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E-BULLETIN NO. 70, JUNE 2013
MARIA VALTORTA READERS’ GROUP 
 11 Best Street, Ringwood, Vic. 3134,  Australia.
Tel. +61 3 9879 7853   E-mail:  david@valtorta.org.au
Web-site:  www.valtorta.org.au
 (Jesus to Maria): “Let us turn to the little sheep, seeking to be

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

leading them to Me.” (The Poem of the Man-God, Vol. 1, p. 246; 
The Gospel as Revealed to Me, Vol. 1, p. 292)
“Publish this work as it is… whoever reads it will understand…” 

– Pope Pius XII  (26th February 1948)

        New email address: david@valtorta.org.au ; Web-site: www.valtorta.org.au
EDITORIAL
Dear Readers’ Group Members,


This issue highlights the new publication about the End Times, updates the progressive arrival of The Gospel as Revealed to Me (replacing the now out-of print Poem of the Man-God), and continues the Supplement’s passages from Maria Valtorta’s The Little Notebooks – with Jesus’ dictations on the Eucharist, and on His 1948 instruction to Pope Pius XII concerning the publication of Maria’s major “Work”.


Also included are a current Catalogue.


May the Lord bless and keep you all.


David D. Murray


Editor and Assistant Convenor

----------

The End Times Prophesies from “The Word of God” through the Writings of Maria Valtorta

As reported in the previous Bulletin, the Readers’ group has produced a new booklet about the End Times – replacing the previous End Times booklet which is now out of print. Recognising that the only source material for this previous book had been the three “Notebooks”, with the majority of its extracts derived from Notebooks 1943, I combed the Readers’ Group’s two major Valtorta book indexes and found considerably more additional material – especially from The Poem of the Man-God, The Book of Azariah, and Lessons on the Epistle of St. Paul to the Romans. Sorting all these passages into a chronological order, I was able to place the (now) 162 passages (compared to 86 in the previous End Times booklet) into a new booklet of seventeen sequential chapters – spanning the centuries from the Old Testament prophesies, detailing the present disturbing and apocalyptic times (including the “Warning” and the “Mark of the Tau”), and concluding with Jesus’ Second Coming and the Last Judgement.

This 92-page booklet is now available from The Readers’ Group. In exploring its production style, I settled on a wire-bound edition - which I’m thrilled about, as it can be opened flat and simply doubled over for easy reading.

The cost is $Aust 11.00 (less 10% for pensioners and religious), which is about half the price of the previous publication.
The New Gospel as Revealed to Me

As advised previously, the publishers are bringing out a new, 10-volume edition of THE POEM OF THE MAN-GOD, entitled THE GOSPEL AS REVEALED TO ME – a title which (I understand) Jesus had originally wanted for the “Work”. 

The first five of the new volumes arrived late last year. We’ve already sold many of these sets, and I still have some in stock. The remaining volumes 6 to 10 are expected in July. (I have only a single “Poem” volume 2 left.)

The translation is much the same (except for the odd word now and then), the new volumes are in larger print, and the books are soft covered. I’m including plastic cover protectors for the books, with purchases, at no extra charge.


Volumes 1 to 5 are available for sale as a set, at a cost of $ 30.00 per volume. These volumes are not available singly. Unfortunately, because the cost margin is very small, while there will be the usual 10% discount for pensioners and religious, these volumes can no longer be sent Australia-wide, post-free.


(Right now I’m working on a conversion of the 185-page “Pilgrim’s Guide to The Poem…” to a similar reference guide for the new publication, which I might entitle: “Where Is It? – a Guide to The Gospel as Revealed to Me”. This involves conversion of about 33,000 volume-page numbers. It’s a daunting task, but I’m now half-way through, and I hope to have this completed before a projected “valtortling” visit to the U.K. later this year. And why? It’s not work - it’s a joy, to be given the time and the enthusiasm to do this, in the presence of the Lord.) 
----------

What is Celibacy?
(Sent in by a Readers’ Group member)

Celibacy can be a choice in life, or a condition imposed by circumstances.       

