliores, who in the days of the Roman empire constituted more or less the two classes of the rich and the poor, with the gulf between them being widened all the time. Apart from the use, well known to me, of humiles in the comparative (i.e. humiliores) to designate the people of low condition, I was completely unaware that the simple humiles was also used to designate the common people, that this was indeed the more usual form, and that it had its counterpart in the honesti and the opulenti, that is to say, a manner that was linguistically both more appropriate and originary.

 Following the visit of Dante and Felice, an occasion when they had frankly expressed some reserves and difficulties, though these can be explained, I told Proculus the substance of question that both of them had raised. The question, as we shall soon see, is both big and fundamental but, as we shall likewise see in a moment, the answer, notwithstanding its simplicity, is altogether up to the mark. "You souls of ancient Rome", I said to Proculus, "have been living in the spirit world for 1900 years. What, then, have you learnt and realized in spiritual terms in the course of this time?" Without indulging either in abstract concepts or rhetorical vacuity, Proculus put before me a kind of detailed inventory of deconditionings and positive achievements: First we unlearnt terrene life in all its aspects. Then we left affects, feelings, sensations and everything you can imagine, lastly also form. And we began to understand the Divinity. Since then our essence has been tending towards unconditional abandonment to the Divinity and towards adoration. Does that seem little to you? Rancours, hates, hustle, deceit, intrigues were in daily life. In eternity joy, love, dances, praise to the Divinity.

 In this phase, therefore, we have a pure ascetic-mystic itinerary that tends to achieve sanctity and "spiritual marriage" with the Divinity, as we might say with the help of a terminology that is dear to the tradition of Christian spirituality. For the moment the tendency is towards perfect union with the Divinity, from whom one will eventually receive all and everything: all good things, all perfection, omniscience, omnipotence, the plenitude of humanism.

 Loss of earthly memories is a strictly functional aspect of the first ascetic stage of detachment from all the terrene things. "Had you forgotten everything?" I asked Proculus. Yes: the contact [with the terrene sphere through you] brings faded memories, but in the sphere there is absolute oblivion. One must temporarily annul all the memories that can still bind one to the earth and become an obstacle to spiritual ascent. The total loss of recollections is an aspect of initiation death, which is intended to be total. What is at stake here is not to patch up the house, to shore it and to carry out works of restoration, but rather a complete reconstruction from the foundations upwards after the old house has been completely demolished. But the day we shall all be totally of God, we will be given back everything in Him. I continued questioning Proculus: "But can our memories be recovered in the end?" All will be in the Olympus. "Do you mean that in the final condition of the Olympus all our memories will come back to us?" And Jupiter is their custodian. "Thus you and I will be able to recognize each other. We shall be able to remember and continue our friendship". Yes (XV).
 But in the meantime each one of us has his road to follow and we therefore had to take leave of each other. Proculus had become so fond of us that, even after he had introduced Opimius to us in communication XII, he accompanied him for another five times, because he still wanted a share of the conversation and partake in our philosophical debate. Since all our communications last for about an hour, towards the fortieth minute of communication XVII I put to Optimius what by then had become a customary question: "And Proculus? Is he with you?" He is here, he is here, came the answer from our kind and good-natured wine merchant and haulier, with whom we shall soon become better and more directly acquainted. He would prefer not to return to adoration. "Tell him that he must go back: I have already borrowed him from Jupiter and have no intention to take him away altogether". He is here and wants to salute you. "Thank you, Opimius, and goodbye". Valete.
 "Proculus, are you there?" I remain with you, I like you. It is very philosophical to speak of important topics. "And what is the togate doing and saying?" He wants to put [us] all under. You for him are the antitogate who takes the souls away from him. "Jupiter forbid! Have you new philosophical questions to put to me?" Yes. I thought about the Olympus, the one you speak about, on the earth. Jupiter would have to form it, create it. On a previous occasion I had briefly mentioned what we Christians refer to as resurrection. "Sure", I confirmed, "we Christians say that the supreme God is one and can do everything: he can even transform the world, he can make the world spiritual, perfect, he can modify it, make it divine. For this reason we believe that in the end the souls will resume their aspects and everything they have left and will return to the earth: but the earth will then have been transformed by divine power into an Olympus. When all is said and done, you and we say much the same things and, even though we follow different roads, these roads will meet in the end". Everything can therefore be found again. "Everything is important, Proculus, everything has to be recuperated". I agree with you: we shall meet again. "Certainly, and we shall be perfect and happy like gods of the Olympus. Even Christ says that we are gods. Only that, as gods, we have yet to grow quite a lot".

 Must I not come back to you then? "Each one of us has to follow his own road, dear Proculus: you have to sanctify yourself and become a god in the sphere. We still have many things to do on the earth, if Jupiter so wishes, of course. In the end we shall meet again and remain together". I am sad. But let us make a pact. When you come, you will say or, rather, shout very loud: 'Proculussssssss' and I shall know it is you. "I shall, you may depend on it". I am infinitely happy to have met you and, having become a god and entered Olympus, I shall anxiously await the arrival of both of you. After Bettina had taken her leave of Proculus with affectionate and moving words, I spoke up again: "We also are happy to have met you and, be sure, we shall meet again at the end of the road. We embrace you and wish you all the best. 'Til we meet in Olympus, dear Proculus". Affectionate embraces for you, my beloved friends (XVII).

                                                                Chapter 4

                                        O P I M I U S
 Now I shall go through the sphere. I shall look for the right person and bring him to you duos dies, Proculus had told me towards the end of communication XII. (According to the somewhat "homely" lexicon of our entities, duos dies means, as usual, "in two days' time"). "Fine", I had replied. "We shall still be very happy to talk to you every time you can come. But do bring another who, when Jupiter so desires, can take your place". Yes, in chains if necessary. "I know you are joking, but please avoid all excessive zeal: we do not want to capture anybody, but only politely request someone to communicate with us to further our research".

 Said and done. Two days later, on 26 February, Proculus came back to us full of zip and almost panting like a gun dog with the prey in his mouth: Venit cum me Opimius, he told us (Opimius has come with me). "Quis est?" (Who is he?). Amicus meus in coelis (A friend of mine in the heavens). "Quid fecit dum in terra vivebat?" (What did he do while he lived on the earth?). Salernum et Capua laborabat vinarium mercatus (He worked in the wine market at Salerno and Capua). "Eratne servus aut liber?" (Was he free or a slave?). Liber. Cum eius carro portabat vinum in multas tabernas (Free. With his cart he brought wine to many taverns).

 At this point Opimius himself came to the fore with a Valete amici and then, little by little and as best as he could, replied to my questions. (Vale and valete are really greeting formulas used on leavetaking. They mean "Fare thee well" and "Fare ye well", just like ave and avete. But ave was also used on meeting a person. Could the same apply also in the case of vale? From literature it would seem that this is not so, but who knows?).

 Opimius lived at Salerno, where he bought wine at the wine port and then took it to Capua on his cart, selling it to various taverns (XII). He would follow the Via Popilia, the road that joined the two cities, taking two days for the journey (though this does not seem to me quite enough to cover the distance with the kind of cart in use at that time). He would spend the night or nights on the way sleeping under the cart or, possibly, in a tavern when it was cold: there supper and bed because, as he went on, I [was] always very tired. For those who were not completely worn out by fatigue and needed company, the tavern was full of women who were forward and invited the customers. I do not think they wasted many words or caresses to offer their procacities to our Opimius, whose desire to save money at all costs caused him to entrench himself behind his tiredness. Indeed, they must have given up all hope of ever getting even a single, miserable as out of Opimius.

 His favourite tavern was some way off the road. But I don't remember the name, he added. A little while previously he had told me more generally: My earthly memories have vanished, but in you some of them are returning (XIII).

 Be it noted that, albeit unwittingly and without my really expecting it, he had given me two items of information or, at least, focused my mind on two things that I either had not known or had not consciously registered in my mind.

 The first of the two notions that can be deduced from what Opimius had said, and which I later found confirmed in the book on Roman Meals and Tableware by Dosi and Schnell, is that there existed a certain type of inn, rather modest in standing, that was known as deversorium by virtue of their being generally situated off the main road: "The deversorium (from deverto, 'I leave the road')", as the authors note, "also served more or less the same purpose as a place of rest with lodgings. It may have been less comfortable than a hotel, but was acceptable in the absence of anything better". The idea of leaving the road is confirmed by the existence of another vocable derived from the same root, namely deverticulum, which can mean either "inn, hotel, lodging" or "lane, side road that takes one away from the main road" (Georges). Even if the concept of leaving the road is not always to be applied quite literally to the deversorium, there is yet a rather interesting correspondence here: the deversorium was a more modest hotel that took its name from the fact that originally one had to leave the road to get there; furthermore, Opimius was so sparing with his money as to avoid hotels whenever he could and, when this proved impossible, he resigned himself to spending the night at a more modest one that was some way off the road.

 The second notion he conveyed to us is that, as a general rule, tabernae, popinae, cauponae and deversoria were distinguished by a particular name; indeed, the authors of the book I have just quoted also tell us that "all these public places where people could eat and lodge would generally have signs of the type: At the Elephant (Pompei), At the Cock (Narbonne), At the Mercury and Apollo (Lyons), At the Lesser Eagle, At the Hercules, and so on.

 Opimius, by dint of his saving and hard work, had managed to put aside some money, nummos, indeed multos, so that he was eventually able to buy or build two houses: one of them at Salerno, in forum. This house had atrium, impluvium, quattuor cubiculi, focus, cellae vinariae, oleariae, frumentis (atrium with something like a small interior courtyard, four rooms, a hearth, and rooms to store wine, oil and grain) (XII).

 In communication XII Opimius had described this house as a villa. A villa in the forum, be it even a vinery? A villa is a country house, a holding, an estate, a farm, and so on. On the next occasion I therefore asked further explanations of Opimius and he then told me that, at different times, he had possessed domus in foro e[t] villa in ager.

 Can there be anything more interesting than interviewing a man, be he even of modest condition, about something that he really knows, namely his work? Even though in our case one has to allow for memory gaps and the various communication difficulties, there is always a great deal to be learnt from interviewing a deceased about his past life.

 In the port of Salerno Opimius bought vinus Affricae, Asiae Minoris, Graeciae, even though Italici vini optimi sunt. Particularly valuable among them the socalled Falerno, the famous brandy – if that expression is legitimate – of the age, which really set you on fire, reducing you in flammis (XII). Let me here recall the description of the same wine that had been given by Marcus Flavius: Strong and vigorous. One sip made you a king (VI).

 I asked Opimius where the Falerno vinyards were situated and received as answer: Vesuvius mons, agrus Campaniae (XII). Although this is not correct, it is rather instructive: in actual fact, the wine was produced in the Falernus ager, which even today is still called "Agro Falerno" and is situated at the foot of Mount Massico. Opimius got mixed up between the two mountains, so much so that he was to correct himself on the next occasion (XIII): Vesuvius mons alius vinus ("Mount Vesuvius other wine"). But, even confusing the two mountains as earlier he had confused his two houses, he pinpointed the production site of Falernus wine by specifying a mons and an ager, understanding ager, quite obviously, not as a field (for the whole of a wine speciality cannot be produced in a single field), but rather as an area. Only somewhat later did I discover that the wine in question was actually produced in an ager Campaniae, a part of Campania that is indeed closely associated with a mountain (completely freestanding and very famous, though I – in my ignorance – had never heard of it).

 While on the subject of the word ager, let me add that I also learnt a particular shade of meaning: ager is not only any piece of land or field or estate, but is also used to indicate the countryside as opposed to the city (urbs). It is true that the word, when used in this sense of contraposition, is commonly put in the plural (i.e. agri): but, just as I said, this was often done, not necessarily always. The use of ager in this particular acception, of which I was wholly unaware, was very clearly revealed to me in the phrase domus in foro e[t] villa in ager.

 The words with which we are here concerned, as we have already seen on numerous occasions, have endings that could hardly be less correct, though the roots are as they ought to be (except the occasional cases of dog Latin that we have already discussed, explaining their psychological origin). What we here have is not a current, daily Latin, but rather recollections of a language spoken two thousand years ago. And, even though I myself could not resist the temptation of an occasional wisecrack, I feel it would be ungenerous (and also rather stupid) to dwell on this aspect and rub it in: the Latin of our entities is such as it is, irrespective of whether one wants to ascribe it to the source from which it comes or blame it on the imperfection and ignorance of the two human channels or, again, attribute it to the necessary detachment of these souls from the earth and the fact that their memory of earthly things has sunk into oblivion. May our readers therefore be benevolent and forbearing: not even in my wildest dreams was this book ever intended as a manual of Latin conversation; even less so was it conceived as a grammar.

 The new things I learnt from Opimius also include the adjective vinarius, a, um used in combination with mercatus and, as we shall see a little further on, also portus.

 I also learnt from him the precise meaning of two other words, namely carrus and portare. Carrus is not currus: while currus means "coach", carrus refers to a merchandise cart with four wheels. Likewise, portare is not ferre. Fero is generally used in the sense of "I take [to]"; porto, on the other hand, is more pronouncedly "I transport", "I carry". Though the distinction between the two verbs is not readily defined and both can be used in the two senses, the idea of transport of goods on a cart can certainly be far better expressed by porto: there can be little or no doubt about this, even though the matter was not by any means present in my mind and, indeed, I had never set myself this problem.

 Another thing completely new to me is the existence, in Roman days, of a direct road link between Salerno and Capua, so that the latter could be very readily supplied with wine from Salerno, probably more readily than from other ports that, as the bird flies, were nearer at hand. This road, the Via Popilia, was wholly outside my knowledge or, at least, I had never paid any heed to it, certainly not as a link between Salerno and Capua.

 While Opimius talked to me about his villa, I inquired whether he had owned any slaves. He told me that he had duos. With the image of Volumnius still in my mind, I asked Opimius whether he was a good or a bad master. A state of absolute sincerity always prevails between us and our entity friends, and in answer to this question our late wine merchant was to prove this once again, for he made the glass oscillate between the 'yes' and the 'no' several times, more or less as if he wanted to say: "sometimes good, sometimes bad".

 Opimius had an occasion to tell us something about a disadventure of his on the day when, as previously mentioned, Dante and Felice paid us a visit. Let me add here that Dante teaches philosophy, while Felice is a magistrate. I had no sooner introduced them to Opimius and explained their professions than I received the following comment: Magister bonus ("Good the teacher"). I said that I entirely agreed and asked him what he thought of the judge. And he: Non bonus. When I continued my questioning, he explained himself better: Judex bonus cum vir[o] potenti, malus cum me (The judge good with powerful man, bad with me). "Did some judge use you wrong?", I asked him. Sic [fuit]. Poena pecunaria ("Yes. A money fine"). Mihi dedit, sed potenti viri non ("He fined me, but not the powerful man").

 Poena pecunaria could be a correct expression (though I had never met it before). Indeed, I cannot even recall ever to have come across the adjective pecuniarius, a, um, but it is to be found in Latin dictionaries with the meaning "of or relating to money". One can also find multa, ae, which is defined as "fine in kind, later commonly in money, pecuniary fine or penalty". There is the expression aliquem multa et poena multare ("to inflict on somebody a fine and a penalty to be expiated in person": thus, at least, I would be inclined to translate it). There is also multare aliquem pecunia (to wit: "to inflict on somebody a fine, a pecuniary penalty").

 I then changed to formulating my questions in Italian and urged Opimius to answer in the same tongue, suggesting to him once again that he should use the technique I have already mentioned. He explained to me that he had nothing against philosophers, though that was not quite the case as far as judges were concerned: You [are a] philosopher and make morality, the judge unequal justice. "Tell us more about your disadventure". The merchandise was taxed at the wine port of Salerno. Sometimes I succeeded in getting consignments out without tax "Who collected the taxes?" An imperial tax collector. "But was he a private contractor or a state official?" Official. "I asked you this question because, as you know, tax collectors were often private individuals with a contract". Yes, but at the port great traffic. "And therefore there had to be a state official to collect the taxes?" Yes. Then, once discovered, I had to pay. "And then what happened?" Then? "After you had paid the fine". I continued my work.
 At this point I have to make another confession of ignorance, admitting a rather grave lacuna, though – thanks to Opimius – I have now remedied the situation: I had remained anchored to the idea that taxes were collected by private contractors, and this not only in republican days, but also under the empire or, at least, in the early days of the empire. Who knows: I must have been influenced by what the Gospel says about publicans and, in any case, I had never really thought about the matter. But the communication I have just reported suggests, and quite correctly so, that at the beginning of the imperial period private excise men had already been replaced by officials in the true sense of the term. I cannot say whether this had happened absolutely everywhere: but that it had happened at least to a very substantial extent is something that, if I have to be frank, I learnt from Opimius. But there is more to it yet: these officials, apart from administering the imperial revenues, also had jurisdiction: that is to say, they were also judges, at least in fiscal matters. They were called procuratores Augusti or Caesaris (procurators of Augustus or Caesar, i.e. of the emperor). All of this – and I should have known it – formed part of the tax reform introduced by Augustus, which I can best describe by quoting a passage from Fabietti: "Just as there had previously been a state fund – the Aerarium – , there was now set up an imperial fund – the Fiscus – which had a branch office in every province and officials (procuratores) in charge of tax collection, which had previously been contracted out to the socalled publicans, terror of the taxpayers and a stain on the Roman name" (inasmuch as, having paid a fixed contribution to the state, they recuperated their investment in the manner of usurers, mercilessly harassing the taxpayers). "The procurators were sometimes delegated to administer parts of a province or newly conquered territories, as was the case of Pontius Pilate in Palestine". Indirect taxes (portoria) were paid, among others, in the form of toll, and also for the use of ports, considered as public places: once again, all things that I could or should have inferred by reasoning, but which I had never even bothered to think about. 

 "And these officials, when all is said and done, sometimes closed an eye". With powerful families, yes.

 "Tell me another thing, Opimius: were there people at Salerno who extorted money from the merchants, in other words, did they oblige them to pay private taxes for protection, threatening them in case they failed to pay?" Yes. "So that what we nowadays call the Camorra and the Mafia existed also in your time. And did you pay protection money, that is, did you pay taxes to these pirates as well as to the state?" I beat them with a stick. "You beat them?" Yes, yes, yes.

 "Magnificent. That's what everybody ought to do even today. Opimius, can you hear the comments our friends are making?" I would have to change syntony and establish contact with them (XIV).

 Opimius must have been, above all, a practical man capable of adapting his ends to the means at his disposal. Unlike Proculus, he was certainly not a hyperemotive contemplative with a marked disposition for philosophical speculation, somebody for whom everything in life had gone wrong (XII): he must have been a tranquil type, a little on the sly side, active, positive, a worker, a saver. He, too, was probably illiterate. If Proculus, living today, might have opted for classical studies, Opimius would decidedly have preferred a technical course. This reasoning of mine may be a little fanciful, but received a certain measure of support from the great interest that Opimius was to show in our present-day technology.

 When at a certain point I asked Opimius to tell me something of his experiences after death, he did so at a very slow pace, dwelling on a large number of details. I therefore asked him to be a little more concise and he complied with my request so well as to squeeze into no more than fourteen words a subject matter that, if told at his erstwhile speed, could well have occupied two hours. The thing elicited a chuckle from both me and Bettina and caused me to say: "Well, if before you were going too slow, it seems to me that you are now running much too fast". He excused himself by saying: I can't keep track of your earthly time, to which I replied: "My mechanical hour glass tells that almost half of one hour has gone by". Mechanical? Tell me, please. "Well, I have an hour glass without sand, but with wheels that.". Wheels. "Very small, tiny wheels, each with lots of little teeth, that go round and round. As the first wheel rotates, its teeth move the teeth of the second and these, in turn, those of a third. here is a wheel that makes a complete turn in an hour and thus, according to the position it assumes, we can calculate the time, the parts of the hour, that is. There is also a wheel that revolves twice in a day and enables us to tell whether it is the first hour, the second, the third, and so on". Stupendous invention: Could I have one? "It is no use to you souls, because you are now out of time". But it is still beautiful. "I have one of these small hour glasses tied to my left wrist. The toothed wheels that drive each other also cause two little arrows to rotate at different speeds: one of these, the longer one, takes an hour to make a turn; the second arrow, the shorter one, takes twelve hours or half a day. At every moment I therefore know the hour and the parts of the hour". Happy you. But is it really yours? "Certainly, we have six or seven at home, some small, some large. I called the device a mechanical hour glass only because I wanted you to understand what it was, but it is really called an 'orologio' (Italian for watch and clock): the word is made up of two words that have been put together, 'hora' and 'logos', because the little machine counts the hours, measures time". Horologio. "In your language 'hora' is written with an 'h' as the first letter, but in the Italic language of today it is written without: therefore you mustn't put an 'h' when you write 'orologio'" Orologio. "It can be bought for just a few sestertii". Wonderful (VX).

 Only afterwards did I discover that horologium, ii was already a recognized Latin word, though derived from Greek, and that it was used quite generically to designate sun dials, hour glasses, and water clocks.

 Though Opimius may not know how to calculate minutes, this does not mean that he lacks a macroscopic sense of the time that passes: a difference that does not by any means escape him. One evening we called him at eleven rather than at seven, as we had done two days before, and Opimius immediately said to me: Multas horas erat hic ("I have been here for many hours"), where one should particularly note the customary verb form in the third person.

