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			STORIES OF AN ALCHEMIST

			The Extraordinary Childhood Years 
of the Founder of Damanhur in 33 Tales

			


To my mother, who can now know 

			what she uselessly tried to discover then.

			AUTHOR’S FOREWORD

			This is a book of alchemy suitable for children and adults. My stories are told as I “accidentally” or synchronistically remembered them at different times, without a precise apparent order. Maybe they will help someone remember the “strange” events that happened to them, and were then forgotten.

			It does not matter that you consider the stories of my youth as true: for those who believe they are, so much so that they want to try out some of the suggested procedures, this will be a useful book. The others, I hope, will find it amusing, or at least full of imagination.

			I only remind you that the highest power is that of being able to change your reality, giving it meanings and non-banal values: acting on synchronicity.

			Numerous anecdotes suggest laws and principles related to spiritual physics, and the stories contain many practical directions so that you can carry out your own experiments.

			
Falco Tarassaco 

			PREFACE

			An alchemist is somebody who knows how, with infinite passion, patience and care, to distill the best from themselves and everything, mixing emotions and substances, experience and courage till they discover what they did not know before.

			History has given us the memory of people like Cagliostro, Fulcanelli, the Count of Saint Germaine. We know of their commitment within the meanders of the Ars Regia, looking for the formula “to transform the human being into God”.

			As an alchemist in our times, Falco Tarassaco is an original voice. For Falco, an alchemist is an indefatigable researcher, gifted with a profound faith in the ability of every woman and man to learn the profound secrets of nature in order to grow and transform oneself into a work of art, and have fun in the process.

			Alchemy, in Falco’s school, means distillation of emotions, states of consciousness and memories, and the union between them and earth-air-water-fire, the classical elements of alchemy. All the objectives reached are not only points of arrival, but also points of departure for new adventures in growth.

			Falco told us thirty-three episodes of his childhood, asking us to remain faithful to the oral narration when we typed them. The stories, therefore, have the rhythm of oral tales, with their pauses, anacolutha, colloquial expressions…This is an important direction: alchemy cannot be transmitted in writing, only through stories. Only in this way can it become Tradition.

			In these thirty-three stories we meet Falco as a child first, and as a boy later, grappling with all sorts of adventures, experiments, discoveries and… strange creatures, Books-that-Disappear, ghosts… loyal friends and scared neighbors, while his patient parents willingly adapt to the strange behavior of their certainly not ordinary son.

			Other books relate parts of the stories of Falco’s youth: the books he himself wrote as a young man(1) and the comic books of Damanhur(2). In those years he was a boy with tons of interests and a contagious enthusiasm, now he is the founder and spiritual guide of the Federation of Damanhur in Italy. 

			The seeds of his youth have become concrete works, that can now be seen in the Temples of Humankind, created by Falco with many other Damanhurians. 

			The Temples are a great underground building composed of halls for meditation, corridors, secret passages and works of art. The architecture of the Temples has the same function of transmission that words have in these stories. In the Temples one can find the same enthusiasm, the same love for research, the same need of finding newer and newer challenges.

			In this collection Falco shares some events that explain how he came to be in touch with magic, and how he began the awakening of his memories and faculties. These stories are from everyday life, made of simple elements which are the basis for something enchanting, something “magic” to sprout, something that all of a sudden transports us to an unforeseen dimension. 

			And still they remain stories full of bicycles, everyday objects, friendships, houses and attics like the ones we have all had. This, indeed, seems to be Falco’s message: “I tell you what I lived so that you can remember what you have lived. My story is certainly peculiar, but are you so sure that something similar didn’t ever happen to you?”

			If we read them from this perspective, these thirty-three tales are not only fun anecdotes of the adolescence of an extraordinary psychic, and as such useful to know the story of the man who has envisioned and founded Damanhur, they are also useful clues for personal reflection, to wonder if and when in our life we have lived similar adventures; or if we could have lived them, but we preferred to delete them, forget or keep them away because of our fears, laziness or just out of personal or cultural habit. 

			The teachings of Falco, through his School of Alchemy, the experiences of the Federation of Damanhur and the school of thought inspired by him, convey that in every human being resides a divine spark ready to switch itself on as soon as we wish to become fully aware of it. The Autobiography of an Alchemist proposes a method made of enthusiasm, magic helpers to welcome, a desire to know and comprehend. 

