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In the inner life unfolds

the true meaning

of the experience of the mystic,

who in renouncing the world

rises toward the higher planes of existence


The inner life of a clairvoyant and his relationship with others are commented on here in light of the teaching of the Guides, who manifested through great mediums. The Guides insist that every person who participates in a spiritualist meeting has to assume the responsibility to make constructive use of whatever this experience can offer him, not only with regard to himself but also to others.

We also believe that the teaching is not given us to keep hidden so that no one can make use of it, but to transmit it to those who need it. This is the true aim of this book.

Well-known in Italy, Vitaliano Bilotta has been a teacher, journalist, and a union representative within Education. He has studied the philosophy of reincarnation for more than forty years and makes it known to others by applying it to everyday life.

He became keenly interested in the hypothesis of reincarnation by associating with great mediums who handed down important teachings that comprehend Reality in all its aspects. He has published more than twenty books, also in e-book format, with various publishing houses but this is the first time one of his books has been translated into English.
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PREFACE

The phenomenon called, in the course of history, spiritualism in England, spiritualisme in France, spiritualismus in Germany, and – who knows why – spiritismo in Italy, was later called medianità (mediumship), channelling and now – thank God – here too spiritualismo or spiritualismo sperimentale (experimental spiritualism).

This hypothesis of reality enables consciousnesses, non-incarnate or incarnate entities in this or other worlds to communicate with the physical plane through a medium, a means, an intermediary, an instrument, a channel, a channelling. As an organized phenomenon, methodically expressed and observed, it began in the western world towards the middle of the nineteenth century with the Fox sisters.

Since then numerous entities, real or presumed, highly or less highly evolved, working through mediums with different characteristics, both in the West and the East, transmit their explanation of reality, giving rise to phenomena called affective, physical, teaching, or mixed.

We said in the East, too, because in that part of the world meditation is the equivalent of the state of consciousness called trance in the West.

By its very nature, this phenomenon is highly unstable, because it does not obey the logic of the human senses, but a synergetic or superior logic, which springs forth from human perception conditioned, in a decisive way, by the states of consciousness of those participating in the phenomenon. To reach this conviction, researchers have to love the phenomenon they are studying, and it cannot be any other way; human beings come from a less broad consciousness and move towards an ever broader consciousness.

Affective phenomena are produced by mediums specializing in contract with those who have passed on.

Physical phenomena are produced by mediums specializing in materializations.

Teaching phenomena are produced by mediums specializing in the dispensing of spiritual teachings.

Mixed phenomena, finally, which are very rare, are produced by mediums who express the entire range of types.

Many years ago I used to meet with a group of friends to read and comment on the teaching that came to us from the extended consciousness which we call the Guides or Teachers. This consciousness is manifested through great Italian and foreign mediums and reiterates that the ultimate goal of the evolutionary period called man is the evolution of consciousness.

We therefore called this union of friends evolvenza, which is the synthesis of the Italian term evoluzione della coscienza, evolution of consciousness.

Over time, Evolvenza (www.evolvenza.it) became an aggregation point for some mediums who not only read the teachings with us but were themselves the channel for other teachings.

Afterwards, we began applying the Guides' teachings to the everyday life of some of us, working in this way on narrative containers that answered the question “Why is life like that?” We called these containers interactive narration, because they enabled readers to understand, by way of the teaching comments, the reason why the narrated event existed.

This type of narration thus has two natures: it is an essay in the comments and a narrative in the story. The story is life, and it is indispensable in a work whose aim is to apply the Guides’ teaching to life. This is the only reason we use a story: the Guides reiterate that life, as it appears to us, is an illusion, and we believe that the narrative is an illusion of an illusion.

Working on the interactive narration, we soon realized that every time we have to search for a topic helpful for our writing, we get lost in the knowledge of the Guides, which we consider to be superhuman.

We thus thought of gathering together in one electronic archive all the material we had collected and were continuing to file away, also on multimedia supports like videos, audio tapes, and photographs. This is how the multimedia encyclopaedia of Evolvenza came to be; it now numbers in the thousands of pages and is constantly updated.

The City Mystic was born out of this encyclopaedia.

Here the inner life of a clairvoyant and his rapport with others is commented in light of the teaching of the Guides. They say over and over that every person who takes part in a séance has to assume responsibility for making constructive use of what this experience can offer, not only in relation to themselves but also to others.

We too believe that the teaching is not given to us to be hidden so that no one can make use of it, but to be transmitted to those who need it. This is the real reason for making it known.