 I justified myself by explaining that I had given a lecture in the afternoon and that we had then returned home, eaten our dinner and watched a film on television: "Hodie foras ii ad orationem faciendam. Postea domum rediimus, cenavimus atque opus filmicum vidimus". Opus filmicum quid est? "Aetate nostra sunt machinae quae vident facta dum eveniunt imaginesque eorum servant. Postea easdem imagines praebent in spectaculo quo facta ipsa iterata videntur" ("We now have machines that see the facts while they happen and preserve the images. Then they show these images in a spectacle in which the same facts seem to be repeated"). Tragedia (A tragedy). "Sic est, sed, si tragoedia, tragoedia vera esse potest, non solum ficta" (Yes, but if it is a tragedy, it could also be a real one, not only make-believe"). Scripta ("Written"). "Vere scripta, non verbis, sed imaginibus" (Written, yes, not with words, but with images). Machina videre imaginem, deinde repetere ("The machine sees the image, then it re-evokes it"). "Sic est: bene intellexisti" ("Yes, you have understood it perfectly"). Opus filmicum repetere in coelis: "repeating the film in the heavens" could consist of recounting things to the other souls of the sphere or of projecting the film in the sphere for their benefit, but in either case it expresses complete understanding and enthusiastic approval (XIII).

 When I later consulted the dictionary, I once again found a new and unsuspected meaning of also in the case of the verb Repeto, ivi, itum, ere: it means not only "to repeat" in general, but also and more particularly "repeating in thought", "recalling to mind", "reminding" (as I read in Georges) and there also (as I would add) "re-evoking", to make something present again as an image. It is an ancient verb that readily lends itself also for expressing the essential idea of a modern invention like the cinematograph. It was only after this analysis that I began to realize the great variety of meanings of the verb repeto, whereas previously I had not gone further than repetita iuvant (sed… seccant) and solve et repete.

 The passionate interest shown in our inventions is well in line with the other aspects of Opimius' extremely practical disposition. There was never any need for me to explain to him what I would do two days hence and what he would have to do in order that we should then be able to meet again: Marcus Flavius had already explained it to him even before Proculus, and he already knew everything. When I took leave of him for the first time, I told him (in Italian): "Alright, Opimius, if you want to, we can meet again in two days' time". Duo dies, he repeated in Latin. "I shall call you in two days' time". Dixit, dixit Marcus ("He told me, Marcus has [already] told me", the equivalent of "I know, I know"). "Are you a friend of Marcus?" Sic [sum] in sfera ("Yes, in the sphere"). "I should now like to talk to Proculus for a moment. I will call you the day after tomorrow". Dixit, dixit. "I shall call: 'Opimius!'". SSS. "Fine. Thank you for having come and goodbye". Valete dilecti (XII).

 Though an early death is always sad, it is entirely in line with the active spirit of such a personage and with his whole biography that death should come upon him at work: Mors mea est in via. In his case death was sudden and swept him away on the Via Popilia during one of his wine transports. "What was the cause?" I don't know, my heart stopped. "Did you suffer?" An acute pain and then I saw people round my body lying on its back. "Living people?" Living. I watched the scene in amazement as if it did not concern me. "What was your age? How old were you?" About fifty or more. "And then what happened?" I could not get away. I wanted to return into that abandoned, immobile body. I felt strange feelings. But an unknown and invisible force was - how shall I say - sucking me away. They are difficult things to tell you. "No, they are easy because I am already familiar with them from the many conversations I have had with discarnate souls. Go on". I was as if taken away. I was flying in a rarefied atmosphere. Not upwards but horizontally. The end of the flight was a gentle landing on an unknown deserted shore without anybody around. I was thunderstruck, accustomed to the wine ports where there is hustle and much life. A little frightened. But a togate senex came to welcome me with a reassuring manner.

 In this account, so crowded with detailed annotations, Opimius also revealed himself as a good racconteur. Above all, he gave proof of a quite exceptional spirit of observation, which undoubtedly must have helped him a great deal in his active life in the midst of men.

 But time is a tyrant and I had to cut short a narration that was proceeding too slowly, that was probably a mistake, but what is done is done: "Dear Opimius, you should try to be a little more concise, because time marching on and I still have to talk to Proculus". The old man explained place and condition. I had rest, mist, life with form and now without (XV). What an admirable man: such capacity for analysis until a moment ago, and now this capacity for extreme synthesis!

 I came back to this topic on the occasion of our next meeting: "Tell me, Opimius: after your death, when you still had human form, where did you find yourself?" In a sphere similar to a city. "What kind of life were you leading?" Similar to earthly life. "Did you haul wine there?" Yes. When I wanted to, yes; but everything is light: an amphora lifted and put on the cart is not heavy. "And then?" Encounters with friends. "Did you have a house in that sphere?" Yes. "Who did you live with?" With others. But now recollection has faded. "Did night ever fall in that sphere?" I don't think so (XVI).

 Here I must comment that his description of ultraterrene life still dominated by forms, in all its brevity, was quite unexceptionable. The old mental habits still prevail and the soul can therefore "dream" – if the term is appropriate – of still doing the things it did on earth, and also in the same or similar places. But the various realities, though seemingly solid in appearance, are all fashioned and constructed by thought and they therefore give a feeling of lightness like the one that we so often experience in our dreams.

 On another occasion I had already asked Opimius: "Where do you find yourself now? What is your present sphere like?" It is a joyful place out of time and space.

 How can a "place" be out of space? For a "place" (and I am here really referring to its Italian equivalent 'luogo') that would be almost impossible, unless we were concerned with some literary place (i.e. a passage from a work of prose or poetry) or a commonplace. But the thing is rather easier for a locus (Latin word): reviewing the various acceptions of locus in my old Georges-Calonghi dictionary, I found (and for me this was a new discovery) that it can also mean "condition, position, state, circumstance". But it is clear that as used by Opimius, the Italian "luogo" is a straightforward translation of locus, a word that has a far richer range of meanings and would really be better rendered here by the term "condition".

 "Do you still have your human form?" No. "What are you doing there?" Many adorations. "What do your prayers consist of?" Thoughts of praise. "Can you give me an example: a couple of verses, perhaps?" O benevolent and powerful, I am in adoration. Since You perceive all, You know my spiritual needs. Grant them so that I may attain the Olympus without end (XIII).

 As regards this Olympus, a few days later I was to have occasion to put another series of questions to Opimius: "Is it true that at the end of your elevation you will enter the Olympus?" Yes. "What exactly is it?" Place of perfection. Everything is accomplished there and we are gods.
 Let us stop here for a moment. Even the Olympus, which is a "condition" no less than the ultraterrene sphere of forms, is again called a "place" It is clear that place of perfection is a spontaneous translation of locus perfectionis, so spontaneous, indeed, that the Italian came through without the definite article, which would really be called for in Italian, while it does not exist in Latin. Here, once again, "place" stands for "condition". And, if perfectio is "perfection" in the sense of "accomplishment" or "fulfilment", then locus perfectionis is "the condition of fulfilment": it is the condition of the absolute plenitude in which human evolution becomes accomplished.

 "Will you have your form back in the Olympus?" Yes. "Truly?" Of gods. "Let us take an example of a god: Mercury is a god, he is a divine spirit, and yet he has a human form or can assume it whenever he wishes, going around with his winged headgear, his winged boots and holding the caduceus in his hand, the small stick with the two interwoven serpents". I shall have my aspect back, though sublimated by the godhead. "Do you mean that you will again have a head, two legs, two arms, and so on?" Yes, yes, yes. "And will you then remember that you were Opimius?" All will be remembered. All the magnificences will be found again. "Will we therefore know everything?" La sapienza è degli dèi (knowledge is of the gods); and we, having become such, sapremo la sapienza (will know knowledge).

 Be it noted that this statement, far from reducing itself to being a phrase outside modern usage, is a really pregnant expression: if that “sapere” (Italian word for "know") comes from the Latin sapere, “sapremo la sapienza” (we will know knowledge) means that we shall not just learn it on the purely intellectual level, but will rather enjoy it, taste it, we shall learn it in an existential-experiential manner, we shall embrace it in order to assimilate it in a vital manner.

 It will also be worthwhile to linger another moment on the phrase "All the magnificences will be found again. The peculiar nature of the substantive that came to be expressed in this context induced me to look up magnificentia, ae in my usual dictionary. This Latin word, which I had not remembered at all, proved to possess a meaning of altogether particular interest: before all other things, in fact, it means "grandeur in thought and action". This is the original sense, while the meaning of "splendour" or "sumptuousness" is the enlarged sense. There can be no doubt that the magnificences Optimius talked about were a direct and spontaneous translation of magnificentiae and therefore designate the great things, the things that make man great. This is a concept that, if anything, I would have rendered by magnitudo, inis. That the same meaning could be attributed also to magnificentia, ae was wholly new to me.

 "Will Rome then exist?", I went on to ask Opimius. "Will Salerno and Capua exist?" But in the Olympus. "They will exist, in other words". Yes, not on the earth.

 "Let me tell you about a theory of mine: it could also be that everything you say will actually take place on the earth". The power of Jupiter would first have to make the earth become an Olympus.

 There: the ultimate eschatological Olympus of our ancient Roman discarnates could also coincide with "the new heavens and the new earth" of the Christian apocalypse. But if this is to be possible, there would first have to be brought about a transformation of the earth, it would have to be spiritualized, so that – though remaining the same earth – it would be freed of all its shortcomings. The way our intelligent Opimius proposes it, it almost seems a technical solution, child of a pragmatic and technological mind.

 "Dear Opimius, there is no need for you to have been a master on the earth if you are now able to tell me all these things". Perhaps the wisdom is in you. "What I should like to be certain of is that your answer comes to me from you and your sphere, and not from myself". It is mine in you. "The important thing is that you should say these things because you have learnt them in your sphere, not because you have read them in my mind". No. It is what our masters say, and I could not say it if you were not there. "And if there were another in my place?" There would be an answer different in language. "Your answer would undoubtedly be different in form. But how would it be in substance, in content?" Identical.

 The concept here expressed is a rather familiar one that frequently recurs in communications, be they our own or those of other experimentors. The essential condition is that the medium should not be one who places himself in the midst of things with all the problems, generally of an emotional nature, of his own personality and thus creates an encumbrance: if the medium is really to be a medium, if he is really to be the vehicle of something that comes to us from the other side, must make himself as receptive and transparent as possible, for otherwise it will happen that we see only him and, consequently, no longer see anything of the ulterior reality that in some way should manifest itself through him. This said and assuming that the mediums really succeed in turning themselves into channels, one still has to bear in mind that any manifestation of the other dimension takes place and, indeed, can take place only ad modum recipientis, i.e. according to the receptivity of the human beings serving as intermediaries. A great deal depends on whether the human channels are or are not trained or, in any case, willing to receive. Non-receptivity acts as a diaphragm, as a wall in the truest sense of the term, so that transmission will be impeded even if the other side should express itself in a genuine and strong manner. This explains, among others, the insistence with which any initiative of manifestations from a transcendental environment requires, if it is to be properly conveyed, human channels of adequate maturity and, if nothing else, habitual availability or, at least, an act of abandonment.

  But the togate was becoming impatient: Togate is watchful: wants our return, replied Opimius as soon as I enquired about him. (Here too, be it noted, Opimius twice omitted the definite article that would be required in Italian, more or less as if his answer were a substantially simultaneous translation not necessarily of Latin words, but at least of concepts formulated by a Latin mens). "Have you explained to him that these communications with you are important for us?" Noi siamo degli dei. "You are not gods". No. "But you belong to the gods: is that what you want to say?"" Yes. "But the gods want the truth to become more manifest, is that not so?" For you terrenes. "What do you think?" We want to attain the Olympus. "However, do you want to keep on communicating with us?" Yes. "One has to arrive at the Olympus with learning, not with ignorance". I never [have been] learned. "Can you introduce another soul to us, as Proculus did with you?" I can try (XIV).

 When we spoke to him again two days later, Opimius – among other things – told us: I have to watch out for the togate, but I have started looking. "Would it be possible", I asked him, "to meet a master? Some cultured person? Since you managed to put aside some money and climbed up the social scale, did you not come to know any?" In life among merchants. Here a few, but they are very detached. "It is important for us and our philosophical researches on survival and life in the spheres to know also such souls" It is a problem of detachment, of removal. I had forgotten everything. Then weak recollections came back. "Will you please see who you could bring to us?" I shall look carefully (XV).

 The next time Opimius brought us up to date with the state of his search. When I asked him whether he had found somebody to introduce to us, he said: Molta gens (many people) asked, but they remember nothing. I can bring [them]: then perhaps memory will return. "Certainly. But do bring them". They cannot tell me their terrene condition. "It is enough if the soul you find emanates some light". I should like a learned soul. "We hope so, because we also want to meet some of them. If not, it does not matter". Brilliant energies were not always knowledgeable. "I can understand that". You are open-minded. "However, have you already been in touch with other souls about this matter?" With many, but they can tell me nothing. I brought none to you for fear of the state. "Alright: bring one to me, then we shall see". Only your intelligence can discover who he was in life. (Clearly this means: when the memoryless entity re-establishes contact, through us, with the earthly dimension, it will also re-acquire some recollections, however fragmentary and flattened they may be, of its past existence in this world) (XVI).

 When Opimius returned two days later, he was not alone: Dilecti amici, venit mecum lucem ("Beloved friends, a light has come with me"). And I: "Ave lux. Quis es? Meministi nomen tuum quod tibi erat in terra?" ("Salve, light. Who are you? Do you remember the name you had on earth"). Sen[e]x sum ("I am an old man"), replied the newcomer. "Senex sum et ego. Romae vivo" ("I also am an old man. I live in Rome"). Amor i di Romae. (That is exactly how the phrase came through and I leave my readers to interpret it). "Romae unquam fuistine?" ("Have you ever been to Rome?"). 1. "Romae fuistine semel in vita tua?" ("You were in Rome just once in your life?"). Sic [fui]. Our dialogue went on like this, first in Latin and then in Italian. It was an interesting talk, the prelude of others that were no less interesting, as we shall see in the next chapter. The light that Opimius had brought with him was decidedly a good acquisition.

 At the end of this first encounter, I called Opimius to thank him and tell him how greatly we appreciated what he had done: "Opimius, are you there?" Good, the old man is lucid. "Yes, and now he is also beginning to remember". I knew nothing about him. I took pot luck, as you would say on earth. "But you have brought us a valid person, who will be very useful to us". I hope so for your work, but I fear for his mind. "To me it seems to be working well". You know, I should not like you to be discontent with me. "I am very content, rather. Will you be able to come again?" A brief visit like this evening (XVII). 

 The next time, the usual two days later, Opimius again accompanied the "old man", who by then had managed to remember and had told us his name: Livius. At the end of my talk with Livius, I asked him: "Is Opimius with you?" Yes. "Ave Opimie". Opimius est lietus. "Laetus, Opimie". Your language. "In that case 'lieto': otherwise it is a halfway house". Lieto. How is the old man doing? "As usual, it was difficult to get things going; but now he is going strong". I was worried. I am not in a position to tell. Between us there are no earthly recollections as bond. "What did the togate say?" The togate is content, because he has captured that you send us back to him. "Certainly. I also want to play fair with him". You do well. Some day the togate will decide to come and will understand that you are not an ogre.

 The sad hour of leavetaking had come, with Bettina adding a very friendly message of her own. "Dear Opimius", I said to our friend about to depart, "we are grateful for all your kindness, we hope you will elevate yourself and soon become a god and look forward to seeing you in the Olympus when we, too, become gods". To you always fruitful researches filled with success. Farewell dear friends.

Chapter 5

L I V I U S

 I came on the insistence of a friendly vibration, was how the old man (as Opimius called him) explained to us why he had decided to come to us. He did not know the name of Opimius or who he had been in earthly life, he went on to explain, so that I had to tell him. In the sphere we no longer have recollections, he continued, but are united by syntony. And there is also something similar to sympathy. You are more attracted by one vibration than another. "Certainly", I observed, "even communications are facilitated by affinity". Within you, he replied, there is a reassuring atmosphere. Coming was an unknown.

 "Now that you have taken some terrene energy from us two, can you manage to remember something about your past existence?" I remember old age. Not beautiful. Decay in body and mind. "Did you live with your family?" Yes, but alone. Solitude is burdensome when there are the years. "Were you well off? Yes. I had a room and a servant for my needs, but children hardly ever came (Note again the final substantive without the article, as if it were Latin). "But did you not all live in the same house? Or were you living alone with the servant?" It had been my house and now the children and grand-children were living there. "Did you sometimes go for a walk outside your cubiculum?" In the vestibule and the peristyle, leaning on the slave (XVII).

 I was well aware that the peristyle was a little garden surrounded by a portico: an ideal place for taking a walk without leaving your home, sheltered from the inclemencies of the weather. My ideas were not by any means as clear as regards the vestibule: indeed, I thought that it was here being confused with the atrium. But then, taking a better look at the layout of Roman houses and collecting more precise information about the subject, I realized that, when all is said and done, even the atrium (onto which opened the doors of the various rooms) was a closed space with but a single, though large, rectangular opening in the roof that had its counterpart in a pool or tank of the same size and shape at ground level, which served to collect the rainwater. It was therefore quite possible to take a walk in the atrium: there was enough room, though one had the impression of still being in the house, and in this respect it differed from both the peristyle and the vestibule. The latter, as I was later to realize, was an open space or covered area in front of the entrance to the house and could also be combined with the entrance. Sometimes it assumed the form of a portico. In certain cases, therefore, one could go for a walk there, fully sheltered, but with the advantage of seeing something of the outside, some scenes of life to provide distraction, a kind of recreation. In short, vestibule and peristyle were the only places in the house where, without really leaving it, one could be both sheltered and in the open air and even watch the goings on. The two words in themselves, therefore, already tell us something about the desperate need the old man must have felt to break out of the confines of his isolation.

 Above all, I can now understand much better why Livius, on first introducing himself to us, should have described himself as an "old man". He would certainly have done so also with Opimius, which would explain why our friend spoke of him as an old man whose mental faculties might already have been compromised. Even before this new entity managed to remember his name, Livius, and to put together a few other fragments of an earthly existence far removed in time, his spirit culled forth his very last recollection, the memory of an unhappy old age rendered even more squalid and sad by physical and mental decay in utter solitude, abandoned by his own family and only barely comforted by the assistance of a slave. That was the last and (for the moment) also the sole memory, that was the sole image of himself that he had transmitted to Opimius when he communicated with him for the first time by means of a pure and simple exchange of thoughts (which is the peculiar mode of communication of discarnate souls).

 Even though Livius, acting under the compulsion of this sole initial recollection, had described himself as an old man to both Opimius and ourselves, little by little there rose to the surface in him also many other recollections, and it is these that I now want to put before my readers. In doing so, I shall try to put them into a more logical order than would be the case if I were to follow the somewhat random progress of our communications.

 "What did you look like, Livius?" It is not very clear to me. I think I was a robust, tall man. "Did you or did you not have a beard?" Clean shaven in manhood. In old age a white beard (XIX).

 In order to remain faithful to the logical order I want to maintain I must now jump from communication XIX back to communication XVII, when Livius made his first appearance, and from Italian to Latin: "Ubi vixisti?" (Where did you live?). Mediolanum. (Here the Latin name of Milan was written in several attempts and with extreme difficulty: but Livius was then taking his first steps). "Quo tempore vixisti? Quo imperatore? Aut quos consules meministi?" (Which epoch did you live in? Under which emperor? Or which consuls can you remember?) Vita mea [vidit] duos imperatores ("My life [saw] two emperors"). "Nomina eorum meministine?" ("Do you remember their names?"). In memoria. "Quid significas" ("What do you mean?"). Nominem. "Nomen meministine? Sic [est]: Tiberius, postea Caligola ("Yes: Tiberius, then Caligula").

 "Quae erat ars tua?" ("What work did you do?"). Livius replied: In memoria. And then, after a brief pause of reflection, he added: Labor in castra (Work in the military barracks).

 Leaving aside the castra (accusative) in place of castris (ablative), labor indicates "toil" or "fatigue" rather than "work" in the sense of job or employment, a concept that would have been better expressed by opus. But at the time I did not know the word in this acception, and there thus came to my mind labor, a term that is perfectly alright in Italian, but which in its actual context sounds, if not altogether dog Latin, at least a little out of place.

 It is also worthwhile to dwell for a moment on the expression in memoria that Livius used on two occasions. The first time it came through, I immediately wrote it down, though I certainly did not understand it, so much so that I actually asked him what he meant by it. Indeed, this request for further clarification is also to be found in the record. Only somewhat later, comparing the two in memoria, did I note that on both occasions they preceded a kind of pause for reflection, to be eventually followed by the proper answer to the question. In both contexts, therefore, in memoria must be considered as an incomplete phrase intended to convey more or less the following meaning: "Yes, I think I can remember" or "It is coming back to me, if you can have just a little patience, I shall tell you". In fact, the answer was given almost immediately after. It was only when writing the first draft of this book, about two months after the first communication, that it occurred to me to consult the dictionary, where I eventually found two rather significant expressions: in memoria habere (Terence) and hoc est mihi in memoria (Cicero). This leads me to conclude that, just as the bibere used by Proculus had to be completed (as readers will recall) with a verb like dare and was thus to be read as bibere dabam ("I gave drink" or "I served drink"), so also in memoria has to be completed by a habeo or an est mihi. Thus, just as that bibere made me learn half of a phrase that I did not know, so also the present in memoria. Seeing that we are here analyzing the meaning of the word memoria, let me continue by drawing attention to another manner in which I have seen it used in these communications. In them, indeed, there sometimes recurs the expression memoria non, always with the clear meaning "I cannot remember (and therefore, at least at this moment, I cannot answer your question)". Now, when I was looking in my Latin-Italian dictionary for phrases containing the locution in memoria, it occurred to me to continue the search and to look also for phrases that contained the word memoria without the in. I eventually found a memoria comprehendere aliquid, a memoria complecti aliquid and a memoria tenere aliquid, always with the same meaning of "keeping something in mind or memory" (here memoria is obviously ablative). All considered, therefore, I think I can say that the expression memoria non must once again be part of a longer expression, for example: hoc memoria non teneo, or hoc memoria non comprehendo, or again hoc memoria non complector. Here therefore, for the nth time, our entities have taught me something that, in a certain sense, I was previously unaware of.

