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 (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 includes four rules for successful prayer; dictations from Jesus on the value and wonder of Marriage; and a vision granted to Maria Valtorta of St. Francis of Assissi (whose anniversary is on 4th October). The supplement has two more dictations from the Little Notebooks, where Jesus speaks on “The Work”, and on Satan’s hatred. But first, a beautiful prayer to Mary…


PRAYER TO THE IMMACULATE MOTHER

Immaculate Conception, Mary my Mother, live in me.

Act in me, speak in me and through me.

Think Your thoughts in my mind. 

Love through my heart.

Give me Your dispositions and feelings.

Teach, lead and guide me to Jesus.

Correct, enlighten and expand my thoughts

and behaviour.

Possess my soul.

Take over my entire personality and life.

Replace it with Yourself.

Incline me to constant adoration and thanksgiving.

Pray in me and through me.

Let me live in You, and keep me in this union always.










- Pope John Paul II



May the Lord bless and keep you all.


David D. Murray


Editor and Assistant Convenor

----------

FOUR RULES FOR SUCCESSFUL PRAYER


(Recently in his Sunday homily, my parish priest listed four rules to be observed, for our prayers to be answered.


Rule 1.  Pray with faith that the prayer will be heard.


Before a miracle, Jesus often asked: “Do you believe I can cure you?” In Nazareth, Jesus “did not do many mighty works there, because of their unbelief.” (Mt. 13:58)

Rule 2.  Do not harbour any unforgiveness.


Jesus tells us that before offering a gift at the altar, “first be reconciled to your brother, and then come and offer your gift…” (Mt. 5:24)

Rule 3.  Pray with persistence.


Abraham begged the Lord not to punish a wicked city, for the sake of fifty, then forty-five, then forty etc..., and then for ten righteous men, and finally the Lord said: “for the sake of ten I will not destroy it.”  (Gen. 18:24) 
The woman from Canaan kept pestering Jesus to heal her daughter, and Jesus said “great is your faith”. (Mt. 15:21-8; Mk. 7:24-20)


Rule 4.  Ask in Jesus’ Name.


Jesus promises: “If you ask anything in My Name, I will do it.” (Jn. 14:14)  Furthermore, Jesus speaks of the invocation of His and Mary’s two names together, which “…is a powerful way to bring down and break all the weapons Satan hurls, against a heart that is Mine.” (Notebooks 1943, p. 87)

HURRAH FOR REAL MARRIAGE !


[The following passages are from the 2004 Readers’ Group’s 81-page (highly recommended) booklet “Marriage and Family Life – with Jesus, Mary and Joseph”.]


(Jesus says):
"…The supreme Creator is the Lord God, who forms your souls and, master as He is of Life and Death, allows you to come into life. But the second creators are the ones who make a single new flesh out of two bodies and two bloods, a new child of God, a new future inhabitant of the Heavens. Since it is for the Heavens that you are created, it is for the Heavens that you must live on earth.

"Oh, the sublime dignity of the father and mother! A holy Episcopate - I speak with bold, but true words - that consecrates new servants to God with the chrism of married love, washes them with the mother's tears, dresses them with the father's work, and makes them bearers of the Light by infusing the knowledge of God into children's minds and the love of God into innocent hearts. In truth, I tell you that parents are only slightly inferior to God, solely because of the fact of creating a new Adam. But, in addition, when parents are able to make the new Adam a new little Christ, then their dignity is barely one degree inferior to that of the Eternal…"

(Notebooks 1943, p. 410)

----------

"The Family was the first reality redeemed by God, reconstructed as the Eternal had conceived it. Two who love one another in a holy way, join in the same holy way to bend over a newborn babe. And in the kiss they exchange over that cradle, there is no savor of lust, but mutual gratitude and the mutual promise, to love one another with reciprocal love, which aids and comforts…"


(Notebooks 1943, p. 516)
----------

 "…Marriage is a grave and holy act. And to prove that, I took part at a wedding and worked My first miracle there129. But woe if it degenerates into lust and whim. Let marriage, the natural contract between man and woman, be elevated to a spiritual contract, by which the souls of two people who love each other swear to serve the Lord in reciprocal love, offered to the Lord in obedience to His order of procreation, to give children to the Lord…"

(The Poem…, Vol. 5, p. 846; The Gospel… Vol. 10, p. 417)

 










SAINT FRANCIS OF ASSISSI


(On 16th September 1944 Maria describes a vision of an angel of brightest radiance she sees in the sky...)