While attending a Marriage Weekend, my wife and I listened to the instructor who declared: "It is essential that husbands and wives know the things that are important to each other."

He then addressed the men, "Can you name and describe your wife's favourite flower?"
I leaned over, touched my wife's hand gently, and whispered, “White Wings Self-Raising Flour, isn’t it?”

And thus began my life of celibacy....
(From the Archives – Bulletin 27 Supp., September 2002,

Sent by Patrick Owens from Calgary AB, Canada.)

THE DAY IT RAINED AT COWLEY

(This is a story about Father Violini, a great devotee of Maria Valtorta, and the biggest promoter of her writings in Calgary AB, Canada for many years…)

Cowley is a small town nestled in the foothills of the Rocky Mountains in southern Alberta. Its little wooden church of St. Joseph’s stood forlorn and poorly attended for many a season. 


That situation was soon brightened by the cheerful presence of Father Gino Violini who arrived from Schuler (a German speaking hamlet on the prairies northeast of Medicine Hat) on July 18, 1946. 


Father Violini was a thorough-going shepherd who showed a keen interest in his lost and stray sheep. In his last two years at Schuler no fallen-away Catholics could be found within the confines of his parish and its missions. 


Soon after arriving at Cowley, a group of Catholics came to see him. Among other things, they told him they did not need a priest, and if they did they would inform the bishop. They cautioned him about wearing his cassock while crossing the road from rectory to church and about walking about in public reading his Office. That first Sunday he counted nine at Mass. He delivered what he considered to be his best ever sermon that morning. The following Sunday he counted four in attendance. 


The rectory, located opposite the church, was so draughty that snow came through cracks in the walls and accumulated on his bedclothes and drifted in on the floor of his room. People used the word ‘rat house’ to describe his residence. The storms along the Pass were hard to imagine. He often had to crawl on hands and knees in the snow or get blown away by the wind gusts. Cars have been turned upside down and trucks blown off the highway by the storms of the Crowsnest Pass. In many out stations where he celebrated Mass, cruet water on the coal stove was still frozen at offertory time. On one occasion, an altar boy, set up by one of the men, bowed toward the people and drank the little bit of wine he had for Mass. His first Christmas collection amounted to a dollar and thirteen cents. He told me that to be frugal he would cut a loaf into seven equal parts for each day of the week. In summer he picked and ate dandelion, a salad rich in vitamins. To feed his dogs he visited the butcher shop, often on Fridays, saying, “would you have any bones or meat scraps for two good Protestant dogs?” The faithful families of Cowley invited Father for lunch and dinner on a regular basis and volunteered their help at the church. But they were so few amid the many who never showed up.


 It was a tough mission for Father Violini who had been given only six months to live at the time of his ordination. Also his internal temperature did not regulated well. He always felt cold. 


After two years of dedicated work he was discouraged to find himself in charge of a mission that by all appearances did not yield to his evangelization. He often wept because of this. His parrot could praise God better than his absentee flock. It could recite the rosary and the Latin responses of the Mass. He usually kept it in a nearby room during church services. Churchgoers were often amused at his parrot and its talents were a great topic of conversation among the people. Father loved animals for they always cheered him. 



For some time Father Violini had been writing to Bishop Carroll asking for a move out of Cowley. One of his letters ran to sixteen pages giving all the reasons why he should be moved. But the bishop’s reply was always the same. A single sentence reminding him of his vow of obedience, or one word only: “Obey!” He rejected all of Father Violini’s reasons for wanting a move and told him to stay put at Cowley. He had full confidence in his ability to bring about a Catholic revival in this neglected parish. Father Gino was greatly disappointed, but worse was still to come. 


It happened on Thursday June 3, 1948, three days before the feast of Corpus Christi and his tenth anniversary in the priesthood. He said: “here was I, big shot, planning for a celebration.” But early that morning (he was a very early riser) as he crossed the road from his house to the church he was startled to see the door hanging by one hinge, widows smashed in and a part of the tabernacle door lying outside on the steps. This was the beginning of a series of events that would end in the most spectacular happening of Father Violini’s priesthood. 


