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INTRODUCTION

This book is particularly dedicated to the friends of the Hope Movement.

What does this magic word, which specifies the Movement actually mean?

It is hope that there is not entirely the end with the death of the physical body.

Furthermore, it is hope of survival and meeting one another once again in a world
that is much better than this one.

Finally, at the very most, it is the hope of eternal life: in other words, of a life that is
not only indestructible, but full and perfect.

We are involved in a vast and profound spiritual experience all together. We have
passed through a kind of initiation. This initiation has been terribly painful as far as
many of us are concerned: as can be, above all, the loss of a son at a young age or of the
beloved partner of one’s own life. It could have been less traumatic for others: the
initiation to the great problems of life and death, for many more of us, happens in a
more natural and spontaneous manner, due to a gradual deepening.

The arrival point is nevertheless a gain of consciousness. It gives rise to something
that we can testify to others: a message that we can pass on to all our fellow human
brothers and sisters.

Generally speaking, human beings, and especially the men and women of this
civilization that is so advanced in science and technology but intimately so barren, are
in great need of somebody capable of bearing witness of the other dimension.

Now then, what is this other dimension? How can we define it? One instinctively
answers: it is the dimension to which the immortal part of us comes with our physical
death.

However, it is not only this. In a certain further prospect, it appears to be the
dimension of God, which welcomes us into its heart and gives us eternal life.

Eternal life is not pure and simple survival. One can live well or also badly: one
could also survive badly.

Eternal life is, as I have said, surviving forever; however, it is yet something more: it
is surviving in the fullness of life, of good, of perfection, of happiness.

An idea of what eternal life could mean is already given to us by a well known
episode from the Gospel. There was a time in which everybody abandoned Jesus and
almost created a void around him. So then Jesus turned to his apostles and asked them:
“Perhaps you too would also like to go away?” However Peter, speaking on behalf of
everyone, replied: “Lord, to whom should we go away? You have the word of eternal
life”.

Peter’s words to me, as a believer, are like an entreaty to ask myself the Lord Jesus
Christ the question: “Why do you Lord, and you alone, have the word of eternal life?”

And he is the answer that I myself would feel inspired to give: “Because you, Lord,
are God, who gives himself unboundedly to us and you finally incarnate yourself in us.
You infuse your divine, infinite, eternal life into each one of us on all levels. You save
and deify everything of us. Furthermore, everything that is rightly dear to us, all of our
most holy affections, all our authentic values are raised to your eternal kingdom: so that
nothing is lost and everything is obtained once again and more in absolute measures in
you who are the Absolute”.

The other dimension is the dimension of the Absolute that instills an absolute
meaning to our whole life: that also gives an absolute meaning to the life of this worldly
dimension.

Now here is what the other dimension says to us: “You have not only been made to
worry about chasing material and ephemeral possessions, you are not only made to
work and consume in the great productive machine which, after having exploited you in



every way possible, will at last see to discharging you in the same way as urban waste.
The world is not an immense termitarium. Life is not a meaningless reality which
expands like an immense tumor, one does not know why and towards what. Life has an
absolute meaning. We are creatures of God, destined to eternal, full and perfect life, to
absolute and divine life. The kingdom of God is created, although with difficulty, by
struggling with evil, amidst pain and travail, however it is a reality destined to embrace
heaven and earth. And we all collaborate to this building that is being erected: each one
of our deeds, no matter how small, is a small stone which we carry to build, on all
levels, that which will be our eternal paradise”.

This is the real meaning of life that has been given to us to grasp. Needless to say
that what we have is a wonderful privilege compared to the hundreds of millions of our
fellow men who flounder about in the darkness chasing deceptive small lights.

It is a privilege for which many of us pay very dearly. However, we should consider
it in itself, in what we have positively gained from it: as a blessing.

Furthermore, I would immediately like to add, as the responsibility of each one of us
and as the commitment to also give a little bit of help to others, to bring them a little bit
of light.

In other words, the experience of which we are the beneficiaries and the message of
which we are the bearers have a double aspect, which we can precisely distinguish with
the two expressions survival and eternal life. The two aspects should be kept rather
separate from one another, so as not to confuse the two levels.

Survival is limiting oneself to dying in the body, whereas the soul subsists
unimpaired in the spiritual dimension.

Survival may only be a temporary and provisional fact: it could be followed by the
dissolution of what is left of our personality. Nevertheless, it is already a first fact. So
how do we become aware of it? Through a whole series of experiences. These are the
out-of-the-body experiences and the near-death ones, of which many people still living
on this earth are witness. Then there are the mediumistic testimonies of those who claim
to be disincarnate, who come to communicate with us. We can analyze all of these
experiences, we can compare them to one another and consider them all together: we
will see that they make up a vast coherent picture.

The vision of this immense fresco - or, if one prefers, of this immense mosaic made
up of tesserae obtained from the most varied experiences - strongly suggests us survival.

I said it suggests us survival; it does not convincingly, scientifically, objectively
demonstrate it to us one hundred per cent. However, it offers us enough to make it a
reasonable hypothesis, a well-grounded belief, a relatively well-founded opinion, a
probable and plausible human certainty.

Needless to say it is clear enough that the acquisition of that point of view is
nevertheless made possible by the fact that the subject possesses some intuitive ability,
a certain “knowing how to see”, a discreet dose of understanding, not only, but also of
good will.

Survival is infered on the basis of the phenomena that suggest it, as we have already
said: once we have brought this discourse to an end, then what is left to accomplish -
above all, left to be started yet - is the discourse of eternal life, which belongs to a very
different level.

The discourse concerning survival starts from frontier parapsychology, which can
alone give it a concrete, empirical reference. One could say that it is a scientific
discourse: regarding a science, however, that plays heavily on intuition, on the
researcher’s sensitiveness, on his flair, on his intimate maturation. Furthermore, it is
research which receives its guidance from a precise formulation of thought, which
makes up its theoretical model.



On the contrary, the discourse regarding eternal life is a metaphysical-religious one.
It also starts from an experience: however it concerns an inner experience, it concerns a
spiritual experience. We therefore find ourselves on a completely different level from
that of a consideration of paranormal phenomena. The difference is also due to the fact
that the paranormal phenomena express themselves in a more positive and objectifiable
manner, whereas the data of a pure spiritual experience are only drawn insofar as the
subject makes himself receptive by means of an inner maturation.

I will dedicate a long chapter of this book on this rather clumsy attempt of mine to
talk about eternal life, to give at least a short account of it, whereas the beginning
chapters will be left entirely dedicated to the phenomena, experiences and cases which
suggest survival.

I have dedicated other books on the phenomena which suggest survival. In one of
them, which goes by the title of Le esperienze di confine e la vita dopo la morte
(Frontier experiences and life after death, Edizioni Mediterranee, Rome 1986
[reproposed in this internet site www.convivium-roma.it under the title The phenomena
which suggest survival]), 1 carried out a comparative analysis of the testimonies of
living men and women concerning their out-of-the-body and near-death experiences, as
well as the testimonies obtained through mediumistic channels from the alleged
deceased concerning their crisis of death and life after death. I exclusively referred to
other people’s research in this book.

On the contrary, in a subsequent volume which goes by the title of Collogui con
I’altra dimensione (Conversations with the beyond, Edizioni Mediterranee, Rome 1987
[book sold out but to be found both in the Italian and English sections of our internet
site above mentioned]) I carried out reports of mediumistic communications which I
personally maintained. Whilst on this subject I have yet to mention my other two
volumes Sette anime dell’antica Roma (Seven souls of ancient Rome) and Eternita
(Eternity; Luigi Reverdito Editore, Gardolo di Trento, 1989 and 1990. [The first one is
reproposed in the English section under the title Channels to ancient Romel]).

In this volume I will restrict myself to almost exclusively (in other words, with the
sole exception of the third chapter) dealing with experiences had with entities that
manifest themselves as the surviving souls of people whom we (or one of us) had
already known when they were living on this earth. It is through the memories we have
of these people that we try to verify such a continuity however possible.

The communications are recorded through telewriting (a kind of owi-ja in the
broadest sense). This does not mean to say that we shut ourselves up in this form of
mediumism precluding all the others: every time it has been possible we have
experimented trance embodiment mediumism; more often we have proceeded with
automatic writing.

The fact is that it is not so easy to find subjects. When one actually does manage to
find one, he is not always available: he has his own things to do, he has his own work
and leisure commitments, maybe he feels like doing it today but has already changed his
mind by the next day and cancels the appointment for his own unquestionable reasons.
A more or less long period then ensues in which he is very busy. One has to then give
him another phone call much later on, waylay him, court his favour, re-motivate him,
and as soon as he comes back to us jump on him before he changes his mind again: a
whole series of things in which perhaps I do my very best, but am nevertheless not so
very good.

On the other hand, I have been lucky enough to find my subject, who on the whole is
much better, not only, but far more willing, my wife Bettina. Although I have begged
Bettina to let direct voices and levitation come to her so as to overshadow our dear



friend Demofilo Fidani, for the time being Bettina has not yet proved herself as much.
Let us hope for the future: the last word has not yet been said!

In order to contradict certain current prejudices, the afore-mentioned Collogui and
then the Sette anime dell’antica Roma and Eternita have already well shown what can
be obtained with telewriting, in terms of contents: in my opinion this is not of little
value, and I will leave the reader to judge the rest.

I owe the experience I refer to in my first chapter to our friend Fiamma Scalandretti,
whose mediumism appears considerable, but also limited, at least for the time being, to
telewriting. For Heaven’s sake, there is nothing wrong with this!

I owed these statements in order to reply in advance to the question of why
telewriting was the mediumism from which the experiences I set about to propose,
almost exclusively emerge from.

Furthermore, while we are on the subject, let us immediately say something which is
of use to give the non initiated readers themselves, an idea of how telewriting is
accomplished in the most concrete and plainest terms, at least in our research. Two
people sit down, one in front of the other, at a small table on which lies a square board
with the numbers of the alphabet (as well as the numbers from 0 to 9, some punctuation
marks, a yes and a no, a full stop, a question mark). A small, light and transparent glass
is placed on the board, or a small overturned transparent saucer, on which each one of
the subjects place one or two fingers.

If the thing works (that is to say, if at least one of the two subjects proves to be
particularly gifted) then one only has to wait for few instants: and the glass immediately
starts to move, to race across the board; it moves from one letter to the next so as to
form words, sentences and even long discourses.

We speak aloud, an invisible interlocutor replies in the afore-mentioned manner: in
this way even a very fast dialogue takes place, which someone can record. The records,
which I personally compile or which I entrust to be compiled by someone I can rely on
or trust (as the notaries say), or a person who is nevertheless under my watchful eye
since it is better not to trust anyone, are more than five hundred.

The time has come to briefly review the content of the various chapters.

The first, which I have already begun to talk about, is entirely dedicated to the
alleged mediumistic communications of the defunct Miriam Paolini: it is a remarkable
case due to the considerable amount of news that this mediumistic personage has
provided us with concerning the many different things that none of those present at the
séance knew about.

The second chapter refers to the communications with the mediumistic personages of
our friends’ children, who passed away at a very young age.

As a pure and simple comparison, which still has no external verification, the third
chapter is dedicated to those who present themselves as souls of young dead people,
whom none of us have ever known in this earthly life.

The fourth chapter examines cases of the self-styled defunct in a more adult age
(except for the case of a very young girl), who present themselves as members of our
friends’ families. Our friends are also capable of confirming the appearance, or not, of
elements of continuity in these cases.

The fifth chapter analyses the case of Stasia. This personage presented herself to me
as the disincarnated soul of a certain elderly woman whom, in her life on earth, I had
known along with her family. Throughout the course of five communications, she
gradually gave me data that I had ignored before, but which I was able to later verify
with the help of her granddaughter.

The sixth chapter is dedicated to two people whom I knew very well when they were
alive: that is to say, to a friend of mine and, with much greater ampleness, to my father.



Especially as far as the communications with my father are concerned, I have carried
out an in-depth analysis to see if and to what extent they are referable to the image of
him I have kept engraved forever on my memory.

The seventh chapter outlines the concept and the method of that which could be a
frontier parapsychology which truly opens up to the other dimension. It concerns
operating in a critical manner without being made prisoner of an exaggerated criticality
which is an inconclusive end in itself: it above all concerns relying upon a particular
sensitiveness. So how can one mature it? How can one refine it? Through an authentic
experience of paranormal phenomena experienced in first person.

In short but fundamental passages the eighth chapter outlines the vision our research
on frontier parapsychology has acquired, according to all appearances and probabilities,
concerning life after death and our ultimate destination.

The ninth chapter is dedicated to the Hope Movement, its origins, its meaning, its
possible development.

The tenth and final chapter is an attempt - although extremely inadequate in every
sense - to express a vision of eternal life which could confer an absolute meaning to our
entire existence. It concerns giving ourselves, and everything that is of value to us, well-
founded and plausible reasons of authentic hope.

I wish the reader to be well aware of the idea that, whereas the chapter on eternal life
refers to inner experience, to spiritual experience, and carries out considerations of a
philosophical and theological nature (needless to say, in an accessible form: he who, by
chance, is rather inexperienced on the subject, should not be too afraid!), on the other
hand, the chapters dedicated to the data which resulted from the experimentation have a
more rigorous character which is compatible with the nature of those particular
experiences to be examined.

Alongside this need to carry out a rigorous analysis, a serious study, there is the other
need to make all reports of these various phenomena at best legible. They are not only
proposed to the specialists in the field but also to common and simple people. It
concerns putting it into a clear and vivid language: and I can definitely not manage to do
this if, at every fifteen or twenty words, I have to add more involved expressions such
as the “alleged...”, the “supposed...” or the “communicating personage that presents
himself as the disincarnated soul of...” etc., etc. In order that after three or four pages of
my way of expounding the whole thing does not become completely unbearable, I will
restrict myself to referring to the entity with the name it has given to itself: I will
therefore refer that Tom (or Dick, or Harry) said this, answered thus, as if his clearly
identifiable existence were to be taken for granted.

I hasten to clarify, once and for all, that the thing is not at all to be taken for granted.
It only concerns an expressive manner I have used in order to make the reading more
fluent.

In other words, as far as this and every other account is concerned, I have done my
best to make it all reasonably legible to the widest range of people possible. So I bring
this introduction to an end, to go on to dealing with the single cases and topics step by
step, by wishing you all an enjoyable reading.



Chapter 1.
OUR COMMUNICATIONS WITH MIRIAM

Many of our friends of the Hope Movement are convinced of communicating with
their deceased loved ones.

We have proposed to verify this thing in some way in our experimental group at the
Convivium in Rome. First of all, we posed ourselves the question as to whether these
same entities were capable of also communicating with us in full coherence, and in
continuity also with experiences had in other contexts.

This is not a thriller novel where the murderer has to be revealed not before the last
page of the book, and it is useless to hold the reader in suspense more than is strictly
necessary: we can immediately say, with regards to the afore-mentioned problem we
posed ourselves, that at the end of a series of experiments we have reached a clearly
affirmative conclusion: according to all appearances, the entities which manifest
themselves to our friends have also come to communicate with us showing themselves
exactly in the same way, in full continuity and coherence.

I hereby propose to give a detailed report of all of this. I will start by dedicating this
chapter to our communications with Miriam. She is a female entity who, always
according to all appearances, should be identified with Miriam Paolini, born in Rome on
the 22 June 1966 and who died in a car accident near Cerveteri (not far from Rome) on
the 10 June 1984, just twelve days before her eighteenth birthday.

Her family lives in the same town. I have met her parents, Alberto and Marisa. Until
recently Alberto used to teach art in a middle school, and is a skilful painter; Marisa is a
secretary in another middle school. I have also met and interviewed Miriam’s brother
Marco and her sister Marzia. Her brother is a few years older than Miriam, whereas her
sister is a few years younger.

Miriam used to study at a school of art and had passed her final exams after the
fourth year of her course. On that fatal day her twenty-six year old boyfriend Ovidio
was celebrating his birthday: a group of friends had planned to celebrate the occasion
together by having dinner at the house of one of their school friends, Fiamma
Scalandretti, in Campo di Mare, a little place also not far from Rome along the Via
Aurelia.