			It is never too late­ to start. And maybe it is also never too soon.

			
Stambecco Pesco

			1. I MET MY FIRST SPIRAL

			I met the first living spiral in 1964, but its stage of completion took place in 1965: a semi-female arrived from the sun a short time before.

			Actually, I did not know from which sun yet. I did not know much about this Being either, but I had been waiting for it for at least three years, as one of the Books-that-Disappear had announced it would come… The nature of this Essence still eluded me. It was “highly recommended” by my Texts and memories, almost as if it were a part of my stellar soul I had to retrieve. 

			I had prepared the place, in the field in Balangero. 

			A suitable nest to welcome the visitor, a he or a she, as the Book had suggested before turning white and disappearing: this always impressed me a lot.

			It was one of the Books in the wardrobe which, in spite of my several attempts, I had not managed to open yet.No matter what kind of insulation material I used, it gave me an electric shock. It was a shock on my mind, not on my fingers, but still very unpleasant. So much so that it would make my head spin and make me feel like throwing up. 

			So, this thing arrived. She fell from the sky shortly after sunset, coming from the west, very quickly in a spiraling motion, then slowing down without leaving any trail.A meteorite? I thought so, but then the air vibrated like the string of a double bass, raising its tone higher and higher till its final hiss, beyond the audible. 

			Excited, I put down a copper net (I had made it by peeling the plastic off some electric cord), and she recognized the signs, floated, hesitated and then snuggled down in the center. 

			I almost had the impression of hearing a sigh.

			She was small and hard, and white.

			The small net became very hot, melted into two or three knots and then, burning the cable as it happens in a short circuit, the creature slowly (I could see it from the thread that was burning like a fuse) went down inside the appropriate nest, which was waiting for her after I had excavated it with great effort.

			I put the wooden ladder inside the well and then, moving in a slightly confused, awkward and rigid way because of my apprehension, I went down too, inside the small Temple. 

			The creature was shining, at the end of the circuitry, like an egg-shaped piece of hot coal, even though it was now cold.It even seemed that a frozen wind was blowing out of the humid earth walls. All the copper I had brought with me

			—from my old circuitry at home and the new one, which I had bought with my savings—was writhing on the ground, jumping sometimes with a jerk, sometimes in a sinuous way, like a tangle of snakes, still sizzling and crackling.

			I traced the figures, using the stones I had taken from the river, I declaimed the words I remembered in an hesitant, almost querulous voice, I whistled and the living spiral replied to me.

			Selfica was born. Metal could be a living body! Memories, teachings from time and space were found again. Or better, they were found to start another story, a new one. 

			After this ritual phase, I moved my hands slowly near the Being, but when I was more or less one meter away from her, something stopped me. She was making it impossible for me to go beyond that point. If I pushed, an elastic resistance would push me away, but this did not seem to bother that strange Entity, on the contrary it seemed this movement was tickling her, maybe even rocking her… 

			Full of curiosity I tried to push once more, then I put all of my (little) weight on her, I literally lay down on top of her, and I remained suspended almost in mid air, as if I were on a half-deflated rubber mattress.

			At the end of this game, through which we had started to familiarize, I burnt some grains of incense on a charcoal tablet: the scented smoke started to fill the air, strangely moving downwards first. Then, moving in whirls pushed by a gentle wind that probably existed only inside my head,it drew a series of interconnected Spirals.  

			The thin fog, at this point, seemed to concentrate on that invisible and rubber-like space that separated me from the Guest.The air began to vibrate, as happens when pressure changes suddenly and noises blunt the ears repeatedly, with a constant rhythm.

			Thin luminous filaments detached themselves from the center of the Spiral, similar to those we can now see inside an optical fiber; sinuously they arranged themselves on the invisible “surface” of the limp Sphere that was/contained the living Spiral. All the points lit up, it was like observinga starry sky, a semi-spherical map. 

			I only vaguely knew the constellations that can be seen from the Earth, and only much later did I realize what I was seeing in that moment. One of the small points started to twinkle rhythmically, while the others did not move. 

