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INTRODUCTION

Paranormal phenomena suggest that space and time are not absolutes, that matter is not an absolute: it ultimately reduces to energy. It is energy that concretizes to the point of solidifying, as it were. It is energy that moulds itself, giving itself a form, a compactness that can be perceived as such at least in the macroscopic environment that is the only one our rather coarse senses can draw upon. In the last analysis, however, matter is mind, spirit.

Though eventual disintegration is the fate of all matter, there is hope that this is not exactly the case as far as the spirit is concerned. As compared with a materialist conception, a view of life that considers even matter as spirit offers us far better grounds for hoping that our existence can be attributed some absolute significance. Otherwise, indeed, all would be provisional and precarious: here we are, all together, at this moment, but perhaps only for just another instant before we are swallowed up, sucked into the nothingness where all becomes vain and void.

My interest in paranormal phenomena is therefore ultimately philosophical. I had to study philosophy at high school, but began to take a serious interest in it only towards the end of the years I spent there; nevertheless, the interest soon became so intense that I eventually decided to read for a philosophy degree at the university.

My father did not view this decision with any great enthusiasm. Though he was a very intelligent and highly versatile person, he certainly had no metaphysical leanings, quite the contrary; he was, as one might say, a practical man, even though nature had endowed him with considerable artistic sensitivity and he proved, among others, a very capable sculptor. He had followed a military career until a few years after the First World War, serving as a professional cavalry officer. I suppose he would have wished me to follow in his footsteps, eventually becoming a general (with a beret weighed down by Greek fret and stars in gay profusion: the usual “confusion about the head” as a military joke would have it), a rank that he himself could probably have attained if only he had not decided to leave the army as a simple major when personal and family reasons had made this desirable. If not the army, at least some other dignified and profitable career. But a philosopher...  However, he accepted the situation and, what is more, made sure I would never lack  anything right through to graduation, and even well beyond.

All the same, I had undoubtedly caused him a delusion. Later — so it would seem — he changed his mind about this matter and convinced himself that, as a personal choice I had been right to decide to take up philosophy and to dedicate myself to psychic research, often also in an active and experimental manner. But he did not reach this conviction in the course of his earthly life, only after his decease, and he was therefore anxious to let me know about it and to send me, through a medium, words of approval and affectionate encouragement: of the genuineness of this message I am fully convinced, even though – obviously – this is something that is of value only for myself. But enough of this digression, and back to my parents’ attitude in the days, now part of the distant past, when I decided to go up to the faculty of philosophy and the humanities.

My mother, who was undoubtedly more open to certain matters, proved more understanding as regards my decision, more immediately available. Young people dream of great things before they fall back on the little ones that, much later, in tired old age, they will deem the only concrete and attainable goals. My particular aspiration was to draw up a unitary interpretation of existence. Philosophy today has become more accentuatedly analytical, it no longer believes in “systems”; and, to be quite frank, I am not by any means sure that this is really a good sign. However, at the time I aspired to creating a system of my own. One day, as I was talking to her about it, she suddenly asked me: “What part does psychic research play in your philosophical system?”.

I did not at first understand the question: as far as I was concerned, psychic research, metapsychics and parapsychology were altogether new notions. So my mother explained to me that this form and branch of research inquired into the socalled paranormal phenomena. In short, she tried to give me a first idea, and talked about telepathy, clairvoyance, telekinesis, apportments, hectoplasm, materializations, and so on. I just gaped at her, for I was falling literally from the clouds.

So my mother went on: “Many people contest the reality of phenomena of this kind. But let us assume for a moment that it can be shown once and for all that such phenomena really do occur. If you want to elaborate a unitary interpretation of everything that exists and happens in the world, do you really think that a part of existence can be left out of a philosophical system worthy of that name? It would seem that these phenomena do exist, indeed, that they occur with a certain frequency. It is up to you to get to know more about them and to evaluate them in a serious manner”.

Today, many years later, I still find her reasoning quite unexceptionable. Moved, not least, by curiosity, I set out to read Ernesto Bozzano’s Primitive Peoples and Supernormal Manifestations and then continued with many other works by the same author, which to all intents and purposes constitute an encyclopedia covering practically the whole gamut of parapsychic phenomena, with each particular class of phenomena treated in a separate monograph. Although I subsequently enlarged my reading very considerably, I still consider Ernesto Bozzano as my master and teacher in this field of study.

Psychic research has been and still is one of my interests, but not an exclusive one. In the philosophical ambit I have sought to deepen my knowledge of authors and problems. In particular, I have dedicated a great deal of study – three volumes and many articles and essays – to the religious experience, to atheism considered as the lack of a certain interior experience, to the philosophical problem of the experience of the sacred, to the relationship between religious experience and humanist commitment in the world, in science, in life, in politico-social reality.

I mention this merely to give a better idea of my personal approach to paranormal phenomena: paranormal phenomena interest me inasmuch as they suggest and confirm that, when all is said and done, everything is spirit and that we, too, are spirits, immortal, held down by the matter and the mud of this earth, but destined to the freedom of the skies. Only if this is so, can our life have an absolute dimension, an eternal perspective. Otherwise our problem simply reduces to this: to keep going as best we can, to while away the time we have left to live, waiting for a death that brings all to an end and vanifies all our aspirations. If I am not mistaken, this is a vital question: it is the problem that makes all others seem mere trifles.

In an approach of this kind, clearly, the phenomena of apparent separation of the soul from the physical body acquires particular interest. These are the socalled out-of-the-body experiences, which are also known as astral projections and have to be seen as very closely related to another well-documented phenomenon, namely near-death experiences. In the former the subject has a very acute sensation of leaving his body and experiencing the world no longer through the mediation of his bodily senses, but rather – and more directly – by means of what for the duration of the phenomenon acts as the true centre of his personality: a kind of fluid that in certain cases can also assume a form analogous to the physical body that has been abandoned. Experiences of the second type consist of situations in which the subject comes close to death but is subsequently brought back to life, generally in the resuscitation department of a hospital. Here, too, the soul seems to perceive things directly and no longer through the medium of the body, seems to act in full autonomy. One has to add that, at least to the extent to which it is possible to check genuine phenomena of this kind, the things such subjects recount as having seen, heard or in some way perceived while out of the body seem to find positive confirmation. Taken as a whole, astral projections and near-death experiences show that the personality continues to subsist, to perceive, to think and to act even when the physical body is no longer in a position to offer its mediation. These phenomena not only suggest but in some way confirm that the psyche is independent of the body. And if the psyche is capable of getting along without the body, is there any reason why it should not survive after the body’s death?

There is thus a whole series of experiences that a subject may undergo while he finds himself in a state of partial and temporary disincarnation. But what are we to say about the experiences he could have in a state of total and definitive disincarnation? Experiences of temporary disincarnation are attested by living men and women who draw on what they can remember. Here we are face to face with people whom we can identify, we can get to know them thoroughly and make sure that they are honest and, that the balance of their mind is not disturbed. But who can attest the experiences of subjects who have become disincarnate once and for all, people who have died that is, if not the deceased themselves? There are mediumistic communications, of course But when a presumed and self-styled disincarnate communicates in this manner, presenting himself as John So-and-So, who can confirm to us that this is so, that he is really he? Who can confirm to us that his personality is expressed in the message in an authentic manner, that he is in full possession of his mental faculties and his capacity for remembering? What is there to make me certain that I am speaking to So-and-So and not rather with the idea that I have formed of him, with the image of him that I carry within me or, in the last resort, with a part of myself?

Another possibility is that I come into contact with something that represents a vibration of the de cuius, an irradiation or a psychic residue, an abandoned and errant astral shell. In that case the mediumistic communication-would consist of the manifestation of something that, even though it undoubtedly belongs to the subject in question, is no longer "he" in the strict sense of the term.

What is more, even if we really had a disincarnate personality communicating via the medium, we still have to take due account of any contribution to the message that may be made by the medium himself. One must bear in mind, in any case, that the communicating personality is always to some extent a new personality that is being formed or generated by a synthesis of the disincarnate and the subject — or the subjects — through whom or with whose help the disincarn.ate is communicating. The problem has to be put in rigorously critical terms, even though it is always desirable to keep well away from the excess of critical spirit that only serves to mortify research and, in the last resort, can completely destroy the phenomenon.

Though with all due reserve, I have convinced myself that a point-by-point parallelism can be established between the accounts of people who have gone through out-of-the-body or near-death experiences and the features connected with the crisis of death and life after death as brought out by mediumistic communications. Indeed, one can note that these features coincide or, at least, correspond very closely, so that out-of-the-body experiences, near-death experiences, experiences of the crisis of death and experiences of life after death appear situated along the same rail: which seems to suggest or, if you prefer, to confirm that these different experiences are nothing but successive stages of a single disincarnation process.

This is an aspect of enormous interest that should be looked into further if one wishes to speak of survival not in abstract terms (as has hitherto been done by our Western philosophy), but rather with concrete and specific reference to the phenomena that suggest such survival. I have already treated this matter in another book, Le esperienze di confine e la vita dopo la morte (Edizioni Mediterranee, Rome 1986); English translation: Life, Death and Consciousness, Prism Press, Bridport, Dorset, 1991) where each phase of this more general process is discussed and illustrated with as much detail as possible, and it is to this volume that I must necessarily refer any reader who wishes to know more about the theoretical conclusions I have drawn, little by little, and about the specific facts of experience on which they are based.

Note, however, that all these facts of experience, together with all the other data connected with them, were taken from mediumistic literature, that is to say, from the presumed testimonies of disincarnate entities, and from the many things I was able to read in matters of parapsychology, the term being here understood in its widest and most comprehensive sense. I have never ceased to bear in mind the results of studies and meditations about psychology, occultism and esoterism (or whatever else you wish to call it), religious phenomenology, philosophy, theology, oriental spirituality, and all the many things that go with them. I can truly say that whatever little science I possess has been kept in a state of constant mobilization.

But up to this point we are talking about reading, about things one learns second-hand. I am however quite convinced that if one wants to speak about certain things, one must try to gain direct experience of them to the greatest possible extent, no matter what our limits or the difficulties that this may involve. I have therefore tried never to lose any occasion that came my way of having direct experiences in these various fields, of making more personal observations. This is also true as regards the paranormal phenomena here considered, and I have never missed an opportunity of making such an experiment even though it may have been wholly occasional and quite unsystematic.

But how many parapsychologists are there who carry out their experiments in truly continuous, organic and systematic fashion? Parapsychology, relying on the quantitative method and using it together with an extremely prudent and often outright skeptical attitude vis-à-vis the phenomena it studies, has ended up by reducing these selfsame phenomena to but lit— tie or nothing. There is no branch of research where Heisenberg’s indeterminateness  principle is more at home than in psychic research: here the way the subject works, and even more so his basic attitude, can exert not only an influence on the phenomenon, but spell out life or death for it. Whereas in the old days of metapsychics one could see recognized scientists of world fame come to grips with the phenomena of mediumship, today – following the adoption of the quantitative method and the transformation of metapsychics into parapsychology — the great phenomena have practically disappeared. Being no longer made the object of scientific inquiry, they seem to have sought refuge within the ambit of small groups, where there is no lack of either faith (which, as we all know, can move mountains) or purity of intention, but where scientific method leaves a lot – and often too much – to be desired. Certain experimental groups are devoid of validity. Others are valid, but exclusive. There are groups where substantial phenomena occur, but the prevailing fideist religious atmosphere is so pronounced as to make it impossible to subject them to any kind of scientific check. There is no lack of good subjects, but often they are badly handled or stimulated to give proof of their powers too occasionally to permit any true research, and sometimes they are just incapable of methodical application over any length of time. There are also scholars who talk a great deal, but experiment little or nothing.

Personally, I rather tended to form part of this last category. I just kept saying to myself that I was a theoretician and that I had to base myself on the practical work of others. But then I began to wonder whether I could really theorize without first-hand knowledge of the facts derived from concrete experiments. I had of course participated in quite a few experiments, as I have already made clear, but never in any continuous, systematic fashion. In other words, I began to feel the need for engaging in more continuous and more organic experimentation and reaping more abundant fruit, though without neglecting theoretical work for this reason. I first tried to join others, but when these efforts did not bring the desired result, I eventually decided to “do it myself”.

Though I have also organized some experiments of other kinds, it was my basic intention to concentrate my efforts on mediumistic communications; in other words, I proposed to interview – if this term can be used – the presumed entities in a systematic manner, with the ultimate aim of seeing whether and to what extent they could be reduced to the psychology of the medium – the term is here to be understood in the widest possible sense – or, alternately, whether there was a point beyond which they proved to be something more, something of transcendental origin.

Mediumistic communications have certain constant features. Even life after death is described in terms of motives that recur and — more or less –  are always the same: one might speak of a few basic themes, though with an infinite range of possible variations. Now the problem is simply this: what explains or justifies these constant features? Do they derive from something that is constant in the human psyche, or are they due to the fact that even the most widely differing subjects experience the same metaphysical realities, realities that in some way are objective and transcend the psyche, realities that are real in themselves?

To the extent to which these constants brought out by mediumistic communications reveal to us something that is not subjective, something that transcends the psyche, what is there, what could there be – when all is said and done – to prevent us from supposing that they confirm the very thing that they say they want to manifest to us, namely life after death, the goal that represents the inevitable future of each one of us? I need hardly underscore how vitally important it is for all of us to be able to answer this question. And it is precisely on this point that I have concentrated my efforts not only as a theoretician, but also as an active experimenter.

Chapter I

WHERE, WHEN AND HOW

It is not easy to find good subjects. When you hear them talk, there are many who claim experiences and powers, but good subjects who could serve the purposes of my research certainly proved few and far between. With such limited means at my disposal, at least in the initial phases, I had to content myself with practicing forms of mediumship that are considered among the most modest.

We had to fall back, in fact, on what is known as psychic writing, though in the end this rather humble form of mediumship (or submediumship of authentic mediums in the strict sense. The intervention of “channels” is quite sufficient, even when they are poorly endowed. Their energies become associated, because the channels always act in pairs. If the elements of a couple harmonize with each other to a sufficient extent, the pair will work. Each couple evidently works with the contribution of both, even though the greater part of the total energy may be supplied by one of the two partners.

Psychic writing, in its most traditional form, makes use of a socalled “ouija”. This is a small wooden triangle mounted on wheels or casters. It carries a pointer at one of its apices, which slides over the surface of the table on which there are written all the letters, of the alphabet, as well as numbers and other signs. Two subjects, sitting side by side, place their hands on this little instrument, one the right and the other the left. Nowadays, however, the ouija is for the most part replaced by either a glass or a coin (the glass, being transparent, is rather more practical) on which the two subjects, sitting opposite, will place their fingers.

The table over which the ouija slides carries the various letters and numbers arranged in, say, three rows (one with the letters from A to N, a second with the letters from O to Z, and a third, placed between them, with the digits in numerical order: 1, 2 ... up to 9, and then zero last of all). When a glass is used in place of the ouija, a square pattern may be preferable, with four or five rows of letters, figures and punctuation marks arranged in such manner as is deemed most practical. The numbers, for example, may be put towards the margins of the table, together with the letters of the alphabet that occur less frequently when Italian is used as the language of communication, for example, the letters J, K, W, X and Y can safely be put in these positions, since they will occur only in words taken from other languages. This ensures economy of movement and saves energy.

In our psychic writing experiments the two people normally sit opposite each other at a small table and the letters and figures, arranged in several rows, are carried on a square board placed on this table. Only one of the two subjects can therefore read the letters and numbers the right way up, and it will normally be best for him to be the one who keeps the record of the phrases communicated by the presumed entity. To this end, of course, the entity will have to be asked to stop after every few words, thus permitting enough time to effect the transcription, and things will obviously be easier if a third person assumes this task. As a general rule, however, I myself will keep the record on these occasions, even though I participate in the experiment as one of the two channels: I keep paper and pen on my right, recording the answers given by the entity word by word. Normally I am also the one who asks the questions and I therefore note them down in more summary fashion, completing them from memory after the end of the session: the important thing is to record the substance of the question; the answers given by the entity, on the other hand, have to be recorded with absolute exactitude right down to the last detail, including the particular words chosen in each case, and I am well aware of this.

I have noted that contact with a given entity will be maintained for as long as at least one of the two channels keeps touching the glass. I sometimes get up to look for books and other things, though only after asking the entity to excuse me and to wait while I get them; and I have always found that the entity will still be there, even after the lapse of several minutes, provided my partner has made sure not to lose contact in my absence.

When speaking of entities, of course, I should always add the adjective “supposed” or “presumed”. Henceforth, however, I shall take this to be understood, thus avoiding a repetition that would inevitably become annoying and tiresome.

Likewise, though it is customary to write the names of entities in inverted commas, I shall ask the reader to dispense me from this formality: this will not only avoid a similarly annoying repetition, but will also help me in reproducing the authentically live atmosphere of our communications, which are true dialogues with friends, with personalities that ultimately reveal themselves to be both live and human.

Our communications have both a prehistory and a history. The former consists of the attempts I made right at the beginning and with various subjects: some ladies of our acquaintance kindly lent themselves for this purpose, but for the most part their “mediumship” seemed to me to be invalidated by emotional factors that, when all is said and done, made it not particularly credible or, at least, highly suspect. A medium must turn himself into a channel for communications, he must not intervene, he must not act as a diaphragm. A medium must be the means of expression of the entity, it must not be the medium who speaks; nor must a medium, however inadvertently, give vent to his emotivity, to his personal problems. The classical objection that we communicate with the unconscious of the medium rather than with spirits is always lying in wait, even when the communications are particularly suggestive; but there are also communications where the objection that we are listening to the medium’s unconscious is the first and only thing that can come into one’s mind.

And yet something did emerge even from these early attempts, especially from the mediumship of our friend Lilia, who had helped me to organize these first experiments and who was to prove a discreet subject even in the course of subsequent communications, where her participation became more occasional.

These first attempts, seven sessions in all, were made in the space of two months between 15 April and 10 June 1985. Some months earlier I had struck up a friendship with Demofilo Fidani, a well known medium. I had been invited to his home and even got to know many of his friends. It is not by any means easy to take part in his mediumistic séances when one is not a member of the group, because — given the quite exceptional character of the phenomena that occur — there are always numerous and often highly qualified people who want to be present. However, I did manage to attend three séances during this selfsame period.

One certainly cannot say that the phenomena are subjected to rigorous scientific checks but, knowing Demofilo and his group rather well, I do not have the least doubt as to the purity of their intentions and the complete absence of tricks (to use a term that sounds very strange to me and is in complete contrast with the spiritual atmosphere in which these manifestations take place). I dwell on this aspect – if for no other reason than to cover my back against obvious criticism – because these séances take place in practically complete darkness: and all the customary people lying in ambush will immediately jump out to tell us, with the customary ironic smile, that there is nothing like darkness to facilitate tricks and deceit. Let me specify, however, that these sessions lasted for about an hour and a half each; and I am quite convinced that I maintained complete self-control from the first to the last moment on each occasion.

If I were to limit myself to mentioning the most physical aspect of the phenomena I witnessed, I can undoubtedly say that I saw Demofilo levitate. He levitated on each of the three occasions. And here I must go into more detail. The phenomenon lasted for a few minutes and for the whole of this time Demofilo’s voice did not come from his usual place, about two metres from my own, but from above. Moreover, though the room was in complete darkness, his levitation was made visible by a paranormal light. To be quite truthful, this light – in any case extremely feeble – passed so quickly as to catch me completely unprepared. The phenomenon was pointed out to me by a neighbour, a regular participant and therefore better prepared to note such fleeting appearances. I myself noted the light on the third occasion, when it persevered for a few seconds and illuminated Demofilo’s body, at that moment suspended just below the ceiling, and especially his face, thus making it possible for everybody in the room, even those with slow reflexes, to observe the phenomenon with all the calm in the world. A photograph taken during this séance shows the medium’s head more or less framed by one of the corners and one can readily note how very close it is to the ceiling.

Another phenomenon that occurs during Demofilo’s séances is direct writing: a phosphorescent biro on a small table situated in the centre of the room suddenly starts writing of its own accord and in the space of a few minutes will fill several pages of a noteblock, sometimes as many as fifteen on both sides. These are messages addressed to Demofilo or his friends, and sometimes also to unknown people.

But the most striking phenomenon one can observe there, not least because it lasts for the whole of the session, is constituted by the numerous direct voices, all different these voices may address any of the people present and they move from one person to another, often coming from points several metres away from the position of the medium. In fact, Demofilo is normally seated at a table (as if he were about to eat or write), but this table is quite distinct from the previously mentioned small, low table with the pen and the noteblock. This second table, which is provided with a cushion on which Demofilo can rest his head in the event of his falling into a trance, imprisons him in a certain way. It is some years since  Demofilo last fell into a trance (rather, he will sometimes ask questions himself) and his voice always comes from the same place: it is clearly distinct and different from the voices of the entities, which are located elsewhere and can even come from the opposite direction. Anybody invited to these séances may bring a tape recorder and may record as much or as little as he wishes; several independent recordings are therefore normally available.

I am not in a position to evaluate the proofs of identity that the various entities appearing at Demofilo’s séances may provide. I shall therefore say only that I was greatly impressed by the absolute identity of the calligraphy, right down to the least detail of each letter, in two documents written by the same person. The person in question is a certain Renato P., an old friend of Demofilo, who died about fifteen years ago. The two handwritten texts are: 

1) the record of an experiment – with Demofilo as the subject – carried out on 12 November 1948, and 

2) a letter purportedly written by Renato after death – using the system described above – and, more precisely, during the course of the third séance at which I was present (17 May 1985).

This letter was found at the end of the séance on the small table, together with other messages written in different hands. According to all the appearances, each one of these messages had been styled during the few instants in which the phosphorescent pen had been seen to write of its own accord, accompanied by the characteristic rustling of sheets of paper. Demofilo has a photocopying machine at home, so that each one of us was able to take away a copy of the various messages obtained during the session, including this letter from Renato, which was considered to be particularly important in view of the fact that it was the first message that he had ever sent mediumistically to the group as such, all of whom were mentioned by name (I, too, was mentioned as guest, the letter quoting a repartee of mine that had pleased Demofilo and, seemingly, also Renato).

Subsequently, when Demofilo came to give a talk at our centre for the study of philosophy and the human sciences (“Il Convivio”), he also brought a photocopy of the 1948 record.

It is well known that, in mediumistic writing the pen or the pencil is never lifted off the paper: at first sight, therefore, mediumistic writing must seem very different from any normal writing. This is also the first impression that one gets when Renato’s mediumistic letter is placed next to the real-life text written nearly forty years earlier. But when one passes on to examining the two hands letter by letter, one cannot but be struck by the extremely close analogies between them, gaining a very distinct impression of being really concerned with the same writing. And this impression becomes all the stronger as the examination becomes more detailed, as one concentrates attention on the minute features and characteristics of the two texts.

The entity Renato thus seems to be in clear continuity with the Renato who formerly lived on this earth. And this not only on account of the identity of the two hands, but also on account of his personality, which Demofilo, as an old friend, deems on the whole just the same as the personality of the earthly Renato, whom Demofilo had got to know extremely well in the course of a friendship that had lasted without interruption for something like forty years.

Now, the fact that particularly interests me here is this: the entity Renato subsequently manifested itself also in our own séances, so it would seem at least, and many times, right from the beginning of our own prehistory.

It will probably be helpful for me to say two things before going any further:

1) The entity Renato communicating with Demofilo was to confirm to me that he had also come to us. 

2) When, much later, I showed to Demofilo the remarks made by the Renato communicating with us, he found them perfectly in line with his friend’s customary manner of expressing himself and also with his character and personality: “It is ninety percent certain”, was his prudent way of putting it.

In life Renato had been, among others, a rather playful and jovial type, capricious and even a little spiteful, unpredictable and very witty. The things I heard his “direct voice” say in the course of the three seances I attended in Demofilo’s home expressed exactly the same type of humour that came to the fore in his communications with us, necessarily briefer, seeing that they had to be realized with the more toilsome and far slower method of the moving glass.

On May 4, in the course of our third “prehistoric” (or ante litteram) session, with Lilia as my partner, I called Renato, with whom I had exchanged some words during Demofilo's session the evening before. And he came, giving the initials of his name and surname, RP and adding: “bare spirit”. From this point onwards, I shall adopt the practice of using italics when reporting words communicated by entities, reserving normal type and inverted commas for questions asked by ourselves or other interventions of the experimenters. “Are you the Renato with whom I spoke at Demofilo’s place last night?” Yes. “Can you add anything to what you told us yesterday?” No. Little energy now. (We were, in fact, approaching the end of our session). “Can you tell me just one word to show me that it is really you?” Patience, Filippo, and bye-ye. Renato Life. (The rather obvious meaning of the English word “Life” assumed as a new surname being, surely, that the late Renato is still alive).

During our next session, on May 10, when I was again paired with Lilia, Renato reappeared and immediately promoted me from Filippo to Pippo, the Italian diminutive of my name; and of our common friend, alluding to the great success that has been thrust upon him after long years of desired obscurity, he said: Demofilo, Oh Pippo, basks in glory.

Here I must digress a little to point out that emphases, full stops and commas are always my own. Our letter board includes an exclamation mark and also a question mark, and these I transcribe only when they are expressly used by the communicating entity. There is also a full stop on the board, but our entities, especially Renato, use it only to produce a series of dots, generally by causing the glass to circle round it three times: this is the most demure manner in which Renato can take the liberty every now and again of using some bad word or characteristically coarse expression in Roman dialect, leaving the word or the phrase incomplete, though only after having made it quite clear what is really on his mind. To conclude this aside, then, commas and full stops, colons and semicolons are always mine, while the words are those of the entity. Let me also make it clear that each word was written down at the time and is here reproduced with the greatest possible accuracy correcting only spelling mistakes that, for the most part, seem to be due to the speed with which the words were written. For the sake of brevity, I shall also from time to time omit some repartee or non-essential phrase without specifically indicating the omission.

Renato still complained about the low level of the available energies: Faint game, Pippo. Gl gl gl And he called Lilia: my sweet pet indeed, from that moment onwards, he always referred to her as his pet, even when speaking about her in her absence.

If I were to transcribe all of Renato’s jestful sayings, there would be no end. I remember with much pleasure his: We have God and throw him to you. And the ever present jestful and mendacious spirits are described as being foolish-outhed, one needs much patience. And again: What humbug even we put around and Pippo, patience with madmen, even if dead.

In these early communications, of course, Renato did not limit himself to joking, but rather used us to give advice to Demofilo about how he could enhance his own energies with the contribution of another well known subject who, like Demofilo, lives in Rome. Indeed, Demofilo – how is Demofilo, what is he doing, how could one help him, and so on – seemed to be his constant concern.

But the time has come to pass from the prehistory of our sessions to their actual history. As far as I am concerned, this began when Bettina, my wife, came onto the scene. Bettina and I had already tried on earlier occasions, and more than once, with very poor results. But on June 10, after I had spent the afternoon experimenting with Lilia, I asked Bettina immediately after dinner to try again. And, contrary to all expectations, we immediately succeeded in communicating with nobody less, so it would seem, than her own paternal grandfather. He had died long, long ago, even before Bettina’s parents knew each other. And since both her parents are now dead, we have no elements whatsoever to verify the entity’s identity. All we can say is that the encounter with her grandfather was affectionate and both appropriate and probable in every respect.

Carried away by the enthusiasm triggered by this discovery of an unsuspected capacity for communication, we tried again the very next evening. Here I must add a word or two of explanation. At that time I had finished a first draft of my previously mentioned book Life, Death, and Consiousness and was about to leave for London, accompanied by Bettina, because I wanted to document the book more thoroughly and, above all, compare numerous translations with the original texts that I hoped to find in the libraries of the British Museum, the Society for Psychical Research and other institutions. And hence the entity began with a word of encouragement: We are with you, I was told by Paolo, protagonist of the second communication established with Bettina (on June 11). “What can you do for me?”, I asked him. Help you. “With what, precisely?” With studying. “Are you referring to the book I am writing?” Yes. “What do you think of it and what advice can you give me?” Fine. “Can you tell me something more precise?” It is fine for us all. People will know about us. “Criticisms? Weak points?”

The answers were still coming as if dispensed with a dropper, and I shall have to condense and summarize them a little: Paolo holds that the descriptions given in many books written through mediums are too human. Even Ernesto Bozzano's book La crisi della morte nelle descrizioni dei defunti comunicanti (The Crisis of Death in the Descriptions of Communicating Deceased) seems to him to be too vital. In actual fact, he went on, realities are more veiled here (paler, that is). Anthropomorphic descriptions of a beyond that seems far too similar to this earthly world, at least in the initial stages, decidedly jarred our new-found friend.

I have to confess that they had the same effect on me, years ago, when I met them for the first time. Only they kept on coming from all directions: indeed, mediumistic literature abounds in descriptions of this kind. In the end I tried to set my mind to rest by comparing them to dreams, where we see houses, meadows, woods, animals, people in very precise human bodily form, and the illusion is almost perfect, except that we eventually realize that all these earth-like forms are nothing other than expressions of our psychic life emerging in a very spontaneous manner, the result of a complex series of mental habits. In other words, we are so accustomed to seeing our likes –  and also ourselves – with a head, a trunk, two legs and two arms, that we see them like this even when we dream them. Consideration of this fact can help us to gain a better understanding of the mental process that leads us to see ourselves and other souls in the seeming form of the human body even after our death, or at least in the early stages of post mortem existence, while we wait to free ourselves of this psychic conditioning and to grow beyond all form. But back to the entity with whom we were talking.

I gave Paolo a summary of the considerations I have just outlined and asked him whether the descriptions given in Bozzano’s book could not represent a way of seeing things peculiar of disincarnate souls in these initial stages: Yes, but for little time, he answered. “In that case, even for you these anthropomorphic descriptions can have a temporally limited validity as testimonies of subjectively lived experiences?” Valid, but with prudence.

I then mentioned the example of a famous mediumistic book, Letters from Julia, whose author claims to be the entity Julia Ames, a deceased American journalist, who communicates via the mediumship of William Stead, a no less famous English metapsychist. Verify the source, Paolo warned me. Try to find out whether the authors are serious. "How"? From what they are saying. As regards Julia, first find out about her earthly life. Read her in her articles, in the archives in America. In both cases the best works are those written while they were still alive. "And those written as deceased?” Not always. They are more fanciful. In short, reserves and doubts without number, always useful provided one does not allow oneself to become infected by the disease of doubt, by doubt as a mental vice. Yes, go with a tranquil mind. I shall come to London. Thank goodness (Record of Séance II).

Afterwards we left for London, where we were guests of my cousin Brigid for a few days before finding a temporary place of our own. Seeing this immense city again was a great pleasure for us, for it is dear to us like few others and we are bound to it (and I, in particular) by memories of other stays there. We did some sightseeing and began to break the ice with the libraries. A few days later, in the guest room of Brigid’s beautiful flat (Brigid is a very positive person, one of those elderly spinsters who are the backbone of the country, but she has no interest whatsoever in psychical research), we resumed our communications, in the evening again, a practice to which thereafter we dedicated – with few exceptions – at least an hour every other day.

And so we made the acquaintance of Antonio, a soul who lives in a kind of purgatory, in a condition of extremely painful solitude. I shall tell you more about him later on, but only when I come to treat this specific topic. For the moment I shall only recall, not without a touch of justified satisfaction, that our words did him good and, so it would seem, were of help to him in improving his condition.

But Paolo was lying in wait. No sooner had I succeeded in communicating with an English soul (who, given Bettina’s complete ignorance of this language, was answering me with obvious and not unexpected difficulty, further heightened by our extremely low degree of mediumship) than Paolo butted in to tell us: He is not English. “Who is he, then?” One who teases. “Could he have learnt his little English at school?” Perhaps. “How can you tell he’s not English?” Short phrases. “Could he not be an Englishman who finds difficulty in expressing himself on account of negative conditions”. I don’t think so (Séance IV).

I was wondering what such systematic skepticism might be due to. I am not a spiritualist, Paolo told us, evidently referring to the "spiritualism” of a characteristically Anglo-saxon stamp. And again he made it very clear that the anthropomorphic and simultaneous descriptions of the beyond given by many “spiritualists” don’t please him at all. How did he see himself, then? A point of light. Was it not possible that other souls saw themselves, as well as any soul in the same condition, in a form similar to that, for example, of our dream images (as already explained)? That, yes. Goodbye and thank you (Séance IV: henceforth I shall only give the appropriate Roman numeral to indicate the séance number).

It was June 16 that day. The place of James (whom I had questioned in English, obtaining the laboured answers in that language mentioned above) and Paolo was eventually taken by Renato. This was the first time he had manifested himself through the new pair of channels formed by Bettina and myself (though the style was unmistakeably the same and punctuated with the witticisms that I had first heard during Demophilo’s séances and, later, at home, with Lilia, when Bettina was either absent or in another room. He gave us some information about the other side; and, every now and again, his views on more complex matters, but always embellished by his wit, in which he delights. If Paolo is stiff and serious, if other entities are more reserved, Renato is decidedly the most loquacious and playful of all and, no matter what he says, it is always said in his own inimitable manner.

Halloh. Aren’t you lucky. Why so? Oh Pippo you can enjoy yourself. He went on to make it clear that, above all, I can do so in female company, after somehow getting Bettina out of the way; preferably by sending her back to Rome. If I still had that kind of ambition, the idea would not be bad at all, not least because Bettina, unable to speak the language and a little like a fish out of water, has recurring crises of boredom, fortunately mild and quickly overcome. I immediately told Renato that he was a fine rascal. I was. And that we were very happy to have him with us in his friendly and likeable manner. Me too.

“But let’s talk about more serious things. What do you think about my studies?” You’re doing fine. “And what do you think about all these anthropomorphic descriptions of the beyond? Of all these souls who preserve their old bodily appearance? Of all these meadows and woods and houses with garden?” Some do have houses, others don’t. “Who has them?" Those who are still far from the light. “And you?” Oh Pippo (A Pippo in Roman dialect: how he loves this vocative!), I’m halfway there.

I asked him to tell me about his customary occupations. I look around. “How do you see us two?” In the room with the light. I switched off the light for a moment and, after having switched it on again, asked him how he saw us while we were in the dark. I see like cats. “Can you confirm that after dying I, too, will be able to go around and see everything?” Oh Pippo, you can fly around as much as you like. “Will Bettina and I be able to travel around without having to bother about aircraft tickets, passports, customs, hotels, and so on?” You’ll have an indigestion. “Will I be able to see everything I want?” Later on. “Do you compile the words you tell us letter by letter?" The two of you form the phrases. “What do you think of London?” I like it. “Can you read the thoughts of the Londoners?” If put myself in their minds. And immediately afterwards: Oh Pippo, you’re doing fine, but I miss my pet. “Renato, will you help me with the book? Will you read and revise the text?” I hope so. "What do you mean ‘you hope’? I’m counting on you”. He answered with a modest: I was only an amateur, adding right away: You will have to use somebody else, a medium. Now you’re here, beautiful, you can find him. “In London?” Perhaps. And then: Oh Pippo. I’m always dashing around. Affectionate leavetaking and end of séance (IV).

As a general rule, Renato lets us first talk to other entities, English or Italian as they might be, coming forward only about halfway through the séance to let us know his views and appreciations, not least about my researches and the connected problems I have to face from time to time. Above all, however, he likes to joke and tease; and Bettina, whose problems are very different and generally of a logistical nature (board and lodging, shopping, and so on), came to be the constant target of his markedly male humour. From time to time he would not even hesitate to put his finger between husband and wife, exactly as a well known Italian proverb tells us not to do, and it is his good fortune that, given his state as a disincarnate spirit, we can’t cut it off for him. Though always speaking politely, he can be very frank and certainly does not look for roundabout ways of saying what he has to say. And he would always be decidedly on my side: Oh Pippo you’ve turned English. Forget about the luggage, the things that hold you back. “Which?” The things that don’t matter: home. shopping. Think about your studies. Forget your wife: she’s not like my pet. You must never keep a woman. any length of time. (And that, so it would seem, is exactly what he did when he was alive).

“And my work?” Going fine. I can give you eight out of ten as a mark. Your work seems to be very thorough. Keep on like that, don’t hurry (V).

I can’t here transcribe everything that passed between us and Renato on these occasions, sometimes touching also some rather delicate subjects. The information he gave me and the opinions he voiced made quite a decisive contribution in helping me, little by little, to arrive at certain conclusions that I shall put to you later on, when I come to the detailed discussion of specific themes. But I can give you some idea of his personal problem by summarizing the things he confided to me from time to time: they show that Renato is at present in a position of expectation and. uncertainty.

June 20. I asked Renato what he was doing these days in the spirit world, in the socalled sphere. Not that Renato is normally very forthcoming as regards himself. Indeed, I have been told that even in life he was usually very reserved in everything that concerned himself. I am recharging, he told me. “So that you can discharge it all on me?” Yes. It needs a lot of energy to communicate with you. “And when you don’t communicate?” I remain still in my sphere, that’s how I recharge. This involves a deep sleep. “And what do you do when you don’t sleep?” I go to Demofilo, Roberto (the other founding father of Demofilo’s experimental group), Pippo and all the others you know, and also to some you don’t know. “But what do you do when you axe awake in your sphere?” I am curious and don’t spend much time in the sphere. I much prefer to see you all: I follow you even when I don’t talk to you. “Don’t you ever have an opportunity of meeting other common friends who have passed over?” I see them, but I prefer you. “Isn’t an excessive attachment to the earth something rather negative?” You’re quite right, but then, if I elevate myself, good-bye Pippo and companions. Here we have part of his drama, for elevating and spiritualizing oneself means losing certain earthly characteristics: Oh Pippo, I don’t know how the great spirits are faring, but I should hate to lose my wisecracks. Quite apart from the fact, as he soon made clear, the elevated spirits get my... You understand me, don’t you? (VI). On a subsequent occasion I exhorted him to wait for all his friends to pass over, then we could all elevate ourselves all together, and perhaps more pleasantly, keeping each other good company. The idea was well received: What you tell me makes me very happy (IX).

In the meantime Bettina and I had moved to a one-room flatlet on the top floor of a building just off Cromwell Road and not very far from Brigid’s place. Beginnings are always difficult, and in our case we also had an unexpected visitor, somebody who forced the door in our absence, though nothing was actually taken away. He was looking for valuables, as Tullio, another entity, explained to us. And Renato: Oh, Pippo serves you right, that’ll teach you to go abroad. On the other hand, your doorlock would tempt even a person who was not a thief. “What kind of a person was our would—be thief?” Just a boy without money. Life on earth is very costly (VIII).

My library research was proceeding as scheduled and, for the rest, we found London absolutely fascinating. Renato was getting used to Bettina: She’s getting to be my pet now. “But you mustn’t forget the one in Rome”. That’s still my favourite (VIII). Bettina thus had to be content with being his “second pet”. On one occasion, when she was a little more tired than usual, he told her: Oh Second Pet, I can understand your being worn out in the evening, with Pippo running around all day long like a madman (X).

