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 (Jesus to Maria): “Let us turn to the little sheep, seeking to be

acquainted with their Master. It is I, and you are the staff,

leading them to Me.” (The Poem of the Man-God, Vol. 1, p. 246)
“Publish this work as it is… whoever reads it will understand…” 

– Pope Pius XII  (26th February 1948)

EDITORIAL
Dear Readers’ Group Members,

I’ve recently completed my latest reading of the 5 volumes of Maria’s The Poem of the Man-God. What a joy !!

Some of the passages I re-discovered are in this issue.
An On-line Petition: Maria’s Cause for Beatification
Hermann Munk, a German Readers’ Group member, has initiated an online petition to be sent to the Congregation for the Doctrine of the Faith at the Vatican – in support of the Cause for Maria Valtorta’s Beatification.

This petition will be delivered about 12th October. Target is 1,000 submissions. Here is the link (which people without Internet can ask a friend/relative to send):


actively-promote-the-work-of-maria-valtorta" 

http://www.change.org/petitions/congregation-

actively-promote-the-work-of-maria-valtorta

Maria Valtorta’s 50th Anniversary – October 12, 2011

(See separate page with a draft itinerary.)
----------

 “Be Perfect, as your Heavenly Father is Perfect.”

[This Gospel verse (Matthew Chapter 5, verse 48) has puzzled many of us, and is referred to 11 times in The Poem, and no less than 28 times in Maria Valtorta’s other writings. Below is a passage from The Poem, which helps explain...]

Travelling in Palestine, shortly before His Passion, Jesus is approached by a young man who says:

« I would like to ask You something, Master. »

« Tell Me. »

« I listened to You by chance one morning after Passover, near a mountain not far from the gorges of the Cherit… I listened to You a second time… and You also said: "Be perfect". And I lost heart. The third time, a few days ago, I heard You in the Temple... And afterwards when I ask this one and that one, it seems too difficult to me. »

And Jesus says: « I will tell you how that happens: it is a snare of the demon to prevent you from coming. He frightens you with phantasms, he confounds you, he makes you ask those who are in need of Light… Why did you not come to Me direct?...

Is it possible that I came to propose impossible things to men? Who do you think it was, that put in your heart the desire to become perfect? Your own heart? »

« No, Lord. I think it was You with Your words. »

« You are not far from the truth... You understood correctly and what you say is right. » [And He asks again:] « So who put the desire of perfection into your heart? »

« God did, through You, His Word. »

« So it was God. Now just think: if God, Who is aware of the capabilities of men, says to them: "Come to Me. Be perfect"... He orders him to walk in His presence, because he who walks in his lifetime, convinced of doing so in the eyes of God, will not accomplish evil deeds. Consequently he puts himself in condition of being able to become perfect according to God's invitation...

The desire and humility are not obstacles. On the contrary one must strive to have them in a very deep but orderly way. They are orderly when they do not imply heedless haste, unfounded dejection, doubts and lack of confidence such as believing that, because of his imperfection, man cannot become perfect. All virtues are necessary, as well as the desire to achieve justice. »

« Yes... and life is so short! Master, tell me which is the essential virtue. »

« It is love. If you love, you will be holy. Because all virtues and all good deeds come from the love for the Most High
 and for our neighbour
...

« Do they? It is easier thus. So holiness is love. If I have love I have everything… Holiness is made of that. »

« Of that and of the other virtues. Because to be holy is not only to be humble, or only prudent, or only chaste and so forth, but to be virtuous. See, son, when a rich man wishes to offer a dinner, does he order only one dish? Also: when one wants to present somebody with a bunch of flowers, does one take only one flower?... One flower only, no matter how big it is, does not make a bunch. But many flowers do, and thus the different colours and scents gratify one's eyes and smell and make one praise the Lord.