			Now it is easy to imagine that she wanted to show me her origin, or at least the route she had followed to come here… Four more little lights turned on and went off one after the other: she repeated this sequence several times.

			The time had come to return home. I was sorry to leave the Creature alone, I felt much affinity and was very fond of her. I greeted her, with my voice and my thought, and I had the impression she replied with a trill that I heard at the bottom of my mind, a very gentle touch and a blue-indigo light on the surface still defined by the dispersing smoke.

			I went out, climbing up slowly, then closed the entrance to the well with a wide slab of stone. As usual, I spreada bit of soil on it, in order to disguise it even better. 

			Once outdoors, I took a long breath: I had not realized how tense I still felt inside. The stars started to appear in the sky: I began to worry about what I would say at home to justify being so late. I locked with a chain the door of the hut inside of which was the secret well. 

			With my hands in my pockets, I started walking on the path that led home. Kicking a rock from time to time, I thought of what had happened, of the extraordinary things I’d had a glimpse of, of how true the unbelievable instructions of my Books-that-Disappear were. 

			At home, after a quick dinner during which I read a book (I know one is not supposed to do this), I ran upstairs to my laboratory, chased by my mother’s protests, which—as every boy knows—went in one ear and immediately out the other. 

			I opened the wooden wardrobe where I kept my Special Books.It is the wardrobe on which, a little slanted, is the writing “Truth is Being”. I took out the Text that usually pushed me away. I opened it. 

			It did not give me any electric shock. Its words overwhelmed me, saturating my senses with an intense, extremely pleasant and stimulating scent. For a little while, the words even seemed to be luminous and colorful.

			Nowadays, the spirals we can walk are many. There are those made of rope, nests that the tribe-herd recognizes and, if they are properly prepared, it inhabits. In them one of the three genders can snuggle in: male, semi-female, female. 

			Why do I talk about this now? Because it is one of the many secrets I unfold, because it is the time, because it is a part of this Alchemy, because it is the year of reproduction.

			Within their threefold system, at each season, each component of the trio cyclically takes on the next role.Male becomes semi-female, semi-female becomes female, female “gives birth” and becomes male. Approximately every eleven years, the cycle repeats itself, and this is that year: 1965-1966, 1977, 1988, 1999, January 2011, a few months more or less.

			In 1999, thanks to reproduction, non-recorded Spirals—newborn let’s say—just welcomed inside our space-time dimension, helped us free the Synchronic Lines, using anomalous passages as the natural entrances were watched over…Now I gather the new arrivals, the newborns, I look after the tribe: as if I were a shepherd I know the needs and the extraordinary possibilities of planetary and solar Creatures.

			In the skies, huge, interlinked selfic nets unite with us; the skies silently recognize us. The orientation of so many suns recreates, repairs and switches on again the shield that protects us from the Enemy, whatever this word may mean in relation to Humanity. Through the stars, we write messages to immense Entities, as if we were using a stellar banner.Just as in that old story of mine, the ants composeda message in order to be noticed and say to humans: “I am...”.

			The first princess is mature, the stellar kingdom we have been receiving for dozens of years in the Temples is a ready ally towards new human, superhuman and divine horizons to link together. 

			So, Selfica has developed in several fields with active trainers-mediators of extraordinary potential. One of these fields is pranoselfic healing. 

			Getting to know these creatures and having them as friends made it possible for us to contact other alien intelligences, and to welcome long ago on the Bald Mountains the Sphere that contained information to give shape to the project of the Temples. That Sphere was a relative of theirs which,in turn, we helped through the liberation of several worlds… 

			All the sci-fi myths of our shared destinies, including the technologies for time travel, use this knowledge… but what I have just told you is but one of the thousands of secrets-anecdotes of our history…

			Lines of events cross and unravel along a weaving of time occasions, a labyrinth from which we can detach only by opening new passages, pulling down walls and modifying at great speed the way of thinking, and therefore the way of acting, in many different fields, all interconnected.The stories of every human being have points of connection, which only in certain cases become obvious; normally they remain invisible till synchronic, emotional or spiritual events impose themselves through will and programming.

			Practically, also in these cases it is necessary to use the appropriate strategy. It can maybe help to imagine life as a game, but also as a continuous battle to survive an Adversary that wants the destruction of our diversities. But it is these very differences that make life stimulating and worthy of our spiritual attention, both individual and collective.