Ovidio was supposed to arrive by himself, whereas the others were all coming from
Rome together in the same car: in a Fiat 124 driven by Marco. The passengers were
Fiamma and another two school friends, Daniela and Paola.

At a certain point the car was driving along Via Fontana Morella, which links Via
Aurelia with the little town of Cerveteri. The road was very narrow and winding and
lorries exceeding forty tons were prohibited from using it. Unfortunately, on the
umpteenth bend they found themselves right up against one of these lorries, which
seemed to have taken the bend too widely thus driving on the other side of the road into
the path of the oncoming car. The collision was unavoidable and tremendous: two girls,
Miriam and Paola, died in the crash.

Miriam left a diary, which she had started to write when she was fourteen. The
manuscript, which I had the chance of examining, is composed of a certain number of
large booklets. A reduced version of the diary was published by the publishing house
“La Parola” (The Word) with the title Miriam, una vita (Miriam, a life) and the sub-title
I pensieri segreti di una ragazza d’oggi (Secret thoughts of a modern day girl).

Miriam was definitely not like any other girl, nor was she ordinary: without any
doubt she had a very striking personality; she was a happy, cheerful girl and at the same
time extremely sensitive and profoundly good. Full of observations, written in a very



fluent, lively style, the diary revealed a definitely greater maturity in the young writer
on the whole than that of the girls of her age.

I met Marisa, Miriam’s mother, in June 1988 at a Hope Seminar which took place in
Rome at the Hotel Ergife and then I met her again in the following November at the
Congress of Parapsychology in Arezzo.

On this latter occasion I also met Fiamma, who told me she possessed psychic
powers and made herself available for experimentation work.

Marisa also appeared to be remarkably gifted with these powers and it appears that
Miriam manifests herself through her at a certain frequency. It seems that there is a kind
of direct thread between mother and daughter. Miriam can, so to say, “telephone” her
mother whenever she wishes, immediately communicating the substance of what she
wants to say to her, or giving her a kind of “ring” to persuade her to put herself into
greater contact by using the board and glass for a telewriting communication.

The first time I went to their house I had a telewriting communication with Miriam.
Usually two subjects operate in this type of mediumism. It is very rare that one subject
can operate alone, but this is precisely what Marisa did: she lay her forefinger on the
liquor glass, which was small in diameter, but, in proportion, rather tall. The glass very
clearly moved on its own and extremely fast too. The relationship between height and
diameter was such that, if it had been the subject moving the glass, then she would have
risked making it fall at any moment. Since also in this case the glass was kept
overturned, Marisa rested her finger on it - on the highest point, that is to say, on the
reverse side of its bottom - and only lightly touched it: only what was enough to give it
the necessary input of psychic energy. In this way her finger acted in the same way as
the trolley of a trolleybus, which transmits electricity without nevertheless influencing
the movement of the vehicle, which is autonomously driven by its driver.

Fiamma also mediumistically communicates using telewriting, but she does it with
the help of another subject, just as my wife Bettina does, who would not be able to do it
in any other way. It is not that only Marisa operates in her peculiar manner, but it is
nevertheless a very rare thing: out of all of our subjects only Giulia (another friend of
ours) is capable of operating alone, and all the other subjects only work in couples.

Miriam intervened every time in the following mediumistic experiences had by us
with Fiamma. It was not however exclusively her, since other entities gradually
presented themselves.

The first time that Bettina and I met together to experiment with Fiamma, that is to
say on the 28 December 1988 at 18.00, two of our friends were also present: husband
and wife Carmelo and Maria Grazia Crea.

Another soul came to us for the first time, who said very little of himself, also
because we only remained in communication with it for a very short while. It had been
our wish to speak to Miriam, who actually presented herself immediately afterwards by
using her nickname: Mry.

After having exchanged brief compliments, Mry invited me to telephone her mother.
Her exact words were: Do telephone. “To whom?” I asked. The glass moved towards
me going off the board; then it came back to add: He has to call M[um]. “Is she at
home?” I asked again. Yes, replied Miriam. Introduce yourself: she knows.

So I plucked up courage and picked up the telephone receiver that is on a small table
within arm’s length and dialed her number. Marisa answered the phone. I still did not
know her very well, having only spoken very briefly to her a couple of times; however,
for the love of science, I gathered all my cheek (the courage of the shy) and told her that
I was in communication, together with Fiamma, with Miriam.



What was the immediate reason of telephoning Marisa? In saying, referring to me,
He has to call Mum, Mry had used the third person as she was actually personally
speaking to Fiamma to explain to her: Verify message for you.

Immediately after she turned to her mother with the words: Hello Mummy, I wrote to
her the evening at eight o’clock.

Apart from the fact that I was unable to check the exactness of the time, what on
earth was it about? One has to go back to a small antecedent fact. Two days earlier, on
the 26" December, on Boxing Day, Marisa had invited Fiamma and Ovidio to lunch;
however, strangely enough, Fiamma did not turn up, nor did she let anyone know why.
At a certain point Ovidio phoned Fiamma’s house to see what had happened and her
brother answered that she had gone out, without saying anything else. What had
happened? Fiamma had had a very unpleasant argument with her family, which had
worn her out, to the point that she had completely forgotten that she had been invited to
Marisa’s house for lunch. So, with the precise intention of justifying her friend’s
absence, Miriam had communicated with her mother, among other things, using the
exact words, that Fiamma’s “batteries had gone flat”, in other words, she was worn out.

It is regarding the “flat batteries” that two days before the words vital force referred
to, with which Miriam now remembered that unpleasant situation concerning poor
Fiamma, whom she affectionately referred to by using her nickname Fifi. Her mum had
to get into touch with her, who is a dear friend. She had to transmit the message to her
with which Mry not only wanted to justify her absence but also make mum give Fifi a
few words of encouragement.

It seems that Fiamma’s family situation also improved, if we wish to interpret the
words Fifi out of danger at home like this.

Miriam told her mum that she also had to come to experiment here at ours with
Fiamma: She, mum, has to come one day here with you.

She wanted her mum to phone her friend: Mum, you too have to call Fifi.
Furthermore, she wanted her to invite her to lunch or dinner again. As a matter of fact,
that same evening it just so happened that mum has to prepare artichokes (as a matter of
fact, Marisa, who was already preparing them, confirmed this to me). So Miriam
peremptorily told her: Invite Fifi. And she explained to us: There’s a present for Fifi.

Marisa confirmed to me that there actually was a little present for Fiamma, which
had already been ready for another occasion: “Apart from the piece of coal” (candy coal
is traditionally given to “naughty” children on the Feast of the Epiphany in Italy), she
added jokingly scolding her.

The Paolini’s house is in a place called Decima, right on the road that Mr. and Mrs.
Crea have to drive along in order to go back home. They very willingly gave Fiamma a
lift to Paolini’s, where she found both artichokes and a present waiting for her.

As one can see, the primary intentionality of Miriam’s visit she made to us on that
first day, the 28t December, was to make her mother meet her dear friend again and to
put them back in touch, just as when they had gone to Arezzo together (always
following the suggestion of the lovely, amicable, very active, enterprising Mry).

This first experience of ours with Miriam proved to be practical however also from
another point of view: it provided us scholars of the paranormal with the outstanding
elements of verification. Let us have a look at them.

In passing Miriam had given us the name of one of her uncles, whom was ignored by
Fiamma and even more so by the others present: Mario. She defined him as being a
good uncle. He was her uncle from her mother’s side, Marisa’s brother.

Then Mry revealed a little secret to us concerning her younger sister: Marzia cried
secretly. Not even Marisa knew about this. She only confirmed this to me after having
asked her daughter; and it was Marzia herself who confided to me that she had been



feeling sad right around the time of Christmas, when the absence of one’s loved ones is
felt in a deeper and more tormenting manner.

Another verification, one that is extremely precise, accurate and detailed, is the
following. Marisa tells me on the telephone to ask Miriam what her mother had done for
her that same day. Her daughter answered: Pink flowers. As a matter of fact her mother
had gone to the cemetery of Prima Porta in Rome, with a friend, Maria, mother of a boy
who was also buried there. She had laid “pink flowers”, Dutch daisies which are pink in
colour, on Miriam’s grave.

What else did her mum do? She cleaned the whole tombstone and Polly’s too. It
turns out that Marisa had cleaned and tidied up both graves. Polly is Paola’s nickname,
the other girl who had died in the same accident. Her mum had laid the same flowers on
Polly’s grave. This is also correct. The details of that visit to the cemetery were
consequently confirmed to me by Maria when I interviewed her at a later date.

At this point Miriam gave us another little piece of news in the same telegraphic
style: Photograph Marzia’s room changed place. It concerned a photo of Miriam, that
Marzia had placed on a kind of shelf in the room she used to share with her sister and
now occupied alone. “Why has it been moved?” I asked. To make her see it better, was
the answer. And as a matter of fact it had been placed to face more outwardly, more on
the edge, which made it more visible.

However the answer did not satisfy her mother, who, always through me asked what
the real reason for moving it was. Large vase explained Miriam. Too big: flowers given
to Mry. Who gave them to you? Anna and Ovidio.

What flowers had Ovidio brought? White orchids and 1 red rose. Marisa confirmed
that the photograph had been moved in order to place a larger vase that could hold the
whole display of flowers that the ever mindful Ovidio had wanted to give his Mry. It
concerned a wonderful arrangement of white orchids and red roses. However, there
were seven red roses, not just one.

Fiamma herself did not know anything about all of this. The exact determination of
the kind of flowers given to Mry still causes astonishment for those who know just how
difficult the transmission of news that does not concern mere feelings and moods but
exact data in séances is. First the “pink flowers”, then “the white orchids”, and finally a
“red rose” is mentioned, although it did not concern one red rose but seven.

I mentioned this to Miriam on her following visit (two days later, on the 30™
December). “Dear Miriam”, I said to her, “all the news you have given us has been
confirmed by your mother. You have only made one mistake. Ovidio did not give you
one rose but seven”. Fifi’s fault, was her joking reply, and a rather crafty one at that
coming from our invisible friend. “Fifi’s fault?” I answered. “Let’s lay the blame on her
then. Nevertheless there were seven roses. They are expensive: one should not say that
there were less of them”. One was more expensive.

Now let’s have a look at Anna’s flowers. When I went to see Marisa in the end to
interview Marco and Marzia, 1 tried to understand who exactly this woman who had
given the flowers was. When Marisa gave the surname of a certain lady who had given
the flowers, Marzia immediately answered that this lady was not in fact called Anna.
Half an hour later the mystery was solved when we moved on to communicating with
Miriam. It was Mry herself who, on her own initiative had wanted to explain the
situation: it concerned another lady, whom nobody had thought about. Her name was in
fact Anna. How come nobody had thought of her? The fact is that Anna had given
Marisa a little plant, always for Mry, and had handed it to her at school, where Marisa
left it in the secretary’s office. This plant was nevertheless for me insisted Miriam.
Therefore, its rightful place was on the shelf where it ideally if not actually was.



During her first experience with our research group of the Convivium, Miriam
mentioned a meeting that had taken place the day before, on the 27™ December, at the
house of a lady called Daniela, who had also lost a son. Without calling her by name
Daniela, Miriam obviously referred to the meeting with Daniela when she said: Mum
went there once. Her son and Marilena come.

From the context it is not easy to understand whether “the son” is Daniela’s or
Fiorenza’s, another friend of ours. Marilena is clearly Eleonora’s daughter. Fiorenza’s
son and Eleonora’s daughter died together in a car accident. Maria Grazia had just said
that she knew both mothers. It so happens that they both came to experiment with us
two days later: and, according to all appearances, they obtained communications with
their children.

At this point, in order to be thorough, I also have to mention news verified by all the
witnesses. By referring once more to that meeting that was held at Daniela’s the day
before, Miriam said that there was a message... also for Filippo, in other words, for me,
from a soul who had presented itself as Andrea followed by another voice of an older
man (probably a grandfather). 1t simply concerned Christmas wishes, we are not sure
from who, but nevertheless always well accepted.

The untiring Miriam also showed herself to her during that meeting and, interrogated
by her mother through myself regarding which souls were present, she answered:
Roberto, Luca, Fiorella, Polly, Stefano. Marisa intervened in that meeting, and it was
through her that the souls that were present had communicated. She gave me some more
details about the meeting, which other people (Eleonora, Daniela and Maria, all three
have already been named) later confirmed. There was only some disagreement
regarding two wishes for “Filippo”, and about these five souls that had supposedly
manifested themselves: Marisa said that she had heard their voices on the recorder,
whereas neither Maria nor Daniela did.

Let us move onto Miriam’s second manifestation to our experimental group of the
Convivium: it took place two days later, that is to say, on the 30" December 1988.
However, this séance was organised for Eleonora and Fiorenza, so that they could have
a meeting with their children. This is why neither Fiamma nor Carmela nor Maria
Grazia were present. Miriam was not expected; nevertheless, with her typical untiring
attention that she has for others she fulfilled her desire to accompany the two “youths”
and therefore gave us the pleasure of an extra visit which was warmly welcomed by us
and of great significance for the purpose of our research.

I have given a report regarding the conversations, communications with Marilena,
Eleonora’s daughter, and Giovanni, Fiorenza’s son, in the following chapter as this one
is entirely dedicated to Mry.

Miriam was the first to present herself and she gave me the possibility of clarifying
certain points of the communication held two days earlier. We then interrupted this
dialogue since, in order to say it using the words of our invisible friend, they were
impatient. The conversation with Miriam, which was interrupted to give room to the
two young souls whom she had accompanied, was then taken up again at the end.

In the meantime I had tried to telephone Marisa finding her at home this time too.
(She could also have been out of doors, but Miriam told me that her mother was at
home). I requested her to ask her daughter a couple of questions about things we did not
know, just like we had done two days before.

This time, since Fiamma was not present, Bettina acted as the carrying element.
When both Fiamma and Maria Grazia were present I preferred to make them operate
together, as they matched each other better, or got on better: therefore Bettina was
normally excluded and she was limited to the role of an observer (although she was still
rather involved in the not so easy task of following the letters and words marked one by



one by the glass at a dizzying speed). On the contrary, this time it was Bettina who
uninterruptedly operated as a mediumistic channel.

During the initial conversation with Miriam, Bettina and I acted as a couple. At a
certain point, since as Miriam had said, Marilena was the most “impatient”, I let myself
be replaced by Marilena’s mother, Eleonora, as the channel. When Giovanni’s turn
came, Fiorenza took over. Therefore, when Miriam came back in the end, Fiorenza and
Bettina were acting as the channels. At this point it concerned seeing whether and how
Miriam could have given any news regarding things that were unknown to all of those
present, in Fiamma’s absence, through different human channels.

So, after I had told Miriam that her mother was on the phone, I added: “We need to
ask you two short questions to see how Bettina works compared to how Fiamma’s
mediumism works (even if it appears that Fiamma seems to be a cut above). Your mum
is asking you whether you can give her confirmation of that message you sent today to
her for another person”. Miriam’s exact words in reply were: The message is to help
him.

“To help who?” Mum knows. “Every now and then you repeat this phrase. With
“Mum knows” we have the jolly, the passe-partout... Your mum says you’re a bit of a
rascal. She continues to say that you are doing nothing wrong by giving us this
information. However, maybe you can’t remember, or maybe you can’t transmit this
datum at this moment since you are expressing yourself through Bettina and not
Fiamma. Can you specify the person for whom the message is destined, or something
regarding the message itself?” At this point the glass did not move.

I insisted: “Can you give me any answer?” The answer this time was: No. “Do you
consider it to be a secret? Shall we try with more simple information? Your mum is
asking you if you can tell her who is at home with her in this moment”. She answered:
Dad, Marzia.

As a matter of fact both of them were at home, even though it was only 19.00: a time
in which they might easily not have been at home. One should not confuse the habits of
the Romans with those of northern Italians: one normally sits down to dinner at half past
eight in the evening in Rome or even nine o’clock.