Inside he could see that nothing had been spared. The statues and walls were damaged and the church was ransacked. But his greatest fear was for the tabernacle. He found it broken open with the consecrated Hosts scattered down the main aisle of the church. He counted each one, for he knew exactly how many he had placed in the ciborium the day before. He recovered all the small hosts. But the large Benediction Host was gone.


Immediately he alerted Fr. Michael Harrington of the Crowsnest deanery. He in turn notified the bishop of Calgary. The bishop ordered an immediate search for the missing Host and prayers of reparation throughout the diocese for the desecration. He suspended Father Violini from the faculty of saying Mass until an investigation was made, clearing him of fault regarding church security. This was the most painful blow to Father Gino who, during his long years of illness had only one wish: to be a priest to offer at least one Mass, then die happy. This legal action was like a sword through his heart.


Since the local mines were shut down that day a great number of Catholics were off work. A search party consisting of two thousand persons was organized from sodalities, Holy Name Society, Knights of Columbus, Legion of Mary and Children of Mary, and such groups. They volunteered from the towns of Bellevue, Hillcrest, Blairemore, Coleman, and from as far away as Natal and Michel in British Columbia. 


All that day under a steady rain the search party combed long stretches of the shoulder on each side of highway 3. There was great excitement when a member of one search party found the pix in which the Eucharist was kept. But it was empty. And the Host was not found near it


In the meantime two young suspects were picked up at Cowley by the Pincher Creek RCMP and were being questioned at Blairemore regarding several break-ins in the town of Cowley involving churches. A pick-up truck which they had stolen and ditched again was found, but at this point nothing was seen of the Eucharistic Host. 


After prolonged questioning by the Mounties, Father Gino got permission to speak to the two suspects. As soon as he entered the room he recognized the two young men. They had sat beside him the day before at a baseball game and had told him they were from Lethbridge and were in the Pass looking for work in the mines. Until now they had denied breaking into any churches. But Father Violini, with whom they were already acquainted, was very anxious to get to the truth and to obtain their help in finding the stolen Host. He told them in a kind, convincing manner how precious this Object was to Catholics. Even the non-Catholic sergeant was impressed and said to them, “it may not mean much to you or me, but you stole his Jesus.” Father Violini was both amused and touched by the way the sergeant expressed himself. Then in one sweeping act of kindness, Father Violini offered to have all charges dropped against the two men in return for their help in finding the missing Host. “How much reparation,” he reasoned, would be done by putting those boys behind bars for fourteen to twenty years?” One of them finally admitted to breaking into the church and stealing the unusual round container, which he discarded later through the window of the police car as he was taken into custody. He did not know what it was but feared it might be used as evidence against them if found on his person. Both men described in detail the part of the highway where they discarded the Holy Eucharist. They expressed sorrow for the trouble they caused, and offered to go back there, handcuffed, shackled and under police guard, to show Father Violini the exact spot. 


Father was of the opinion that if the Host was as the two prisoners said—on the grass off the highway shoulder—it would surely have been found, as the pix was, or it was dissolved by the day’s rain. Nevertheless, he and Sergeant Parsons of the Pincher Creek RCMP drove back along the highway to the place indicated by the suspects. It was approaching six o’clock in the evening. The day’s rain was over and the sky was starting to clear. As they rounded a bend in the road east of Bellevue, they were astounded to see the Host suspended in the air beside the highway, displaying beautiful rays of coloured light. [It was exactly where the suspects had said: at a right curve before entering Bellevue where there is a high embankment]. Father Violini called to Sergeant Parsons to stop the car: “look...there it is!” Before the car had come to a complete halt, Father had the door opened and was running towards the Host. When he reached the spot he went on his knees in adoration, overwhelmed with delight in finding Jesus safe and intact—and miraculously—after a long day of heart-break and humiliation. The sergeant, a non-Catholic, coming close behind, also knelt, landing in a pool of mud left by the rains.