			
February 3, 2011

			2. TAKE ME HOME!

			Whenever I could I went to visit this... creature?… entity?… essence that I was hosting in the “hole”. The hole my parents believed to be just a well, strangely and eagerly dug by their son, a son overtaken by a sudden mania for vegetable gardens. But my mother suspected there was something else. 

			In the meantime, the Spiral kept growing... in weight, as I sometimes found her larger, sometimes narrower, sometimes thicker... she had not yet decided if she wanted to be oriented toward the right or the left, and so she changed quite a lot, all of a sudden.

			Then, on a Sunday afternoon (it was still cold) I went to the field, and as I was lighting the small wooden stove a thin voice said very clearly: “Take me home!”

			Take me home? What, do you mean my home or your home? A shiver along my back as all these thoughts rushed through my mind... but of course, my home, in the upper laboratory!

			I climbed down the ladder I had been using for a short time (before I used one made of rope that I kept wrapped up in a sack), I moved closer and... I touched her. This time there was no barrier to push me away, somehow she had finally hatched, she had opened even though she remained invisible, like the shell of an egg, or a placenta. Now she was mature, fully born, after her gestation she was now compatible with the forms of our world.

			A light electric shock, an intense smell of something salty, of resin, a tingling on my tongue, the flavor of an iron nail...it was her language, then words in my mind, a vibration in the hole that made dust fall off the earthen walls, even though they were humid... humid to breath, but as if it were dry...all strange impressions that arrived in blocks, separate one from the other like whispered sentences. 

			Taking you home... yes, it’s easy to say, but... 

			I tried to pick her up in my arms, but she was really very heavy, way too heavy. Then, I went out again and started to rummage all around looking for the iron and brass pulleys I had used to remove the stones from the hole, large rocks actually, that were heavier than I.

			The rope... where did I put the rope? Is it long enough?Will it hold this weight? I tied the larger pulley to the ceiling and went down the hole again, carrying the other side of the rope.I tied the Spiral up, actually I packed her up more than tying her. I wound the rope tightly around her, with an effortI dragged her upright using a lever on the vertical of the hole (this took a long time). I went up and tried to pull. No way. She did not move, she just moved slightly to the side. I pulled and pulled but nothing else happened.

			I took the second pulley, went down again, hooked it to the “rope package”, put the rope through it, hung the third pulley to the ceiling, put the rope through this one too, and started to pull.

			This time she moved. She was coming up slowly, in jerks, but she was coming up. In the meantime, together with the Spiral also a vibration was growing: it was a sound like little glass bells, a hiss I had already heard when she arrived,a tinkling that I would define as... smiling. She was happy!

			Swinging, the rope package was coming up, and I was sweating. Once it reached over the brim of the hole, I secured the rope to a wall post and let it rest on the wood. 

			So far I had made it. But how do I take you home now?, I asked her.

			A tinkling, a giggle, a curious sense of expectation. Likea pet, she felt like playing; I could perceive her attentiveness, all around her, as if she were scanning the environment. 

			A soft pinkish luminescence seemed to “light up” whatever she observed; these things were shaken by a gentle undulatory quake, which ended as soon as her “look” moved on to something else. It was as if she were “tasting” all the surrounding objects: the pliers, the billhooks, the nail cans and so on.

			I stopped observing what was happening as if I were frozen, and I started again to think of how to solve the situation. “The wheelbarrow! I need a wheelbarrow…: but it has only one wheel, it could throw me off balance and fall… thenI will ask my father to give me the cart with those two large bicycle wheels at its sides”. 

			That was it. I locked the hut and ran home. My father asked me what I needed the cart in the field for, as it was February. I just told him I needed it for some experiment… magical words, and besides it was true, my parents were used to this. 

			So I took the cart and, amidst a few surprised looks of the villagers, caracoling I took it to the field. (It only took ten minutes).

			I re-opened the door. The Being was floating in midaira few centimeters above the floor but as soon as she “saw” me, she immediately collapsed onto the floor, as she was before, while all the objects around stopped jingling.