“However, your mum says”, I continued, “that there is also another person at home”.
More silence from Miriam. But this did not discourage me (anyway, I had already
earned the reputation of being an annoying person a long time ago, in the other
dimension as well as this one): “Mry, maybe you can’t manage to say who that person is
through Bettina’s mediumism. There’s no need to worry, it doesn’t matter. Are you
having a few problems? Are Dad and Marzia there?” Yes. “And who else is there?” No
reply. At this point I felt it was better to leave it. “Is there anything else you want to tell
your mum?” I love her. And that was all for now.

Even though Miriam’s answers were limited they nevertheless deserve to be
commented on: as scanty as they were, after being analysed with more attention they
proved, despite everything, to be particularly important.

Let us analyze the first answer: the message is to help him. As indicated by the
masculine pronoun it concerned helping a man. As we have seen by this profusion of
female names that has been accumulated here, it is clear that of the people involved in
this type of problem there seems to be a clear majority of women. Therefore admitting
that there actually was a person who needed help then it was much less likely that it
concerned a man.

Who was this man? Marisa later explained to me that it concerned a certain man
whose wife had died a couple of days ago. He was totally distraught: in her death he
saw the end of everything, of all hope. Everything was ready that day in church for the
funeral service and they were only waiting for his arrival to start. He had already left



home, but at the last minute he decided that he no longer wanted to enter the church
because he said that it was nothing more than a senseless empty ceremony. At that
moment Marisa was also present in the church, when all of a sudden she heard an inner
voice. It was Miriam, who said to her mother: “Go to Lelio and tell him about me.
There is a life beyond life”. So Marisa immediately left the church to go to speak to this
man: she gave him Miriam’s message, it rekindled hope in his distraught soul for
survival after physical death, it consoled him and persuaded him to enter the church.

There is also a comment to make regarding the answer to the second question,
concerning who was at home at that time: Dad, Marzia, was Miriam’s reply. It was only
19.00, and that there was indeed some possibility that both of them were at home (and
why not Marco, who was doing his military service but in Rome?), however it was very
unlikely. I later learned that Marzia, having done her school homework, had the habit of
going out, to come back not before eight o’clock, or half past eight.

There is then also the problem of the lack of answer, or rather the obstinate silence
following the question regarding the other person who was with them. So who exactly
was this latter person? She was a woman whom Miriam had never really liked and
whom she preferred not to talk about at all rather than speak badly thus avoiding being
rude about her. This is how Marisa explained her daughter’s silence.

When I went to the Paolini’s house (as I have already mentioned) and managed to
communicate with Miriam through her mother’s mediumism, she herself, on her own
initiative explained that the behaviour of this woman, who was a blabbermouth and a
nosy parker, used to really bother her. I asked Mry to explain her muteness which we
had all put down to a kind of embarrassment. I didn’t answer, explained Miriam,
because Dad and Marzia were the people I was interested in: 1 am very concentrated
when it concerns those I love. “Therefore”, I concluded, “if you had kept quiet about
that woman it is not because you have some reservations regarding her”. No, Miriam
replied as an end to the subject.

The third meeting with Miriam took place late in the morning of the 12" of January
1989. This time the initial group had come back together: Fiamma, Carmelo, Maria
Grazia, Bettina and myself.

The first to come was a new entity: a certain Day, who wanted to come into contact
with me because he had to speak to me on an occasion in the new future. He came to
visit us a few days later when I was experimenting alone with Bettina. He was a defunct
American parapsychologist, who wanted to give me some advice. What he told me
about himself seemed to be plausible. I did not find his surname in an entry but I found
it in an illustration (reproduction of a manifesto belonging to the last century) of an
encyclopedia on these matters, however I am unable to establish any connection with
our astral visitor.

For the second time Fiamma confirmed to be a medium like the others, not only
accessible to one entity but to many souls, to whoever wished to take the initiative of
manifesting themselves and managed to overcome the barrier of the relative
conditionings.

After Day came Mry. During a long conversation that ensued Mry said various
things in connection to the criminal trial regarding the accident, which after four and a
half years was still dragging on in first instance and which did not seem to look good for
poor Marco. If we remember he was the young man driving the car. Due to a
convergence of circumstances that were not entirely clear it seemed that he was
unjustifiably being made to appear guilty of manslaughter. Everybody in the family was
worried, and also Miriam as a consequence, since Marco, who was psychologically
going through a very bad time, harbored negative thoughts and intentions that is not the



case to state, but which Miriam has specified well enough and of which her brother has
just given me confirmation.

Marisa was also very worried after the way things were going in the trial and in the
emotional state of those days: she felt ill, she went to work with her thoughts elsewhere,
she became unusually irritable.

On this occasion Miriam referred to us that on that same morning her mother had
argued with a woman clerk. The clerk was not really to blame, she had not done
anything exaggeratedly wrong, whereas it was her mother who was exaggerated
because she was upset.

Marisa confirmed to me that she had argued with a clerk at the bank where the
school had its bank account. She had asked for some documentation regarding the year
of 1988, which she needed for the closing balance; and the clerk was not able to give it
to her: Marisa took it personally against the clerk in a rather aggressive manner, using
words which later, more calmly on reflection, she judged as being exaggerated.

Mum has a headache today, says Miriam, a headache that is worse than usual.
“Where is she this morning? School. It’s as if Mum isn’t there. As a tribute to the
principle of the joined hands, the motto which expresses the solidarity which unites the
group, Miriam invisibly intervened to relieving her mother of her headache by
transferring it partly to Fiamma and Ovidio.

As a matter of fact Flamma confirmed that she had an awful headache. And Ovidio?
Miriam told me to telephone him immediately. I obeyed. But where is he? Fiamma told
me that he ran a grocer’s shop in Cerveteri and found the number in her address book. I
called the shop and he answered. Luckily he already knew all about me. So I rushed the
compliments and, coming to the point, asked him how he felt that morning. Not only he
avoided telling me to go to hell, but he confessed that he felt rather strange, like he had
a tingling sensation in his head, as it was not really pain. As a crowning fortune there
weren’t any customers in the shop at that moment: so we could talk, although briefly,
about various things.

As soon as I had said goodbye to Ovidio, Carmelo began to speak, who, as a former
military man (granted that a real military man never becomes an ex) and as a man of
sterling character, expressed his own reservations on Mry’s initiative of getting rid of
her mother’s migraine by passing it on to other people who had done nothing wrong.
Miriam replied that the thing was justified by the principle of the joined hands, an
expression that she took pleasure in repeating a number of times: of course, it has to be
an emergency, she added.

Carmelo still objected that “a headache is not an emergency”. No, admitted Mry.
However, one has to consider another thing: Mum then gets a stomach ache and she
can’t take medicine. You don’t know anything about my mum’s illnesses: she is left
breathless.

Unfortunately Marisa confirmed this information. She said that Fiamma knew about
her headache, but didn’t know anything about her stomach aches which get really bad,
nor did she know anything about her allergy to medicine.

We had our fourth meeting with Miriam on the morning of the 19" of J anuary. She
was very worried about her mother. She revealed intimate thoughts and intentions about
her which would have also worried us if we were her, but which I nevertheless keep top
secret by restricting myself to remarking that Marisa fully confirmed it all.

On that same morning we made an attempt to obtain a kind of different mediumism
from Fiamma, through trance and incorporation, without any success. So we went back
to using the usual board and glass for a few more words. Then we almost immediately
gave ourselves a pause of rest.



When we took up the activity after our rest Miriam said to us: Fifi almost sent mum
into trance. According to all appearances, it is another effect of the intercommunication
which seems to exist between the two women, like more generally speaking between
the members of the fellowship of the Joined Hands.

Marisa also confirmed to me that at about ten o’clock or half past ten (that it to say at
the same time) she had felt confused and dizzy, as if the ground had disappeared
beneath her feet, as if her feet were no longer able to touch the ground and as if she
were no longer present (these are the expressions she used). This is why, despite doing
her best, she had to postpone some office work which she wasn’t able to continue.
Evidently she did not already have enough ailments of her own without us providing her
with anymore with our experiments!

I have left out mentioning what Miriam’s renewed expressions of kindness and
attention were for her loved ones in that difficult moment.

The fifth meeting took place, again at the Convivium, on the morning of the 26™ of
January. However, this time Bettina and I were involved in an expected as well as
urgent work deadline. We only invited our friends round so as not to interrupt our habit,
but we could not be of the slightest help to them. We also neglected Mry, who
complained a little. No particular news emerged, and this is also why I have not
bothered to report it.

During the sixth meeting (morning of the 2™ February) two entities presented
themselves at the beginning, both of whom then came back to me on other occasions.
Then Miriam arrived, and, among other things, told us that she had intervened in a
dream that her mother had had, during which Ovidio had also appeared. Mry said that it
was a dream in which her mum spoke to me and Ovidio, whilst our friends were singing
behind us.

As far as she is concerned, Marisa told me about a very similar dream that she had
had that very same night. She felt as if she were in an immense closed space along with
many other people (here too I am referring to what she said using more or less her own
words). She did not recognize anybody she knew, but they all seemed to be vaguely
familiar to her and, as if they were united by the same feeling between them and Marisa,
in an atmosphere of true communion. They were all listening together to someone or
something she could not quite make out and some of them were taking notes. At a
certain point Miriam appeared and said: “Mum, look, Ovidio’s here”. “Where?” “Here’s
over there, can you see him? They are talking about things that concern you”. “But
what’s it got to do with Ovidio?” “He is also a means”.

When I told her that in Miriam’s version there were also people singing, Marisa
answered: “To be honest I don’t really know if there was any singing. They were
following someone”. I can’t tell you anything else. She limited herself to adding:
“Maybe some of them were standing behind us. There were not standing in line one
behind the other, but as if they were next to one another”.

We later obtained further explanations regarding this dream from Miriam when she
came back to visit myself and Bettina alone on the morning of the 9" of February. What
were all those people listening to?” I asked her. They are teachings for us. “Did Ovidio
also have the same dream?” Yes. One has to see whether he remembers it when he
awoke.

A further confirmation of her mother’s version of the dream was also given to us
regarding the souls who were taking notes: paper, pen etc. are images that the souls
form of themselves. However they are not absolutely necessary: the souls could also
remember without images. (May 1 add here: such images could express the mental habit
of taking notes, that many souls bring with them from earth).



On this occasion I cannot help noticing that even though she came to us two alone, in
her opening words Mry expressed herself in the same style as Fiamma’s. Here the
language was less proper and the words were formulated with such swiftness that one
continually needed to confirm them in groups of two, three or even one alone: from
which yes, yes, repeated almost as a stock phrase. On the fifth remark Miriam passed on
to that way of expressing herself that is common to “our” entities: greater propriety of
language and slower speed, therefore those yes are no longer necessary and no longer
mentioned.

On the day that I finally went to Marisa’s house to experiment with her I noticed that,
despite the greater propriety of language and the better articulated periods and with
more breath, Miriam expressed herself, through her mother’s mediumism, with the
same speed as through Fiamma’s and with the usual use of stock phrases as
confirmation.

It is better at this point to sum up the news, ignored by all those present at the
séances (including Fiamma), given to us by Miriam during the experiences we had with
her. After every piece of news given to us by Miriam I will indicate in brackets the
name or names of who confirmed it to us.

1) Vital force, expression which refers to the other one (“worn out batteries”) with
which Mry justified Fiamma’s absence (Marisa).

2) Mum has to prepare artichokes (Marisa and Fiamma).

3) There’s a present for Fifi (Marisa and Fiamma).

4) The existence of a good uncle called Mario (Marisa and other members of the
family).

5) Marzia cried secretly (Marzia).

6) Pink flowers (Marisa, Maria).

7) Cleaned the whole tombstone (Marisa, Maria).

8) And Polly’s too: laid the same flowers (Marisa, Maria).

9) Photograph Marzia’s room changed place (Marisa, Marzia).

10) Large vase, too big: flowers given to Mry (Marisa, Marzia).

11) Who from? From Anna (Marisa).

12) And from Ovidio: white orchids and 1 red rose, even if in reality there were
seven roses (Marisa, Alberto, Marzia).

13) Mum went there once. Her son and Marilena come (Marisa, Fiorenza, Eleonora,
Daniela, Maria).

14) The message is to help him. In other words, it concerned helping a man, not a
woman, although there were less men in this type of discourse (Marisa).

15) Who is at home in this moment? Dad [and] Marzia (Marisa, Marzia).

16) Intimate thoughts and intentions of Marco (Marco).

17) Marisa’s argument with a clerk (Marisa).

18) Mum has a headache today... worse than usual. She is at school, but it is as if
mum isn’t there (Marisa).

19) In such cases mum gets a stomach-ache (Marisa, Alberto).

20) And she can’t take medicine: allergy (Marisa, Alberto).

21) Intimate thoughts and intentions of Marisa (Marisa).

22) Fifi almost sent mum into trance (Marisa).

23) Marisa’s dream (Marisa).

As we can see, here not only did the entity Miriam manifest herself in full continuity
with the worldly personality of the defunct Miriam Paolini and also in full coherence of
motivations, but the news of things unknown to all present that the same entity gave us
are numerous and remarkably accurate: all of this authorizes us to attributing particular
and I would say exceptional value to Miriam’s case.



Chapter 11
TEN OF OUR FRIENDS’ CHILDREN AND AN ASPIRANT SON

The case of Miriam proved to be of such great complexity and particular interest, that
it led me to dedicating an entire chapter to this invisible friend of ours. On the contrary,
I will dedicate this chapter to a succession of ten young people, our friends’ children.

I will start with Marilena, an entity which appears to be identifiable with the young
daughter of our friends Giuseppe and Eleonora.

Marilena came to visit us on the 30" December 1988 with Giovanni, who is, in turn,
identified with the young son of our two friends Pino and Fiorenza. (Due to a number of
reasons I have preferred to call mothers and children by different names, but not so
much as to prevent our friends from recognising them).

We have already mentioned them in the previous chapter since the two children were
accompanied by Miriam herself as the reader will recall.

Having died in the same accident, it seems that the two children are now in the same
spiritual sphere together. They are there along with many other souls, who, like them,
passed away at the same premature age.

I would like to mention here, for mere scruple, something I already mentioned in the
Introduction. I am well aware of the fact that all this news, which I herewith give
regarding the afterlife and situations which, as far as we are concerned, are still
extremely mysterious, should be formulated in a hypothetical manner using the
conditional or nevertheless more involved roundabout expressions: “the things seem to
be so and so”, “we are told that...”, “one should presume that...” and such like. I say and
repeat this once and for all: if, instead of the conditional, I use the present indicative, i.e.
express facts as if they were actual, it is only to make the discourse more fluent and
easier to read, although without assuming any dogmatic tone.

Therefore, in that late afternoon of the 30" December 1988, Bettina and I were
experimenting together along with the mothers of the two children: Eleonora and
Fiorenza. Mry, who answered some of my questions, as already mentioned in the
previous chapter, accompanied them; however the rest of the conversation had to be
postponed because she said, they are impatient, especially Marilena.

Therefore a dialogue between Marilena and her mother began. The entity confirmed
that it was she who had communicated on a previous occasion, in that meeting, which |
also mentioned, and which Marisa, Mry’s mum herself also took an active part in.
Marilena had promised her mother that she would feel a caress: “I waited for it”, said
Eleonora, “but it never came. Why?” They are extremely light and delicate, explained
Marilena.

Marilena’s father was not present at the séance because he had psychological
difficulties which he was then later able to overcome on the following occasion.
Nevertheless, his daughter said, I am right by his side.

In the same way she also said to her mum, I speak a lot with you, which is very often
the same thing. Furthermore, she added: When you do not speak I read your fondness
and affection in your thoughts.

Marilena was very close to her parents, her sister, her school friends: I spend a lot of
time on earth. I am allowed to. 1 asked her if she could see the room we are in at the
moment: Yes, she answered, I go to the places I love: home, school. “These places, your
home, school, what are they like, how do they appear to you? Do you pass through the
walls or, so to speak, go through the door? Do you see them as solid or evanescent?”
Solid, but I can pass through them.