As Father Gino stood and took the Host from the air—It was as fresh as the day he consecrated It—he heard a clear voice say to him: “Father Gino, take me back to my home in Cowley.” It was a moment in his life he says he will never forget. To this day he weeps in recounting the extraordinary event, whose meaning remained clear and overpowering to him. “I wanted to leave Cowley, but found Jesus on the highway asking me to take Him back to Cowley. Never again would I ask to be moved from a parish, no matter how disagreeable the assignment might be.” On the way back the sergeant’s eyes constantly left the road to look at the famous Host Father Gino held in his hands. 


The events surrounding the church break-in and recovery of the Blessed Sacrament were thoroughly investigated by Bishop Francis Carroll and his authorities who arrived in Cowley the following day. A report was also sent to Rome and Father Violini’s faculties were fully restored.  Now, the big question was: who would have the honor of consuming the Host? How much Father Gino longed for this, but the privilege was granted to Fr. Michael Harrington, who later became bishop of Kamloops, British Columbia. To compensate Father Violini, the bishop gave him the great privilege of re-consecrating his parish church of St. Joseph’s.


The bishop prayed for some time in the church, then turned to Father Violini and said, “great changes for the better will soon take place in your parish.” 


Not long after, Sergeant Parsons asked Father Violini for instructions in the faith. He was joined by his wife and children and his constable at Pincher Creek. This was only the beginning of many graces that would be showered on the people for whom Father Violini worked and endured so much. Many fallen away Catholics returned to the faith. The seeds sown in tears were starting to bloom. The parish mission became a celebrated even in the town. As the mission hour approached, the beer hall shut down and the patrons, many of them non-Catholic, filed out carrying bar stools, to sit in and hear the fiery sermons at St. Joseph’s. Even the coal stove had to be removed to make room for everyone.


The little wooden church was now full to overflowing each Sunday. Truly, God was blessing this parish as the bishop had foretold.


 Father Violini was planning to enlarge the church to accommodate everyone. But that never happened. He received a letter from the bishop’s office advising him of his move to Gleichen, a town off the trans-Canada highway near the Blackfoot Reservation, sixty-five miles east of Calgary. The people of his parish were stunned by the news and were ready to stop the move if possible. But Father Gino only wanted to do the will of God—to obey the orders of those placed over him. The memory of the words he heard that day when he took the Blessed Host from the air still rang loud and clear in his heart: “Father Gino, take me back to my home in Cowley.”


The number of well-wishers who turned out to bid the Catholic priest of Cowley a fond farewell cut through all religious lines. The non-Catholic ministers of Cowley were there, and to everyone’s surprise, five hundred members of the Russian Doukhobor faith, who gave resounding speeches praising Father Violini for holding out a helping hand to them in their time of need and for breaking the long bitter prejudice of the people against them. It was an event that stirred everyone’s heart, and a clear sign that any resentment against a resident priest was past history. 


In the early hours of February 3, 1951 before anyone was up, Father Violini slipped away from Cowley and the people he dearly loved and laboured for. 


The feelings of the people could be summed up in the words of an old man who sat for many days afterwards on the front steps of St. Joseph’s Church, lamenting: “O! My poor soul! What will I do now, that Father is gone?”

o   o   0   o   o


(Patrick Owens writes: “Father Violini recounted this event many times. Before writing it down I questioned him on many of its details. With extra research and a few corrections, I repeat exactly what he told me… In 1980 Father Violini retired, having spent eighteen years as curate and sacristan at St. Mary’s Cathedral in Calgary. He still made himself available to people and heard thousands of confessions and offered thousands of Masses during his twelve years of retirement. His home was open to anyone who wanted to see him or attend his daily Mass… He departed this life on March 9, 1992 at the Holy Cross Hospital, Calgary.”)
Father Violini’s Prayer for Priests

(From Bulletin # 33, March 2004)


Holy Spirit, Beloved of my soul, I adore you. Enlighten me, guide me, console me, tell me what I must do - give me your orders. I promise to subject myself to all that you desire of me, and to accept all that you permit to happen to me. Let me only know your will.