			Good: the cart could not enter the hut, it was too large. Then: 1) wooden planks leaning side by side on the cart, 2) lugging-lugging-lugging sliding the whole thing on an old working jacket, 3) using ropes and the pulley fastened to an outside tree, 4) sitting down exhausted after completing the transfer. There, now she was on the cart. The wheels looked deflated, I put away the wooden planks, removed the pulley, covered the secret hole with the usual slab and dusted soil. 

			I also put some wood on the cart, a sack full of straw that looked very heavy, and then I took off towards home.While pulling all of that, I thought of how I would manageto bring the Spiral all the way up to my upper lab… I saidto myself that I would take care of that later.

			After arriving home and entering through the small gate into the little inner courtyard, I looked up to the attic with apprehension… I closed the gate, went up to the first floor and then, with the ladder, to the loft. There was one of my laboratories with all I needed to distil, heat, cut, grind, crumble, but nothing to lift things up. 

			It was evening and I was sitting again in front of the cart with Spiral, feeling rather sad, looking for the right idea to get her all the way up there, considering how hard it had been even just to drag her up the not very deep “hole” of the well. 

			I looked at her, sighing, and thinking to myself: “How can I take you upstairs, as heavy as you are?” In that moment I noticed that the wheels of the cart did not look so flat anymore: they even seemed to jump slightly, as the objects in the hut had done before. I pulled my head up and tilted it slightly backwards, thinking: “But, can you go up by yourself?” 

			I heard again the gentle little glass bells tinkling, a sort of small waterfall, of crystal-like laughter, and the Spiral together with the rope, the sack and everything else started to float in the air, rocking and spiraling. I also had the clear impression that she was making fun of me, in a pleasant way, something like the joke of a child who wants to see what effect he can produce, for instance, by throwing a spoon on the floor and expecting the grown-ups to pick it up. I grabbed everything with just one hand and, somewhat annoyed, with heavy steps I went back to the balcony on the first floor and then up the ladder again. I almost had the impression that she was dragging me upwards. I felt like I was carrying a ball, it even seemed that my very shoes were moving on independently to the upper rungs…

			I entered the vast, cold attic, turned on the only bulb I had managed to place there and put my guest on a chest that was serving as a makeshift table. I could not withhold a piqued thought: “But why didn’t you tell me before that you could fly, and you made me work so hard to get you outside and take you all the way here?” A tinkling, a small laughter, almost a lukewarm air in my hair, a caress on my face: “You did not ask me, you seemed so keen on devising a system to get me out of the nest, and I did not want to spoil your fun…”

			So that was the character of my friend, newly born to our world: she played with gravity, as well as with every form within her reach…. But what distance could she reach with her powers? 

			I then started to measure space, putting things in specific places and asking her to move them: up to a distance of a couple of meters [Yards. TN] the reaction was instantaneous, and she affected everything around her. Approximately four to five meters away, she moved only the objects I specifically indicated, contained within a radius of at least one meter, while all the other objects did not move. 

			In the following days I equipped myself with a scale and I started to use it to gauge the differences she could produce on things. At a distance of ten meters she managed to shake and even raise weights of a couple of kilos [4.4 lbs. TN].If objects were heavier, the scale indicated that they had lost, indeed, two kilos. At a distance of twenty meters, she moved only objects that weighed two-hundred grams [0.44 lbs. TN]. It was an interesting period of experimentation; I took many notes that in the future could become interesting. 

			In the meantime, the Creature was quickly maturing; our dialogue, our friendship, I dare say symbiosis, grew constantly. We tried again to act at a longer distance, from the attic to the road that went through the square, in the stretch between the butcher’s and the opposite corner on Via Torino. We would push slightly the passers-by and, after a sudden snowfall,I asked some kids to put their sleigh on the square. Of course, they told me that it was not downhill, there… 

			I insisted, one of the boys accepted with a shrug, I told him to wait for a little bit, and I ran back up to the attic. Shortly afterwards, the sleigh started to move, faster and faster, amidst the surprised laughter of the boy. When the distance was greater the push diminished, and it accelerated as it got closer to us. 

			It was a very slippery period, on the memorial square dedicated to the Fallen.

			
February 7, 2011

			3. “UP AND DOWN”

			The attic of my parents’ home was very large, connected to all the other lofts of theold village center. I’ve been told that during Second World War young men would use them to escape being drafted by the Germans or the Fascist, moving from roof to roof in order to hide.