Holiness, which we must consider as a bunch of flowers offered to the Lord, is to comprise all virtues. Humility will prevail in one spirit, strength in another, continence in another, patience in another, the spirit of sacrifice or penance in another, all virtues born in the shade of the regal most scented tree of love, whose flowers will always prevail in the bunch, but all the virtues make up holiness. »

« And which is to be cultivated more carefully? »

« Love. I told you. »

« Then? »

« There is no method, son. If you love the Lord, He will grant you His gifts, that is, He will communicate with you, and then the virtues which you strive to grow in strength, will grow in the sun of Grace. »

« In other words, in a loving soul it is God Who acts mostly? »

« Yes, son. It is God Who acts mostly, letting man put, as his own contribution: his free will to tend to perfection, his efforts to reject temptations in order to remain faithful to his purpose, and his struggles against the flesh, the world, the demon, when they assail him. And the reason for that is that He wants His son to have merit in his holiness. »

« Ah! I see! Then it is quite right to say that man is made to be as perfect as God wants. Thank You, Master. It is now clear to me and I will act accordingly. And You, Lord, please pray for me. »

« I will keep you in My heart. Go and be assured that God will not leave you without help. »

The young man parts from Jesus, looking satisfied…

(The Poem, Vol. 4, pp. 623-6)

----------
Re-Living the Crucifixion


(Soon after Jesus’ Resurrection, John is leading the other apostles to the scene of the Crucifixion...)

...They are now at the top. On the first esplanade: a slab of fire. The reflection of the heat is such that the earth seems to be trembling, because of that phenomenon caused by the sun on the burning sands of deserts.

« Come. Let us go up here. The centurion made us pass here. Me as well. He thought I was Mary's son. The women were over there. And the shepherds there. And over there the Judaeans… » John points out the various places and concludes: « But the crowd was below, below, they covered the slope down to the valley, down to the road. They were on the walls, on the terraces near the walls. As far as one could see. I saw that when the sun began to be veiled. Previously it was as it is now, and I could not see… »

In fact Jerusalem looks like a mirage trembling down at the bottom. The excess of light acts as a veil for those who want to see it. And John says: « In other hours - Mary of Lazarus said so, but I did not know when and why she had come here - one can see the black remains of the houses set on fire by lightning. The houses of the most guilty ones… of many, at least, among them… Look! Here (John counts his steps, he reconstructs the scene) Longinus was here and Mary and I here. Here was the cross of the repentant robber, and over there the other one. And this is where they cast lots for His garments. And over there the Mother fell when He died… and from here I saw His Heart being pierced (John becomes as white as death) because His Cross was here » and he kneels down on the ground, worshipping with his face on the earth that had been dug along the whole length of earth covered with blood under the transverse bar of the cross and around the vertical stake of it. The Magdalene must have worked hard to dig so much earth, about a good span deep, in a soil so hard, mixed with stones and rubble, that make it a compact crust!

They have all thrown themselves on the ground to kiss the dust, which they now wet with their tears…

John is the first to stand up, and lovingly pitiless, he recalls every episode… He no longer feels the heat of the sun… Nobody feels it… He tells them how Jesus refused the wine with myrrh, how He took His clothes off and put on His Mother's veil, how He appeared so badly scourged and wounded, how He lay down on the cross and shouted at the first nail, and then He no longer shouted, so that His Mother should not suffer so much, and how they lacerated His wrist and dislocated His arm to pull it to the right point and how, when He had been completely nailed, they turned the cross over to hammer in the nails, and it lay heavy on the Martyr, Whose panting could be heard, and the cross was turned over again and raised while they were dragging it, and it was dropped into the hole and earthed up, and how His Body fell down tearing His hands, and the crown moving tore His head, and the words He spoke to His Father in Heaven, His words asking forgiveness for those who crucified Him and forgave the repentant robber, and His words to His Mother and to John, and the arrival of Joseph and Nicodemus, so openly heroic in defying the whole world, and the courage of Mary of Magdala, and His cry full of anguish to His Father Who had abandoned Him, and His thirst, and the vinegar with gall, and His last agony, and His feeble entreaty to His Mother, and Her words, with His soul already at the point of death because of the torture, the torture… and His resignation and abandonment to God, and His last horrible convulsion and the cry that made the world tremble, and Mary's cry when She saw Him dead…

« Be quiet! Be quiet! Be quiet! » shouts Peter, and he seems to be pierced by the lance. Also the others implore him saying: « Be silent! Be silent!… »

