The Unexpected
“Only rarely do I perceive reality in a new way, and it is then that I realize that what I normally see resembles sleep or semi-sleep.” – The Inner Look

Silo’s Message deeply changed me. It transformed the image I had of myself, my relationships, all of my beliefs on life and death and “what one must do”. It changed me a little at a time, so gently I hardly noticed, just like a river smooths over the stones it finds on its way. At the same time, occasionally there were some sparks, moments where my expectations clashed strongly with what I was experiencing. These sparks lit up a small light within me changing many of my beliefs. 
Istanbul – Anatolia

About what is possible…

I had just arrived in Istanbul during the month of July and it was hot. We got to the Salita just in time for Ceremonies. We did the Service and I made an asking for the Park of Study and Reflection, Istanbul. After, I mentioned this to the others. Jonturk, a local, said we would never find a house or small building in the Turkish countryside surrounded by an acre of land. According to him, in Turkey the houses are all close to each other on one side of the villages, away from the fields. He insisted that what we were looking for didn’t exist there. We decided to go to an area close by called Yalova and see for ourselves. Jonturk agreed to take us. The next day we got on a metro and then a ferry to a beautiful place by the sea. We sat in a bar, drinking çay and Jonturk asked the waiter if he knew a realtor. The waiter called his cousin who came to pick us up by car. During the next hours we saw dozens of houses with two or three floors surrounded by luscious land. Some houses had a view of the sea and flowers and fruit trees. It was like being in paradise! We saw more and more places perfect for a Park letting nothing stop us; neither heat, nor hunger, or thirst or fatigue. We returned home at 2:30 am and I felt like I had spent the day in an alternate reality, a place where everything is possible.

On my ties with the Middle East…

We were in Anatolia, close to the border with Syria. We were visiting bookstores distributing the recently translated Turkish version of Silo’s Message. I felt like I was in a very alien, exotic place, far removed from my everyday life, with which I had nothing in common. I went to Zeugma, a museum famous for its mosaics. As I started looking at them, I realized that I recognized many of the figures depicted: Persephone, Poseidon, Apollo, Dionysus. The mosaics had adorned the villas of the area during the times of Alexander the Great. All of a sudden, my point of view changed completely and I realized that I shared a history with these people; furthermore, a history of thousands of years. I realized that our destinies were inexorably interwoven. That Istanbul itself, so foreign and yet strangely so familiar, had actually been Rome for more than a thousand years, when Rome was no more. I asked myself, how could I possibly have experienced this separation from Turks, Iraqis, Iranians, Syrians and the people that live in these lands that gave birth to my own civilization?

On what is true…

During that same trip we reached Hatay, directly on the border with Syria. We went to the bookstore that had the books of the Message and found out it was closed due to a death in the owner’s family. We kept calm and in our “internal yes” and tried to figure out how to overcome resistances without opposing great forces. We found another bookstore that was willing to sell the book and allow us to contact people and make a little presentation that same day. During the day, people talked to us about great tensions among Sunnis and Alevites there and that the arrival of Syrian refugees was further complicating things. Furthermore, a few days before, Turkey had bombed Syria from Hatay. There was cyber café beside our bookstore, with journalists from various foreign press agencies glued to their laptops. We spent the whole day side by side in the normal hustle and bustle of a small town. In the evening, we invited those who were interested to do a ceremony together in a café close-by. Some Alevite boys and a Sunni decided to join us and we did a Ceremony of Well Being together. That night, we learned that, according to the news, there had been ongoing fighting in the very places where we peacefully spent our day. I could not remotely relate what I saw with my own eyes in Hatay: the normal day and the journalists sitting right next to me - to the images of soldiers and fighter planes shown on TV. I could not discern the strong tensions between Sunnis and Alevites in the Ceremony of Well Being we celebrated together.

On the birth of myth…

I had been wondering for a while about how to share the Message. How to give it a strong push. Three words were running circles in my head: Force, Parks and Myth. In my reveries, I built fantastic and improbable settings around them. One day, strolling along the ruins of Harran, one of the oldest cities in the world, I started chatting Eduardo. While we talked, under the scalding Anatolian sun I understood that we will walk, we will meet people and we will tell them our story. If they like it, they will make it theirs and pass it on to others. This is how myths are born: simply.