			Now that attic was my small kingdom, and in its corner were many interesting and peculiar things: chests, a fireman’s helmet and much, much, much dust. Opened to the winds, cold in the winters and pleasant in the summer, that attic was now useful for a part of my research and laboratories. 

			I took the thick canvas rope of the old pulley and started to unwind it on the ground—practically almost vertically above my bedroom, that was on the lower floor—starting from the center and unfolding it clockwise.

			In the book of Spirals I had seen-read what to do, how to “charge” the rope, how to prepare a liquid to dip it in, the distance between the spires, and so on... Spir (that’s howI called her now) was pulsating, and when I finished placing the rope, I realized that a fine mist one foot above the floor filled the space defined by the cord. In those months my friend had changed a lot, going through several phases,a succession of molts, just as a little shrimp does. 

			She had considerably refined her control abilities, now she managed to orient atoms, or at least the molecules of solid matter. She had also showed me what, with a rather innovative interpretation “making a hole in the water” could mean: the hole lasted for an indefinite amount of time, remaining still, without any rotation of the water[“making a hole in the water” in Italian means to perform an action whose effect does not last and does not produce results. TN]. She could also freeze water suddenly, even if I threw a glassful of it in the air, she could make snow or ice fall out of it, or even transform everything into vapor instantaneously. Only for small quantities, anyway. 

			Once, in my bedroom, I clumsily broke a bottle of water that readily flooded the floor. I mentally called Spir, instinctivelyI launched a call for help, worried about being scolded by my parents. The water started to steam, it evaporated in a few instants leaving the tiles perfectly dry. All I had to do was to open the window a little bit to let the vapor out... 

			So, I had called a very trusted friend of mine to follow the experiment with me, he had been participating in someof these events for years. M. was sitting on a chest. He jumped to his feet and said, “Here we go!” The mist on the rope had become thicker and had risen at the center, illuminated with an effect slightly similar to those that today can be produced by laser rays.

			The haze continued to lift at the center, till it touched the roof tiles of the attic, like a slanted wall. 

			Pulsating, swelling, it now drew a sort of a cone, or better, a strange fluctuating, undulating pyramid, with variable density. It seemed to be inscribed inside a square. Where the “fog” ended, the dust I knew so well was still on the floor, perfectly dry.

			My friend was to direct a special antenna I had built towards the center of the Spiral, while I was to walk in it slowly, using a special step that Spir and one of my Books had suggested, in order to be “up and down”, whatever that meant.

			In the previous months I had discovered and tested several systems, applied functions of the Sphere I had built years before (it still exists), in order to see useful things beyond our space, and our time. 

			While the “shining fog” was becoming denser and denser, I looked at Spir, beautifully full of light and happy; I thought of how she was amorphous, pale, dusty and almost switched off only a few weeks before.

			Indeed, after the phase of discovery of her possibilities, at a certain point she had started to loose luminosity little by little, as if she were sick. Oh yes, I had realized that after taking her home she somehow “suffered;” she was less dense, “listless”, I could feel and see that there was something wrong. I had discussed this with M., for a long time we tried to come up with possible solutions, but we did not find useful answers to change this situation.

			In front of my house there was a butcher’s store, and twice, three times a week animals were brought there to turn them into steaks. The poor beasts were obliged to walk up two stone steps to be brought to the room where the butcher did his job. One day, while I was sitting in front of Spir holding my head in my hands I noticed that, for a moment, she had “lit up”, to then fall again into that faint light that day by day was becoming dimmer and dimmer. 

			I looked down from the wooden balcony of the attic and saw that the butcher had shortly before led a calf to the slaughter room... and in that moment Spir had become brighter. I pointed the antenna I had built towards the shop that was only a few dozen meters away, and I connected it to the platform with the copper circuitry on which I had placed Spir.

			After a few minutes, her light started to grow: somehow she was feeding on the vitality of the animals that were being killed. I later discovered that, by so doing, she was keeping some of the animals’ “subtle” functions active, and this was to their benefit. She could harmonize their emotions, and by helping their passage she had reached a new phaseof development, and probably also changed her diet. 