“When you arrived in your dimension did you have a period of sleep?” Rest. “Why
don’t the souls immediately communicate after they have passed away? Why does a
period of time have to pass first?” It is necessary: different state. (As far as I am
concerned, this should be understood in the sense that, due to the diversity of the
afterworld condition compared to the worldly one, a period of acclimatization is
necessary).

Needless to say, the conversation with Marilena was immediately followed by the
one with Giovanni. However, since our attention was concentrated on Marilena, it
would be better to complete the analysis with a step forward to the communication of
the 19™ of February, when she also had the chance of communicating with her father.

When I first greeted Marilena I told her father was also present: Dad, how wonderful,
she replied enthusiastically; and she immediately added: Dad, think of me intensely, but
you no longer have to fret.

Whereas Eleonora is always a little in search of more suitable possibilities of
mediumistic communication, Giuseppe 1is rather reluctant as far as these
communications are concerned, also because, as he said, he feels that his daughter is
very close to him and present in his life, on a number of occasions throughout the day.
As a matter of fact, she confirmed: Dad and I are very close.

As far as her mum is concerned, Marilena told her: It is different with you: you look
for mediums. “Is that not alright?” asked Eleonora. If it is for you, then yes. “Do you
think they are not absolutely necessary then?” I am always by your side, but
communication is not easy. Nevertheless, she added, I can come with different kinds of
mediumism. Needless to say, when possible, since if I can’t come, you know I won’t
come.

The proof of identification is particularly difficult to obtain. As we have already
seen, Miriam has given us enough, although insufficient to found a true one hundred
percent scientific demonstration. Nevertheless, they count as “signs”. And the signs
come, and if they don’t come they will come (as Marilena herself said) sooner or later,
spontaneously: they cannot be commanded to come. There is no automatism in this
domain where everything is freedom and grace.

Giuseppe was content with communicating with his daughter in a spiritual manner,
not mediumistically. As a matter of fact, he rightly said, this is the true communication.
However, if they really insist that he take part in a mediumistic communication, if they
actually force him, then he really wants some proof.o

Here Giuseppe’s need clashes with the difficulties the souls have in providing proof
on demand and also with their resistance in this sense. The soul has full evidence of
itself and its survival: it is sufficient for it to continue feeling in full continuity with
itself. Things it was fond of when alive on earth now appear hazy and unimportant.
Even that soul, who when it used to live incarnate on earth might have been an
irreducible skeptic, an inveterate positivist, a super-hardened scientist, no longer
appears to be able to relive those moments, to identify himself with those states of by
now outdated, outgrown consciousness, to put himself back in the shoes of men and
women who are so similar to what he himself was on earth.

Dying to earth evidently entails a radical transmutation, which is as accentuated as
much as the physical death goes on and completes itself in the psychic death and, in the
end, so as to speak, in initiation death, in the detachment not only from the body but
from the earthly memories and thoughts themselves.

You don’t think it’s me, said Marilena to her father. The “signs” you ask for will
come when you are ready, she told him. After a few words she nevertheless declared
that she was willing and available for whatever she could do. I will communicate what
he asks to him. “Can you answer whether your dad asks you mentally?” asked Eleonora.



If I can. But she couldn’t, at least in that moment. “Did you read your father’s
thoughts?” her mother asked her. No. I tried to explain this: “Maybe it is difficult for
you to concentrate on your father’s thoughts while you are already concentrated on this
communication”. I could, but I need a lot of energy. There are, however, operations
whose success depends on the medium’s energy, as we have already seen in the case of
the many pieces of news, even exact ones, that reached us through Miriam via
Fiamma’s mediumism.

However, regarding her mother’s request “See if you can tell dad something that
concerns only you and him” Marilena did her best and answered: He is thinking of our
last fight. Tt 1s clear that this concerns an earthly fight or argument they had. The reason
was more freedom for me. 1 asked Giuseppe if her answer made any sense to him:
“Broadly speaking, very broadly speaking”, he answered. However, he then explained
that on that occasion he was angry with his daughter because she was always on the
telephone.

Allow me to add this explanatory note: it is most likely that Marilena saw the
problem as part of the more general issue of her demand for more freedom. From this
point of view the young soul’s answer could appear suitable, it could represent an
element which confirms her identity.

So what could other elements of confirmation be? Marilena generally expressed
herself in a rather probable manner. Also another one of her answers, I was and always
am like dad knows, was lightened with meaning if compared, either with the already
known expression Dad and I are very close, or with There is spiritual conversation with
him.

At this point we could focus our attention on the expression (also one we have
already come across): If I can’t come, you know I won’t come. It is rather like the one
we have already mentioned: I was and always am like dad knows. Furthermore, it above
all recalled certain expressions that Marilena used when she was a young child such as:
“Either I do things or I don’t do them”. Such phrases uttered by the child where the verb
was repeated in a characteristic manner used to make her parents laugh who longingly
recalled those distant episodes also during the communication we are herewith
examining.

Another characteristic reaction of Marilena’s was to refrain from using an expression
which her father is not fond of, something which she however refrained from doing
when her father was present, otherwise she felt free to use it as she pleased when he was
not present. She used to do this when alive on earth and still does it. At a certain point,
when her mother asked her whether she had a message for her younger sister, Marilena
replied: Marta is always under my protection and I love her even more. Giuseppe
replied that he does not like the word “protection”. He therefore explained the reason
why to us: he is kind of allergic to this word. So, replied Marilena, in order to make him
happy I won’t say it, but I'll do it. As we can see, her reply seems characteristic of her in
her style.

A repetitiveness was also typical of her in the way she greeted and said goodbye to
people. When she was alive on earth she used to say goodbye more than once before she
went out. The last night before the terrible accident she said goodbye to grandmother
and kissed her three times. When it was time for her to go to bed she used to say:
“Goodnight mum, goodnight dad, goodnight Marta”. At the end of this séance she said
goodbye by saying kiss kiss kiss, just like she had ended the previous one with big kisses
big kisses big kisses.

However, let’s dedicate a little more time to her. Sometimes she said, I'm going to
school. “Are you going to class?” I asked her. Yes, for a while. “And what about the
contents of the lessons...?” I understand them, but I don’t need them. She mentioned to



her father that she was very interested in school more as a human environment than
because she wanted to reap laurels: the pass mark was more than sufficient for her.

Finally, I would like to mention that Marilena’s parents had already obtained a
communication through the automatic writing of another medium. The sender always
seemed to be her, in conversation with her parents. With this difference: that, whereas
with us she expressed herself in a simple and frank manner (also too much, when she
said that she saw me as old and ugly, but then added that she was only joking: let’s hope
s0), in the aforementioned automatic writing she expressed herself in a very different
style, with an abundance of highly-embellished prose. Nevertheless, if one reads this
writing carefully and compares it to the answers given to us, one cannot help but notice
the strict analogy of contents. Questioned on the subject, Marilena answered: Mum, look
at the contents. “Are they yours? Yes, yes.

I asked her if she could sum them up for us. Mum has understood, answered the
cunning girl, using an expression that reminds us of the Mum knows that Miriam used. I
didn’t give up: “Come on, let me understand too, if possible”. Read it. I remarked: “This
is the law of minimum effort”. “She knows it well”, commented her mother. We grin at
one another and changed the subject.

We can even change person and go back to that previous point of communication
where Giovanni was chafing at the bit with impatience to come on stage.

“Giovanni is here?” is a purely rhetorical question I formulated to which Marilena
answered: He is running. “Giovanni, are you there?” Yes, yes, yes. “Can you confirm
who you are?” I'm running through the field. Even if he didn’t tell us his name, there
was no doubt it was him. He said: I'm with a lot of other young people. And then: Every
now and then I have a rest.

His mother, Fiorenza, who has a considerate knowledge of frontier parapsychology,
objected: “I did not know that other needs to rest existed after restoring sleep”. I
consume a lot of energy, replied Titta. I am always on the go. At least, as far as I am
concerned, this explanation appears to be extremely correct. Although mediumistic
literature does not say much about these particulars, we know that souls often need to
recover their energy throughout the duration of their further existence. The little devil:
he still was and always will be restless.

“Where are you running to?” asked his mother, “Also to us?” Yes. “Are you often
with me?” Always, at home and out of doors. “Can you read my thoughts now?” Yes. I
love you a lot.

Up until now Bettina had been operating as the channel, first of all forming a couple
with Eleonora, and now with Fiorenza. I know from experience that Bettina is the
fundamental and absolutely necessary element (unless there is Fiamma, or Giulia, or
Efisio, or other subjects of their caliber); however at that moment I wished to see if, by
chance, also Eleonora or Fiorenza, or both of them could prove to possess mediumistic
qualities, which I am always on the look out for: this is why I put them together,
excluding Bettina. The glass stopped moving. And it would have stayed motionless for
a long while, if Bettina’s return had not put it back into motion. Three is better,
commented Giovanni. However, two are enough, as long as, in the absence of other
valid subjects, my wife is part of the couple. Therefore we go back to the tandem
Bettina-Fiorenza.

The latter asked her son, referring to her lack of powers, as well as Eleonora’s: “We
two are useless, aren’t we?” You are needed to make us come, is Giovanni’s more than
correct reply: as a matter of fact the parents attract their children with their presence and
they make them come. If the parents were not present, then it would be very difficult for
the children to put themselves in contact with us: it would be almost physically
impossible.



Maybe one of these young souls will come back to visit us, in the same way - one
will remember - that Miriam has done a number of times: she has managed to do this
because she has established a contact with us; however, this contact could have been
established through the mediation of another person who was very close to her or a
close relative of hers or through a special bond of friendship.

I asked Giovanni what he was doing in that astral field along with those other young
souls. We are playing, he answered. And Eleonora: “Is Marilena there?” Sometimes.
“When she is not there, where is she?” With you. “Is she more with me or in the field?”
She loves her home and family. “Does this mean that you do not love your home and
family?” Fiorenza asked at this point. Yes, but I am also here.

As far as she was concerned, Marilena also mentioned those spectacles of nature,
which the soul in that condition sees itself surrounded by. In such a condition the soul,
on the other hand, still perceives itself in the human form it was used to. I had asked
Marilena: “What is your astral environment like?” It is a pleasant place: trees and a lot
of colour, she answered me without any hesitation. “But who made those trees?” I can
see them. “Can you tell me how come they exist?” I don’t know. “If my information is
correct, I can give you an explanation: they are collective mental creations, put into
action by souls who specialize in this construction work of the astral environment”.
Good, professor.

Marilena came to visit us on another occasion when we were experimenting alone
with her mother: she expressed herself in full consistency with the aforementioned
discourse, without the intervention of any new element which could invalidate the
positive impression that had been related up until now.

Having brought this aside with Marilena to a close, let us return to the astral field
where Giovanni was running. There are other young people, he said. “What are you
doing together?” I asked him. For the time being we are learning. “What?” We have to
become adults. Giovanni’s mum, who practices metaphony, remembered one of her
daughter’s sentences recorded on a magnetic tape: “I have grown up” or something very
similar. “What does this mean?”’ she asked her son, who answered: More mature.

I asked Giovanni if they also have guides. The guide, he answered me, can be
individual or collective. “In other words, does this mean that he can make an individual
discourse to a single soul or he can reunite a group and carry out collective teaching for
the whole group?” Yes.

Eleonora asked: “Do you have an individual guide?” I do: mum knows the name. So 1
asked: “Can you remember the name in this moment?” Proof, always proof, as
Marilena used to say.

Giovanni also appeared to be reluctant to give us the name: and the problem is that,
compared to Marilena’s mother, his mother, Fiorenza, is much more skeptical. Can you
not feel that it’s me? Giovanni asked her. He did not seem to have any doubt regarding
his own identity, since he felt himself from within, and he did not realize that other
people, who do not see him, can have any difficulty. I understand well: I too would be a
bit peeved if my mother asked me for proof of identity every five minutes; it would end
up by making our relationship - how can I say? - less spontaneous.

Giovanni’s mother once again asked him: “Since you still have an earthly
appearance, I would like to know what you are dressed like”. I'm in a field: how do you
expect me to be dressed? “With your clothes that don’t stain, I suppose”. No. “I also
know the colour. Is it true that it’s that?” Curious. “I’ve already seen it. I only wanted
confirmation”. You want it to be known. “I’ve told someone, but only those I think
wouldn’t bother other people”. Not now.

However, mothers don’t very easily give up: “I would have liked you to say
something for your brother”. To you for him? replied Giovanni still using that



interrogative form which, during his earthly life, he seemed to have used a lot when he
meant to answer no. “Alright then, how about a message for me”. I'll give you a big
hug. We all said goodbye to Giovanni, and Marilena returned saying: Giovanni felt a
little uneasy. “He might well have been”, commented Fiorenza. “He was usually a
lively, exuberant boy, but sometimes also shy”. “With two teachers...”, I referred to
Bettina and I, who have been as such for many years.

On the whole, we might as well say: Fiorenza was not entirely convinced that she
really spoke with her son. However, what we do know is that she has a distinctly
rational-scientific mentality, maybe a little more than one should have when dealing
with the paranormal.

Fiorenza subsequently reached a maturity also due to the many “signs” she claimed
to have received from her son over those last few months. When she came back to
experimenting with us the following October, she appeared to be incomparably more
willing, she recognised her Giovanni with far greater spontaneity and she received
further confirmation of him. At the beginning of this most recent séance, Giovanni
reminded his mother of an expression she had used with his little brother two days
earlier, proving that he had also been invisibly present on the scene.

What happened? Two days earlier, just as she was leaving our house with Eleonora,
Fiorenza met her husband who was waiting for her with their young child. The little boy
ran to meet his mother, then he continued running along the pavement away from her.
Fiorenza ran after him for a while, but failing to catch him she shouted: “Stop, there’s
the wolf, the wolf!” Mum wolf wolf, is the first phrase said by Giovanni as our séance
opened. And then: Mum, do you remember? She did not remember, nor could she make
any sense of his expression, but then Giovanni led her to remembering everything.

Generally speaking, when living on earth he was much more outgoing and exuberant,
and he continues to prove himself as such when he manifests himself by means of other
mediumisms. However, he also had his moments of being shy, awkward, in which he
appeared to be more restrained. Secondly, he was also very reserved about his own
business. He was also like this with his mother. We received confirmation of this from
the reserve about the colour of his own astral clothes: You want to make it known, he
said to his mother: this is why he kept himself to himself.

Maybe what came to his mind was the strange impression that can be made on
people living on earth regarding the news that he, defunct, is still wearing such and such
clothes: furthermore, perhaps, although at a level of consciousness that is not entirely
clear, he was afraid that his declarations regarding his clothes could provoke laughter in
those who, differently from us, are outsiders.

Needless to say, the presence of strangers might well make him feel uneasy, to use
Marilena’s expression.

However, one should notice the use of these interrogative forms as a premise to
oppose a substantial denial: Can you not feel that it’s me? (therefore there’s no need for
me to prove it to you). Furthermore: I'm in a field: how do you expect me to be dressed?
(therefore there is no need for me to tell you). The third example, already proposed, is
his mother’s reply who asked for a message for his little brother: To you for him?
(therefore he did nothing about it, as indicated by the silence raised against another
person who insisted in asking him for a message, in support of the question already put
forward by Fiorenza).

Giovanni’s manifestation also appears to be filtered and imperfect. One has to be
able to recognize it in his conditionings and his limits.

The third young soul of this series is Orazio, son of our friend Anna Maria D’Intino.
We met together with his mother and another two friends (one of whom is professor
Francesco Paolo Ranzato, analyst psychologist of the Jungian school), in the late



afternoon of 5th February 1989 with the hope of communicating with him and his
father. Orazio came immediately but alone.

“Hello Orazio”, I said, “Is your dad with you?” Not now, he answered. A dialogue
immediately began between mother and son. Seeing as it is impossible for me to
reproduce it here in full, I will limit myself to summarising a few elements of it. Orazio
said that the spiritual environment consists of what you think: in other words, of a
mental creation that could include, for example, the sea or the countryside. (Anna Maria
points out that her son used to love both the sea and the countryside very much). Orazio
said that he still had his human form and was wearing trousers and a jumper. (This is
how he usually used to dress, his mother once again commented).