 But back to Livius, whom we had left when, in a first attempt to answer our question about his work, he had said: Labor in castra (Work in the military barracks). "Miles fuistine?" (Were you a soldier?). Non [fui] (No). "Mercàtor? (A merchant?). Non [fui].
 At this point the glass lingered for a few moments on the box bearing the "no" and then, after an evident pause for reflection, moved on to give a positive answer: Administràtor.

 I am not at all sure as regards the propriety of this administrator, its appropriateness in this context being more or less on a par with that of labor already noted above. However this may be, the term does convey with sufficient clarity the administrative nature of the work done by Livius.

 After a number of further approximations, I eventually succeeded in pinpointing the job Livius was actually doing: "Quaestor fuistine?" (Were you a questor?). Non [fui] (No). "Adiutor fuistine quaestoris?" (Were you an assistant of the questor?) Sic [fui] (XVII).

 This information that Livius gave us about his earthly profession at the very beginning of his first talk with us (XVII) has to be supplemented by what he told us on the next occasion, when I asked him: "Exactly what kind of work were you doing in the army?" I maintained contact with the suppliers. I made lists of military victualling, which was then approved, and I got in touch with the suppliers. The one who made the most advantageous offer was given the order and then brought the goods.

 "Was wine distributed to the soldiers in the camp or barracks?" For the soldiers no, for the superiors yes. "And meat?" Yes, pork, lamb. "Why no wine?" To avoid brawls.

 "If I am not indiscreet, did the suppliers from whom you bought provisions for the army give you presents?" Yes, yes, replied Livius with some animation. If it was the wine supplier, one or more wine skins would arrive at home; the meat dealer a porklet or a lamb. You know, seven children always hungry (A little while earlier he had spoken of quattuor filios et 3 filias). "In any case, you chose the suppliers who provided the best merchandise at the lowest price?" Yes. The one who got the order remembered, also for the rest of the year.

 If I may be permitted at this point to add a good-natured comment that yet has a slight touch of malignity, I can say that I can understand quite readily why a deceased wholesaler like Opimius (though supplying wine only for centurions and tribunes) should have found it easier to arrive at an under-standing with a former state official in charge of military supplies than with others: when members of these two categories met on earth, there must surely have passed between them some fleeting but telling winks that others would hardly have noticed; given the recollection, however faded, of these understandings of former days, the merest rustle of a wing, a tiny and even infinitesimal vibration would now be more than sufficient.

 "What title did your office have?" I cannot remember the Latin name. "Let's see, then: what exactly did you do?" I brought lists of requirements. "Who commanded the legion: a legatus, a tribunus militum?" Tribunus, but I would not go to him. "Would you go to the questor?" Qu[a]estor was the civilian superior (Note that Livius, once again, had here used two substantives without the article: they must have come easier to him in this manner, which is peculiarly Latin, seeing that the two words in question were pure Latin). "Did every legion have a questor?" Yes.
 For the sake of greater terminological exactitude, I must here point out that the superior to whom Livius was responsible would be better described as a pro quaestore, since the fingers of one hand would be more than sufficient to count those who bore the full title.

  When Livius submitted the lists of requirements to the questor (or proquestor, as the case might be), his superior would ask a few explanations or clarifications. Then you left the lists and after a day or two he would send them back to me signed. "What did this signature consist of?" A stamp of authorization for the supply. "What exactly was this stamp?" A ring. "What was the seal impressed on?" On the tablet of the list. "What material was the tablet made of?" A tablet. "What was the tablet made of?" No. "Can't you remember?" No (XVIII).

 As readers will recall, Livius had told us that he had gone to Rome once (XVII), but he could not recall any other voyage or ever having worked in another place. At a certain point I asked him: "Did you take part in any expedition? Surely, you are not trying to tell me that you remained always and only at Mediolanum, home and office". But he limited himself to saying: Perhaps I did move. But who knows where? (XIX).

 But among the things that Livius could tell me there was a particularly enjoyable comparison he made between the Mediolanenses and the Romans: it almost seemed to me to be listening to a present-day Milanese.

 "What were the inhabitants of Mediolanum like, comparing them to those of Rome?" Dynamic, active, always doing business. "And the Romans?" Idle, always tired. "You should know that even today they have both remained exactly like that. At least, there is a commonplace making the rounds: our Roman laziness and sloth, something that the modern Insubrian Gauls always reproach us with". I did know a Roman: he was a likeable type, but work tomorrow, food at once, good and plentiful, and then immediate rest without time limits. "Was his name Gaius Philippus Libertianus by any chance?" Are you also like that??? "Exactly".

 "But tell me something", I resumed. "How do you explain the fact that such lazy, tired and sleepy people conquered the world? Perhaps in the brief intervals of waking life between sleep, a siesta and taking five winks, before turning onto the other side?" But those conquests were decided by people who never moved, it was the soldiers who had to go there. "But even some Roman would have had to go there, probably carried in a litter, if only to keep the situation under control". Many, but because obliged. "Who knows how they must have grumbled: 'What a bore, this having to up and away, for another Punic war, confound them!'" They did not go there willingly. "Well, I suppose I agree. I am convinced the Romans had no desire to conquer the world. They had to be dragged by the hair. One war led to another, with those barbarians who always had some reason for fighting, and the Romans had no choice but to conquer them, just to be left in peace a little". A perfect analysis. "'You know what's going on?', they would say to each other. 'Well, what's up?' 'An uprising in Mauretania' 'A what where?' 'In Africa'. 'Oh crumbs, never a day's quiet'. And then they would tiredly organize a military expedition, because there just wasn't anything else to be done: somebody was playing the tune and they just had to dance". And then all the wars at a snail's pace. "That was good for you". Yes, yes, yes (XIX).

 Livius died at more than seventy years of age. "Did you meet any of your relatives in the new dimensions?" I remember seeing my father and grandmother again. "What sort of life did you lead there, in the early stages of your discarnate existence?" A tranquil life. To be able to move freely without the help of the servant made me happy. Thinking of an experience that I had often read about and which had also been mentioned by some entities, I then asked him whether, after his death, he had become rejuvenated not only in the way he felt, but also in his human aspect (i.e. in the aspect that the soul preserves for as long as it remains in the sphere still conditioned by terrene forms). Certainly, replied Livius. I died at more than seventy years [of age] and must have lost 20 or more. "All in one go or a little at a time?" (I always make out to know nothing at all, worse than Socrates, to stimulate my interlocutor to come out with everything himself in this new type of maieutics). A little at a time, was his inevitable reply. But the marvellous thing is the wellbeing, no longer to feel the pains of an old and sick body.

 "How was the formal sphere in which you sojourned in the early stages?" It was a city with basilica, forum. "Was it like Mediolanum?" Almost, but a little different (XIX).

 "What are you doing in your present sphere?" Now that I no longer have form I am an energy seeking perfection. We have to be perfect to become gods, and so we lose our last dross.

 At this point I was taken by a fit of coughing and, to cope with it, I asked to be excused and got up to find my box of Pulmoll, putting two of them in my mouth. It is quite usual today for people to light a cigarette in the face of their interlocutor without either asking permission or offering one; but I, still conditioned by old habits, said to Livius: "Contra tussim pastillos sugo. Me piget quia eosdem tibi offerre nequeo" (I am sucking pastils against my cough. I am sorry I can't offer one to you). But I feel them in you, replied Livius. "Do you feel the same sensations as I?". Yes, but it is part of the dross. "Can you see the two of us?" No. I feel your vibrations, I perceive your sensitivity.
 "To come back to our discussion, how do you pass your time now?" Adoration, chants, dances. "Dances of vibrations? Could you explain that better, please?" Energy waves that vibrate in unison and interweave. "I find it difficult to visualize this outside the space dimensions that you have overcome". They can certainly not be visualized, but you could improperly draw them as many curved lines that intersect harmoniously. You, who are undoubtedly an artist, can do it: a sheet [of paper] and a pencil, and then create! (XIX).

 The loss of every form of earthly attachment goes hand in hand with the loss of all recollections relating to past existence in ensuring that the soul will concentrate exclusively on adoration of the divinity, which is a prelude to mystical union, to deification.

 When a soul wants to elevate itself in this sense, it no longer takes any interest in the earth and knows nothing about events that occurred after its death, no matter how important they might be. When I was discussing these things with Livius, I told him about Marcus Flavius, who knew nothing about the burning of Rome in the days of Nero or about the eruption of Mount Vesuvius that destroyed Pompei, Herculaneum and Stabia about twenty-five years after his death. "Did you know about them?", I asked him. Yes, he replied, because I came into contact with souls who had lost their body in these disasters. But if your soldier friend did not meet them, he cannot know. Knowledge is lost here, and there are no desires or stimuli to have earthly news.
 "Is this despoiling yourself of all knowledge something definitive?" No. It is due to the contingent need for losing all physical, psychic, affective and emotional residues, and then to arrive at a state of divinity.

 "Once you have attained this goal, there ought to be a return of memories, there ought to be a recuperation of everything one has left behind, always provided that this despoliation is not definitive, but only temporary, contingent and intended to facilitate the pursuit of what in the meantime will have been attained. Is that not so?" If what you say will happen there are no difficulties: a god is omniscient and learns immediately. The most advanced science and technology are in every god in a form [that is], how could one say: dormant, latent? "Yes: also potential". Yes: potential. And will immediately become active, live, awake, present.

 "Are the things you have told me the result of an intuition, an inspiration that came to you as of this moment, or were you told about them by the guides?" They are the mental teachings of the togate (These teachings are said to be mental because the guide communicates not by the mediation of words, but by direct thought transmission: this, at least, seems to me to be the interpretation I have to give on the basis of numerous confirmations in other communications).

 "And now, Livius, let me tell you about an intuition of my own, something that is very dear to me to believe: I think that at a certain point all souls will return to the earth to join those who will still live there at the end of time. The discarnates will materialize to permit the living to become spiritualized. Do you know anything about this?" I hear this teaching from you. The togate says something else: all of us will be deified in an Olympus where everything will return: aspect, name, memories, affects, emotions, and all knowledge.
 "All souls will again have their human aspect: do you mean they will again have a head, two legs, two arms? Is that what the togate says?" Yes. But he has never talked to us about your [theory], earth and men that is.

  "We followers of Christ believe in resurrection: that is to say, that some day the dead will rise again an reappear physically on the earth, with their same bodies, though these bodies will have been spiritualized, turned into vehicles of the loftiest spiritual life". What do you call it? "Resurrection", I said, spelling the word; and Livius, albeit with some difficulty, repeated by writing: Resurrection. And then he asked: Is it a theory? a philosophy? "It is a belief held by us Christians. Do you remember the Christians, the followers of Christ?" Yes.

 "Today Christianity has become the first religion in the world. Would you ever have thought that in your own day, when they seemed a small sect of poor devils?" Persecuted. "The emperor persecuted them for a long time, but failed to eliminate them. In the end the empire itself became Christian". Perhaps Jupiter wanted it so.

 "I think so: only the divine will could bring about such a miracle. Jupiter is God". Yes. "He is not only the supreme God: he is the one God. In everything else our religions tend to resemble each other more and more and will eventually converge, at the level at which you are. Christianity is perhaps distinguished by the fact that it insists a great deal on our having to love each other, even our enemies, that we have to forgive them. It is difficult on earth". Who is your enemy here? You don't remember that. "Certainly, the loss of memory is a really ingenious move by Jupiter to make it easier for souls to become detached from the earth and to help them to take off". It is a gift, I say. "It helps us lose our earthly dross more easily. However, we already have to forgive our enemies here on earth. We have to behave on earth as if we were already in heaven". That is very beautiful. But how can you as long as there are feelings? "I gladly forgive everybody. If somebody behaves badly with me, I try not to be resentful, even though on the spur of the moment I may have wanted to do who knows what to him". Would you kill him if there were no judge? "I may kill him in thought, but then it all passes". But how does a crime of thought fit into your religion? "It doesn't, in fact. My religion says that thinking evil is like doing it. And I don't really kill in thought, not even a fly. It is just a way of saying. I just say: 'Damn you!'" But I don't think your God would approve. "One has to let off steam when one gets mad. Then it all passes". That is how you get rid of your anger. "And friends as before". Fine (XX). Which shows, once again, that the pagans are the best judges of our Christianity.

 The fact is that both we and they are still very imperfect: Our present condition is something that is not yet fully realized, Livius was to tell us towards the beginning of our next conversation, but the road is long because after the loss of everything one has to fill oneself with divine attributes to gain access to the Olympus as Gods.

 "How do you feel the presence of the divinity within you?" There is a twofold feeling: the nearest divinity, the one you aspire to, is your own: you yourself becoming god, that is; and then there is the supreme divinity, the supreme God, whom you feel as power. "Do you feel the supreme God within you, in your heart, as a live, burning presence, or do you feel him far away?" For the moment he is far away, but, when our individual divinity will have been attained in full, then the powerful God will be the object of all our desires. "I have spoken to souls who feel God like a fire: it would seem that you do not yet feel him in this way". No. "And then there is the fact that those souls do not remember anything about the existence they spent on earth, not even if you turn them upside down like sack, whereas you [and those like you] have memories or, at least, potential memories" Yes. By ourselves in the sphere, we certainly do not have memories, but when a contact is established, there are fragments of one's earthly life.
 "What further spiritual progress is in store for you?" First personal divinity, then entry into the Olympus, adoration and contemplation of Jupiter.

 "You have defined Jupiter as the supreme God. But could you also define him as God the creator, as sole God?" Universal, do you mean? "Let me give you a parallel with our Christian God: for us He is the only God. There are no others to whom the name of God may be applied. All other beings are simply creatures. And even purely spiritual creatures can be, at the very best, no more than his angels, that is to say, his energies, his members active in the world, his messengers: they can never call themselves gods, because only He is God". Perhaps one can say that he is the God of every man. You will see the difference at other levels. You said 'messengers', 'angels'. I don't know whether I have understood right. "Do you speak Greek?" No. "No matter, in Greek 'oi angheloi' means 'the messengers'. And we, using a word taken from Greek, call 'angels' certain spiritual entities through whom God manifests himself. Even a man can turn himself into an angel of God if he announces him some way, becomes his messenger". In short, you will become an angel and I a god. In that way I see a difference.

 "More properly speaking, we are destined to become 'saints', that is to say, men who live only for God". In that case we gods are also saints: you, in your language, call yourself 'saint'; I, in my language, 'god'; but our condition is the same. "The saint lives only for Jupiter: Jupiter is all for him. Is that also true of the god in your sense?" Yes. "Jupiter, and only He, is at the centre of the adoration of the saint. He only is the object of his adoration". Yes: no god is Jupiter.

 "And Mercury? Mars? Minerva?" In your language, they are 'saints'. In our language we call them 'gods', but they are not the supreme God. "Therefore the supreme God is the only one who should really bear the name of God". Yes, yes, yes.

 Having made this triple affirmation, Livius immediately formulated another question and urged me to answer it in order to help him fill in the details of a picture already drawn in general outline: Do you have gods? or saints, as you would say? "Our saints are men". Men. Only in appearance? "No: Mercury is a man only in appearance; but our Saint Francis, for example, is a man who lived in Italy twelve centuries after you: he led a normal life, he was a young man like many others and wanted to enjoy life; then, at a certain moment, he became converted, and from that moment onwards wanted to live solely and exclusively for the one God; and from that moment onwards the whole of his existence became a message of love for all creatures". 'God Francis' we would have said. Thus, if they are men, you also can become saint, or god, as I would say.

 "Certainly: all of us must become saints. Only that the thing calls for heroism and generosity without limits, and not all of us are capable of that" (XXI).

 Another topic that we discussed with Livius, and on two occasions, was reincarnation or, rather, metempsychosis, the Greek term by which it was known in his own day.

 I raised the matter at the beginning of the nineteenth communication: "Dic mihi, Livie: quid censes de metempsyhosi, id est de transmigratione animarum?" (Tell me, Livius: what do you think of metempsychosis or transmigration of souls?). Animae non semper in coelis, sed in terra revenerunt (Souls [do] not always [remain] in heaven, but returned to earth). "Unquam in terram revertistine?" (Did you ever return to the earth?). Sic [feci] "Quo modo et quo tempore?" (How and when). Venit in te (I came into you – The impersonal form once more). "Be careful: what you are doing here at this moment is not metempsychosis, but a mediumistic communication". I then explained the matter to Livius in greater detail. In that case, he said, I have never returned.
 "Do you know by any chance whether others have returned, that is to say, have become reincarnated (as we would say)?" When I was in the formal sphere some said that they would return to the earth. "And did they in the end?". You don't see them any more and think yes.

 "Do you know of others who said that they had this experience in the past?" Some said so, but I think they were dreaming. "Are you speaking of dreams had in the sphere?" Yes. "Do you dream in that condition, after passing over, I mean?" Yes: one has visions (XXI).

 One may well say that Livius not only showed himself to be in full possession of his mental faculties at all times, but that he displayed a positive, balanced and very open mentality. One should note also the emotive-affective aspect of his personality.

 When introducing myself and Bettina on the occasion of our first encounter, I told him that we were living in Rome 1900 years after him and gave him a brief picture of the situation. His very first response came through as: Happy loquare with Roman. Thereafter he accompanied my account with such interjections as: Intense emotion, then Gratitude, and lastly Awesome. And there can be little doubt that the interjections were so short only because he was then moving his very first steps in expressing himself in our language and through us and, above all, that they fully corresponded to his feelings.

 When he came back on the next occasion, he opened with the phrases Livius venit vobis cum amore (Livius comes to you with love) (XVIII). Two days later he repeated himself with Livius venit tibi cum amore and then added: Hodie sum felix loquiar cum te (Livius comes to you with love. Today I am happy to speak to you) (XIX). Again, when at the beginning of the next communication I employed a kind of "Halt: who goes there!", actually saying "As a test: who are you? quis est?", he first replied Livius, and then added: Cor meus ardens (My heart is burning). And my greeting "Ave Livie, quid agis?" (Salve, Livius, how are you?) then elicited the reply: Felix ("[I am] happy") (XX). His affection was perhaps a little more restrained than that of Marcus Flavius or Proculus, but just as authentic and declared. Let us say that it is the kind of cordiality more in keeping with a Northerner. 

 His anxiety to help our researches was likewise obvious beyond all doubt: Livius strained himself to remember all he could, allowed himself to be questioned at great length, giving us all possible data, gave his opinion on all the matters put to him and, last of all, dedicated himself to to the arduous task of finding a successor.

To be quite truthful, I must here say that at first I had to toil a little not only to convince him to find somebody else, but also to induce him to come back at all. Indeed, when I asked him for the third time (we were then at the end of communication XIX) to revisit us after the usual two days, our friend at first had some hesitations. Yes, he replied, but [what about] the togate? "The togate", I immediately stepped in, "should realize that the present inquiry is important for us". Do you mean you have to do more research? "Certainly, I have to advance my research as far as possible". I should like him to shout this not only into the ears of his own togate, but into the ears of all the togates in heaven and on earth (and I quite realize what I am saying).

 I asked him not only to come back, but also to bring us another soul. I can commence the preliminaries. "See what you can do". If possible. If not, I shall tell you. "The togate must know that the research is important for us on earth". He knows that, but returns are not good for us. "You must make a little sacrifice for us, who are your distant great grandchildren. Didn't you ever give any presents to your grandchildren?" Yes. But God is not a great grandchild. "God is not envious of us men, and he wants us on the earth to have our experiences and improve our knowledge and our science. Don't you know that in the end you will have to learn from us everything we have succeeded in acquiring in the course of human progress?" Yes. "What do you say, then?" Yes, yes. "Good. Here's to our next meeting in two days time and thank you for all the help you are giving us". Greetings to you, my dearest (XIX).

 And two days later Livius came back with the words: Non portat te animam ("I am not bringing you [any] soul", with the customary use of the impersonal form of the verb). Facile non est (It is not easy). And upon my "Cur?" (Why?) he then gave the following explanation: Anima non habet memoriam. Opera mea est parva ("The soul has no memory. My help is of little value"). "Satis est", I replied, "si anima desiderium habet veniendi ad nos. Si nihil meminit, non interest. Commercium cum nobis eae memoriam excitabit" ("It is sufficient for the soul to desire to come to us. It does not matter if nothing is remembered. The establishment of a relationship with us will make the memories relive". Sic [erit]. Ego sum exemplum ("Yes. I am an example [of that]").

 Recollections, as Livius was immediately to explain in Italian, are easier when they concern life in the sphere, while it is quite a different thing as regards more distant memories, especially the earthly ones: In the present sphere it is simpler: you are there, he explained verbatim. For the other situations you have to look for memories long since submerged in the oblivion of forgetfulness (XX).

 When he took leave of us at the end of the communication, Livius said: I shall continue the search and hope to bring somebody. "Try to bring me a soul with a fairly resplendent light". Dense. "Exactly. Or the togate in person, if he has pleasure in coming to us". He won't let himself be brought. If he comes, he will come by himself (XX).

