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III. Non-Meaning
Over many days I discovered this great paradox: Those who bore failure in their hearts were able to illuminate the final victory, while those who felt triumphant were left by the wayside, vegetating in their muted and diffuse life. 

From “Silo’s Message”
I was very lucky to have had a very special relationship with my maternal grandmother. She was my best friend, a little bit like a mother, a protector of life, a safe harbor. She was a very active, extremely generous, happy, affectionate, tolerant and religious person. When she turned 91, she started suffering from a terrible form of Alzheimer, which led her to live for two years in a state of constant suffering, a kind of hell with no way out. I decided to do anything I could to accompany her and this is how I was faced with my beliefs and prejudices on life and death. The need for a profound Experience grew in me, an Experience explaining the meaning of life and how it continues after death. I cannot say that I have had this Experience but the experiences I list below shed some light on prejudices I did not even know I had. They destabilized me to a point that I hope they have freed some space so that a new perspective can grow inside of me.
First Experience:

My grandmother does not recognize anyone anymore; she is always afraid and cries day and night. Medication does not diminish her anguish and we decide to stop giving it to her. Medicine cannot help her. I watch her pain without being able to do anything about it. I cannot communicate with her or give her relief in any way. I am worried about what will happen to her when she dies. If she does not realize she is alive, how will she know she has died? How will she find her way to the “City of Light”?

I try sitting down next to her, doing an Experience of Force and transmitting the force to her. After trying a few times, one day she looks at me and says, “Couldn’t you do something in my religion?”

This is a hurdle because my grandmother was a devout Catholic and, for now, I strongly reject Catholicism. How can I help my grandmother in a way that feels coherent to me?

A few days later, I am sitting next to her in front of the TV. The rosary prayed in Lourdes is on. I realize I am looking at the image of a woman in a grotto and I tell myself I can address my askings to a guide that has accompanied humanity since the beginning of time. Therefore, I start praying the Hail Mary aloud every night next to my grandmother (like she did to me when I was a child). While I recite the words, I direct a profound asking to the protector of life. 

Finally, one night my askings are answered. As I pray and ask with my eyes closed, I feel a great love coming from far away. An infinite love. I register it like the love felt by all the mothers who have ever existed. I feel this Love pass through and reach my grandmother, only to return through me and go towards the future. I open my eyes and I see my grandmother’s eyes are shining, her face is relaxed. She caresses my cheek. Even though her psychism is deteriorated (and I cannot say mine is at its best!) “our looks find one another and are deeply understood”.
Second Experience:

My grandmother dies. I go to the morgue and recite the prayers used by Catholics in this circumstance. I ask myself if maybe now that she is dead, she might benefit from the Ceremony of Assistance, which seems to me so clear and comforting. I decide to try and realize immediately how difficult it is to give my uttermost best because I feel the loss of everything my grandmother has meant in my life. I reach out for the Guide and ask for help with all I have and with great effort, I start saying the steps of the Assistance. Half-way through, my mother opens the door and yells for me to hurry up because we have to leave. I experience a total failure. I know I do not have the inner resources to continue the Assistance and desperation starts taking hold of me.
In that precise moment, I register my grandmother’s presence. Her presence does not correspond to a specific age but has her characteristic emotional tones. It is like a cenesthesic register of my grandmother’s essence. In that moment, time and space are dilated and various different events take place in my conscience simultaneously. On one hand, I feel that my grandmother is fine, that she knows where she has to go and that she might be able to get there more easily if only I calm down. On the other hand, I hear inside myself the following words, “There is no meaning in life if everything ends in death but… if everything does not end in death, maybe there is meaning in everything.” A deep reconciliation is produced with my grandmother’s sickness. I understand many concomitant events that, in that moment, make me see that everything has taken place in the best and most timely way. I experience a great thankfulness for every good intention in our regard, every asking and Ceremony of Well Being, which had allowed all of this to happen. 
I cannot objectively say that my grandmother’s life has continued after the death of her body; however, these experiences gave me a deep certainty that brought peace to my heart.
Third Experience:

I am attending mass after one month since my grandmother’s death and three months since her first-born son’s, my uncle’s, death. Small coincidence: my grandmother became sick two months after my uncle was diagnosed with lung cancer even though we never told her about it and she died two months after he did. During mass, I realize I have never asked myself what happened to my uncle after he died. I look at my aunt and cousins crying desperately and my heart is troubled. 

I am standing up, looking at the altar, when suddenly I feel the sensation of my eyes, though they are wide-open, move very quickly very, very far towards the center of my head. There I feel a luminous and loving presence and I ask, “Grandmother, is that you?” I feel an answer inside my head, a bit like a voice, a bit like a luminous, joyous, affectionate register, a bit like lights and strange sounds, answer me, “Yes, it’s me.” “Grandmother,” I say, “is Uncle Antonio all right?” Her reply arrives immediately, “he’s fine, he’s fine. Don’t worry.” The sensation of my eyes quickly goes back to place. I am still standing up with my eyes open although now I am stupefied.
I cannot objectively say that I spoke to my grandmother but the fact is that still today, even after trying countless times, I am unable to move the sensation of my eyes so deeply towards the back of my head. Not even when I am by myself and with my eyes closed. 
Small, strange coincidences
First strange coincidence:
One day, before the First Experience described above, I am at loss on what to do. It seems to me that death is better than the torment my grandmother is in and I am willing to try everything to help her. I decide to ask my grandfather, great-grandmother and my grandmother’s sister and brothers – who have all passed away- to come show her the way. That night, my grandmother roams the house calling all of their names and no other. Something she had never done before or since. 

I decide to stop asking help from those who have passed and to let my grandmother choose, all on her own, when to join them. 

Second strange coincidence:

My aunt is a Tibetan Buddhist. She tells me she did a 49-day meditation for my grandmother after her death. According to my aunt, my grandmother has chosen to appear first in the semblance of when she was eighteen, later the aspect she had when she was sixty. I am perplexed and do not know what to think. 

Shortly, my grandmother’s caretaker mentions she has dreamt of my grandmother, looking like a beautiful young girl. Some weeks later, a friend of hers tells me she has dreamed of my grandmother who brought her some needed counsel. She looked like a middle-aged woman. As far as I know, my aunt has never talked to either of them, and does not know my grandmother’s friend at all. I am perplexed and do not know what to think. 