But the serene working atmosphere of our London days was disturbed by something that was a source of constant concern for us: Gisella, whom we had left in Rome, was seriously ill. Gisella had always been a second mother for me (and became so 
also for Bettina). We had known each other since I was two years old and Gisella, very young at the time, came to us to take charge of our home and a relatively numerous domestic staff: though not exactly rich, my family was certainly very well off at that time. Since that day Gisella has shared everything with us, mothering us all. She nursed my father during the illness from which he was not to recover, and later did the same for my maternal grandmother. We lived under the same roof for many long years, and even afterwards always remained in very close touch. Roberto, Gisella’s son, is practically my own age and is more than a brother for me. Unfortunately, Gisella had been suffering from a tumour for many years and had already undergone several operations. Though Bettina and I would constantly care for her, we left it to Roberto to keep in touch with her doctors. And, as I learned later, he had partly hidden the gravity of the situation from us to enable us to come to London with the relative peace of mind that we needed for our work. But we were not really reassured, and the telephone calls we made from time to time did not exactly improve matters.

And so it was that Gisella came to us in spirit on July 2, right at the beginning of the séance. This should not cause any surprise, for it is a well known fact (and something that we ourselves have experimented) that not only the dead, but also the living can communicate through mediumistic channels. Although all appearances speak in favour of this, there must always be a specific element of confirmation and, as we shall see, this was not missing in our case.

That evening we established contact with the first and as yet unknown entity, matters beginning – as usual – with the entity studying the letters by causing the glass to run over them several times, up and down, line by line. “Who are you?”, I asked. And the answer: Gisella. “Do you know to whom you are talking?” No. “You are talking to Bibuccio (my nickname) and Bettina. Content?” Very. “How are you?” I am in bed and coughing a great deal. (The tumour, unfortunately, had attacked her lungs this time). “Are you awake or sleeping?” I am trying to sleep. ‘What time is it now?” It’s late. (It was 9.45 p.m. then in England but 10.45 p.m. in Italy). At this time I am usually asleep. “Are we talking with your conscious or your unconscious? Do you, understand the question?”. No. (In actual fact, at least as far as we are aware, none of the living subjects who communicate with us are ever aware of doing so: when questioned, some of them expressly reply that we are communicating with their unconscious at that moment). “What did you do today?" I went to see Roberto. I went there with Maria in the afternoon (Maria is the friend with whom she lived). “Gisella, we are in London and at this moment we are talking to you not by telephone, but via the glass. Do you understand?” Yes, yes. “What do you want to tell me?” Call me on the ‘phone~ Bibucoio, I am happy only when I hear your voice. “Can you hear it now?” No. “And yet I am talking to you”. But I am half asleep. Perhaps I will remember tomorrow morning. “Did you do anything special today that you don’t normally do? I am asking you to make sure that I am really speaking with you”. My visit to Roberto. We all went to see Rossella. Rossella is Roberto’s daughter, and it happened to be her twenty-first birthday. I knew this, of course, but then had forgotten it at the last moment. Birthdays are decidedly not my strong point: I would forget even my own, more often than not, if the customary brigade of anniversary fiends were not lying in wait for me. Anyway, I am perfectly well aware that July 2 is Rossella’s birthday. As regards the date of the birthday party, there are two possibilities: the party may be held on the birthday itself, even though it be a weekday, or on either the preceding or the following Sunday, whichever is nearer. On this occasion Sunday fell on July 1 and, bearing in mind the customs and usages of the family, there was no way of telling whether the party had been organized that very day or the day before: an even-money bet. Even then, I did not want to lose the opportunity for making a little experiment: I was quite determined to get Gisella to tell us something that could be checked and thus confirm the authenticity — or otherwise — of her astral visit.

I certainly could not ask her excessively abstract questions. I therefore decided to fall back on food, remembering that Gisella, among others, was also a wonderful cook: “What did you have to eat?” Roberto ordered the usual birthday cake and icecream. Too commonplace to be any good. Perhaps I could provoke a more specific and less foreseeable answer: “And what icecream did you take?” I didn’t. I was afraid it might make me worse. “What presents did Rossella get?” Many little presents. Still neither here nor there. “And what did you give her?” I gave her money. “How much?” Ten thousand lire. “Fine, we shall phone you tomorrow. Lots of kisses from us both, we shall see you soon and go together to Roccamassima” (a mountain village south of Rome, between Velletri and Con, where we have a small country house). Thank you for the beautiful things you’re telling me. Bettina, too, sent her love and that was the end of the communication (XII).

Check. The next day we called Gisella on the ‘phone and she unfortunately confirmed that she had coughed all night. But she had not felt our presence: if there had been a conversation between us, it was with her unconscious. The party had in fact been held on Rossella’s actual birthday, July 2, and Gisella had gone there with Maria. Everybody had eaten icecream, but Gisella had refrained, afraid that it might make her feel unwell. (Note that later, while in hospital, where we went to see her every afternoon, she would accept an icecream very willingly each day, during recreation time, when we pushed her wheelchair into the garden). Rossella’s present, customarily in money and usually amounting to ten thousand lire, had been doubled to twenty thousand on this occasion to take account of inflation and the girl's greater needs as she gets older. In short, what we had been told the evening before was quite in line not only with Gisella’s sentiments and style – which was perfectly her own, short and to the point – but checked also as regards the information content, though it was admittedly rather commonplace and probable.

However, the first entity to manifest itself after Gisella denied that it had been her. Our new interlocutor was Paolo. (Indeed, could it have been anybody else?): Don’t get mad if I tell you that it was not Gisella. “Who was it, then?” Bettina. “Renato, at least, is Renato there?” Yes. “Thank goodness”. I then asked about others with whom we had dialogued during the last few seances. I don’t follow everything (VII).

I am quite open, wide open, to any kind of criticism, provided it is constructive, while a certain hypercriticism at all costs seems to me to be negative, pathological and, above all, something that reveals the subject’s personal problems. If I wanted to express the frame of mind that is aroused within me by the profession of such hypercriticism, and one meets it frequently, I would have to give the floor to Renato, though without his polite dots. 

Paolo must have realized this more or less: I have stayed away quite a lot, he said, you don’t want me. “I welcome everybody. If I have been a little short-handed with you, it is only because you arouse too many doubts in me: if I were to indulge in all the meanders of your continuous objections, it would block rather than help my researches. I would not even bother to get out of bed. It’s a question of survival”. (I was letting off steam). You’re different with Renato. (Jealousy rearing its head). Because he thinks like you do and you don’t want to listen to anybody who has different views. “I can say the same of you, my dear Paolo. Why do you keep denying that other spirits can have earthlike experiences, at least as their subjective ‘dream’?”. Perhaps they are still attached to the earth. “Let them be attached to the earth as much as you wish, but they exist, and those are their experiences. How do you explain that your experience is different from theirs? I could think, for example, that when you were still alive, you had already in some way laid the premises for the different way in which you see things now”. I had always thought that in the spirit world there were no earthly aspects. “But had you at least set yourself the problem?” I just could not imagine having a body in the other world. “But what authorizes you to deny that others could have different mental experiences, different dreams’?” It could be that others have different experiences. “Now we understand each other: everybody can have his subjective ‘dream’. Let him have it. For the first time you have clarified something for me rather than getting me even more confused. Thank you, see you again”. Thank you and good-bye.

He was followed by Renato, who proved more open-minded as regards Gisella’s astral visit. “But what sort of person is Paolo? How do you see him?” He is wrapped in a mantle, as it were, and can’t be seen. “A mantle of fog or something like that?” Yes. “And what do you see of him?” Not the figure. “And the character?" He is presumptious. He simply will not admit any human aspect of souls or of houses, trees, animals: in short, as far as he is concerned, there are only points of light. “But do these houses, trees, etc., exist at least as mental realities?” They do.

“Do you have a house?” I live together with others. I have a whole room to myself, that’s something you don’t have. He had touched a sore point. “It’s my great aspiration to have a room just for myself. But Bettina does not pay much heed to this wish”. You won’t have it.

How Renato enjoys putting salt on an open wound. And he immediately switched his attack to another front. Though we were in London and not in Rome, that evening the heat was almost unbearable. To make matters worse, our flatlet, situated just below the roof, had absorbed and stored heat all day long. Answering a specific question, Renato said that his astral room had two windows: Both of them look out onto a meadow with plenty of flowers. And a little further away there are lots of trees: when it gets hot, I just go and enjoy their shade. We felt happy for his sake, but the time had come to take our leave. Good night, and enjoy the heat (XII).

But the time has also come to summarize the terms of the problem, which at this point reveals itself as of fundamental importance. I have discussed it at greater length in the book I have already mentioned on various occasions. Here I will simply underscore, very briefly, that disincarnate life, according to all appearances, is purely psychic, mental life. But the mind creates forms. Above all, it creates the forms that correspond to acquired mental habits, in which the subject can become enmeshed to the point where he is wholly conditioned by them. This is what happens in dreams, but it can also happen in hallucinations, which are dreams dreamt with open eyes.

Let us now take a small step forward. With his mind, each subject creates his own ‘dream’. He creates it in a spontaneous manner, and most of the time also in a wholly unconscious manner. The mind thus operates at the unconscious level even before it does so at the level of consciousness, of clear awareness. Now, there is no doubt that in the onyric ambit there also occur the socalled shared dreams, where several subjects come to find themselves in one and the same dream, in the same mental environment. That the mind can create psychic formations that in some way emerge from the subject, i.e. issue from the subject, thus transcending him and becoming intersubjective, is a phenomenon. that in some cases has even been recorded photographically. For a more technical treatment of this matter I can only refer the reader to the aforementioned book of mine and the notes, quotations and bibliographical references that can be found there. Here I will only say that it can be shown that each act of thought is capable of generating  a creature of its own: a mental creature, certainly, but also having a quasi-physical consistency, at least on what we might call its own vibratory level; an ephimeral creature, certainly, yet having also a relative duration. The consistency, duration, force and efficacy of such mental forms can vary according to the greater or lesser energy concentration with which the generating thought is formulated, or also according to whether or not other subjects take up the thought, think it all over again, in some way maintain it in life, possibly strengthening it and giving it greater vitality.

And now we can take another step forward, a step that will help us to better understand another entity we are about to meet: Livia, who in her lifetime was a seamstress and lived in Trieste. Seamstresses, of course, make dresses. And it is also a fact – well known to experts and ever present in mediumistic communications – that entities who preserve their human aspect not only present themselves in their body-like forms, but also fully dressed. The idea may make us smile or trigger a ripple of laughter, but it is as well to remember that exactly the same thing happens in our dreams. We normally dream of ourselves as dressed and we dream of other people in just the same way, unless of course the dream is a particularly erotic one or concerned with nudists. Basing myself on available documentary material, I have already pointed out – in the book I keep mentioning – that in astral projections or out-of-the-body experiences the subject, likewise, normally experiences himself not only in a bodylike form, but also appropriately dressed. The dress, just like the human bodily form, takes shape by virtue of a spontaneous and generally extremely rapid process. This process is a mental and global one.

A certain Dr. Wiltse, a physician who lived in the second half of the nineteenth century, had a near-death experience that is described very accurately and in his own words in an article written by another author (cfr. Myers “Proceedings of the Society for Psychical Research”, 1892, VIII, pp. 180 ss.). Dr. Wiltse recounts in great detail how he projected himself out of his physical body, forming a second body of pure energy that came to assume the same form as the body, seemingly lifeless, lying on the bed. Several people came into the room, all in state of profound shock and consternation and weeping him as dead. Looking at himself in his astral form, Wiltse saw himself naked and immediately felt strongly embarassed, seeing that there were so many people in the room, including two ladies. It was his embarrassment that triggered the immediate, spontaneous and automatic formation of clothes to cover his bodylike “double”.

Many other examples of this kind can be given, and this quite irrespective of whether one wants to take them from the testimonies of the living (projectors, people resuscitated from a state of near-death, etc.) or from the communications of the deceased. Indeed, communicating entities speak quite frequently of astral clothes – be they suits or dresses – that can be created by acts of thought, by global concentration, Mental concentration can at certain moments be focused on the goal of globally creating a dress for oneself. At other or successive moments a disincarnate entity could turn his attention to special features that he wishes to impress upon his astral clothing.

Here we have a way of making clothes that is radically different from the techniques we employ in our own world. It is no longer the classical procedure of homo faber, of the artisan, who will normally use tools or instruments to shape the individual pieces and, in the end, fits them together: more specifically, he will sew them together if he is a tailor, nail or glue them if he is a carpenter, or join them by welding and screwing if he is a mechanic, and so on.

But my acquaintance with Livia was to make it clear to me that in astral life it is also possible for many objects to be created by adopting the characteristic technique that homo faber normally follows: one can begin by creating the individual pieces by means of acts of concentration (and here we are still concerned with the technique of mental creation), but in a second stage one can continue by fitting all these pieces together (and here we are back to homo faber, of course).

What need is there to proceed in this manner? Strictly speaking, there is no need at all. The procedure is optional. We are simply concerned with a mental habit, it is nice to do things this way, especially if one wants to go back to feeling more human and more earthly sensations. It is like asking the owner of a motor car why every now and again he goes out riding a bicycle: for the pleasure of riding a bicycle, he may well answer. On account of a habit, a need that could be mental rather more than physical.

I quite realize how difficult it is to explain these things to somebody who may well be hearing about them for the first time. For me, too, they created many difficulties and problems and I had to pass through many rejection processes before I eventually succeeded, little by little, in assimilating a subject matter that, even though it is highly fascinating, is in many respects extremely difficult to digest for our common mentality. I am well aware how hostile certain things appear, at least at first sight, to our mentality of men with a scientific formation, seeing that we live in a civilization with such a markedly scientific and technological imprint. But in spite of all this, it is a fact that mediumistic communications as a general rule insist very strongly on this decidedly anthropomorphic and earthlike aspect of the early stages of life in the spirit world. 

Even if one is convinced that the contents of the communications all come from our unconscious, how can one possibly assume that revelations in such blatant contrast with our common mentality ultimately spring from within ourselves? Rather recently I had an occasion of putting this line of thought to another entity, Goffredo, who in life had been a literature student. He replied: Yes, your consideration could be right, but one could also say that the unconscious has a masochist bent (CXXVIII). What can one say to this? Do we here come face to face with the reduction to absurdity of the animist or pure parapsychological interpretation, which attributes everything to the unconscious or, alternately, are we here coming up against as yet unexplored possibilities of a truly unfathomable unconscious?

Whichever way we want to interpret the phenomenon, it remains a fact that mediumistic literature not only abounds in these anthropomorphic descriptions, but also shows us that the astral realities, even though they can in the last resort be traced back to a complex series of mental creation activities, appear at their own level as possessing a consistency analogous to that of physical reality. How the unconscious can “masochistically” inflict upon us the entire content of these mediumistic communications remains something that scholars delving into the unconscious will perhaps some day succeed in explaining to us, but only after they will have learnt to regard the unconscious as the term of an articulated explanation that will explain and clarify
things
in
their
elements and not as a stopgap, a universal passkey capable of solving – as if by magic – each and every problem just as soon as it is mentioned. It is not sufficient to fill one’s mouth with this unconscious and then, on every conceivable occasion, come out saying: “But it’s the unconscious! It is surely obvious that we are concerned with the unconscious!” Sooner or later, we shall have to take at least the first steps towards explaining how the unconscious functions not only in generating neuroses (the psychoanalysts will surely take care of this), but also in generating the contents of all mediumistic communications, none excluded.

And now let’s talk about Livia. She manifested herself to us for the first time on June 22, saying that she had lived in Trieste without ever getting married and that she died there in 1951 (a date she was later to correct and specify more clearly as 1943). At the time of her death she was 39 years old, but she became rejuvenated in the other world and could eventually say of herself: I am young (VII).

Quite apart from constituting a welcome piece of news for the ladies, and perhaps also for us men, this rejuvenation in the other world is a theme that keeps on cropping up both in our own communications and in mediumistic literature as a whole; the souls of children mature, and this gradual spiritual growth finds symbolic and visual expression in their bodylike image, so that a baby will gradually turn into a boy, a young man, and then an adult. The opposite happens with souls who passed away in old age or even in middle age: as they acquire new vigour, they rejuvenate not only in spirit, but also in human appearance (at least for as long as they maintain it, until they get over and transcend the dominion of form).

If, as I hope, I have begun to make my readers a little curious, I shall mention that on another occasion, much later, Livia described her appearance to us (a description that was to be confirmed, later still, by the descriptions that other entities gave of her). Livia is tall, robust. Her hair is a golden chestnut, parted in the middle, gathered behind, with a slight natural wave. And what were and are her eyes like? Light blue, I am a nordic type. Sometimes I was taken to be an Austrian (LII).

But back to her first communication and the point that interests us. When I asked her whether in her sphere there were all the earth-like realities that we have been talking about (houses, woods, etc.), she replied: We create them with spiritual energies. But when I asked her what she was actually doing, she answered: I still do my work as a seamstress I make dresses. “But surely in a way that is different from before”. No. with needle and thread. “But needle and thread exist only in matter”. I create them with my mind (VII).

On a later occasion (July 13) she mentioned that she uses also scissors and cloth. And again she spoke about “making dresses”: I make them for myself or for other women. “But you could create the dresses with a simple act of thought. Would they turn out less well than when you create them by cutting and sewing?” No. ‘‘Then why don’t you save time and trouble by creating them in thought? ” Yes, but it’s too quick; the way I make them, we first decide the dress, then I or we create  the  various cloths and then I take the measurements with my tape, put the cloth on the table, and draw the pattern with a piece of chalk. Shall I go on? “You have explained the matter more than well”. It’s just as it is in your world.  “In that case, if the same result can be obtained more quickly by simple acts of thought, your choice in favour of the techniques used on earth must be due to the fact that, working in that way, you feel more satisfied”. Yes, I like it. “What really matters for you then is artistic creation, and it is the fact that this particular way of creating gives you satisfaction that makes you prefer a long and toilsome task even though the results are no better”. Yes, you’ve got the point. "Will you authorize me to write about you and mention your first name?” Yes. “Thank you, Livia”. Thank you, rather, I’m glad if I was of help to you (XVIII).

So I immediately inserted some of the things Livia had explained to me in the book I was writing at the time. I did this as an exception, for in that book I limited myself to quoting the writings and communications of others and making a comparative analysis of them.

Livia returned to us two days later: I have come back, she said at once, to thank you for having put me in the book. I did not lose the occasion for resuming my questioning, beginning with: “I presume you used a sewing machine when you were on earth”. Yes, but I also sewed by hand. “Do you have a sewing machine now?” No. If I wanted a sewing machine, I could create it with the help of expert spirits. (It is clearly implied that in the other world work is unpaid and help is given free of charge). “Do you yourself create the instruments for your present work?” No, sometimes I need help from others, especially for the more complex things. “For example?” “Tailor's shears. They are not like ordinary scissors. Or a particular cloth (XIX).

Since we are talking about Livia, it will be as well if at this point I mention part of the content of two communications we had with her a long time after, on October 6 and December 14 to be precise. On the first of these occasions Livia talked to us about a new in-between-season dress she had made: The cloth it is made from is soft and hazel-brown with stripes running up and down (the stripes are of a darker brown, as she was to make clear later). It is plain with an open collar. But there are  3  small buttons to close it. To get a better idea of the dress, I started making a sketch. Livia kept on making corrections and adding further details, so that in the end there were three sketches, though only the last of them satisfied her completely. She approved it because it reflected everything she had specified, certainly not because it was a particularly good sketch. “It’s a real horror”, I said by way of excuse. Yes, indeed, replied Livia most amiably, keeping the glass circling around the box with the “yes” a couple of times.

However, the idea of having me make these sketches, poor as they were, seemed to please her. On December 14, with preparations for Christmas and New Year’s Eve in full swing even in the spheres beyond, Livia described another of her dresses, made for seeing the New Year in: this time it was long, made of red lamé, very low-necked, with a stiff bow knot on the hip, but behind. I commented that it must be very beautiful. Won’t you draw it? “I’m not very good at it, but I’ll try”. Draw it from behind. So I picked up a black marker and started drawing. I was quite resigned to my sketch being only the first of a long series, but put my heart and soul into it all the same. Then I put the glass on it, and Livia made it slide slowly in all directions, as if she wanted to examine the sketch right down to the last detail. That’s good, she said in the end, but you should have used a red marker. Quite right: the dress was red, I just hadn’t thought of it. And Livia knows that I have pens and markers of various colours. “I’ll start again ... Is that better?” That’s fine, but the dress doesn’t have black stripes on the skirt. “I’ll make a third attempt, just as you want it, with all details… Will this do?” Well done, that’s perfect. “I’m afraid they are only scrawls, just to give a vague idea”. Thank you for your patience. "There's nothing I wouldn’t do to make you happy”. You are too kind. “Thank you, Livia, see you soon”. This little exchange of polite pleasantries brought Séance XCI to an end. But we were fortunate enough to meet our dear Livia again on several occasions, and so will our readers, for she proved a dedicated and watchful experimenter, a valid interlocutor even when theoretical questions of considerable importance were at stake and, in any case, an amiable, solicitous and faithful friend.

I have already mentioned a large number of the many entities who came to visit us during our stay in London, each with a more or less marked and, in any case, distinct personality. I shall refer to them again, mentioning one  or the other according to the particular topics and problems that I shall have to face in the subsequent course of the book. In the present chapter, however, I am just giving a general narrative and must not omit a word or two about Sandro, for he was to remain very close to us in our subsequent mishaps and vicissitudes, which I shall briefly mention later on.

Sandro, who is of the same age as Livia, died in the same year, 1943, though not of illness: he was killed by the Germans. He lived in the neighbourhood of Mount Abetone, in a township or village of which he has never wanted to give the name or, possibly, was not in a position to do so (XVII). The problem of identification, as we shall see, is a big one and will have to be given thorough consideration, but elsewhere. For the moment let us content ourselves with recording what Sandro told us freely and spontaneously about himself.

When asked to describe him, Renato later told us that Sandro was a strong, thickset man. Having remained a bachelor, he lived with his mother and earned his living as a lumberman. One day, working in the woods, he injured himself with his axe and this left him with a permanent limp: but now, on the other side, the limp has gone (XVII).

My sphere is like like my village, Sandro told us. The township where he now lives, commented Renato, is mental. It has mountains behind it. It is just like the place where he lived while on earth: there is the main street, the square with the town hall, the church and then streets, houses and everything else there is in a small township. Because I always want to know everything down to the last detail, I asked Renato: “Does the church have a priest?” Then they want him. “And what about the town hall? Is there a mayor, a town council?” No. But if they wanted them, yes.

Before bringing this digression of Renato’s testimony to an end, let me quote another part of this conversation that came immediately after. I said to Renato “All told, you have what one might call a spontaneous organization, an anarchic order”. Good. “Do you mean: an anarchy in the good sense, more or less as the fathers of anarchism imagined it?” Yes. “Hence there are no offices in the spheres, no bureaucracy, and none of the stamps we need down here”. But if all the bureaucrats come together in one of the spheres, Pippo old boy, just try to imagine the stamps! (XVII). I think I understand: the rites of the bureaucracy no longer serve any useful on the other side, but they can be continued in certain individual “dreams”, and also in certain spheres of kindred souls as a mental habit, as a psychological need that somehow has to be satisfied until such time as it is digested and overcome.

Sandro loves to talk and to hold forth, especially when he has his disincarnate fellow villagers around him. I don’t talk a great deal with other souls, Livia was to tell us. But Sandro collects crowds. He knows everything. Leaves everybody open-mouthed. And then a parting shot: I think Sandro exaggerates his stories (LII). Though souls can communicate their thoughts directly in the other world, there is no doubt that Sandro prefers to use the verbal mode (another example of this widespread tendency to indulge in earthly forms and ways for which there is no real or absolute need, simply to satisfy a psychological craving that has not yet become extinct). Though we can transmit pure thoughts to each other, Sandro told me, a story comes more to life with words and gestures (XLII). Not even I can imagine our lovable Sandro in any way other than surrounded by a troop of his fellow townsfolk and about to strike up one of his stories. He also talks about the conversations he has with us on these occasions. His friends are happy that somebody from the place should communicate: this evening they are waiting as one waits for the next instalment of a serial (XX).

As Renato put it: He’s a storyteller (XVII). And when he tells the story of Lillo, his cat, his narrative becomes sheer poetry. Living a bachelor’s life, Sandro concentrated all his affection on Lillo, who eventually died. But Sandro’s love for him proved stronger than death and made him find Lillo on the other side. Do animals have some form of survival, even of limited duration? Or does the astral cat Lillo consist of a thought form brought to life by the vibrations of his master’s love? I don’t really know the answer and can hardly give it here.

Miao. That!s my cat Lillo saying hallo. That was the start of the conversation we had with Sandro on July 15. Here is how he went on: I have Lillo with me and, as I promised you, will tell you about him. He is white, but has a black ear and a black paw and a black spot under his throat. I found him one evening on my way home. He was frightened, dirty, and terribly hungry. I looked at him and then went on. But his look had struck me. So I turned back and took him. He seemed very ugly. At home I was berailed by my mother who did not want him: he was full of flees, and then there were the illnesses that cats brought, scratches that went sceptic, and so on. I raised my voice and mother calmed down. I let dinner go cold and prepared a bowl of bread and warm milk. The bowl was empty almost as soon as I had put it down. Lillo was looking at me with different eyes. But now came the most unpleasant part. Can you. imagine it? “Dear Sandro”, I interrupted him at this point, “you will have to tell me this story by instalments because our energies are limited and I have an appointment with Renato for urgent communications”. Forgive me, he replied, but I love Lillo. You can’t imagine what we have been through together. “That’s fine, come again to tell us the other instalments”. I really prefer to hear about things that take place in the astral environment, but did not let on to avoid hurting his feelings. There would be other occasions to put it over tactfully. “And if there are bothersome spirits who get in the way”, I added, “just shove them away, like Renato. Do you know how one shoves souls out of the way?” No, I don’t. He’s a short-shrifted type. “Get him to teach you” (XIX).

But the pièce de resistance is the account that Sandro gives of his death. I was a partisan, he told us, but I didn’t kill anybody. I usually stayed at the camp, with my limp I could not go on long marches. Once when we moved camp we fell into an ambush. “Who ambushed you?” The Germans. And I was mortally wounded. A bullet in the stomach. I was losing a lot of blood, but my friends could do nothing for me and told me it was just a superficial wound. But I felt that life was draining away. It was as when one feels very tired and only wants to sleep. On account of the hemorrhage. At first I continued to see my companions around my body and did not realize that my condition had changed. Then a long road. Then a bridge. And lastly a brightly lit plain. I heard music and thought I’d go there. ‘Perhaps I’ll find people there’, I said to myself. But a tall man, all dressed in white, came to meet me. I thought: ‘He must be a monk’. But he smiled at me. he had evidently understood my thought. He spoke to me and explained about my new life. “And then what happened?” I fell asleep. “Didn’t you meet any other people, or souls rather, before you fell asleep?” No. “And when you woke up?” I found myself in the midst of friends and relatives. “And what kind of environment are you in now?” The environment of my village. I can see the Appennines (XVII).

We heard the story of his death on July 12. A few days later, on the 17th, the account was completed as follows: When I rediscovered my village in the sphere where I now find myself, I went to the street where I live and Lillo came to meet me. “Is it a mental street in the beyond?” Yes. “Does it resemble the street in your home village on earth, in Tuscany?” It’s identical. When I arrived, the house was not there. “Was it you who built it, then?” I would not have known how, but the friends and relatives who were already there told me that some of them could do it, and so my house was put up in the street. “How was it built?” I described the inside and the spirits who had this capacity then created it by means of a collective mental concentration (XX).

And so Sandro came to have his house, where there is a fireplace with Lillo by the side (XVII). In place of his hard work as a lumberman Sandro now does odd jobs, almost hobbies. For example: I am learning technicques for making small objects. Obviously, these are mental objects that are brought into being by mental concentration techniques. “Can you give me an example of something you have recently made?” A small spoon. “What purpose does it serve?” To stir the sugar in the coffee. “Don’t tell me you still drink coffee!” But I do. “Is it good?” No. It doesn’t seem to have any taste.

This is another constant feature of astral foods, which are pure creations of the mind. There is no physical palate to taste them. Cooking them and eating them is nothing but a mental habit once again: it is a psychological need that is gradually lost as a soul emancipates itself from the conditioning of earthly forms. In our condition there is no body and therefore no mouth for tasting, Sandro explained to me. “But you do have a form similar to the human form you had on earth”. Yes. “Only that, lacking a body, you also lack the physical senses”. Absolutely so.

“What other things do you do?” I stroll down the main street with my friends. “How do you talk to each other? In Italian? In your local dialect?” In dialect. “Do you all come from the same place?” Yes. And we make comments about the girls we meet (XX).

Though his way of talking has a certain Tuscan touch about it (but then, I am half a Tuscan myself, on my mother’s side), one may well wonder why he does not talk in dialect when he communicates with us, thus differing from Renato, who uses a kind of personalized Roman dialect (sometimes also a little approximate as far as spelling is concerned), somewhat in the manner of “educated” people who take pleasure in mixing a pinch of dialect with correct Italian. The simple fact is that our degree of mediumship is so low as to exclude any kind of xenoglossy phenomenon: it is only the great mediums who, even though they have no previous knowledge whatsoever, suddenly start to talk the Chinese of Confucius, but certainly not either Bettina or I. True, some of the more typical Tuscan expressions could quite well be channelled through me, seeing that I am a rabid reader of Neri Tanfucio and similar dialectal literature, but Bettina knows few, if any, though she will generally understand; on the other hand, being born in Rome and having lived there most of her life, it would be surprising if she had not learnt a little Roman dialect (or “romanesco” as it is generally known). Since we, the human channels (and I stress: both of us!), provide the words, it is only reasonable to expect that Sandro, even though he may think in dialect, will end by expressing himself in pure and simple Italian.

And, as regards the strolls down the main street, the comments about the girls, and so on, one can readily see that our dear Sandro has gone back to the pleasant life of a young village loafer and that for the moment this completely satisfies him: We all like it here (XXII). For the moment I should like to stay as I am, but the guides are pressing me (XXXVIII).

Who are the “guides”, the “beings of light”? Anybody who has even the slightest acquaintance with mediumistic literature knows the answer to this question. I have talked about them at great length in the other book to which I keep referring. Not that I want to advertise my own work, but anybody who wants to delve a little deeper into these topics could usefully consult this book: it will show him, among others, that everything that I have here reported as the result of our own communication experiments has its precise counterpart in mediumistic literature, of which the book makes a comparative analysis. Now, it is quite true that I made these experiments after I had written the book, that is to say, after I had devoured that kind of literature for many years, thus enabling my unconscious to assimilate it really thoroughly. The malign (this is the affectionate appellation I reserve for hypercritical parapsychologists) will immediately jump on me with the more than obvious objection that, given this situation, it is quite clear that all these stories spring exclusively from my unconscious. How shall I answer an objection that has been repeated so many times that it is nowadays formulated with an almost mechanical tone, so much so that even the smile of forebearing compassion that accompanies it has lost its former verve and has decayed to what one might call a sad and tired suggestion of a smile? Just like my earlier effort, the whole of the present book seeks to do nothing other than to furnish, little by little, the material for an answer that I have endeavoured to make just a little more analytical than these summary offhand condemnations an answer that the reader is urged to give of his own account, but – if possible – only after having considered the whole of the material, and every part of it, without prejudices and with a maximum of attention.

Following this brief digression, we can return to talking about the guides, though the subject will be discussed in much greater detail in a subsequent chapter. “Guides” are the souls who, as the name suggests, guide the others and help them to realize their elevation, their spiritual evolution. More particularly, “being of light” is the name given to the guide who receives the newly deceased at the threshold of the beyond and helps him to get his bearings, to take stuck of the new condition that he has just entered.

Very briefly, for the moment, let me say that the elevation to which I have referred consists of a mystico-ascetic itinerary in the truest sense of the term. Since the law of affinity rules supreme in the spirit world, it is only reasonable that Bettina and I, both brought up in the Catholic Christian faith, should come into contact primarily with entities and spheres of the same general orientation. In this specific spiritual horizon, then, the itinerary that a soul is called upon to undertake leads to a gradual disincarnation, to a continuation of the process of death, to what is often called the “second death”, so that each individual, totally dead to himself, will live only in God and for God. But that is not all. This process of depersonalization is not an end in itself, it does not correspond to the ultimate goal. The human being dies unto himself, but only to live in God and to find in. God the fullness of life at all its levels. To attain to perfection, to be like God, is equivalent to being, like Him, omniscient and omnipotent, the supreme Artist of creation. Here we can espy the ultimate goal to which aspire the selfsame forms of humanism: the various forms of knowledge (sciences, philosophy, every kind of experience, including interior ones), the various technologies (through which man pursues the dominion of things and of himself), the various poetry, literature, music. The mystico-ascetic itinerary, then, is the elevation of the human spirit to the plenitude of sanctity. But there is yet another goal: to attain in God the fullness of life at every level, and therefore the fullness of humanism. And thus mystic death is followed by resurrection: here we have the famous dialectic of death and resurrection, a very familiar feature of Christianity and very common also in other religious or, more broadly, spiritual traditions, including some schools of esotericism, alchemy, and so on.

In this general perspective, then, what is the task of the guides? At the levels we have been able to explore, they make every effort to get souls started on this mystico-ascetic itinerary of spiritual elevation. Resurrection, though the ultimate goal, remains somewhat in the background, and souls are primarily urged to emancipate themselves fully from earthly conditioning. They have to die to a lower and more limited form of life in order to be reborn to a higher life that is unlimited and absolute: to eternal life, to use a term with which the dominant religious tradition in our parts has made us familiar. But the fact is that no life ever wants to die; and it is for this reason that dying unto oneself, becoming dead to one’s own inferior life, is so painful and calls for such a great deal of decision and courage. Not all are ready to do so, because not all are mature for such a choice. We have talked at great length with various souls who, urged to take this step, hesitate and are full of doubt, become anguished and resist, attracted as they are by the last residues of earthly life that remain even in the beyond, by old mental habits and attachments to old forms that have not yet dissolved. Sandro is one of these souls. 

He is certainly not a theologian. “Is this resurrection a fact?”, I asked him. “What do they say about it in your sphere?” Not that we are very learned, he replied. They say it does happen (XXX). It doesn’t seem to matter very much to him either way, lie put his whole theology into a nutshell for us one day: My theory about God is a little different: Let Him be God in His sphere and me Sandro in mine (XXXVIII).

Here is what he confided to us on another occasion: I have been to see a guide He says some beautiful things. “For example?” That I have to get away from many things I remember. But I don’t like it at all. He says it’s essential. “What for?” For my evolution. “Do you think you could explain yourself a little better...” I am still too attached to the earth and that’s bad for sanctity. “But did you use our words when you were talking?” It was a conversation. “But did you use Italian words?” Yes, but the guide also said that words were superfluous. He also discussed with the guide the question of his communications with us and the experiments in which he was taking part at the time (but about which I shall say nothing at present, because I propose to treat them all together later on). I spoke to the guide about them. It seems to me that there is no harm in that. “And what did he tell you?” He was adamant that I should steer clear of them. He says they are earthly bonds. I told him that you’re doing it by way of study, but he says that I have to improve spiritually and that I must not engage in these experiments. But I am not convinced (XLII).

Other guides were later to prove more tolerant as far as our experiments are concerned, some even taking part in them by organizing experiments themselves or, at least, sponsoring them (in spiritual terms, of course). They only kept saying that I should not enmesh souls in them to the point of distracting them from their spiritual elevation. And I don’t really think that I do that at all. After all, the souls come and go. And, for their sake, I hope they will not always be occupied with things so sublime as not to be able to come and chat a while with us; on these occasions, indeed, we always put in a good word or two. But I do understand that a certain type of communication has to be discouraged, though not to the point of an indiscriminate prohibitionism that even has a touch of terrorism about it.

At some point in the same conversation I also asked Sandro how his cat Lillo was faring. In rather passionate tones he replied: The guide scolded me wery strongly on account of this attachment  ‘To a cat’, he said. But Lillo is not a cat: he is a friend, a companion, a darling, real company. Lillo is everything for me. “You know how much I like Lillo”. Yes. “But I think that only God is and should be everything for us”. It’s a difficult decision. “Be careful, Sandro. You don’t have to decide between God and Lillo. If you decide for God, He will give you everything, you will find everything in Him, Lillo included”. If they were to tell you ‘Leave Bettina and you’ll become holy’, what would you do? “I am sure that God would never tell me to leave Bettina for ever. It would rather be a case of leaving her for a while to have her back in God and in an incomparably better condition. Imagine yourself being told to go to America to make your fortune there. You would leave everything but, after having become very rich, you would return to find all your loved ones and, possibly, also some others born after your departure. You could now afford to make them live really well. Lillo will eat his lights from a golden plate or, if you prefer, you can get him parrot’s tongues”. Your words comfort me. but I don’t feel ready for the detachment. But by this time I had really got up steam for my sermon. After all, it’s not everybody who can preach to the deceased, and it doesn’t happen every day. “Don’t think of it as a detachment”, I replied. “Think more of God, put yourself in His hands. And when your love of God will have become stronger, the detachment, which is always temporary, will seem sweet and light to you. Love of God, once it has kindled within us, can become a great force”. Like my love for Lillo? "Imagine that, as compared with the love you will some day feel for God, the love you now feel for Lillo is but like a candle lit in front of the sun”. God will forgive me if I don’t abandon some things right away. “You must do it when you are mature and convinced. To act on account of a conviction that has matured within you is worthy of a man; to act without conviction is to behave like a bischero (tuning-pin), as we say in Tuscany. But remember that God’s infinite love is for all creatures, Lillo included. In the end you will have Lillo back, not just a hundred percent, but a hundred times as much. In God’s kingdom nothing is ever lost, everything is preserved: you get everything back a hundred times over, infinitely so”. Pray for me. “Certainly, we’ll pray for you with all our heart. But you should pray, too, abandon yourself to God trustingly. He is not a tyrant who takes everything away from us. What he takes from us for our good he gives back to us with a usurer’s interest”. It needs a great deal of courage. “You’ve always had a lot of courage, after all, you were a partisan.”. Thank you for your counsel. I find the following note at the bottom of my minute of record: “Bettina, too, spoke some words of encouragement to Sandro. Then we took leave of each other” (XLII).

The evening of September 2 was undoubtedly a peak moment in our relations with Sandro. But there are always ups and downs in life, astral life included. By September 26 Sandro was again in need of having his batteries recharged: I am still in doubt, he told us, but in the end I think I’ll follow the advice of the guide (XLVIII). But on October 4 he was decidedly back to zero. I don’t really want to evolve. “Sometimes I feel that way, too, and so does Bettina”. Lillo, too, feels that way. The sphere is alright for me. All my old friends are there. We play and enjoy ourselves. “Be careful not to play with fire, it could be the fire of hell”. You have a Florentine spirit. “At Florence we have Father Dante and he knows a thing or two about it. By the way, what is happening with your guide? Tell us the latest news”. I fear it’s going to be difficult to get away from him. “But what is happening between the pair of you? Are you ignoring him or have you remained on speaking terms?” For the moment I just keep him in doubt. But I always find him in front of me when I get up to tricks with my friends. “Could it be that your friends are a little like those of Pinocchio? Have you read Pinocchio?” Yes. Lucignolo was one of Pinocchio’s great friends. They set off together to go to the Toy Country. Do you remember how it all ended?” Badly. Donkeys. “I have a feeling that there are many Lucignolo’ s in your sphere and that you don’t really want to do anything other than play”. You’ve hit the nail on the head.