 As an aside, let me here introduce a brief linguistic annotation regarding a particular phrase used by Livius. When he said to me Opera mea est parva, I limited myself to understanding it in exactly the way I had spontaneously translated it, namely "My work is little". Only afterwards, when scruple caused me to consult the dictionary, did I discover that opera can also be a service rendered to somebody, some inconvenience suffered on behalf of another, and that parva does not only mean "small" or "little", but also "of little value" (There was in me some recollection of a parvi facio and the like, in the sense of "I esteem poorly", but on the spur of the moment I had not in any way linked this with parva as an attribute of opera). It was only after my ad hoc dictionary check that I grasped the real meaning of Opera mea est parva: "What I am trying to do for you, what I am doing to please you, is of little value".

 Two days later he was back: I have not succeeded in bringing a new friend, but I keep on looking tenaciously and am sure I will succeed. "What difficulties have you encountered?". To get the soul detached from a round of thoughts wholly syntonized and protended. Leaving the certain for the uncertain behoves a curious and adventurous soul, courageous to the hilt. I must manage, because it is useful to your research (XXI).

 Another two days passed and then, on March l8, Livius came back in the company of the volunteer he had at long last managed to recruit. But there were some reserves in his mind: I have come with a soul. I know nothing and he says nothing. I leave him to you and wait standing aside. If you think fit, call me back; but if he goes well, keep on, and we shall talk another time. "We are grateful to you, Livius, for the trouble you have taken to find us a new soul". This one is dumb. "But he agreed to come with you". Yes. But the impact with you could be positive. "Fine. If you will be good enough to wait, I shall call you again later this evening". Yes.

 The newcomer was rather clumsy at first and expressed himself only with great difficulty, but then he gradually became more sure of himself and began to recuperate recollections that were rather vague at first, eventually to become more and more definite. In the end he turned out to be nothing less than a combatant in the Second Punic War. As soon as he managed to recall his name he introduced himself to us as Lucretius.

 At the end of this first encounter with Lucretius I called Livius back and he immediately re-established contact: Livius. How did it go? "Very well: you brought me an Italic who fought against nobody less than Hannibal". He is ancient: who could have known that. In the sphere, you know, we don't remember, but he came willingly. "Fine. Thank you also for this search. In two days' time we have another appointment with our new friend, whose name is Lucretius". Must I come back? "If you so wish, we should be delighted". Yes. I shall come and salute you. "It is very interesting for us to interview a soldier of the Punic Wars". What a fish I caught! (XXII).

 On March 20 we had the second of our six meetings with Lucretius, to whom the next chapter will be dedicated. At the end of his dramatic testimony, after he had greeted us with a Valete pulcherrimi amici, I called: "Livius, are you there?" and he stepped in by saying: Livius is coming to you for the last time. "The soul you have brought us is making headway by leaps and bounds". He is ancient and you must be patient: it is difficult to make such distant memories return. "However, he has already told us several interesting things". I am content if he is useful for your research.

 "And the togate?" The togate knows we are coming back to him and is no longer diffident. "Does he also realize that our inquiry is something positive?" Yes: he is a sage.
 "Well then, dear Livius, we shall meet again in the new Olympus". It is always a little sad to leave dear friends. "There is nothing you can do about it, it is sad also for us, dear Lucretius… sorry… dear Livius". You are already wholly for him: these scholars!
 "Forgive me: I got mixed up because I am rather tired this evening. And Bettina has the 'flu. But we didn't want to miss the appointment". 'Flu? "It is a passing illness". I feel a weakened energy. "She will take care of herself and get well quickly. Almost all the illnesses can be cured today and people have almost stopped dying". But then they do die. "That's right, but 'it is not true that death is the worst of all evils', as one of our poets said. Afterwards you elevate yourself, you become a god and enter the Olympus, is that not so?" The thing is not as you say: it is a demanding road. "I know, I know: I have been through three hundred communications, I have interviewed 100-150 souls, I have lost count". In that case you are an expert.

 "Thank you for all the help you have given us, dear Livius. Each has his road to follow, But here's to meeting again at the final goal". Bene ("Good" or "well").

 As I was to discover later, this word seems to be the direct and spontaneous translation of an incomplete Latin phrase: Bene ambulate (probably best rendered by "bon voyage") or Bene vobis ("All good things to you") as Romans seem to have said in their toasts, or Bene valete ("Fare ye well, goodbye"). Rendered as a simple "bene", as is quite possible in modern Italian, the word runs the risk of seeming somewhat cold and standoffish, while our Milanese friend really said it with his heart in his hands.

 Bettina added her own personal and very affectionate greetings, and Livius then left us with another Bene, followed by a Goodbye, dear friends, until we meet again.

                                                                    Chapter 6

L U C R E T I U S

 He is [an] ancient and you must be patient, Livius had told me in speaking about Lucretius, it is difficult to make such distant memories return. And indeed, though the beginnings of all new undertakings are generally difficult, to set our dialogue with this new personage in motion proved to be quite unusually laborious.

 "Anima amica quae venis ad nos, nomen mihi est Philippus. Mecum hic est uxor mea Bettina. Romae vivimus post duo milia annorum a tempore tuo. Ave anima dilecta, quid nomen tibi est? ("Dear soul coming to us, my name is Filippo. Here with me is my wife Bettina. We live in Rome two thousand years after your time. Salve, dearest soul, what is your name?") Nomen ubi est? (Where is the name?), asked the newcomer, and the question was possibly addressed more to himself than to us.

 My reply (made in Italian, like almost all my subsequent contributions to this communication, XXII in the series) was intended to reassure and encourage the newcomer, man or woman as he might be, to the greatest possible extent: "Your memories will emerge little by little: establishing contact with us, you will receive from us the energies that will enable you, a little at a time, to remember many things of your life passed on earth. See if you can now remember your name". The name that followed was spelled out with great difficulty and successive approximations: Lucretius.
 "Where did you live, Lucretius? Ubi vixisti in terra?" Mons ("Mountain"). Recollection of this mountain, the first image of the earthly life of Lucretius to come to the surface, was subsequently to return with quite particular insistence. "Ubi erat mons?" (Where was [this] mountain?). Terra fertile non erat. Mons lignus multum erat ("The land was not fertile. The mountain was very ligneous [that is to say, thickly wooded and producing a great deal of timber, always provided that lignus is a ligneus that has lost its e]).

 "Where were you born?" I mentioned a long series of regions that formed part of ancient Italy. When I asked: "Etruria?, he repeated: Etruria? with a question mark that seemed to suggest that he was not quite certain about the matter. "Are you a native of Etruria?" Yes, he replied, this time with rather more decision. "From where, to be exact?" Memoria non (probably intended as a Memoria non teneo or an In memoria non habeo, i.e. "I keep not" or "I have not in [my] memory").

 "Who was your emperor: Augustus, Tiberius, Gaius Caligula, Tiberius Claudius, Nero, Vespasianus, Titus, Domitianus, or who? Or can you remember a consul or some dux: Caesar, Pompeius, Marius, Silla, Scipio?" Scipio in memoria [mihi est]. "Scipio Africanus or Scipio Aemilianus?" Emilianus.

 "Did you go to war?" Yes. "Where: in Italy, in Gaul, in Britain, in Africa, in Asia?" Italy. "Where, more exactly?" Quite unexpectedly I received a simple N by way of reply and, when I asked what this meant, it was completed by another three letters: NORD (meaning "north").

 That a Latin should say "north" provides food for thought, in much the same way as the 53 A.D. produced by Marcus (see towards the beginning of the chapter dedicated to him). Nevertheless, it is something that is rather more probable and could happen more easily: 53 A.D. implies a translation of concepts and involves, albeit spontaneously and at the level of the unconscious, the adoption of a different time scale that was wholly unknown in ancient Rome; nord, on the other hand, is a simple translation into modern language of words like septemtriones (noun) or septemtrionalis (adjective) that, possibly, would not come to his mind at that moment.

 "Was Scipio Aemilianus your dux, your supreme commander?" Yes. "Where did you fight?" Pugnavit in Italia (but was it Scipio who "battled in Italy" or do we here have the usual impersonal form, though the latter would be the only example of its kind in all the communications of Lucretius?). "Against Hannibal?" Yes, yes, yes.

 Evidently, this triple affirmation greeted and confirmed the coming to the fore of a precise recollection. But, if Lucretius fought against Hannibal in Italy or wherever else it might have been, where does that put Scipio Aemilianus? We need a different Scipio here. Scipio Africanus perhaps? But in a subsequent communication (XXV) Lucretius was quite specific: I not Africa. He had never been to fight in Africa. When I faced him with the dilemma "Africanus or Aemilianus?", he had simply wanted to say that his Scipio had nothing whatever to do with Africa. "Therefore, if there are two, it must be the other; the one you mentioned", was the substance of what he wanted to say to me. And if there were more than two? I wondered. And, indeed, the answer immediately flashed into my mind: the Scipio who faced Hannibal in Italy was Publius Cornelius Scipio, father of Scipio Africanus; consul in 217 B.C., he was defeated by Hannibal on the Ticinus.

 "Who won, Hannibal or Scipio?" Annibal. (Note that, even though I was accustomed to the spelling Hannibal and had it very clearly in my mind, Lucretius was to write Annibal twice in the course of two successive communications, XXII and XXIII. Only much later did I find out that the name of the Carthaginian leader was written in Latin also without the initial h, somewhat on the lines of the Greek version of the name, Annibas, this in deference to the principle that h in Latin is a sign of aspiration rather than a consonant in the proper sense of the term).

 "Where was it that Hannibal defeated Scipio? Try to remember if you can". Mons. (Here the "mountain" crops up again and, as we shall soon see, not for the last time).

  "Was there a battle near a mountain?" Yes. Viciniora (He was probably trying to say "nearby" or "in the neighbourhood, using the comparative to render the idea of "very, very near"). "Did the mountain rise by the side of the battlefield?" Yes. "It wouldn't be that the fighting took place on the mountain?" No. "A mountain was the first recollection you had when you began to speak to us. Was it the mountain you saw from the battlefield? Yes. "Let's see a little. If your commander was a Scipio who was defeated by Hannibal in Italy, it could not have been either Aemilianus or Africanus. But it could be the father of Africanus; like his son, he was called Publius Cornelius Scipio, and he suffered defeat on the River Ticinus". Flumen non memoria [teneo]. Mons ("[I have] no river in memory, [only] a mountain"), replied Lucretius and then added: Video mons in pugna ("I see a mountain in the battle [scene]").

 "What else do you remember?" Multos milites ("Many soldiers"). "And then?" Alter mortuus ("A dead body by my side", since alter, as we have seen, may also mean "near") (XXII).

 In that battle there died a loved and fraternal friend: Martius, as Lucretius was to tell us in his next communication. On that occasion he also told us that in pugna ("in the battle") in multitudine in vallo venerunt milites ("a multitude of soldiers came into a valley").

 Though "vallo" and "valle" are two very different things, Lucretius uses the former when he means the latter, for later he was to tell us that "in a 'vallo' there was a tough battle", i.e. "between high mountains".

 Pugna erat cruenta ("The battle was bloody"). It involved an exercitum or, more exactly, the army of the Romans, which erat infra montes ("was below the mountains", i.e. at the foot of the mountains).

 Was there a river flowing across the battlefield? Though on the previous occasion he had said that he could not remember, now (XXIII) he thought he could remember a river but not its name (Nomen flumen non memoria.Non memoria nomen). I recalled the Ticinus and the Trebbia for him, but the two names found no resonance in his spirit.

 Mons: here we have the word recurring again. "Montem meministine?" ("Do you remember a mountain?"), I asked, receiving the reply: Video ("I see [it]"). Clearly, he carried with him the image of a mountain.

 But where on earth could this mountain be? Both battles, Ticinus and Trebbia, took place in the plain, far away from any mountains. The Roman army defeated on the Ticinus was commanded by the father of Scipio Africanus, while the one routed on the Trebbia was led by Sempronius, the other consul that year. I was wondering where a Roman army commanded by a Scipio could have been defeated by the Carthaginians or, alternatively, where there could have been a battle between Carthaginians and Romans who had, at least, a Scipio as their supreme commander. I therefore asked Lucretius whether the army of which he formed part had first been sent to Gaul or, more precisely, to Transalpine Gaul, beyond the Alps. Yes, he replied, beyond the mountains. Lucretius further confirmed that Hannibal later crossed the Alps. And the battle he was trying to remember would seem to have taken place in a valley surrounded by mountains.

 One has to bear in mind, however, that the fragments of recollections he was trying to put together could also be separated in time. And names, then, are the very things that a self-respecting entity remembers least of all. Moreover, our experience has shown us that one has to be very cautious in making suggestions: while they communicate, entities can be easily influenced by the thoughts of the human channels they utilize, becoming incarnated in them to some extent.

 But I did not and, of course, could not know anything about a bloody battle fought in the Alps. Later, however, I discovered that the minimal information provided by Lucretius was more in line with the Battle of Lake Trasimenus than with those that took place on the Ticinus and the Trebbia. I actually read what Plutarch reports about this battle in his biography of Hannibal, which forms part of his famous Lives of Illustrious Men (sometimes also known as Parallel Lives). With this reading fresh in my mind, when Lucretius venit cum amore to communicate with us in séance XXIV, I immediately told him (in Italian, i.e. sticking to my own language, while he continued to reply in his): "Dear Lucretius, I have read about the Second Punic War, in the course of which there must have taken place the battle you have described. You told me that there was a river". Yes. "Could it possibly have been a lake?" Lacuus (The extra u came through in the transmission). "Well, could it have been a lake? Please answer me without letting yourself be influenced by my questions". Aqua. "Fine. Could it have been an extension of water much larger than a river: a lake in fact?" Sic [potest]. Mortui sunt multi milites in aqua ("Yes. Many soldiers died in the water"). "This fact is reported by historians in their account of the Battle of Lake Trasimenus. The consul, though, was no longer Scipio, but Flaminius" Flaminius: pote[s]t ("Flaminius: could be").

 "The valley of which you speak, where you fought, would therefore have had the mountains only on one side, and the lake on the other". Aqua. "Was there fog during the battle?" Caligine. "There had been two other battles before the one fought by Lake Trasimenus: on the Ticinus and on the Trebbia". Duo. "Behind the mountain, or in the woods on the mountain, Hannibal had hidden other soldiers, and you had not realized that they were there". Mons. "Is it true that other Carthaginians were hidden behind the mountain?" Exercitum. "Was there a hidden army?" In valle. "Hidden in the valley?" Non. In valle erat ("No. It was in the valley"). "A part of Hannibal's army could be seen. It was lined up and waiting for you. And you saw it at once". Yes. "Another part of Hannibal's army was hidden behind a mountain. Is that right?" No: in valle pugna. "Alright,the battle was fought in the valley". Deinde exercitus mons ("Then [came out] the army [from] the mountain"). "But was this a Roman or a Carthaginian army?" Hannibal. "Hannibal's second army was hidden on the mountain or behind this (though this does not make a great deal of difference for us): do you agree?" Yes. "And you had not seen it before?" No. "This second Carthaginian army therefore fell upon you all of a sudden while you were fighting with the first, the one drawn up in the plain". Yes, yes, yes. "The valley you mention was such in the sense that the mountains closed it only on one side". Yes. "The valley therefore did not have mountains on both sides". No.
 I don't want to bore my readers to excess: if I make them participate in this search of ours, which at times was rather tortuous as it ebbed and flowed, as we proceeded by successive approximations, it is only because I want avoid giving the impression that everything went smoothly and that we did not have to meet difficulties and problems at every step. The truth came out little by little, rather laboriously, always provided that it is truth and not, at least in part, a mental suggestion of ours.

 At certain moments Lucretius did not seem to fully grasp the questions that I put to him: he seemed wholly taken up by recollections that were coming to the fore in him, some spontaneously, forcefully and with particular persistence, others less readily, with much greater difficulty and only by degrees.

 What one has to consider here are not so much the things that Lucretius confirmed (once we had specifically suggested them to him), but rather the images that he himself conveyed to us.

 It is true that the elder Scipio, consul in 2l8 B.C., found himself at first in Transalpine Gaul, subsequently transferring his army to Northern Italy, there to oppose Hannibal after he had unexpectedly attacked across the Alps. But there is a strange fact: namely that Lucretius does not speak of passing the Alps, but rather of a simple crossing of mountains: Mons transit pedibus. Here we are concerned with a mountain, or mountains, a mountain chain at best, that he had to cross on foot as part of a Roman army sent to bar Hannibal's way (XXIV). At the beginning of the first communication (the twenty-second in the series as whole) there had emerged in his memories a mons that he described as lign[e]us. This description already suggests the idea of the Appennines rather than that of the Alps.

 It is quite true that this mountain made its first appearance in response to my question regarding his birthplace. But we have already made our readers note that the attention of Lucretius seemed to be held more by the images that were coming to the fore in his mind than by the questions that were being put to him. At that moment, evidently, he had in his mind the image of a wooded mountain. Later he was to link the image of the mountain with the one of the battle.

 Terra fertile non erat: this is the phrase that Lucretius uttered at the beginning of his first communication, following it with an immediate Mons lign[e]us multum erat. Everything leads one to think that, with the battle taking place "below the mountains" (infra montes), i.e. at the foot of the mountain or mountains, the land (terra) here referred to must be the valley bottom or, better, the plain defined by the mountains (on one side) and (on the other) by the lake. Why wasn't it fertile? Probably because it was swampy. If we identify the occasion recalled by Lucretius as the Battle of Lake Trasimenus, this assumption, as we shall soon see, would be very readily confirmed.

 As regards his erstwhile stay in Gaul, it does not by any means follow that this must necessarily be Transalpine Gaul: this side of the Alps, though beyond the Appennines, there was another Gaul, known as Cisalpine Gaul. It had been conquered by the Romans only a few years earlier (222 B.C.), following the decisive victory won by the consul Marcus Claudius Marcellus over the Insubri at Clastidium (today Casteggio, near Pavia). Cisalpine Gaul was not yet considered a part of Italy, and Northern Italy therefore coincided with the areas inhabited by the Etruscans and situated "this" side of the Appennines.

 And now back to Hannibal. Having crossed the Alps and defeated the Romans on the Ticinus and, a little later, on the Trebbia, he also crossed the Appennine and attacked Italy in the proper sense of the term as then understood. In 218 the two consuls, Scipio and Sempronius, had been defeated, respectively, on the Ticinus and on the Trebbia. In 2l7, of course, Hannibal found himself faced with a new consul, Gaius Flaminius, who had established his headquarters in Arezzo. Hannibal passed in front of the slight hillock on which Arezzo is situated and, following the long valley that links the Arno to Lake Trasimenus, he eventually reached the Northern shore of the lake, where he set up his camp and waited for the courageous but incautious Flaminius like a spider waits for a fly in its web. Now, this valley leading from the Arno to Lake Trasimenus was mostly of a swampy nature and at the time had been rendered almost impassable by the flooding of the river. Mounted on the only elephant that remained to him, Hannibal had engaged himself to the limit of his strength in encouraging his men, who had succeeded in crossing these swamps by marching for four days and four nights. The discomfort of the crossing had further worsened the eye affection from which he was suffering, and he consequently lost one of them. The shores of Lake Trasimenus were likewise of a swampy nature in those days and were to be reclaimed only towards the end of the nineteenth century.

 The Carthaginian commander had closely studied the character of his adversary and placed great reliance on the latter's burning desire to avenge the humiliations suffered by the Romans, his longing for glory, his insufferance that led him not to wait for his colleague to come to his aid with the other army or to waste time by reconnoitring the land over which he would have to move, his ardour pushed to the point of foolhardiness. Hannibal camped by the side of the lake and then drew up a part of his army, hiding the remainder on the densely wooded mountainsides. Let us imagine a capital L, with the horizontal arm representing the northern shore of the lake and the vertical arm representing the long valley (linking the lake and the Arno) that both armies, the Carthaginians as well as the Romans, had to cross as best they could. The right angle formed by the two arms was occupied by the mountains on which Hannibal hid his cavalry and his light infantry. Now, as Livy tells us, "having reached within sight of the lake about the time of sunset, Flaminius continued his march on the following day, setting out before the sun had fully risen and without having scouted the route ahead". It was at this point, as it were, that the Roman army turned the corner of the L, passing from the vertical arm (Val di Chiana, as it is known today, and its continuation to the lake) to the horizontal arm (the Northern shore of the lake, sealed by the nearby mountains).

 "Flaminius entered the plain blindly", writes Plutarch, "without having it first explored: he went to attack the troops he saw drawn up in battle order, giving no thought to the ambush that could have been prepared for him . The Carthaginians emerged from their positions at the sign that Hannibal gave them and took the Romans from behind; attacked from all sides, the Romans thus saw themselves exposed to a most cruel slaughter".

 Let us now give the floor back to Livy: "When Hannibal saw that his enemy, just as he had expected, was squeezed between the lake and the mountains and well in view of his troops on all sides, he gave his commanders the signal for a simultaneous attack from all sides". 

 At this point it will be as well to pay careful attention to the words that follow: "The assault was even more unexpected for the Romans because the fog, which had risen from the lake and was thicker in the plain than on the heights, prevented them from seeing". Here we have the reason why, though the caligine (this is the term used by Lucretius) prevented a view of either the plain or the lake, in front of his eyes there remained the sight of the mountain towering over the battlefield.