« I have nothing further to say. The sacrifice was over. The burial… our torture, not His. There is no value in it other than the Mother's grief. Our torture! Does it perhaps deserve compassion? Let us give it to Him, instead of asking compassion for ourselves. We have always avoided sorrow, fatigue and abandonment too much, leaving all that to Him, to Him alone. We have really been worthless disciples - as we loved Him for the joy of being loved, out of pride of being great in His kingdom - but we did not love Him in His sorrow… Now no longer so. Here. We must swear here, this is an altar, and it is high up, facing Heaven and Earth, that it will no longer be so. Now joy for Him, the cross for us. Let us swear it. It is the only way to give peace to our souls. Here Jesus of Nazareth, the Messiah, the Lord died, to be the Saviour and Redeemer. Let the man, that is, what we are, die here, and the true disciple rise. Rise! Let us swear in the Holy Name of Jesus Christ that we want to embrace His doctrine to the extent of being able to die for the redemption of the world. »

John seems a seraph. While he is gesticulating, his head-covering has fallen off, and his fair hair shines in the sun. He has climbed on some rubble thrown on one side - probably the supports of the crosses of the robbers - and he unintentionally takes the stretched-out arms attitude, that Jesus often took when teaching, and in particular the attitude He had on the cross.

The others look at him, so handsome, so fervent, so young, the youngest of them all, and so mature spiritually. Calvary has made him reach a perfect age… They look at him and shout: « We swear it! » 

« Let us pray then, so that the Father may ratify our oath: "Our Father Who art in Heaven… "
 »

The chorus of the eleven voices becomes confident, more and more confident as it proceeds. Peter beats his breast while he says: « forgive us our trespasses » and they all kneel down when they say the last supplication: « deliver us from evil. »...
Jesus is among them. I have not seen when and whence He appeared. One would say from that part of the mountain that is inaccessible. He shines with love in the bright midday light and He says: « He who remains in Me will have no harm from the Evil One. I solemnly tell you that those who are united to Me in serving the Most High Creator - Whose desire is the salvation of every man - will be able to expel demons, to make reptiles and poisons harmless, to pass among wild beasts and through flames without being hurt, for all the time that God wants them to remain on the Earth to serve Him.
 »

« When did You come, Lord? » they say, raising their heads, but remaining on their knees.

« Your oath called Me...  »


(Back at the Supper Room, Jesus says to them:)
« ...You will work. And you will do much good. Because now you humbly acknowledge what you are, because now you are wise with a great wisdom: the knowledge that every act has very wide repercussions, at times, indelible, and that who is high up - remember what I told you about the lamp that is to be placed high up so that it may be seen
, and just because it is seen by everybody its flame must be pure - and that who is high up has the obligation, more than those who are not high up, to be perfect...  »
(The Poem, Vol. 5, pp. 782-4, 791)

----------
How the Apostles Died

[According to Christian tradition -

See http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Apostle_(Christian) ]

Peter was crucified upside-down in Rome, AD 64. 

James, son of Zebedee was beheaded in AD 44, first of the twelve to die. 

John, son of Zebedee, is believed to have died of natural causes due to old age. [From another source, John had been sentenced to the mines at Patmos, where he wrote The Book of Revelation. He was later freed and served as Bishop of Edessa in modern Turkey.]
Andrew, Peter's brother, was crucified upon a diagonal or X-shaped cross. 

Bartholomew (also known as Nathaniel) was flayed alive (skinned) and then beheaded; some sources locate his death at Derbend on the Caspian Sea. 

James, son of Alphaeus, [leader of the Church in Jerusalem], was beaten to death with a club after being crucified and stoned. 

Judas Iscariot, according to Matthew, hanged himself after betraying Jesus. 

Jude (Judas Thaddeus) was crucified. 

Matthew was killed by an axe in AD 60. 

Matthias, Judas' replacement, was stoned and beheaded. 

Philip was crucified in AD 54. 

Simon the Zealot was crucified in AD 74. 

Thomas was killed by a spear in Mylapore, Madras, India in AD 72.

Paul [Paul endured a lengthy imprisonment in Rome, where he wrote many of his epistles. He was tortured and beheaded by the Emperor Nero in AD 67.]
----------
Maria Senses her Good-bye to Jesus

(In April 1947, as the visions and dictations given to Maria are drawing to a close, Maria writes...)