…Below, an emaciated little brother - whom I recognize to be my Seraphic Father -696 is praying on his knees on the grass, not far from a bare, rough grotto as fearful as a crag in hell. The destroyed body does not seem to dwell in the sombre frock, which is so large in relation to his limbs. His neck, a pale brown, emerges from the greyish cowl, a color between that of ash and that of certain slightly yellowish forms of sand. The hands and thin wrists emerge from the wide sleeves and are extended in prayer, with the palms turned outwards and upraised, as when "The Lord be with you" is said... The face is thin and seems to be sculpted in old ivory ‑ neither handsome nor even, but possessing a special beauty made up of spirituality.

His brown eyes are very beautiful… Wide open and fixed, they are looking at the things on earth. But I do not think they see. They remain open, resting on the dew‑covered grass. They seem to be studying the greyish embroidery of a wild thistle, or the feathery one of a wild fennel, which the dew has turned into a green, diamonded aigrette. But I am sure he does not see anything. Not even the robin that comes chirping down to look for some small seeds on the grass. He prays. His eyes reopen. But his gaze does not go outside, but inside himself.

I do not know how or why or when he becomes aware of the bright cross which is set in the sky… He raises his face and scans with his eyes, which now become animated with interest…


My Seraphic Father's gaze encounters the large, bright, blazing 696 St. Francis of Assisi, towards whom the writer had felt a great attraction since she was a girl. She later entered the Franciscan Third Order.

cross. An instant of astonishment. Then a cry: "My Lord!" And Francis falls back a little on his heels, remaining ecstatic, with his face uplifted, smiling and shedding the first two tears of blessedness, with his arms open wider...

And the Seraph then moves his shining, mysterious figure. He comes down. He approaches. He does not come down to earth. No. He is still very high up. And the earth becomes even more luminous because of this bright sun, that, on this blessed dawn, unites to and surpasses the other one seen every day On descending - with his wings still extended in the form of a cross, furrowing the air not by the motion of the wings, but by his own weight - he makes a sound proper to Paradise. I think of and recall the sound of the globe of Fire at Pentecost...697

And now, as Francis smiles and weeps and shines in ecstatic joy, the Seraph opens his two wings ‑ I now understand clearly that they are wings ‑ which are towards the middle of the cross. And the most holy feet of my Lord, nailed to the wood, appear, with his long legs, with a splendor, in this vision, that is as bright as his glorified members in Paradise.698 And then two other wings open, right at the top of the cross. And my sight and also Francis', I believe - though he is assisted by divine grace - suffer with joy from the dazzling blaze.

Here we see the trunk of the Savior, pulsating with breath... and, oh, the Fire which only a grace enables one to look at! Here is the Fire of His face, which appears when the sudarium of sparkling feathers is entirely open. The fire of all volcanoes and stars and flames, surrounded by six sublime wings of pearls, silver, and diamond, would still be only a little light in comparison to this indescribable, inconceivable splendor of the Most Holy Humanity of the Redeemer, nailed to his scaffold.

Moreover, the face and the five holes of the wounds are beyond all comparison for the purposes of description. I think... I think of the most resplendent objects... But, if what I have read is true, this light is bright, but the color of a starry silver blue, 697 In a vision on May 28, which is included in the Glorification cycle.

698 See the vision on January 10.

whereas the other is the condensation of sunlight multiplied an incalculable number of times.

The summit of Verna must look as though a thousand volcanoes had opened around it to encircle it. The air - with the light and heat flaring but not burning - which emanates from my crucified Lord, trembles with waves perceptible to the eye. And the light penetrates the opacity of bodies and turns them into light, to such a degree that stems and fronds seem unreal...

I do not see myself. But I think that in the reflection of that light my poor person must look phosphorescent. Francis - upon whom the light pours, investing and penetrating him - no longer looks like a human body, but a lesser seraph, the brother of the one who has offered his wings at the service of the Redeemer.

Francis has bent so far backwards that he is almost on his back now, with his arms wide open, under his Sun, God Crucified! Light and joy penetrate him so much that he is immaterial in appearance. He does not speak or breathe materially. He would appear to be a glorified dead man if he were not in that position, which requires at least a minimum of life to continue. The tears falling down ‑ which perhaps serve to temper the human burning of this mystical flame ‑ shine like rivers of diamond on his slender cheeks.