 "On hearing the war cries that rose on all sides and in unison", Livy goes on to say, "the Romans realized that they were surrounded even before they caught sight of the Carthaginians. Battle was joined ahead and on the sides without their having had the time to take up their full battle stations or to prepare their arms. Amid the general consternation, only the consul preserved such cold blood as one can preserve in similar circumstances… He gathered his men…, wherever he could go to make himself heard, exhorting them, and asking them to resist and to fight. After useless attempts had been made in all directions to open a passage, seeing themselves blocked on the side of the mountains and the lake, in front and behind, by enemy batallions, the Romans realized that there remained to them but one chance of salvation: their arms and their swords. Each therefore decided for himself and took heart to act. And each according to his courage fought either in the front ranks or the rear, and such was the fury of the battle…that none of the combatants felt the earthquake that in that selfsame moment partly destroyed many of the cities in Italy. The fighting lasted for about three hours, bitter and intense at all points." The consul Flaminius was killed and this was the signal for "an almost general retreat: neither the mountains nor the lake could stop the terrorized Romans. They threw themselves blindly onto even the tiniest and steepest mountain tracks; masses of arms and men slithered down the precipice. Many men, seeing no other escape, made their way into the lake until only their heads and shoulders remained above the water. Some of them, blinded by fear, tried to escape by swimming. But the size of the lake made this undertaking impossible; thus, they either reached the limit of their strength and were swallowed up by the waters or, unprofitably weakened by their toil, they struggled back to a point where they could touch bottom and were there massacred in large numbers by enemy horsemen riding into the lake. In the meantime, about six thousand men of the army's vanguard had bravely opened a passage through the enemy ranks; they emerged from the fray without knowing what was happening behind them. Coming to a halt on some high ground, they could neither see nor judge with their eyes how the battle was going, for the fog was still thick. Only at the end of the battle could the sun, higher in the sky by then, dispel the haze; and thus the plain and the mountain, visible in full light, revealed the miserable spectacle of the defeat and massacre of the Roman army".

 Having given a summary description of the battle, it will not be out of place to add a few remarks of a topographical nature. I have used the image of a gigantic L to give a schematic representation of the approach march of the two armies: the junction between the two arms of this letter can be identified as the place now known as Passo di Borghetto ("Borghetto Pass") and in earlier days referred to as Malpasso ("Evil Pass"). Here Hannibal veered his army to the left and went on. Here it was that, later, Flaminius pitched his camp. And on the following morning he marched his army eastwards along the shorter arm of the L, which corresponds to the northern shore of the lake. The Roman army was thus marching east in pursuit of Hannibal. The long and narrow plain that constitutes this short arm of the L was bounded to the south by the lake and to the north by the mountains. At the eastern end of the strip Hannibal had drawn up his Spanish and African infantry, while the allied Gauls and the light troops lay in ambush to the north, with the cavalry ready near the corner of the L. It was to take the Romans in the rear, while the others were to attack the left flank of the army on the march. But these troops at first remained hidden and allowed the Romans to march undisturbed for quite a while, until the whole army had come to be bottled up in the narrow valley closed on all sides by the mountains, the lake, and the enemy. At a certain point, when the Roman vanguard made contact with the African and Spanish infantry at the eastern tip of the L, taking up battle stations as best it could and engaging combat, the signal was given for the units drawn up on the mountain slopes to commence the assault; and thus the Romans, who were then marching east, had to turn north to face the enemy coming down from the mountains to attack them.

 I have already said that the plain had been invaded by mist rising from the lake. The sun was nevertheless shining very strong, because it would seem that June was already well advanced. The tops of the mountains may therefore have been in view even at the beginning of the battle or, if not, must have been the first to be rendered visible by the incident rays of the sun, coming at first from east-south-east and then gradually more and more from due south. It is very probable that our friend Lucretius had one of these heights in front of his eyes, probably Mount Castelluccio (740 m) or Mount Castiglione (800 m), the first more to the left as one looks, the second more to the right. At that hour of supreme anguish and desperate struggling the mountains were either already visible or became so well before the plain, and their shapes towering above the mist that enveloped the place of the massacre must have seemed an ominously suggestive backcloth. It is not therefore surprising that the image of the mountain should have impressed itself in the mind of Lucretius to the point of being the first to be re-evoked, the first to emerge, and after more than twenty centuries, in the course of our mediumistic communication.

 At this point, however, I really could no longer content myself with a merely abstract reconstruction based only on a few maps (like, for example, the one to be found in The Cambridge Ancient History). For this reason, as soon as I had finished the first draft of this book, I strongly felt the need for personally visiting the site of the battle, making a first-hand check as it were. Since Bettina at that time was kept busy by some American friends who were staying with us (and upon whom I did not think it right to inflict a study trip to see places and things that were of interest only to me), I asked Giuse Zingales, a friend of ours who is as kind as she is efficient and dynamic, to accompany me to Lake Trasimenus: rather, true to my time-honoured dislike for driving, I actually asked her to take me there in her car. And so we set out to make our trip on a day of splendid and almost dazzling sunshine, following the motorway at first and then continuing across the Umbrian countryside that seemed to be scorching at the time, for the year had reached mid-June, exactly the same season as the one in which the battle had taken place.

 Once there I was able to clarify quite a few ideas about the event, but one thing stood out particularly clearly: at the time of the battle the water level must have been higher than it is today, so that the plain that in my analogy I had represented by the horizontal arm of the L must have been considerably eroded by the water. The coast at that time was not as straight as it is today and must have formed a north-ward bulge to the east of the Borghetto Pass. All considered, therefore, the route followed by Hannibal's army is not correctly represented by a simple L and can be visualized rather better by imagining the figure '5', though a figure '5' turned onto its left side. The horizontal bar of the figure, thus become vertical, would therefore represent Hannibal's approach along the Val di Chiana. The vertical arm, on the other hand, now become horizontal, conveys the idea of the Passo di Borghetto, while the curved part of the figure would represent the northward bulge in the coastline. Having emerged from the pass, the Roman army, rather than continuing to move east, must therefore have changed its direction of march, turning northward to follow the only possible route defined by the coastline, i.e. the part corresponding to the curved lower half of our 5. 

 One of the methods used by the Carthaginians for clearing the battlefield of corpses consisted of digging large holes (or getting them dug by their prisoners or by local inhabitants pressed into service for that purpose), subsequently covering these holes with branches and piling up the bodies on top; setting the pile on fire, the branches would eventually give way, thus allowing the half-burnt corpses to drop into the pit, which would then be refilled and covered with earth. Many human remains that had evidently undergone some treatment of this kind have been found in the area, and this fact has made it possible to locate the battlefield with a certain precision. As compared with the location suggested by the map published in The Cambridge Ancient History, which suggests the battle as having taken place to the south of the little township of Tuoro, the discovery of the aforementioned graves shows that the actual battlefield lies to the west of the small hillock on which this settlement is situated.

 This hillock, being of rather modest height, permits one to get a clear view of Mount Castelluccio (740 m), situated behind it and somewhat further away, separated from the site of present-day Tuoro by an intermediate shelf, situated slightly higher than the hillock but still well below the mountain. Wherever one looks, the mountain therefore remains well in view. Indeed, standing on the battlefield and letting one's eyes sweep in a semicircle to the north, one notes mountains to the east, the north, and the west: certainly, they are not very high mountains, but they are clearly visible and, even today, they are still wooded. At the time of the battle the woods must have been even thicker, while the land lower down must have been swampy. My site inspection therefore brought home to me how appropriate were some of the expressions that Lucretius had used: Terra fertile non erat ("The land was not fertile"); Mons lign[e]us multum erat ("The mountain was thickly wooded"); Video mons in pugna ("From the battlefield I [can] see a mountain": most probably this very Mount Castelluccio). The Roman army erat infra montes ("was below the mountains"). The bitter battle took place between high mountains in a valley. Looked at today with the calm of a tourist, these mountains do not seem all that imposing, though one gets a very clear impression of being in a valley surrounded by mountains. Although he found himself face to face with my preconceived notion that the mountains were to be found only on one side and not in a semicircle all around, Lucretius had stressed quite clearly that there was a valley in the true sense of the term. And it is well known to experimenters in this field just how difficult it is for an entity not to be influenced by the preconceived ideas of the human channels that give it voice.

 There can be no doubt that prior to the land reclamation works and the construction of an artificial outlet discharging into the Tiber (both dating to only about a century ago) Lake Trasimenus was larger than it is today; consequently, it not only made considerable inroads into the plain that must have constituted the battlefield, but must also have turned much of the remainder into a water-ridden swamp.

 It is important to note that the Latin adjective fertilis, e has at least two clearly distinct meanings in the context with which we are here concerned: it can mean "capable of bearing fruit, capable of producing, fertile" in a generally potential sense, but it can also mean "that bears fruit" at this moment, not least as regards the "income" that can be derived from it. My Georges dictionary quotes a phrase ascribed to Cicero as an example of the first usage: Ager, quamvis fertilis, sine cultura fructuosus esse non potest ("However fertile, an uncultivated field cannot be fruitful"). Both Bettina and I have always understood the word "fertile" exclusively in the first of these two acceptions. But it is quite clear that Lucretius here used fertilis, e in the second of the two meanings, i.e. in the sense of fruitful and profitable. Rather, one may add here that, in the phrase Terra fertile non erat, mons lign[e]us multum erat, Lucretius specifically sets the one against the other: "The land did not bear fruit, unlike the mountain, which [densely wooded] was very rich in timber". What he described is not a landscape contemplated by a poet who glories in it, but rather as seen through the eyes of a peasant and valued in economic terms.

  It would also seem that in the days after the battle Hannibal had his men search vainly for the body of his valorous enemy, the consul Flaminius, whom he wished to bury with full honours. After repeating the name, Flaminius (which I had already suggested to him in the course of the previous communication), Lucretius had this to say about him: Died in battle and body in lake. He described him as valorous and intrepid, but imprudent. "And how did you soldiers find him?" We feared his anger (XXV).

 I also asked Lucretius where he personally had ended up after the battle of Lake Trasimenus. In communication XXIII he had told me in castrum, though without specifying whether he meant the Roman or the Carthaginian camp. In the next phrase he repeated in castrum and, at my request, made it clear that he was referring to the camp of Hannibal.

 The distinction between castrum (singular) and castra (plural) is well known: the former means "castle", "fortress", "closed and fortified space", while the latter stands for "camp", "military quarters", "barracks". I must confess, however, that at first I paid no heed to the distinction and simply interpreted the term as "camp", because it seemed probable that this was what Lucretius wished to say.

 "So you were made a prisoner". Yes. "And where was this camp situated?" Valle cum monte. If Lucretius intended this spontaneous expression to indicate the area where the valley ends and the mountain really begins to rise (i.e. what one would normally call the mountainside), one would have to hold that the location of the camp corresponded to what Giovanni Brizzi, for example, had in mind when he tried to evoke how the Carthaginian camp must have appeared to the Romans before the battle began: "When, on the following day, the columns of legionaries began to move beyond the Malpasso, a thick fog covered the plain: as the Roman army was advancing in a north-easterly direction, following a route that was at first parallel to the lake, Hannibal's camp immediately appeared in view, thus fully performing its task as bait, while the troops lying in wait along the flank remained hidden". The Carthaginian camp had been set up on what a little while ago I called the intermediate shelf between the knoll that is today crowned by Tuoro and Mount Castelluccio. The latter, in the background must have been well in view both before the battle and, most probably, also while it was running its course; it is therefore more than likely that it was the famous Mons that was to come to the surface with such obsessive force in the memory of Lucretius almost two thousand two hundred years later.

 It may well be that Hannibal's camp, situated as it was on that upland shelf, gave the optical impression of a castrum, a fortress, rather than a castra in the plural, i.e. a camp. After all, quite a few cities were later to be born as a result of the gradual transformation of castra in castrum. The confusion between the two terms, facilitated also by the confusion that reigned in my own mind at first, may well be explained – or substantially so – by the basic ambiguity that afflicts the distinction itself. Or could it be that Lucretius was one of the six thousand who, after breaking through the Carthaginian line, succeeded in finding refuge on a nearby hill, where – so the historical sources affirm – there rose an Etruscan village, which would certainly have been fortified. The day after these six thousand men surrendered to the victors and were in some way accommodated either inside Hannibal's camp or close to it, so that the recollection of the fortified village may have become superposed on that of the Carthaginian camp. But let us not waste further ink on a problem that, as we have seen, concerns a mere ending rather than a complete word, and this in a context where endings, in any case, seem to be playing puss-in-the-corner.

 "How did the Carthaginians treat you?" Labora multa (XXIV). These, which would perhaps be better described by labores, could have been fatigues of forced labour, but also travail, pains, afflictions, suffering. And hence: "Much toil" or, alternatively, "A great deal of pains and travail".

 Polybius tells us that Hannibal, after the battle, made a speech to the more than fifteen thousand enemy soldiers who had surrendered to him: ". He launched himself into an invective against the Romans, at the end of which he distributed among his troops a certain number of prisoners, the ones he considered to be true Romans, so that they would be properly supervised; as regards the allies of the Romans, he set them all free and sent them back home, saying what he had already said on a previous occasion: he had not come to fight the Italics, but rather the Romans, for the freedom of Italy". This was undoubtedly a very clever move. Livy specifies that the Carthaginian leader freed the Latins, that is to say, those among the enemy soldiers who, not being Roman citizens were subject to Latin law (jus Latii) and therefore enjoyed a condition that was intermediate between being a stranger and a full citizen. Lucretius, an Etruscan, was evidently a Roman citizen.

 "Did you ever see Hannibal?" Once at the lake. "How did the meeting come about?" We in chains, he on horseback. "Do you remember the elephants, those immense animals with a long, serpentine nose?" One or two. "The historians say that Hannibal at first had many of them, but then they died in the course of the war, so that only one had been left". In that case it was one seen twice. "What was Hannibal like?" He had only one eye. Very tough man (XXV).

 "And where did they take you after the Battle of Lake Trasimenus?" Capua. "What did you do at Capua?" Nullius. "You too were indulging in the 'idle joys' of Capua, then? Fine: and afterwards?" Non Affrica (sic). "Did you return home?" Etruria (XXIV).

 "What did you do to make the time pass at Capua?" There were always feasts. "But you were prisoners". We were serving and there was food. "How do you explain the fact that Capua could weaken and exhaust as valorous an army as the one that Hannibal had brought across the Alps and with which he had won so many battles?" Mild climate, sun, sea and women. "How come so many women? Where did they come from?" From the surrounding countryside. "They were evidently attracted by the booty the individual Carthaginian soldiers had managed to heap up". Rich. "And what did you do?" We served at the feasts. I carried messages and had a coin. "Did the Carthaginians treat you well?" Yes. "What were they like?" They felt themselves victors. They were authoritarian. "How were they as compared with you?" Different: appearance, speech, manners. "What were they like physically?" Lean, tall. "And their complexion?" Rather sunburnt. "More than the inhabitants of Capua?" Yes, yes. "How did they speak?" We couldn't understand them. "What were they like in their manners?" Proud people, sure [of themselves]. "Were they astute?" The leaders yes, but we would win at dice. "How was it you managed to win?" More astute. "Did you cheat?" Yes, yes, yes. "In short, a certain familiarity had become established between you and the Carthaginians". Yes, with the soldiers, not with the leaders. "It seems strange to me that the Carthaginians should accord such familiarity to enemy prisoners". They were drunk (XXV).

 That the answers given by Lucretius, though undoubtedly influenced by our own suggestions, convictions and aspirations, were not to be attributed exclusively to this subjective factor seems to be confirmed by his reply to my question: "As far as you know, what eventually became of Hannibal?" Mortuus in Africa, came his answer, though at that moment I was clearly persuaded that he had actually died in Asia.

 Lucretius immediately added: Cart[h]ago. I assumed that he wanted to say that, according to him, Hannibal had died at Carthage and therefore asked him: "How did the war end?" Delenda. Lucretius distinguishes himself among our entity friends by virtue of the fact that he tends to speak his own thoughts rather than listen to the specific questions that are put to him. He did not always do this, of course, but tended to do it more often than the others. "But was it effectively deleted, destroyed that is, in the end? Yes. "There was someone who kept saying: 'Delenda Carthago', 'Delenda Carthago' [Carthage has to be destroyed]. Who was it?" Senex (An old man). "Was it by any chance a certain Marcus Portius Cato?" Cato. Fuit vir optimus.

 What would be the best translation of this answer?. "Yes, Cato: he was an excellent man" is undoubtedly correct, at least in first approximation. But I wondered whether it would not be possible to find a more poignant and meaningful expression. Optimus, as we all know, is the superlative of bonus, and I therefore looked for all the shades of meaning of this adjective in my dictionary. There I discovered that bonus vir has the more specific meaning of "an honest man", which would make the answer given by our friend sound more like: "Yes, Cato: a really honest man". This seems much better, because a somewhat flat translation has now become more colourful and pregnant, a phrase that sounds particularly well in the mouth of a simple man: the kind of man, to be quite clear, who every time it rains would be inclined to say: "It's raining, they are all thieves in the government!" and, without paying the least attention to the subtle analyses of our politologists, tends to measure politicians first and foremost by their honesty.

 When we came back to this topic four days later, Lucretius said that he had heard the fateful phrase repeated by the soldiers themselves: Dixerunt milites Romani. He confirmed to me that the phrase kept cropping up in the speeches made by Cato in [the] Senate, and he also seemed very sure in affirming that he had heard the phrase repeated by people while he was still alive on the earth (XXIV).

 It is well known that Cato, who had taken part in the Second Punic War, was animated by a longstanding hatred of Carthage. But when did he actually commence his repetition of the refrain Delenda Carthago in the Senate? Was it only in 153 B.C., after his return from a mission in Africa, or had he done so even before? Supposing our friend Lucretius to have been still alive in 153, he must by then have been more than eighty years of age, though this is, of course, not to be ruled out. But it seems more likely that, even though he lived far from Rome, Lucretius had already heard people speak about Cato when he was much younger. There can be no doubt that the idea that it was Cato who kept repeating the famous phrase had been suggested to him by myself: Lucretius may therefore have borrowed the association between Cato and Delenda Carthago from me, even though he showed himself convinced that he had heard of it while still alive. He may have attributed it to Cato as an old man (senex) by virtue of the fact that at the moment of asking the question, and I remember this quite clearly, I had in mind the image of an old senator who kept repeating Delenda Carthago, delenda Carthago in the stereotyped manner of the inexorable old man suffering from arteriosclerosis, a time-honoured commonplace (indeed, in twice repeating Delenda Carthago, delenda Carthago, I had myself begun to assume a decrepitly senile tone of voice).

 But there is another problem here that remains open. Lucretius affirmed that he had heard the phrase Delenda Carthago in the mouth of soldiers. Now, is it possible that the idea that Carthago had not only to be beaten but actually to be destroyed was already being widely held among Romans during the course of the Second Punic War (in which Lucretius had himself fought as a soldier) or at least towards the end of that war, when the thing began to seem a practicable proposition? All we know for certain is that, after the battle of Zama (202), Cornelius Scipio Africanus, the winner, met considerable difficulties when, in 201, he asked the Roman Senate to ratify the peace terms he had proposed and which the Carthaginian Senate had accepted: the consul Gneus Cornelius Lentulus, at the head of a tenacious and influential minority of senators, would not give way to the supporters of peace, who in the Senate were being led by Quintus Cecilius Metellus. The tribunes eventually put the question to the people who, tired of such a long and terrible war, ratified the peace treaty in the comitia tributa.

 Coming back to Cato for another moment or two, one has to bear in mind that – as Gilbert Charles-Picard notes in a biography of Hannibal – the continuation of the war until the complete destruction of Carthage was not only desired on account of nationalist feelings, but also had economic roots, the farmers, above all, being anxious to eliminate the strong competition that Carthage constituted for certain products (wine and oil). It was primarily these considerations of an economic nature that had determined the attitude of Cato, the future Censor, but at the time a "new man", who gave himself the air of an ancient Roman and had already contested Scipio on account of some expenditures he considered superfluous: author of De Agricultura, Cato was also the leading theoretician and propagandist of agricultural speculation. All considered, therefore, it would seem that Cato was already of the party that wished the war to continue relentlessly to the destruction of Carthage. At that time he already was a senator, though still young and certainly not as famous as he was later to become. With or without Cato, however, the Delenda Carthago party already existed, it was live and tenacious, and must certainly have had its supporters also among the soldiery.

 Hannibal himself must have known something about this: as the Cambridge History tells us, speaking in the Senate of his city, he declared himself ready to accept any and all conditions of peace, no matter how severe, always provided that they did not involve the destruction of Carthage.

 "Did you ever go to Rome?" No. "Did you ever personally know any Romans from Rome?" Viri Romani milites amicos fuit. A literal translation is rather difficult here: Lucretius became friends with one or more Romans among his fellow soldiers. But does the fuit refer to just one person, is it yet another impersonal verb form, or what?. They were his companions in pugna, in battle. "Do you know that Bettina and I are also from Rome?" Urbe pulcherrima dixit mihi (He told me it was a most beautiful city). "Who told you that?" Miles (A soldier). "I should tell you, therefore, that Bettina and I live in Rome two thousand years after your time. What do you think of that?" Incredulus sum (I am incredulous). "Do you know that after your death, after the destruction of Carthage and other conquests, Rome set itself up as a huge empire covering the entire Mediterranean?". Imperium. "An empire, a vast dominion comprising not only Italy, but also Gaul, Spain, Africa, Greece, Asia Minor, and so on? Did you ever come to hear about this?" Yes, in coelis (XXII).

 "What were the Romans like? I mean the ones actually coming from the city". Viri fo[r]tissimi (very strong men), courageous, witty. I have already mentioned (in the chapter dedicated to Marcus Flavius) the confirmation that Lucretius gave us about the manner in which Romans would call each other at a distance: O Lucrè (XXII).

 "And what were you Etruscans like? What kind of people were you, as compared with Romans I mean?" Reserved, silent, courageous. "You were an Umbrian Etruscan". Yes. "And Lake Trasimenus, where the battle took place, was more or less in the area you came from". Yes (XXIV).