On generational dialectic…

I spent some time thinking about how the Message would reach twenty year olds in Italy, where I live. I’m in my 40s and I never hang out with people half my age, nor did I want to stalk them but I did wonder how they might react to the Message if they had the chance to experience it. Fast forward a few months when I returned to Turkey. During a bus ride from Ankara to Istanbul, Eduardo called me asking if I was willing to open the Salita for Alessio, an exchange student from Turin, who wanted to bring his friends over for some ceremonies. A few hours later, I found myself with eight Italian students having dinner, doing ceremonies and talking until late at night. The next day, they came back bringing other friends. We invited them to explain the Message and to hold the ceremonies themselves. For a moment, I doubted they would be able to since it was still so new to them. Then, I immediately relaxed. After all, the Message speaks about an experience and the Inner Look explains how to create conditions to nurture it. If they ever wanted a deeper understanding, they would do just as I (still!) do: meditate on the book, exchange among themselves and practice!

On surprising joys…

Another time, I took a walk by the sea with Manuela. We were talking about the beautiful days spent in Istanbul and Ankara now that there were Communities of the Message in Turkey. In that incredibly beautiful landscape, suddenly an intense happiness struck us both, overwhelming us, so that we had to sit down and do an internal gratitude.
Berlin
On reconciliation and its mysterious ways…
Aylin, a Turkish friend was holding the Service, in Turkish, inside the Hall of Attigliano Park during a European Messengers’ Meeting. While I was trying to expand the sensation of the sphere, from my heart to outside of my body, I became aware of a train of images unleashed within me. It went more or less like this: I’m doing a ceremony in Turkish, intentions are so far-reaching. Aylin is here thanks to an intention of Silo. Silo is not with us but his intentions continue to act. Like the intentions of everyone who contributed to spreading the Message in Turkey. My intentions as well. This long web of intentions that ties us together… I started feeling, inside my body, that I came from my father’s intentions, my grandfathers’, going back in time, the Nazis… the Nazis?!!” this image startled me out of the reverie. The inner reply was “yes, there are Nazis inside of me, in my memory if nowhere else.” I experienced a great acceptance for what has been. When the ceremony was over, without knowing why, I head towards Almut and with tears in my eyes I tell her: “Schlamau Park is so important! Thank you!”

It is not indifferent…
Less than a month later, I attended the inauguration of Park Schlamau, without really planning to. I felt silently but forcefully pushed to go. I had never been really interested in going to Berlin, but on arriving, I was impressed. Berlin is young, cosmopolitan, inspired and moving forward. I finally understood Wim Wenders’ movie, “Wings of Desire”. During the inauguration, our German friends, heroic Titans, moved me. They are no more than twenty and only four of them live close to the Park. The others live more than 500 km away! They bent themselves backwards to make us feel at home and take care of all of our needs. I was astounded! At a certain point, during one of the inauguration speeches. I  heard something like “it will not be the same if a Park rises here in Berlin or not”. I shivered. It felt like the Spirit of the times was speaking through Marita. I finally understood how a Park of Study and Reflection in Berlin would make a big difference in all our lives and beyond. 
A profound feeling of love for everything that exists…
But… how would they build a Park all by themselves? At a certain point, I heard Dani talking about a “mission” to help share the Message in Berlin. In spite of myself, I raised my hand and volunteered. And this is how I found myself back in Berlin in August with a small but spirited group of Messengers. While we addressed the future of this city, memories surfaced. Personal and family reminiscences. We connected with others, we talked, there were reconciliations, we cried, we did askings and ceremonies and slowly there was the subtle, luminous, affectionate atmosphere of the Message. I watched Almut easily talking to the woman sitting next to her on the tram. I remember thinking about how easy it was to open communication; it was much harder being really willing to do so. Soon it was time to return to Rome. On the train to the airport, I was watching the sunset and I recognized within me a profound love for all that exists. I turned around, there was a woman watching me. She smiled at me and waved. 
If flyers and winter are well with you …

Back in Berlin. In the winter and in the snow. We were pasting flyers on the streets inviting to a Message workshop. I registered a deep internal unity. I don’t like winter, much less snow and I thought I would never put up posters or distribute flyers again. Still, I felt whole. I was doing what I chose to do, what was meaningful to me and this made all the difference. I lacked nothing. This rarely happened during the small self-betrayals in everyday life, requiring pleasure to be processed. I was surprised, as a deep peace made its way inside of me. 
Immersed in a wave of well-being…