You pray a lot, said Orazio to his mother. And as a matter of fact prayers and mass
help me in my journey of evolution. However, dear mum, don’t be so sad: you must
know that I am always right by your side; don’t worry, I am always with you. (I have
connected sentences scattered here and there in the conversation).

His expressions were full of love and affection: You have only ever done me good.
Mum, you are my great love.

However, despite all of this, not even Orazio appeared to be so much disposed to
provide the so-called proof: in answer to his mother’s question whether he remembered
his girlfriend’s name, he immediately changed the subject limiting himself to saying
that she is not here now, but next to you. What does this mean? “Next to you” means
that she is sad.

What corresponds to this kind of behaviour is a devaluation of many things which his
mother would be very fond of: “Do you have a cassette with your voice recorded on it
anywhere? I need to hear it”. You hear it in yourself. “Is the voice that Mrs. Z. recorded
yours?” Does it matter?

Likewise Orazio took no interest in issues of a practical nature: They are earthly
affairs. The answer Trust yourself which he gave his mother when she asked him
whether she could trust a certain person, is significant. In any case it is right that his
mother doesn’t neglect her most elementary interests: Don’t speak like that, your
earthly life still continues. However, above all and essentially you need to find - need, 1
say - your serenity.

I am not in the position of being able to say how much the way in which the entity
Orazio expressed himself proved to be in real, effective continuity with Orazio’s earthly
personality: nevertheless, his mother recognized her son and this was of great comfort
to her. This is not everything, but it is something: in terms that are not only affective,
but I think also of knowledge, if it is true that recognition itself is a way of knowing.

As far as Lorenzo, son of our friends Lello and Marisa Latagliata, was concerned, it
seems that he manifested himself through three different mediumisms - within our
knowledge - apart from others. Messages that have been attributed to him have reached
us through Bettina’s telewriting paired up with Marisa, through Marisa’s automatic
writing and through Franca’s incorporation mediumism. The latter, Marisa’s sister and
therefore Lorenzo’s aunt, lives in Venice, but she came to experiment with us on one of
her visits to Rome.

In passing from one mediumism to another different one, Lorenzo changed his
expressive style to the point of appearing to be another person. Nevertheless we know
these passages quite well: we have accumulated quite a lot of experience regarding
those things, and know that it is sufficient for the subjects of different mediumisms to
touch one another so that the entity, if it wishes, manages to pass from one to another in
order to manifest itself a moment later through the new mediumism that makes itself
available. Therefore, we have the human certainty that the entity is always the same.
This is why the differences of style no longer surprise us, since we have already formed



a very clear idea that they are due to conditionings that the entity gradually undergoes in
the different channels through which it has to pass in order to manifest itself on our
level.

Marisa is an extremely pleasant and genuine woman: in conformity, her way of
speaking is direct and simple, without any quibble. However, strangely enough, the
entities who express themselves through her become rather quibbling. How can one
explain this fact? Maybe with the mediation of her “spiritual guide” Annalisa?

Let us now have a look at the séance that took place at the Convivium in the
afternoon of the 23" February 1989 with the presence, besides Bettina and myself, of
Lello, Marisa and Adele. The latter is Roberto’s mother, whose manifestation we will
speak about later.

First of all I asked Marisa to take up pen and paper to receive a communication, if
possible, from Lorenzo; and so she began writing a few moments later: I am Annalisa. 1
say to everyone: blessed are you, you are blessed. I have finally come together with
those who do good. Their research is not an end in itself: they place good before
everything else, this is a wonderful gift. I am also with your soul that I dictate to you.
Your spiritual essences are wonderful. I say: I will give you my blessing because you
will not only be followed by me, but also by others that are here with their love. I say
hello to everyone. Heart is inside the value you hold. An immense value I am for all of
you. Kisses, Lorenzo.

I put in the punctuation afterwards. Essentially speaking, the message seems to
contain appreciation (it is not up to me to judge if and how much deserved) of the work
I carry out above all with Bettina’s cooperation. There are some concepts. It is rather the
form somewhat strange: besides the “hello” and “kisses”, can we really define it as
being in keeping with the way in which a young person expresses himself?

And yet, straight after the passage from Marisa’s automatic writing to Bettina’s
telewriting (with Marisa as her partner), the entity confirmed that he was Lorenzo, as
well as the author of the aforementioned message. Urged to express himself freely, to
say what he wished, our interlocutor added: Loved ones, I am with you.

This words “loved one”, “loved ones” often appeared in Lorenzo’s messages through
his mother’s mediumism. We have remarked that, in passing from one mediumism to
another, an entity starts to express himself in the style of the first mediumism, before it
completely takes on the style of the new mediumism. By now it is in a more fluent
language (and, if I may say so, one that is more appropriate, legible and tolerable) that
Lorenzo continued his discourse, this time in a form that was no longer a monologue
but a participation to a lively dialogue.

However, in order to give an idea of the contents and also the style, I will gather
some of the expressions together, when necessary, in an order that is different from the
chronological one in which they reached us: I am with dear friends and joy is in
everyone. We are all happy young people. The astral environment is made up of trees,
mountains and sea. Such earthly forms can be there if they are thought (in other words,
they are, as we have seen, the product of a mental creation). Lorenzo said that he
himself could assume a human aspect: if I want to. The same can be said about his
sphere companions, who on his passing away many welcomed him appearing to him in
the form of young people. They have guides who do not necessarily appear to him in a
human form since their teaching is enough. The problem now is losing the dross. And
how? You have to forget it. Therefore, is there a loss of earthly memories? Only those
that don’t make you evolve. (Here, one should notice that the loss of memories reveals
its functionality with regard to precise spiritual objectives). Evolution is accomplished
by means of a journey that ends with the return to the Creator. Lorenzo knowed
nothing of a final resurrection: as far as he was concerned, it was too early for him to



receive teachings as regards this. At a certain point I asked Lorenzo to explain the
difference of his way of expressing himself when he passed from his mother’s
mediumism to that of others. Contrarily to anything I had expected, at least as far as |
am concerned, Lorenzo found his more genuine expressions in that language which on
the other hand appears to me as being far more artificial: Mum’s language and mine
make one alone. In her I am all myself. When 1 objected that it seemed to me as being
rather an unusual way of expressing oneself, especially for a young man, he replied:
Now I am no longer a young man and I have taken the language I have learned here. 1t
is comprehensible that Lorenzo could feel that Bettina is stranger, less unrelated to him,
and there is no doubt that he felt much more at ease when he only immerged himself
into his mother: In her I am all myself. It is likely that he limited himself to testifying
this sensation by completely abstracting himself from analysing the literary production
which was the result.

Secondly I asked Lello to take over from his wife as the human channel of
communication. The sentences that were formed through the new couple Lello-Bettina
seem to me as being even more natural: Dad, what is it? “I'm asking you whether the
messages mum has received are all yours”. Do you think that they are not also for you?

The confirmation here is implicit and Lorenzo went a step further: “Of course they
are mine”, he seemed to say, “it is so obvious that it really does not seem to be any need
to talk about it”. His attention seemed to focus more on the fact that his father was
talking about “messages received by his mother”, as if they weren’t also intended for
him.

Besides other things, his father said to him: “I’'m sure you rebelled when you found
yourself over there”. Dad, replied Lorenzo, you read everything in myself.

What appears to be particular significant about this conversation, which was much
longer, was another moment in which I interrupted to ask Lorenzo if he saw us in the
room at that moment. Yes, he replied. So I directed the light from a lamp towards a large
painting that depicted a wave on the point of breaking on the shore. “What do you see?”
I asked Lorenzo, who answered: A wave (un’onda in Italian). “A real one or a false
one?” False. “Do you like it?” 1 asked him again. But Lorenzo kept quiet. His father
spoke for him: “Eh, the ‘onda’ was fatal for him”.

By now I know so many parents whose children died in some tragic accident, that I
sometimes get them mixed up. Influenced by this latter phrase (that I wrote down as I
understood it at first), I suddenly remembered that Lorenzo did not die from drowning,
but his cause of death was something completely different: a motorbike accident. The
bike he was riding was Japanese, to be precise a “Honda”. Lorenzo’s silence which
followed my final question was full of a very particular significance.

After we had spoken to Lorenzo, Adele’s son, Roberto, presented himself, of whom
we will shortly speak about, as well as dedicating some space to a third young person
who intervened throughout the duration of our séance.

Before moving on to the other two, we still have to spend some time more on
Lorenzo, in order to remember what happened at the end of that afternoon. We had
communicated with Lorenzo (as we have seen), with Roberto and with a third young
person. Well, at the end we retired to the living room for a rest and to have something to
drink. There is a little three-legged round table in the living room which we had bought
precisely for the séances. We don’t so much use it to linger over that tiresome operation
of picking out all the single letters from the count of thumps, as rather to give the séance
a more mediumistic atmosphere, not one of telewriting alone, from which we expect a
bit more, in other words, that some other power comes out from the subject and some
other phenomenon expresses itself: trance, incorporation mediumism and who knows
what else. Since the two mothers had regained some of their strength after the fatigues



of the séance, they decided to use this little table they had longingly been looking at, for
another attempt of obtaining another communication. So Marisa, Adele and also Bettina
sat themselves around the little table, whilst I followed comfortably from the sofa. In
this moment Lello was still in the room next door (the “Wave” room, to be clear).

In answer to the question “Who are you?” the table replied with a number of thumps
which corresponded to the position of the letter L in the alphabet. “Are you Lorenzo?”
Yes (in another words, a thump, or knock, as agreed). The little table tilted over for a
long time in Marisa’s lap. At this point Lello entered the room: and the little table sped
over towards him, with the three women pursuing it with difficulty (as they could hardly
manage to keep themselves in the necessary contact), covering a distance of two metres.
They brought it back to where the three chairs were set and Lello sat on the one already
occupied by Bettina. The little table leaned towards Lello and stayed there resting on his
lap for a number of minutes in complete silence in an atmosphere of profound pathos,
which my words find it very difficult to describe.

Lorenzo then handed the table over to Roberto, who knocked the letter R and
immediately answered various questions with a “yes” (one knock) or a “no” (two
knocks). “Are other souls present?” Yes. I had the idea of asking whether there was a
soul sitting next to me on the sofa: Yes. “Who?” M. (Eleven knocks). “Marilena?” No.
“Miriam?” Yes.

In this latter episode Lorenzo, who had died at the age of almost nineteen years,
rather seems to have gone back in time to relive moods that belonged to his childhood.
An analogous regression was had, at least seemingly so, on the occasion of a following
séance which took place on the 11"™ April. On that day Marisa had come to experiment
with us in the company of her sister Franca, who - as we have already mentioned - lives
in Venice and was in Rome during that period on a visit. Franca had just recently
displayed an incorporation mediumism. She goes into trance and the entities speak
using her voice. Amongst other souls sometimes Lorenzo also manifested himself
through her, with a peculiarity: he no longer seems to be a youth of the aforementioned
age, but a very young child. He expresses himself with a very pronounced childish
voice and calls himself Cicci (his nickname) and it is only later on that he speaks using
expressions and a tone of voice of that of an adult (his voice fundamentally remains that
of his aunt Franca).

In this way expressions such as the following came out: Cicci, Cicci. Mum, mum. It’s
your Cicci, mum. Your little one. Mum, I love you, I'm always there beside you.

By taking a step backwards we go back to Roberto. The conversation between him
and his mother followed the lines of the conversations we already know: analogous
words of love and comfort, but analogous reluctance to provide proof. As a matter of
fact, Roberto also proved to be very unwilling to repeat the things already said: “What
was the passing away like? Who came to welcome you?” A new, a new tale? A tunnel
with a light at the end and mountains. “Who did you meet then?” Isn’t it enough, Mum?

Roberto confirmed that he was the sender of the communications received by his
brother and sometimes of words recorded on the tape recorder. He provided her other
specifications. His mother insisted on asking him: “When you passed away you saw
your ‘granddad, uncle Nino and Jesus’ This is what you said. Is it true?” Yes, but we are
not together. “Why aren’t you with granddad and uncle Nino?” I was at the beginning.
Now I’'m with many other boys.

It is most likely that uncle Nino and his granddad came to meet him on the threshold
of the other dimension, then they left him to go alone to the sphere he belonged to,
where it was natural for him to stay more permanently with those he was akin to.



Roberto said that he could see our room just as we saw it and that his own spiritual
environment was like the earthly ones: like earth, he said without any further
explanation.

At this point the entity was asked to transfer itself from Bettina and Adele’s
telewriting to Marisa’s automatic writing. What resulted was the following message
(once again, with my punctuation): Roberto. It’s me. I am always, my loved, with my
dear mother. But she asks herself so many questions because so many things make her
doubt. I am still yours, I will say it again and again, always, I will say it, I am. Give her
a lot of love and help. I, you know, am your dear friend. I am with your dear loved son.
Oh Mum, you never change (finally the Roman boy in him sprouts up again with his
rather free and easy affection). We kiss everyone. I'm going now but it’s me, Roberto.

Adele confirmed us that “Oh Mum” with what followed was Roberto’s usual way of
expressing himself. Both Adele and Marisa as well as Lello were convinced that they
had definitely spoken with their children.

Whilst still on the same subject regarding this communication, the only thing left for
us to do is to mention the third boy, Luigi. Lello had already said to Lorenzo:
“Sometimes another soul passes himself off as you and even manages to fool me for a
while”. His son explained to him: They are wishes. “For what?” To be loved. It
concerned Luigi. Later on Lello asked Lorenzo: “Is Luigi with you?” Yes. “Ask him
why he’s being so naughty with me”. He wants to be your son. “...Little rogue”. Yes,
yes, yes.

Later on, during the same séance, Lello started writing. The same type of mediumism
as that of his wife’s also developed in him. He was convinced he was still
communicating with Lorenzo, when all of a sudden Luigi appeared again, saying: No,
it’s me. Your son has explained everything. “Do you mind that I called you little
rogue?” No, I'm not offended, but I love you all the same even if you don’t want to
communicate with me. “I think it’s right that I want to speak to Lorenzo”. Yes, I want
you to speak to your son, but I come first. “l don’t think that’s fair”. Yes, but you love
him too much. “I think it’s lovely that one should love one’s own son”. Yes, it certainly
is a wonderful thing, but try to give me a little bit of love too. Bye, Dad.

Luigi came back to visit Bettina and myself on another occasion when we were
experimenting with another person, in the absence of both Lello and Marisa. He asked
after Lello, expressing himself once again in complete and perfect consistency with the
aforementioned communication.

On the 3" of March two other friends of ours came to experiment with us: husband
and wife, Corrado and Teresa Zannoli, whose son Riccardo died of a tumour at the age
of thirteen. Both of the parents touched the glass with the tip of their forefinger together
with Bettina, whilst I expressed our wish to communicate with Riccardo out aloud.

I asked the first entity: “Are you Riccardo?” He answered: Yes. And without any
further requests, he went with the glass through the eight letters of his name. Corrado
could detach himself leaving Bettina and Teresa to left act as mediumistic channels.

The conversation was opened by Corrado, who asked his son: “I went to church
yesterday: I prayed to have today’s contact. Were you aware of this?” It was useful,
replied the boy. I am invisibly next to you. “Riccardo, say something to mum”. Mum,
kisses.

“What point in your evolution are you?” his mother asked him. I'm with a lot of
young friends, replied Riccardo. He saw lights and colours and also trees and fields.
Like his sphere companions he spent a lot of time on earth beside his parents and
friends. Furthermore, he saw us as we were, in the same way as we physically saw
ourselves. When he passed away, he met the light being, which in his case was a more
evolved youth, dressed in the way that young people dress. Their guides are young, and



afterwards they are wise. (I have interpreted: their guides are, in the beginning, a
number of souls as young as they are, even though spiritually more mature of course;
afterwards, during a further stage of evolution, their guides are wise souls older in age).

A girl, one of Riccardo’s school friends, whose name appears many times in his
diary, was dear to him: a reciprocal liking, but also an earthly happening which doesn’t
count here.