 "Courage" apart, what should one say about these "reserved" and "silent" Etruscans? If one allows for the fact that (as often happens) populations maintain certain of their characteristics even after the lapse of many centuries and that the Etruscans of Roman days were a little like the Tuscans of today, I find it difficult to see how the description given by Lucretius can be fitted to present-day Florentines or Sienese, people who enjoy a reputation for being rather loquatious. The description given of "his" Etruscans, as also his particular way of conducting a conversation, somewhat in the manner of a kamikaze, suggests that he must have come from a mountain or upland community, a man of sterling character and few words. It may well be that the few fragments of recollections regarding the place where the Battle of Lake Trasimenus took place, and above all the ever recurring image of that mountain, are in some way associated with memories of his native land.

 When asked whether he was rich or poor in life, Lucretius had replied: Modest condition. "Did you live in town or in the country?" Umbrian countryside. "So you were called to arms". Expedition against Hannibal (XXIII).

 The things that Lucretius told us also included information about the armament of infantry soldiers of his day, a matter of which he had first-hand experience. The cuirass was made of leather, not of metal, and could be put on because aperta erat in dorso ("it was open at the back"). The shield was of iron, and in partes of wood. After throwing his spear, Lucretius would fight with a broad and short dagger (sic), and, on my suggestion, he confirmed that it was known by the name of gladius (XXIV). The arms, clearly, were far less lethal than the ones at our disposal today: Terrible weapon, was his comment when I told him about our canons firing high-explosive shells (though I spared him further information about our atom bombs) (XXIII).

 When I asked him who commanded a legion, I received a wholly unexpected reply: Dux (another sign showing that, at least to some extent, he was not dependent on me). The answer would be correct only if it applied to an army as a whole. I therefore mentioned to Lucretius that an army was made up of several legions; he agreed to this and also confirmed the title borne by the commander of an individual legion: Tribunus (XXIV).

 "Did you die at home of old age?" Yes. "What experiences did you have when you died?" Mater mea pulcherrima ("My most beautiful mother"). "Had your mother died before you?" Yes, yes. "What else did you see?" Evanescent darkness and I floating. Then green valley, very bright, silent, deserted. An old man in toga. He was gentle and welcomed me. One is [rather] dissoriented [sic}, you know."What did he say to you?" I was in new condition and had to retemper my tired soul. "What came next?" Rest. "And when you woke up again?" Life in a beautiful place with relatives and friends. "Was it a town or country environment?" Pleasant countryside. (A mental environment of this type was evidently more in line with the kind of environment to which Lucretius was most accustomed to on earth or, to put it into other words, the kind of image that was most impressed in his spirit).

 "Good. The next time you come back, do you think you could bring somebody else of your condition, just the way Livius introduced you to us?" I must present my fraternal friend: Fabius. Has he come? "No. Who is he?" My companion [who] died in pugna. "Did you meet him again after your death?" Yes. But now he no longer comes. 

 This Fabius, to all appearances, must be the same as the alter mortuus mentioned earlier by Lucretius and would seem to be implied also by the expression: In that clash [there] died a loved and fraternal friend. But that friend was called Martius. Why, then, do we here have the names of two different gentes to designate the same person? A possible explanation is that Martius is a cognomen (i.e. a surname); alternately, it could be derived from an alteration of the prename Marcus. But the doubt came to me too late to be clarified. However, the matter is not all that important.

 "If you don't find Fabius, you could always bring somebody else". Not known to me? "Yes, indeed. Possibly a Roman of more ancient times than yours: someone who lived before your day". No memories in sphere but in you.
 The last reply underscores a concept already expressed on several occasions by souls who come to communicate with us from spheres where recollections have been completely eliminated: for as long as they remain in their spheres, these ancient Roman souls can neither remember anything nor communicate any recollections; these recollections come to the surface when they re-establish contact, through us, with the terrene sphere.

 At this point I asked Lucretius: "Do all the things you have told me correspond to authentic recollections? Are you sure that is the case?" If Jupiter has helped me as I hope. "We are very grateful to you for the information you have given us: it is very interesting". Thanks, thanks. My memory drives you mad. "It was a little maddening at first, but that was quite inevitable after such a long time and your process of elevation. As you can see, with my modest help, something did emerge in the end". Thank you, valente ("able [friend]"). "Let us meet again in three days' time, with the usual system". Fine. I shall come tres dies. Valete amici diletti (XXIV). 

 Valente (able) is once again a spontaneous and immediate translation, into Italian, this time of valens, entis. I had registered in my mind no more than the idea that this adjective was to be applied to somebody "valid", who excels in something, who is very good at doing something, as – to give an example – when one says "he is an able sculptor". In fact, this is the exact meaning of its modern equivalent, the Italian "valente", which at the very most, in an almost archaic acception, could also mean "valorous" and "valiant", "virtuous" in a moral sense, but certainly nothing more. But the situation, as I was subsequently to discover, is very different in Latin, where valens can also mean "strong", "vigorous" "healthy", "robust", "powerful". As far as our immediate interest is concerned, Lucretius evidently used the word to allude to my prodigious "powers" that made it possible for him to succeed in the difficult and almost impossible undertaking of getting back some of his memories of an earthly life lying so far back in time and by now wholly buried in oblivion.

 The conversation I have just reported took place on the evening of March 22 and three days later, on the 25th,, Lucretius came back cum amore in the late afternoon. After my customary "Ave Lucretie, quid agis?", I asked him: "Venistine cum aliqua anima eiusdem conditionis tuae?" ("Have you come with some soul of the same condition as you?"). But his reply was: Anima non erat. Difficile es[t]. "Cur?" ("Why?"). In coelis adora[n]tes sunt ("They are adoring in the heavens", that is to say, all absorbed in adoration and not very inclined to interrupt and resume a by now unaccustomed way of being of long ago).

 However, Lucretius promised to bring us a soul on the next occasion. For the moment I introduced to him Renate and Maria, two German friends of ours, who were present throughout the 25th communication, though without ever entering into direct contact with the glass. Sweet energies, was the way Lucretius described them. "Can you say a few words to Maria", I asked him, "who is the energy sitting by my side?" Maria is a soul who believes in us. "Quite so. Do you have a brief message for her?" Her road is serene and must continue with confidence. "Fine. A few words also for Renate?" Renate has a vital energy [that is] very strong and sure. "That, too, is true. Can you give her some advice?" To continue and entrust herself to the divinity.

 "Our two friends are German. Have you ever seen any Germans or, at least, heard people talk about them?" Mentioned yes, not known. "When did you hear them mentioned: while you lived on the earth or later in the heavens?" Milites in terra ("Soldiers on earth"). "What did they tell you about them?" Barbarian people. "In your day Rome had not yet come into contact with the Germans". Not war. "How did your friends get to know them?" Encounter. "Who knows: perhaps some Germans had infiltrated into Roman territory or nearby areas". Said to me. "Strange, though: in your day there had been neither any German invasions (like the Cimbri and the Teutons, about a century later) nor other forms of contact with them, at least not of such magnitude as to make historians feel they have to waste ink on the event". I don't know (XXV). 

 When he came back on the next occasion, Lucretius introduced us to Horatius, a deceased school teacher from Taranto, with whom we had a long talk that evening. At the end Lucretius came back and wanted to know how things had gone. How have I fished?, he asked, and I replied: "Excellent fish: the fish you have caught for us is a magister, very intelligent and curious". I am content for your work, he then said. "In that case will you come with him again in two days' time?" Yes, I shall come to salute you (XXVI).

 On March 29, at the end of communication XXVII (which coincided with the second visit of Horatius), I called our good Lucretius and found him there, all ready, and he immediately told me: I feel that you are not content. To be quite frank, his intuition was not very wide of the mark. There are persons who maintain more than they promise and there are others who promise far more, at first sight, than what they are capable of maintaining when one gets to know them better: Horatius seems to belong to the second category, as we shall see in the chapter dedicated to him. But at that moment I did not want to be left out on a limb with my judgments and, in any case, I was inclined to attribute the more modest results of our second conversation with the Taranto school teacher to the fact that I had just got over a bout of 'flu and did not feel particularly well that evening. Unfortunately, our communications with these ancient Romans coincided with a winter when I was greatly plagued by colds.

 Your forces, said Lucretius, are weak and in all probability this has its effect, or he is a character who has difficulty in remembering. The moment has come for a merely temporary separation. "Dear Lucretius, the displeasure of leaving you is tempered by the certainty that we shall meet again and will then be able, together, to know, remember and contemplate the entire masterpiece of the creation with evolution and history". It will be an exceptional event that will move us. You will certainly recognize because you are very familiar with our times and our manners and usages. "Thank you for what you have done for us, dear Lucretius". Not much: the fish is not [as] smart as would serve for you and the research you are doing. "Taken as a whole, however, the seven people I have fished have given me a great deal of satisfaction". It is your love for us that makes [us] come back. "I have indeed a very great love for the history of Rome. And I can give it as much sustenance as I like, for I live in Rome and at the centre of the city, in the midst of many monuments that are only within bowshot: the Forum, though completely in ruins today, is only just round the corner". You fortunate man. "My good fortune has been, above all, to know you all". Thanks to you both. Continue your work, and then together forever. "But does the togate agree with you?" Yes. "Does he agree we continue our research even at the cost of disturbing some of you?". Yes. See you soon: how the centuries fly by!
                                                     Chapter 7

                                        H O R A T I U S

 Veni[t] mecum anima. Spero te utile esse ("A soul has come with me. I hope he will be useful to you"), Lucretius told us. And, as soon as we had introduced ourselves to the newcomer in friendly terms, he replied with a simple: Salute. After this summary exchange of greetings and compliments (salute data redditaque, as Livy would say), I asked our newly arrived soul: "Meministine quis es?" (Do you remember who you are?). Somewhat unusually, our invisible interlocutor at this point began to began to study our letterboard, passing once over all the letters; then, as I pressed him with a "Quid nomen tibi est?" (What is your name?), he replied: Horatius.

  "Quo tempore vixisti?" (In which epoch did you live?), I asked him, but he did not give any immediate answer to this question. As we shall see, this particular point represents some difficulty for him. His profession came more easily and spontaneously to him: Discepoli habui (I had pupils), he said, employing a phrase that was half Latin and half Italian. "Magisterne eras?" (Were you a teacher?). Magister.

 A brief aside: if, in Italian, one wanted to reply affirmatively to any question, one would generally say "sì" (yes); whereas, to put it in the words of my beloved dictionary, "in the greater part of cases, the Latins, when wanting to give an affirmative answer, were wont to repeat the verb or the selfsame word of the question". Here are some examples (they are the ones used by Ferruccio Calonghi, responsible for the Italian-Latin part of the Georges dictionary). "Will you come? Veniesne? Yes! Veniam! – Has Clitipho come alone? Clitipho huc adiit. Solus? Yes! Solus!" Here we have a subtlety that may seem a trifle: Magister in this context is the answer of a master and represents a recollection of a Latin spoken really well. This is yet another notion that, right up to that moment, I had not really focused clearly in my mind.

 "Magister cuius disciplinae?" (“Teacher of which discipline?" or, more simply, "What exactly did you teach?"). Schola. Pueri erant discepulos ("School. [My] students were boys"). A pity, though, that we here have discepulos in place of discipuli, which ruins everything; but, as we have already seen, a certain abandon as regards the use of cases represents the rule rather than the exception in the Latin of our souls, and this even when our interlocutor must have had a good education in life: lest some of my readers be skeptical, I would challenge them to remember their own language with literary perfection two thousand years hence. After a moment's thought, I am quite sure, they will agree that these poor souls that happen to come our way are really doing miracles.

 "Magistri et nos ambo sumus" (We, too, are teachers). Ubi? (Where?). "Romae" (In Rome). Romae? "Romae vivimus duo milia annorum post tempus tuum" (We live in Rome two thousand years after your time). No. "Vere loquor. Mihi credere debes" (I am telling you the truth. You must believe me). Pulc[h]ra novella est. ("That is wonderful news” – Here novella is the usual Italian word that, latinized or not, replaces the proper Latin term: which would be nuntius, but I just could not remember it).

 "Postea tibi omnia dicam quae scire velis de nobis temporeque nostro. Nunc, quaeso, dic mihi quo tempore vixisti" (Later I shall tell you all you want to know about ourselves and our times. But for the moment I would ask you, please, to tell me when you lived). Imperium era[t] ([There] was the empire). "Nunc tibi nomina dicam primorum imperatorum: Augustus, Tiberius, Caligola, Claudius, Nero, Galba, Otho, Vitellius, Vespasianus, Titus, Domitianus. Invenìstine inter haec nomina imperatorem tuum?" ("I will now tell you the names of the first emperors: Augustus, Tiberius… Is the name of your own emperor among them?"). Ora [in] memoria nomen non habeo ("At this moment I don't have the name in mind" – Here, once again, ora, that is "now", is an Italian word in place of a missing Latin one. But why, Horatius, did you not use nunc? I remembered it perfectly well: after all, it occurs even in the Avemaria).

 "Meministine aliquid eventum?" ("Can you remember some event?"). Pax ("Peace"). "Pax post aliquid bellum?" ("A peace after some [specific] war?"). Multa aedificia erigere ("Erect many buildings" – Some governing proposition is here implied, possibly something of the type: "My emperor, whose name I cannot remember, caused or ordered many buildings to be erected"). "Imperator tuusne hoc facere jussit?" Sic [est]. "Romae vixistine?" ("Did you live in Rome?") Non. Urbs mare ("No. In a seaside town"). "Neapolis?" Non. "Panormum? Syracusae?" ("Palermo? Syracuse?"). T. "Tarentum?" (Taranto?). Tarentum (Note that, once again, the affirmative reply is given by repeating the word of the question). "Quae eventa meministi?" (What events can you remember?) Forum, basilica, portus erigerunt ("The forum, the basilica, the port were built"). "Haecne erexerunt tempore tuo?" (Was all this built in your day?). Sic [fuit].

 Later, though in the course of the same communication, I was to ask Horatius once more whether the name of his emperor had come back to him. The second, he replied. "The second on my list? Would you tell me his name?" The one after Caesar. I had not named Caesar. Conventionally, Augustus is considered as the first emperor (though he, too, had assumed and therefore bore the name of his illustrious uncle and adoptive father). I then asked Horatius: "Which Caesar are you talking about? Gaius Julius Caesar, who conquered Gaul and wrote De Bello Gallico and in the end was killed in the Senate by Brutus, Cassius and their companions?" Ides. "On the ides of March?" Yes, yes. "Can you tell me the name of your emperor or do you want me to remind you of it? If you want to make an effort to remember, it will be the last thing I shall ask of you today". Don't tell me. I shall tell you next time (XXVI).

  I raised the matter again at our next meeting: "Can you remember the name of your emperor now?" Tiberius, replied Horatius, this time without hesitation. "Was there another emperor between Caesar, the one killed on the ides of March, and Tiberius?" I have recollections of this name. "After Caesar there came Augustus". Augustus. "He was the one who brought peace after the many wars". Yes. "Tiberius came after Augustus". Yes. Perhaps Augustus reigned while I was [a] boy.

 "And what was Tiberius like?" An emperor who wanted to build and not only at Rome. Usually [only] Rome was always embellished. Not he: he was equitable. And I remember that he embellished and enlarged Taranto (XXVII).

 On the next occasion Horatius was to re-evoke an image of his emperor that in actual practice was the only one that the greater part of his subjects would ever see: [In my mind] I can see a coin, he said, with the effigy of the emperor. In profile and with a laurel crown on his head. Perhaps an event or an anniversary. On the back an ear?. Could that be? Does that mean anything to you? "Is there some writing? Can you remember it?" No. I see it as worn (XVIII).

 This was the only historical information I managed to get out of Horatius. What is there to say in this connection? If it is true that our entity lived under Tiberius, there can be no doubt that this emperor made every possible effort to maintain the peace established by Augustus after such a long series of foreign wars and, more recently, also civil wars. All considered, indeed, one can say that he followed a peace policy by conviction: it was his programme in the truest sense of the term.

 The building achievements of Augustus in Rome are well known. As to Tiberius, he was – in general principle – not very anxious to erect monuments in a city that he did not love and which did not love him: nevertheless, when Rome was struck by a grave fire that wholly destroyed the area around the Circus Maximus, below the Aventine, and the Aventine itself, he reimbursed the cost of the buildings and the tenement houses out of the imperial purse. Equally generous were his interventions in favour of Sardis, Magnesia, Temnus, Philadelphia Egea, Apollonidea and about a dozen other cities in Asia that had been devastated by earthquakes. This information was handed down to us by Tacitus, in his Annals, even though, in other respects, this historian never loses an occasion for making Tiberius appear in the worst of lights. In short, Rome was hardly favoured by Tiberius, who dedicated the best of himself to good, provident and – as Horatius told us – equitable administration of the provinces and, in any case, areas and populations that before his days had been exploited rather than governed. He assured administrative justice by keeping in office governors who had proved their worth and honesty and prosecuting those found guilty of embezzlement, and caused numerous public works and roads to be built in the provinces. It was under his reign that many still primitive villages where army units had been stationed became transformed into true urban centres that attracted merchants, developed flourishing industries, and radiated the Latin language and civilization, this being particularly true as regards the Danube regions. Speaking in more general terms, one can say that a vast process of urbanization had been set into motion at the very beginning of the imperial epoch, a process that involved not only the Danube regions specifically mentioned above, but also Transalpine Gaul, Spain, Proconsular Africa, Numidia, and the interior of Anatolia. The phenomenon can be noted also in Italy itself, where the cities and townships had been growing at a fast pace for a long time: there, as Corrado Barbagallo has pointed out, the age was characterized by "the embellishment of the existing urban centres".

 And Taranto? A powerful and highly civilized Greek city, it had come into collision with Rome and lost its full independence, though it had managed to preserve a certain autonomy entering into a federative pact. In 89 B.C., after the social war, it became a Roman municipium and thereafter, little by little, the city became completely Romanized. At Taranto there are still to be found remains of buildings dating back to the imperial age, but I could not obtain any certain information or more detailed dating; even less so, of course, was I able to confirm any of the information given us by Horatius.

 As regards the coin, I took a great deal of trouble in examining photographic reproductions in the hope of finding one with the profile of an emperor not later than Tiberius on the obverse and an ear on the reverse. Here are the results: I found coins with the profile of Augustus and, on the back, bundles of ears (six to be precise). A single ear, however, I found only on coins of a very different epoch: the single ear was the general characteristic of the reverse of the Greek coins of Metapontum, a city state forming part of Magna Grecia. Here, and here only, did I find the single ear, though in all cases perfectly and clearly delineated. The ear, however, is of barley rather than corn. The existence of these coins seems very significant for our purposes because Metapontum and Tarentum were very close to each other, so much so that the dominions of these two city states of Magna Grecia were adjacent and had a common border. It therefore seems very probable to me, for example, that the Metapontine stater and obole, two coins that were made of the same metal (silver) and were also of the same size as the corresponding coins at Tarentum, were readily accepted as tender in both cities. My knowledge of numismatic matters is, however, far too limited to permit me to say whether these coins were also legal tender (with the necessary permission or, at least, tolerance of Rome) in the days of Tiberius. But even if these coins should prove to have been no longer in use at that time, I have no difficulty at all in imagining that Horatius may have possessed one and that the image of the ear on the reverse should have remained with him, for it is indeed very beautiful. The Metapontine ear is so striking that it must have constituted the model for the wholly identical ear that appeared on our own five-centesimo coins, popularly known as "soldini", which were still in use under the King and the Duce when I was a boy. The only difference between those Metapontine coins and the one described by Horatius is constituted by the fact that the obverse, obviously, does not show an emperor, though these older coins are often embellished by a head of Demeter (Cerere), Persephone (Proserpine) or Phoebus (Apollo): this head is always shown in profile and carries a wreath or garland that could easily give the impression of a laurel crown.

 I can therefore say that the replies given by Horatius brought out two certain items of information. The first, of which I can hardly say that I was unaware (though certain very relevant aspects of it were wholly new to me or, at least, had never been adequately focused in my mind), is that Tiberius was the first emperor and, indeed, the first ruler of Rome ever to have furthered building construction and restoration in the other cities of the empire in just the same way as his predecessors had done this in Rome, which all of them – right up to Augustus – had always considered to be in a position of absolute privilege.

 The second item of information is constituted by the fact that in the Taranto area there once circulated coins – though issued by the nearby Metapontum rather than by Taranto itself – that showed various heads on the obverse and had the common feature of a single and very beautiful barley ear on the back. And this is something of which I certainly had no prior knowledge whatsoever.

 If the historical information supplied by Horatius was extremely limited, what he had to say about his school was far richer and more variegated, though in this case the information, all very plausible, adds little or nothing to what has long since been a matter of general knowledge.

 Vita mea in domus et in schola ("My life [took place wholly] in home and school"), recalled Horatius, adding that he had fili 5, filiae 4 and as regards discepoli, 50. This caused me to comment: "Multi liberi vere tibi erant, ergo multis discipulis egebas ad lucrandos multos nummos" ("You certainly had many children, and therefore you needed many students to earn a lot of money"). Sic [erat]. Mortui 3 pueri morbo ("Yes. Three died of illness in childhood"). "Hoc me piget" ("I am sorry"), I replied. And, changing over to Italian, I explained to him the customary technique that would enable him to express himself in our language. He then told me: They brought me food and firewood, a few also coins.

 "Where did you hold school: at home? in a taberna? in the basilica? or where?" In a room near the basilica. "Could you describe your classroom? We are interested because, as I told you, we, too, are teachers". Very happy to be with colleagues [who are] patient with my uncertainties. Large luminous room. [Simple] benches and many seated boys. "How did they write?" On tablets. "Made of wood? Yes. "How did they write the words on them?" Sheets. "Do you mean that they used sheets?" Sheets or, as you say, layers of wax. "Sheets of wax, you mean?" Yes. "Not of parchment or papyrus?" No. How does one say tablets with wax in your language? "One could say: wooden tablets with wax spread on the surface". Tablet with a wax surface. Not spread: that is honey on bread. "Alright: tablet with an outer layer of wax". Yes, yes.