My warmest good wishes to all my friends who participated in the Evolvenza meetings and thus have contributed to this work.

Vitaliano Bilotta


A MAGNETIC GAZE

“Look, here comes Larago!”

The grocer saw a thin but energetic man coming down the street, walking off to the side, respecting his own personal space and that of others.

No one knew very much about him at Barenna. They called him “Larago,” which in their dialect meant “the strange one,” because for many of them he embodied an indefinable and yet real strength. He looked to be about forty years old, spoke little and was kind and polite with everybody; he appeared in the neighborhood at regular intervals to buy a little food and some books.

He entered the delicatessen and walked up to the counter; calmly and truly magnificently, he said, “I would like some mozzarella.”

The grocer looked him through thick glasses and fixed two eyes like two nails on the man’s face, wanting to make fun of him. “Braided or little bites?” he asked allusively.

“Braided,” Larago said, staring into his eyes.

At first the grocer tried to hold Larago’s gaze, but then he realized that the man’s gaze1 showed him a path that he did not know, a path of great feelings which could lead a person towards horizons he could not yet conceive of. He weighed the mozzarella and wrapped it up, then politely said good-bye.

Larago walked slowly out of the store. Every time he returned to his solitary life, something mysterious happened in his mind; the anxieties and restlessness that disturbed him in his relations with other people came gurgling up as though attracted from below and were expelled like dirty water. This had happened to him ever since he had learned to distance himself from the environment around him.

He had been just over twenty years old when he was hired at the Ethnographic Museum and had focused for the first time on a chair. It was a late October morning, dull and cold. From his desk Larago saw the elderly woman in the archives open her steaming thermos next to her computer keyboard. He saw her stretch out to take pieces of bread out of her purse with a sensation of pleasureful thrill that made her whole corpulent body tremble. Her shape stood out against the light and was so outsized in the heavy smoke that Larago wanted to run away. He was used to ranging in his mind to the boundaries of the physical world – there was always something acrobatic and liberating in what he was thinking – but this time, to escape those sensations, he tried an experiment that for some time had been beckoning to him like an adventure.

He began concentrating on the chair.

He grew certain, for example, that human existence was a school, that everyday life was an indispensable tool for shaping consciousness.

Sometimes Larago stumbled over painful doubts. He rode the Metro back to his rented house in Barenna and thought that this was the moment when he ought to be more open to understanding; the breath of the people pressed onto him from every side, and he wanted to give a transcendental meaning to this crowd, one sole justification for the little man with a severe profile next to him and the old lady reeking of sweat. He felt that he had to link their existence to his own and his to theirs; this was the moment, but he rarely managed to do it. He was nauseated by the swaying of the Metro car and by its smell; he could not succeed in loving everybody – indeed, he was very far from this goal. The noise of the wheels on the tracks thus became the noise of powerful aversions, and the others around him besieged him as alien and indifferent. He swam in a backwash of negative thoughts, and all his efforts to emerge from it pushed him in even deeper.

And yet he too would overcome the sense of separateness,2 he would reach a higher state of consciousness and would finally leave the cycle of births behind.3

He got off the Metro at the Barenna stop and walked into the countryside; the land awaited him, waving light poles to the sky like masterful invocations. Larago was thirsty, and the countryside gave him something to drink: he wanted to feel more.4 And when he emerged from the Metro underpass the countryside was by him, blurry around the edges but strong in its power of abstraction, like a grand suggestion in the fog and mist.

He left the paved road and started down a lane that led to the illegal dwelling where he lived. The neighbors’ son greeted him and Larago said a few words: his mind was pushing him along flights of stairs like at a circus or a Roman amphitheater, where the day’s sensations clashed with each other and the environment grew hazy. His senses touched the country lane and the shouts of children less and less; the leaps grew broader and broader, like a veil fluttering over higher perceptions.5 He found himself in front of the door with his keys in his hand and entered the little apartment with its cracked walls. He undressed, pulled down the Murphy bed and stretched out face-up with his right arm across his forehead.

Like an eruption, the usual thoughts came into his head: his nothingness in the life of society,6 his dull, forgotten work in the museum and his solitude, always there even when he was not alone.

He went into the kitchen to fix some supper, not very much: an egg, a little salad, no meat, a piece or two of fruit; he wanted to produce very little excrement. He was content with his way of living, which detached him from tangible things, from the things that don’t last, and that gave him the joy of the essential, that did not leave him with useless regrets and did not wear him out with fruitless battles.