...Now You are going to ascend… The Earth will lose You. Mary of the Cross will lose You, Master Saviour. You will remain for her the most sweet God, and You will no longer pour Blood but celestial honey into the violet calyx of Your sweet violet…

I am weeping… I have been Your disciple with the other women disciples: along the roads of mountains and forests, along the barren dusty roads of the plains, on the lake and near the lovely river of Your Fatherland. You are now going away, and only in my memory I shall see: Bethlehem and Nazareth on their hills green with olive-trees, and Jericho burning in the sun and with its rustling palm-trees, and friendly Bethany, and Engedi, a pearl lost in the deserts, and beautiful Samaria, and the fertile plains of Sharon and Esdraelon, and the strange tableland beyond the Jordan, and the nightmare of the Dead Sea, and the sunny towns on the Mediterranean coasts, and Jerusalem, the town of Your sorrow, its roads uphill and downhill, the archivolts, the squares, the suburbs, the wells and cisterns, the hills and even the sad valley of the lepers, where so much of Your mercy was effused… And the house of the Supper room… the little fountain weeping nearby… the little bridge on the Kidron, the place where You sweated blood… the court-yard of the Praetorium…

Ah, no! everything that is Your sorrow is here. It will remain for ever… I shall have to look for all the souvenirs to find them. But Your prayer at Gethsemane, Your scourging, Your ascent to Golgotha, Your agony and death, and the sorrow of Your Mother, no, I shall not have to look for them: they are always present. I may forget them in Paradise… and it seems impossible to me that they can be forgotten even there… I remember everything of those dreadful hours. Even the shape of the stone on which You fell. Even the bud of a red rose that knocked against the stone that closed Your sepulchre, and looked like a drop of blood on the granite… My most divine Love, Your Passion lives in my mind… and it breaks my heart…

----------
Jesus and Satan
Jesus and Satan have an extended argument as to who is the better computer programmer. Finally, they agree to hold a contest with God as the judge. Typing furiously, they enter lines of code across the screen.
Seconds before the end, a bolt of lightning strikes, taking out the electricity. Moments later, the power is restored, and God announces that the contest has ended.
God asks Satan to show what he has done. Satan is visibly upset and cries, "I have done nothing! The power outage destroyed all of my work!" "Very well, then," says God, "let us see how Jesus fared." Jesus enters a command, and the screen comes to life in vivid displays of 3-D color. An angelic choir pours forth from the speakers. A stunned Satan stutters, "But how?! How did he do that?!"
God chuckles, "Jesus Saves!"
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(From Australia unless stated otherwise)

The Valtorta Books

I find something very odd about Valtorta’s writings. My own experience and observations confirm an almost universal response of RESISTANCE when people are first exposed to The Poem of the Man-God. My sister, who read about Valtorta in William Buckley’s “Nearer, My God,” [see Daniel Klimek’s article in Bulletin #61] excitedly shared with family and friends what she was reading; most everyone she spoke with responded with polite indifference. This generous sister bought all five volumes for my mother for her birthday about six years ago. They sat neatly on a shelf, untouched, for at least four years. This same sister bought the first volume for me in the summer of 2006 when I was visiting California. When I saw how thick it was – and in my mind multiplied it by five – I groaned inwardly. I started reading it as a favor to my sister, but mostly as a way to get her off my back when she would ask if I’d started reading it.

When I read about Anne and Joachim’s Presentation of Mary in the temple, my eyes were opened. I can’t imagine a spiritual life without Valtorta today. Suddenly it was my turn to start bugging my mother about opening Vol. 1. When she finally succumbed to our persistent (and irritating) urgings, some kind of veil was lifted from her eyes as well. In her 80th year she LOVES The Poem, and her faith is being developed and sustained – just like mine. This exact same pattern of resistance has played out in a third sister as well.

I speak of Valtorta to friends and the same polite resistance is the response. I’ve lent Volume 1 to numerous people, and it is always returned a few months later – unread. The Poem is amongst the most powerful and valuable spiritual tools available today – which helps me understand the source and the reason for this resistance.
David, I can imagine that the resistance you have encountered – and over-won -  has been daunting. May the Lord protect you from evil and give you great peace, knowing that your work yields abundant blessings for others...  Although, way up here in Norway, I know that every single reader – in the past, the present and the future -  joins me in asking God to strengthen and protect you and all others promoting The Poem.


THERESA ROBBERSTAD, Voss, Norway.


(Thank you, Theresa. And I praise the Lord for helping you with your persistence – against the resistance!)