 Here one should note the relative mastery of our language that Horatius seemed to have acquired as a result of his contact with us and in just a few minutes of communication in Italian. Such acquisition does not take place by degrees, as would be the case when learning a language or any complex subject matter here on earth: the acquisition, as it were, takes place globally and immediately. The greater culture of our ancient teacher could not but have facilitated him in this. 

 Sheets of papyrus were used only by rich sages, added Horatius. "For writing, of course". Yes: poets, philosophers, emperors, senators. The first two, if rich; the treasury paid for the others.

 "What did you read together? What books did you use as texts?" I remember a text translated from Greek. Not the author, but they were moral maxims. I don't know how the boys put them into practice (XXVI).

 This specifically ethical approach to education and teaching was to find a kind of post factum confirmation in a book that I had occasion to read some time later. The book in question is a biography of Augustus by Ettore Fabietti, which I have already had occasion to mention. There it is said, among others, that when the future emperor was a boy of thirteen, his teacher "began with the preliminary reading of poetry or a passage of prose on which his disciple had to exercise himself, and would then explain the form and the content, not solely to train him in the use of language, but also to have occasion and material for moral teachings".

 As a result of reading several other books it was eventually brought home to me just how great an importance was attributed to formation of the moral character not only in traditional Roman pedagogy but also in the Greek paideia, which was to exercise such great influence on Rome towards the end of the republic and under the empire. Moral teachings were conveyed by reading not only the moralists, but also the poets, starting with Homer, who – as Plato would have it – "had educated Greece".

 Grammar, as Horatius was to tell us two days later, played a great part in the teaching programme, together with numbers and elementary calculations and moral readings (Note how our friend here returns to the concept I have only just explained).

 Our teacher of antiquity remembered a grammar of the Latin language that he had in school for the students: old with parchment but useful. It was a scroll, not a codex with cut and superposed pages as in our present-day books. The codexes made their first appearance in his day and he remembered having seen one with a magistrate (XXVII).

 I did not manage to get to know anything more about his earthly life. All the other information was either clearly mistaken or, even when it was correct or plausible, far too trite to be repeated.

 Horatius became incomparably more interesting when he talked about his experiences in passing over and about life after death: It was a serene death, he said, as an old man and surrounded by children and grandchildren. Death occurred at the first light of dawn. I had passed a restless night: always thirst, insufferance of the positions. Then all of a sudden calm, peace and, at the end of the room, a waving of veils. I could not understand how they came to be there. "Who?" The veils. Then I focused my sight very carefully and saw that there was a large group of people whom I knew: there was my grandfather, my grandmother, a little uncle ("uno zietto"), a neighbour, two old ladies and many others. What frightened me was that I knew them all to be dead. Had they returned, or was I raving? Or had I myself died? [I felt] terror, anguish. I wanted to shout, but my voice would not come. Grandmother, smiling, came out of the group and said: 'Don't be frightened, little Horace ("Orazietto"), come with us'. And she held out her arms to me.

 Now, Orazietto, as he himself was to confirm to me a moment or two later, is the Italian translation of Horatiulus. Zietto (which is the modern Italian diminutive of "zio", i.e. "uncle"), as I discovered many months later after an extensive consultation of my dictionary, is a clear and wholly spontaneous attempt of rendering in Italian the Latin avunculus, diminutive of avus ("grandfather"), and in its proper sense specifically designates the maternal uncle, the uncle who is brother of the mother (although in the wider sense it can also designate the husband of the mother's sister or the brother of the great grandmother). I was also completely unaware that the Romans had a special name for each type of uncle: patruus for the uncle as the father's brother, magnus avus for the grand-mother's brother, and major avus for the father's or the mother's uncle. It was a brake that no longer checks our modern proliferation of "uncles".

 "And then?", I continued my questioning of Horatius. I found myself on the banks of a river. Other souls were with me, but I could not see their faces. I came to a boat with a boatman, who told us – without speaking – to get in. The boat was full and he, standing up, rowed vigorously. We were going up a silty river. Then the river went underground and we were unloaded on a bank. There [we were] judged by an invisible god and sent to different places.

 For a long time I found myself in the midst of a thick and humid fog. "Were you alone in the fog?" Solitude and silence. Then I felt other presences, with whom it was not possible to communicate.
 "If I am not being indiscreet, were there any grave blemishes in your earthly life?" I was [a] man far removed from the gods. "Had you committed any evil deeds?" An arid life. "How is that possible, in the midst of all those boys?" Early enthusiasms wither quickly, as you know. "But you didn't do anything particularly evil?" No.

 "And when you came out of the fog?" That was an exalting moment: light, light, light. Remember, light is the supreme gift of the gods.

 "You thus passed to a more joyful environment?" Yes: a sphere similar to the earth. "Was it an astral city?" Yes. Had I wanted, I could also have recreated my classroom. "But that was the last thing you wanted". Yes, yes, yes (XXVIII).

 We came back to this topic a week later: "How was this astral environment?" Urbs (A city). "And how did people live there?" They led an almost earthlike life. You had clothes and met your friends. With the force of thought one could obtain – as you well know – obtain whatever you desired. "Did you have a home?" With others. "Of your own family?" Yes, relatives. "Was there always a bright sky? Did night never fall?" If you thought it, yes. "If you thought it individually?" Collectively. That is the criterion that, generally speaking, underlies the construction of objects: you can make them yourself, if they are simple; if complex, however, they need the mental work of many.

 "Could you tell us some fact that happened, some special event, to illustrate this?" Once we had a party with food and dancing. All the dishes were fruit of individual or group concentration. I remember that more than 12 souls were needed for a roast porkling. There was not enough energy and the porkling was incomplete. It was a long job because, apart from the food, we had to prepare the dances and the songs.

 "Which earthly city did this astral city resemble?" A little like our own, but then there was always something added to it. "And what was there around the city?" There were the suburbs and then the uncultivated countryside. "And if you left the city and passed the suburbs, walking, walking, what would you see in the end?" In the end you realized you were moving without walking. "Without moving your legs, that is, without in turn putting each foot in front of the other?" Yes. "Did you have your feet lifted off the ground (I mean the astral ground, of course)?" A sensation as if [one were] sliding. "If you kept walking, would you ever arrive at a point where the sphere came to an end?" No. "Was it, on the whole, like an astral Italy?" Not that you can cover the whole sphere: energies are limited.

 "Do the rich still have beautiful houses in the sphere, in other words, do the rich remain rich, and the poor poor?" The question may well seem quite a handful, and Horatius evidently felt the need for thinking about it for a while before giving an answer. After an adequate pause of concentration, however, he replied: Yes, but these are transitory states. In the situation of form, you know it is [but] a passage.

 Thinking about it, however, it would seem that continuing to live as either rich or poor is the equivalent, above all, of remaining bound to one's mental habits, one's own life images: when a poor man dreams of home, he finds himself in the hovel in which (rightly or wrongly) he is accustomed to live, just as a rich man will find himself back in his sumptuous country house.

 "How old were you when you died, Horatius?" Over sixty: I was an old man. "And what age did your appearance suggest in the sphere of form?" A mature man. "Did your human aspect become rejuvenated after physical death?" Yes. I resumed the vigour of manhood that disappears in old age.

 "How did you pass into your present condition?" In this astral city there live also many more evolved beings who assume the guise of sages and with learned discourses began the work of convincing you to leave an as yet ephemeral condition. "Did they put you together, did they instruct you in groups?" Both in groups and individual teaching (XXXI).

 "Can you tell us something about your present condition?" Yes. I am in a transition sphere for a further advancement on the road to deification. "What do you do in the sphere where you are at present?" Still adoration of the gods and songs of praise and propitiatory dances.

 "And what awaits you beyond?" More elevated spheres where the gods are contemplated, but not yet the supreme God. "Do you already adore the supreme God?" Yes, but later we shall contemplate him.
 "And what awaits you at the end of it all?" We shall be gods and enter the Olympus and shall see Jupiter in front of us as the Highest (XXVII).

 April 3, when Massimo and Rossella, two young and dear friends of ours, paid us a visit, proved an occasion for a disputation about the supreme God and the one God. Horatius was very glad to meet our two friends, and here is what he had to say about Rossella: I can't see her physically [which, I would take the liberty of adding, is a real pity], but her spiritual energy is luminous. On request, he then passed on to describing their characters. Rossella, so he said, had a character that wants what it desires. "Perhaps it would be better if she desired what she wanted", I replied. But she is like that. "Do you mean that she is more emotional than wilful?" Her will is not of iron. "And what about Massimo?" His is an iron will.

 I had introduced Massimo as a "juvenis doctissimus" ("very learned young man"). Discipulus doctissimus ("Very learned disciple"), came the reply from Horatius, and I then continued: "Cum Maximus loquitur de sua religione vere doctissimus videtur et ego sum discipulus suus. Forsan cum loquor de religione mea ego magister sum, Maximus autem discipulus" ("When Maximus speaks about his religion he seems very learned indeed, and I am his disciple. Perhaps when I speak about my own religion, it is I who am the master and he the disciple").

 I profess to be a spiritual descendent of the very Christians who, as Horatius noted, were against the emperor. Massimo, a student of Islam, ended up by becoming converted to that religion. I explained all this to Horatius, which caused him to ask: Is your young friend of a new religion? "Certainly". And are there many Gods? "It is you who has many gods: your Jupiter is the father of the gods and also the supreme God. Our God, on the other hand, is not the supreme God: he is the only God". What is the only God called? "In Latin he is called 'Deus'". Deus. "In our language, which is the Latin of two thousand years after your time and is known as Italian, 'Deus' is translated as 'Dio'. Dio. And in the language of the Arabs God is called 'Allah'". Allah. "Before the one God all the creatures are simple manifestations of himself: no manifestation can call itself 'god', because of God there is only one". And are the manifestations not equal to our gods? "Yes, they are equal, they are the same thing, but they do not have the right to call themselves gods, because the He who can call himself God in the proper sense is only one". It is a little difficult. "Let me make things clearer to you by an example, which I take from your former profession. With a weak teacher, the students run about all over the place and each one does just as he likes, acting with full freedom and pontificating as if he were the master. But at a certain point there arrives a teacher who knows his job, tall, with an imposing beard and a very strong personality. Just one shout and then he says: 'Silence, all of you, each one to his own desk, tablet and stylus ready, we are going to have dictation. And, just in case there are any doubts, let each remember that I am the master here'. Now, the little students are not degraded or demoted teachers, because they were students even before. The master has simply put them in their place and now they do their duty, which is the only thing that will really enable them to learn, to progress, and in the end even to become teachers of their own. Even you, when all is said and done, attribute ever greater value to Jupiter as you progress along your present road, is that not so? You regard him ever more as a supreme God, but supreme in the strong sense, if I am not mistaken". He is the goal. "So that from your contemplation of the gods you pass to the contemplation of God, which in your eyes is going to become more and more important" (XXIX).

 The goal of this final confluence of the souls in Jupiter is as yet far removed, Horatius was to tell us when I continued the discussion in communication XXXI, the last of the series. "What awaits us in the end, the very end of everything?" A universal Olympus for everybody. "Will memory of all things come back then?" Yes. "Will there be knowledge?" Knowledge? "Yes, knowledge of all things". Yes, yes, yes: I believe we shall know everything. "And how will the earth end up?" It will be in the Olympus: everything will be there. "Do you [souls] know the earthly events that happened after your time?" No: when energy strains towards the Divinity, it must be concentrated there. "How is it that from this straining towards the Divinity there will eventually spring knowledge of all things of the world?" Now we are imperfect and on the march; but, having attained the goal, we shall be perfect (XXXI).

 Though Horatius had repeatedly vibrated our intentions towards other energies in his sphere, none of them accepted his invitation to come to us: quite apart from their well known titubations, the souls in his sphere are not always free to decide to come again into contact with a forgotten world. That is what Horatius told us on the occasion of communication XXVIII, on April l, and in the seven days between then and the final communication, XXXI on April 8, he had not managed to find any other soul to take his place. In our talks with him we had more or less said everything that we had to say to each other. It was therefore almost for courtesy that I said to him: "Shall we meet again?" No, was his reply, which I had expected as a matter of course. I have to resume my road, for too long have I been distracted. "Alright, in that case it only remains to us to thank you for everything and wish you good progress on you spiritual itinerary". I have been happy, but have not been of help to you. "On the contrary, you, too, have been of great help. On the other hand, our contact with the ultraterrene spheres of ancient Rome had to come to an end sooner or later". Perhaps it is [the] will of Jupiter.
 It just flashed through my mind at the time that this was certainly not the first occasion when the will of Jupiter had been adduced by one or other of his devotees to justify his own idleness, his own failure: indeed, it happened many times even after Jupiter had changed name. Nevertheless, I did not bat an eyelid and simply said: "We shall meet again in the Olympus", to which Horatius replied: All the living will come there. "And what about those who, at that time, will still be living on the earth?" They will come in. "Will they come in as living?" Yes. "And their bodies?" Deified by the power of J[upiter].

 The final Valete pulcherrimi amici pronounced by Horatius thus brought to an end the chain that had kept us in contact with the sphere of the ancient Romans for more than two months and, with it, there also ended our marvellous mediumistic adventure.

                                                      Chapter 8

                                     F I N A L   R E M A R K S

 It is your love for us that makes [us] come back (XXVII). It seems to me that these words, said to me by Lucretius a moment or two before he finally left us, go at least some way towards explaining how this wholly unexpected contact between us and the astral spheres of the ancient Romans came to be established. Both of us, indeed, are animated by a passionate love for our city. As regards me, more particularly, I always read with keen interest anything that may have a bearing on the history of Rome, from the origins right through to yesterday's news, and my interest truly covers everything: the semi-legendary seven kings, the republic, the empire, the Rome of the Popes, and Rome as the capital of modern Italy, from the breach in the walls at Porta Pia to the moment when I open my paper on the pages reporting city news or when I feel like leaning out of the window to see what is going on in Via dei Serpenti, the street in which we live.

 If the contact is created by love, its subsequent strengthening is greatly facilitated by my historical knowledge, though this is really rather limited and dilettantish, just as mediumship at our disposal is extremely limited, even when we combine our forces. It is a mediumship that permits us to communicate with ourselves, with the deepest levels of our consciousness and everything that happens to be found there; what is more, it would also seem to permit us to communicate, through ourselves, with real discarnate subjects. I personally am fully convinced of this latter possibility, deriving my conviction, above all, from the accumulated experience of more than four hundred communications.

 I am also well aware that our global mediumship, though it is undoubtedly tending to grow and develop, is as yet very far from xenoglossy: the day in which we shall be able to write in Etruscan or ancient Chinese is therefore far and, indeed, astronomically far removed. Our entity friends have a purely mental life and can limit themselves to giving form to thoughts that subsequently, through our unconscious, will become expressed in words and phrases of our language. These thoughts can also become expressed in their own language, but only inasmuch as both Bettina and I have studied Latin at school (for good or ill, for eight long years) and I, in particular, have conserved and developed a certain knowledge of that tongue. Above all, the knowledge I have of the Latin language would seem to serve our ancient Roman souls as a vehicle for expressing themselves in their own idiom, something they spontaneously do, as we have seen, until I suggest to them the technique needed to express themselves (with much greater ease and wealth of vocabulary) in modern Italian.

 As is clearly shown by the specimens here offered to our readers, my Latin shines above all on account of its… courage. And what should I say about the Latin of our souls? Its marked inadequacy would seem to be due, for the most part at least, to the cultural level attained by our friends while on earth, a level that must have been modest and, in some cases, even decidedly low: who knows what kind of Latin they were wont to speak, especially in their everyday lives. What is more, we here have a language that these souls had not spoken for a good two thousand years, so that it is really not very surprising if they found it a little rusty. Lastly, there are the deformations due to this Latin being filtered through us: this is particularly true as regards Bettina, who studied Latin at school, even with fair results, but afterwards took little or no further interest in that language.

 As regards me, I can say that at university I had to sit an examination in Latin literature, an examination corresponding to a one-year course (rather than a two-year one) and required merely as an adjunct to my philosophy degree (though not for that reason a particularly easy one). Afterwards I limited myself to resuming the study of Latin and its literature every now and again, though never in anything like a systematic manner, so that my knowledge of the language has necessarily remained imperfect and full of gaps to this day (as the more learned among my readers will readily have noted).

 Notwithstanding all these limitations, however, the fact is that our souls can fish a little Latin both in Bettina and myself. But at this point a hypothetical interlocutor could well come out with the following objection: "If your entities know what you know and speak a Latin that even you could speak (or, rather, speak it worse, making grammatical errors that neither of you would ever make), it is clear that these presumed entities are nothing other than secondary personalities of yours, that is to say, parts of your unconscious, each of which has developed, up to a certain point at least, an autonomous 'personality'".

 To this one could reasonably reply as follows: "I quite agree. But how can we account for the fact that these entities showed themselves to possess – albeit only to a rather limited extent – a knowledge of Roman history and the Latin language that undoubtedly exceeds our own?"

 Our interlocutor, in turn, could then reply: "The various things you are convinced you did not know and had never known until the moment they were mentioned in the appropriate communication are really things that you had already learnt and subsequently forgotten, burying them deep down in your psyche: the unconscious never forgets, it always remembers everything". 

 To which I would reply: "It is undoubtedly possible for us to forget that we have already learnt something: but it is very difficult and rather unlikely that, every time we have a clear sensation of learning something for the very first time, we should invariably be mistaken. Now, there were many things that gave us an extremely clear feeling of having never been heard before and for a considerable part of them this feeling would certainly be correct".

 Only to draw the following from our irreducible critic: "But don't you know that many things can also be learnt at a subliminal level, i.e. without being conscious of them?"

 At which point I can only make a weak attempt to make the blow glance off: "Undoubtedly this is possible in general principle. But we are never in a position to say whether or not it applies in the case of those given pieces of knowledge. The reason for this is quite simple: since we are concerned with a phenomenon taking place at the level of the unconscious, we are unaware of it, know nothing about. It is therefore quite pointless to talk about it".

 "In any case", our interlocutor would press on, rubbing in our discomfiture, "one can always put up the hypothesis of a super-esp, i.e. an extrasensory perception (ESP) that is really super: a super-esp would enable you to capture any kind of information by means of telepathy or clairvoyance, so that the notions that you seemingly learn from your spirits have really been received from yourselves via paranormal channels. The presumed communication with souls of ancient Rome would therefore be nothing other than a dramatization in which your extrasensory perception, the only thing that has really happened, takes (illusory) form. It is clear, moreover, that this super-esp operates at the unconscious level". 

 Invoking both the subconscious and a super-esp, an all-embracing unconscious and an omniscient super-esp, our adversary has really given us the coup de grace. What can I answer? Nothing. There are ultimate objections in front of which silence really becomes golden, just like the silence of Jesus face to face with the famous question asked by Pontius Pilate.

 Looking at the matter more closely, however, we really had no reply at all right from the beginning: every time we claim to have in hand elements of proof that show (in an absolute, definitive manner) that we are really in contact with the beyond, we implicitly authorize our critic to oppose any kind of objection whatsoever; and in the end he will surely find at least some rag of an objection that will prove sufficient, if not to confute our affirmation, at least of relativizing it.

 It is only when we venture onto existential, experiential or pragmatic grounds, the only grounds where one can proceed by the light of just a little common sense, that we can face the pistols of the jack-of-all-trades unconscious and the omniscient super-esp that have been pointed at us, for we can then reply in all serenity: "I quite agree, everything is possible; but can one also say that everything is equally probable? In the light of common sense, there are some things that appear more probable than others. There are also things that, though theoretically possible, are in actual practice so improbable that the probability of their happening more than once, or happening in series or altogether always, would seem to be infinitesimally small, that is to say, expressed mathematically by a zero followed by a point and an ever larger and more impressive number of zeros, something that we might call an inverse astronomical progression.

 That everything should always be against us, that everything should conspire to deceive us, is a hypothesis that reveals itself to become increasingly abstract and improbable as one insists on keeping it up at all costs. In the limit, indeed, such a hypothesis would end up by coinciding with the Cartesian hypothesis of the "malign genius". Let us imagine, as Descartes put it, that the senses and reason always deceive us and that, in the limit, there is a mysterious malign genius who always upsets everything in such a manner as to oblige us always to doubt everything. Here we have the famous methodical doubt, that is to say, a methodology that Descartes ultimately employed for the precise purpose of "establishing something firm and lasting in the sciences". The Cartesian goal was therefore the founding of a science. But no science can be founded on a really skeptical doubt, an obsessive doubt, a doubt disease, something that can be of interest only to a pathologist.

 I remember two jokes I heard told when I was a boy. A recruit was about to take his first turn of sentry duty at the powder depot and the corporal of the guard decided to subject him to a quick-fire examination: "Let's see: you are on sentry duty, it is night, and an unknown person comes towards you. What do you do?" "I shout: 'Halt! Who goes there?'" "He doesn't answer and continues to come forward. What do you do?" "I shout: 'Halt!'" "He doesn't even hear you and keeps coming. And you?" "I… fire a shot in the air". "But he doesn't take a blind bit of notice of you and just keeps coming. What do you do now?" "I fire at him". "Your rifle jams". "I impale him on my bayonet". "The bayonet comes off the rifle, falls to the ground and disappears in a hole". "I hit him on the head with the butt of the rifle". "But your rifle just splits in two". "I throw a stone at him". "But there are no stones around". "But, corporal, does everything have to happen to me?"