“Come on, then, tell me a little more, it interests me”. I’ll tell you a secret first. “Tell me. It’s true that I am also in touch with the guides, but I’m certainly not going to tell tales on you”. At the Sporting Bar where the guide never enters, we thought of playing a trick on him. What do you think of that? (He is obviously alluding to a mental bar, which is just like the one on earth and is still their meeting place). “Do you still have to play the trick?” Yes. “And what would it involve?” We want to make him believe that all of us want to evolve. “There is the joke?” It’s not true at all. “Aren’t you afraid that the guide can read your thoughts?” But we are at the bar. “What does that prove?” Our guide is in another sphere. “But it’s a higher sphere than yours”. Yes. “And don’t you know that those in a higher sphere can see everything and read all the thoughts of those who are still in a lower sphere? Look at that, though I am still living on earth, I have to teach you what happens among the deceased. Remember that the guides can know all about you, and also about us”. But our guide has his head among the clouds. He is not spending all his time following our thoughts. “But when you meditate playing a joke on your guide, you are thinking about him, you are calling him mentally even though you don’t want to: and he immediately knows everything, and that means he is forewarned”. On his guard. I get you: you don’t exactly encourage us. “I could even enjoy a well played joke. But remember that even if the guide lets you make an applepie bed for him, it is only because he is willing to let you have your little game: he will have thought about it and knows what he is doing”. Good boy. That’s exactly what I think. “Could you describe him a little?” Sure: he’s tall, strong, dark, with a thick beard.  And a resounding voice. Always ready to dot his i’s. That’s what I find quite unbearable.

Once again, I shall have to shorten the conversation, which the minute of record shows to have been rather more complex. Anybody who accuses me of distracting the souls who communicate with me doesn’t know what he is saying and has no idea of the trouble I sometimes have to take to put them back on the right road. But in the end I make my point. You’re right,  admits Sandro, I ought to be more spiritual. “Anyway, since your spiritual ascent will be rather slow, at least so I would imagine, for the time being we could continue to meet and chat”. Indeed, and often. “And in the end…”  We’ll be resurrected. “Together. To be friends for all eternity”. I’ll give you a hand and with the other I’ll take Lillo’s paw (LVII). 

As the more perspicacious among my readers will already have realized, our relationship with some of the entities continued well beyond the period of our stay in London, which proved fruitful not only on account of the books we were able to consult, but also because of the things we saw and the people we met. Having finished the work of documentation, we had hoped to enlarge our acquaintances and experiments, but eventually had to return to Rome in a hurry and long before we had intended. Gisella had suffered a crisis and had to be hospitalized, from one moment to the next, in a clinic on the Via Aurelia. So we took the first plane we could find and returned home, on July 19 to be precise. Gisella had been in serious danger, but was much better by the time we saw her. 

This is how we organized matters: Roberto, her son, stayed with her in the morning; Bettina and I went to see her in the afternoon and, as already mentioned, would wheel her out into the garden to take a bit of fresh air; and, by the way, also an icecream, which she now accepted very willingly and without setting herself problems.

A fine and adorable woman, sociable and always surrounded by her many friends of both sexes, ever ready to give a helping hand at only the slightest suggestion, boundless in her generosity, a person of extreme vitality, seemingly living “seven lives” in the manner of Lillo, Gisella had always been most attached to life and remained so to the very end. Not that her character was all milk and honey, as with all strong personalities. By now she had become decidedly elderly, had been living with her tumour for a quarter of a century, with several operations behind her, but this time there was nothing more the doctors could do. I am profoundly convinced that we have to prepare ourselves for death, and this not only by living honestly and – why not! – religiously, but also by trying to get some clear idea as to what awaits us on the other side. Since I did not want to broach the matter directly with Gisella, I took the circuitous road of telling her, little by little, about the results of our researches and reporting to her the conversations – often rather agreeable, as we have seen – that we had had with various entities. Because this seemed to interest her a great deal, I took advantage of this “centre of interest” (as modern pedagogists would call it) and hope to have paved the way a little for the work that will eventually have to be done by the “being of light”.

Even our entities were taking an interest in Gisella, especially Renato, who in his life had been a doctor. And also Livia, Sandro, and a new acquaintance: Titta (a common diminutive form of Battista), who had lived in nineteenth century Rome, in the Transtiber Quarter to be precise, where he earned his living as a chairmaker. Though limits of space oblige me to select my entities with great parsimony, how could I fail to recall Titta, enamoured of his Rome of former days, which he seemingly could not get out of his mind. How could I fail to recall – as I shall do in due course and in some detail – his participation in our experiments? And the commotion with which he invisibly accompanied us when, in his honour, we set out for a walk along the roads and squares of his old Transiber haunts, from the Vicolo della Luce to Ripa Grande, then still a flourishing port. Or his misoneism, the disgust that motor cars aroused in him, and his aversion or, at least, diffidence for everything new and modern? And all his doubts, hesitations, changes of mind, and his difficult relations with his guide? Indeed, his vicissitudes are but a repetition in different form of the problems encountered by Sandro, of which we have already seen some details that should prove sufficient to give us a first concrete idea of these internal conflicts of some souls, torn as they are between the desire for remaining in their present condition (which has already called for some adjustements or, if you prefer, already represents a conquest) and the need for further elevation. 
But the description that he gives of his entry into the spirit world seems unique of its kind. At that time, so he told us, he was already old. Here is his account, which he gave to us in his broad Roman dialect, though made somewhat approximate by the fact of being filtered through Bettina and myself: At the foot of the bed I saw Grandpa. “Before you died?” Yes. ‘Oh Titta, he said, here it’s wonderful and you don’ t have to kill yourself with work’. Then Grandpa disappeared. I thought I was dreaming. But in fact I just went. At first everything was dark. Then light, colours: like a sunset on the Janiculum. “What did you see next?” Nothing. I must have fallen asleep. “And when you woke up?” There was my Grandpa again, but much younger. We fell into each others’ arms. We didn’t say anything, but told each other everything. Then Grandpa made me meet lots of other friends. “Did your grandfather have a house in the new environment on the other side?” Yes, just the same as in the alley (XXXII).

In spite of our daily trip to the hospital to see Gisella and the concern that her illness caused us, in spite of a summer even hotter than usual, we still managed to find time and energy to communicate (at least once every other day) and also to commence a series of experiments. The entities that express themselves through us, drawing on our vocabulary and our cultural baggage, will have to show us in some way or other that they are something more than our secondary personalities, something more than mere psychic formations emerging from the famous unconscious capable of doing all and explaining all.

That is why I asked Renato whether he would be good enough to take part in an experiment or two, but – I don’t quite know whether it was laziness that made him do it, or a spirit of contradiction or some other reason that I cannot imagine – the old experimenter seemed to have retired from that kind of activity once and for all: he simply turned a deaf ear to my requests, shirking the issue, and nothing seemed to be able to make him change his mind. From time to time I made him meet his pet, the first and true one, and that seemed to make him happy. Above all, he loved to chat about things, big and small: some brilliant and even profound remarks every now and again and I was later to have occasion to see just how appropriate they were, but also a lot of chatter and small talk, with some of the stronger and typically Roman expressions castigated by the customary dots. He would just hold forth, judging and condemning on the spur of the moment. But I was getting impatient: spiritualism made up of idle chatter can be found thirteen a dozen (to say nothing of its “message” variety, which has always bored me more than I can say). Not being able to persuade him to participate in my experiments, I asked Renato at least to give me some information about himself and the past that I could check with Demofilo. But again I drew a blank: not that this was particularly surprising, because (as Demofilo was to tell me time and time again) he had been a very reserved person even in life, extremely jealous of what he called “his own business”, and often rather spiteful. I was very frank with him, Openly telling him my doubts that he was the real Renato. Though my intention had been to shake him a little, he would have none of it. He just limited himself to lifting his hat (very politely: Renato is a gentleman!) and going on his way: Good bye to you both. seeing that Pippo doesn’t believe me (XXXVI). We didn’t exactly send each other to hell, after all, we are two well-brought-up Romans and basically we respect each other; but we ended up by putting each other in a kind of quarantene, as it were, except for some occasional visits that Renato continued to pay to question common friends who sometimes participated in the séances, to speak to me about Demofilo (his constant concern) and, last but not least, to make me realize that he was still an affectionate friend of mine.

If Renato had to be counted out, for our experiments there still remained Livia, Sandro and Titta, three faithful friends, less complicated and more forthcoming souls, who really went out of their way to give a helping hand. Though comparisons are not always altogether appropriate, I have to mention Livia as the star pupil in both diligence and profit: the speed with which she would understand things was quite exceptional and, though not an intellectual, she showed a great deal of intelligence in rapidly mastering even the more theoretical aspects of the problems that had to be faced.

I shall talk about the various and rather complex experiments carried out by us in a separate chapter, and for the moment I shall therefore do no more than stating what, in general terms, can be said to be the conclusion we were to reach: though they may make use of our cultural patrimony, though they may find it rather difficult to give us controlable information that will not prove outside our reach, our entities nevertheless showed themselves capable of telling us many things that we did not know and, indeed, often with the utmost precision. 

How would a pure parapsychologist react to this conclusion? He would surely say that Bettina and I are great clairvoyants or that at least one of us possesses this gift (though I must say that neither of us ever realized it in normal conditions or, indeed, in any circumstances whatsoever); and, further, that the whole of the pseudospiritist script is nothing other than the dramatization that facilitates the phenomenon in the first place (or, as happens in certain cases, triggers it almost automatically).

How can I answer him? I have never sought to convince a pure parapsychologist, far from it, even less so have I had the pretense of giving a final answer to his objections after exhausting the arms of his conventional criticisms, he would still be left with two secret weapons, true atomic bombs of hypercriticism: the unconscious as a jack-of-all-trades (and I have already talked about this) and, if anybody ever succeeded in putting this weapon to flight, he would fall back on Super ESP, which reads all thoughts, sees things both near and far and knows everything; it thus makes entities wholly superfluous, so that they can be sent into peaceful retirement once and for all.

While Gisella was in hospital, she would sometimes come to pay us an astral visit during our communications, which we normally arranged in the evening: no doubt who it was, given her very personal way of talking, and all her organizational problems, which may seem trifling things, but are really enormous for a person as sick and helpless as Gisella at that time. We have never communicated mediumistically with a living and known person who did not come to us with all of his or her most authentic preoccupations of the moment, conveyed with all the force of the person’s peculiar emotivity; Gisella, too, did this and, what is more, with her specific style: a style that is well known to us, though not for that reason any easier to imitate, indeed, I am convinced that even the unforgettable Alighiero Noschese would have found it difficult to do so. I am not stressing this simply because I am dominated by the impression of the moment: but rather because, even on rereading and analyzing the record of what was said in a state of complete calm, I simply cannot find a single word there that is not peculiarly hers. Another astral visit was paid to us by Maria. Maria (as I have mentioned before) lived with Gisella and came to pour out her heart. Gisella, too, was to pay us one more astral visit during the brief period following her stay in hospital. Discharged not because she was cured, but simply because there was nothing more the doctors could do, she had been sent home literally to die. Rossella kept vigil, sleeping in the room next to her grandmother, but at the slightest noise she would wake and tiptoe to the bedside, like a ghost in the dark, to see what was the matter. If this helped to tranquillize us in a difficult moment, it also created some not inconsiderable psychological problems for Gisella and she came to tell us about them: There’s Rossella who is waking up again. “Don’t worry: she’s young, she’ll sleep again right away”. But you, Bibuccio, when do you think I’ll be back the way I was before? “Perhaps in a month or so. Try to have a little patience”. Yes, but when will Rossella go back home to sleep? “Just as soon as you get better. And perhaps somebody else will take her place even before that. You had a good day today, didn’t you? That means things are getting better”. (Bettina, too, added some words of encouragement at this point, as the record goes on to say). You give me courage. “You have a lot yourself and have to make use of it”. I won’t say anything (The phrase is absolutely typical of Gisella, it’s her way of saying thank you). “Now go to sleep. Well see you tomorrow. Good night, Giselletta” (XL).

Bettina’s father was another personage who came to see us in those days. He had already visited us twice in London, talking to us in a manner that can only be described as appropriate and probable (like her grandfather, who never came again after that first occasion). On this occasion “il Babbo” [Italian diminutive, roughly equivalent to "Pop" or “Dad"] (this is how we refer to him, not least to distinguish him from my own father, whom we would call “Papà”) came to console us and also to admonish Bettina a little, seeing that, talking to Gisella, she had perhaps gone a little too far in some of the things she said, though with the best of intentions: I am theBabbo. “Please tell us also your name, to confirm it’s really you”. Vittorio. You are being very precise. “As an engineer, you also had to be very precise, otherwise your houses would have collapsed about your ears”. Yes, indeed. “How are you, Babbo. What’s new”. I would never have dreamt of calling him Babbo while he was still alive; nor would he have ever spoken to me in similarly familiar terms, given his closed and extremely reserved. character (He’s rather shy are the words that Renato had used on taking his place after his first visit in London. And, after the second, he had commented: This time he was even more reserved than usual) (IX, XV).

I have come because you are going through a difficult time. Bettina will have to be more careful: she mustn’t get Gisella worked up. “Did you go to see Gisella today?” No. ‘Were you present yesterday when we spoke to Gisella and others?” I was nearby. “Bettina was right to say what had to be done if the situation around Gisella is to be kept ticking over”. But one mustn’t say it to the sick person herself. (He himself had been ill for many years after his first stroke). “You’re quite right. But perhaps one has to make a patient understand that she has to have a little more patience: she drives the people around her into a nervous breakdown, she’ll only make matters worse for herself”. But when you’re suffering you don’t think of other people. "That’s very true, we may have to remember it ourselves some day, God forbid! But you will agree that if you call the fire brigade three times a day, it’s more than likely that they won’t come when you really need them”. You’re reasoning like a person in good health. Bettina must help Gisella. not engage in idle chatter. You have your studies, but Bettina must be more forthcoming. “Anyway, it’s good of you to tell us these things and we are very grateful to you for it. We’ll try to do better in future”. Keep, calm, a hug for both of you (XLI).

The end was drawing near by the time August 30 came round, nearer indeed than we could imagine at the time. Bettina relieved Rossella and kept vigil for the night between September 3 and 4. In the morning she returned home after having handed over to Roberto. Maria was also in the house, of course, and at a certain moment remained alone, because Gisella had asked for some fruit juice and her son had gone down to get it for her.  Entering the room, she asked Gisella how things were going and Gisella made a gesture as if she were greeting someone, though at the time Maria interpreted it as meaning “So so” in answer to her question. But later, when Maria repeated the gesture to me as she could remember, it did not seem to me to mean “So so” at all (for it is customary to make this gesture with the hand in a horizontal position, moving it somewhat in the manner of a boat being rolled by the waves): to me, rather, it clearly seemed a gesture of greeting, with the hand in a vertical position and the fingers repeatedly flexed forward. But was the greeting addressed to Maria, as if to say “I am going”, or to someone invisibly present at the foot of the bed at that moment? Maria repeated the gesture to me, thus suggesting the second interpretation, only after Livia, Sandro and Renato had told me – each somewhat incompletely, but in versions that confirmed and complemented each other – that my father and maternal grandmother were with Gisella at that moment. They are the two people whom Gisella had nursed during the illness that was to lead to their death (my father for two months, my grandmother for a much longer period). And is therefore only reasonable to think that both of them should have come to extend a first welcome to Gisella on the threshold of the new dimension she was about to enter: I like to think so, anyway, especially in view of the gesture that Maria had not correctly interpreted on the spur of the moment, but subsequently described very accurately in her testimony. Gisella died just a few minutes after this gesture, at the very moment when Roberto was returning with the fruit juice he had bought in response to her last wish.

Two days later – when Bettina and I resumed our communications, still shocked by the event and yet anxious to have some acknowledgment or news from the other side – the first to manifest himself was Titta: I have come to bring you a word of comfort. “We are very grateful to you, dear Titta. What can you tell us?” Gisella has just gone to sleep. “How was her passing?” Serene. “What experiences has she had?” Light, sounds, colour. “Did she meet anybody?” A being of light, who told her lovingly about her new state. “Did she understand and accept her new condition?” She was not prepared for it. She must have had difficulty in accepting. “Did you see these things or are you speaking by intuition?” I captured them.

This time Titta’s message was decidedly not in Roman dialect. We had already noted in previous communications that his words tended to oscillate between correct Italian and dialect: the latter would prevail every time our conversation concerned topics more closely connected with our world (and especially with his beloved Rome) and also every time Titta was giving vent to more markedly terrestrial feelings and passions; but as the conversation rose from earth to heaven, his dialect tended to give way to Italian. On the occasion of one of his visits, paid to us – with permission – while he was being kept under pressure by his guide, his language had become so edulcorated and sanctimonious (and one could even say priestlike) as to make me feel disgusted and I actually admonished him for it. But it would seem that it is not really his fault at all: that kind of language came out quite automatically every time certain conditions were satisfied.

Livia also came during the course of that communication, immediately after Titta. She, too, tried to comfort us in very affectionate terms (XLIII). Two days later we were visited first by Sandro, and then by Renato (XLIV). Apart from the words of consolation, we were told – I am just giving the substance – that Gisella had fallen into her sleep of regeneration, which normally lasts for a rather long period of time, even three or more years in terms of earthly time. And we were also given a very exact description of my father and my grandfather, which suggests that they were really present by the side of Gisella’s deathbed.

To see some of one’s beloved dead by the side of one’s own deathbed forms part of the first phase of the experience of death and immediately precedes it. A second phase would. seem to be constituted by the feeling of passing through the famous tunnel (though this need not necessarily be experienced), followed by the perception of light, colours, and heavenly music. Next comes the encounter with the being of light, that is to say, the guide who explains his new condition to the deceased, who would otherwise remain completely disorientated. This is followed by the sleep of repair (sometimes with dreams, visions, and so on), especially in the case of souls who pass over in a normal positive situation, but with the weight of the years and/or exhausted by the illness and sufferings that preceded death; but the passing itself is sweet and gentle, and we have no reason to fear it.

This proved decidedly comforting news for us. It is in any case fully borne out by the whole of mediumistic literature. In this respect, indeed, the hope that we are given by religion is further strengthened by the comparative results of psychic research: and not only our own experiments, but also the work done by many other people. There is hardly any need for me to say how greatly this knowledge can help us in the long toil of living our day-to-day existence.

Chapter II

ENTITY GALLERY

Gisella’s death brings me to the end of my first chapter, in which — albeit with occasional digressions for a brief discussion of some specific topics — I followed a narrative pattern in essentially chronological order. Henceforth, however, it will be preferable to divide the treatment into individual themes.

Where shall I commence? Indeed, there is but the embarrassment of the choice. There are, for example, the great problems of identification, which seem to pose themselves specifically to multiply our difficulties and our doubts. But there also the experiments that, rather than merely suggesting, actually seem to show that the entities must really be something more than just secondary personalities of our unconscious. On being asked to say quite frankly whether she really believed in the existence of her entities, a great psychic person once replied: “I believe in them for three days of the week, but for the next three days I don’t believe in them at all”. It seems probable that, worn out by her doubts, she spent her Sundays taking a rest and not thinking about the problem.

Let us therefore leave the question open for the moment. Let us relax, let us take each phenomenon as it comes, give the floor to the entities, as it were, without interrupting, not even when (as will often happen) we get the impression that we are simply being told a tall story. If what we are going to hear is not true, it is at least well invented. In our case, however, we would ask you to believe that nothing has been invented in cold blood: if there has been any invention on our part, it took place at the level of the subconscious and, as far as our conscious selves are concerned, we limited ourselves to asking questions and recording the answers word by word, adding only the full stops and the commas, correcting occasional spelling errors, but certainly not linguistic imperfections and, even less so, dialectal forms. The text (here given in italics) of what was actually said to us by the various entities (or, at least, the part of what they wanted to say that reached us) is absolutely verbatim.

Seeing that we have already met Renato, Livia, Sandro and Titta, I thought it would be as well to begin with at least a summary presentation of other entities. A special debt of gratitude induces me to give pride of place to Tonino. He is a young man from Varese who – so he says – died in 1961 (though anagraphical data, for reasons that I shall discuss in connection with the problem of identification, must always be taken with a pinch of salt).

A young man – by vocation, as one might even say – like Tonino, could not but have died a typical young man’s death. In all truth, it was I who first suggested this concept: “Did you by any chance end up around a tree with your motorcycle?” I may have guessed the truth or my question may have been triggered by the customary unconscious mechanism, but Tonino immediately replied: Sure, how did you know? I had a Guzzi, red like fire, with black accessories. A real smasher. “But ending up against a tree, that was a good smash, too”. Sure, he replied almost with entusiasm. Together with a friend. I had pepped up the engine. And then, at night, I had gone out to try her on the main road. “What did you actually hit?” I never knew. I literally took a dive and then crashed onto the ground. “Were you killed outright?” Yes. “And what was your experience immediately afterwards?” I found myself at home and desperately trying to communicate. “With whom?” With mother, and then with my brothers. I did not believe I was dead. “Did somebody tell you?” An angel. “With wings?” No, but I thought he was the guardian angel. He was young, handsome, and shining. He took me by the hand and, talking softly, led me away from home.
In the spirit world Tonino now lives in a new and different house, together with many others who died as young as he. “Do you still ride your motorcycles?” No, but we like to follow what young people do music, sport, and fashions. “Are you alluding to earthly things that you like to follow invisibly?” Yes, and then we imitate them. “But don’t any of you ever build a motorcycle?” Some of the others, yes. “And how does one build a motorcycle in your world?” It's difficult. “Do you build it piece by piece, eventually putting the pieces together?” Yes. “Or do you fashion it in one fell swoop with a single act of mental creation?” It’s more exciting to make the individual pieces. “That’s a fine job for a mechanic”. Yes, yes. The glass hovering on the “yes” box and encircling it two or three times brings out a certain dose of enthusiasm, proportional to the number of turns and the impetus with which the glass is moving. The emotive charge of our interlocutor was something we were beginning to feel almost physically. Unfortunately, added Tonino, not everybody can do it.

Let me summarize the problem for the reader, just as I did for Tonino at the time: “If I understand you right, each piece you create with the mind seems solid, is as if it were solid, and can therefore be put together with other pieces, just as we do on earth, so that one part, a metal part for example, can be put in the place of another or made to exert a mechanical action on it. Is that right?” Yes (LXII).

There is no point in my repeating every time that what is here said is fully confirmed by comparative mediumistic literature: the astral realities are undoubtedly created by thought, but at their own vibratory level they assume a consistency comparable to physical reality: in the limit they may seem solid and hard like stone, like metal on earth; whereas we, when experienced from a vibratory level different from our own, appear nebulous and phantomatic, just like the physical realities of our world; for spirits, it is we who seem to be the phantasms.

I took the opportunity of Tonino’s presence to face up to another problem that is typical of young people. “Does sex still attract you?” Yes, we have great problems. “How do you solve them?” On earth. “I mean, what do you actually do”. By identifying ourselves. “In what way?” We enter into the frame of mind of somebody who is in love on earth. “I understand. But is it not possible to love a woman, a female entity in your same condition, in a spiritual way?” An affinity. “I feel it is better to love in this way than to come down to vampirize people who make love on earth”. We still feel desire. “I realize that, seeing that your life was cut off in its prime. But surely it is in the nature of things that even you will have to evolve at a certain point?” Throuph meditations and techniques. “Is it not preferable to set out on the road of spiritual salvation rather than dissipating yourselves by wanting to be young men at all costs?” For a little while yet. “I understand you. But, between a ride on your motorbike and a disco session, try to find five minutes to think about it a little”. OK.
In previous exchanges that I have not quoted here he had already said okay on several occasions: “Is there any special reasons’, I asked, ”why you have come to keep saying okay, okay, like a modern young parrot, and to me, of all people, seeing that I can’t bear it?” I’m on my way to the disco, and there they keep saying OK OK OK all the time. “They’ll get over it, let’s hope. But I can see that Mr. OK has inflicted himself on me by pure chance. Forgive me, forget what I said”.

Do you like the Duran Duran? “I know they exist, we know some girls who go mad for them. But who they are exactly... forgive our ignorance”. Who do you like among the singers? I mentioned the names of some who in his days were not yet of age (as a well known song of the time would have it), but by now they would seem to have become far too old, at least to judge by Tonino ‘ s immediate reaction: No. I means somebody more modern. “I don’t really know who to mention: on TV there is a station with a big M. I imagine it stands for “musica”.  Music, Tonino immediately corrected me. “You are much better informed than I”. I can see that. “Those people are undoubt— edly very ingenious, but their overrapid sequences are disturbing: they don’t give you a chance to enjoy the images, which are sometimes quite beautiful; above all, they make your eyes hurt”. But it’s exciting. Nothing must ever be static. “Even saying a few words to each other, as we are doing now, needs time. Otherwise I would not manage to say more than ‘Hallo, Ton...’ and you would already be gone, so there would be no conversation”. But you and I are very quick. “Nevertheless, you have to be able to get your breath, at least for a moment or two, if our actions are to be meaningful”. That makes me think of running. “Enjoy yourself. I prefer going for a walk. I’m not the right age for running” I find the pair of you adorable, but you are a bit slow. “The hour is up and now it is we who have to ... run away”. Thank you and bye-bye OK OK OK (LXII).

We were later to become real friends with Tonino, notwithstanding the great difference in age. There was something in us, he said, that young people didn’t have. He even wanted to send me dancing in a disco and was very liberal, with good advice: what I had to do to find a good one and how I was to move once I got there (LXVI). From a certain moment onwards he also americanized his name, and thereafter presented himself as Tony. He put his heart and soul into setting up a small band, with instruments this time obtained wholly by means of mental creation. When they are created with real know-how, he assured me, they make just the same sounds as our earthly saxophones, trumpets, guitars, and so on, even though he added that playing them was no less enjoyable. But this initiative was to bring him more delusion than anything else: We are just a few, and nobody wants to listen to us, he confided on October 25 (LXVII). And on November 19 he added: Difficult to continue with the band. I’ll have to call it a day. “Why so?” Few players. “How many?” Always four, myself included. And they don’t even come for rehearsals. So I just keep getting mad all the time. How do you manage? “What?” Your meetings. Do your people turn up, or do they just stand you up? There followed a parallel between what was happening in our cultural circle and what he wanted to do with his band in order to make it a success. We passed all the pros and cons in review. I dwelt a great deal on the need for the players, his like mine, to be fully committed. Tony agreed That’s exactly what I say: do it well or don’t do it. “That will have to be your motto, just as it is mine”’ OK OK. Bye-bye from Tony (LXXIX).

On December 6 he played a joke on us, presenting himself as Ynot. At first I did not recognize it. Take another look at the name: there are four letters. “I can see that. So what?” Turn it around. “Tony” There you are! “Confound you...“ I hope you didn’t mind my joke. “I always like them”. Perhaps you thought it was a new entity? “Certainly”. Of what nationality? “Perhaps a Burmese: but from a Burma invented by Emilio Salgari”. Ha, ha. ha. I was hoping to be taken for an extraterrestrial: Zic Zic X 9: Martian talk. “I have to warn you that extraterrestrials have little or no fortune with me, they don’t live very long”. Like your friend... (there followed the name of a speaker who had dared to mention them, only to be promptly taken down a peg or two, though not in front of the audience). You had really put out your antennas. You had even become green all over.

“Livia was telling me.... Did you see her a while ago?” Yes. “What is she like?” Beautiful and big. Not my type. (Titta, some time ago, had expressed himself with much more enthusiasm and with a typically Roman, though extremely telling expression. But slim women are all the rage today: the pretty skeletons, as Renato would say, just like the crisis girls in the ’twenties, and Tony could hardly be expected to go against the stream). “What kind, of hair has she got?” Fair. Blond?” Yes. “Fine. Livia was telling me that she takes her humour from us. But you have no need to do that”. It could also be your humour. “Thy, don’t you have any of your own?” No, less. “Is that why you are always buzzing around me?” Yes. indeed. “Do I make you feel a little more in your element?” I still feel myself in your world. “And, what is your world like from this point of view?” Less witty. “Are you spirits ... without spirit?” Ha ha (LXXXVII).

He also introduced me to a friend of his: Ale, from Brescia, battery man in Tony’s former band: All gone up in smoke, Ale told us. “How come?”, I asked, but immediately recalled the reason. “Tony complained that you didn’t turn up for rehearsals”. Young people won’t commit themselves (LXXXVIII).

Livia and Ale gave me dascriptions of Tony’s human features, each in his own way, but essentially concordant: A bit of a braggart, brown hair, tall and lean. Bright coloured clothes. Tigh-fitting trousers. Tee shirts with a roll collar and some  foreign phrase, was Livia’s description. “What does the writing say?” Ask him yourself. I don’t speak English (LXVI). Here is what Ale had to say about Tony: He’s a bit mad. And of normal build. “What colour is his hair?” Brown. “Are his eyes brown or blue?” I’ll have to look. “How does he dress?” Jeans and tee shirts, always with something written on them. The latest is of black silk with coloured sequins for the writing. “Could you read me what it says?” I, then a heart, and then MY. “And after the MY? There must be a last word”. Wait a moment, I have to remember. He’s not here now. “Try as hard as you can, the experiment is important”. CHAT perhaps. “Look again, I am sure it must say CAT. The heart stands for LOVE, which in Italian means...” Amore. “Perfect. Do you speak English?” A little. “More exactly, I LOVE means ‘io...’?” Amo. “Very good. And what does MY mean?” No answer. “‘Il mio’. And CAT means ‘gatto’. Only it is written CAT because CHAT is French”. CAT? I’ll have to look at the shirt again. “All told, I LOVE MY CAT: ‘io amo il mio gatto’” (LXXXVIII). And when he came back a few days later, the first thing he did was to confirm: The H is not there (XCII).

Both of them came to pay us a visit on December 24: Tony and Ale OK. “Merry Christmas to you both”. And to you, our two inseparables. “That plans do you have?” To keep cheerful: [Ther’ll be] Christmas dinner tonight. “Good food, then?” No, it’s just an occasion for being all together. “Which of you is talking at this moment?” Ale. “And Tony?” Tony present. “How are you going to dress for the occasion?” All elegant. Dark suit, white silk shirt. “With some slogan printed on the shirt, as on your everyday uniform?” No. Bow tie. “You are in this room now. Can you see it well?” Yes. “I should like to know exactly where you are. You, Ale, where are you with respect to me?” Behind you. “And Tony?” He’s on the settee. “How is the settee?” Soft and comfortable. I can see why Bettina always curls up in a corner. “Who said this last phrase?” Tony. “In short, you can communicate with us as if you were on the telephone, passing the receiver from mouth to mouth”. Yes. At this point we unfortunately had to cut the communication on account of our door bell: a friend of ours had arrived a little ahead of time, and spiritism is not exactly her kettle of fish. So we made our excuses and signed off (XCVI).

A few days previously, when taking our leave of Ale, I had said to him: “For your own good, my boys, enjoy the coming festivities, may the year end well and commence even better, may January 1 usher in a new life” (XCII). I did not subsequently hear again from Ale, but these words will undoubtedly have come to the ear of Tony, from whom I had never hidden the fact that my liking for him was also associated with strong criticism. And it was Tony who came to visit us on January 2. Presenting himself as Tony once again, he immediately went on: Happy New Year. And some good news: I have decided to attend a course. That’s your advice. I have to decide my spiritual life. “We are very happy to hear this, Tony. Could you tell us a little more about it?” I’ll know the others there. It’s a bit like we used to do during the retreat for our first communion. You stay together all the time. You talk, you meditate, you pray, and long silences. “Can’t you give us any further details?” I don’t know any more, but I’ll tell you later. one can never be sure to continue. Getting away from superficial things is a very difficult conquest, even gradually. “Put your trust in God, he’ll give you the strength to persevere”. Thank you and pray for me. “You can count on us”. The record adds: ‘Bettina also spoke some words of encouragement’. And that was the end of our conversation.

Eight days later our young friend was back again: Tonino. “Ex Tony?”, I asked. Yes. “So you aren’t Tony any more?” No. I asked and obtained my guide’ s permission to come and salute you. “Tell us your latest news then”. I am in prayer and meditation all the time. “They’ve really put you to the wheel, haven’t they?” Yes. To say nothing of the long homilies, but the term is not quite appropriate. “In what sense is not appropriate?” They consist of counsel, explanations and techniques. “What topics are covered?” They talk about our state and the  higher one. “Can you tell us something about what you call the higher state?” One can reach it. “How?” First of all, by leaving one’s attachment to the present one: the appearances. Forgetting houses, things, people, affections, things remembered. “What techniques help you to forget?” Meditation. At this point our friend Tonino (and no longer Tony) launched himself into a wealth of details, which I shall partly summarize and partly quote verbatim, but only when, later, I shall expressly discuss meditation, where I shall also compare it with things learnt from communications with other entities.

For the moment I shall limit myself to two more quotations that add a touch of colour: We are all in a big hall, said Tonino, and the guide tells us to abandon ourselves to a state of complete relaxation. That is the start of meditation.

“How did tou ask the gnide’s permission to come and pay us a visit? Did you speak to him in Italian?” No, by thought. As soon as I had formulated the desire to come, the guide gave me his mental assent, telling me to be brief and not to   try to be funny (CIV).

Information given me by rather reliable sources suggests that, together with everything else that is “human, too human”, humor has also to be put in quarantene on the other side. But eventually, upon resurrection, one will have it back a hundred times, like everything else. This is one of the reasons, and not the least, why we, too, look forward to the final event with fervent hope. That Tonino should seek to elevate himself is good news, but one is saddened by the idea that he may lose his verve. In the same way, a touch of sadness was also associated with the joy I felt at the latest news about Sandro given me by Livia: Sandro has evolved. He is less jestful and no longer tells stories. “And his inseparable cat Lillo?” Is evolving with him, he no longer hisses at the guide (CLX).

My brain may dissent a little on the philosophico-theological level, but my heart is wholly with Goethe when he says that even “certain defects are necessary to the existence of individual people”, so that “it would be rather unpleasant if old friends were to despoil themselves of certain of their peculiarities”. Let us hope that resurrection will be the triumph not only of the individual with all his peculiarities, but also of everything that makes our life more beautiful and variegated, and therefore more lovable.

It will not have escaped the readers that our entity friends essentially share our basic orientation. Here, once again, there are two possible explanations: 

1)
They clearly have to think like ourselves, seeing that they are nothing but creations of our own unconscious.

2)
But there is no real need to be always so obsessively reductive: one can also assume that we come into contact with entities that, though they exist independently, have a certain affinity with us.

On September 18 we made the acquaintance of the guide Sirio. One of the things he told us was this: You and your wife have been in touch with entities that all belong to the same Catholic-Christian strand. It will thus be difficult for you to establish contact with reincarnationist spheres (XLIX).

He was evidently alluding to a certain orthodox reincarnationism of a Hinduist-Theosophic stamp, the kind that makes the individual become reincarnated as such. I can conceive of something becoming recycled – in some way or other — even in the domain of the more subtle realities (and, obviously, also in nature). I shall not quarrel with the idea that “something” can become reincarnated; but I find it very difficult to conceive of “somebody” becoming reincarnated.

Interested readers will find this problem treated in detail in another of my books, La reincarnazione e i suoi fenomeni (Reincarnation and its phenomena, Edizioni Mediterranee, Rome 1985), because this brief and passing mention of a certain type of classical reincarnationism is not intended as anything other than an example of a doctrine that I refuse: I have little or nothing in common with people who sustain this doctrine and it is therefore only normal that I should not establish contact with them after they have died.

On the other hand, though the last two centuries have seen the flourishing of a spiritism with a markedly reincarnationist imprint, the Catholic beyond has remained silent. Or, rather, it manifests itself in very powerful fashion, but in miracles and private revelations, that is to say, in a phenomenology that the Church has recognized and canonized and where the supernatural expresses itself on its own initiative and is not evoked by anything other than prayer.

This supernatural phenomenology recognized by the Church undoubtedly also has its paranormal and mediumistic aspects, but these are not made the subject of any psychic research in the strict sense of the term. This is due to the fact, as Sirio would put it, that Catholics shun this kind of research (XLIX).

I am not saying that the Church did not have good reason for viewing spiritism with every possible reserve and caution. I shall limit myself to pointing out that the this great refusal has simply been this: Catholics as theologians speak of the beyond and of our destiny after death (that is to say, of something that is of great importance for us) exclusively on the basis of the revelation and the dogmas of our faith while as philosophers they speak of these things always on the basis of wholly abstract premises, so that we never speak of them on the basis of any kind of experimental data.

I deem this to be a very grave matter. I am convinced that, no matter how clumsy they may be, these attempts of ours to explain survival on the basis of phenomena that suggest it ought not to be discouraged, nor should they be wholly ignored (as practically always happens) by the general run of theologians, philosophers and scientists. Nevertheless, for the peace of mind of all these illustrious personages, we can go ahead on the road we have undertaken without necessarily awaiting their permission.

These contacts – expressly sought by us – with the Catholic-Christian spheres of the other world have already produced a preliminary result: side by side with a reincarnationist beyond, side by side with the beyond of spiritism of the Anglosaxon type, the minutes and records of our communications are adumbrating another slice of the beyond that would seem to be no less conspicuous.

From what we have already seen (and also from what we can glimpse beyond what we have actually seen and heard) it is quite clear that on the other side there is little that would recall Dante’s Divine Comedy. There is also something that in the eyes of many orthodox Christians could constitute a strong element of delusion. Already in 1985, on June 28 to be precise, all the appearances suggest that there came to see us (I use this expression to make it clear that for experimenal purposes I never take anything for granted) an old friend of ours, though – for obvious reasons –  I shall not mention his name. He was an elderly gentleman, a Catholic of the stricte observance (stricter even than the Pope!), and in every respect an excellent and very dear person. For a certain period of time he and I were working together in a historical archive here in Rome and were therefore in close contact with each other. Those were wonderful days, he told us with a touch of nostalgia, you were true friends. The following questions came very spontaneously to my mind: “As so profoundly orthodox a Catholic, how did you find the spirit world?” Different, he replied. “In what respect?” There was no paradise. “What did you find in its place?” A world like our own. “That is to say, a world with meadows and woods, houses, people with human figures?” It was like that when I first arrived. “What difference was there with respect to the earthly world?” Like a dream. “Did you realize that you could fashion things by thought?” It was explained to me. “Are you happy?” Yes, but I thought I would find the paradise of our catechism. Now I look forward to evolving. “All told, is our faith right?” Yes, but I have not seen any saints like Saint Francis or others. “I think that you don’t see them because you have not yet reached their level. You will see them when you get there”. I hope so. “Do the souls who are with you have different faiths and convictions?” No. “Do they all have our faith?’ Yes. “If you want to know my opinion, I believe that, by virtue of affinity, you are together with other Christians in an antechamber of the Christian paradise”. I think it is so (X).

Many months later we communicated with a priest, who introduced himself as Don Orazio. I asked him the same question: “What did you find different on the other side as compared with what you expected?” He replied: I thought of the classical division, but did not find it. He was evidently referring, as he explained immediately after, to hell, purgatory and paradise as three clearly separate domains.

Don Orazio thus talked to us about the first impact of the other world and the ministers at work there: If you expect to see Saint Peter at the gate, certainly not. I met a saint: not a saint with a halo, but in his heart. I saw him respledent in front of me, bewildered as I was, and he explained my new state and condition. Gave me the sense of security I needed. Then I fell asleep. “And when you awoke?” On waking I found myself in a kind of seminary. “What was this seminary like?” Like the one at Trent (where he had studied). I was a little disorientated. From Africa  to  the seminary. I could not understand, but the saint helped me (evidently, he was speaking of his guide, the being of light who had welcomed him). Now I am following a road of elevation to arrive at the glory of God.