His mother asked him if reincarnation exists, but he simply answered: I haven’t had
any time to study. As far as his own future was concerned, he only knew that a journey
of elevation awaited him.

A Kkiss, a caress that his father had the sensation of receiving whilst he was in church,
came from him: /t’s always me. One has to recognize the signs.

When his uncle Alberto had an ictus, Corrado prayed his defunct son for the worst
not to happen; and, since his prayer had been answered, he asked him whether his
invisible action had been present in that moment. “As a matter of fact”, continued his
father, “we felt as if there were a series of jerks around Alberto’s bed”.

Another one of his father’s questions: “When we communicate through Marisa (the
same person as above) is it really you who comes?” I come. Riccardo confirms that he
came to his mother in a dream and that a certain voice recorded on the tape recorder is
his.

Although Riccardo was very generous and active in his interventions, he did not like
the experimentation in the strict sense of the word. He didn’t want to say the name of a
certain person his mother had in mind. Therefore, I remarked: “In order to answer you
should read your mother’s mind, who is, however, standing aside (NB: as a matter of
fact, Corrado had taken over from her) and so she is no longer in direct contact with the
glass and therefore with you. Right?” Now I am communicating with dad, explained
Riccardo. And his father asked him: “Come on Riccardo, make a little effort, tell us this
name”. Now you want proof. No, no, no, no. “Can you give me another? Anyone you
want”. Isn’t the caress and little pinch enough for you? At this point, Corrado explained
that, even before the séance begun, when he was still sitting in our living room, he had
felt a little pinch on his lower lip, on the right side (as we can see, he was quite precise)
as in answer to his mental question: “You have followed me to here and are you now
here beside me?” To make you understand that I was there, confirmed the boy: it could
count as proof, but it is the proof that he gave his father spontaneously, not on request.

One therefore comes to the conclusion that proof on request must be objectively
difficult to obtain, at least from certain souls who are conditioned in a certain manner. It
is not that they do not wish to give proof or that they are unable of providing it at all.
Needless to say, they want to give it and can do so on their own spontaneous initiative.

We should however notice that many other entities have participated with great
commitment to experiments I have organised, providing, if not real one hundred percent
valid proof, at least elements which confirm their identity, upon my extremely precise
requests. However, it definitely concerned different situations and conditionings.
Sometimes “my” entities prove that they possess techniques that “young people” appear
to be completely inexperienced in.

As far as his two younger brothers were concerned, Riccardo urged his parents:
Speak about me to them as if I were present. Regarding one of them, who has particular
problems, he reassured his parents, by saying: He’s fine, but give him a lot of love. “Is it
the only medicine for him or should we do something else?” his mother asked. Love is
the only thing, replied Riccardo. Love and friends of his age.

“Will there be any other occasions on which we can contact you?” was another one
of his mother’s questions, to which Riccardo replied: Yes, yes. Try different forms.



Corrado asked: “Riccardo, should your mother not be content with a relationship
with you like the one I have with you?” Mum has her own road, replied the boy, giving
rise to his mother’s enthusiasm, which exploded in the words: “Corrado, your son is
more intelligent than you are, I've always told you so!”

Almost all of Riccardo’s answers appeared probable to both parents, who confirmed
their clear impression of having really communicated with their son. More than the
language, it appeared to be his way of dealing with the discourse. He showed a lot of
common sense in everything (even too much, his mother use to say) and a very high
grade of maturity for a boy of his age.

We were invited to take part in a regional Sicilian convention of the Hope Movement
in the Franciscan Oasis of the “Madonnina del Lago™ of Pergusa (in the province of
Enna) which lasted three days. On the evening of the 8™ of April 89 Bettina and I held
a telewriting séance in our room, which the convention’s organiser, our friend Fiorenzo
Nigro and his wife Giovanna and two new friends, Nerina Garofalo and Gisella L., all
took part in. According to all appearances, four family entities manifested themselves:
Marco, Mr. and Mrs. Nigro’s son; Paolo, Nerina’s son; and then Enzo, Gisella’s
husband, and Peppino, Fiorenzo’s father. I will limit myself here to referring to the two
young people. I will speak about Enzo and Peppino in the fourth chapter.

When Marco came at the beginning, only his mother was present (having being
detained with organisational commitments, Fiorenzo only intervened in the end and
managed to speak with his father). Marco expressed himself in an extremely
affectionate manner (his parents are also two very affectionate Sicilians, and their son
must have got it from them). You are my beloved, dearly loved mummy. About his little
sister he said: Sara and the others are protected by me. (The expression which annoyed
Giuseppe so much is also repeated here: it seems to be a part of our souls' vocabulary).
As far as his father was concerned: He knows that I am beside him and that I love him,
but you are my greatest love. As a matter of fact, there was a very special bond between
mother and son, she commented deeply affected.

Can you feel it when I am there beside you? “What happened whilst we were
eating?” I was with you. “I felt you touch my shoulders”. I'm happy when you feel my
contact.

Marco spoke to me about his very luminous environment with its colours and
greenery: it is like the fields I loved so much. In answer to another one of my questions
of confirmation, “In other words you can see a nature landscape?” he answered: Yes.
“Also blue?” his mother then asked him. The light is blue but the fields are green.
Therefore, we were both satisfied.

There was a message of encouragement for his parents who are indeed well-
deserving, but also for many others: We say to you all: “Give your serenity to those who
do not have any”.

Paolo took over. His mum, Nerina, asked him where he was. In the light with many
other young people. “Is yours also an environment of nature?” I asked him. Yes, we are
all together. “And what are you doing?” We are helping our dear loved ones. His
mother asked Paolo whether he had seen his grandparents on both his mother and
father’s side. Yes, but we have a different journey.

Paolo also urged his relatives to be more serene and showed the same detachment for
certain earthly things as the other young souls we had interviewed up until now. “Can
you tell me”, asked his mother again, “about the accident and what we have to do?
Whose fault is it?” Mum, look at my photos and don’t think about who is to blame.
Another one of his mother’s questions: “Do you want to stay in your present grave or
should we make other arrangements?” The grave is for you, not for me: I am not there.



Laura Paradiso was also present at that same convention in the Franciscan Oasis.
And how could she not be present, this woman of such great and practically
inexhaustible spiritual drive and human attraction, this standard-bearer of the Hope
Movement in Sicily along with Fiorenzo Nigro, who then crosses the Strait and roams
all over the Continent (as they call the Peninsula) to bring a message of faith and above
all a testimony of live experience to so many desperate people, creating new groups and
finally, whenever possible, also infusing this writer with a little bit of courage?

In 1985 Laura lost her twenty-seven year old son Corrado, an extremely good and
unselfish young man who was unfortunately caught up in drugs. Apparently it seemed
that he had finally managed to come clean and had completely rid himself of the habit
for some time. However, one day he went to visit a friend of his at his house and gave
into the temptation where he died of an overdose. The story of Corrado and his mother
is amongst those narrated by Paola Giovetti in I messaggi della speranza (The messages
of hope). We would have been very pleased to have a mediumistic conversation in
Pergusa with Corrado too, but this did not come about due to entirely contingent
reasons. We therefore took advantage of the fact that Laura was to be our guest the
following October. There were two conversations, two days apart from one another.

The wonderful surprise was that Corraduccio, or rather Laura’s first son, who had
died at birth, also manifested himself with Corrado. He was given the same name, in
honour of the patron saint of the Sicilian city of Noto, where the family lives.

“Have you seen your tiny little brother, the one who died at birth?”” his mother asked
him. Corrado answered: Yes. He has grown up now. “I would really like to hear from
him”. Her wish was instantly granted by someone who immediately replied: I is
wonderful to know that you love me without ever being able to have held me in your
arms. 1 asked: “Who is it that has just spoken?” The little one, answered the newly
arrived. And he explained: I have grown up here and have learned everything in this
dimension. “Did you go to school, in a certain sense?” The guides teach us. “Do you
have a human appearance at the moment?”” One can either have an appearance or not.
If I see my mother, I assume my appearance: therefore she can see me. (However, he
didn’t specify how she could do this: needless to say, when her time comes to pass
away; perhaps even before, if she is able to make use of some experience that one rarely
has whilst living on this earth). “And how old do you look now?” My appearance now
is of that of a man. “He would be 41 by now, ten years older than Corrado”, explained
Laura. “Can you give us a concrete idea”, I continued inexhaustibly, “of the teachings
you have received?” They were moral and religious teachings. “Did they give you any
news of our earthly world?” News and information, answered Corraduccio, I learned
them through mum. “Therefore do you know what Italy is, what Rome is, where we are
now”. Rome is the capital of Italy, specified Corraduccio, with the expression that rather
echoes the somewhat stereotyped reply that a good schoolchild would have given. “Do
you know that we are three teachers? We could form a commission”, I replied but don’t
worry, the idea was not followed up also because I had butted in rather too much in
Laura’s place, whose usually extremely fluent talkativeness was now blocked by
emotion. | encouraged her to say something to her young son who she had found again
after so many years, and Corraduccio answered her: You will see me one day. His
mother then asked: “Will you come to me as a man or as a child?” As a child, because 1
want the caresses from you that I never had.

As far as Corrado is concerned, due to reasons of space I cannot refer everything we
said to one another during those two conversations, which, on the other hand, partly
closely follow the patterns of other communications reported in this book. His mother
didn’t even have the slightest hesitation in recognizing him. Moreover, he did indeed
appear to entirely agree with the description she had given us of him. Whatever his



mistakes had been, Corrado had a deep religiousness and great generosity and delicate
concern for others. In corresponding with him I had the clear impression of indeed
conversing with a young man, but one that is remarkably mature and of exceptional
depth.

Corrado was lavish with affectionate expressions with his mother, not only, but with
positive appreciation for what she does, although not detached from the following
remark, although benevolent, to which his brother joined in. “Are you both happy with
what I am doing?” Laura asked, obtaining the answer: You do good work. “And what
about my private life...?” Answered by: You certainly give more importance to other
people’s suffering than that of our family’s. And 1, painstakingly precise as usual: “Who
did this last answer come from?” From both of us.

From a more general point of view Corrado’s answers to certain questions I put to
him regarding their afterworld condition and that which will be theirs and our ultimate
future, appear to be remarkably interesting.

“Corrado, a lot of people say that we who still live on this earth should not
communicate with you who have passed away. What is your moral opinion of these
mediumistic communications?” We can always come with God’s permission to testify
that life continues.

“Corrado, I'm going to ask you a rather demanding question, but then everyone in
your family is intelligent. A premise: you young people of your sphere are together in a
serene spiritual world amidst wonders of nature, whereas other young people of very
different attitude are perhaps, it is said, in a more obsessive and frantic astral world, still
psychologically involved in a tumult of images of motorcycles, juke-boxes,
discotheques etc., etc. So here is my question: could it be that your parents, with their
own way of being and thinking about you, to some extent have determined your serene
condition and also all of your nature environment, which inspires so much serenity?”
That’s a very good question. Parents’ love, their faith, their prayers and works of
charity help the soul: and this brings us peace and serenity and [therefore] we live
amongst green fields, snow-white mountains and deep blue seas.

“What is waiting for you after your present phase of astral existence?” A happy
eternity in which we will all be together. “And what is needed in order to reach this
eternity?” A completely mystical evolution. “Does one have to go through an initiation
death, an oblivion of the earth...?” A loss of unpleasant memories, hatred, rancour.
“And will we come back to remembering all of these things, although in a different
perspective?” They will no longer exist because [we will then be] purified by the love of
God. “Will we perhaps go back to remembering everything without having to suffer
anymore?” They will be nothing for us.

“Do your guides tell you anything about the final resurrection?” Yes: it is the goal,
the ultimate and powerful event. “Why does one have to recover the physical bodies?”
They will be glorious. “Why does the material dimension have to be recovered, glorious
that it may be, transfigured as it is by the spirit?” To appreciate the beauty of creation.

This latter discourse, left half-finished in the first of the two communications, was
taken up again two days later, when Corrado specified: The body here for now does not
exist and we have grown in the love of God. When we regain our glorious body, then we
will have everything.

“What is so important about the corporeal life?” The fusion of the spirit with the
universal values of creation is accomplished. Many experiences are had on earth, but
the eternal body helps us to understand the great values. “In other words...?”” Do you
want to know what the values are? “Be kind, give me a couple of examples”. Art,
music, love, faith, friendship, charity. “Also science?” Yes. [There] are two elements



which allow us to understand and relish the beauty of a sunset or a symphony, or a
work of art better. “Two elements? What are they?” The glorious body and the spirit.

“Corrado, where does this information come from, these beautiful, stimulating
concepts?” From the infinite intelligence we take part in. “These answers that come to
us are therefore inspired”. Yes, we are all very bright.

Although the manifestation of these young men appeared to be filtered, although
their personalities seemed to be rather hazy (in different degrees) and made more
ethereal by the detachment from the physical body and from earth, each one certainly
seemed to preserve its own individual characteristics. However, they are all united not
only by the same condition, but by the participation in a mentality and - may I add - by
the adherence to ethics which is no longer that of the world left behind. In the sphere of
the young souls the mental environment appears to be organized in such a way as to
offer them extremely beautiful and comforting spectacles of nature. The contemplation
of such spectacles certainly plays an educative role: in some way it cooperates to
preparing those young souls for the journey that awaits them later on. What is also
undoubtedly educative is their commitment in assisting the other souls that arrive in the
spiritual world, whose earthly life has been cut off so abruptly at such a young age: our
young people welcome the newly arrived ones, they give them a warm welcome, giving
them comfort and serenity and also the first guide in their new existence, they help them
to settle down in their new environment which they are now part of. The taking on of
such commitments helps the young souls rid themselves of so much dross, to overcome
egoism and the spirit of competition, to detach themselves from so much earthly
passions and thus proves to be practical, so that they are ready and prepared for when
the moment of beginning the arduous climb to heaven comes.

Chapter I11

SOULS OF UNKNOWN YOUNG PEOPLE

The previous two chapters were dedicated to communications that we had with
entities that whilst still being mysterious were nevertheless referable to well-known
personalities. They concern young people who passed away at a very young age as the
result of accidents or fatal illnesses. We never knew them, but their parents were with
us. In all the cases, except for one, we obtained a sufficiently full and convincing
recognition.

On the other hand, the cases that will be dealt with in this chapter concern the entities
of young people unknown both to us and to the other people in our circle. In almost all
the cases the communication with these unknown entities took place before we were
able to set about experimenting in a systematic manner with our friends.

The first unknown young man we communicated with was Tonino. It seems that he
used to live in Varese (Lombardy). He told us that he died after his motorbike had
crashed against something which he did not actually specify. Very keen on motorbikes,
souped-up engines, rock music and discos, Tonino also proved to be keen on these
interests even after his death in the astral world, but he was then later on converted to a
more serious spiritual commitment and he joined a seminar led by a guide. We had a
rather large number of communications with Tonino and soon became friends with him
only to leave him later on because each one has own different evolutive journey. I have
spoken a great deal about him in my Colloqui con l’altra dimensione (Conversations



with the beyond) and so it is not the case here to repeat what has already been said. |
will restrict myself to remembering him, along with the figure of another boy, a friend
of his in the astral world: Ale (Alessandro) from Brescia, also very keen on rock music.

I also mentioned Adi (Adriano) in the aforesaid book, who drowned as a boy and
grew up in the other dimension becoming a young man. Likewise, one comes across
Alberto, another boy who grew up in the astral world reaching a spiritual maturity and
therefore an outward appearance of a grown man. We have said that the children have to
learn, at least to some extent, everything they were not able to learn during their lives
that were suddenly cut short. They even have a kind of school, an astral substitute of a
school where essential notions are also given of what corresponds to the basic culture of
us men living on earth. They have to learn at least something, in essential terms, of what
they were not able to learn here: it is necessary for their first training, although it
concerns things they must then forget - although temporarily - for the purpose of that
subsequent ascesis of elevation which requires a total and exclusive commitment.