 The other joke was much on the same lines. A competitive examination for ten jobs as crossing keeper. "Two trains are about to collide in front of your signal box. You have to stop one of them. What do you do?" "I switch on the red light". "There is a current failure. What do you do?" "I wave my red flag". "But you can't find the flag. How do you react?" And so on, and so on. In short, everything was happening to the poor crossing keeper and, indeed, a thing or two more. In the end, with the candidate at his wit's end, there came yet another "What do you do?" "I call my wife to the window. She just loves train collisions", he replied.

 In other words, I think that the most appropriate attitude is to keep well away from the sandbanks of excessively schematic reasoning that has little or nothing to do with concrete reality: if we affirm to have found some absolute, definitive, apodictic, incontrovertible and bomb-proof (forgive me!) proof, we implicitly authorize each and all to formulate any kind of consideration capable of vitiating our thesis. In the minefield or, to avoid metaphors, on the abstract plane that we ourselves have chosen to be on, any kind of objection is possible, even the most abstract: there, indeed, all objections, no matter how abstruse, have equal right to citizenship.

 But if, armed with good sense, we put ourselves on a more concrete plane, we shall note that, all considered, there are really things that appear more probable and others that seem decidedly less so. In practical terms we can therefore say that as the elements tending to confirm a given hypothesis accumulate, it becomes more and more probable that the confirmed hypothesis will prove to be correct.

 This does not by any means imply that the entire present formulation of the confirmed hypothesis must necessarily remain valid forever. A hypothesis may be substantially correct and yet, after a certain lapse of time, call for a more adequate formulation. We do not here wish to indulge in fundamentalism and keep on saying undauntedly that the Lord God created the world about six thousand years ago, and that he did so in six days of twenty-four hours each.

 Well, then, we can strip our conclusions of possible chaff as much as we like, even granting due space to both the unconscious and to extrasensory perception, we can admit having learnt at the subliminal level, or even at the conscious level (though without remembering), many things that we thought to have heard for the first time in our life during these communications; in short, we can go a long way towards meeting the needs of our critic. They are reasonable requirements, though they must not be absolutized, for in that case one would run the risk of imitating the corporal of the joke I told. Is it really possible that everything should be against us in a manner such as to reveal as fallacious each and every experience of ours, even the most consistent, even those that had so greatly strengthened our impression that things stood in a certain way?

 Nobody is more convinced than I that, as far as possible, one has to remain on the plane of the most rigorous rationality. But what I expect is a rationality that will help us to make progress with our research, and not some form of paralyzing hyper-rationalism. We need a rationality that springs from experience, keeps referring back to it a tall times, never losing contact. The function of a rationality conceived in this manner is not to exorcise the phenomenon, but rather to help it emerge. It is a phenomenological rationality, a rationality that aims "at things themselves". It is a rationality respectful of the phenomenon, without immediately rushing to label it, but rather capable of rendering itself receptive to the spontaneous expression of the given phenomenon. There are phenomena that resist all attempts of capture by any rationality that is excessively objectivating, or too crudely schematic and geometrical. Rather than on the "spirit of geometry", it will here be helpful to rely on the "spirit of finesse", as Pascal has suggested. We have to entrust ourselves to a rationality that is capable of proceeding with intuition and discernment and, above all, capable of waiting a while to let the phenomenon manifest itself of its own accord and thus to grasp it in all its most subtle aspects, even those that are least reducible to general concepts.

 I think I have already said enough to clarify this aspect in general principle. But let us now see how it can be concretely applied to the results of our particular and – I would even say – unique research. First of all, however, let me state my personal conviction in the matter: on the whole, I am quite convinced to have obtained a contact and a series of mediumistic communications with the spheres of ancient Italics who died about two thousand years ago. In the first place, of course, there is my live experience of these conversations. Then there is the analysis of all the words and phrases, all of which I took down with the greatest possible scruple and exactitude, one by one, and at the time I received them. When I re-read them, as I have done many times, when I come back to reconsider them after the lapse of some time, I become more and more strengthened in my conviction to have talked to men of antiquity: indeed, they seemed to be such even in their reactions to the things I told them about some subsequent historical events, our very different way of life, and our inventions and modern devilries.

 To express this concept in other words, let us assume that we really succeed in talking to ancient Romans who lived nineteen, twenty and twenty-one centuries ago and are now discarnate, surviving in astral spheres in the conditions they themselves described; very well, it is my impression that there is a high probability that they would express themselves just like our seven friends in the communications to which this book is dedicated: everything our seven friends told us seems perfectly consistent and, what is more, altogether likely. According to me, there is not a single jarring note.

 This was my first impression, and a very clear one at that, and it subsequently became more and more convalidated as I further analyzed both the contents and the form of expression of these communications.

 Though there are some things that could disconcert quite a few of my friends, they found me on the whole well prepared and accustomed: my practical experience of these kind of communications suggests that I should not expect what would be expected by many people who have not yet acquired or delved further into this type of experience.

 The manner in which these entities express themselves suggests, from beginning to end, that they really belonged to that particular world. Certainly, they are not the Romans we are accustomed to seeing in Hollywood spectaculars, nor would I say that they resemble those that populate Sienkiewicz' Quo Vadis. If anything, one might imagine them as coming from the Satires or the Epistles of Horace. As ancient Romans (or, if one prefers, ancient Italics, since none of the seven actually came from Rome) they really expressed themselves in a way that, all considered, I would describe as wholly plausible.

 By the time they made these communications, all of them had become so detached from the earth as to have forgotten everything, at least at the level of conscious spiritual life. Nevertheless, they would seem to have preserved a kind of unconscious memory. This memory, so they said, becomes reawakened as a result of the renewed contact with the earth that they realized through the contact with Bettina and myself. The recollections, however, were both fragmentary and vague. The re-evocation was helped by the fact that we, or at least I, possess certain notions. But there always remains the suspicion that this re-evocation may be influenced and even deformed by our prejudices associated with these notions.

 But there is one conviction that nobody will ever get out of my head: the communications I have here reported taught me a number of things that, to all appearances, I did not know before. As we have already seen, some of the things concerned historical facts, others customs and usages, and yet others revolved around the Latin vocabulary, involving for the most part different and previously unknown acceptions of words I already knew. Let us say that of these Latin words I knew one or two of the more current meanings, but was completely unaware of some third meaning that they can sometimes assume in particular contexts. Hence my surprise on finding that the word had been used by an entity in a sense that I had not previously known.

 How did I set about verifying the information I had received? As regards the unknown meanings of many words, I consulted not only my Georges dictionary, which I have mentioned on several occasions, but also other and often far more ponderous dictionaries made available to the public at the National Library in Rome. Assisted by my young friend Enrico Spoletini (to whom I desire to express my gratitude) and sometimes also by Bettina, I there made a systematic search of all the books that could provide me with confirmation (or otherwise) of what the entities had said. The list of books I consulted includes historical and biographical works, monographs on the usages and customs of the Romans and their daily life, dictionaries, including some archeological ones, coin catalogues, and grammars.

 It hardly needs saying that, in seeking possible checks and confirmations, I did not proceed in the manner of a specialist, but purely and simply as an amateur, for that is exactly what I am in those subject matters and fields of research; but this does not mean that I treated these questions in an amateurish manner, if amateurish is taken to mean approximate and superficial: within the limits of my little science, I really made every possible effort and left no stone unturned. Those who know more than I may, if they so wish, go further, making use of more adequate bibliographical materials and means of verification than were available to me. 

 It only remains for me to recall the notions that I deem to have learnt from the mediumistic communications here reported or which became focused in my mind for the very first time in my life after these communications, because my attention had been drawn to the matter by some item of information, a phrase, a word, an idea or some other stimulus contained in them. I shall now summarize these "discoveries" of mine, each of which I have discussed in some detail in the appropriate place, in the following seventy-six propositions:

1) The prename of the emperor Claudius was Tiberius.

2) If not Claudius himself, at least his two immediate predecessors (Tiberius Caesar and Gaius Caesar, usually referred to as Caligula) and his immediate successor (Nero Claudius) were all commonly known by their prenames.

3) A popular uprising occurred in Mauretania during the reign of Claudius and a military expedition, a war in the truest sense of the term, had to be organized to put it down.

4) Restare may also mean "to survive".

5) In terris also means "on this earth", "under the sun" in contraposition to sub terris, which refers to the underground kingdom of the dead.

6) Terra can also mean "country": thus, "in the land of Africa", spontaneous translation of in terra Africae, is better and more accurately rendered as "in a certain country of Africa", in our case Mauritania.

7) The meaning of apud or ad is not limited to "near" or "close to"; either word can also mean "in", just as the Italian a and the English at are often used in this sense.

8) The adjective cultus, a, um means not only "cultivated" ("cultivated land", for example), but also "cultured" in the sense of spiritual culture (as when one says "he is a man of culture"). Another acception of the word is "refined" or "civilized".

9) One type of loaf used at the time was flat and round, with cuts in the form of a cross or the spokes of a wheel to facilitate baking.

10) The traditional nourishment among the Romans, especially the poorer classes, was a spelt soup to which various vegetables and other ingredients were added.

11) The punishments suffered by undisciplined soldiers included their being put in irons.

12) The Romans had relatively comfortable travelling wagons drawn by two or more pairs of horses. It is very probable that such a wagon was at the disposal of the commander of a Roman army, who would use it as sleeping accommodation and as a mobile headquarters.

13) Leather corselets began to be used in the Roman army in early imperial times. At least some of the models could be closed along the sides by means of laces, likewise made of leather. Moreover, in at least some army units these corselets were apparently worn without a metal cuirass.

14) Addere ("adjoin") is the technical term to denote the operation of "adding" or "summing".

15) Partitio, onis ("sharing") also has the specifically mathematical meaning of "division".

16) In its original and proper sense, iniquus, a, um means simply "unequal" inasmuch as something does "not observe the just measure". This purely quantitative and mathematical valuation was supplemented by a qualitative and negative valuation in the ethical sense, which therefore represents the derived or enlarged meaning of the word.

17) All considered, it is rather probable that many soldiers had a poor opinion of the character of the adolescent Nero long before he became emperor.

18) The Romans knew coal or, rather, charcoal, which they obtained by burning wood in a charcoal pile, but fossile coal had not yet been discovered.

19) Circuitus, from the verb circumeo or circueo, means "a going around" or "a revolving around".

20) In Latin there exists the substantive evocator, oris, which designates not only "a person who calls to arms", but also a person who evokes the deceased from the beyond, possessing the necessary mediumistic powers: the ancients therefore used the word for what we would today call a medium.

21) Devotus, a, um means also "faithful". In the case of immediate interest, therefore, the fact that Marcus called us devoti amici expressed the idea that our friendship was not ephemeral, but rather indestructible.

22) Status, us means not only "condition" in general, but also, and more particularly, a stable, secure and better condition.

23) Although the name Oxilia cannot be found in the literary sources, it is very probable that the name existed as an adjectival derivation from Oxylus/Oxilus, Latin translation of the Greek Oxulos.
24) Laetus, a, um means not only "glad", but also "cheering" and therefore "accepted" and "pleasing".

25) The groups of letters ge and gi were pronounced, respectively, ghe and ghi.

26) Our "host" is derived from the Latin hospes, itis. 

27) The Italian "inserviente" ("servant", "attendant") has its counterpart in the Latin inserviens, entis, present participle of inservio, ivi, itum, ire, "to be in service".

28) Cura domus, "government of the home", is a beautiful and highly appropriate expression to indicate supervision of the domestic work materially performed by others, i.e. persons who had the specific task of serving.

29) Educatio filiorum, rather more than what would call "education" of the children in the narrower sense, means "raising" the children, i.e. "bringing them up" in the maternal sense that is common also to animals.

30) The conservation of a lit fire constituted a big problem, in the limit even an obsessive one, and not only for the Vestals, but evidently also in each house, where the matron had a special responsibility for keeping vigil over the hearth and who exercised this function even when she could call on the help of slaves.

31) The Romans closed their windows not only with curtains and skins, but also with wooden shutters.

32) Pulcher, chra, chrum means not only "beautiful", but also "noble", "illustrious".

33) The substantive maritus, i was not used to say "my husband", the concept being rather rendered by meus vir.

34) As regards the function performed by a person serving in an inn or tavern, in Latin there exists an expression that contains the word bibere, subsequently found to be dare bibere (or also ministrare bibere).

35) Alter, a, um means not only "other", but also "near".

36) Campus, i also has the specific meaning of "open country" or "countryside".

37) The adjective muliebris, e had an extension and usage in Latin far wider than its counterpart in modern Italian.

38) Apart from indicating a "married woman", matrona, ae also had the specific meaning of "wife", so that "your wife" can be correctly rendered by matrona tua.

39) The Romans also used glasses made of non-precious metals.

40) It is possible to make a fairly accurate and probable diagnosis of the illness of which Proculus was to die.

41) Humiles are, among others, the persons of the low classes (in opposition to the honesti, the opulenti), and it is to them that the term specifically applies.

42) Salerno and Capua were directly linked by a road and, indeed, only one road, the Via Popilia.

43) There existed hotels known as deversoria, a name associated with the fact that one had to "leave the road" (devertere) to get there. This idea receives further confirmation by the existence of another word from the same root, deverticulum, which indicated both "an inn, hotel, or lodging" and "a lane", a lateral road leading away from the main road.

44) A Roman hotel normally had a name and signboard.

45) The Falerno wine was produced in an ager Campaniae, that is to say, in a part of Campania known as ager (Falernus ager, in fact), which was situated at the foot of a mountain (though the mountain was not Mount Vesuvius, as mistakenly suggested by Opimius, but rather Mount Massico).

46) Ager means also "country" as opposed to "town" or "city" (though to this end the word was commonly used in the plural, i.e. agri, and not in the singular as Opimius had done).

47) Side by side with currus, us, which designates a coach, there was also carrus, i, i.e. a four-wheeled cart.

48) There exists the adjective vinarius, a, um, which indicates everything relating to wine and can be used also with mercatum, i and portus, us: i.e. mercatum vinarium and portus vinarius.

49) "To carry" is rendered in Latin not only by ferre, but also by portare: this verb, indeed, is more appropriate to indicate the transport of goods.

50) There existed the adjective pecuniarius, a, um and the expression poena pecuniaria could be correct.

51) Tax collection under the empire was no longer entrusted (at least in general principle or tendentially) to private contractors (publicans), but rather to imperial officials, who were bot tax collectors and judges (procuratores Caesaris or Augusti).

52) Duty had to be paid at the ports when bringing in merchandise.

53) Repeto, ivi, itum, ere also has the meaning "recall to memory", "remind", and therefore to evoke or conjure up again, to make present again as an image.

54) Locus, i means not only "place", but also (among others) "condition". The word is therefore very appropriate for expressing the condition of discarnate souls, whom Opimius very happily described as a happy place out of time and space. (Somewhat later he was to describe the Olympus as the place of perfection).

55) "Splendour" and "sumptuousness" are only derived or enlarged meanings of magnificentia, ae, which has the proper or original meaning of "grandeur in thought or action".

56) In the domus the vestibulum and the peristilium were the only environments where it was possible to take a breath of air without actually leaving the house and yet to have the feeling of being out in the open.

57) There are phrases that contain the expression in memoria: for example, in memoria habere and hoc est mihi in memoria.

58) There are also phrases that contain the expression memoria non: they would be formed by the negation of memoria comprendere or complecti or tenere aliquid (so that one could say hoc memoria non comprehendo, non complector, non teneo, in each case meaning "I don't remember that")

59) Opera, ae means not only "work" "labour", "toil" or "activity", but also and very specifically a service that is rendered to somebody, a trouble that one takes to please somebody else.

60) Parvus, a, um means not only "small", but also "of little value".

61) The adverb bene, completed by some other word or locution, assumes an augural function in Latin, some cases in point being Bene ambula ("May you walk well", i.e. something like "bon voyage"), Bene vobis ("Good to you" or "To your good health"), and Bene vale ("Fare thee well").

62) The Roman soldiers who fought at Lake Trasimenus (or at least many of them) had (or easily could have had) a mountain in front of their eyes.

63) That mountain was thickly wooded.

64) The low-lying land on which the Romans fought did not bear fruit (because it was, in fact, of a swampy nature).

65) In Latin Hannibal can also be written Annibal.

66) Potest used in the impersonal form means "maybe".

67) As clearly suggested by Lucretius, the battle of Lake Trasimenus took place in a true valley, i.e. within a semicircle of mountains, and not just with mountains on one side.

68) Fertilis, e does not only mean "fertile" in a purely potential sense, but also "fruitful" now in the sense of "providing an income".

69) That Carthage had to be destroyed was a view held by many people ever since the end of the Second Punic War.

70) Bonus vir has the precise meaning of "an honest man".

71) Valens, entis means also "powerful".

72) The Latin word designating the maternal uncle is a diminutive: avunculus; the Italian "zietto" (= little uncle) is a spontaneous translation that tends to obscure the real meaning of the term. 

73) Good Latin required an affirmative answer to be given not by saying "yes", as would be the case in modern Italian, but rather by repeating the verb or the words of the question.

74) Tiberius was the first emperor (and, indeed, the first ruler of Rome) ever to have constructed or restored buildings and public works in other cities of the empire, thus putting them on the same level as Rome, which had been accorded an absolute privilege by all his predecessors.

75) Metapontum, an ancient city of Magna Grecia whose dominions bordered on those of Tarentum, had issued a long series of coins, all different from each other, but distinguished by the common feature of bearing a single ear of barley on the reverse.

76) Quite apart from the study of grammatical forms, the contents of early literary education in Roman schools concentrated above all, and indeed almost exclusively, on passages of an ethical nature and were primarily intended to form the moral character of the students.

 I am convinced that I substantially learnt all the notions I have just listed for the first time in the course of the colloquies reported in this volume. If this conviction were to prove integrally true, it would undoubtedly speak in favour of the irreducible existence of our seven entities. But among the possible objections I mentioned earlier on there is one that becomes particularly relevant: many of the things that I am convinced to have learnt from the entities could really correspond to notions acquired at some earlier time: much earlier even, say forty or fifty years ago. It could be a case of information acquired at a fully conscious level and then forgotten. In many cases, again, the information could have been registered at some level intermediate between consciousness and the subliminal. Certain subjects, when hypnotized and made to relive in all its details some experience made – say – two days earlier, could even succeed in describing all the people who got on the bus at successive stops. To give another example, under hypnosis they may remember all the shop signs seen at the side of a road they passed for the first and only time in their life. Such hypnotic regressions (which succeed well with some special subjects and not at all with others) show that we remember also things that we have only glimpsed, things that we have only read out of the corner of an eye without paying the least heed to what we see or read. This could be the origin of many notions that I am convinced to have learnt for the first time from these Roman entities. And then, even if this is not enough to fully exclude the possibility of my really having learnt some things in the course of a séance, there is always the hypothesis of the super-esp to fall back on: I did indeed receive the notions in the course of the sessions, but not because they were told me by the entities: I learnt them because in actual fact my dialogue with the entities was nothing other than the dramatization of a mere phenomenon of clairvoyance or telepathy that took place during the séance.

 But is it really possible – let me ask once more – that everything, absolutely everything has to be interpreted according to this model, that whatever holes are left by this all-embracing unconscious are immediately closed by the super-esp, thus leaving no residual room at all? Here I have listed 76 things I thought I had not known before. It may well be that I shall eventually discover that twenty of them were perfectly well known to me, that I had subsequently forgotten them, but had somehow retained them at the unconscious level. Fine: 76 - 20 = 56. Let us even assume that of these 56 I had learnt as many as 34 without really focusing on them, without paying any attention to them, and that they occupied a decidedly peripheral part of my field of consciousness, a shadow zone as it were. I am quite prepared to accept that I possessed these 34 notions because I learnt them at a more or less subliminal level. But 56 - 34 = 22. There still remain 22 things that I learnt by communicating with our ancient Roman entities. But no, my critics will reply: these 22 items of knowledge came to you through super-esp. Just look at that: for me it never rains, it pours. Everything has to happen to me, absolutely everything, so that, put on sentry duty, I shan't find a way of stopping a stranger who keeps coming forward in the night no matter what I do; so that, put to guard a level crossing, I shan't succeed succeed in stopping an infernal train absolutely bent on causing a head-on crash to the joy of my wife and my own discomfiture; so that, as a frontier parapsychologist, I be inhibited from putting forward even a minimal hypothesis of having succeeded in communicating with discarnate souls.

  That we did succeed in communicating with seven discarnate souls of the Italy of two thousand years ago is a hypothesis that I have taken the liberty of formulating with all due prudence and with every possible reserve and limitation. I have collected the data, I have ordered them in a manner to enable me to report them clearly, as I hope to have done in this volume, I have analyzed and compared them and subjected them to a criticism from many points of view. I do not in any way claim that they constitute proof, regarding them as nothing but circumstantial evidence, even though, as I pass them in review, I cannot but realize that there is indeed a great deal of such evidence, that many of the data concord to the point of constituting a jigsaw puzzle or, if you prefer, a grandiose mosaic consistent right down to the last detail. I still do not say that this demonstrates anything at all, though I am at least certain that it suggests something. Ultimately, however, I leave it to each of my readers to judge whether the facts here reported suggest a genuine astral adventure or nothing more than a prolonged dialogue with our own unconscious.

 Whichever way the reader may opt in answering this question, let me say as a final remark that within us human beings there is an immense wealth that should not be left buried underground: irrespective of whether it comes to us from another dimension or originates wholly and exclusively within ourselves, this wealth should be uncovered, traced back right to its roots. And it is my hope that this analytical account of our experiences may constitute a modest contribution to this end.
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