I do not hear any words from either Francis or Jesus. Absolute, profound, amazed silence. A pause in the world which is around the mystery. So as not to disturb. So as not to profane this holy silence, where a God communicates Himself to his blessed one. Contrary to what one might assume, the birds do not burst in elation into sharper trills and happier flights because of this feast of light; butterflies and dragon flies do not dance; green lizards and others do not jump. Everything is still, in a waiting in which I feel the adoration of beings towards Him by Whom they were made. There is no longer even that light breeze making a noise like a sigh in the fronds, or that slow arpeggio sound of water hidden in some stony hollow which previously cast forth its notes on a thundering scale from time to time. Nothing. There is Love. And that's all. Jesus looks and smiles at His Francis. Francis looks and smiles at his Jesus... That's all.

But now the glorified Face - so luminous that it almost looks like lines of light, like that of the Eternal Father - materializes a little. The eyes take on that radiance of bright sapphire they have when He works a miracle. The lines become severe, imposing, as always at those times which I would term imperious. A command of the Word must go to his Flesh, and the Flesh obeys. And from the five wounds He shoots forth five arrows, five little bolts of lightning - I would have to say - which descend through the air without zigzagging, but perpendicularly and very swiftly. Five needles of unbearable light which pierce Francis...

Of course, I do not see his feet covered by the robe and limbs, and his side covered by the frock. But I see his hands. And I see that, after the points of fire have entered and pierced ‑ I am somewhat behind Francis ‑ the light, which come from the other side, towards his palms, passes through the holes on the back of his hands. They look like two small eyes opened in the metacarpus, from which there descend two threads of blood, slowly flowing down over his wrists and forearms, under his sleeves.

Francis only sighs so deeply that I am reminded of the last breath of the dying. But he does not fall. He remains as he was for some time still. Until the Seraph, whose face I have not seen ‑ I have seen only his six wings ‑ again extends these sublime wings as a veil over the Most Holy Body and conceals it. And with the initial two wings he goes back up, further and further into the sky. The light diminishes, finally remaining just the light of a peaceful sunny morning. And the seraph disappears beyond the cobalt blue of the sky, which swallows him up and closes over the mystery, which has descended to make a son of God blessed, and has now gone back up to its kingdom.

Francis then feels the pain of the wounds, and, with a moan, without standing up, he shifts from the previous position and sits down on the ground. And he looks at his hands... uncovers his feet, and half opens his robe over his chest. Five rivulets of blood and five cuts are the memory of God's kiss. And Francis kisses his hands and caresses his side and feet, weeping and murmuring, "Oh, my Jesus! My Jesus! What love! What love, Jesus...! Jesus...! Jesus...! "

He tries to get onto his feet, pushing his fists against the ground, and manages to with pain in his palms and soles. And, staggering a bit - like someone who is wounded and cannot support himself on the ground and wavers with pain and the weakness of having lost blood - he heads towards his cave and falls to his knees on a stone, with his brow against a cross made of wood alone, two branches bound together. And there he looks again at his hands, on which there seems to be forming the head of a nail which penetrates and pierces them. And he weeps. He weeps with love, beating his breast and saying, "Jesus, my gentle King! What have You done to me? Not because of the pain, but because of the praise of others, this gift of yours is excessive! Why me, Lord, who am unworthy and poor? Your wounds! Oh, Jesus...! "


I do not see or hear anything else.

When I was among the living, I think I heard the vision described in another way. I think they said it was a Seraph with the face of Christ. I don't know what to make of it. I saw it this way, and this is the way I describe it.

I have never been to Verna or to any Franciscan site, though I have always wished to. Consequently, I am totally ignorant of the topography of these places.
A Nervous Patient

"I'm so worried," the nervous patient said as the nurse plumped up his pillows. "Last week, I read about a man who was in this hospital because of heart trouble, and he died of malaria."

"Relax," the nurse said smiling. "This is a first-rate hospital. When we treat someone for heart trouble, he dies of heart trouble."
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(From Australia unless stated otherwise)

The Valtorta Books


I have been reading a daily walk bible and have been so touched by often reading the same gospel in Maria's books, with further understanding around the biblical events. I love Peter's character, and revelation of the hidden lives of Jesus and Mary.  


Thank you for having these books available in Australia. It is truly a blessing. 