Coming back to the question and answer that had begun our conversation, I asked Don Orazio in what other ways he had found the beyond different from what he expected; The judgment, he explained, is more of a self-judgment:. you yourself feel the need for self-purification. “Have you been through purgatory?” Yes. “What is purgatory?” It is a period of thinking about the negative side of earthly action. “In what condition does one find oneself in purgatory?” Isolation. “What did you see around yourself?” I saw fog. “And was there any landscape?” Perhaps there was, but I could not see it. I even felt the presence of other souls and the certainty that it was temporary. “How long do you think you stayed in purgatory?” Perhaps three or more years. But the sensation is not temporal at all. “In what sense?” It’s not easy to explain: they are states of consciousness, sensations. “Is it an impression that time is not passing?” That’s right. On earth you would speak of a psychological period. “What is hell?” It’s what you bring with you. “Is it everlasting?” No. The mercy of God, the love of the others and the help of prayer ensure that it is not eternal. “What can you tell us about resurrection?” In the seminary we all expect it with joy. “How would you define it in a few words?” A new world and new men. “Have the sciences, the arts, humanism, socalled progress, etc., some bearing on resurrection?” Certainly, they have the task of cooperating. “Are these communications a good or a bad thing?” We are told ‘bad’ because many souls do not elevate themselves on account of communicating. “So that we ought to stop?” But if it is for reasons of study... (the dots are Don Orazio’s). “Do you mean that for reasons of study it is licit to communicate with you?” Yes, but without excessive attachments (CLI).

Don Orazio’s visit – on 20 April 1986 – had been preceded, many months earlier, by the coming of Don Guglielmo, late parish priest of a small village in Abruzzo, on July 6 of the previous year, at a time when we were still in the midst of our stay in London. As compared with what he had expected, Don Guglielmo, passing over, once again found his new condition different at first. Then, he added, a guide helped me and I am in a paradise environment. “Are you all of the same religion in your environment?” Yes, he replied. “In other words, there are no Muslims, no Buddhists, and so on?” No. “What is ,your own appearance?” I am just as in life. “How do you dress?” Like a parish priest of long ago.

He is an old country curate, as Renato was to say a little later (in those days, as my readers will recall, Renato always lay in wait, like a falcon, and would swoop down with his comments just as soon as our visitor for the day had gone away). “What does he look like?” Peasant appearance. “Why do you call him ‘old’? Should he not be rejuvenated after so many years on the other side?” Perhaps he was much older: once upon a time parish priests had an easy life, good food and they lived as long as Methuselah.

Closing this little colourful digression, let me recall a question I put to Don Guglielmo regarding purgatory, about which he had talked to me, saying that he had personally passed through it. “How can what you tell me about purgatory be made to concord with the first experiences after death (and also with experiences of people who come close to death without actually dying), which are generally exalting and joyous and suggest paradise rather than purgatory?” When the body dies and the soul is set free, the first experience is marvellous. Afterwards you have to cleanse yourself. “Now, as you said yourself, you are in a condition of paradise. But if you want to make yourself more perfect and purer, would you have to pass through other purgatory experiences?” In different conditions. “But still capable of being defined as further phases of purgation?” Yes. “What characterizes purgatory more than anything else?” You feel completely alone. There is a terrifying silence. It is as if it would never end. “Is it a little like hell?” Yes. “With the difference that in purgatory one is sustained by hope?” Yes.
Even though it may constitute a condition that is far less temporary, even hell is destined to come to an end, at least according to Don Guglielmo’s expectations: but one has to wait for the end of time. “In that case”, I asked him, “can there be redemption for these souls?” In the last judgment, replied Don Guglielmo, God will be either justice or love. “I hope the aspect of love will prevail, seeing that God is supposed to be infinite love”. In life I would have said no; but now, having been purified I say that in God love will revail. “It is something that has always been close to my heart”, I confessed to him. When I was eight years old, I was a boarder at a school run by priests for some time and learnt about hell there. Every night, before going to sleep, I would pray for a long time, asking the Lord to set free even the damned souls”. You were an innocent child and had an intuition of God’s great mercy. “Are you, by chance, informed about the studies I am pursuing?” No. “My studies are concerned not only with the philosophy of religions, but also with parapsychology and, more particularly, life after death”. I condemned metapsychics when I was alive, but now I say that serious studies are useful. “And communications with you?” They must not be of a morbose nature. “And when they are not morbose and are animated, rather, by the spirit in which we are communicating at this moment?” Then they are alright (XIV).

Since we have started to talk about purgatory, it will be as well to complete our discussion of this aspect, though of course only within the limits set by the introductory nature of this booklet, which must necessarily be summary in its approach.

Solitude is essential in the experience of purgatory: You are deprived of contact with others, said Gill, and you have all the time you need to review the negative events of life on earth. You are thus offered the possibility of repenting (CLXX).

While the first experiences during and after the passover are generally more gratifying (lights, colours, very beautiful astral landscapes, enchanting and transcendental music), the soul may enter into the purgatory condition either immediately afterwards (before the regenerating sleep, that is) or after reawakening; but it can also do so during the sleep itself: in that case, as François pointed out, you will have moments of nightmare in your sleep (CLXIII).

Again, purgatory can be a state into which the soul enters quite automatically, by virtue of a kind of coercion that eventually leads the deceased to awareness and repentance (XVI); or it can be a state that is entered by free choice, by a spontaneous impulse, and thus in full awareness.

Agostino, for example, regards purgatory as the equivalent of the “dark nights” of the mystics, the equivalent of their purifications (CXXVI). Since the ultimate end, so he explained, is the complete sanctification of the soul, it is essential that it should be cleansed and purified. And you feel a higher force that drives you to make a thorough examination of your conscience. You see nothing other than your earthly actions passing before your eyes and the souls is immersed in them and feels to the quick whatever is not good in them. And at this point it decides to become purified. It knows that a painful period lies ahead, but it faces it in order to be able to set out on the road of spiritual evolution that will lead it to sanctification.

As regards his own personal experience, Agostino first met the being of light, then had his sleep, which was followed by a very gratifying awakening. Later he took the decision to purify himself. Here is how he described the purgatory condition: silence, dark, lack of presences (not only of other spirits, as he was to add later, but also of everything else). He had the impression of being in the midst of some place that was desert-like, bare, desolate. Others were to specify that the surrounding landscape is not seen distinctly, and Agostino noted that he could not even see his own human form. What feelings characterized his condition? Sadness, awareness of having done evil, unworthiness. Rather than the sense of the presence of God, he felt an interior aridity.

As regards the sense of time, the condition seems interminable at first and it is only later that this general feeling gradually diminishes. And then you feel another, an ardour for God and an irresistible anxiousness to commence your elevation (CXXX).

On a subsequent occasion Agostino dwelt on the feeling of liberation that fills you at the moment you realize that you have to go beyond that stage: then you feel that you can be another. Certainly, you still have doubts, but all around you there seems to be the help of others, the sensation of the good thoughts, the prayers and the help of those on earth. At this point you are ready to come out of the condition. And coming out is very gratifying light, sounds, colours of nature, presence of others (CXXXIII).

I asked Agostino whether further purgatory stages await us, and he replied that it can happen that along the road one discovers some other dross  or imperfection. And he replied affirmatively when I asked whether this would be followed by analogous experiences (CXXX).

It would seem that here he was alluding to the whole of the negative ascesis that the souls undertake in order to achieve what, at least in our messages, is often called elevation. This – to give another example – is also brought out by the way Arthur associates this ascesis with purification: The period of purification was first isolation, silence, absolute lack of everything that could distract you. The whole of your life then emerges, with your evil actions thrown into particular relief. And there you have all the time to purify yourself. But then, if you want to lose appearance and become light and energy, you have to engage in various exercises: forgetting, loss of affections, etc. (CLVIII). We shall later see that further spiritual evolution leads the soul to an emancipation from earthly forms and to the loss of its own body-like appearance, thereby enabling the soul to accede to a life that is wholly and exclusively spiritual: this further phase of development once again calls for a negative ascesis of despoliation, detachment, renounciation and mortification, something that can essentially be defined as a resumption and continuation of the purgatory experiences of the same kind.

Just as Don Orazio now lives in an astral seminary (and it could well be an academy for the formation of guides that will eventually enable him to resume, albeit in a different and updated form, his priestly ministry, his care of souls), there are also sisters who in the other world continue to live in a convent. Perhaps this happens because convent life is the only one to which they are accustomed and almost seems the only conceivable one to them. We made the acquaintance of two of thein: Sister Maria Addolorata and Sister Imelde. We only had a single interview with the former, but Sister Imelde really became a friend of ours.

Maria Addolorata, a Sacramentine Sister, had had little schooling and performed only simple tasks. Born in Lombardy, she said she had died in very advanced age in France in 1932. I expressly use the form “she said” to stress the great reserve with which we must treat such anagraphical information, as we shall see later. The account she gave of her death merits a quote: First I saw wonderful lights and celestial music. Then I stopped to sit down under an immense tree and began to feel sleepy. I next remember waking up. I was in the same place, but in front of me, smiling, there were lots of sisters who had died before me. They took me to the convent where we now live. “In what way is this convent different from those on earth?” It is mental. The sisters told me so. In every other respect it seems very similar to ours own. There is the chapel with a beautiful altar: a priest used to come for a certain period and said many masses. Sister Maria Addolorata still dresses as a sister, recites the rosary, in Latin of course, she is a joyful soul, seems far younger today, and often goes to the garden to pick flowers to adorn the altar. What she remembers of earth seems to have become very faint: she could not even recall the popes, though she knew that the present one was Polish. But Mussolini has remained singularly impressed upon her mind: He was a man who did great things. “But then he led us into a war that turned out to be a disaster for Italy”. But we sisters knew nothing about it. “You must know that...” I summarized the Second World War for her in a few simple words. You must be a teacher, she said, you explain history. “To the souls of paradise”. There’s need for it. She does not like modern sisters with their shorter dresses, nor priests wearing suits or, worse still, a pullover. Our communication was a beautiful thing, even though her fellow sisters generally think badly of such things; but, she added, I don’t see the devil in it. Taking our leave of her, I told her that I was very happy to have met a sister in heaven who was good and saintly, open, and also likeable, something that never did do any harm: Thank you, she replied, but as a general rule you should not flatter sisters. “Praise be to Jesus Christ”. Forever and always (XXVII).

Sister Imelde, on the other hand, is an Ursuline. Born in a small, village in the the province of Bari, she would seem to have died in 1890, at Mantua in the convent (which was possibly also a school), where she taught all religious things to girls (LXXI). Like Sister Maria Addolorata, she still wears her religious habit and lives in an astral monastery, with a very severe mother superior, with masses and other functions, manual work, meals in the refectory (with wholly insipid mental food, as usual) at rigidly fixed times. One rather disconcerting hing was this: while other souls generally tell us that our two-day interval seemed to fly away for them in a few instants or, alternately, that it had seemed a long, but certainly not equivalent time, the clocks in Sister Imelde’s monastery seem to be perfectly synchronized with our own. Half an hour past noon, Sister Imelde will take her leave and hasten away, because she has to be in the refectory, and the same thing will happen at 6 p.m., time of the evening function: at those moments even the glass seems to get tense, dashing from one letter to the next in a rather nervous and precipitous fashion, so that one feels almost physically that our interlocutor is getting anxious and is about to say her usual hurried Thank you and may the Lord bless you, for fear that she may be late and take a reprimand from her superior, who seems to be really terrible.

With unfailing reference to the religious calendar and the festivity of the day (which Bettina sometimes remembers, while I never even think of it, Sister Imelde will recount all their functions and everything they do, right down to the last detail. On the afternoon of Christmas Eve, for example, she paid us a visit, first studying the letters in her very personal manner, i.e. vertically and very slowly, with almost pedantic precision. Though I know full well who it is, I always ask the question on principle: Sister Imelde, she answered. “Good afternoon, Sister Imelde, all our good wishes”. Holy Christmas. “What is your programme for this evening?” Long function, then midnight mass. “Who is going to say mass?” Father Alvaro. “What time will it start?” Mother Superior is going to make it start soon. “What is the function like?” The rosary, the litanies, a brief exhortation. “Just as well that at least the exhortation is short”. And benediction with the Blessed Sacrament. It starts at five. The mass, on the other hand, will start at nine. Otherwise it would get too late and nobody likes  waking up at six on the morning of Christmas Day. “But do you go to bed every night?” Yes. “I am surprised that you should have a timetable so closely aligned with ours”. It’s our convent that is run that way. “My information about the spirit world suggests that the souls of the deceased do have their regenerating sleep and similar, but not that they sleep every night”. Each one of us goes to her cell and it may be that some do not sleep. “I find it disconcerting that your astral hours should coincide so exactly with our earthly time”. It’s temporary. “You have to go to your function, Sister Imelde [it was 4.58 p.m.] and we take our leave of you: Merry Christmas to you and to all the others”. I, too, make you my good wishes in the Lord (XCVI).
Sister Imelde possesses a Bible, written in Latin, with its mental pages filled with printlike letters, and when she turns them they rustle just like real paper. In this case, once again, the mind creates solid images that seem just as consistent as the corresponding material realities of our own world. And it was precisely the fact that she possesses a book and reads it each day that made itself felt, by virtue of the law of affinity, at a moment in which we sought to establish contact with souls who still read books. It was in this way that Sister Imelde perceived our call. It is quite true that a communication is not looked upon kindly by sisters on the other side, that it is considered irregular because it distracts from meditation however, as Sister Imelde told me, I came in response to your call. “For what reason?” To help a living person. But, as always, I was anxious to understand her motivations down to the last detail, even the most recondite, and kept questioning Sister Imelde like a father confessor of bygone days: “You did it because you deemed it your duty and on account of an impulse of charity. There was no weakness in any way. Is that so?” She reacted like a spring: Not curiosity. No. No. No. There followed a few exchanges that she brought to an end with a peremptory: I have to go, the refectory bell is ringing. Enjoy your lunch and may God be with you. Her last words seemed to explode with a great deal of nervous energy. I looked at my watch: it was 12.30 (LXXIII).

Another communication with Sister Imelde began with saying: Ouch, every now and again I prick myself with the needle. I asked her for further explanations. Today I am in the sewing room with the others to do the mending. “How is it that in the spirit world you still do the mending with needle and thread? Don’t you know that an act of mental concentration is quite sufficient?” You have to know the techniques. “I would advise all you sisters to learn them”. We never have enough time. “If you invest a little time to learn the techniques, you will gain time on account of what you save afterwards”. You are quite right, but you would have to tell our superior. “I have the feeling that she makes you hoe the ground with your fingernails even though there are mechanical ploughs”. You couldn’t have described her better. “Can’t you make suggestions when you meet in chapter?” She is old-fashioned and authoritarian. “You surely know the proberb: Never put a finger ‘twixt husband and wife’ Yes. “I certainly don’t want to put mine between the nuns and their mother superior. So God help me”. Just as well: she’d tear it out (LXXX).

There are quite a few entities who seem to need our help. Our previous brief discussion of the purgatory condition will make it easier for us to understand the situation of Antonio (already mentioned, though only in passing, in the previous chapter), a Calabrian miner, who emigrated to Belgium and died there while still a young man: I am in a fog. I am alone. I am closed within myself. Only I know how painful it is. He feels a desperate need for communicating with someone, yet he told me to be on my guard when I make contact with somebody like himself. If I were to ask him why, he would probably admonish me never to take as gospel the things they might tell me: for no other reason than to make themselves more interesting, they could pretend to be somebody else or deceive me in some other way. Rather than ask, I just listen to him. Beware of entities like ourselves, he told me once. We want to be noted. Only for company. Pray for all of us in this condition. Yes, for the faceless. I comforted him, telling him that he was not alone: even though he could not see them, there were other souls ready to help him. He simply had to believe this and entrust himself to them. That’s good news you are giving me. I see lights in the fog. You are good and helping me with your love. Send me a kiss (III).

He came back again a few days later. “Who are you?” A friend of yours. Antonio T. I have been far away in solitude. I am waiting to improve. “It depends on you”, I told him. “You must not just wait, but rather hold out your hand to those who are ready to help you”. I’ll try to do it. “Open the window of your dark room and let the sun come in. Because the sun is already there, outside. But only you can open the window”. Thank you. You are my guide. You should write about us souls in torment, it would help men to prepare themselves. “I’ll do what I can. But you, too, have to do your best. Supplicate Jesus. Repeat this prayer: Jesus have pity on me!” Jesus have pity on me. That’s the first time I have ever said it. “You will have to repeat it many, many times, in the end you will see that this prayer will pull you up. Then you’ll tell me all about it. Come again”. I look forward to it. Thank you (VI).

A few days later it was our good Livia who came to tell us about him: Antonio has gone to sleep. The prayer you taught him was very useful. I can well believe it: the Jesus prayer is very old and has always proved its worth. He needed you, Livia went on. Tomorrow Antonio will perhaps be able to talk to you (IX).

But it was four days before Antonio came again. Introducing himself by his surname only, he said: Thanks to you I am improving my situation. I keep saying the prayer. It has done me good. I am less in solitude. Many help me now. “Do they have human form? Can you see them well?” I see them, but like shadows. “They were already there, waiting to be able to help you. Now you have given them the chance to do so by opening yourself”. I would not have believed it. Now I understand the importance of religion. “Give your testimony to others, in that way you will help them”. I shall, but I am not well informed. “The one thing on which you are well informed is your personal experience”. Indeed so. “Bear witness to your experience and teach the prayer that is saving you to other souls”. I certainly shall. And thank you again (XI).

Renato told me that Antonio would have to remain like this for a long time yet. You can talk to him, but his condition has not improved all that much. Like myself, Renato hopes that this time will pass as quickly as possible: Pippo, that fellow is bursting our eardrums. “Why, is he praying at the top of his voice?” Sure. It’s reverberating in all the sphere. Pippo, old man, you should go and play your tricks elsewhere. I could not suppress the burst of laughter occasioned by this unexpected turn of the conversation. Laugh, laugh.  You are a  great   son of a... (Renato’s dots). When Antonio comes back to talk to you again, tell him that he’s got to pray in his mind. But I was not to get the chance to tell him, for Antonio nover came again. Each coming is made possible by a whole series of special conditions, and it may well be that these just did not occur again.

Another occasion that deceased souls offer us for helping them is when they come out of their regenerating sleep and find themselves momentarily bewildered, without memories and unable to get their bearings. Someone will eventually give him the chance to take stock of the situation: we, too, can play the part of this somebody, always provided that chance will have it to establish a contact between us and the soul in question at that particular moment.

Here I may usefully recall the case of a spirit recently come out of a long sleep, who introduced himself as a school teacher. At that moment he could not even recall his own name (XVI). The same can be said of a woman who had died at about seventy years of age. She, too, had just come out of her sleep I asked her what she could see: Green, she replied. “Meadows or woods?” Colour. Pink and a little light blue. Could it be the sky? “Should be. In any case, it’s a good sign”. But I still don’t see anybody at all. “Can you see us two?” No. “Can you hear my voice?” Yes. “Soon you will also see some people you know: your parents and relatives”. When? “Very soon. But you must have a little patience”. Can you send somebody to me? “By your side there already are some souls who are ready to help you”. Yes, but I can’t see them. “If you entrust yourself to them, you will also become capable of seeing them. Repeat this little prayer: ‘Good souls, help me in the name of Jesus’”. Good souls, help me in the name of Jesus. “Repeat this prayer a hundred times and more, repeat it until it will have achieved its purpose”. Yes. “After all, you have nothing else to do. No. She reflected a moment and then asked: Are you a saint? “No, I am a Christian, format mediocre. All the same, accept what I have just told you as if it had been told you by Jesus himself”. Are you very religious? “I don’t know, but all of us ought to be”. You are really consoling me. “Keep saying the prayer and soon you will be surrounded by light, you’ll remember everything, you’ll find your loved ones and a beautiful new life will begin for you”. Bless you (XXVIII).

There are souls in confusion, and there are also others in error. We can even help the latter. As I have already said, I shall not here go into the question of reincarnation, referring the reader to my previously mentioned book. But in the case I am about to relate even a convinced and orthodox reincarnationist would immediately realize that the soul involved has fallen into; Adelma is convinced that she has become reincarnated in Gilberto, whereas in actual fact she simply possesses him. Indeed, hers is a typical case of possession. Gilberto (31 years old, an Italian who lives in Switzerland, earning his living as a waiter) had been ill, as Adelma told us. I entered into him; then, when he got well again, he was strange. He went to be cured and got to know about me. “What was he suffering from?” Convulsions. “What cures did he subject himself to?” He talked to the doctor while lying on a couch. Then the doctor put him to sleep and realized that I was there. “Did he hypnotize him?” Yes. “He will have put him through a hypnotic regression”. Before and after the illness. “That do you mean?” Before he was alone. Then, after he got well again, I was there also. “Did you ‘reincarnate’ for any special reason?” I wanted a male experience of earth. “What were you specifically looking for...” Things we women haven’t done: work, love, walking and dressing, the way men think. “Do you think that these experiences have enriched you?” Yes. Staying with men is comnletely different from an afternoon with your female friends. “Be frank with me: when you want an experience X or Y, do you urge Gilberto to have it? Do you push him into it?” Sometimes yes, but not always. “Had you heard about reincarnation when you were alive on earth?” Yes. I liked the idea, but knew little about it. “Did you not try to find out more about what reincarnation could really be: current concepts, doctrines, and so on?” No Even today I still know very little about and have strong doubts, many perplexities. If it were all a dream? “It could be, but might not be. If it is not a dream, if Gilberto is really a man living on earth and you dwell within him, then the phenomenon, as you have told me about it, cannot be described as a reincarnation at all, at least as the term is usually understood. Rather, it must be a case of possession”.

May I ask you two things? “I shall try to answer you within the limits of’ what little science I possess”. If I am dead for the earth and live in another dimension, how is it possible for me to dream? “The spirit world is wholly of a mental nature. All the things you ‘see’ in the spirit world are creations of the mind, and from there it is but a little step to dream images”. In that case Gilberto is not a living being? “He could be a dream image of yours, but he could also be a man who really lives”. Interesting. “If Gilberto is really alive, you possess him. Have you ever heard about possessions?” Those of the Church with their  demons. “Obviously, you are not a devil. Therefore your possession of Gilberto is certainly not a diabolic possesion. But it is nevertheless a form of possession. You did not incarnate yourself in him before he was born, when he was still a foetus in his mother’s womb. You introduced yourself into him in order to be able to live his experiences and now you possess him, having entered at a moment when he, already an adult, was ill, was in a state of crisis, at the mercy of outside powers, when he was like a house with the door thrown wide open. And now you live in this house as a squatter”.

And then, again, if I am in Gilberto, is there nothing of me in the other dimension? “In the spirit world there is the spiritual part of you, just as there is the spiritual part of me, even though I still live in a physical body on this earth”. What spiritual part of me is in Gilberto? “I would say that in Gilberto there is only the superficial part of you. But even this part of you ought to stay in the spirit world if you, Adelma, are to evolve the whole of yourself. The best thing you can do, in my opinion at least, is to leave Gilberto’s body and let him be fully himself, this will also make it possible for you to elevate yourself in your own sphere”. Why is it that I am not certain about the other part of me that is on the other side? “Because you are too immersed in matter and in the life of this world. You probably behave just like living people who are so intensely concerned with earthly life that they concentrate all their attention on it and relegate the spiritual dimension to a shadow area, so that it eventually falls into complete oblivion”. Thank you for your explanations, I am going to think very seriously about moving out. “See if you can do it: if you continue to live in him, to possess him, you will harm him and also harm yourself, because you will prevent yourself from making progress in what has now become your proper sphere. It is in the spirit world that new experiences await you now, exalting and marvellous experiences. Have a good think about it and decide for the best”. Thanks, I salute you ( XII).

Mummy, mummy, it’s me, Pucci. These are the words that ushered in what was undoubtedly the most dramatic of all our communications. Pucci, a little boy, had fallen while playing football and died as a result of knocking his head, probably there and then. Omitting our own remarks and questions, which can readily be inferred, I shall simply quote Pucci’s words, separating them by dots: Where’s mummy... Don’t know... All strange... I’m in a place I don’t know... Huge. A big meadow but without grass... I’m all dizzy. I don’t feel well. Mumm, mummy... Mummy I’ve fallen ... While playing... My head hurts... I knocked it as I fell... But where is my mummy?... Where is my ball?... Mummy... I feel cold... My playmates?... I’m all mixed up and sad and alone. Mummy, mummy...

I had asked him to tell me something about himself and he said he went to nursery school and played in a team of little boys, who were being taught to play football by Fabio, a teacher of the big boys. Pucci found him nice and called him our trainer. Bettina tried to distract him by asking about the school. There he was entrusted to Sister Angelina. At Christmas they had a live crib, and Pucci had played one of the shepherds, bringing a basket of red apples for Jesus.

I asked him whether he could see the sun where he was now. No. Fog. “It’s late now. You should go to sleep. Tomorrow morning the sun will come out”. I’ll sleep. “Do you say your prayers?” Yes. Sister Angelina makes us cross ourselves. “How is the prayer that she taught you?” Angel, keep guard over me. “Say your prayer to the Angel then...” Will mummy come and take me? “The Angel will take you to your mummy. Your mummy can’t come to where you are”. Why not? “Because you are in a place she can’t enter. But if your Angel comes and takes you to your mummy, that’s just as good, isn’t it?” Yes, yes, quick. “So pray to your angel and tell him to come at once”. Come at once, angel. “You have to say this prayer ten times, and then another ten times, as often as you can”. Often. “Call the angel so that he can hear. That will make him come”. He’s blue. “I don’t know: perhaps he is blue, but he could also be white”. Mine is blue. “Fine. In that case do as I told you”. Yes. Then I’ll sleep and mummy will come. “Or the angel”. Yes, with mummy. “Good boy, Pucci. All set, then?” Bye-bye, I’m going to sleep. “Good night, Pucci, sweet dreams” (CIV).

It was Livia (truly our blue angel) who brought us further news about Pucci: He’s peacefully asleep now. He saw the guide like a blue angel. “Oh, wonderful. What a fine idea it was for the guide to come the way Pucci expected his guardian. angel”. Yes. Then he also saw his mummy. And that was woeful:his mother couldn’t see him, she didn’t hug him, and didn't answer. “I can imagine”. He just clung to the guide, wanting to be taken by the hand, to be caressed and spoken to. But now he is having his sleep (CV).

Adi died as tragically as Pucci, drowning in the sea when he was no more than four years old. But then he grew spiritually in the other world; and his human appearance kept  too, for it is the symbolic, concrete and visual expression of the soul and therefore keeps step with its continuous evolution: I have become bigger, he told us, and one keeps learning here. He is in a kind of school, together with other children, entrusted to a guide who is their teacher. Some fifteen earth years have passed since Adi’s death and Adi can now say: I have become a big boy. “But how have you come to communicate with us here on earth? Did your guide give you permission?” The guide rewarded me. When a soul improves, there are prizes. “Did he tell you specifically to communicate with me and Bettina?” No. Where I found a channel or a possibility (XV).

We have already seen that, as a general rule, the guides discourage souls from communicating: just like any other form of interest in the things of the earth, communicating can constitute an obstacle to elevation, because it can “bind” souls more strongly to our world. In the case of people who die in tender age, however, there is the problem of offering them at least a substitute for the life they did not manage to live and the experiences they could not make: A little boy, as Annibale was to explain to me, has to become adult. He has to get a taste of everything he missed on earth and then has to leave it to sanctify himself (to get it all back in God upon resurrection) (CXXXIII). I had to learn everything, was the way Adi put it.

Coming to communicate with somebody on earth, the unfortunate astral schoolboy sent on vacation could do no better than run across two teachers, who simply could not resist the temptation of subjecting him to yet another examination: “What subjects are you studying?” They are moral teachings. “Do they talk to you about our country, about Italy?” Little. “Do you know where we are now?” No. “We are in England, in London. Do you know what London is?” A capital. “But we live in Rome. Do you know what Rome is?”A capital. “It is the capital of your country, Italy” I was little. I learnt about Italy here. “But you express yourself well in Italian”. I went to school. “What did they teach you about the language?” First the vowels, then the consonants, and put together they form words. “May I ask you a little question? Can you tell me the vowels?” I learnt them long time ago: A E I O U. “And have you studied grammar? Do you know this word ‘grammar’?” Do you mean speeches? “Yes. It is what you have to know if you want to put a speech together correctly”. I have to go. “Good luck, Adi. Keep studying to become a fine entity. Give our regards to your guide”. I want to tell you my real name. That  [Adi] was what my mother called me: Adriano.
Could Renato fail to put a word in at this point? Now we have even the urchins having a go, eh Pippo! The schools are closed and before long I’ll have them all breaking... (as usual, the dots are his). How lucky you are on earth to have them go on holiday or to some boys’ camp. Couldn’t you suggest to some important spirit to do the same here (XV).

Certain of the spheres closest to the earth follow the cycle of our solar year, marked as it is by the various festivities with which we are all familiar, and it is not therefore improbable that even an astral school should close its doors for holidays in July. Adriano told us that when a soul improves, there are prizes. One may therefore wonder whether there are also more objective ways of ascertaining the improvements that have effectively been obtained. In other words, do they have examinations? And why not? Exactly a year later (and in the same holiday period) a deceased secondary school teacher, Annibale by name, was to confirm this fact to us when, visiting us one evening, he introduced himself with the following words: Annibale between one examination and the next. Tomorrow we start all over again. “So you are a member of an examination commission?” Very busy: as you said, ‘examinations never end’. “That is what Eduardo De Filippo called one of his comedies”. But don’t think that exams here are what they are on earth. In other words, they don’t aim at a piece of paper, but at knowledge. “Would you tell me a little more on this subject, please?” There are various levels. When children are involved, it’s like elementary school on earth. But the subjects are different. Here we attach great importance to verbal or mental communication, though with exactitude of terms. “I know what exactitude of terms means in verbal communication, but I am not at all clear as to what it means in mental communication”. I am still speaking of children: to make comprehension possible in the formation of mental communication. “Quite, I understand”. Then there are exams for boys, young men, and even adults. “How is it that you have all these examinations when no diploma or other official recognition is at stake?” They are tests to see the degree of development that has been reached. “And the examiners...?” We are all former teachers. “Like those who teach, I presume?” Not always: they  could  also  be the beings of light themselves. The guides prepare the students, then we see the results through the tests we set. “All told, then, these examinations are a test for school and seek to verify the results of the teaching”. Yes: whether there has been an improvement, an evolution. “Do you also teach language (that is to say, Italian in our case), including grammar and some literature?” It is necessary for the little ones (CLXXX).

Alberto, who died of pneumonia at about seven years of age, also told us something very similar: A teacher took care of me and began to explain that I was no longer on earth. Then he made me learn the letters. I had to learn them by heart. I made him repeat the first seven letters of the alphabet and and he reeled them off for me in the right order. He went on to explain that later he had also learnt the letters derived from other languages (J, K, W, X, Y). The rules of grammar were explained aloud, but the letters would be written on the (mental) blackboard with chalk (likewise created by means of concentration). There were ten children in the class. The teacher had a few books (created by similar concentration techniques, which we shall discuss later on) and used to read fables and stories to them; these included the story of Bertoldo (a personage Alberto enjoyed on account of the jams he gets into) and later also adventure stories: the Scarlet Pimpernel (I liked him, because he saved people from the guillotine during the French Revolution) and Treasure Island. Alberto (who is now much bigger and has become a youngster) answered some questions on arithmetic and geometry: elementary operations, volume of the sphere (4 thirds pi R3, R3 means cubed, R is radius) He knew Italy’s principal mountains. When I asked him whether he knew anything about the republic, he replied: Yes, there’s the president. And he also knew his name and surname. I asked him how he had acquired this knowledge: From you, was his candid answer. But, as he went on to explain, other notions came from his own memory (CI). There is no reason to doubt his words, at least in principle, for our experiments were to show time and time again that entities know many things that we are unaware of and are incapable of learning by normal means (at least until we remove the inhibiting condition – for example, the fact that we keep our eyes closed or are looking elsewhere or, in any case, do not see or do not know – and go there to check the situation).

Forms of earthly life continue to subsist in the beyond, for at least as long as the individual remains psychically conditioned, though sooner or later this conditioning will have to be transcended. As we have already seen, there are schools in the other world, and also books. One may therefore wonder whether there are also libraries. One cannot a priori say that this is not so, especially after one has become familiar with the mechanisms that would seem to underlie life in the spirit world. The logic of this world can be summarized as follows: the beyond is a mental world; the mind is creative; it is stimulated to create by its own conditionings, habits, needs and desires that have not yet subsided; it creates mental forms that, at their own level and for as long as they are sustained by mental energy, by spiritual activity, have a duration and consistency that is in some way physical. The spirit world can therefore come to be populated by a multitude of realities that the spirits no longer need in the material sense (since matter has ceased to exist), though they continue to need them in a psychological sense. In the other world, therefore the mind can also create books, especially to satisfy the needs of certain souls who are psychologically still in need of them: reading, after all, is not the only vice that is not easily lost, not even after death.

Seeing that the existence of books and libraries in the other dimension cannot be denied a priori, let us see what we can deduce about the matter on the basis of the various testimonies. Let us proceed by stages and degrees, starting with the simplest. That entities are capable of reading our thoughts is a fact that can be continually noted by anybody who maintains a mediumistic relationship with them. It is a question of the spiritual development that has been attained and also of appropriate techniques: given certain conditions, however, an entity can read my thoughts and, indeed, can read any word or phrase I happen to think. An entity can therefore draw on my personal word store. If I write a poem, the entity can read it in my mind, may enjoy it or otherwise, and can therefore judge it.

Salvatore C., a provincial poet (though he had never succeeded in getting his poems published), greeted me as a fellow poet. I do, in fact, write some poems in my spare time and they are as unpublished as his. “How did you know?”, I asked him. You have many poems in your cupboard. “Are you alluding to the funny ones or the serious ones?” Both. “How is it that you know them?” I read them in you. “Which did you like best or is there one that struck you particularly?” He mentioned one, which he clearly knew. I asked him to explain in greater detail how he had read the poems in my mind or memory. I tell you, he replied, that deep within you there are all the poems you have written. By an act of profound concentration I capture the store within you (LXI).

It has happened to me on more than one occasion that some communicating entity made comments on a book I had written or was writing at the time, sometimes even suggestions or criticisms. I would be inclined to think that in these cases the remarks that were made were based more on global intuitions than on some detailed analysis. However, the book or passage in question had been read or, at least, had been grasped in more summary fashion in my mind.

But what interests us at this moment is the text in all its detail, that is to say, the text as the sum of the individual words, phrases or periods, or even strophes or verses, that make it up. The question is whether a book can be read in an authentic, concrete and detailed fashion only in the mind of the author (or of a careful reader, for that matter), or whether it can be read directly as a book. Gill told me that even this direct approach was possible, though the difficulties that had to be overcome were sometimes very considerable and it called for the use of adequate techniques, possibly even recourse to collective concentration by several entities and the association of their individual energies. “Can a disincarnate use this system even when he wants to consult a very specialized and rare book?”, I asked him. It is sufficient for the book to exist. “Do you mean: it is sufficient for it to exist in any public or private library in the world?” Yes. “Do you need any special techniques?” Certainly. Sometimes individual technique is not enough. You have to join with others to get greater energy. “What are the techniques involved?” They are not easy to realize. At first you get only a few sentences. “What are the specific things you have to do?” Think intensively of the book. Then you have to look for the place where it is kept. “Fine. But what do you do once you have discovered that the book is to be found in so and so’s place in such and such a city?” Once I have located the book, I concentrate exclusively on its contents, starting at the beginning. And you have to wait, because it depends on the power of the energy. “Let us assume the energy is sufficient”. Then the printing begins to pass in front of you. “But if you want to stop at a certain point to read a given passage more attentively?” That is more difficult, because stopping deprives you of energy you need to make the text move. “How do you see the words of the book, I mean the ones you visualize in any given moment?” Suspended in front of you and moving. “How can you see a whole page, make it stand still?” It depends on your mastery of the technique to make the page remain, otherwise the words gradually disappear. But you have to be very powerful or there have to be many of you. “What happens if you are alone and not very powerful?” The word appears and then disappears. “An individual word?” Yes. “Or a sentence”. That needs more energy. “If I have understood you rightly, with a minimum quantity of energy you can get individual words to pass in front of you, with more energy you see a sentence, and with even more energy you get a whole page. Is that so?” Yes (CLXVI).

What has just been said about the two possible ways of reading a book, one global and summary, the other more analytical and detailed, may be compared with Agostino’s testimony regarding this matter: You can read the books even without having them. “How?” It’s an act of thought, and you have the whole of the book in your mind. “Could you tell me a little more about this, please?” You think it: The Betrothed [for example]. The book is all there. Then, with subsequent acts, you can read the part that interests you. “If you want to read the dialogue between the Unnamed and Cardinal Federigo, for example?” It immediately passes in the mind. “Passes with the individual words?” Yes. “Let us assume that you are reading the very beginning of The Betrothed: ‘Quel ramo del lago di Como, etc.’ Would you in that case read the individual words: ‘quel’, then ‘ramo’, then ‘del’, and so on?” Yes (CXXIV).

Here Agostino does not mention the difficulties that a disincarnate has to overcome in order to obtain all this, but they could well be implied by what he is saying. And then, to use Gill’s words once more, you may say what you like, but reading in this way is not like turning the pages of the book (CLXVI). Because all these activities and initiatives spring from a mental need, and there are some souls in whom the desire to continue reading is more closely associated with the desire, the psychological need, the pleasure of having the book materially in their hands, turning its pages, hearing their characteristic rustle, and having the page with its printed characters in front of their eyes. And this is a satisfaction that the disincarnate can obtain precisely by constructing their own books by means of acts of mental creation.

As regards the techniques used in the other dimension for this purpose, it was once again Agostino who provided some detailed information: If somebody is very gifted, he can do it by himself, but usually people work in groups. They decide which book: The Betrothed. Then they meet to select the type to use, illustrations yes or no, etc. Then they concentrate and commence the phrases, the pages. Then they compose the chapters. These are put together until the book is complete. “From where do you get the original text to copy?” From a mental overview. “Is the original text to be copied in the mind of somebody or is it materially in a book like the ones we have on earth?” In a copy of  The Betrothed that exists on earth: in your home, in a library, in one of their homes. “Is the text taken from a copy that materially exists somewhere?” Yes. “And what technique do you use for the printed characters?” Concentration. “How many of you get together to do this work?” Depends: if they are gifted, 4. If they are less gifted, there may be up to twenty. “Let us assume that you have produced a new copy of The Betrothed: though it is not really printed on real paper, it will at least seem like a real book seerningly printed on real paper?” Yes. “With pages that will rustle just like those of earthly books when you turn them?” Yes. “And who will keep the new copy created in this way?” It is a collective work that remains in the sphere and is kept in turn. “Could somebody steal it?” It has happened. But you know that everything is seen. “What happened at the time to the one who had taken the copy away?” He had to pass it on to another. “To a friend of his?” No. “To one of the coproprietors?” Yes. Property in the earthly sense does not exist. An object constructed collectively is the property of all. If you want a book wholly for yourself, you have to make it yourself. But if there are souls in the sphere who are unable to compose a book [by themselves], they can still have it to read. “Seeing that it is a mental creation, can a book disappear?” Yes, if nobody thinks it any more, if nobody reads it (CXXVIII).