I love reading the Gospels before Mass... These have got to be the greatest books - author Jesus Christ and scribe Maria Valtorta - It's hard to read anything else after reading them.

     MARIE FITZGERALD, Cape Tribulation, Qld.
The Bulletins
Thank you so much for all those Bulletins and Supplements that we received – all ‘packed’ with spiritual nourishment, and so uplifting in their essence...

FRANCES GALEA, West Mackay, Qld.

Jesus’ warnings thru Maria I think help us to be vigilant, to persevere in Our Faith and to think about the times we live in. God Bless you for the bulletin and I think I soon shall read the wonderful Poem for a third time. The Poem always seems to keep things clear and illuminated, and helps us - I think - understand the Bible more clearly.

GERARD BEER, Pittsburgh PA, USA

Thank you for Bulletin #61. They are just so wonderful.


I am reading The Poem again and am a third of the way through Volume 1. The more I read of these wonderful teachings of Jesus, the more I am captivated by them.


BRIAN PHILLIPS, Whiporie, NSW.
Your emails [Bulletins] on Maria are a total delight!

SYLVIA DANZ, Lancaster PA, USA.

The bulletins are amazing, and like thoughts from another world which only God's miracle could give us. I have asked a devout woman here if she would like to form a religious community based exclusively on the Gospel Rule and guided by the details found in the writings of Maria Valtorta, using The Poem as the main formation instrument. She feels the tugging of such a call, and is discerning it. May God prosper your Valtorta mission.

PATRICK OWENS, Calgary AB, Canada.

Paschal-tide


I love Paschal-tide, Jesus appearing to different people. I try to walk with Him during the days after His Resurrection, to contemplate His sparkling Radiance, to Kiss His Feet and Hands, and I feel the joy of the holy women as they whisper excitedly among themselves, speaking of their Risen Jesus...

Also the wonderful shepherds, so holy, so humble, so noble in bearing, as they intone their song of joy!...

NANCYE SIMPSON, Burwood East, Vic.
The Sunday Gospels (MP3) CD Set
I have been listening to the Sunday Gospels on line and I find them amazing.  What an awesome site!!!

TOM CHODASEWICZ, Neika Tas.

(The Sunday Gospels for the current month can now be listened to on our new web-site www.valtorta.org.au click on “Listen to current monthly Sunday Gospels audio files”)
†   R I P   †
Please pray for the souls of:

Kath, daughter-in-law of Betty Reilly of Chelsea Vic.,

who died on 19th November 2010 aged 39 years; and

Father Peter Monopoli, formerly of Pennington, S.A.,

who died on 3rd March 2011 at 3.00 pm, aged 76 years. 

Maria Valtorta Readers’ Group

This group is a non-profit organisation, which retails publications of Maria Valtorta’s writings, and offers other supporting materials, to its members and to other interested persons. Bulletins are sent to members every 3 months.  A subscription of $12.00 per year (a little extra if mailed overseas, and no charge for priests and religious) is requested.  (E-mail copies of the bulletins and supplements, convenient for Valtorta readers outside Australia, are now free.) A Catalogue of books and other items is available on request.


The writings of Maria Valtorta are considered by many to be among the most wonderful gifts given by Jesus to His followers and would-be followers in the twentieth century. The Readers’ Group has much material available which supports their authenticity as Private Revelation.  If you receive just a fraction of the knowledge, understanding and inspiration from Maria’s revelations on the lives of Jesus and Mary, as testified by our readers, you will be very blessed. May God inspire us all, in our journeys to holiness.


[The material in this publication is not intended to represent the opinion of the Church.  The editor affirms submission to the official judgement of the Church regarding the information contained herein.]






The Lord bless you and keep you; The Lord make His Face shine upon you, and be gracious to you; The Lord lift up His countenance upon you, and give you peace.  


(Num. 6:24-6.)





“Lord, I do not ask You for the glory of your visions, but for the grace to love You more and more.” (Notebooks 1944, p. 439.)
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� Dt. 6:5.


� Lev. 19:18.


� See Mt. 27:33-59; Mk. 15:22-46; Lk. 23:33-53; Jn. 19:18-37.


� Mt. 6:9-13;  Lk. 11:1-4.


� See 1Tim. 2:3-4;  Mk. 16:17-18.


� Mt. 5:14-15;  Mk. 4:21;  Lk. 11:33.