Divine Saviour Jesus Christ who has entrusted the whole work of your Redemption - the welfare and salvation of the world - to priests as your continuators, I offer you through the hands of your most Holy Mother, all the prayers, works, sacrifices, joys and sorrows of this day: for the sanctification of your priests, the leaders and the youth of the world, the conversion of sinners, the dying of this day, and for the special intentions of all those united in this prayer effort. Give us truly holy priests who seek nothing but your greater glory and the salvation of our souls. Bless their words and prayers at the Altar, in the confessional, in the pulpit, in all their work for the young, the sick and the aged. O Mary, Mother of the High Priest, protect all priests from the danger to their holy vocations. Obtain for us a true spirit of faith and humble obedience, so that we may ever behold the priest as the representative of God, and willingly follow him in the Way, the Truth, and the Life of Christ. Amen.

(When in Calgary in 2004, I stayed with Patrick Owens in the house where he looked after Father Violini during the last years of his life. – Ed.)
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(From Australia unless stated otherwise)

The Valtorta Books


My prayer time is my safety net. It’s Lent, now, and I desire each day to spend half to one hour in reading Maria’s writings. These have always made me feel present, as if I am there with Our Lord in His time on earth.

Thank you for your wonderful apostalate.

SUE SMITH, Jewells, N.S.W.

I have been reading The Poem off and on for  many years and will soon start reading again for I think the fourth time.  The interesting aspect of the book is that we not only form a personal relationship and friendship with Jesus, we also become friends with John, Mary Madgalene, Peter, Marjiam and so many others, the friends of God.
GERARD BEER, Pittsburgh, USA.
The Bulletins

Thanks for the newsletters and bulletins. We look forward to reading them all.

JOAN AND LAURENCE TUMMINELLO, Eastwood NSW.


…The bulletins are a constant source of inspiration, and they enable me to stay connected to the writings – until one day when I will be able to just sit and read all the volumes…


   SUE CLARK, Stanwell Park, NSW.

The Booklets

I am browsing through “The Many Meanings of Love”, and I can see it is pure gold… 

BERTA CIFUENTES, Forest Lake, Qld.

The End of Times… (Booklet)


I’ve looked through your End of Times… book and it is phenomenal! Great job! 
A SEMINARIAN in North America.
Your work on The End of Times … is wonderful. Am enjoying reading it immensely!!  
A VALTORTA RETAILER in the U.S., (who

has purchased 100 of these booklets)
The teaching of the End of Times… make us stop… and pray, pray, pray for the Mercy of God, and ask ourselves: why is the world blind and deaf?

BERTA CIFUENTES, Forest Lake, Qld.
Thanks for your compilation of what Jesus said to Maria Valtorta, concerning the end days of this planet and of all humankind.  I reckon this book is an absolute essentiality - not only for Catholics and Christians, but for the whole world. 





 JOHN LEE, Glen Iris, Victoria.


I'm having a hard time putting this book down.  It's just fantastic, and a real blessing to be able to read.

SHARON SUSA, Georgetown ON, Canada.


Yes, you were right to add the extra passages…

SUE CARROLL, Belmont, Qld.

†   R I P   †

Please pray for the souls of Stephania Chota,

beloved mother of Sister Christine Kabumbu 
of Zambia, who died on 5th February 2013; 

of Frank Campbell, husband of Rosemary of 

Ringwood East, Vic., who died on 3rd April 2013;
of Shelagh Goonawardene of Burwood Vic., 

a foundation member of the Readers’ Group,

who died on 12th April 2013;  and of my old teacher Brother James A. McGlade, from Strathfield NSW, who died on 20th May 2013, aged 98 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 and twenty-first centuries. 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.]
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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.)