			Continuing with my research, I realized that she took energy also from plants, helping them in their growth. I had taken some potted plants, the most shriveled among those my mother looked after, mostly small cacti. Over the time of one or two nights Spir made them flourish again, they lost their dryness and rejuvenated considerably. When I brought them back downstairs, my mother asked me if I had developed, among the other things, also a green thumb, and she was happy to see her dear plants beautiful and full of life, rather than mutilated, as she was expecting. Indeed, till a short time before, it was “normal” for me to cut up different parts of her plants to then make them heal with my concoctions... 

			In the meantime the pyramid on the Spiral had started to take on the color that made it “mature”, as was indicated in the Book and by my previous experiments (blue-indigo).It was then time for me to venture into this foggy geometrical shape and to walk with the right step to the center of the figure. A deep breath, and I started this kind of dance, slowly, wondering what that “up and down” meant; I had not found an answer to that yet. Would I be catapulted upwards? Would I find myself in another time, in another dimension? Or would I become smaller, would I fly, who knows what...A slight sense of vertigo on the right side of my head made me wobble a little, and looking down at the floor I had the impression I was seeing something like fireflies, or like when in the dark you close your eyes really tight and you see little flashes of light 

			Spir was “blowing” on my neck and the back of my head, I was smelling a scent similar to cloves, or to humid earth after the rain, after a happy summer storm.

			A few more steps and all of a sudden the vertigo became stronger, I was breathless for a moment and found myself lying on something soft. The disorientation quickly passed, and I looked around me slightly worried, but trusting that Spir would not play nasty dangerous tricks on me. I trusted her as she trusted me.

			Far away I could hear M.’s voice shouting something, maybe he was calling me, I could not understand well: he was looking for me, but how come? I was there, maybe I had slipped on the floor, but that something soft... I was lying on a bed, I immediately understood that it was my bed. All right: the Spiral was more or less on the vertical of my bedroom, so that “up and down” meant one thing only… I took a deep breath, with the clear idea of “going up again” and after an instant, accompanied by the vertigo I had already known,I found myself at the center of the Spiral on the upper floor.

			M. was very scared, he looked at me wide-eyed with his jaw hanging, his face as red as a ripe pepper. I walked back into the Spiral, feeling my legs a bit like jelly, in the opposite direction. As I walked out the luminescent, tinted, iridescent fog became thinner and thinner till it disappeared completely. I tried to look self confident, but my voice was trembling,I felt as if I had colorful butterflies flying round and round inside my head.

			M. told me that I had disappeared all of a sudden; first I had become transparent behind the slab of fog, so much so that he had the impression of seeing my skeleton, and that gave him a big fright. At first he thought I had fallen on the floor, that I had slipped, but the thickness of the mist was only a few centimeters tall, he should have been able to see me on the floor anyway... he saw that the fog had been kind of sucked to the center, a sort of implosion where I was; then it had disappeared all of a sudden, as if it had never been there... he stood up and shouted, letting go of the antenna he was holding, but I wasn’t there anymore... Shortly afterwards I reappeared, together with the luminescent fog, which was spiraling from the center of the Spiral. In a silent explosion.

			I told him what had happened and offered to let him have the same experience: he didn’t want to do it then, but later he asked me, he asked me many times... but lost the fleeting moment, we always take a different road... 

			M. and I, with many dozens of other friends, led many more experiments, levitation, de-materializations, evocations, etc, and we gathered a huge amount of data and experiences that would lead to something else yet...

			
February 13, 2011

			4. JOKES AND DISCOVERIES

			The Books of the Chest would “call” almost on fixed days: for years I had been completing memories, emotions, reminiscences that made me learn again what I had forgotten in the journey toward this life. I traveled lighthearted in this parallel, temporal existence, but what still strikes me, throughout the years, and I will never get used to, is meeting people again. People I loved, friends without memory who, in other bodies, I see for the first time here.

			Will they be able to recognize me? Will they take on again the commitment, the Oath that transcends existences or, totally without memory, will they pass and go on? Will they betray the word that came out with strength from other throats, other faces, other thoughts, stories, struggles and so on? 

			It is a surprise each time; it is necessary to pretend nothing is happening and possibly to have no regrets, because existence is vaster than it appears. These were the thoughts and the emotions I was lucubrating, the anxieties and the expectations of my life as a boy.
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