By deferring the cases mentioned so far to the aforesaid book, we can limit ourselves
here to dealing in full with those unpublished: and we will start with Otino. He is a boy
from Florence, who died during a bombing in the Second World War. Otino, he says, is
a nickname given to me as a little boy. Did he give it to himself because he was called
Tino and in the Tuscan dialect he would have been called “o Tino” in the vocative?
When he died he was a boy: I was, he said, 12 or 13 years old.

I told him that I was also born in Florence. As a matter of fact, by cheating a little, or
unconsciously inspiring myself to St Paul who said he made himself a Judean to the
Jews and a Greek to the Greeks, I said: “I am from Florence”. This is why I feel on the
same wavelength, our new young friend commented.

“Where was your house?” Near a destructed bridge, towards the outskirts, because
the block of buildings was a working-class one. Dad used to go to the foundry by
bicycle.

“Do you have a human form?” At the beginning I did, and I have grown up here.
Then a wise man came to the place (I don’t really know how to call it) who was
particularly fascinating and he convinced me with his talk to start the real spiritual life.
Therefore my form gradually disappeared. However, every now and then I can have it
back again.

The beginning, continued Otino, was hard and difficult to accept. I was unhappy and
disheartened, and nothing made me serene. Something was always missing. It certainly
was that body that I had left so early, and an unknown earthly life that I had only
caught a glimpse of. What I saw was entirely different: it is a life that has very little to
do with the earthly one. I was unhappy, thus I was very pleased to meet the guide.

“Did you sleep after your arrival in the other dimension?” Yes. “What did you think
of the sphere?” It is not like earth. It wants to be, but something is missing: it is unreal.
“Is the sphere like Florence, or like what...?” Yes, but an ugly version. “For example,
were there Palazzo Vecchio, the Dome, Giotto’s Bell Tower etc. etc.?” Yes, but without
the artistic beauty. How can I make you understand? (a pause followed): the original
and a copy. I don’t know: do you get the idea? “Was there a difference like that between
a Raffaello’s Madonna and a copy made by someone in coloured chalks on the
pavement with a basket left for people to throw some coins into?” Yes, yes, yes, yes:
that is exactly what I wanted to say. I remember once that they hadn’t yet protected the
Baptistery and I was standing there admiring it open-mouthed with Dad and Lillina:
how beautiful it is! We were simple people but we understood beauty. “Who was
Lillina?” My little sister. “And did they then cover the Baptistery?” Yes, a few months
later they entirely protected it. “From the bombing?” Yes.



“What do you have to do now for your elevation?” My journey is long. We were not
a very religious family. And I only began here to know everything about religion. ‘1
don’t mean when you were alive on earth, but in the sphere did you hear anybody
speaking of the resurrection?” Yes: it is the end of the spiritual journey.

“How can you define your guide from a religious point of view: Catholic or not?” He
is like a priest. “Therefore are you Catholics in your sphere?” Yes. “What did you find
different about the sphere compared to the one you were expecting according to the
religious teachings you received on earth?” I don’t know, because, like I already said,
we were not a religious family. I did indeed receive my First Communion and was
confirmed, but almost without my dad knowing. A catechism done hastily and without
due care and an obliging priest friend of my grandmother on my mother’s side.
Goodness, this world is really suitable for religion.

“It is exactly here, dear Otino, that I would like to ask you a rather demanding
question: if your world is completely aimed at religion, do science and art become
obsolete and therefore no longer needed?” (Before answering, Otino takes a long pause
of deliberation). During the journey here it seems to me they are no needed, however in
the exalting moment of the resurrection they will regain all their immortal value: it was
like the protected Baptistery.

“I like both your answer, as well as your image of the covered and protected
Baptistery”. The spirit was deprived of beauty due to the bombing, but as soon as the
war finished thousands and thousands of people have been able to enjoy its beauty.

“I noticed that you concentrated before answering”. It was a concentration that
helped me give the answer.

“Therefore does this mean that you didn’t have the answer to my question ready?”
No. “And how did you get it?” I cut off the contact with you and I concentrated on your
question and the answer came to me. “Does this mean that you can also obtain the
answer to things you don’t know?” Yes, but it depends: if you are not a little
accomplished, then the answer doesn’t come.

“Thank you, dear Otino, for the interesting things you have told us. We hope that you
can fly higher and higher and we will meet again there where we will all be together in
the end”. Thank you all and fly amongst the beauties of the earth.

Otino died almost half a century ago, in the days in which, had he lived, he would
have gone back to visit the Baptistery with his dad and little sister who had grown a
little older: in the days in which children were more willing to spend time with their
parents and the elderly, and were not fretting with impatience waiting for every
occasion to run away from them almost as if they had the plague. It is most likely then
that the young and the elderly also spent more time together also in the astral world; so
true that Otino, although asked by me and therefore rather suggested by me, had
absolutely no difficulty whatsoever in portraying his own sphere like a kind of astral
reminiscence of his Florence for the use of all defunct Florentines regardless of their age
(perhaps with different editions only in relation to the diversity of the historical epochs
from which the aforesaid Florentines came from, so that there is something for
everyone’s taste, for everyone’s memories, for all mental habits).

Osvaldo, who died tens of years later, another young man who would have
considered Otino to be an old man and would have been greatly annoyed by him,
presented his own afterlife to us as an exclusive sphere for the young and he described it
with the same characteristics with which it was later to be described by the children of
our friends a year or so later. Generally speaking, it was the same condition which was
later to be confirmed to us in all its elements. It is not that at the time of Osvaldo’s
communication we knew absolutely nothing about the characterisation of the afterlife as
usually takes place in all this typical literature of the Hope Movement and its



surroundings: I had already read I messaggi della speranza (The messages of Hope) by
Paola Giovetti and had also reviewed them extremely carefully, and likewise known to
me were other mediumistic books of this, so to speak, “nouvelle vague”. Nevertheless,
the fact is that the particulars which emerged during the communication with Osvaldo
(in December ’87, as already mentioned) and with Athina (July ’88) fully correspond to
those had with Miriam and other young souls we met during the first few months of *89
and to whom we have dedicated the two previous chapters.

I am soul your friend: these are the five words with which Osvaldo qualified himself
on his first appearance. Furthermore, it is with impetuosity that he also revealed himself
in the extremely agitated movements of the glass, when he added: Long awaited for.
Channels by now fixed. Why don’t you leave the field free for everyone?

In justifying myself I explained that “we have appointments with entities that are
friends of ours”. That’s not fair! was the answer of our new, still unknown, energetic
interlocutor. “I don’t know whether it’s fair or not: we have those certain astral
relationships and so...”. In my opinion no, no, no, no. “I will make a note of it. What
exactly do you want to tell us?” That we also exist and want to let you know that we are
happy that you are dealing with our problems and inform other people about with
writings and conferences. The approach with Mascagna is good. There are many young
people, and so you update your entities of colonels and poetesses: do you
understand!!!!!

Let me open up brackets here: also as far as the latter are concerned, they can be
found in the afore-mentioned Colloqui, so that my reader will perfectly understand our
new friend’s reply in all its shades of meaning, including the five exclamation marks
that end it.

“And who are you, and what are you like?” Young, young and confoundedly OK:
Osvaldo. (Also Tonino had the OK as a confounded pet phrase). “So how come you are
up there?” Car accident. (We are almost in the middle of winter and I have a bad cough,
which is just as much a confounded nuisance, when I suddenly have a treacherous
attack of it). “You are young, Osvaldo, lucky you. As you can see I am old and full of
cough, with one foot in the grave”. It’s not your body but your spirit that I like. (1 put a
hand full of Pulmoll cough pastilles in my mouth. I highly recommend them to anyone
who has the misfortune of sharing my condition, even if this is not at all intended as a
publicity stunt). “I’m sorry, Osvaldo, that I can’t offer you one”. Only Coca for me. I'm
pleased that you understand that we also need some space. “Well, here the space is for
he who takes it: and you have taken it, therefore it’s yours”. A quick-witted answer, but
I was talking about your communications.

“Do you by any chance happen to know Frangi and the other ‘children of the light’
that Paola Giovetti talks about in her book?” Yes: we are in groups according to age.
“Could you introduce them to me, or others mentioned in the book?” I can’t do it. My
condition is not stable. “Can you give us any news regarding the boys Mascagna, Enzo
and Leonardo?” We are not together, but I know that they are there.

“What is your sphere like?” We are still in a condition that has yet to be defined. We
can’t always come, nor do we always see the same things. One time, so to speak, I was
plunged in the light; another time it seemed as though I was flying and I could see seas,
plains, mountains below me. “Do you know astral environments - I say astral - that are
similar to this earthly world? Do you see souls with human appearances around you?
Do you see yourself with a human appearance?” Yes, it could happen, however, more
often than not, it is an energetic perception (in which, that is to say, one perceives
oneself, the others and the different realities as pure shapeless energies). “Have you ever
seen colonels and poetesses who attend an astral library, or anything similar?” They are
your entities. I have never seen any buildings, only natural environments.



“Do your parents communicate with you?” No. “What do you think of those parents
who do nothing but think of their dead children and are forever waiting to hear their
voices on the tape recorder or try to communicate with them at all costs, and, if they
succeed, at all times?” As far as parents are concerned, it is the aim of earthly life. For
us it is evolution (by this he means: the aim). “Can you complete this thought of yours?”
We are now in another condition (therefore - I have interpreted - we have to live our
new existence and evolve here in the spiritual world, we cannot remain excessively tied
to the earth and to our loved ones we have left behind).

“What do you think of the light beings?” An angel welcomed me (here he means to
say: on the threshold of this new dimension, when he passed away). “He was obviously
a light being”. Yes. “Did he have a beard?” No: Maybe he was a young light being (like
those who are mentioned in the books by Agnese Moneta besides I messaggi della
speranza by Paola Giovetti, already mentioned). “My theory is that the “children of
light” accomplish their role as light beings when they go to welcome souls on the
threshold of the other dimension who have passed away at a very young age, so that the
young are received by other young beings like themselves. Is this right?” Yes. (Later on
I had a large number of confirmations regarding this).

“How old were you when you passed away?” 19. “Where did you use to live? Do
you remember?” No. “How long ago did you die?” 6 years ago. “Did you go through a
period of expiation?” Expiation? “Yes, to purify you of your earthly imperfections, if
you had any, like I have”. (Pause: Osvaldo is thinking it over). Maybe I have to go
through it.

“Did you have a sleep?” Yes. “How long does the regenerating sleep for a young man
more or less last?” [ think it’s short: maybe a year, but I don’t know. (From what I later
learned, it seems that the duration is a lot shorter). “Can the souls communicate during
their sleep?” They are woken up by the forces of the external energies. “What do you
mean by this...?” They are woken up by the earthly world. “Then do they go back to
sleep again?” Yes. “Based on the news I have, I can’t make out how the sleep of a soul
could only last a month™. It’s because of the strong loving calls. “From the parents?”
Yes, yes. “After that the soul goes back to sleep: is that what you said?” Yes. “In other
words, the soul turns over and reassumes its interrupted sleep”. If they let him.

“Can you see us two?” Yes. “What do I look like?” You’re sturdy. “Thank you for
the euphemism. With a lovely white beard, eh?” White and authoritative. I had a
teacher like you. “Let’s hope he was a nice teacher”. Really nice. “Well, we’ll say
goodbye, for now. Come back and visit us whenever you want”. If I can, yes. (But he
never came back). And you whittle down the old ones.

Bettina intervened, always quiet but deadly every time she opened her mouth: “We’ll
get together with youths, then with children, and finally with babies. And you, because
of your age limit, will be the first we get rid of”. A sharp tongue. “As sharp as the blade
of a sword from Toledo: believe me, as we’ve been together for twenty years”. However
she has a good heart. “She’s like a huge dog that barks every now and then but never
bites”.

Bettina once again: “Filippo has the heart of a boy”. That’s why I like him. “Seeing
as [ can’t have the rest”, [ commented, “I have the heart to console myself. Osvaldo, we
won’t say keep well and smart fellow, which would be a useless recommendation.
Thank you for your visit and see you soon”. Byeee and OK OK OK OK.

Another super young soul and all okay is Richi (Riccardo: nothing to do with the one
we have already mentioned), who swooped down on us thirteen months after the
former, on the evening of January the 17" °89.

During the first part of that s€éance we had been rather tiresomely engaged with a
female soul from Bormiole (a small hamlet of some municipality I think in the North of



Italy) who had passed away of old-age after a life dedicated to her family and work in
the fields, when, seeing as there was plenty of time left for another communication
which, if possible, might have been able to lift our spirits a little, I suddenly thought of
saying: “Let’s see whether there is a defunct person out there, who is a little less dead”.
And to the new presence: “Are you full of life?” Yes, yes, was the immediate answer,
followed by the “study of letters” and by an OK OK. What do you want? “To get to
know you”. OK OK. “As long as you don’t give us the KO with all these OK’s”. No, no.
“Alright, then we are all ears”.

What do you want to know, you know... (After a hail of “OK’s”, a “you know”: here
we go. They were two pet phrases used by the young which really annoyed me at first.
However, seeing as there was no way out, I got used to them and they even made me
laugh and I grew quite fond of them). “You know”, I replied, “I want to know
everything, at least as far as you are concerned”. Well! Riccardo, Richi to my friends.
“Pleased to meet you, Filippo. Age and cause of death...?” 17 years old, in an accident
with my moped. “From your first moves I have understood that you are one of those
who go and smash his head”. Very funny OK OK. “It is sufficient for me to remark the
way you drive the glass...” Yes, yes.

“Did you die on impact, or in the hospital?”” You know, I lay there like an idiot. “Like
a dead idiot, or a living one?” A dead one. “What did you see? What did you experience
in that moment?” Well!... you know... at first you just lay there and watch. “And what
do you see, for example?” Well... you know... you don’t realise what’s happened.
People, the police, the findings. Then a group of young, happy and luminous people:
“Come on, dumb head, come with us!” They took over and I found myself in a green
field. You are with them and a boss. You know... they say that you are here. They keep
you... you know... company. “And therefore, from one ‘you know’ to another ‘you
know’...” Well... you know, I haven’t really understood much so far.

“How do you pass your time there?” Every now and then I sleep, then I run through
the field, but they go on a mission. “Which means...?”” Well, you know, they go to
welcome other young people. ““Are there also girls where you are?” Yes. “Did you all die
in accidents?” No, because of illnesses. “Are there motorbikes or such like where you
are?” Not in our group, but the grown ups know how to build them. “Have you ever
seen motorbikes in the astral sphere?” No, I have heard about them. However, we young
people live outside in the open air surrounded by nature. “So why don’t you live in city
surroundings where there are discos, fast food restaurants, juke-boxes, videogames?”
No: those belong to the body, the nature [belongs] to the spirit. (I interpret: all those
devilries satisfy the needs from a more material point of view, whereas the spectacles of
nature have a comforting and character-building effect on the spirit).

“And what is waiting for you later on?” The boss says that we will have a... you
know... let me think... word we don’t use. Now I'll try. “Evolution...”: no. “Evalu...”:
no. “Spiritual evolution”: OK OK. “Did you also mean to speak about “elevation”?”
Maybe, but they are not words in our vocabulary.

“Do you happen to know Miriam, Marilena, Giovanni?” No. “...Frangi?” Yes: it was
his group that welcomed me. “Can you describe him to us?” He is a good-looking,
sportsman like and happy boy, thin like all boys. “What is he dressed like?” Casual,
maybe with a checked jacket. (N.B. Frangi’s mother, Agnese Moneta, told me
afterwards that her son especially liked wearing checked shirts without jackets: thus
somebody who had looked at him superficially could have easily mistaken the shirt for
a jacket). “Do you know the brothers Enzo and Leonardo? Have you heard about
them?” Yes, but they’re not in Frangi’s group. “Have you seen them?” No. “So don’t
you know anything at all about Miriam?” No, but this doesn’t mean anything: there are
so many of us.



“What kind of terms are you on with your parents?” It’s still early, the time will come
to be able to... you know... get in touch with them. “Do you remember your surname?”
No. “Where are you from?” Trezzano. “Where’s that? In what province?” Well... you
know... Milan. 1 went to get my book containing the postal codes: there are two
Trezzano’s, both in the province of Milan. “Trezzano Rosa or Trezzano sul Naviglio?”
Sul Naviglio.