If he had wanted to be this or that, to possess this or that thing, he would not have been free to build himself inside; instead, in the peace that the inner repose and simplicity of his being gave him, he was ready to receive higher insights.

No newspapers, because everyday life coarsened his thoughts, no radio, no TV; all his attention was focused on inner progress.7 He proceeded on his inner adventure, and talking was an effort for him; he limited his conversations with others, who perhaps would ask him for small favors, to which he would respond yes or no and if necessary act.

Lines like “You sure don’t look your age!” bothered him; he was certain that even ageing8 was for the best. Then he was sorry for being so impatient with people and intuited that even the coarsest spiritual ignorance9 had the purpose of leading the individual to a higher form of existence.

He ate alone and in silence; his meal was as fast as a rite in which he had no interest.10 He swallowed the food and connected the topic of the day’s meditation with some aspect of practical life; if he had meditated on the unreality11 of the I and of mine, and on the ultimate phase of human development, which for him consisted in overcoming the sense of separateness,12 Larago linked this consideration with the harmfulness of identifying with a political party,13 a religion,14 or a group.15 He always compared the day’s meditation topic to the life of the physical body.

After dinner he sat down by the telephone and waited. Anyone who needed him called at that hour. They called to ask for suggestions, to pass the time with him, to feel better; for many, Larago emanated some kind of force and if they had contact with him, they came into possession of a portion of that force.16 He was called by coworkers, friends, men, women – especially women – who saw in him a fount not only of energy but of physical attraction, which sometimes turned into dependency. They were persons in search of a reservoir of certainties, and Larago, for them, was the ideal.17

The conversations always followed the same pattern. The person who called told Larago about his life and Larago listened. Once in a while he would say, “Right,” to prove to the caller that he was listening. People unburdened themselves of their troubles and were happy to turn them over to the person listening to them. Larago would sit on a low armchair, almost on the floor, in the dark. The telephone was on a little table between the apartment’s one room and the kitchenette; neither the light from the room nor from the kitchen reached that point of the house. At regular intervals the beam from the searchlight of the Barenna military camp swept across the walls and disappeared behind the windows. At times Larago would interrupt his caller to say that everything that happens is for the best. This was a fundamental concept for Larago and offering it to his callers was for him a precise duty: everything that happens is wonderful.18 People were surprised to hear this; the women especially believed him.

Larago had a complicated relationship with women; he did not know if he helped them out of true altruism or because of the sublimation of his libido. While he listened to them, he relaxed on his low chair and summarized the terms of the problem: “Why is this woman calling me? To talk to me about her problems or to have contact with me?” Or: “What can I do for her? Can I help her as she would like?”

Generally Larago was animated by a conviction: with that person too he had to act according to the principle of non-separateness;19 he had to consider her not as a woman but as a center of consciousness and expression20 who was asking him for help, even if she was asking for it as a woman. In this Larago was very strict; in his openness towards women he refrained from any aesthetic evaluation.21 Someone who needed him merely had a woman’s body and had it in this incarnation,22 but earlier she had been a crystal, a plant, an animal, a man, and only now was she incarnated as a woman. He was only helping the immortal existence of that form called woman and of the lower forms that had preceded her. Larago was always careful and would never yield to his physical vehicle, from which he always tried to detach himself.23 He felt that evolution proceeded from denser vehicles to less dense, and then even less dense,24 and he believed that sin25 was a failed step forwards towards a less dense vehicle, a missed chance for progress. In the dark next to the telephone he was working for others. He would talk with his callers and then remain seated there thinking about everything and remembering everything, tranquil and powerful in the dark. He moved into the higher bodies, not yet by detaching from his physical body but already in a liberating way. He savored the foretaste of the successive states of evolution when he would be dead to himself26 and no longer separate27 from the Absolute All One. “When will I feel united with the All?” he would wonder. “When will I reach28 this state of consciousness?” He remembered the words of the day, the labels written in the museum, the looks, pauses, and thoughts of the day, and everything appeared to him to be perfectly useful.29 If he continued to meditate30 on everything that happened to him and to others, if he had this force, he would build his akasic body31 and finally leave behind the cycle of rebirths. He was continually infatuated. The physical plane interested him less and less;32 he was ready to face33 the only real purpose of his life, non-separateness. The battles that the people of medium evolution fought were not his battles. If he got wrapped up in “heavy”34 discourses, as he called them, he pulled back immediately, regaining35 his way of feeling as soon as he could.