Agostino in his lifetime teacher at a secondary school in the South of Italy, is obese and a little bald. He reads the works of the mystics, but uses the mental method. He has above-average religious interests and seeks his spiritual elevation with a stronger commitment. His condition is shared by Annibale, a friend and colleague, another Southerner (he comes from Apulia, to be precise, while Agostino is a Campanian), rather lean, tall and dark, with a moustache, who has remained a scholar somewhat more in the human and earthly sense: he still reads books of the form and consistency of those he had while living on earth and goes to an astral library to read them. As a deceased who still goes to a library, he is the very person we should like to interview, and for this reason Agostino brought him along one day and introduced him to us: he proved a really precious acquisition, not least as far as our experiments were concerned, though we shall have to come back to this later.

Livia had already gone to the same library on one occasion, but only for experimental purposes, namely to consult a copy of Goldoni’ s famous comedy La Locandiera (LXVIII). But it was left to Annibale to give us more detail about the astral library: It’s a fine building with tall columns. “How many?” 6. Then there is a portico. “Is there a garden?” In front. “Fine. Would you lead us into the building, please?” A corridor, though not very long. At the end the control barrier, where visitors are checked by two old men in blue uniform. They wear peak caps with two gold braided cords interwoven on the front. They are severe and pedantic: every time I come it seems as if they had never seen me before. Then there is a glass door that opens and closes of its own. “We also have such doors, especially in the big stores. But let’s pass through the door and go into...” An enormous hall, elliptical in plan, with shelves on the walls and lots of tables around. At the centre there is a counter and the book registers nearby. It’s almost impossible to get the book you want.

“If you say ‘almost’, does that mean that you have the usual privileged people?” The guides, but not for their personal use. When they have to hold a course. “So, a given book is either to be found on its shelf, or it has been taken out by a guide, or...“ Somebody else is reading it. “And when the book is available....?” It’s brought to the table by Mongolino, on a trolley. “Who is Mongolino?” An employee. We have given him this nickname because he is stocky and looks like a Mongol. He is very quick and intelligent. “How long can you stay in the library?” All the time I want. “Are there no opening hours, then?” No. “And the employees take turns?” Yes. “Do you get tired when you read?” It needs energy and lots. “How many pages do you manage to read every time you go to the library?” 30 or 50. The library closes from time to time to repair the books. “Does that mean they get worn?” Yes. Or new books arrive and have to be put in the catalogue (cxxx).

On the occasion of the next communication I asked Annibale to complete his description of the library by sketching some of the visitors: Well, you get some strange types, a little mad perhaps. One of them is a poetess by the name of Clorinda, Clory for her friends, or so she says. I am not among them yet. I call her ‘Miss’ and she addresses me as ‘Professor’  We see each other often, but are still formal. She is an old woman making out to be a girl. Very blond hair, fake (that is to say, regenerated by mental concentration, but with the face unchanged, as he was to explain later). She wears it in pigtails or loose on the shoulders. And then she plays the charmer, pushing her hair back with her little old hands and making languid eyes. Wears infantile clothes, pleated skirts. She always complains about the service: never finds the books she wants. “How is it that she never finds them?” They don’t exist. “Which books, for example?” The poems of her great and immortal friend and poetess Bonora de (small letter) F. “Oh, did you want to tell me that the ‘de’ of De F. is a small letter?” She always harps on it. “It must be a sign of nobility”. She says she has written more than a thousand poems published in various volumes. The titles she asks and the answers: ‘Never heard of them’. “What titles, for example?” ‘Pebbles (comma) daisies and then ...?’: work of her youth. Then there is another volume that Clory defines as adolescent: ‘Caresses and blushes’. And then the work of her maturity: ‘Life, spirit and love’. And there I’ll stop, because there are lots of others, but I have the titles all confused and on top of each other.

“Anybody else?” The colonel. “Is that so. It so happens that I am the son of a colonel. I am interested”. Forgive me. “But I am also open to any kind of humour about colonels”. He's not very cultured, but talks about everything and everybody. For example: ‘Professor, you surely recall the famous phrase that, according to the memoirs of General Dubois, Napoleon pronounced on crossing the Vistula: The die is cast!’.
You can see what kind of a man he is! Annibale is a little double-tongued and I don’t really know whether and how much he has added of his own. So I simply replied: “You are indeed in elect company”. “But”, as I went on, apart from befuddled colonels and poetesses in their second childhood, can one also meet some serious scholars in your library?” I think so, but they are the ones who keep aloof.
“Are the works of Kant listed in the catalogue?” Yes. And Plato’s dialogues?” Yes. “And, let us say, The Crisis of European Sciences by Husserl?” No. “What a pity, it would interest some friends of mine who keep on quoting from it, just as they quoting innumerable other works, be they very important, less important, unimportant or even unpublished, without ever stopping: in fact, they fill their pants with quotes. That’s a good one, I’ve never heard it before. May I recycle it?  “It’s not mine at all, it’s well known. You may use it as much as you like”. Thanks. “In short, if I understand right, in your library one can find more or less all the books that form part of a good culture”. Yes. “But not the specialized works of an erudite or scientifico-technical nature. Nor monographs”. No. But you and your friends can make the book of that philosopher for yourselves.

“In the course of our communications I have met many of you who live in your world as if they were on holiday. But I can see that the work of the librarians is rather serious. What motivates them to work that way, to subject themselves to such a discipline, to spend their energies the way they do?” But there are lots of people on earth who always work to feel themselves alive. “I understand. And your librarians...” Used to work in offices, as archivists. “In short, here on earth we have people who continue to work simply because they cannot conceive any other way of passing their time”. Yes. And some were working in libraries or bookshops. “And it is the mental habit of doing a certain type of work that still makes itself felt. And Mongolino?” He’s having his day off (CXXXI).

And it was on one of his “days off” that Mongolino, more properly known as Arrigo R., came to pay us a personal visit. All the visitors to the library, Miss Clory included, praise him for his efficiency, his kind and patient ways with all. We, too, had occasion to note that he was both likeable and witty. During his life he worked in a ministry in Rome, where he was employed as a “runner” (a kind of messenger who spends his time carrying files from one office to another): I was a runner for many years, he told us, and, as soon as I got here, I continued to ‘run’ in the library. “And what do you do in your spare time?” Let me confess: I just stand still to get my energy back. To come to see us he must have forgone or, at least, sacrificed a part of his rest: the way he picked his letters immediately showed the same hesitations and contained the same errors that we had often noted in other entities at the end of a very demanding communication, when they appeared tired and devoid of energy (CLXXIX).

Miss Clory also came to see us on several occasions and proved to be perfectly in line with the picture sketched by Annibale and confirmed by others. In every other respect she is a dear and kind soul, one might almost say ultraexquisite: A good evening to you, Prof. Liverziani, and to your kind spouse, she told us when she presented herself as Miss Clory and to the customary and trite “How are you?” she replied: I am fine and must thank you for the good conversation I had with your kind amability, keeping on in this vein with perfect unity of style (CLXXIV). Two other library readers also came to pay us a visit: Caterina Z., an old lady from Caltanisetta, who in her lifetime had been a dogged reader of romantic love stories, which unfortunately are not available in the astral library, so that she has to get used to reading Wuthering Heights, War and Peace, Anna Karenina, and the like (CLXXII); and Goffredo P., an Apulian and former literature student, who attends the library to read Verga and Pirandello (CLXXV).

I had asked Miss Clory – whom I would never dare to call by any other name, indeed, she is the only entity whom I do not address in altogether familiar terms and with whom I spend so much time on mutual and superpolite compliments – I had asked Miss Clory, as I was saying, to introduce me to the poetess Bonora. Unfortunately, there was a little mix-up at the time and later the poetess happened to be very busy. And then I even began to lose her friend Clory from my sight.

Sooner or later, however, never say die. One evening Miss Glory told me: Bonora is very sorry she could not come, but this is a moment of great activity for her. You know, the poetic vein has turned somewhat to the themes of this world and for the moment Bonora does not manage to write and she is therefore dedicating herself to young people. “I quite understand, but do tell her that we’d love to have her look in when she has a moment to spare”. But I hope you do realize just how tiring it is to read entire collections of poetry and then to make judgments and give advice. “But don’t you help your friend in this work?” You know, my dear Professor, I am very severe and critical. Bonora is far more indulgent and that makes us clash. Therefore I don’t help her and this avoids misunderstandings between us (CLXXVII). At that moment I did no more than praise Miss Clory for her discretion. But a few evenings later I asked her to tell me a little more about these poetry competitions. Most willingly, she replied. There are souls who write poems and then give them to a commission to be judged, and there are three winners. “But do they actually write these poems? And on what?” On paper created by the poets themselves. “Can you create paper?” No, I can’t, but you can have it from the collective work of many who command these techniques. Usually they come together in a closed environment, relax and free their souls of all thoughts and then they concentrate, all together, on forming the sheet. “If it costs so much toil to make a single sheet, there can’t be much paper about”. But once they have made at start, they can produce lots.”Do you have as great an abundance of paper as we?” No. We don’t consume as much as you do, my dear Professor. “And can you erase what you have written?” Yes, but then you no longer have the written poem. “That need not necessarily be a bad thing. In certain cases it may even be a blessing in disguise. Don’t you think so?” You have a fine sense of humour and I like it; but if you make that crack to a poetess, you had better watch out! “In other words, it would be I who’d get the crack on the head”. Could be, if she has a stick or an umbrella handy (CLXXX).

Just like eating mental foods painstakingly prepared in mental kitchens (though inevitably tasteless), drinking equally imaginary alcoholic beverages, going to hunt mentally created, onyric hares and partridge, reading would-be books, writing on imitation paper and taking part in astral poetry competitions can represent a way of satisfying psychic needs that ultimately derive from a residual attachment to the earth.

There are, indeed, quite a few entities who continue to take an interest in the things of the earth. The desire to communicate with us “living” is very widespread and, in general terms, much the same can be said as regards the wish to participate as much as possible in our life. I have found that the interest that spirits take in what happens in the world on the larger scale, in historic events, as also the information they possess about this aspect of our life, varies very greatly from one case to another. But, of course, one finds wholly analogous differences among us living here on earth.

The reactions of the deceased to inventions made after their death are possibly more interesting and sometimes rather quaint. For example, when I explained to Titta what it meant to wash your hair with shampoo, sticking your head under hot and cold running water coming from taps that we can regulate at will, it almost seemed to me that I could see him shake his head (You poor things, what with all these inventions!) (XXXV). I also had a strange feeling while I explained an air conditioner to Tancredi, even though he is very flexible and really does try to understand. But when I showed Alberto a documentary film that was being televised at the time, I had to explain to him that the animals he could see did not actually exist inside the set: What, the bird is not there? But it’s moving... Many photographs?... Aren’t you lucky (CI).

I should also like to say a word or two about other types of research that –  so it would seem – can be employed in the spirit world. For example, it is possible to transfer from one place to another, even very great distances apart, to study a given situation first-hand, ‘in vivo’ as it were, and this not only in the present, but also in the past: I have visited many places on earth I did not know before, we were told by Simmaco. “For example?” Africa: I go there very often, especially to the reserves, where animals live in complete freedom. This is undoubtedly an original way of studying zoology. But also of studying history: for Simmaco flies not only in the space dimensions of the present, but also in the past. It is a gradual turning back to situations and places. For example, he explained, you are a Roman. You can see your city in the nineteenth century, in the eighteenth, right back to its origins if you wish. And you can also stop to look at special situations: the houses where your forebears lived, or some particular occasion, a marriage, a journey, or some other event. I objected: “Could it not happen that your visions of the past, though having a content of truth, are to some extent influenced, and possibly also distorted, by your own preconceived notions?” It could be as you say, admitted Simmaco. Your cultural patrimony undoubtedly remains (CCV).  

It is surely quite obvious that taking an interest in the things of this world of ours can represent a form of attachment, but could also be an expression of love, something that belongs to a higher level. The guides, for example, are entities who — by definition and also in concrete terms, so it would seem — have decidedly gone beyond a certain stage and yet they continue to take an interest not only in souls of a less elevated condition, but also in the living.

In our case there were two guides who proved to be partic— ularly helpful: Sirio and Tito. They would look us up from time to time, always provided that their responsibilities for the disincarnate souls entrusted to their care enabled them to do so. They would give us advice, though always with great discretion and fully respecting our autonomy, our right to take our own decisions. They often encouraged us, exhorting us to go ahead. At times they also played an active part in our experiments. One must presume that they did this in a spirit completely and wholly different from the one that animates entities who have remained enmeshed in earthly. attachments.

It is well known that certain of the graver forms of attachment keep many souls bound to the earth in a condition that one can almost define as “infernal”. An entire chapter of my book on life after death is dedicated to these souls, where their various conditions and problems are discussed under the title “Passing Through Hades”. I must admit, however, that we did not have any direct experience of this kind of entity and their entanglements in negative, earthbound behaviour patterns in the course of our communications. Antonio was only a poor soul who found himself desperately alone, longing to come out of his isolation and, so it would seem, by then sufficiently matured to do so, “to behold the stars again”. As regards Remo, whose acquaintance we made some fifteen months later, his situation seemed very similar. It seems that the fact of our not meeting any negative entities has to be attributed to the “law of affinity", which reigns supreme in the spirit world, and makes sure that contact is established above all with ones likes, this in the expectation of joining them in the same sphere after death. Although we are all sinners, it would seem that in this particular sense there is no affinity whatsoever between us – Bettina and I, that is – and these earthbound spirits who vampirize the living in order to procure for themselves, albeit vicariously, the longed for earthly sensations and satisfactions of a negative sign.

The friends we have among the entities are just like ourselves: a little attached to the earth, yes indeed, but without exaggerating; and, though “heaven can wait”, without keeping it waiting too long.

Chapter III

SPIRITUAL ASCENT

It would really seen that heaven is in continuous, perseverant and hopeful expectation of all the souls, none excluded. Though the road is impervious and narrow, the door of the house of the Father is open day and night and His angels, the Guides, are untiringly at work.

I define them as angels in the original sense of the word, namely as “messengers” of God, as sent by him, as instruments of his salvific will, bringers or vehicles of His redeeming will in the complex universe of souls, though the guides, in their day, were incarnate spirits on the earth, human persons like you and I.

It does not happen to everybody to make the acquaintance of guides – as did Bettina and I, as did some of our friends and other people engaged in the same kind of research – while still living on this earth. As a general rule, the first encounter with one’s guide takes place at the time of death. This is the famous encounter with the “being of light” that keeps being mentioned by people resuscitated from a near-death experience, as also in mediumistic communications that describe the crisis of death.

Let us therefore begin by seeing how Guido situated his first encounter with the being of light in his general account of how his death had taken place: I suffered a great deal during my illness but then came a moment (after the soul had left the body, as one should add to make the situation clear) when
I felt much better. I was rolling along a pipe. My body kept crashing against the wall, first one, then the other. And I was saying to myself: ‘I get knocked but it doesn’t hurt’. “And what did you find at the end of the pipe?”, I asked him. A gate that opened when I arrived. “And what did you see on the other side of the gate?” A tree-lined avenue. “I presume you mean an astral, mental avenue”. Yes. It was like the entrance to a cemetery. Tall cypresses on both sides and, at the end, a chapel from which there came celestial music. I opened the door without making any noise. It was a light-filled hall, not a church. At the other end there was a huge organ, that’s where the music came from. And on one side a man, tall, lean, severe. But the adjective is not quite right. How could one say? “Serious?” Yes. “Majestic?” Perhaps, but not exactly. Do you understand? “I think I do. Did he have a white beard?” Yes. “Venerable, then”. Yes, but he did not seem old. “Was he there to welcome you?” Very warmly, but it was not like an earthly welcome. “Let me ask you a question, but please try to answer without letting yourself be conditioned: inside you, was your meeting with this gentleman accompanied by a kind of examination of conscience, by a critical reexamination of your life on earth?” Yes. It was like a flash within me. “Did you talk to each other with human words or was there simply a thought exchange between you?” Well, I couldn’t really tell you. “Did the personage in front of you seem luminous?” He emanated luminosity. “What was the significance of your encounter with him?” The new reality became clear to me. “Was he a guide?” Yes. “Was he a being of light? Yes. Mine was a being of light. “That is the exact difference between one and the other?” The guides are the ones who help souls with exercises, techniques, meditations, retreats, advice, to evolve. “And the beings of light? Are they guides?” Yes. “But there is something that distinguishes them from simple guides?” They appear by way of exception on arrival, on waking up from your sleep, when passing from one sphere to another (XCII).

Livia, too, regards the beings of light as the more qualified among the guides (XCVI).

The being of light may appear in many different ways, to the point of adapting to different mentalities and expectations. Thus, to Pucci he appeared as the blue angel, the very person Pucci expected to see. Demetrio, too, saw the guardian angel: I did not think he existed: but he welcomed me most lovingly. “Did he have wings?” Yes. Tall,  all white, just like the one in marble at the church in Olbia. “How old did the angel seem to be?” A young man. He made me laugh, for he said: ‘You see. I do exist’. Then he told me about my new condition and that I would pass through a necessary rest period. When I woke up again, I saw my maternal grandmother. I remembered her from when I was a small boy.
Demetrio is a Sardinian, he does in fact come from Olbia, in the north of the island. And the episode of his grandmother is really too tasty a morsel for me to resist the temptation of making a brief digression: In life she was a tiny little old woman, always dressed in black, with a long skirt that reached right down to her ankles and a black kerchief on her head that let you see nothing but her face. She was always a strange personage for me. Just think, I never managed to see her hair. That really excited my imagination. I even thought she was completely bald. “And how did you see her after death?” Had she not told me who she was, I would not have recogmized her. She was younger. She wore a gay and flowery dress and had wonderful hair, all black and wavy (CXVIII).

Little Alberto was received and welcomed by a teacher, the same teacher who was later to school him (CI). Don Orazio met a saint, not a saint with a halo, but in his heart (CLI). Umberto saw a being dressed wholly in light and he, too, thought he had a saint in front of him (XXXVI). To Opierto there appeared a white being (CXLVIII). Light greeted me on arrival, was the way that Katie put it (CLVI). And Maria: When I came close, he seemed an oval of the same height as a person but without any semblance (LXXXVIII). When Sandro saw a tall man, wholly dressed in white, come towards him, he took him to be a monk (XVII). Agostino thought he was a friar (CXXVIII), while Gill saw him as a little like a Dominican with his hood on his head (CLXX). Lulù was met by an old man, though not a decrepit one, dressed very simply: perhaps it was a long white gown. “Was this old man luminous?” Yes, a little. He was a kindly person. He had read all my doubts. That made me ask him: ‘Are you a chiromancer?’. He smiled and said: ‘My daughter, you are now in a world of truth’ (CXXI).

The encounter with the being of light can sometimes be associated with a panoramic vision that enables the soul of the deceased, within the space of a few moments, to draw up a balance sheet, to make a general examination of his entire life. Artemio put it as follows: Once dead, almost all at once, I saw all my evil actions. There were many sequences of the whole of my life, but when it came to some dishonest action,. I saw it in slow motion and felt ill at ease. These are mental visions, and you feel immersed in them. It is terrible when the action is not good. “Did you meet anybody after you had this panoramic vision experience?” Afterwards there was a sage. He did not look as if he wanted to admonish me, but mentally he communicated to me his desire of analyzing the less pleasant aspects of my earthly existence together with me. That was the beginning of a kind of dialogue about nothing but the less happy moments. And you realize the wrong you did (CXXIII).

The attitude of the guides on the occasion of this first encounter is generally loving and kind, because it is the soul who has to judge himself, especially when this is backed up by the panoramic vision of his whole life (but this experience, in one form or another, could also come at some later stage). However, each guide has a character of his own, they are not all alike, and there are also those who will scold and scream (as may also happen, after all, with teachers at school). And it may also be that a soul effectively merits a good dressing down of this kind, that the shock will do it good, shake it out of its complacency and set it on the right road.

In this connection let us take a look at the case of Quinto. Before I quote his account of how he met the being of light, however, I should like him to tell you about another particularly beautiful experience: At the foot of the bed I saw my mother just as I remembered her from my childhood days. “In that case she must have seemed much younger”. Yes. Beautiful and radiant. I would say almost luminous. “What did she tell you?” She did not speak to me, but she smiled and opened her arms to welcome me. “And then what happened?” Then I could no longer see her and found myself in a tunnel with thick fog, it was not iust there but rather like smoke. I was thinking something funny to give myself courage because I was really terribly frightened. I was saving to myself, laughing: Look, look, right in the midst of hell’s bedlam. Dante, and all that. Then, at the end of the tunnel. there was a human shape, tall and imperious, who explained things and scolded me for my absolute incredulity. “And then?” He went away and I saw wonderful places, soft music. Then evervthing disappeared and I fell into a lone sleep.

That the scolding administered by the being of light was probably altogether appropriate can be readily desumed from the judgment that Quinto, a smallholder in his lifetime, gives of himself: On earth I was a man wholly immersed in work. When I expressed the hope that he would now make rapid progress in spiritual elevation, he replied: That’s a good wish, because on earth I was just an animal. “Your account will quickly balance now, because you are going to continue on your road”. You are on it now, but I wasn’t. “It is never too late”. Yes, but I could have thought a little more about my soul. “It’s a good thing, then, that we engage in this research and involve others in it, that we raise the problem”. Indeed. One has to think about it while still alive (CIII). 

It seems that deceased peasants, mountain people, craftsmen and so on, all simple and good folk but in certain respects perhaps also a bit slow on the uptake, are the ones who take the best scoldings from the guides (LIII, LVI, LVIII).

But Arthur, an Englishman and a grocer seems to have had a sermon rather than a scolding. Suffering from high pressure, he died as the result of a stroke and his immediate experiences were unpleasant: I was not ready, he explained, and everything seemed absurd to me: rolling down a tunnel, round and fat as I was. “That must have been uncomfortable”. Very. And you understand me. Then, at the end, you come to a halt, and everything is just as it is in fairy tales. Just the right environment for romantic old English spinsters. And in the midst of all this scenery there suddenly appears a preacher. Just imagine the scene! With me accustomed to  suppliers and errand boys, and using language more fit for a sailor than a soul. The preacher was rather like one of those confounded nuisances (I don’t know their rank) of the Salvation Army who insist you make an offering. He was real gruff but made such a goody goody face. He had a shrill and piercing voice that he tried to make soft and sugary: ‘Welcome, Arthur. Your life on earth was not exactly exemplary, but your soul will now pass through a purification that will make it possible for you to become light’. You can imagine how much I understood. After that I slept (CLVIII).

The guides can assume whatever appearance they wish. On the occasion of their first encounter with a soul they assume the appearance that seems most appropriate in the circumstances. One day I asked Livia to describe the human appearance of the guide Sirio and she did so (and for this she eventually took a good dressing down from Sirio himself, though I was of course equally responsible, because the human form is always something that binds to the earth and, especially when a guide is involved, it is always a good rule not to talk about it and, above all, not to be indiscreet when the interlocutor is an earth dweller) (L, LXXIX, LXXX). But when Sirio, together with Annibale, took part in some of the experiments I shall describe later, he remained invisible (CXXXVIII).

Just to give you an idea of how the invisible presence of a guide can be perceived by disincarnate souls, let me tell you about a little incident that happened between the guide Tito and our two teacher friends, Annibale and Agostino. Tito was the first to come, taking their place. Let’s hear his version right away: “How are you, my dear Tito?” Channel always occupied. “By whom?” There were two souls who would not let anybody pass. “What did they look like?” One stocky, bald and fat the other lean and dark. I don’t know who they were, but ther were sending us away. “What did they say?” ‘Professor Filippo is waiting to interview us’. “They are two new friends, and I had really given them an appointment for this evening”. But I availed myself of my position as a guide and now I see them back there looking a bit sullen. “Roar devils, they were in good faith and probably feel a little offended”. I did it to mortify their vanity. “Vanity of vanities...”. You ought to know, and I know you know, that in our world all the vanities have to disappear.

When he left us, Tito made a sign to our two friends to show that the road was clear. Agostino took his place and I immediately said to him: “Agostino, I am sorry you had this mishap”. It is a little unpleasant. “Who was it who blocked you?” He is a guide. “How did you see him? What is he like?” You can’t see his appearance, but his commands can be felt and you can’t even resist them. “How did you perceive this guide?” I felt a presence and the mental command.
Annibale’s turn came after Agostino and I had said all the things we had to say at that moment: “I am sorry for the incident occasioned by the guide, my dear Annibale”. He’s lucky I’m a disincarnate. Otherwise... “Were you a tough guy on earth?” A bit firy and quarrelsome. “Did you see the guide?” No. “What did you see or feel?” I felt something pass, as if somebody were there whom you can’t see. It is not easy to explain in words (CXXXII).

I had already asked Agostino: “What sort of a person is Sirio?” You can’t see him. You feel his presence. but you don’t see his form (CXXXVI). Nevertheless, Livia had seen him in human form and Tito, too, told us that he sometimes assumes a human appearance (CXV).

What do guides normally do? My task, so Sirio told us, is to elevate souls who would like to remain eternally bound to their memories (XLIX). On another occasion, when he came to visit us after a long absence, he let us know that he had had a period of intense activity to convince many souls to elevate themselves (XCIX). In the course of another communication he told us that he had been very busy with preparation courses for souls who had to change sphere. These courses are collective, for souls at the same level of spiritual development, but sometimes one has to talk to them individually (CXX).

The guides do their work to the best of their abilities and with great abnegation, but also with a marked sense of their own limits: We, too, are on the move, confessed Tito. I am still very far from reaching imperfect perfection
(XCV). One day, after I had spoken of his role as a “being of light” he described himself as no more than a glimmer (CLIV). Here is what he confided to us on another occasion: At times we guides have great problems: souls who don’t want to elevate themselves, others who want to turn back, and then there are those who play ‘saintly souls’ to feel themselves important. In short, as you can see, lots of problems (CXV). But also lots of possibilities, not only for teaching, but also for learning: I have been making a tour of the spheres, he told us after another long absence, partly to give but partly also to receive. You get help from souls: their doubts make you reflect and stimulate you to be better prepared. You therefore meditate more and consult with beings of light who are ahead of you (CLIV).

The problems with which the guides have to grapple are indeed very great. Talking to Sirio, we once had a very frank discussion about these matters: “You try to lead souls to God in every possible way. But, when you find yourselves face to face with somebody who has never had a real spiritual experience, how do you induce him to despoil himself of so many things, and with such great sacrifice, in order to be able to reach an experience of which he simply does not have even the least idea?” Certainly, replied our guide, it is not easy to desire what one has never seen. “One cannot forego something that is valid and pleasing unless it be for something one feels to be even more valid and capable of giving greater satisfactions. And, taken on the whole, life in the anthropomorphic and earth-like paradise of the spheres closest to the earth is rather pleasant. Don’t you agree?” Yes. “In that case, what is it that induces so marty souls to forego it?” The hope of seeing God. “Very well. The hope of an ice, preferably chocolate flavour with whipped cream on top, in Via delle Vergini here in Rome has very precise meaning for me, because I have enjoyed it on many an occasion and know what it is. But what can induce me to forego so many things I like in order to accede to the experience of a God whom I have never tasted, so that I do not even have the least idea what flavour he may be?” There is curiosity. “And it is you, the guides, who make the souls curious to see God”. Yes. “I understand: those who know nothing of God let themselves be caught by you thanks to the little bait of curiosity you have put on your’ hook”. You manage to discover even the altar tricks of the guides. “It is my impression that in the spirit world there arrive masses of people who, more often than not, cannot tell right from left and you simply stuff these people with very able and persistent sermons: you indoctrinate them, you catechize them, you herd them, for their own good of course, but a good of which they know nothing at all. The communists do the same thing as regards their earthly paradise. You do it for the heavenly paradise”. You are rather unconventional.“Though the tone is jestfull what I am saying is really intended to be a very serious analysis”. I pity the guide who will have to look after you (CXX).

Poor guides and poor souls. And, in a certain sense, poor devils also Bettina and I, who have to toil to gather the confidences of both sides. It is clear that the guides are far more sure of what they are doing, even though it may happen every now and again that they drop their astral arms in despair. They, all of them, have taken the great step, but for the souls who are still on this side of the river things are very different: the hesitations, the difficulties, the doubts that assail them are infinite.

We have already seen those of Renato: though in his own peculiar way he is quite aware of the problem, he seems well decided, at least for the moment, to steer clear of it: I am not liked very greatly by the guides, because I am immune to their preaching. I don’t want to go elevated spheres (XL).

We also saw Sandro’s resistance and the little joke he wanted to play on his guide. He eventually abandoned the idea, because it was risky: afterwards he might refuse to help you, he told me. “Help you to do what?” To go up when you decide you want to. “I absolutely refuse to believe that a guide could be vindicative or even offended”. You are probably right, but there always remains the doubt. (Here, too, we are always full of doubts, I thought to myself!) (LXIX).

Even Livia keeps wavering and changing her mind. She knows that sooner or later she will have to elevate herself, but she does not yet feel ready to leave her present condition. The decision must be convinced, it must come from within her and not be due to the insistence of the guide. While she waits for conviction to come to her, she temporizes just like the Artful Widow [A comic character from “Il Travaso delle Idee”, a pre-war Italian humour magazine]: Livia seeks to prolong her happy, carefree holiday in her as yet far too earthlike paradise of form, even though she does not shun her work as a dressmaker, which she still performs on the other side. But I also realize that, even though Livia temporizes just like Sandro, her tactics are entirely different: He is far too much of a chatterbox. I am more reserved. The guide wants to get rid of him, because his tales keep others from evolving. “And Titta?” He is more serious. A man who had to work hard. And only one all-consuming love: his Rome. If I understand right, the guide wants to get him away from this morbose attachment. “In short, you are more balanced and keep an even keel”. One has to be discreet. “Good girl, that’s how one slips by, while the attention of the guides is attracted by those who take the eye”. You’ve got the point. “I can see that, in your own quiet way, you are far more artful than I thought”. You are finding me out. What luck you are not a guide yet. “Don’t worry, I won’t give you away”. Don’t let the guides know... “... just how delicious cheese becomes when eaten with pears, that way there will be more for you”. (LII).

“Does the guide scold you?” Often, answered Titta. “But I don’t”. You understand me. “That’s not the reason. When did you die?” At the end of the century. “How old were you?” Over sixty. “Can I raise my voice with somebody who is a hundred and ten years older than I? One has to respect old age. That is the only reason why I don’t scold you”. Confound you. “But you could get a move on”. Pippo, old man, what’s the good of my studying. “I know of an ancient Roman who started learning Greek when he was ninety years old”. Yes, but I don’t have the knack. “If I had to have the knack for all the things I do, I’d end up by doing practically nothing”. Perhaps I should first have to become more patient. “Certainly, with a little more patience you’ll go a long way”. I get discouraged. “Come off it!” Is there some technique? “I gave you a technique for praying, but you stopped halfway. Technique is no good by itself if you don’t have the will to insist”. I like action doing practical things. Reading. praying, meditating only serve to make me tired. “Try to get used to them a little at a time. Take little steps forward. And each time ask God to make you capable of doing a little better”. Yes, that’s good advice. “The important thing is that you should get your mind set on offering everything to God. Let us be generous with him, for He gives us everything”. Yes, but when I make a chair, can I offer it to God? “Certainly, begin by offering Him a chair. Then another and better one. Then you can offer him something you are less accustomed to making. Something new and more difficult each time. That way you will come out of your shell. Your field of view will become larger, your horizon will widen. And your soul will be enriched and become ever more perfect”. Could you repeat what you just said. I must have let myself be carried away by my preaching. So I explained everything all over again and as simply as I could. In the end Titta seemed convinced: I thank you, he said. And then we took leave of each other, with Bettina adding her own salute; she never fails to say a word of encouragement on her own behalf (LVIII). But the next time we had to come back to the subject and start all over again.

Rather, that evening it had really been all milk and honey. During the previous communication Titta had been really angry with the guide, firing at point blank range. The guide makes me die a second death. I explained to him that it really was a second death, and that people called it by that name. That’s exactly what that ballbreaker says. “It’s an initiating death”, I explained. “You have to die to your earthly attachments in order to become initiated into a higher life. And if you don’t want to be initiated? My patient answer, so he said, made him almost ready to accept the sacrifice, but that man really gets me. “That man” is the guide, and what irritates Titta above all else is his way of talking. I asked him to imitate it: “Just pretend that I am Titta and you the guide: what would you tell me?” ‘My dear Battista, for the sake of your elevation you must cast into oblivion all things that bound you to mundane life’. Pippo, what a way to talk! “He’s had a good classical education, obviously”... (this time he put his own dots). Speaks all affected. He’s always serious with a smile like ice. “What Bettina calls “the smile of death’”. Yes, yes. “Try to describe him to me if you can”. Tall, lean, hieratic, eyes always turned upwards. To look at what! “He’s looking to the higher spheres from which he comes, where he wants to take you”. He’s got to look me in the eyes. “The fact is that he does not see you as an individual, as Titta. For him you just a soul like any other, to be put on the right road”. I think I’ll just tell him to... (Titta’s dots). “How old does he look?” He seems very old to me. “How is he dressed?” All wrapped in a cloak. “I have an idea he must be one of the guides with a capital G”. I don’t doubt it. “In that case you’are really in for it, he sure knows his job”. All I know is that you give me good advice. Then, after thinking about it for a moment, he added: I’m thinking I’ll wait for you as a guide. “Watch out, becoming a guide might change me for the worse” I’d send you packing just the same. “For example, I might tell ou: ‘My dear Battista, Providence has sent me to you to guide you on the flower-strewn pathways of Good...”

That’s just how he talks,. and with a pretty little mouth. “But even you spoke more or less like that the penultimate time you came, so much so that I nearly didn’t recognize you and was on the point of telling you off”. They condition you. “You were speaking Italian like a printed book”. He doesn’t want. “That you speak in dialect?” No. He says I am mundane: what on earth does that mean? “But you mustn’t let yourself fall prey to your dislike for certain forms. Look to the substance”. Like horses wearing blinkers. “They put blinkers on horses so that they won’t get distracted from the road they have to follow. There are moments when blinkers can help us to concentrate all our efforts exclusively on what we have to do. In short, think about it all and then decide for yourself”. Let me think about it without blinkers (XLVI).

Sister Imelde, too, has great difficulties, even though  she is a religious, even though (at her very different level of commitment) she displays all possible good will and constancy. She attends a course held by a guide who on earth was a priest, but: I understand very little, she confessed to us. Difficult concepts. “For example?”, I asked her. Contemplative love. “What did you find so difficult?” Its realization. It is not clear to me how one puts it into practice. In actual practice, Sister Imelde finds the essential obstacle in her total incapacity to contemplate. I recalled for her that, as a boy, I just couldn’t manage to teach myself to ride a bicycle, until one day, quite unexpectedly, I discovered I could do it; something very similar had happened with swimming: “It will be just like that with your contemplative prayers, if you keep trusting the Lord”. Sister Imelde seemed greatly encouraged by these words (CVIII). But then, about a fortnight later, when I asked her how her spiritual exercises were going, she replied: I have gone back to the convent and my spiritual evolution is at a standstill. I pray fervidly, though. But there is nothing truly spiritual in me. “Are you referring to the difficulty you experience with mental prayer?” For example, I pray better in front of a crucifix or a Madonna with the Child Jesus in her arms. “God will grant you the grace, and suddenly you will find yourself capable of really excellent mental orisons. But in the meantime pray as best you can, entrust yourself to God, put yourself in His bands”. I am in God’s arms, but he won’t hug me to Him. “Do you have the feeling that you have been abandoned? Do you remember the words of Jesus on the cross? My God, my God, why hast Thou forsaken me? “As far as I know, these moments of aridity, of seeming abandonment and desolation, are characteristic of souls who have made a great deal of progress on their spiritual road”. You are of help to me because you always have words of comfort. “God grants intimate consolations to beginners in order to encourage them. But when a soul has made progress, God himself sends the ‘dark nights’ for further purification. These are moments when the soul feels forsaken, arid, and devoid of comfort”. That’s how I feel at times. “All considered, I would say it is a good sign”. Thank you, and pray that His arms may hold me tight. “They’ve already got hold of you good and proper. It is seven o’clock. Isn’t that time for something?” Supper. “Have a good supper then, Sister Imelde, courage, and good wishes" Goodbye, and may God be with you (CXVI).

We have so far dwelt on the difficulties that souls experience in setting out on the spiritual road and then, little by little, to make real progress along it. But the time has come to speak of the road itself, where the soul proceeds by meditation and prayer. In short, the soul must cast off the old man before it can become enshrouded in the new. Just as it has already died to the physical body, it must now become wholly dead to the earth in order to become reborn to divine life. It must free itself of all attachments to belong wholly and exclusively to God. It must empty itself to be filled anew. There is a twofold movement, negative and positive: a demolition to permit the construction of an entirely new building.

The destructive part consists of the techniques of mental void that create such great difficulties for our good Sister Imelde: You have to annihilate yourself, as she put it. You have to, so she went on, forget all about yourself, no longer feel yourself. The guide who presides over group meditation tells us to concentrate in depth in our interior, and then to give ourselves mental commands to destroy our personality. She then tried to specify what this means in practical terms: When you have attained a profound concentration, you yourself command yourself to be no longer Sister Imelde  (but I have never succeeded in this). Then everything you have by way of memories, affects, friendships, activities, and so on. In other words, you have to be completely annhilated. That is the destructive part.
“And the constructive part?” Then you have to fill yourself with love of God, with desire for evolution.
“Could you give me just a little example, please?” You have to keep on giving yourself commands: ‘I no longer exist as Filippo, I no longer exist as Filippo’. and so on, ad infinitum.

Or,
if you prefer, a vision that you create for yourself: Filippo. whom you first see life-size, followed by a multitude of other Filippos, each smaller than the one before, until there is no Filippo at all. And you have to keep on seeing this vision until you obtain results.

“Another example, please”. Respiration: holding your breath and then letting it go, that way you annihilate your existence.

“One more example, please, the last”. With sounds that you hear. At first you feel involved. Then, little by little, the sounds disintegrate your existence.

“And you?”. I have had no success at all: Sister Imelde remains there and does not get annihilated (CXL).

My evolution has a long way to go, she had already told us on a previous occasion. Now I have to continue. All here is hope. I have to do meditation exercises: about the passion of Jesus, for example; say many prayers of praise and adoration, leaving aside the more personal ones; cast away earthly memories to turn the whole of our existence to God. And cast off also many mental habits that were formed here: for example, a convent life equal to the one on earth, or your time. “With lunch half an hour after midday and supper at seven in the evening”. Yes, yes. It is very hard work and requires constancy. “What experiences await you at the next stage? What did they tell you about it?” First of all, one loses one’s appearance and then the memories, the affects, the habits. “And more positively?” Then you will become light, energy. You will be more capable of understanding God (CXII). At this point, as Sister Imelde bad explained to us on another occasion, each soul will fall into a continuous prayer of nothing but adoration (XCVIII).

Tonino also told us some very interesting things about the techniques of self-annihiliation he was taught during the retreats. To accede to the higher state, one must first completely cast off attachment to the present one. One has to become detached from appearances, that is to say, forget homes,  things, people, affects, memories. Here we are in meditation of spoliation.