Another trip to Berlin. This time I spent the week end eating, talking, doing ceremonies with friends and their families. Again, it was time to go back. Six friends took me to the airport. I got out of the car, thanked them and hugged them good-bye, crossed the street and turned around. Looking at their smiling faces waving at me, I felt love.
Coincidences…

Again in Berlin, we spent several days doing ceremonies, having dinners, putting up flyers for a Message meeting – but not too many. Only about a thousand and only in a couple of neighborhoods that were already full of posters. Regardless, an American guy took a picture of one of the flyers and sent it by whatsapp to his friend Michael, who lives in San Francisco. Michael encouraged him to participate. He did and that’s how I met Cyrus. I was scheduled to fly to San Francisco just a few days later to meet Michael and support the Message there.  
San Francisco

Here are joy, love of the body, of nature, of humanity, and of the spirit...

I studied in an American school from grades 1-12. I lived for 6 months in LA when I was a kid. If there was one thing I was sure of it was that I didn’t really like the United States and, with few exceptions, Americans in general. Then I started reading and watching the testimonies of Messengers in California. Their words touched me deeply and they disproved all of my stereotypes about Americans. I became so obsessed I decided to go and see for myself.
While I was there, the kindness and caring of the persons with whom I shared the experiences of the Message, transformed me. A physical register of love, deep in my heart was born. This register is made up of many faces dear to me. I’ve known some of them forever, others only virtually, others I never met and they are no longer here. I perceive these people individually as a physical presence in my heart, but represent them as a whole, which accompanies me, inspires me and nurtures me always.

The American Messengers were the water of life for my soul. There were unexpected reconciliations I didn’t even know I needed, I registered meaning and plenitude, my future opened wide. 
Rome
If you asked me if the Message challenged my expectations in everyday life (the hardest ones to notice), I would have answered no. However, after re-reading my notes, I found that:
The Message is not for my colleagues…

I was heading back to my desk after taking a break in the office terrace. A colleague came into the room. I don’t really know why but I found myself directing a very strong thought toward him, a thought accompanied by a physical register: that he could be happy and free. Some days later, he came up to me to say that he had downloaded the book of Silo’s Message, which I had mentioned to him and the others a year earlier. He said the book was beautiful and thanked me.
The Message is not for cops…

Instead of distributing flyers, we were distributing small paperback versions of the book outside a metro station during rush hour. We had done this often and given away thousands of copies without ever receiving any feedback. Until one day we asked police officers stationed at Tiburtina station permission to hand out the book there and gave them copies. Before we left, a policeman came up to us and thanked us for giving him a book with such beautiful words. 
The Message is not for my neighbors…
Late one evening I met a neighbor in the garage. I had never seen him before. His dog came over to play and we started talking. He told me about his life. His wife was in a clinic having suffered from a stroke, which left her partially paralyzed. He spent all his time between his job and the clinic because they couldn’t afford the 24h assistance she needed. He had only been sleeping for 4 hours a night for a long time and he was tired and discouraged because there was no progress. He simply and honestly shared with me his devotion to his wife and his worries. I experienced a deep empathy towards him, a strong desire that things work out for him. I had a book of the Message in my purse. I gave it to him wishing it would help him as much as it helped me. His eyes lit up, he smiled, took the book and thanked me.
The Message is not for priests…

Occasionally, I reflect on the words of the Ceremony of Recognition to see if my life is on the right track. I usually cringe when I get to this passage “Just as no one has the right to discriminate against others for their religion…” The truth is I tend to discriminate those who belong to the religion I abandoned long ago and even more so its priests. I was working in a reception attended by the Secretary of State of His Holiness (the person coming right after the Pope in the Vatican hierarchy). When he was about to leave, all those present came closer to him to say good-bye, whereas I took a step backward so I wouldn’t have to interact with him. Right at that moment, our eyes met and understood each other profoundly. I felt as if I were looking deep into his soul and that he was looking deeply into mine. My prejudices fell and I perceived the “human” in him. He made his way towards me and we shook hands.
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