He went to bed, but his day was not yet over. He embraced the darkness within and wrapped himself up in the sheets, sliding down in the bed; a healthy dose of wellbeing flooded over him, and he was ready for what tomorrow would bring. But stealthily, as he was falling asleep, the weighty purpose of his life, non-separateness, came back into his mind, and he was stunned36 by the difficulty of his battle.

In the early years of his strange mysticism, Larago had been tormented by doubts, and he penetrated into a dizzying place where the only reality was that of the physical plane, where the only ones who were right were the ones who had made this plane their homeland: the sharks of society,37 the accumulators of money,38 those spoiled by ambition.39 Then he became certain that just as the practical and the materialistic might consider him a failure,40 so could he consider them to be illiterate with regard to the true goal of evolution, spiritual illiterates.41

With these thoughts in his mind, he fell asleep and escaped into his astral body, where he worked out in dreams42 the experiences of his physical body lived during the day.

HIS HELP

Larago made love with Maria out of kindness,
because she was separated and needed him, because she had a child,
a little girl, and missed the presence of a husband; he made love
with her because he was fond of her and she had asked for his
help.

He left the museum and went to Maria’s
house, immersing himself in a life where he would not stay long,
because he was not interested in a family.1 He liked being a parent and a
husband for a little while, but then he wanted to go back to being
free and powerful, with a new experience2 acquired.

He rang the intercom at her front door and looked
around him; he did not want others in her building to know about
their relationship.3 The building was old and smelled
musty; at night drug addicts would take refuge
in the entrance hall.4 He climbed the stairs, being
careful not to step on the syringes, afraid of meeting someone on
the stairs, because gossip produces negative magnetism.5

He entered the apartment quietly, greeted Maria
and moved about in the shadowy apartment like one who knew his way
around,6
sinking onto the sofa with a sigh and spreading his legs. The
little girl was asleep in the next room.

He and Maria looked at each
other in the dim light like nocturnal animals, communicating with
their eyes. Larago had told her that two people can communicate
with each other by telepathy.7 Maria put her arms around him
because she could not help herself.8 Larago felt on his chest her deep
breathing and passionate heartbeat,9 and they stayed there listening to
that nearness.

Maria sensed that Larago was superior to her. In
him she saw more a teacher than a lover; their relationship was
more educational than sentimental. Larago poured out his overall
doctrine of life and she drank it all in10 with the avidity of someone who
has found in one and the same person a teacher11 and a lover.

Then Maria took pen and paper and sat on the
couch; it was letter-writing time. She was not
on good terms12 with her husband, who considered
her a weak and distracted wife, always in her astral
body,13
Larago would have said. But since she had been taking
Larago’s suggestions, Maria had risen in her
husband’s opinion, and now he marveled at how his wife had
changed so much in such a short time. Larago had made Maria aware
of a mistake14 in her behavior: she was always
argumentative15 with her husband and held no
sway over him. Larago had suggested to her not to be verbally
aggressive with her husband and to manage him
by suggestion; he had dictated letters to her with very effective
phrases which summed up the situation. In Larago’s
intentions, these phrases were meant to force the man, who was
indifferent and lazy-minded, to think.

When the little girl no longer wanted to go
anywhere with her father because he neglected her, Larago dictated
to Maria a letter which said the following, among other things:
“The fact that our marriage failed16 does not mean that you have
to fail as a father; I am saying this because with your daughter
you are still acting like an overgrown adolescent, inattentive and
self-centered, always focusing on satisfying the ‘expansion
of your ego.’” Or: “When you get tired of
‘wild goose chases’ and realize that you have lost
your daughter too, it will be too late.”

The letter ended in a normal way, but for Larago
it was already charged with intense meaning. Phrases like
“overgrown adolescent” and “expansion of your
ego” were meant to make the man reflect; “wild goose
chase” was a “delayed-reaction” phrase which
was supposed to produce its effects later, long after the letter
had been read.

Maria’s husband read the letters his
daughter brought him and marveled at his wife’s literary
ability. He reflected on the phrases, and if they were of the
delayed-reaction type, after a while he would ask her their
meaning. “What did you mean by ‘wild goose
chase’?” he would ask.

“That you are chasing your youth in
vain,” Maria answered.

The letters were written following the same
ritual each time: Larago would dictate and
Maria would write quickly and accurately. The living room door
would remain open so they could hear if the little girl woke up.
They both took what they were doing seriously, each one working
according to his or her own plan: Maria wan [...]
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