Let us take a look at the technique of forgetting one’s name: We are all in a big hall, explained Tonino, and the guide commands us to immerse ourselves in total relaxation. “How do you obtain relaxation?” I concentrate within my own ego. “In what way?” I visualize it as energy. “Do you see in front of you Tonino in his human figure, with his jeans, etc.?” Within me I see an energy, a force, a vital current. “Are you speaking of a live essence or of divine energy that expresses itself within you?” No, at first it is mine. Then. following further development. I could perceive divine energy. “Once you have succeeded in visualizing yourself as energy, what do you do?” Then I myself command and commence the technique of forgetting my own name. “That do you say to yourself?” Suggestions and orders. “Do you say to yourself ‘I no longer remember my name’?”. Yes. Or: ‘You are only energy’. Or again:‘Your name is of no importance’
(CIV).

I find an echo of this phrase, which is probably in rather common use, in the answer I sometimes receive from entities after I have asked their name: “It is of no importance”.

Here is what Tonino had to say about his meditation techniques in relation to his personal problems: I thought about the uselessness of my life, he confessed. First of all. I had to detach myself from the ephimeral: clothes, deafening music, pepped up engines. etc. It was a baggage that prevented my evolution. 
He then went on as follows: I commenced with continuous exercises to get detached. It was very difficult. because in the very middle of a meditation I would suddenly see a flashing  motorbike or some popsinger. Start all over again. Now I have achieved this result: during the meditation I no long er have any disturbance, and that is a success.
Then I began a true prayer with God, as our young disincarnate friend continued. Unfortunately, it is still at the request level. “What is it you ask for, if you will permit the question?” The success of my meditation. Or a little step forward in my spiritual evolution. “If your requests to God are of this kind, if you ask him only spiritual graces, that means that you have put your foot on the gas pedal”. Thank you for your encouragement. The guide also told me something like that.
“Could you explain to us the techniques of your interior life”, I then asked Tonino. “Not generically, but with as much detail as you can”. I could tell you how I meditate. “Please do”. I first look for a quiet place, far removed from noise and of pleasant appearance: a meadow, a garden. There I put myself in a comfortable and relaxed position. Then I am ready to commence the meditation. I choose a subject: motorbike, music. clothes. IAotorbike: I see it. I hear its roar; or I imagine a race. In short, everything you want on a bike. I then concentrate wholly on the uselessness of this image or sound or situation. And with an extreme effort of energy I try to annihilate it all. At times I succeed, at others I fail. “This is the destructive part of the meditation”. Then I will have succeeded in this. I shall have to tackle constructive meditations.

“And the prayer you address to God?” For the moment I ask him to help me to succeed. “Was it the guide who suggested that for the moment you should limit yourself to destructive meditation?” Yes. But not for prayer. “Certainly because prayer must accompany every phase and degree of meditation”. Yes (CXLI).

Daily prayer must never be forgotten, admonished Tito. Meditation is not an obstacle for your intimate relationship with God. Your relationship with God becomes more intense if you practice meditation (CII).

A soul that desires to become wholly and exclusively concentrated in God in order to be sanctified must first forget itself completely, at least temporarily, for as long as it is engaged in this approach march, which really does call for total immersion in spirituality: if the spirit is assailed by continuous memories of earth, it cannot succeed in acquiring a profound spirituality, affirmed another guide, who would not or could not give us any name, though – with his consent – I baptized him Giuseppe to distinguish him from other entities (XLI). And Sirio said: If, even without a body, you continue with earthly memories, you will not succeed in elevating yourself (LI).

As far as I am concerned, memory of the past, be it personal or at the family or history level, is of extreme importance and I was therefore not by any means enthusiastic about what our many entity friends were telling us with such insistence about this experience of a temporary loss of all memory. It was only much later that I began to understand the matter. This acceptance of mine – which was far from immediate and came only after a great deal of strenuous mental struggle – is well expressed by the words I spoke to Sirio on the very occasion when he outlined to me this concept of suspending all memories for the sake of spiritual elevation: “However that may be”, I told him at the time, “there can be no doubt that the loss (temporary though it be) of earthly memories is a brilliant and really ingenious idea for the purpose of obtaining detachment from passions, vices and deeply rooted attachments. Just think, for example, that at present we are in this village on top of a hill. (The communication in question took place while we were staying at Roccamassima). The village is undoubtedly inhabited by what one would normally call ‘good people’: apart from good air and good wine, one can find there really fine specimen of humanity. But try to imagine all the disputes, quarrels, feuds, clashes of interest and feelings of hate and rancour that inevitably stir in the atmosphere of even this little village, and which just as inevitably must involve each and every individual. Sooner or later, all these individuals are going to die; and then, little by little, these attachments disappear, precisely because the individual no longer remembers anything at all. Don’t you think that’s ingenious?”. It is functional, commented Sirio (LI). A brilliant inventions, I would be inclined to add.

Together with earthly memories, the soul loses all human characteristics and also its human appearance, that is to say, the form that the soul preserves in the early stages after physical death and which makes it appear, both to itself and to other spirits as if it still possessed its body, the very same body it had on earth. Sirio speaks of souls desirous of losing all human characteristics in order to attain to sanctity as quickly as possible (XC). To elevate oneself, said Tito almost as if to comment, one has to have great strength of will to get away from earthly bonds. This is the most painful part: a second death. Think only of the lack of a human ap- pearance. Leaving my human appearance cost me more than anything else (xcv). Sirio had already told me something in this connection: For almost everybody this death causes more suffering than physical death. “Do you really call it ‘second death’? Do you actually use this term?” Yes. They are terms we use, borrowing them from the terminology of the mystics. “If I understand rightly, what you guides propose to the souls is precisely the itinerary of a mystic ascent”. Yes, indeed (LI).

A long time afterwards I was to have an opportunity of putting the following specific question to Sirio: “We have heard talk about techniques that seek to free the mind of everything that encumbers it and can act as an obstacle to sanctification. And then we also hear about techniques that seek to fill the soul with God. Can you tell us a little more about them?”. As far as the former are concerned, came Sirio’ s reply, the method is based on the uselessness of everything that still recalls the earth. The problem is to make the soul feel almost disgust. When the soul is at a point where it feels empty, it can commence the technique of desire. The problem now is to fill the soul with love of God. “How do you call the meditation with which the soul fills itself?” Desire meditation. “And the one that precedes it, when the soul seeks emptiness?” Spoliation meditation (CXX).

A conversation we had with Tonino (who, as my readers will recall, is not a guide but simply a beginner, though a very willing and intelligent one) suggests that there is also a second and slightly different terminology, though in every respect equivalent to the one we have just heard; indeed, it could be described as complementary, a kind of variation on the same theme: there are isolation techniques and adoration techniques, as our young friend explained, now no longer a reckless hothead, but rather a new convert and prey to the classical enthusiasm of the neophyte.

Isolation techniques. You have to put yourself into a state of complete availability. You have to create for yourself an interior world in which you can take refuge. At this point noise, sensations, states of mind can assail you, but you isolate yourself within your previously created world.

Adoration techniques. Once you are within your world, and therefore isolated, you can freely adore God or, if you have difficulty, begin with the Christ. Visualize Him, Jesus, during the Sermon on the Mount and, while he preaches,  you feel nothing, and adore Him with an intensity so profound that it is difficult to put into words. You almost seem to adhere to Him, to be one with Him, to penetrate into Him I would dare to say. This is lived adoration, communicated to you with inadegtuate words (CLVII).

Tonino on this occasion spoke primarily of isolation techniques, because he wanted to highlight the prior need for creating silence within yourself by freeing your mind from all extraneous and distracting thoughts, thus making it possible to concentrate on the theme of the meditation. One day lie described a collective meditation in the following words: I and the others go to the chosen place: a large hall. Then we concentrate mentally or by visualizing. The meditation is clearly presided over by the guide. I asked Tonino “With what techniques can you facilitate concentration?”. Falling silent, he replied, not having any thought other than the theme. “Does the guide make these suggestions to you in words?” No, with thoughts. “Imagine Bettina and I to be meditating under your direction. What concrete things would you, as guide, tell us to do?” Fall silent, inside yourself and outside of you. “Excellent, And, once we have obtained this silence, what other mental suggestions would you make?” Now free the mind of all thoughts. And now concentrate on the theme. “On what, for example?” Depends on the theme. “Fine. Let us assume the theme to be God’s goodness: what would we two have to do at this point?” First think of God. Try to have the feeling of Him, feel His presence: from outside bring Him into you. Now you feel Him deep within you. And now you think of Him as infinite goodness. 

There are some, Tonino went on, who find this difficult. In that case one thinks of relative rather than infinite goodness. “For example?” A good deed. “And then?” Either this goodness invades you like a presence, or you hear music, have visions. sensations. “Where does this music come from? Who plays it?” You hear it.

“And what happens at the end of the meditation?”, was my next question. When the meditation is about to finish, you remain in silence for a little while and then return to the initial state. “And then each one of you can say what he felt, so that you can compare experiences and criticize?” We don’t usually do as you say.

“Can you add some other interesting detail?”. Then we pray and meditate also alone. “How do you understand prayer?” Prayer must not be of supplication, but rather of praise, adoration, thanksgiving: ‘Thank you. Lord, for everything you have given us’ (CXIV).

Let us for a moment go back once more to what Tonino called isolation techniques and hear yet another variation on the theme, namely what Tito has to say about it and how he sees it in the wider framework of meditation and spiritual ascent: Meditation must cast off everything that is superfluous; and, once the soul is ready, fill it with God. This is a daily task that does not produce immediate results; but repetition of the exercises is essential: they are gradual. ”At the beginning, what is it that meditation is intended to obtam in the early stages? Could you give us an example, please?” Not to hear the noises that are all around us. Hours and hours of meditation are needed to obtain this. “With what techniques, for example? Are they suggestion techniques?” The techniques have to be adapted to the subject. There are some who have to give themselves suggestions. “Of what?” Of hearing an absolute silence around them, as if they were on top of a mountain or in a room without any noise at all. “And possibly also without windows”. Yes. Little by little you remove from within you everything that bothers you. “Or everything that attracts you, but is not valid”. Negative. You need years of daily meditation to obtain this.
Once we have realized this isolation and achieved the emptying, the complete detachment from the things of this world, we can offer to God the void we have become and ask Him to fill it with Himself. Though even the emptying is realized with the help of God (which we shall have invoked each passing day by means of prayer), from this point onwards divine grace begins to play an ever more active part: You think it is you who are acting, said Tito, but it is He (CII).

When I asked Sirio what characterized this new experience, he gave us an almost lapidary definition in just three words: Rediscovering yourself creature. I really like this expression, because it epitomizes the creatural experience, as I would call that feeling oneself a creature of God that, so it would seem, constitutes the specific core of all religious experience. I asked Sirio to complete the definition and he further clarified it with the following words: To be children of God and to have with Him as close and as profound a union as the one on earth between father and son. “Or also between husband and wife”, I took the liberty of adding, “when they are in real harmony”. Yes.
“Yours is an exquisitely religious approach”, I told Sirio, “and I undoubtedly accept it. I would say, however, that introducing an approach of this kind to men and women of our type of markedly intellectualistic scientifico-technological civilization comes up against some really great difficulties. I say this on the basis of my personal experience of talks and debates”. You encounter greater difficulties, replied the guide, because your listeners have a body. Though our entities put up resistance, they are devoid of a body. “In what way does the absence of a body facilitate the religious attitude?” Without the body everything is simpler. “Yes, but for what specific reason?” The sensations are not the same. You do not have the senses. “And therefore disincarnate souls...” Realize their shortcomings (LI).

Later I was to ask Tito: “What is it that in the spirit world makes it easier to feel God, to open yourself to Him?” You don’t have the body, explained the other guide, nor your everyday entanements unforeseen events or any one of a thousand other earthly devilries. “So the disincarnate state makes it specifically easier to feel God?” If there is a strong desire, yes; but if there prevails the longing for the body and the world one has left, then it is difficult. You see how many of us do not want to become detached from what they have by now left behind (CII).

The disincarnate state can be an advantage in certain respects, but in others it also constitutes a disadvantage: who lacks a body is incomplete, and it is for this reason that ultimate perfection can be realized only with the recovery of the corporeal dimension, with resurrection, though the new bodiliness to be acquired in this manner is a perfectly spiritualized and transfigured corporeity, a “glorious” corporeity in short.

In this connection it seems to me that very specific significance attaches to an answer that Sirio gave to another of my questions. I have in mind not so much the first response in the dialogue I am about to relate, but rather the second and conclusive answer, as readers will soon see. “It seems to me”, I began, “that these souls insist a great deal on the need for losing one’s memory, losing one’s human characteristics, losing even one’s sense of humour, etc., etc. But when it comes to the love of God, the very thing in whose name they despoil themselves of all this, it seems they find difficulty, to say the very least, in giving it positive expression”. They lack love, was the first answer, because they are absorbed by the techniques of elevation. “But the saints, at least the ones we have been able to know here on earth, are very different when they speak of God and of the love of God. By comparison, these elevated spirits seem flat and faded: they speak of the love of God as one would repeat a lesson learnt by heart. There is no corporeity. Here we have an answer that, in the context I have just touched upon, seems to me to be particularly significant. The phrase that followed, by way of comment, seems to me to be just as incisive: They toil a great deal to attain a low height. “It is a height” I replied, “that indeed does seem rather low to me, because it lacks the dizziness of true height, the kind of dizziness that takes hold of us and is conveyed to us by the words of the saints we have known in this world of ours”. Sirio fully shared this view, thus encouraging me to ask him what seems to me to be the decisive question: “Then is it that the love of God becomes something more in your world?” Only in the last phases of sanctity is one as you say (XC).

Sirio was later to tell me the same thing in another communication: It is a long road. One has to find the whole of God. It is not easy (CXX).

And it is in the light of the terminology used by Sirio (when he distinguished between desire meditation and spoliation meditation) that we can attribute a clearer meaning to the expression flame of desire: it was used by Agostino, who spoke to us of an ardour of the soul, of an ardour of desire that longs to be able to feel God: this ardour or flame of desire is the spring of all life here in the spirit world (CXXVI).

It seems, however, that this ardour comes to the fore only a little at a time, that it is the result of a rather toilsome and slow evolution: it is only from a certain point in one’s evolution onwards that it is felt as an irresistible flame, as the flame of a fire that nothing is capable of extinguishing.

A pale but authentic forerunner of this flame is nevertheless already present in the interior experience of souls who have communicated with us. This is made quite clear, for example, by the words of Agostino: It is an ardour that takes hold of you. You will say: ‘How?’. In various ways. At times it is created within you on account of the suggestions that the guides succeed in communicating to you. At others it is a desire that springs up spontaneously within you. Or you get there by means of techniques. Or you are already a religious spirit and in that case you continue your road of spiritual evolution. “Can this religious ardour be compared in some way to a human love?” Yes, you are taken by a real crush. “Notwithstanding the differences of level, therefore, it can be compared to...” Falling in love. “Is it that one feels the presence of God within us?” Yes. You feel it live. And desire to arrive at contemplating Him (CXXVII).

Though the road ahead may be long, it is at this point, to use the words of Sirio, that the soul bursts into flame, exalts, and becomes filled with God. It is by now on the road to sanctification. And with the help of those who are already saints and prayer its evolution is now complete (CXX).

A decisive stage of spiritual ascent is marked by the loss not only of one’s name and other memories and affects of earthly life, but also of one’s seemingly bodilike form. Not that one loses all this in one and the same moment, but the loss of all these things is to be considered as the completion of the demolition of the old building, the very thing that will permit an entirely new structure to be put in its place. Put in spiritual, terms, what has to be done is not to shore up the old house, to patch it up as best you can, but rather to put up a new building from the very foundations, using new and different materials. The spiritual road has therefore to be travelled right to its end, right through to total death, until all residues of carnality have been extirpated at the root: this is “second death”, mystic death.

One’s second death is a goal that is attained wholly and exclusively by sacrificing everything that one is as an individual person, so that all may be of God, that all may be reborn in Him, that all may become alive again with divine life: but only with divine life, without there being even the least residue of carnal life (as would be the case if the process of death and rebirth were to be replaced by a patching-up operation, a mere restauration). The absolutely new wine of divine life can be poured only into completely new jars: the old ones – even if patched up with every possible skill and made to seem new – would simply burst. That is what I think I understand from what our communications keep saying in this connection. As can readily be seen, it is also wholly in line with both the teaching of the Gospel and the experience of the mystics.

The bodilike form does not necessarily disappear all at once: it can become gradually more transparent and eventually disappear altogether or, alternately, it may disappear and reappear repeatedly until it is completely lost. Nor does it necessarily follow that the disappearance of the human form takes place in syntony with the fading of one’s memories and affections. Nevertheless, everything tends towards the ultimate end of the total dissolution of every aspect of the personality.

Here are a few examples: I have now forgotten almost everything about myself, Tonino told us one day. The form comes and goes. “What does that mean?” My aspect is there at times, not  at others. I still remember my name. “Tonino. And your nom de guerre: Tony?” No. The next time I come to you I may no longer have either form or name (CLVII).

When I asked Cathy what point she had reached along her road of evolution, she replied: Not very advanced as yet. I still have my appearance, though my memories and affects have already gone. There are still houses in her sphere and she lives in one of them. I asked her whether she lived there with her own relatives: No. I am with a group of souls who no longer have memories. The place where Cathy has to go is a sphere devoid of earthlike characteristics. (CXIII).

Guido is another who aspires to the higher sphere. On the basis of the ideas he has so far been able to form about it he sees it as different: no more earthly appearances. He tried to characterize it with the words energy air, softness, which seemed to come to him spontaneously. To get an idea, he added, look at the sky when it is full of great masses of white clouds. “And will you still have a human form with head, arms and legs?” No. I shall be light, energy, intelligence (XCII).

Now I am a being of energy, we were told by Arthur. “What has happened to your human form?” I no longer have my aspect. All the same, I am at a low level of evolution, because I still preserve my earthly memories and take pleasure in the period when I had form (CLVIII).

The guide Tito, of course, cannot but find himself at a decidedly higher level. Even though he may occasionally assume such human form as he wishes, his more habitual and essential way of being is that of a bodiless spirit. We have already had occasion to note how other souls can perceive his powerful and very live presence, though not in any visible form. I asked him what he could see at his level. More than seeing, he replied, it is a sensation. And, to give us some idea even at our own level, he then characterized it as an atmosphere, a breath of a breeze, something indefinite (XCIII).

I have only just come out of the condition of an earth-like appearance, Iuzza told us. I was a portly mother and had a family made up of numerous children. Now I no longer have my body and am happy to feel free. “Don’t you even have your spiritual body?” No. “And what is your present environment like?” It is wonderful. I had a complex about my body. To be without it makes me feel transparent. “How was the spiritual body you had until a short while ago as compared with the physical body you had on earth? Was it similar?” Identical. “And how does your new environment appear to you?” More sensations than visions. Spirit is beautiful. I feel a happiness I want to give to all (XCIX).

There are many stages, we were warned by Yale, another entity after the loss of form. It is not enough to overcome form to be perfect. You have to become saints. It is an itinerary similar to the one followed by mystics on earth. In fact, there are moments when you seem to be close to perfection, but you immediately realize that an abyss still divides you. “How come?”, I asked. “How do you explain these sudden changes?” Fire of love that burns you, and suddenly the freeze-up: for a moment it seems to you to be in God. but immediately you realize that you are still far removed. It’s a lukewarm atmosphere, and not sufficient to be close to God. “What must one do in a situation of that kind?” You must become a flame of love and burn ceaselessly and exclusively for Him “How can you achieve this?” Continuous prayer, perpetual adoration, the help of others: you on earth and the other souls here. “Can the prayers of the living help you?” They are very useful for our sanctification. “Are there any further phases of purgatory or equivalent?” For as long as the soul is not holy it must cleanse itself of imperfection (CLXXXIX).

In certain contexts the loss of form can be lived as a gratifying and exalting experience: but it must not be forgotten, as has already been made clear, that it forms part of a more general emptying process that leads to the loss of all human and earthly characteristics, a true second death or mystic death. It is an essential stage of an ascetic process, and it is well known that ascesis, by definition, is something painful, even though it seeks to attain a full and joyful life at a far higher level. Sincerity, a female entity who told us that she had lived in Indiana, United States, and that she had died in 1939, let us know that she had greatly desired ascending to a condition where, in fact, there are no forms: and not only human forms, but a lack also of animal and vegetable forms. I asked her whether she was now content: Not very much, she replied. Imagine the earth without men, animals and plants. And added: In the present place there is a cold atmosphere. The situation did not seem to have changed when, two days later, we resumed our communication with her: I remain chilly. Humid atmosphere (CXCIII, CXCIV).

A few days later I talked about this matter with another soul, who had lost not only form but also lacked all memory of name and former life. Here is what this other entity had to say about the rather unpleasant experience that Sincerity was passing through: This, too, has to be passed: it is a moment of transition. Could she still remember something of earth? “I think so”, I replied, “but not very much, so it would seem”. In that case she is not completely detached and not yet capable of seeking divine warmth. “And what is that great cold?” The aridity of the soul that is baring itself. “I told Sincerity ‘Pray God to set you aflame with His love’ and I also suggested a short prayer in those terms to be repeated over and over again. Was that a good thing to do?” The advice is good, but she cannot yet. “Let me tell you my idea of it all: it is probably the return of a final purgatory phase to enable her to cleanse herself of the last residues. Would you agree?” Yes, if she is still bound to the earth. (CXCVII).

The entity I have just quoted experienced great difficulty in giving us even a fictitious name, though we begged to be given at least a nom de plume or something similar to distinguish our friend from other entities. About a month later we communicated with another soul who would seem to have attained an even higher degree of evolution, as is readily brought out by the words the newcomer used when we asked to be given a definition of his condition: Infinite love God has given me and my soul is full of Him. It is a marvellous feeling of plenitude, wellbeing, and burning desire to elevate yourself ever further. “Could we ask you to give us a name to distinguish you from other entities?” Spiritual Fire. “Thank you, Spiritual Fire. Have you lost your form?” Yes. “Could you tell us about your experiences from that point onwards?” First it is a loss, a sense of desolation, of emptiness and. I would say, of nothingness. You then get endless doubts. You think it is all deceit. In short, you feel at the bottom of a well. “De profundis’ ...‘My God, why hast Thou forsaken me?’ and similar, if I have understood rightly”. Yes, have you ever felt that way? At this point Bettina had her say: “And how!... Three times a day before meals. Dear Spiritual Fire, you have found just the person you want”. This is the moment of. total and unconditional surrender: ‘Lord. I am your creature, do with me as you will’. And He, with His love, with His charity. comes to your aid. It is His doing if suddenly you feel the joy of elevation coming alive within you, the soul’s desire to progress along the road to sanctity. And from that moment onwards the grace of God will never abandon you again. “Does that mean that from a certain point onwards nobody ever turns back again?” No. It is He in you. It is a continuous going forward on the climb to final sanctity (CCVI).

Another soul of the same condition, who authorized us to call him Ardent when we asked him for a name, came to us from the sphere of plenitude and with feelings of warm love. Let me quote verbatim what he had to say about himself: I filled astral life with a road of liberation from human residues and now I have a life full of love for all both here and on earth. “Can you confirm”, I asked him, “that you have freed yourself from form?” Yes. “And afterwards ...?” As I told you, my soul is filled with divine love that I pass to the brethren both here and on earth. “Are you on a road to sanctification?” To be saintly, the road is still long. It is a stage of fullness, of ardour, of happiness. “How do you feel God?” One may say that it is God who now fills us with life. “Do you feel a direct experience of God?” Yes. He is within, like a fire, even though with your intelligence you know that He is infinitelv another. “How do you see the next few stages ahead of you? What will characterize them?” A greater sense of adoration for God, total surrender to His will, unlimited reliance on Him. “Does your road have resurrection as its ultimate goal?” Most certainly (CCIV).

A long conversation that I had with yet another soul in this condition seems to be particularly important: I cannot tell you my name, so we were told, because I do not remember it: call me Letizia. but not as my name, but simply as joy, contentedness. Those were the opening words and what followed seems to me to express more or less the quintessence of everything I have so far tried to say about spiritual ascent. Dear souls, at long last I am talking to people who take an interest in us. I am a soul who communicates for the first on earth. I had body and name. Here at first everything was similar, now there is nothing: neither form nor name nor who I was in memories. Pure energy. I am evolving towards higher spheres and along the road I modify the condition. I asked our interlocutor to tell us at least whether he was a man or a woman, but had I remember nothing now as reply. On the eternal day I shall reacquire and remember everything. For the moment form and a life similar to the one on earth have faded, but as if they had remained in memory. Now I must set out on the way to sanctity. I wanted to know how our friend saw Bettina and I: I perceive charges of positivity. “But can you see this room with its furniture, etc.?”. I would have to capture everything from your energy. In other words, tuning. in to us in a somewhat different way, our entity could see –  through our eyes – the world as we see it and therefore perceive also all our other sensations, be they tactile, auditive, etc. I then asked whether he felt as hot as we did at that moment (summer had come round again, and the communication took place on 1 July 1986): I feel it through your sensations: you less, Bettina more (Bettina was in fact suffering the heat rather more than I at the time). The important thing is that I feel the need to tell you that your activities are useful for us. “In what sense?” Because terrestrials don’t believe in our existence. “What changes for you if we believe in it?” So many good thoughts. prayers and affections help us.

I had really asked my last question with a slightly provocative touch, but the ansver, brief and incisive as it was, could hardly have been improved in content or expressed better. My next question was perhaps similarly provocative: “What idea can one have of God in your condition?” He is not an idea, but a fire. You have him ever present in your spiritual energy, ever aflame. Just as you have a heart and blood that flows, I have God who gives me life, and every part of the soul is pervaded by him. “The souls with whom we have communicated so far seemed to us to be taken, above all, by the problem of freeing themselves, emptying themselves, forgetting: but what they were saying seemed to become flat and lifeless whenever they talked to us about God. You, at long last, speak to us of God with the force and the passion of the saints”. Perhaps they had not yet had a glim mering of my experience. It is like a bottle: first you empty it, but then it fills. “It would seem that you are filling your bottle with good wine”. Yes. I am barely at the beginning. The first drops are appearing at the bottom of the soul. “In the end, when you are well filled, you will be all ardour”. A living flame. “You must feel great joy, true beatitude”. Immense. What could feel more wonderful than to feel one with God! “This is your testimony after experiencing only the first drops: is that not so?” Barely at the beginning, but it is already an inebriating feeling. “I imagine that your ascesis to arrive at this point must have been tough”. Very. In the sense that it is long and one keeps taking backward steps. 
“Could you, please, explain another thing to me: if we despoil ourselves of everything, how is it that we get it all back on resurrection? By virtue of what, seeing that we have freed ourselves of everything, even of all desire?” Everything of you is preserved in God: body, life, memories, affections, your knowledge. It is the soul that forgets in order to become elevated and sanctified, but God preserves everything of it: all its heritage, and he will give it back perfect and glorified.

“As you know, we men living on this earth can see and hear each other and we therefore communicate with words and gestures, or also in writing, which is perceived by means of the eyes, the ears, and so on. Disincarnates who still have form transmit thoughts to each other, but also words and gestures just as we do. But how do souls who have freed themselves of form communicate with each other?” All those like me are in a continuous communion. “And what type of exchanges do you have?” Exchanges of spiritual love (CLXXXIV).

The idea that the process of spiritual ascent attains its perfecting peak only upon resurrection is already coming to the fore here. It is an idea that also emerges from what Sister Imelde told us that she had learnt in the retreats in which she participates from time to time: To attain the love of God, there is your total annihilation. Even the form will disappear. But the ultimate end will be to reacquire the body and to live in the new world by then purified and sanctified (CLVII).

Tancredi (a deceased medical man from Pisa) spoke to us about his disappearing memories. But he immediately added: And then I hope to have them all back. “But what is the reason for this temporary oblivion?” They told me that it is necessary for spiritual development, but when we reacquire the glorious body we shall be perfect. “I am very interested in what you are telling us, dear Tancredi. But please explain to me a little better what you understand by this perfection we are destined to acquire in the end”. We shall again have all the earthly experiences and also sanctity. “What you are telling me about the final condition to attain is so closely in line with ideas I had already formed on my own account as to make me wonder whether it is not a mere reflection, a projection of my own personal convictions”. It is what our guides are teaching us. “It is undoubtedly a Christian teaching”. Yes. “But does everybody in your sphere agree with this confident expectation of resurrection?” Many doubt. “The doubt could also be my own, this in the sense that I am very attached to this idea (which comes from my religious tradition, but of which I am convinced also on rational grounds), so that when a spirit confirms it to me, I could be tempted to interpret the spirit’s message as coming, in the last resort, from myself, from my own unconscious” (XXXIX).

It is right you should have doubts, otherwise what philosopher would you be? That was the answer I received when, a long time afterwards, I put the same fundamental question to Annibale. You must know that communication is established between likes. What would I do with a fervent reincarnationist, who would cause me an enormous expenditure of energy and great difficulty of dialogue? (CLXXX). In other words, if I were a convinced and conventional reincarnationist, I would come into contact with spheres of souls who believe in reincarnation but, since I am a Catholic-Christian and believe in resurrection, I automatically find myself in contact – thanks to the law of affinity – with Catholic-Christian spheres that share my faith in resurrection.

In a dialogue I had with Alberto (whom we have already met in this book: he died as a child and then grew up in the spirit world) it fell to me to try to clear up the ideas of an entity: “Did they talk to you about resurrection?” I asked him. A guide said that all of us will be resurrected; don’t tell anybody, but I didn’t really understand him. “Resurrection”, I replied, “means that at the end of time all the deceased will have their body back and return to the earth”. I return a child? I will be reborn? “That is not resurrection. If anything; it would be reincarnation. Do you know what that means? Have you ever headr anybody speak about reincarnation?” No. “Reincarnation is to be reborn as a baby. Being resurrected means reappearing on the earth with a body, but as an adult, and to relive human life in all its fullness”. But where do I take the physical body from? “It is not that you take it from somewhere: it is, so to speak, the soul itself that becomes solidified into body”. Like water, which becomes ice when it freezes? “No simile is ever a perfect fit, but this one comes rather close”. So the soul is no longer there? “No, the soul is still there. Let us say that it envelops itself in a physical body. Just as you do when you want to have a new suit. Don’t you create it yourself by means of a mental act?” Grandmother. “Does your grandmother make it for you?” Yes. “Well, she makes it for you, because she already did this kind of work when she lived on the earth. But you could create your new suit on your own with a simple act of thought. And in just the same way, with God’s help, you will create your physical body on the day of resurrection”. It is difficult (CI).

Existence in this dimension, Agostino told us, aims essentially at sanctification and therefore all the other aspects you have listed (I had spoken about the humanist aspects of our spiritual life: philosophy, the sciences, the arts, culture, political endeavour, etc.) are neglected. “Will there be the resurrection of the body?” Yes, undoubtedly: how could one imagine the loss of all the values of humanism. “If you want to add a question mark, you will find it there (and I showed him the box)”. I’d rather put an exclamation mark. “Fine” Therefore in the spirit dimension the  stress  is laid on prayer, technique of meditation, concentration, at the expense of history, science, etc. “But if we lose all these things, how can we later get our humanism back?” We use the word ‘loss’, but it is not right, because nothing is lost. “But one does get detached from all these things, doesn’t one?” It is not a pleasant feeling, certainly, but the states of consciousness are different. “How will we come to be interested again in the humanism from which we have become so greatly detached?” The body will be there again. “What is it that the body gives us?” The necessary state of consciousness. “Is it that upon resurrection we shall again attain to a materialness, a corporeity that will be just like that of the human kind who will live on the earth in the latter days?” I think so, because from the living we shall learn what they have achieved (CXXV).

These words of Agostino were complemented and further developed by certain answers that Sirio gave to specific questions “Once sanctification has been achieved at its highest level, is it that interest for the earth will return (though devoid of all carnality, of course)?” Yes, but only at the moment of resurrection will we become fully conscious of it. “Does the last phase of elevation, when full sanctity is attained in the spirit world, comprise preparation for resurrection?” Yes, but one is not aware of it, because the glorious body is lacking. “It would therefore seem that nothing but glorious corporeity permits and leads to a return of interest for the earth: is that so?” Makes you conscious of the great importance of humanism. “Could you, please, complete this phrase for me: what is it that ‘makes us conscious’, etc.?” What you said: the body. “Let us say therefore: only the body can make us conscious of the great importance of humanism”. Yes (CXX).

The humanist dimension, the dimension of the personality, of singularity, of creativity, of multiplicity, of difference, of everything that makes existence rich and varied, is therefore inseparably bound with the dimension of corporeity. And even though spirit is beautiful, as luzza put it, though spirituality is undoubtedly the positive value par excellence, matter, too, has its importance, a value of its, own: it is the other and opposite pole – though not for that reason less necessary – of all reality. Matter has to be overcome only inasmuch, in its present condition, it is a sign of imperfection,arid constitutes a limit, a negative and painful conditioning. Matter itself has to be freed from evil. Evil does not by any means coincide with matter, since matter in se is creation, is multiplicity, difference and plenitude, in short, is good: and God himself was pleased with it, as we can read in the first chapter of Genesis, which – though admittedly in a fancyful and mythical form – tells us this great truth that constitutes the specific feature of the Judeo-Christian tradition.

It is clear that matter can reveal all its positiveness only once the spirit pervades it to the point of wholly transfiguring it, turning it into the perfect vehicle and means of expression of the loftiest spirituality. The problem is to free matter of all residue of imperfection, limitation and negativity: the spiritualization of matter is ultimately one and the same thing as its sanctification, its liberation from evil, its glorious transformation.

The guide Giuseppe says that the body of resurrection will be a perfect body, that is to say, complete with all the humanity it had. And when I added that such a body would obviously have to be very different from the one we have now, with all its limits and ills, the guide replied: Don’t forget the spirit. Perfect means that it will be a luminous, transformed and sanctified body. “What part will Jesus Christ play in resurrection?” He will return. “What will happen then?” It will be the end of the world. “But will there be a new world?” Of the redeemed. “Will some men be excluded from redemption?” We guides say that infinite Love will save all (XLI).

Livia is a beginner, but I would say a very intelligent one, profoundly intuitive, always ready to understand a situation, the terms of a problem. “What is Jesus for you? Is he simply a man or also God?” Man and God. “How will Jesus appear on the day of final resurrection?” He will be a sanctified man and God at one and the same time. “Do you mean that, as man, even Jesus is on a road to sanctification?” Yes. “Shall we become God?” No. “What will we become, then?” Saints of God. “How do you spirits conceive final resurrection, in concrete terms I mean?” Resurrection is at the end of the world. All dead. Disappearance of the earth as it is now. And then everything new. New planet earth. The risen saints will populate it. Others however say the earth will continue, but purified. “Personally I would accept the second hypothesis. But when you talk to people about resurrection, many find the idea very strange: they think our decomposed bodies must recompose and live again. What would you reply to them?” It is not the body you have now that you will reacquire, but it is your souls that solidifies. (Readers will recall that I myself conveyed this concept to Alberto: in fact, the communication with Livia preceded the one with Alberto by about ten days). “Will the energy required for this ‘solidification’ be drawn from the human-earthly sphere or from the divine sphere and the spirit world?” Both. “Would the human contribution and humanism therefore be of decisive importance?” Everything that is good is sanctifying energy: thoughts. actions, prayer.

“I see that you are well informed about these matters. How did you learn all these undoubtedly interesting things that you are telling us?” From the guides: they hold courses, retreats, discussions (XCVI). It does not follow that the teachings of the guides, especially when recounted secondhand, must be raised into a dogma. As regards this matter, however, they would seem to constitute a rather significant point of reference.

At this point it will therefore be extremely interesting to let Sirio take the floor again, to see whether he will confirm what has already been said or develop it further: Matter in itself is good. That is why souls aspire to have a body once again. “Having the body back means regaining a certain dimension that is very important for man, indeed, is essential for him. What is it that in man constitutes the dimension of matter?” History. affects. memories, all the sensations that you have with the 5 senses: taste for certain flavours, smell for perfumes, sight for panoramas, colours, works of art, hearing for music, voices. songs and sounds. “And humanism?” Is all this. The list could be continued. “Science?” Science is important like everything else: mathematics, poetry. geography. Humanism, too, will be sanctified. “If the saints will sanctify the world on being resurrected, I think that they, in turn, will have to learn from the world the things acquired by human progress. There will have to be, so I believe, a mutual integration, seeing that sanctity and humanism integrate each other in God’s kingdom and that one becomes saintly by suspending one’s memories and all science of the world, which eventually have to be recovered”. Are you trying to say that Saint Francis will have to learn? “Only God is omniscient. Saint Francis is not God: though he may have attained the acme of sanctity, even Saint Francis is incomplete and, sooner or later, he will have to learn the things he does not know if he wants to partake of God in everything, from every point of view. Don’t you agree?” Your question leaves me a little perplexed. “Let it be quite clear, I am only giving you my own opinion: but if it is true that humanism integrates the kingdom of God, then surely there is nothing wrong in concluding that even the greatest saints will have to complete themselves by becoming integrated with the humanist dimension. Likewise, even the greatest geniuses will at a certain point feel great need for becoming integrated with the religious dimension, with the dimension of sanctity”. I am not  very learned: I don’t know what to say. “What I want to do at this moment is not really to tell you my own opinions, but rather to learn from you whatever you can teach me about man’s ultimate destination. When final resurrection comes, will all be redeemed, or will there also be some men who were unable or did not want to redeem themselves?” All will be saved. “Let us assume that there will be someone who wants to remain closed within himself rather than opening out to God. What will happen to him?” He will be saved. “Let us assume that he does not even want to accept a redemption that comes to him from others, or by virtue of the efforts or merits of others”. He will be saved with the prayers and the works of his brethren. “And if he really wanted to close himself to every possibility of salvation?” In that case God’s infinite love will intervene. It conquers all (LI).

The problem I put to Sirio a few days later still concerned the question of how it was possible for souls, once they had become sanctified, to recover all the memories they had to suspend in order to be able to concentrate more intensely on the goal of sanctification: “The recovery of all these memories will go hand in hand with the recovery of the sciences, technology and the arts, recovery of politico-social commitment, of humanism as a whole. How can this recovery take place?” With the body, was Sirio’s answer. But I pressed him even harder: “A certain recovery of corporeity, albeit very limited in time, takes place even in the phenomena of materialization studied by parapsychology. But in this case it is we men who make available our psychic energies: this is socalled mediumship. Resurrection, on the other hand, could take place by virtue of spiritual energies radiated by God himself” Perhaps it is a merging. “Of human psychic and divine spiritual energies?”. Spiritual and earthly. “But how is it possible, in what way do memories become reactiviated?”. They remain stored away. ”Quite. However, the problem that the deceased will have to face on rising again is not only to reactivate their memories, but also to take note of all the further progress that mankind will have made in the meantime. They will have to learn all these things from the men who will then be living on this earth”. Undoubtedly. “In this way the souls who are about to become resurrected will bring to those living on the earth the fruit of the sanctification they have attained in the spiritual dimension”. Sanctity is brought by the souls of the risen. “Though they, in their turn, will benefit, will become enriched ... “By the humanism of the living. “In other words, there will be an exchange, a mutual gift”. Just so. You got the point right away. “I have meditated about resurrection for many years. But at this point I feel the need for verification, for comparing my own conclusions with what you believe and know, seeing that you are far more closely involved”. We guides can help you, but the problem of resurrection is a mystery. “It is undoubtedly a great mystery. But have you succeeded in shedding a little more light, on it?”. We guides often meet together and the stumbling block is resurrection. “Could you tell us something about the terms of the problem? About the various points of view?”. Many differences. There are those who sustain that all terrestrial beings will have to be dead. But what does it mean if the planet exists without men? “Saint Paul actually says that at the moment of resurrection there will be men living on the earth” (1 Thess 4,17; 1 Cor 15,51). But others take this view. “Among all the men who will be living on the earth at that time, there will probably be a group, I don’t know how numerous it might be, who could be recuperated only by means of a rather energic purification therapy and this could be triggered only by means of...” Divine initiative. “It is probable that there will be very many, indeed, who will have to be subjected to total spoliation, to total annihilation, in order to be able to have a full experience of God that will really liberate them”. Your theory is higly suggestive. “Many years ago I already expressed these ideas in writing. But now, following my more recent experiences with you entities and, above all, with guides like you, I possess another element (that I would not even have thought of on my own). I am now fully aware also of the importance that can attach to a temporary loss of earthly memories for the purposes of purifying both the deceased and the men who will be living on the earth at the end of time”. Certainly there will no longer be hates, rancours, vendettas. jealousies, and this will facilitate purification. “It will facilitate, I believe, that selfsame purification initiative that will have to be promoted for the benefit of the men who will be living on the earth in the latter days”. On the living (LIV).