“Well, dear Richi, be well and happy”. OK OK my friend, I'm OK. “What is the next
stage of your evolution? What is round the corner?” It’s too early now. I have to get
used to my surroundings. Bettina said: “Alright, for the time being run through the
fields and have fun”. My battery is always flat... you know... OK OK... Byeee.

In making the meeting with Richi follow that with Osvaldo (December ’87) my
intention was to adapt myself to a more logical than temporal order, since the two
communications we had with Athina actually took place in July ’88, two days apart
from one another, to be more precise on the 19" and the 21%.

We were on holiday in Roccamassima, in the little house we have there where the
Albani Hills and the Pontina Plain are visible from our windows.

Athina is a girl who died at the age of nineteen in a car accident on the road which
links Milan to the lakes. Did she actually live in Milan? Maybe. “What is your condition
now?” I'm with a lot of young people who are both older and younger than me. “Are
they by chance the so-called “children of the light” or something similar?” Yes.

“Do you know Frangi?” Yes. “Do you know Leonardo too?” Leonardo. “And his
brother...” Enzo, older than 1. “We are friends of Enzo and Leonardo’s mother and
father”. They are always in contact with their parents through a female friend. “Right.
Along with Enzo and Leonardo’s parents we organised a convention in Rome about two
months ago”. They always go to these places.

“Are you in contact with your parents?” No. “Do you follow their lives?” No. “Why
not?” My mother doesn’t try to communicate. “Can you remember your surname?” No.
“Why did you come to communicate with us two?” You are friends of my friends.

“I have read many messages that are supposed to be from you as comfort to your
parents, but I have had hardly any information regarding the life you lead in your world.
Why is this?” It is not requested and we live pleasant places.

“Do you still have a human form?” Yes. “Can you give us a kind of snapshot of
yourself? What do you look like?”” Not very tall, grown up in age. “Do you mean to say
that you look older than you are?” No: since when I left earth. “If 1 have well
understood, you want to say that you have matured in your dimension and have
therefore grown up in your human aspect, which symbolically expresses your inner
condition. How old do you look now?” 22.

“Can you describe these pleasant places to me?” We see the landscapes we used to
love when alive: the sea, mountains, fields, flowers. These are only examples. “Do you
see buildings, houses...?” No. “Did your hear if they exist in some other sphere?” Yes,
they may be some, but we don’t have any. “A lot of young people used to love riding
motorbikes. Can they still have such experiences in your sphere with a mental
motorbike? Can a young person build one through an act of thought?” Not by himself,
but he can with others who share the same interest. “Have you ever seen a young
disincarnated soul riding an astral motorbike?” No.

“Lucky you. What do you do together?” We welcome the young ones. “When you
arrive in your spiritual world do you youngsters have a period of sleep?” Yes-no-yes-no.
“What do you mean?” Some do, short; others don’t. “It seems that the old people who
pass away have long periods of sleep. How come you don’t?” It is the desire to continue
living. *“...Which makes you stay awake. Whereas the old people on the other hand
arrive already tired”. Yes. “Do you have periods of expiation, of purification, or



something of the kind?” Not for the time being. “Why not for the time being?” Other
commitments and tasks.

“Can you come back to visit us again?” Yes. “Perhaps then you will also let us get to
know some other young person: it would be interesting for our research”. I don’t know,
they don’t usually come. (Five months later, and then gradually afterwards, we had a
real multitude of them - as we have seen, although in an incomplete manner, in the first
two chapters - but by using their mothers and some of their fathers as magnets).
“Alright, in the meantime we’ll be waiting for you and we’ll call you in two day’s time.
Send our regards to Enzo and Leonardo”.

Two days later we called Athina and after an unauthorized entity who we had to send
away (I hasten to add, always with due courtesy), our new pleasant friend came back.
“As proof: who are you?” Athina. “After whom were you given this beautiful name?”
After my grandparents: he was called Athos, she was called Giuseppina. “Would you
believe! I thought it came from Athena, in other words Minerva, the patron goddess of
Athens”. I don’t know. “I’m going to ask you a load of questions, also meticulous ones,
but they are for my research. I hope I won’t be too annoying”. No.

“You’re very kind. I would like to ask you now why you young souls who used to
love cars and motorbikes and so many man-made products so much, are instead now
living in a scenery of nothing else but pure nature. Can you see the view from this
window?” Beautiful: it looks like ours. “Well, how come you young souls exclusively
have spectacles of nature and cannot, for example see cities with everything they
contain and, at least on this earth, that which was so familiar and pleasant to you?” We
are more in affective, emotional atmosphere. “Do you mean to say in a, so to speak,
romantic atmosphere?” Maybe: it is a group that is held more together by sentiments
which tie the young people to their parents’ expectations. “Alright, but how come these
mental visions are of a, so to speak, exclusively ecological type?” If a mother or a
father has a living sick child, they only ask about his health. It is the same as far as we
are concerned: the parents who are left behind want to know whether we are well.
Therefore a sense of peace is created within us, a sense of tranquility, which is realized
in the fields, woods, meadows etc. It is a rather idyllic environment for you who live in
large cities, but for us and our dear loved ones we have left behind we need peace,
goodness, light, love. If we said “I’'ve got a motorbike” or “a boat”, then our parents
would be disappointed. By now we are all good, beautiful and wonderful. “As well as
being very pleasant and nice”. Yes. Even if they have forgotten that we used to be
intolerant towards everything, including their presence.

“If you used to be excessively intolerant before, now you may appear to be docile to
the other extreme”. We do not have the passion that is determined by the body and,
furthermore, we want to soothe their immense pain. “So you have become much better
children”. Yes.

“Your language appears to be very different to the one you used to have on earth:
why is that?” This is how they imagine us, so this is how we speak. “Is this way of
speaking of yours studied or does it come spontaneously to you?” No: it is for them. It is
like how we scholars write a composition in the way our teacher wants it. Then, if he
heard how we talk in the bar or at a disco, he would be horrified. “So when you come
back together in your sphere, how do you speak then?” Some of us mount the pulpit and
carry on in the same manner, but most of us speak like all the other boys and girls of the
world. “Do you use words with one another?” Yes, but we can communicate by thought.

“With all due respect, could it ever be possible that one of you comes to speak with
his/her parents every single day for months and years?” It is like a son who decides not
to get married, so that he doesn’t have to leave his mother: or rather, he has not
decided to break off an extremely intense and possessive emotional bond. “You agree



with me then, dear Athina, that affection is one thing whereas possessiveness is
something completely different. If I had left a possessive mother behind on earth, then
maybe I might continue to give her some satisfaction or fulfillment even every day at
the time she wishes, but I would mainly leave a kind of astral computer in my place and
then I would go about my own business”.

What a shame, I didn’t tell Athina, but my father came to mind, who was deeply in
love with his mother, like every respectable son. He was a young cavalry officer - we
are in the Belle Epoque - stationed in Santa Maria Capua Vetere; and my grandmother,
who used to live in Rome, demanded his daily correspondence. “Perhaps you only need
to send a little card with “kisses” and your signature but you have to nevertheless send
it. I don’t ask for anything else”. Alright. However at his age he was full of distractions,
and, unfortunately there were many times in which he forgot and as a consequence his
mother was very often left to worry: and so one day Dad bought thirty little cards, he
wrote “Kisses, Gino” on them and her address and gave them to his orderly with the
task of posting them one a day. The trouble was that this good cavalryman continued to
post them even when his lieutenant went back home on leave. The little cards continued
to arrive punctually, inexorably: “Kisses, Gino” “Kisses, Gino”... “Oh you little
rascal...”

To go back to the astral computer I invented: If it were an instrument, yes, replied
our friend, but where would you find one of us who would take a daily shortcut like that!

“Athina, this sense of humour you have, did you get it from us, or is it all your own
doing? I don’t know whether Bettina and I are really funny. But we are nevertheless
rather jolly”. I too. “So you made these funny jokes then?” Yes. Many of us could be so
funny, but they hold themselves back when speaking to their parents, however, we are
more spontaneous and funny when we are together.

“Do you have guides?” They are more mature boys and girls or ones that have been
here longer than us. “Do you have more adult, grey-haired, and bearded guides?” No.
“This could be probably explained by the fact that you youngsters prefer to be with boys
and girls of your own age and that you spontaneously confide and trust in those of your
own age”. Yes. And then we also have eternity before us: time is not a problem.

“Did your guides tell you anything about resurrection?” No. “And what about
reincarnation?” No. “And when you were alive on earth...?” Yes, but I wasn’t interested
in these thing. “Do you have any idea of what is yet to come? That is to say, about the
destiny which awaits you, which awaits us?” There is no mention of it, since we don’t
speak about it. Although many of us send religious messages. It’s to reassure our
parents.

“Is it true that memories tend to fade?” Yes. I don’t remember much, even though I
think with intensity. Or rather I don’t remember my earthly life.

(Omission). In order to conclude with Athina, before our final farewells: “Now that I
have given you the third degree, please don’t hesitate to ask me anything you want”. 1
see that you are searching in our world, but you will never be able to discover
everything. “I will never claim that I could do as much”. Yes, but a part of the mystery
will always remain. “It would be a good thing to let it be so: my readers like a bit of
mystery too”. Yes, so you attract them even more.

Revolution! Killer policemen have shot me. “When? Where?” I was unarmed. Milan
1968. University. “Can you tell us your name?” Maria Grazia. She also gave us her
surname, of which - as a precaution: one never knows - 1 will only give the letter it
begins with: G. Once again another one of the slogans from the 1968 protest movement
activist: We will be united against you, bourgeois, of the middle class with the force of
our thought and our legitimate cause.



We were at the beginning of September 89 and we were still in Roccamassima.
Ventidio Corti had come to experiment with us with his wife Roberta, and Domizia
Lanzetta with her mother Amelia, who is a very elderly woman, but, despite her age, is
still extremely smart and sprightly. In that moment Amelia and Ventidio were acting as
mediumistic channels, whereas I had limited myself to taking part in the conversation
with the entity.

All of a sudden Maria Grazia’s style appeared to change. She said about herself: /
was young and I used to love life. We used to love men and to believe in them. She tried
to specify the age she died: 2/. Then she corrected herself: No, 24. In passing away to
the other dimension she saw a white light. She added: I saw my grandparents again,
who I hadn’t seen since I was a child. “Did they have a human form?” Yes, but more
luminous and more light than colours: they spoke to me and reassured me because I
was very agitated. “What experiences did you have afterwards?” Everything as if true to
life: like a dream which my passions made me still dream. “Did you meet anyone else?”
Various other meetings that gradually became more ethereal as my passions faded.

“So how come you expressed yourself with such passion in the beginning? What
gave rise to that initial broadside of old slogans?” The contact with your psyche.

Having thought about it and comparing it to other experience data, the explanation
appears to be correct: the soul could have forgotten many things that were nevertheless
kept memorized deep down inside. Now such memories, even the most distressing and
painful, could be awakened with that soul’s renewed contact with the earthly sphere: a
contact that took place by the entity itself being submerged in the psyche of living men
who act as human channels.

“Maria Grazia, out of all the souls you have met has there by any chance been a
person who was particularly important in your eyes who made an important discourse
for you?” I don’t think so: they have all been important for me. I was immature and
everything has been important for me. “What have you fundamentally learned in the
other dimension?” To love without hate. “Did you have a regenerating sleep?” Yes.
“Was there a period in the darkness?” No. “...Or in the fog?” No. “Did you have a
guide?” Not particularly. “Do you see things that are similar to things from the earthly
world where you are?” Yes. “Do you see souls in human forms?” Yes. “Do you see
houses?” Yes. “Do you live in an astral house?” Like in the world, but they told me that
it is only a dream.

At this point I asked Bettina and Domizia to take over from Amelia and Ventidio.
The entity is transferred to the new channels through a rapid contact of fingers.
Amongst the other news that Maria Grazia provided about herself it emerged that, due
to her rather particular situation, her grandparents had acted as light beings for her.

In fact, as far as we know, this role can also be carried out, for those who arrive in
the other dimension, by their relations who passed away before them: as long as,
needless to say, they are capable of carrying out this role. Although with all due respect
for the revolutionary and political-social aspirations and movements in general, one
should point out that, in order to free oneself of certain infatuations that belonged to her
adolescence and youth, Maria Grazia had to in some way regress to her childhood: and
the image of her grandparents (whom, as we have seen, she only knew when she was a
child) must have been of great help to her in this sense.

We met Maria Grazia on another two occasions. She explained to us that she had not
died during the manifestation in which she was injured, but only afterwards, to be more
precise, at home as the cause of an internal trauma, and this is why her death did not
make any news. The recalling of those memories and moods made her spontaneously
and almost automatically give voice to a new slogan that followed the footsteps of its
predecessors: All police are servants of their master.



We dealt with the most varied topics with Maria Grazia, but, as far as this treatment
is concerned, we can pause on this invective against the police so that we can link up to
the following interview with young Erich, who was in fact a policeman. In the same
way as that which regards the most different categories, it seems that also the German
policemen have their own made to measure afterlife: this can also be particularly
interesting for us.

I have to declare beforehand that Erich, although he was young, was not very young:
it seems that he died at the age of 36: we are already quite a bit ahead. Already with
Maria Grazia we had quite sufficiently departed from the usual mould: her afterlife had
already started to appear to be quite different, as far as some aspects were concerned,
from that of our children of light. With Erich the difference in age is greater and with it
the difference of his condition: we go back to the condition that is analogous to the most
general one of souls who have communicated with us.

Considered in the vastest horizon, the afterlife of our young souls reveals itself in all
its limits: it proves to be nothing else but a sphere for souls of a certain very particular
condition.

As we gradually move away from this particular condition, the largest portion of the
afterlife which still appears to be dominated by forms similar to earthly ones comes
back to take shape as it has been described in the previous books I have dedicated such
phenomenology to.

However, let’s go back to the communication with Erich: this is the name he gave us
when he answered the question: “Who are you?” I thought about asking him a series of
questions in German, a language which I read, but one that I have never really spoken in
my life. And here are his extremely laboured answers that I received in exchange, which
nevertheless indicate that he understood the questions well. Polizei... Ya (in reply to my
question “Were you a policeman?”)... 1968 (the year of his death)... University... Band...
Pum pum... Terr... Terro... (I completed: “Terroristen”) ...Ya, ya ya: Meincoff Band.
(This was the exact spelling, I'm not to blame. Erich evidently referred to the terrorist
group of Ulrike Meinhof and Andreas Baader, routed in 1972: is there not a slight
anachronism? 1968 nevertheless remains an emblematic year).

In the end I gave up: “Dear Erich, your German is badly expressed through us two:
Bettina doesn’t know it and I only speak it a little. Try to concentrate on your pure
thoughts and the discourse will flow through us in our language”.

And then the answer came through extremely slowly and not even very clearly: In
1968 student terrorist in gang. A lot of clashes all over the city. “Is this when you
died?” Yes. “How did it happen?” Hit in an instant: but by whom?

“What experiences have you had?” As you can see, this is one of my most usual
questions, which Erich answered this time in a more articulated manner, slow at the
beginning, then with more certainty and gradually faster and faster: On the ground a lot
of confusion, and waiting, maybe, who knows? I watched unbelievingly at how it was
possible that motionless body that had been so tense before, in haste running, so to
speak, full of life and fear. I stayed there a bit. I didn’t want to leave it.

Then a call - is that how you say it? “I think so. Carry on, Erich”. Like a superior’s
voice. I followed the voice along a tunnel. But it wasn’t a tunnel: do you understand?
“In other words, not like a tunnel that cars go through”. Very well, you understand. It
was dimly lit, but a light in the end. “And who was out there?” There was my
commanding officer. (Here is another good version of the light being). “Was he also in
police uniform?” Yes, yes. I was embarrassed, because I knew that he had been dead for
more than a year. I stood to attention, in silence. And he said: “At ease, at ease, dear
Erich”. He had never told me to stand at ease before or called me by name. “So what
did