Two snatches of communication that we had with Tito contained further confirmation of what we have so far tried to clarify by interviewing entities of various levels and, indeed, shed some further light on it. “Does resurrection mean spiritualization of matter”, I asked him, ‘br reacquisition of the material dimension by the spirit? Is it the earth that rises to heavea, or is it heaven that descends upon the earth?” They meet: it is a synthesis. “What do we who live incarnate on the earth have to do in order to contribute to this synthesis?” Do good “What exactly do you mean, could you be more specific?”. Be more united to God and committed in the world. “And what part is played’ by our sciences, the arts, by our technology, our political, social and economic initiatives, etc.?” All is of value, even the gravel in a garden. “Do we in some way prepare the final event with the sciences, the arts, technology, and humanist activities? Yes (XCIII).

And here is the extract from the second communication with Tito: “When we will be resurrected, what is it that will induce us to remember earthly things and to take an interest in them if by that time we shall have become wholly detached from them?” Partly God, and partly men. “That is to say?” Everything that you think we forget is in God. It is in God that all is preserved. God gathers everything: memories, affects, keepsakes, history, science, humanism. “Do you mean that when we find all this in God, we will realize a common state of consciousness that will be unique and equal for all?” No. “In that case each one of us will have a personal state of consciousness different from that of the others?” Your heritage will be given back to you when you rise again. “But who, or what force, will help us to remember things that will have lost all interest for us?” The help of God and of the sanctified living. “Is it a help that will enable us ....?”. To reacquire everything. “Perhaps we shall by then be far more similar to each other, and this will enable each one of us to benefit more readily from what others have examined or achieved”. Yes. “In this way each one of us will...“ Benefit. “Therefore, to restate the concept with the greatest possible clarity, to the extent to which we shall become more and more integrated with each other, each one of us will gradually become more capable of benefiting from the contributions of others. Can you confirm that?” Yes (CII).

With resurrection, then, spiritual ascent attains its highest point, where the spirit is realized as spirit, but matter also, freed from ewil, realizes –  precisely as matter – the best of its potential: where the entire cosmic and historic creation enters into the eternal kingdom of God, though remaining itself in all its admirable plenitude. Resurrection is the final “hymn to joy” of God’s universal symphony.

Chapter IV

DO ENTITIES REALLY EXIST 

OR ARE THEY PROJECTIONS OF OURSELVES?

Our entity friends had undoubtedly enriched our existence with a new dimension. But this brings us up against a great problem: are we here really concerned with an autonomous dimension, with something transcendent that exists in se, or rather with a fictitious and purely psychological dimension, the result of a mere projection of our own unconscious? Do these entities exist in se? Are they really disincarnate souls? Or are they, rather, secondary personalities of one of us two, Bettina or myself, or – in any case — psychic formations of ourselves?’

A communicating entity can present itself: 

1) as a deceased; 

2) or as a living who comes to pay us an astral visit at the unconscious level; 

3) again, it can present itself as the profound part of one of the two channels, that is to say, as a part of that person that becomes concretized as an autonomous psychic formation; 

4) or it can present itself as a fictitious personage, the result of an individual or collective process of psychic creation.

Just as I can dialogue (and have in fact dialogued) with a part of myself, I can dialogue (and have so dialogued) not only with a friend who is physically absent and yet present in spirit, but also in certain cases, so it would seem, with a part of him: for example, I have dialogued – just as if I were face to face with an autonomous personality – with a certain worry of a friend of mine that he no longer had, though he had had it a few days earlier. Though put aside, assuaged and buried in his unconscious, that worry was still in some way alive within him, ready to reemerge in some moment of relax and even to manifest itself mediumistically.

Just to give an example of the last of the four cases listed above, let me recall a dialogue I once had with a personage of a sketch (a kind of minicomedy) I had written two days before; and another that I had, at the very height of the Christmas festivities, with Father Christmas in person, as a psychic formation produced by all the thoughts concentrated on his figure at the time, a figure that is undoubtedly congenial, but certainly also greatly inflated and over-exploited.

Now, such a fictitious personage does not pretend to be a deceased: he simply presents himself as such and such, a particular fictitious personage and nobody else. What is it that calls him into being? Our thought: he, or she, is nothing other than a mental creature of ours.

I should add here that when we have an appointment with a certain entity – let ssume his name to be Pietro – some unknown entity begins to study the letters, we can, preferably when the glass is about to pass over the boxes “yes” and “no”, ask: “Are you or are you not Pietro? If you are not Pietro, circle round the ‘no’; if you are Pietro, circle round the ‘yes’”. At this point, if the entity stops and circles round the ‘yes’, I won’t say that you can stick your neck out (for, in principle, it is best never to do this), but you can be reasonably sure that you are talking to Pietro: after having resumed and terminated the study of the letters, the entity will be perfectly consistent in expressing itself as Pietro, sometimes for an hour at a stretch. But if the entity is not Pietro, I will usually ask that it should leave the field clear for the astral friend we are due to meet. We know how greatly souls desire to communicate, at least those that come to us, but it have never yet had one of them lie to us about his identity for the simple reason of wanting to communicate at all costs.

In short, entities are sincere when they say who they are, they do not pretend to be somebody else. It could happen that an entity that presents itself as Pietro was never called by that name while alive on earth. It may well be that in actual fact he was called Giovanni, say, and that the name Pietro has come to the fore by virtue of some strange and as yet unexplored psychic mechanism. In any case, once a given entity has introduced itself as Pietro, he will retain this name as far as we are concerned; and he will never try to pass muster as Paolo, not even when he knows that we want to talk to Paolo and nobody else, so that being taken for Paolo would ensure for him at least a few minutes of the experience of communication that he so greatly desires.

At least within the limits of our own personal experiences, entities are normally sincere: they do not deceive us, at least as far as maintenance of the originally assumed identity is concerned. But this does not mean that in our communications as a whole there cannot be a more basic deception, a radical though unconscious deception, a kind of self-mystification that nobody can become aware of, because it takes form at the level of the unconscious. Here we have the great and basic objection that we must try to answer.

I believe it to be extremely difficult to give a definitive answer to this objection, especially when the reductive objection (that is to say, the objection that seeks to reduce all spirit phenomena to human psychologic phenomena and to deny all transcendence to the “spirits”) comes forward armed with the two formidable assumptions of the “Jack-of-all-trades” unconscious and the super-ESP.

When I was a little boy, I used to go each day to play in Villa Borghese, Rome’s great park in the centre of the city. Just as boys are wont to give an air of reality to their games by pretending to be cops and robbers or cow-boys and Indians or ancient Romans (though without ever being fully convinced of their assumed identity), I would amuse myself by formulating the following reverie: “I am at home now”, I would say to myself, “and Villa Borghese is no longer there now, because they have taken it to bits. Tomorrow morning they will put it together again, so that in the afternoon I will find it just as it was today. But now, at this moment, it just isn’t there: it has been taken to pieces and packed into crates”. I do not quite know whether an idea of that kind formulated by a six-year-old presaged a philosopher to be or just a madman in the making or, possibly, a mixture of the two. However this may be, my idea was rather similar to Descartes’ hypothesis of the “malign genius”, which he assumed to deceive us about everything in such a manner as to induce us into error about things, none excluded. Now, strange as it may seem, here we have two hypotheses that are not by any means easy to confute, at least at a certain level. And, considering them at their proper level, one could say exactly the same thing about the assumptions of the “Jack-of-all-trades” unconscious and the super-ESP.

Of course, the analogy will hold only up to a certain point, for the contexts in which each of these hypotheses takes shape are very, very different. But there is one thing that they do have in common: each of them represents a challenge, be it for somebody who wants to demonstrate the permanent reality of Villa Borghese, or for somebody who, like Descartes, wants “to establish something firm and durable in the sciences”, or for those who want to give substance to the spiritist interpretation of certain paranormal phenomena.

Only the cogito reduces the malign genius to impotence. But what is Descartes’ cogito if not a malign genius turned upside down: fundamental and founding as it may be (and in this respect it is as powerful as the malign genius is dissolutive), is it not at the same time also generic to the point of vacuity? It is only when our good friend Descartes tries to specify what, all things said and done, this cogito really is that woes begin for both him and modern philosophy.

But let us close this digression and return to the hypothesis of the omnivalent unconscious and the super-ESP that are supposed to have a certain incidence on a less metaphysical and more empirical level. The omnivalent unconscious and the super-ES? are supposed to provide a reductive explanation of the phenomena that suggest spiritism. But, if these are to be explained really well, both assumptions would have to get busy to make us understand exactly what kind of mechanism comes into play in order to ensure that mediumistic communications always yield these particular results. I have already pointed out that, after allowing for what could be personal opinions of entities and particular convictions held by groups of them (which sometimes can be very large), the postmortem experiences to which these entities would seem to bear witness agree with each other in a truly impressive manner. Those that I have quoted here are wholly in line with the testimonies of the whole of mediumistic literature, of which I have produced a kind of anthology in above mentioned book Life, Death, and Consciousness, though not without first carrying out a comparative analysis. Science tries to explain facts with other facts; consequently, it does not limit itself to specifying the causes of a given phenomenon, but rather endeavours to ascertain how these causes act in a concrete fashion, seeking the underlying mechanisms. This is good and valid procedure when one has to ascertain the causes of a physical or a chemical phenomenon, and it is equally valid when one has to explain a biological phenomenon or the origins of a mechanical breakdown or of an illness. It is not therefore sufficient to attribute certain phenomena to the unconscious: what one has to do is to show how the unconscious is made up, which articulations of the unconscious have to come into play, and in what precise manner, before this or that phenomenon can manifest itself. The glass moving over the letterboard is a case in point: though it draws its energy from the two human subjects who touch it, it marks certain letters, seemingly of its own initiative, and in this way articulates an entire discourse, giving specific answers to specific questions. When our objector appeals to the unconscious, he would also have to explain to us how it comes that whenever mediumship has been resorted to in certain conditions, no matter what the epoch or the place where this is done, it has always yielded a certain type of message that seems to derive from an underlying vision of things that is extremely precise and specific, recurring even in many details. It is at this point that recourse to the unconscious as a Jack-of-all-trades is gripped by a crisis as an explanation of certain phenomena: not because the explanation is shown to be false in a definitive manner, but only because the further one goes in this direction, the more this type of explanation is found to be artificial, forced, dragged in by the hair as it were. As regards the assumption of a super-ESP, which supplement the unconscious, it becomes ever more difficult to understand what conspiracy of truly diabolical circumstances ensures that we –  notwithstanding this super-ESP, thanks to which we know everything – continue to be deceived as to the origin of these phenomena and to attribute them, quite mistakenly, to spirits.

As against this, the more we go ahead in examining the universality of the spiritist message, the more the spiritist assumption takes on substance and concrete form, this not in the sense of silencing once and for all the animist or purely parapsychological assumption (which, in fact, would reduce everything to a matter of the unconscious or the super-ESP), but simply in the sense of making itself ever more probable and plausible at least as an interpretation of certain phenomena. 

Entities are apt to tell us: “Just wait, everything will become clear to you when you pass over into our dimension and it will seem strange to you that you should ever have doubted things that will then seem altogether obvious to you”. That may well be so, but we still happen to be on this side and things are very far from being clear to us. As we shall soon see, great difficulties are encountered even within the limits of our own researches and there are indeed strong reasons for doubt. And, then, we are face to face with those formidable hypotheses of the omnivalent unconscious and the super-ESP, which are truly more malign than Descartes’ little genius who deceives us always and in all things, as well as with men who dismantle Villa Borghese each passing day and then put it together again with immense toil, availing themselves of technical artifices and great expenditure of municipal resources (already severely strained by other enormous expenditures), and all this for no other reason than to make fun of a six-year-old boy. The spiritist hypothesis has a rather difficult life, it toils greatly as it seeks facts that, at the very best, could confirm it, though without any pretense of demonstrating it beyond doubt, without any pretense of ever knocking out, of confuting the opposite hypotheses. On the other hand, even the hypotheses of the omnivalent unconscious and the super-ESP are condemned to leading a life that is becoming tougher all the time. Indeed, our adversaries will have to toil very hard in escogitating ever more artificial and acrobatic hypotheses: and though we may be denied the satisfaction of confuting them, we shall at least be able to enjoy ourselves in seeing them engage in ever more daring dialectical exercises and mental gymnastics as they seek to prop up a thesis that is becoming ever less tenable. Among the many satisfactions we can enjoy (we, too, a little malignly, as I am quite ready to admit) at other people’s expense, that of seeing our opponents toil at the trapeze is not by any means the least.

There is a little speech that we are wont to make to our entities, at least those who present themselves as disincarnate souls: “We fully realize that this is not your problem. The problem is wholly and exclusively ours, a problem of those who still live on the earth. In some way or other we have to demonstrate, both to ourselves and to our friends, that you do exist: that you are really disincarnate souls and not just secondary personalities of our unconscious, not mere parts of ourselves. A request of this kind will seem strange to you today, in your present condition; but just try to remember how many doubts you, too, must have had in this connection when you were still incarnate in this world of matter. Try to remember the objections that were put forward – and are still being put forward – to call into question the survival of the soul and spiritism as a whole. Do try to help us to answer these objections. Even though we may not succeed in confuting them, knocking them out once and for all, we shall at least make life difficult for them, always provided that we can furnish ever more convincing confirmations of the spiritist hypotheses and thus make it stronger, make it appear ever more likely, probable and plausible”.

Our entities, quite unanimously, find this plea of ours both motivated and very reasonable. They have responded to it not only by furnishing data and formulating counterobjections, but also by taking an active part in our experiments.

Let me make it clear, however, that what we set out to achieve by our experiments is very limited indeed. We certainly do not have the presumption of arriving at any definitive demonstrations, seeking only to enhance our hypothesis, strengthening it by means of a confirmation here or there. But what precisely were we trying to confirm to ourselves? First and foremost, we set ourselves the limited objective of confirming to ourselves that the entities were not within ourselves, that they were not projections of our unconscious, but have an independent existence. To this end they have to show us that they can see things that we cannot see, that they know things that we do not know. Let us suppose that there is something that we cannot see or do not know and that an entity tells us what it is. We can then check whether what the entity tells us is correct. And if an entity can correctly tell us something that we neither know nor see, nor indeed are in a position to see, then it must necessarily mean that the entity knows the answer of its own accord, that it can perceive the answer independently of ourselves. The hypothesis of the unconscious is thus put firmly hors de combat, because we can hardly store in our unconscious something that we have never known. It is quite true, of course, that somebody could now reply that, the unconscious being collective, I could in this way learn something that somebody else has already learnt and deposited in this great memory reservoir for common use. Though there remains this possibility of appealing to a collective unconscious, further recourse to the individual unconscious would be firmly excluded.

Inexorably, however, the other hypothesis of the super-ESP would lie in wait at this point: it is not an entity that reveals to us these things that he have neither learnt nor would be capable of learning by means of our normal cognitive faculties, for in actual fact it is we ourselves who learn them by other means; we no longer learn them with our normal cognitive means, but rather with those of paranormal knowledge, that is to say, with the help of extrasensorial perception (our old friend ESP!), which could be either telepathy or clairvoyance, or both, with clairvoyance – for good measure – being capable of looking into the past, the present, and the future!

But let us now take a concrete look at these experiments of ours. Recounting them one by one, I shall put them forward as capable of providing an answer to the objection of the omnivalent (individual!) unconscious. But when our critical interlocutor passes on to unleashing the other objection of the super-ESP, it will become perfectly clear that we have no chance whatsoever of replying to this attack in any other way than by appealing to the most elementary common sense any attempt to explain how the mechanism of the super-ESP would operate in concrete terms in order to give rise to a particular phenomenon would be so contorted as to put the entire concept of the super-ESP into a grave crisis as a scientific explanation of anything at all; the very artificialness of the explanation would in actual practice render it absurd, improbable and, indeed, untenable: in the last resort, such recourse to the super-ESP would not be very different from assuming that a myriad of little men are continuously at work, dismantling and reassembling, and offering this as a means of explaining why I find Villa Borghese exactly the same every time I go there. A far simpler explanation would surely be to say that Villa Borghese remains such as it is until somebody or something changes it. But if I refuse to accept this explanation a priori, I can retreat into the hypothesis of the little men busy packing Villa Borghese into crates every evening and then putting it back into position the next morning. Formulated in general terms, the hypothesis is possible, though one would still have to see whether and how it stands up under a detailed analysis of the phenomena and whether it provides a satisfactory explanation of the individual phenomena right down to the last detail. It is always easy to say: “It’s the unconscious” or “It’s due to super-ESP”. In concrete terms, however, we would still have to see how such a hypothesis could explain a series of phenomena A, B and C when they are examined under the microscope, explain them in all their precise, specific and peculiar modalities. Even a hypothesis that does not explain anything at all would in certain cases find at least a psychological explanation, though stimulated not so much by the desire for throwing light on the genesis of the phenomena under consideration, but rather in the hope of exorcizing spiritism in much the same manner as demons were exorcized in the days of yore.

In disputations it used to be the aim of both sides to contradict the other and to show that he was affirming things that were not true. Today, with people no longer firmly believing that the true can be clearly distinguished from the false, they rather try to explain how the other comes to affirm this or that, what peculiar psychological process causes him to make such statements. In other words, the interlocutor is psychoanalyzed. Those who do not agree with me will, I hope, forgive me if I, like them, indulge in this temptation. They are, of course, free to psychoanalyze me as much as they like.

Freud is a great “master of suspicion”. And I, too, take the liberty of suspecting that if I were to put a number of last-ditch supporters of the omnivalent unconscious and the super-ESP on the proverbial analyst’s couch, there would eventually come to the fore, and very obviously so, a great fear of spiritism or, at least, a considerable uneasiness. Spiritism could throw into crisis a positivist-materialist conception that many scientists end up by adopting, just as it could throw into crisis a certain type of religious dogmatism. However this may be, it could cause a great deal of bother to many people, especially on account of the anthropomorphisms that seem to contradict a certain conception of the soul as a pure and abstract spiritual principle, as pure and abstract res cogitans (this, too, of Cartesian memory). A wide range of different mental habits is shaken by spiritism. Vis-à-vis spiritism, therefore, people feel a great deal of basic uneasiness, if not outright fear and apprehension. But they should also realize that, notwithstanding all the undeniable difficulties that may be involved in adopting the spiritist hypothesis, there is – when all is said and done – little or nothing to be feared; quite the contrary, the perspective it offers us is only to be welcomed as comforting, exalting and capable of conferring upon our entire existence the absolute sense and significance of which it stands in need.

Entities tell us that they can see things both through us (i. e. by identifying themselves with us and using our selfsame sense organs) and by perceiving them in a more direct manner. Although it is far more difficult and toilsome for them to adopt this second mode, the reader will readily understand why I always urge them to make every effort to perceive things directly rather than by passing through our own sense perceptions and the knowledge we have of these things. In this way, in fact, they are asked to give us some demonstration or confirmation that they exist in a real and objective manner; and to this end they must show us, first of all, that they are capable of seeing and perceiving things that are completely out of our reach.

the light of what I have just said, it is readily apparent just how little probatory value attaches to any description that an entity may give us, for example, of our own home or of the room in which we happen to be at that moment. A soul who has overcome form and lost its human appearance can identify itself with us in a more intimate and direct manner, it can read our thoughts and grasp our frame of mind, it could even perceive the sensations of, say, cold or warmth that we may feel at that moment, though it will not see either the room or our own outward appearance. Though this way of perceiving things is perfectly natural for anybody who has freed himself of form, it is accessible also to other souls of a less elevated condition, always provided that they seek to do so. Other souls, who are either at a lower vibratory level or temporarily attuned to it, can see the walls, the shapes of pieces of furniture and even our own bodies as grey, evanescent, phantomatic outlines: though we often speak of the phantasms of the dead, it is we, especially in certain situations, who are the phantasms as far as they are concerned. At an even lower vibrational level, souls can see the people and things of this world far more clearly and concretely, that is to say, in their proper forms and in their real colours.

On one occasion, while we were staying at Roccamassima, we asked Livia to visit our apartment in Rome. She did so and, entering by the front door, passed through the various rooms and gave a summary description of them, sometimes adding more personal impressions. It seemed as if, at one and the same time, she was both there and by our side. She assured us that she was perceiving everything directly and without reading it in our minds: if, therefore, a burglar had been in our home at that moment, she would have seen him and could have warned us. Fortunately, there was no burglar. This experiment is very tiring, was her comment at the end. It is easier through you. We have no doubt as to what Livia told us on that occasion, for we know her as an extremely serious and conscientious entity. But Livia did not tell us anything new, nothing that we did not know before. Although it was undoubtedly very interesting, the entire experiment is of no probatory value whatsoever (L).

A small step forward was represented by a visit that Antonello, a bricklayer while on earth, paid us in our Rome apartment at a later date. A little while previously we had bought another small apartment on the floor below and we were busy putting it in order and restoring it. We had met some problems and Antonello gave us advice as to how to solve them. I asked him to visit the apartment and explained him the way: starting from our living room, he would have to traverse certain other rooms, go out by the front door and onto the landing, descend a flight of stairs, and so on. After Antonello told us his opinion about the various things he had noted, we asked him to mention a few things of extreme detail that we might not have noticed. He described to us the bell inside, no longer firmly attached to the wall – he was describing the ringer of the doorbell – in the form of a little rectangular box of a light brown colour. “Could it be square?”, I asked him. I don’t think so, he ‘replied (CXLVII). It would actually have been square had it not been for two opposite sides that bulged slightly outwards and, to an imperfect sight like that of an entity, could therefore suggest the idea of a rectangle rather than that of a square. Without mentioning a number of other minute details that strongly suggested that Antonello was perceiving them directly, I want to stress the fact that neither Bettina nor I had noted the little object situated rather high up above the door and not by any means easy to note, nor would either of us have been capable of giving a description of it as precise and significant as Antonello’s, notwithstanding its imperfect summariness. Nevertheless, our critical interlocutor could object that even a thing seen but not noted (i. e. perceived but not consciously registered) can become impressed deep down in the memory and retained there. 

Our home in Via dei Serpenti in Rome happens to be next to a hotel, and our bedroom, situated at that end of the apartment, is therefore adjacent to one of the hotel rooms. The dividing wall is evidently not very thick, for people in that room have but to raise their voice a little for us to. hear them. I had formed the idea that the double bed in the hotel room must have its headboard bearing against the wall we have in common. At a certain point I asked another entity, Petulia, an American, to visit that room and give us a detailed description of it. A subsequent check showed that her description was almost perfect, though with three inaccuracies: 

1) the pieces of furniture on the wall opposite to the bed were described in correct order, but inverted with respect to the real one; 

2) the description did not mention a small bed found in the room in addition to the double bed and occupying the position that the chest of drawers occupies in similar rooms, though the chest itself, quite significantly, was not mentioned in Petulia’s description;

3) though in every other respect the room was flawlessly described (including the relative position of the wash basin), it was actually oriented in exactly the opposite sense, i. e. the headboard of the bed did not bear against the party wall at all, but rather against the opposite wall. 

What does all this mean? According to me it means that Petulia had undoubtedly grasped something – though not all – of how things stand in that room. But her view was influenced by my prejudice. She afterwards said that this deforming prejudice came into play not at the moment of perception, but rather when she transmitted to us what she had already perceived. And this certainly raises the great problem of transmission to which we shall return later on (CLIX).

But let us pass on to some more minute descriptions. One of Livia’s first experiments was to tell us what happened to be hanging on the first coat hanger on the right as seen when you opened the door of a certain wardrobe. Perhaps something red, was her first answer. “More precisely?”, I asked. Blouse. “Are you saying, then, that the first piece of clothing hung up on the right is a red blouse?”. I believe so. “Just wait a moment while a go and take a look”. I went over to the wardrobe and pulled out the first hanger: “You were right, Livia. It is a red blouse with short sleeves”. In full light I can see it well (XXXVIII). The blouse in question actually belonged to a guest of ours. Since the sitting room that our guest used as her bedroom had a bed-settee but not a wardrobe, we had put at our friends disposal the right-hand half of a wardrobe in another room, where I usually keep my own clothes. I had certainly opened this wardrobe many a time to take or hang up something of my own, but without paying the least attention to what our guest had hung up in the other half. Clearly, therefore, I have no possible answer to the classical objection, already briefly mentioned in connection with Antonello’s doorbell, that I could yet have photographed the red blouse deep down in my memory.

It is interesting to note Livia’s observation, which other entities have repeated many times, that even though they can see things in the dark, they distinguish them better in the light (it does not seem to matter whether it is sunlight or artificial light). To make the task easier for them, we therefore have to illuminate each object as clearly as possible. This made it possible, for example, for Sandro to give us an extremely accurate description of the contents of a built-in cupboard where I keep a lot of paper, empty boxes and other boxes filled with cards, newspapers, and so on (XLII). But let me give you another example. On one occasion Livia described a little picture of Saint Rita in the following words, which were perfectly correct: A picture in relief. It must be a saint. A sister? “What is she doing?”. She is praying in front of a crucifix. “Livia, can you confirm that you did not read all this in my mind?”. No. it is well lit (XXXVIII).

This is perhaps a good point for mentioning a similar experiment carried out in the dark. I had asked Titta to tell me how many pens there were on a certain table and he had answered: 10. I counted them and found there were only eight. Why the difference? I look for them in your brain, explained Titta. “But that is precisely what you mustn’t do, Titta. Just have a look, if you please, to see what there is under the closed lid of the secretaire standing against the wall there. We dump lots of things there and hardly remember what there is. Tell us an object that specially attracts your attention”. A black box. “What could it be? What is there inside?”. Empty. I opened the cover and, among the many things there, effectively found a small black box of circular section: it had contained a gift brought us by some friends. But at the time it was empty, save a small scrap of paper. We had entirely forgotten ever to have seen the box, let alone having put it there (XXXII).

What do these last few experiments show us? To all appearances, at least, our presumed entities can see little objects that we ourselves do not see, either because they are enclosed in a container or by virtue of the simple fact that, though we make sure they are well lit, we carefully avoid looking at them. These are objects that we happen to have put where they are at this moment, but which tomorrow could come to be in quite a different place without our even thinking about them. And yet an entity will describe their present position with absolute accuracy. An entity, for example, will tell us that on the shelves of a bookcase, in front of the books, we have A, B and C on the second shelf, D and on the third, and G, H and I on the fourth. We would not normally remember the exact order, at least not without having recourse to our profound memory, which may record not only the things we have carefully noted, but also the things we have only glimpsed in passing.

On one occasion we had Michael Grosso, a well known American parapsychologist, staying with us as a guest. Then Michael was on the point of leaving on a trip to Sardinia, I gave him three cardboard boxes and asked that, ubeknown to me, he should put an object of his choice into each one of them. As I have already mentioned, our visitors usually sleep in a sitting room where there are two bed-settees. Michael had left all his things there and we had never entered that room for more than a moment or two after he had left. Michael had also left the three boxes in the room, but he bad placed one on top of the wardrobe, another on the top shelf of a bookcase and the third on top of the secretaire, thereby avoiding their getting into anybody’s way, for we were not supposed to open them until after the experiment. The entities who kindly offered to take part were Sandro, Livia and Titta. Somewhat in the manner of a telephone switchboard, we then called each one of them in turn. Sandro, as things turned out, did get a little mixed up, but his error was rather obvious and therefore irrelevant: he mistook the second box for the third. At the end of the experiment, after checking the contents, we again called each of our astral friends to comment the results and on that occasion he justified himself as follows: his deceased fellow villagers were standing all around him (to cheer him on, it would.seem), so that he got distracted. He added: I was a little offhanded. I have to be alone.

To make things easier for the reader, let me specify the contents of the three boxes right away. The first box contained a colour snapshot of myself in a leather frame with gilded embellishments. In the second there was a brass angel, quite flat, seen in profile and carrying a red candle. And the third contained a small shampoo bottle, flat and almost rectangular in shape, made of plastic, watery green in colour and bearing several English words in Latin characters, clearly and precisely printed, somewhat like the lettering on a tombstone or a memorial tablet. 

Of the three entities taking part in the experiment, Livia was sure of herself, and immediately described the object she thought she saw in the box with a few brief words. Sandro and Titta, on the other hand, made successive attempts, as is readily brought out by the things they said, pausing after each phrase, all of which I have transcribed with the usual word-for-word fidelity.

Content of the first box. Sandro: Perhaps of regular shape... Several materials... Glass... Cardboard... Brown... Flat form... Not very thick... A photo in the object.

Livia: To me it seems a photograph of yours in an antique frame.

Titta: Object of several materials... Brown leather and gold... Glass... The object is rectangular... Behind the glass there is an image.
Is it you?

Second box. Sandro: A gilded object... Irregular form... Hard material...  Metal... Red: not the metal, but the other material.

Livia: A gilded angel with a small red candle.

Titta: A gilded object... Flat form... Must be something modern... Perhaps intended to be an angel... In profile... With a small candle of red wax.

Third box. Sandro: Empty. 

Livia: A small antique book.

Titta: I can’t see inside. Perhaps there is nothing.

As can be seen, the answers relating to the first and the second box are substantially correct (even though Sandro did not actually specify that it was an angel). But the answers about the third box are mistaken. And yet it so happens that the mistaken or inadequate answers, taken as a whole, represent the most significant feature of the experiment. The first thing that our critical interlocutor would say in the attempt of playing down the import of the phenomenon would be the mention of telepathy: the entities, probably mere projections of our unconscious psyche, did not get their information from the things themselves, but rather from Michael’s mind. To this interpretation one could reply that, if it were true, the first thing that Sandro and Titta would have said would have been that the boxes contained, respectively, a photograph, an angel, and a small bottle. This information of a more global character, which corresponds to the first thing that Michael would have thought, as also anybody reading in his mind, was however only the last thing that emerged (or did not even emerge at all) after a series of attempts that are altogether typical of somebody trying to analyze perceptions of material realities that, in his mind, have not yet assumed any significance or connection. In other words, everything happened just as if the entity were analyzing things directly, trying to give a personal interpretation to individual sensations and notations that would otherwise remain disconnected. The successive comments also bring out very clearly the reasons for the erroneous answers regarding the third box: it seemed empty to both Sandro and Titta on account of the extreme transparency of the little bottle, while Livia was led to thinking that it was a small antique book not only by the fact that the object was flat and almost rectangular, but also on account of the words printed in Roman letters of such traditional form as to make the surface of the little bottle very similar to the frontispiece of an old book printed either last century or two or three centuries ago (XXXV).

Rather appreciable results were also obtained by various experiments involving the interpretation of (very elementary) drawings made by human subjects who were either acting as channels, or were present in the room (though not in contact), or were altogether absent (in which case they had previously furnished the drawings in closed envelopes). Equally appreciable results were yielded by a series of thought-reading experiments: a mental image or a word (previously noted by the subject on a sheet of paper and revealed only on completion of the experiment) was grasped by the entity both when the subject was acting as a channel and when the subject was merely present as a bystander not in contact.

The problem at this point was to exclude all possibility of telepathy. I therefore took six small objects and placed them on a like number of small trays (six absolutely identical lids of cardboard boxes, each with its inside pointing up). While both Bettina and I kept our eyes closed, I then mixed these six trays, eventually choosing one, completely at random, and presented it to Livia in bright light, obviously without looking at it and with Bettina, equally obviously, doing likewise. Subsequently I repeated this procedure to select another tray from the five remaining ones. In both cases Livia furnished a description of the object, which was very accurate in the first case and rather imperfect, and yet quite unmistakeable, in the second. The chances of this being guesswork were only one in six in the first case, one in five in the second.

The probabilities became reduced to a reasonable minimum in another version of the experiment, for which I availed myself of a bookshelf that I use only very rarely, taking a number of books at random and enclosing them in a briefcase. They would then be left there for a week or ten days and at the first subsequent occasion I would ask an entity to describe the cover of a book picked at random. Bettina, who had nothing to do with putting the books in the briefcase, would do the picking while both she and I kept our eyes closed; she would then present the chosen book under the light of a lamp, turning it upside down in order to enable the entity to observe both the front and the back of the book; lastly, the book would be placed under the table, so that we could reopen our eyes and resume communication. The entity, each according to his capacity, would then try to describe the book, telling us at least the colour of the cover and, if possible, a little more. For example, the entity would say: Red (the cover, in fact, was red). Or: White with a black drawing at the centre, but I could not tell you any more about it (the cover is indeed white, with a black-and-white photograph at the centre depicting a battalion drawn up in formation, so that the human figures of the soldiers are very small and difficult to describe). Another answer: Light coloured. “What do you mean? What tonality is it?”. A little like this. “Do you mean it is like the previous book?”. No. “Like the cardboard over which you are making the glass slide?” Yes, yes. Another tonality though (in fact, the cover of the book, which must once have been white, has turned a little yellow and its tonality is rather different from that of the cardboard, which is a light yellow, though there is a certain resemblance between the two colours). Of a fourth book, the entity involved on that occasion said: I have seen all but have spoken of the back. Let us see how the back of the book was described: Upside down bright colour. Perhaps a strange orange red. But I say perhaps. Then a few lines written in black (the colour is, indeed, an orange red; in the upper part of the rear cover there are also twelve lines printed in bold-face Roman type) (CXLVI and CXLVIII).

To be quite honest, I must here add that, somewhat later, I entered into communication with an entity who claimed to be the whole of the submerged, but not excessively deep part of my own psyche. I
had a lively and keen dialogue with this alter ego of mine, with quite a few exchanges and repartees that were not devoid of poignancy (though always in a thoroughly friendly spirit) and eventually asked my interlocutor to take part in an experiment of the type I have just explained; he provided me with an exact (or, at least, unequivocable) description of the covers of three books. In this respect, therefore, he behaved just like our entity friends: when all is said and done, even we living are entities, and even my own alter ego commented at the time that his performance and those of the entities were not in contrast. Indeed, he added, in this case it is your being that executes, while in the other, when there is an entity, it is the entity who carries out the experiment (CCXXXIV).

I have also discovered that our entity friends, given a little good will, can also manage to read. On one occasion I opened a calligraphy book dating back to last century, which contained a dedication to the young people who would use it. The words on which I placed the glass (without looking, of course) – and which the entity then studied by moving the glass up and down – were graceful forms or, at least, that was what Gill told us. When I took a look to check, I found that the words were “in graceful forms”, but the “in” was more or less hidden by the calligraphic flourishes, so that “graceful forms” seemed to be the first words of the line, a line that, as the entity put it, then continues (CLXIX).

An old prayer book that had once belonged to Bettina’s grandmother seemed to me to be particularly suitable for this type of experiment, mainly because it was printed in very large bold-face Roman type. Prayer books are often printed in this manner to enable long-sighted people to read them without glasses. I would open a page at random, naturally without looking, and – then place the glass on the first line. With both Bettina and I keeping the index and the middle finger on it, the glass, moved by Gill, would then run along the line and read, for example, the words my Saviour: the second word, Saviour, as Gill specified, is written with a capital. The words actually written in the line are “and my Saviour”. When I asked Gill the reason why he had omitted the “and”, he justified himself with the fact that the page was narrow and that the glass covers this first word of just a single letter (Translator’s Note: the Italian for “and” is “e”), which is therefore barely legible (CLXX).

In the course of the very next communication, another entity, Tullio C., described the upper part of another page of the same book opened at random in the following words: Small lettering at the top. Perhaps two or three lines. Below I have read two words that begin with capital letters: ‘Holy Mary’. I believe it must be a missal or a prayer book. I think I have paid careful attention, but it is something I do not understand. I then looked at the page to check. At the beginning of the page I found three lines of Latin verse printed in type that would be quite normal for an ordinary book, but which seemed very small as compared with the gigantic letters used elsewhere in the book in question: “Sancta Mater istud agas / Crucifixi fige plagas / Cordi meo valide”. Immediately underneath, in very large type (the usual one for the book), there was written in Italian: “Santa Madre (Holy Mother) que (end of the line) sto fate, etc.” The fact that Tullio had read “Maria” (Mary) in place of “Madre” (Mother) is an error of interpretation that probably derives from the fact that the second part of the most commonly used Italian version of the Avemaria actually begins with the formula “Santa Maria” (CLXXI).

We then found that at least certain entities were capable also of reading words printed in normal type, though it cost them a great effort. Among our books there are many volumes of the collection of classics of Italian literature edited by Ferdinando Martini. They include some that are famous and often read, as well as others that, rather than being rarely read, have never been opened at all. I asked Gill to read me the beginning of Franco Sacchetti’s Novel X and, studying the normal type of the text, our disincarnate friend read Messer D. This capital D, so he explained, seemed to him to correspond to the initial of the name of this gentleman, which is actually Messer Dolcibene: for these, in fact, are the two words with which the novel begins (CLXIX).

A few days later, continuing our experiments with Tullio, I placed the glass at the beginning of Novel III, in the same book of course, and the entity read re Adoardo d'Inghilterra, while the novel actually begins with the words: “Lo re Adoardo vecchio d’Inghilterra fu re di gran virtù e fama” (Old King Edward of England was a king of great virtue and fame) (CLXXI).

So far I have only spoken of words read in books, after I had placed the glass on a certain page, though without either Bettina or myself knowing what was printed on it or having any chance of seeing the words the entity was asked to read. Even though in the course of my life I have undoubtedly read some of Franco Sacchetti’s novels, and I may even have read quite a few of them, it is extremely unlikely that I can remember the opening words of Novel number such and such, all the more so because I have never made a systematic reading of this work at all. At this point, however, I should like to recall words of books read not as a result of our mediation, i. e. by my placing the glass on the lines concerned, but rather directly by the entities in their own dimension. Chapter 2 has already apprised us of the existence of astral libraries, where – so the entities would have it – there are available for reading collections of books that the entities themselves have produced by means of mental energy concentration. These books are said to have the same form as our earthly books and, always provided that one of our texts – a classic for example – is actually reproduced in the other dimension, the astral copy would contain exactly the same words as are to be found in the original text kept in some public or private library down here on earth. 

Because I know that Annibale visits, a certain astral library of which we have already spoken at some length I asked him to tell us something about the contents of the last page of Leo Toltoi’s War and Peace; indeed, we had previously been told that an Italian translation of this work was available at his library. Annibale asked Agostino to give him a hand and they decided on the following division of labour: Agostino would establish contact with us, while Annibale would visit the library and consult the book, ready to take Agostino’s place to communicate to us the information we had requested. And so it came that Agostino suddenly interrupted the things he was telling us for no other reason than to while the time away and announced the arrival of Annibale, who practically threw himself on us and immediately told us: 1) that War and Peace terminates with the words Count Tolstoi, and 2) that on the last page there are three dates, 1805, 1807, 1812, which are the times in which Tolstoi sets the story.

Immediately afterwards he told us: I am exhausted I have to rest. And he passed us back to Agostino, who described his friends condition in the following terms: Now he is completely depowered and he also made me understand that he will tell me about it another time. Now he is almost evanescent. It is an almost impossible effort (CXXXIII).

Two days later Annibale was still drowsy as he tried to recuperate the energies he had consumed in such great quantities in the seemingly enormous effort of concentration he had bad to make in order to see the experiment through to a successful conclusion (CXXXIV). Two more days had to pass before he returned to us and explained how he had personally lived the experience: This is what I did. I went to the library. I took the book and turned to the last page. I saw the difficulty of summarizing. I therefore concentrated wholly on the 3 dates. Memorizing was almost impossible. This is what he told us when I asked for more information about the technique he had used: I visualized the three numbers outside myself, large, luminous, immobile. They were right there in front...  And I in front immobile began to contemplate them, the three dates (though nobody other than himself could see them). And thus, he went on, I remained for a long time until the numbers were impressed within me. This was a technique he had been taught by his guide. Perhaps you will think I learnt these numbers by heart. But it is not so: they printed themselves. Then I did the same thing for the signature. “How is it that you omitted the author’s first name, Leo?”. When I literally projected myself towards you, everything was already vanishing. I had to say it all in a single breath, but the name was already disappearing. “Therefore ‘Leo’...” Had vanished. The tension of this experiment made me immediately fall into a torpor, because I had been making an immense effort (CXXXV).

I must confess that I have never read the whole of War and Peace. Bettina has read it, but even she could not remember that final signature. Indeed, neither of us has ever seen such a signature at the end of a novel. How, then, can one explain its appearance on the last page of War and Peace? For the simple reason that many editions, by way of appendix, also contain an article that Tolstoi subsequently wrote for a review (“Russian Archive”, 1868), in which he discussed his novel. And thus the last words, not of the novel but of the appendix, are the signature “Count Leo Tolstoi”, just as on the last page of this appendix there appear the three dates mentioned by Annibale, which indicate the three years in which the events recounted by Tolstoi are set.

We also carried out a second experiment of this kind, this time with Annibale and Sirio. Our guide maintained contact with us, while Annibale had gone to the astral library to look at three books: Machiavelli’s Prince, the Poems of Leopardi, and Dante’s Minor Works. He was to tell us the last word of each volume or of a part thereof. Annibale would transmit the word to Sirio, who was then to transmit it to us. The very last word of the Prince, so we were told, was “dead” or, in the Italian original, “morto”. And this is perfectly correct, for Machiavelli’s book terminates with the following verses taken from Petrarch: “Virtù contro al Furore / prenderà 1’arme, e fia il combatter corto; / che l’antico valore / negli Italici cor non ancor morto”.

I then asked the last word of the Sequel to the Battle of the Frogs and. Mice, which in my edition of Leopardi’s Poems constitutes the appendix to the collection. The answer came back that the volume terminated with the Italian word “canto”. And this, too, is quite correct. At this point, however, Sirio put an end to the experiment, probably because he did not want to abuse of his partner’s energies, though, as Annibale was to tell us two days later, they had originally intended to continue (CXXXVII).

On that occasion, forty-eight hours after the end of the experiment, when Amnibale was once again in direct communication with us, he told us that the three words that should have been transmitted were “morto”, “canto” and “fede”. “Which work does the third word — not yet mentioned — come from?”. Last of Dante’s Convivio. I picked up the Convivio and, turning to the last page, found that the final word was not “fede” (faith), but “mente” (mind). That’s memory!, exclaimed Annibale. Two days had already passed since the experiment and one could readily understand that memory of the third word had faded. But, then, as I picked up the text of the Convivio once more, I noted that even though “fede” is not the last word, it plays a very prominent part in the last chapter and is one of the very few words that Dante writes with a capital letter (CXXXVIII).

I must stress that the presence of Sirio, who had the task of maintaining contact between us and Annibale, made it possible for the latter to save a great deal of energy, so that at the end he could well feel tired, but was not exhausted as on the previous occasion. For the second experiment we had asked our friends Lilia and Camilla to come and join us and they were therefore in a position to furnish additional energy at the moments of maximum concentration. Annibale and Sirio, as was only logical to suppose, communicated with each other by means of telepathy.

A step forward in the direction of our experiments could well be represented by success in transmitting the last word not of an entire work, but rather of a simple canto or chapter. To this end I asked Gill on another occasion to tell me the last word of the seventh canto of Tasso’s Jerusalem Delivered. This time I had the book close at hand, though I kept it closed and did not open it except to check the result of the experiment. How could Gill find the words he had been asked for? Evidently not by passing the glass over the appropriate page and line of my book, nor from a book in the astral library, but rather — so it would seem — from a text he was passing through his mind in accordance with the other reading method that, as already mentioned in Chapter II, disincarnate souls can employ. When asked for the last word of the seventh canto, Gill first concentrated for a long time and then replied “tenzon” (Translator’s Note: Which is the poetic form of “tenzone”, an Italian word meaning “contest” or “combat’). I immediately opened the book to check and found that the last line of Canto VII reads “D’orribile armonia il mondo assorda” (Deafening the world with frightful harmony). How, then, did assorda become turned into “tenzon”? Gill tried to explain the phenomenon by referring to transmission difficulties and a whole series of mental associations: Jerusalem Delivered, therefore wars, clashes, battles. ‘combat’. The truncated form because the poem is in verse (CLXVII). I took due note of his attempted explanation, but later, after the end of the communication, I decided to take another and calmer look at the book, examining also the endings of the other cantos. When I came to Canto XII, I found that “tenzon”, though not actually the last word, did occur prominently in the penultimate line. How, one may wonder, can one confuse Canto XII with Canto VII? But, looking at the matter from a graphical point of view, one notes that the Roman numeral VII simply represents the upper half of XII. It could be, therefore, that Gill mistook XII for VII as the result of an optical error, if the term is appropriate, in his mental view of the words and sets of words that enables him to read, mentally but accurately, any text he wishes. The explanation is plausible, was the way Gill commented. my interpretation of what had happened (CLXVIII).

We even asked Gill to tell us the last word of a work that was wholly unknown to both Bettina and myself, of which we did not even know the title. The work in question was Zobeide, a fabled tragedy by Carlo Gozzi, fellow citizen and contemporary (but also adversary) of Carlo Goldoni. I hope readers will believe that I had never even heard of the piece. I discovered this tragedy wholly by chance on opening a collection of Gozzi’s Fables. I had read the title and also the names of the first there or four characters, but there I stopped and immediately closed the book again, thereafter limiting myself to keeping my hand on the cover. Here are Gill’s words: It is difficult for me. A sad ending. Somebody dies. A truculent scene. A head cut off? And at the end: I tried to visualize the last word. But the words kept running and I had a feeling of struggle, of death. “So that the tragedy...” As I told you, it seemed violent to me. “You said something about a head cut off: was that a clear image?” Yes. I can tell you this: I saw a woman protagonist of the fable, not an important character, but secondary. It seemed to me that she was carrying a cut-off head in her hands. “A protagonist who is a secondary character? How can this be?” A secondary character. The last. (Clearly, Gill had used the word “protagonist” quite improperly, meaning nothing other than a simple character). Gill went on: Could even be a character who appears only on that occasion. At this point Bettina could not refrain from commenting: “Like somebody who says: ‘Dinner is served’. Only that he says: The head is served’”. A good crack and perfectly correct (CLXVIII).

An accurate check of Gozzi’ s tragedy then yielded the following results. The Dramatis Personae (of which I swear that I read only the first three or four, without even glimpsing the others) does effectively conclude with a character described as “A WOMAN carrying her head in her hands”. In Scene X of Act II, moreover, there appears “a woman... without head; she carries her head in one hand, holding it by the hair”. This character, whom Zobeide encounters in a kind of cavernous underground world, together with other and no less unpleasant sights, says a few words to the protagonist of the play and then disappears. “The entire tragedy”, as I later told Gill, “is exactly as you sketched it: a kind of Bluebeard story further complicated by a war between the king who is Zobeide’s father and the king who is her husband. The husband ends up by being changed into a monster, while the father is eventually killed – by mistake! – by his own son, Zobeide’s brother. In fact, I did get an unpleasant feeling, replied Gill. “It’s a real horror play”, was my own final word on the matter (CLXIX).

For as long as we concern ourselves with reading, transmitting, indicating or remembering specific words, we remain in an ambit where anything the entity says can be accurately checked. But this nucleus is surrounded, as it were, by a great halo of reminiscences that the entity may mention and when we look at these, they may often strengthen our conviction that we are really face to face with disincarnate souls, though we shall hardly be able to justify this conviction with the methods of the exact sciences. These reminiscences may be of various kinds: places or monuments seen, facts that happened during the earthly existence of the now discarnate subject and could even be of historic importance or, at least, appear probable in a particular context; things read during the course of earthly life or in the new dimension; notions learnt in life or after death, but in any case either true or likely; receipes of dishes prepared in life; songs; religious hymns; observations and impressions of various kinds; and also reminiscences of a particular trade or profession practiced on earth. These reminiscences can be helped and facilitated in a quite decisive manner by the culture of the channels, so that one must always bear in mind that they can be taken as elements of relative confirmation of the autonomous existence of the entity only to the extent to which they are communicated via channels who are completely unaware of the subject matter of the reminiscence and only meet it for the first time afterwards, when they try to check the information.

Other elements of confirmation that the entities are really what they say they are – and not mere parts of ourselves – can be had when we see that one and the same entity continues to be himself even when he manifests himself through different pairs of channels, i. e. when the channels are changed by a long series of substitutions or, if you prefer, successive “changes of the guard”.

Let me here recall a particularly successful experiment of this type. There were five of us to participate in the experiment, for that evening Bettina and I had been joined by Gianni, Luisa and Maria (Though the latter was not Gisella’s friend). Ringing the changes one by one, by the end of the session we had formed thirteen different channel pairs; and yet Tito, the only entity to manifest himself on that occasion, continued to express himself in a thoroughly consistent manner not only as regards information content, but also in the matter of style and language. Not all the couples functioned, and in that case the glass would remain silent. It only resumed its communications when Bettina took her place and acted as associate channel, and then it did not matter who her partner was. Right from the beginning I had asked Tito to talk to us about a specific topic. Indeed, I actually assigned him the topic: “I suggest”, I had said to him, “that you talk to us about the experiences you had in passing from the sphere where one still has a human aspect, where one is in a spirit world similar to the earth, to the higher sphere, where all vestiges of human aspect have disappeared and earthly forms have been overcome”. Having begun his account with couple No. 1 (Bettina and myself), Tito eventually terminated his communication with couple No. 13 (Bettina and Gianni); and not only was he hampered by the many couples that did not work (though he continued – silently – to be present in them), but he was also distracted by a veritable bombardment with questions of the most diverse kinds. When all is said and done, he dealt with the theme very briefly. I shall distinguish its various parts by indicating the number of the couple through whom each part of the statement was expressed: (No. 1) You must first desire to evolve. Then detach oneself from memories, (No. 2) from affects. Not be too morbose. Entrust oneself to the beings of light. They will help you on the spiritual road. (No.8) Prayer and meditation are the means of evolution. A long road to pass from one sphere to another. (No.12) The change of sphere is not painless. (No.13) You must leave appearances. Detachment from the world of appearances (XCVII).

Here I must specify the make—up of the various couples through whom this message was received: No. 1 – Bettina and Filippo; No. 2 – Bettina and Gianni; No. 8 – Bettina and Maria; No. 12 – Bettina and Filippo; No.13 – Bettina and Gianni. 

One should also note a certain stylistic continuity. When Gianni took my place, the period continued without change of syntax: Then detach oneself from memories; /from affects. The second person singular, initially used with Bettina and Filippo, then reappeared with the new couple constituted by Bettina and Gianni: YOU must first desire to evolve... / They will help YOU. There is continuity also as regards the use of the verb in the infinitive and in reflexive form: ...Detach oneself... / ...Entrust oneself...

Here it should be noted that, even though Bettina is rather interested in what the entities and, more particularly, the guides have to say, she is less familiar with the subject matter and absorbs the contents of their statements far less readily than I: not because she is generally less intelligent than I (indeed, she has a decided edge on me in this respect), but simply because certain things have been everyday grist for my mill for many a year, while Bettina took an interest in them only much later and, as it were, by interposed person, for – more than anything else – she did so to please me. I have therefore valid reason to hold that the pair of channels formed by, for example, Bettina and Gianni was considerably and, indeed, incomparably less “familiar” with the subject matter than the couple formed by Bettina and myself (though, once again, Gianni’s very conspicuous intelligence is not for a moment called into question). This being so, one would have to expect a considerable drop of theoretical level when Tito, who had previously expressed himself through the couple Bettina-Filippo, passed on (with or without intermediate passages) to expressing himself through the couple Bettina-Gianni. Or, at least, this is what one would have to expect if Tito were nothing other than a psychic product of the two channels. The fact that Tito continued to make significant and pregnant statements even when he expressed himself through couples relatively unfamiliar with the subject matter must therefore be interpreted as an element of confirmation that Tito is himself and not just a projection of ourselves. It could be objected, of course, that I kept on exerting an influence by my presence. But then, even if I were to go away, there would still be other objections, and this could go on ad infinitum.
Tito also put forward similarly complex concepts on other occasions, always in harmony with his personal ideas, knowledge and experience, as also with his style, and this not only when he was expressing himself through Bettina and Gianni, but also through the couple formed by Bettina and Massimo Biondi, a well known Italian parapsychologist. Then Bettina was paired with Massimo, I – being present though not in contact – asked Tito a number of questions about final resurrection that must have sounded very strange to Massimo, especially in that particular context. And yet Tito answered me with his customary propriety and precision of contents and terms. Massimo himself would certainly not have answered me in this manner, since he professes – among others – ideas and orientations that are generally very different. As between Bettina, Massimo and myself, it would seem that only I was in a position at that moment to appreciate the extreme propriety of the answers given us by Tito (CVI).

However, the guide Tito has a very strong personality and, what is more, is probably also a master of techniques. The guide Sirio, on the other hand, fell victim to a couple of mishaps, if that is the proper way to describe them: on a certain occasion when – as a result of successive changes – he had to communicate through two channels completely different from the initial ones (which, as usual, were Bettina and myself), he was, as it were, unsaddled and a completely different entity took his place, expressing also wholly different ideas; on the other occasion (which, to be quite precise, were really two occasions) the replacement of one of the two initial channels — though it did not actually unsaddle Sirio — caused him to express himself in a totally different and, indeed, practically unrecognizable style. Nevertheless, he himself subsequently explained and commented these messages when, in the course of subsequent seances he returned to communicate with Bettina and myself (LXXVI, LXXIX, LXXXII, LXXXIV, LXXXV).

Just to give one more example, Renato remained the same and expressed the same contents with the same style quite irrespective of whether or not I acted as a channel, he did so when Bettina was the main channel, and was no different when Lilia took her place, as had been the case at the beginning, when we commenced our experiments in what I have called the prehistory of our experiments, when Bettina played no part whatsoever.

I must also point out that Tito (who expresses ideas that our other friends find relatively “strange”) appeared for the first time (with me present but not in contact) with the couple Bettina-Gianni and immediately began answering my questions in a very precise and proper fashion, even though – for the reasons already explained – these could be fully appreciated only by myself. 

The mode of expression changes as one channel is replaced by another. We saw that Tito’s language remained fairly constant; and yet something changes when, for example, I take Gianni’s place as Tito’s channel of expression: when he manifests himself through Gianni, Tito comes out with shorter and more essential phrases, while with .me the periods become longer and the language richer and just a little less laconic (LXXXIX, XCIII). The language, the vocabulary is always our own. What the entity contributes are the thoughts. This makes it possible for an entity to express himself in reasonable or good Italian notwithstanding the fact that he may never have spoken our language at all, and in certain cases even to “speak’ excellent Italian: You can communicate with a Red Indian, as Sirio explained to me on a certain occasion, and he will understand you and. answer you even though he has never even heard of Italy (LX).

Petulia, our American entity, who never studied Italian or even spoke a word of our language in all her life, understands me equally well in Italian or English, but she clearly preferred to answer in Italian and, in any case, would express herself incomparably better in our language. Her English was always halting, because Bettina does not speak English at all and this evidently constituted a. barrier (CLIX). Exactly the same problems occurred when we communicated with Katie and with Arthur (CLVI, CLVIII).

To the extent to which an entity reads our thoughts rather than understanding us through our words, even a foreign language will be understood by it. Both Bettina and I studied French at school and French entities can therefore speak to us in their own language in a reasonably fluent manner, even though certain expressions, on closer examination, will be found to be somewhat “italianized”. The same happens when the Neapolitan dialect is involved or, to give another example, that of Roccamassima, where one finds a number of expressions known to us, while others – given our rather imperfect knowledge of these forms of speech – tend to be considerably adulterated. This is rather less true as far as the Roman dialect is concerned, since we know it much better. Then there are entities who understand only Italian, at least as long as they remain tuned in to our language: a phrase suddenly interjected in English would not be understood by them. But, given a little preparation and appropriate concentration, an entity who had no knowledge of German while alive would arrive at understanding the meaning even of words and phrases spoken in this language. An excessively sudden change from Italian to English could lead to confusion in the mind of an entity tuned in to Italian even in cases where the entity was perfectly familiar with English while on earth.

When an entity manifests itself through two particular channels, it always becomes incarnated in them to some extent, seems to identify itself with them. An entity X communicating through the channels A and B will always be, in some way and for as long as the contact is maintained, something more than the X that dwelt in the sphere before coming to communicate: in a certain way it becomes an X+A+B, as it were. As long as the communication lasts, X makes use not only of the vocabulary of A and B but, more generally, also of their culture. When an entity manifests itself through two particular human channels, it always remains to some extent conditioned and overawed by them: in the limit, perhaps, one could even say a little hypnotized.

When an entity identifies itself with and incarnates itself in two living channels A and B, the disincarnate soul acquires something but, quite undoubtedly, also loses something. Its memory, already rather labile and in decline on account of the reasons previously outlined, suffers a further shortfall, especially when the two channels are far from being true mediums and cannot therefore furnish anything more than very limited psychic energies. 

In this connection I would like to recall the words and numbers (Count Leo Tolstoi, 1805, 1807, 1812) that Annibale, making a considerable effort of mental concentration, formed in order to communicate them to us. On that occasion we saw that the word “Leo” dissolved in the course of the transmission and did not therefore reach us.

The series of explanations we received in connection with the transmission problem induced me to suggest the following simile to Vanessa (an entity liberated of form): “Transmitting one or more words must be a little like trying to carry a pound of flour in a bag that has a big hole in it, so that the flour disappears within the space of a few moments”. The simile is exact, was the entity’s reply (CLXXXV).

To the extent to which a given channel is a true medium, i. e. a supplier of adequate psychic energies, it will reveal itself also as a vehicle suitable for the transmission of the message in its most exact and literal terms. When this energy cannot be supplied, the person concerned will tend to be a barrier rather than a channel. In such cases it may even happen that the entity will eventually be conditioned, overawed and even hypnotized by the channels, by their culture, their valuations and prejudices, their expectations, and also by a psychic mechanism that, rather than being individual, is collective (that is to say, common to the entity and the two channels) and operates also – or above all – at the unconscious level.

This explains, for example, why it can happen that an entity, on being asked to supply some anagraphical data or other information about its former existence on the earth, will often be unable to reply with name, surname and other precise data, supplying some fictitious information in their stead. I am quite convinced that this process of elaborating fictitious anagraphic data and biographic information operates above all, though not exclusively, at the unconscious level.

The process is stimulated by the desire for continuing the communication and, consequently, gratifying the human interlocutor, who might otherwise be tempted to interrupt the contact.

I have already recalled that when we desire to speak with an entity Y and an entity Z comes in its place, the latter does not normally pretend to be Y and this even though telling us the truth could well deprive the newcomer of the few minutes of communication that he could enjoy by deceiving us (we have already seen that entities are very keen to communicate, at least at a certain level of their evolution). Normally (though, perhaps, not quite always) communicating entities are both honest and truthful with us: the fact that they give fictitious names, which would seem to be rather frequent, must not therefore be attributed, at least in the majority of cases, to a conscious desire to lie and deceive, which would be in contrast with the elevated tone of their communications and the honesty, rectitude and moral cleanliness expressed in them. I am therefore of the opinion that the production of fictitious names and anagraphic data is the result of an unconscious psychic activity, at least in the great majority of cases.

As against this, however, it would seem that the information regarding ultraterrene existence must be considered as incomparably more genuine. The reason for this could well be found in the clear distinction that at a certain point comes into being between the lived reality of the experiences that entities have from their decease onwards and the abstract and remote character of their earthly experiences and, more generally, of their conceptual, intellectualist and bookish notions, even when these derive from books that the soul in question has read in the new dimension reached after its physical. death.

Here it may be helpful to attempt a comparison between the mediumistic manifestations of the deceased and those of the living. At least at our own level of mediumship (which is very modest, indeed), states of mind are normally transmitted far more easily than notions. The latter are generally transmitted only when they have already been learnt and are shared by the human subjects, the channels, or at least by one of them. The transmission of emotional states, on the other hand, would seem to be incomparably easier and also more spontaneous and genuine. Three cases may thus be distinguished:

1) An entity X succeeds very readily in transmitting a notional-conceptual content through a channel constituted by the human subjects A and B, this by virtue of the fact that the content in question is already possessed by one of the subjects or, better still, both of them: this is altogether normal.

2) The entity succeeds in transmitting through the same channel a conceptual-notional content of which the two subjects know nothing at all: this is quite an exceptional phenomenon that calls not only for an adequate concentration of energy, but also a series of favourable circumstances that cannot always be relied on.

3) Different notional-conceptual contents come to be elaborated through the same channels and in an automatic manner. Here the emotive instance of the entity finds expression in a context of affirmations that, though not true, are taken to be true not only by the human subjects (who limit themselves to taking note of what is being said, seeing that for the moment they are not in a position to check it) but also by the entity itself; indeed, the entity is in perfectly good faith and does not “lie” at all, since at that moment it believes a suggestion that has come into being automatically and affects the entity even before it affects us.

Let me now try to illustrate this with some examples, all taken from mediumistic manifestations of living people only.

1) The first case occurs every time a living person, communicating through mediumistic channels, tells us things that we, his channels, already know: surname, address, names of his relatives, and so on. But it is equally normal for the communicant to say at that moment that he does not remember his surname or the name of his mother or wife, or even his address, etc., when the channels are not in possession of this information.

2) The most clamorous example of the second case is provided by our friend Gianni, who one evening manifested himself mediumistically to us and, on being asked what he had done that afternoon, told us that he had been to hear a talk about “vacuity”. The lecture in question had been given by Doctor Martin Kalff, a Jungian psychotherapist and director of a Buddhist centre in Switzerland, under the title “Reflections about vacuity and grace”. It had been delivered in Rome, in Via Pietro Cossa 40, on 3 February 1986, the same day as the communication, though neither Bettina nor I had known anything about it (CXVII). 

3) As regards the third case, I shall here give two rather characteristic examples, though without mentioning either the names of the living subjects who came to communicate (mediumistically, of course) or the dates; in every other respect, however, the facts are exactly as they happened.

A)
We have a friend at Roccamassima who looks after our house while we are not there and whom I shall call Quintilio. We had asked him to get one of his relatives to distemper our bedroom. After the work had been done, Quintilio told us how much it had cost him and we sent him the money as a postal order. Now, it is quite common for a person still living on the earth to manifest himself mediumistically with a preoccupation that he had, say, the day before or even, as it would seem in the case under consideration, many days previously. Though already assuaged, the concern is still present in the depth of the subject’s psyche and evidently comes to the fore during subsequent phases of relaxation. However this may be, some twenty days after we had sent the money order, our friend manifested himself to us at the beginning of the session, when the glass began to move. “Bettina and Filippo here. Who are you?” Quintilio. “How are you, Quintilio?” Fine, he replied, but there is the little debt you have with me. “What debt are you talking about?” The work Mario did for you. “What is the amount I owe him?”. Quintilio specified the amount, though of course it was well known to us. I then asked him: Where are you at this moment?”. At home, watching television (which, be it noted, is a typical situation of relax). “We sent you the amount you mention twenty days ago by means of a money order. I will call you on the ’phone, that will clear matters up more easily”. Thanks. “Fare thee well, Quintilio”. The ’phone call I made immediately afterwards not only confirmed that Quintilio was watching television at the time (though this is quite normal for him at that time of the evening), but also assured me that Quintilio had received the money order rather quickly. In actual fact, therefore, he had nothing to worry about. Shortly afterwards, during the same session, we discussed the phenomenon with the guide Tito, who, honouring us with his visit, made an attempt to explain what had happened. Only many months later, when we returned to Roccamassima, did we learn from Quintilio himself that, even though the money order had arrived quite quickly, he had had to wait several days before he could get it cashed. It was the time when the local post office was busy paying pensions. Fearing that the available cash might not be sufficient to pay all the pensions, the manager of the local post office had accorded precedence to the pensioners and accordingly had deferred payment of our order. This waiting period had greatly irritated our friend: since he had not succeeded in cashing the order for several days, the practical effect was exactly the same as if we had not sent the money at all and that was the reason why, mediumistically, he “reminded” us of the debt we owed him. The fact that his mental request reached us at a time when there was no longer any reason for it can be explained by the coming into play of the phenomenon mentioned above (i. e. persistence of the now unjustified concern deep down in Quintilio’s mind and its coming to the fore in a situation of relax in front of the television set). It would hardly be reasonable to suppose that our friend wanted to deceive us, not even at the unconscious level: quite apart from our friendship and absolute mutual confidence, what point would there have been in telling us that the money had not arrived at the post office when its effective arrival was so readily documentable? The conceptual error made by Quintilio (or, more precisely, by the part of him that unconsciously manifested itself to us) can be more readily explained as follows: an unconscious mechanism had come into play, by virtue of which the non-payment of the money by the post office had been converted into my failure to settle my debt. (I speak of “me” rather than of “us”, because in the mentality of Rocca it is the man who does everything, while the wife is merely a wholly negligible appendage of his). It was at the unconscious level that my image had taken the place of that of the post office manager, and the phantomatic Quintilio who presented himself to us about a fortnight after the “real” Quintilio had effectively obtained payment of the money was in perfectly good faith in considering the mishap to be my doing (XCV).

B)
On another occasion, after Bettina and I had bought some property, I went to my bank in the company of the owner who had sold it to us, whom I shall henceforth call Maestro Verdini (a fine musician, but hypersensitive and superapprehensive as a person), and asked that a banker’s draft be prepared for him in a sum that covered a very considerable proportion of the agreed purchase price. Maestro Verdini, in turn, was to give this sum to a certain Mrs. Angelucci (all these name, of course, are purely fictitious), owner of a delightful seaside villa that Maestro Verdini desired to purchase with the proceeds of the property he had sold to us. Leaving the bank, Verdini had actually told me that, endorsing the cheque, he would immediately turn it over to “close the deal”, which was very dear to his heart. The little villa pleased him more than he could say and, paying such a conspicuous sum as a down payment, he would to all intents and purposes have made his dream come true; a down payment, of course, can always be returned, but if Mrs. Angelucci had chosen to do this, she would have had to pay back twice the sum that Verdini had given her. And then there was also a second prospective buyer of the villa lying in wait, a journalist, it would seem, though Verdini had not said anything else about him: but how much would he have had to pay for the house in order to compensate its owner for having to return twice such a conspicuous sum? Not even if he had been an Arab sheikh... In short, there was good reason to think that Maestro Verdini was batting on a dead-ball wicket. And yet, the very evening of the day on which I had given him the banker’s draft that he intended to endorse for Mrs. Angelucci’s benefit, Maestro Verdini manifested himself mediumistically to us in the course of a communication: he seemed to be thoroughly worried by the idea that he could lose a deal that one could suppose to have been closed and settled. I asked him whether he had actually made the down payment to Mrs. Angelucci, and he replied, quite expressly and inequivocably, that he had done so. I therefore asked him what he was worrying about: If the journalist gives a greater amount, he ousts me. How much, then, would the journalist have to offer? And if he had not previously offered a reasonable amount, why should he suddenly offer such an excessive sum? But none of my arguments seemed capable of calming the good maestro, who – as it afterwards transpired – had indeed reason for being worried: as I later discovered, he had not at that time made any down payment at all. Why? There had been some unexpected mishap. No matter what the reason, however, the fact was that the deal, unbeknown to us and contrary to our expectation, had not been closed and Verdini was in a state of’ great apprehension. Though it could hardly be explained in the light of what we knew at the time, Verdini’s apprehension was a fact and it was this fact that we learnt as a result of his wholly unexpected mediumistic communication. But the information he gave us about his actual situation was not exact. Once again, so at least it seems to me, one cannot speak of deceit (not even at the unconscious level): why, indeed, should the maestro have told us that he had given the cheque to Mrs. Angelucci, though in actual fact he had not done so at all? The fact is that both Bettina and I were convinced that he had given it to her. And it would seem that it was this conviction of ours (the conviction of the two channels) that had acted in the sense of influencing if not Maestro Verdini himself (who at that moment was probably sitting at home and watching television like Quintilio), at least his greatly worried emanation that came to manifest itself to us through ourselves (XCIV).

Returning now to the manifestations and communications of the deceased (which are the ones of more immediate interest in the present context), it seems to me that – in the light of what we have so far considered – particular significance attaches to the following dialogue that on a certain occasion took place between Tonino and myself. He had given me a surname, A., but I had not subsequently succeeded in finding it in the telephone directory of either Varese or any of the nearby townships. It may be worthwhile to quote the conversation verbatim: Tony OK OK. “Hallo Tony. Let me ask you something right away: is your surname to be found in any telephone directory?” It can’t be found because I do not remember. “Why is that?” In our condition one makes great mistakes. “Could you be a little clearer, please, and explain to me exactly what is happening?”. If for example you ask the surname and who happens to be talking to you does not remember it, he will invent one or fish it in your mind. “So that the surname A...” Could be mine or that of a friend. “But when you gave it to me, were you convinced that it was your true surname?” Yes. These are automatic answers. “And thinking about it more thoroughly, is it really your surname?” I don’t think so. “You don’t remember your surname, then?”. No. “Mmm”. You are perplexed. “To say the least, I could not but be perplexed”. You should know that there are many who want to communicate. At last the moment arrives and one wants to talk, talk, and talk. Instead you ...:‘What is your name?’, ‘Where did you live?’, ‘When did you die?’. “Some friends of mine, especially those of the gentle sex, go into ecstasy and rapture no matter what a spirit tells them; I, on the other hand, am engaged in research and therefore I formulate specific questions”. At this point, for fear you may close down, one says the first name one remembers. “But were you in good faith with me?”. Yes, I speak for myself. “You were in good faith, then; and at this moment you can’t remember, is that right?”. Yes. “And you can’t even remember whether you lived at Varese or, let us say, Como or Sondrio, if I understand you rightly”. Yes. Who communicates has a particular preoccupation and wants to get it off his mind at all costs. “And did you speak the truth when you told me about your death in a motorcycle accident?” It need not necessarily be true. If my problems are still excessively vital and I still want to live an eartblike existence... “Earthlike is a word of my own invention” (Translator's Note: The word here used by the Author, “similterreno”, is indeed entirely of his own making). Yes. “Do you like it?” Yes, yes. “And therefore if you still want to live an earthlike existence. All’s fair to communicate. “But the story of your mortal accident?”. I say it is true. “While you communicate with us, I quite understand that this fact of incarnating yourself in us conditions you and limits you. But afterwards, when you return to your sphere, do you remember the things that previously you could not remember?”. Sometimes yes, sometimes no, it depends on the energies (LXXXV). 

The contents of our conversation with Tonino found further confirmation, though not without some added details, in the following exchanges we later had with Venanzio S., who had been the postman of a village near Viterbo while on earth. “We are happy to know you”, I told him, “but, seeing that we are engaged in an experiment, we have to put a very special question to you and would ask you to answer it with the utmost

frankness is it possible that some of the information you have so far given us about yourself is inexact?” Perhaps the surname. “Is the name Venanzio correct?”. Yes. “Is the date of death certain?” Yes. “Is it certain that you were a postman?” Yes. “And the age at which you died?” The age is certain because on my birthday everybody said:‘Only 5 more for the century’ “Venanzio, could you please explain to us the mechanism that could at times give rise to a wrong surname? How do you experience that moment? What do you feel?”. Not remembering it, I would have to pause and fear of losing the contact makes you say another. “But could it not be that this reaction of yours is to some extent brought about by artfulness at the conscious level?” There is no time to be artful. “So that the artfulness is wholly the work of the unconscious (that is to say, a part of you that acts without your knowledge, without your being aware of it)?” Yes (CLXIV).

In space (in the sphere, that is) my memories are more vivid. Not so much data, I would say, but sensations, atmospheres, in the manner of Proust to be sure, Ugo explained to us. When I become tuned in to you, my communication memory is different. It seems to become drowsy and dominated mainly by the channels (CLV).

On another occasion I asked Sirio whether a soul could really be in good faith when giving wrong anagraphical or biographical information about himself: Yes, because he believes them true, replied our guide. “Could it be that self-suggestion comes into play?”. Could be, but in unconscious form. Sirio later went on to explain the matter as follows: in such cases it is not a lie: it is an automatic reply. The fact is that, very often, the communicating entity does not have any precise memories of its own, not even when all alone in the sphere, that is to say, before coming to us and being limited, conditioned and influenced by thus becoming incarnated within us. In such cases, as Sirio told us, the entity does not have a name, not least because he does not need it. Souls remember the things that regard the life they lead here, our guide went on (the here evidently referring to the spiritual spheres), and it is [only] terrene data that fade away (CLII).

Another soul – once again with a name that had faded into oblivion and. who suggested we should call him Joyous Energy – confirmed and summarized the matter in the following terms: An entity captures your expectation of a precise answer and an automatic force thus makes him say a name on which he then founds an entire construction. “An entirely fictitious autobiography is that what you mean?” By automatisms. “Will the soul become aware of the error on returning to the sphere?” No, because of the change of frequency. “Can the entity’s name and the life spent on earth be remembered while in the sphere?” Depends on the degree of evolution. “Could you give us some examples?” Yes. In early reawakening stages there are difficulties. In the very elevated stages the name no longer exists. In some intermediate stages, when there is form and you live in an. environment similar to the earthly one, you do have memories in the sphere, but there are transmission difficulties when you come in contact with the channels. “Would these transmission difficulties be similar to the ones exparienced by our friend Annibale, an entity who, after consulting a book in an astral library, transmitted to us the last word or the content of the last page?” Yes. Many are due to your not being mediums: you don’t give much help. “These entities therefore do not realize that they have given a wrong name, surname and biographical information?” And they do not remember (CLIII).

At this point I think it will be useful to quote part of an interview we had with the guide Tito for it helps to delve more deeply into the matter: Since you insist on identification, Tito explained, the soul speaking to you becomes influenced (or shall we say hypnotized?) by your expectation: he says a fictitious name and around it constructs a story with  unconscious elements of yours and his own distant earth memories. “Do you mean that the story is the result of his own distant earth memories and suggestion that we may make unconsciously?” Yes. “Could you enlarge a little on your passing mention of hypnosis?”. I think the soul acts like a hypnotized human subject, entering a state of hypnosis when you ask to be told name and other data. The name he gives is taken from your own unconscious. Or it is a synthesis of the name. of a person dear to him and the surname of a friend he had on earth. At this point you act as hypnotizer with the suggestion of your questions. “Returning to the sphere after the communication with us, does the entity remember his true name?” The dramatization that occurred with you is not remembered when the soul returns to the spheres (CLIV).

Let us now conclude this review of things said by the entities themselves by quoting a passage from a conversation we had with Agostino. “I have noted”, I said to him, “a certain passivity in you souls when you talk to us. It seems you are dominated by our initiative. Your answers seem strongly conditioned by the questions we put to you and by the whole of our approach”. The interviewer’s culture is most important. “What part does it play?” It arouses within us the desire to give as exact and exhaustive a concept as possible. “Let me give you an example. Your spheres closest to the earth have a clearly earthlike and anthropomorphic character: souls of human appearance move in mental environments similar to those on earth, in mental meadows, astral woods, etc. And yet, certain friends of mine who have been receiving communications for years are completely unaware of this earthlike character of the astral world of the lower spheres”. But they exclude it from the very start and their expectation is a message of love, peace, fraternity. “Etcetera, etcetera”. Yes. “Must I conclude that if I do not expect X, X will not be revealed to me and will therefore remain unknown to me? The content of the communications would thus seem to be strongly influenced by our questions and expectations”. And here is Agostino’s reply: If instead of the questions you say ‘Speak!’ and the questions are formulated in your mind, the message will still be thus. “Before you come to me (I use the singular only to simplify the matter), you stay in your sphere, where you are yourself. Then you come to me. What happens and what changes in you as a result of this passage?” A greater outflow of energies, an abstraction from my world, a concentration for the communications. “When you are staying in your sphere, you are Agostino. Then you come to me and, using me as channel, you become – as it were – a new integrated personage that we could call Agostino+Filippo. Is that right?” Yes. I apport a part of you. “As Agostino+Filippo you are limited by me, you cannot say things that are outside my knowledge and my expectations. But at this point our usual critics could jump up and object: ‘Of course, Agostino cannot say anything that Filippo does not know, seeing that he is nothing other than a secondary personality of Filippo himself’. How would you reply to these... impolite people?” Our answers have to be compared with other studies, with books, with research, and then we see that Agostino is not Filippo, even though he uses his language (CXXVII).

This only serves to bring out even more clearly the difficulties inherent in a true identification of entities, ‘in determining their exact being and the genuine contribution they make as sources clearly distinguishable from ourselves. These difficulties must not discourage us, they should rather represent a challenge that will stimulate us to select more adequate subjects, to intensify the experiments, to invent new methodologies, to confront and compare the data in ever more precise fashion and, at the same time, consider them in an ever widening speculative horizon.


The entities encourage our efforts, they help, experiment with us and give us extremely useful information, they too try to delve further into the questions. An increasingly close encounter between our two worlds seems to be very close to the hearts of the entities: when all is said and done, indeed, they may be even more interested in it than we.

And if in the end it should all turn out to be nothing other than a sublime illusion, we would still console ourselves with the idea that an organic, systematic experimentation in this field will never constitute a waste of time: if nothing else, it will lead us to a better understanding of the most recondite mechanisms of the human mind and enable us to throw more light on the famous unconscious: if indeed it is as omnivalent as it is said to be, its structure must be very complex and well worthy of being further investigated.

In any case, turning one’s back on the problem is wholly negative. Let us therefore take courage and face it with all the necessary impartiality and freedom from prejudice.
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