CHRISTINE SULLIVAN, Orange NSW.

The previous Apostolic Nuncio to Japan (he is now in Hungary) saw Valtorta on our shelves when he visited the store and immediately encouraged me to read her writings!  Later one day, when I visited him at the Embassy, he started to tell me about one of the stories in the book (I think he had just read or re-read it that morning)…

HANS ENDERLE, Bookseller from Tokyo, Japan.

I have read and re-read The Poem many times, and I learn something new every time. These books are a wonderful gift to us.

FAY VON DEMLEUX, Clybucca NSW.

Still reading and enjoying my Douay-Rheims Bible, and I get so much peace reading how much my Friend Jesus loves and cares for me.
GAY OSBORNE, Penrith NSW.

I’m way behind with life… Even though I can’t read as much as I used to do, I do feel so much happier and less stressed when I pick up The Poem, which is just such wonderful support.

JOSEPHINE LANDSBERG, South Plympton, S.A.
 “The End of Times…” booklet


I was very happy to receive and read this booklet, as it is so critical for this day, and Maria is such a gift from God.

MARLENE BROERSEN, Monbulk, Vic.

I have read The End of Times… booklet and all of its complexities by Maria Valtorta. This booklet is full of words of wisdom and understanding. Jesus - our Master and Teacher - comes forth so clear in His teachings to Maria, that He leaves no gap for misinterpretation of His boundless love and forgiveness…


On page 59 Jesus says, “Oh, what a good thing prayer is! God has placed it in man's heart, like the need to breathe. Isn't it in fact the breathing of the soul? Without breath, the movement of the blood also ceases and the body dies. Prayer is what keeps the spirit alive, always maintaining it in the sight of God.” As Jesus mentions His Father twice, I become so uplifted by all these words of wisdom in the above book, that I feel I can conquer all…

CHRISTINE DRAGA, South Oakleigh, Vic.

I love the booklet. Job very well done!

ELIZABETH BREADY, Parkside, S.A.


I’m very thankful that I was able to order two more of these booklets, to send to my friends who are not Catholics. Being ministers from an evangelical church, although retired from the ministry at present, they of course sustain a very active interest in such matters. What a wonderful gift to place in their hands a Catholic interpretation, coming from the hands of Jesus Himself.


I pray that this little book may be a very powerful stimulus for them to investigate the Roman Catholic Church and her teachings, and to understand the depths of wisdom contained therein. Thank you for handing on this priceless information, surely overseen by the Holy Spirit. We must pray even harder for Maria to be declared a saint…

SHARON McCOURT, Alexandra Headland, Qld.
The Bulletins


(This message was sent after the writer’s long rehabilitation in hospital…)

As you might imagine, I have been doing a lot of praying to ask the Lord, and sometimes invoking the advocacy of Maria Valtorta, if He would guide the therapists’ treatment to give me as speedy recovery as possible. It is very slow however. I have also been praying for my wife, Susan, who has (been) virtually a full time carer for me… We would be most pleased for any prayers forthcoming from the readership to help the rehab process.


Thank you for the bulletins which serve to raise my spirits and sustain me in difficult times. I hang out, waiting for each issue. I particularly liked the recent one where the Eucharist was given focus. I also took great interest in what the Father said to Maria (about The Poem) for Pius 12. Do you know what the Pope’s response was please?

NOEL ASHCROFT, Mt. Lawley, W.A.


(I can only recount that the Dogma of the Assumption was promulgated by this Pope, two years after Maria’s visions of this event. – Ed.)

Thank you for the wonderful Bulletins - as always. 

I frequently receive comments about how much the Readers enjoy the Bulletin.
GWEN STORY, (Readers’ Group’s New Zealand agent)
… (from two Zambia Sisters)

Thank you for the Bulletins. What a joy to find an attachment at long last to read, when in a foreign land with no knowledge of the language.  Mass is being said on a big Feast like Corpus Christi. It's like being in a wilderness when suddenly I open my email to find an attachment. Oh God, water in arid land! It gave me joy to read the actual thing of what happened. It feels good and close to Jesus.

SISTER CHRISTINE KABUMBU, Kasama, Zambia.

(And from Sister Sabina Namfukwe…)


Thank you for the wonderful bulletins. They help Maria Valtorta readers become a family. Thank you very much also for the booklet of "The Many Meanings of Love". It is slowly shaping my life, it is a book that you cannot read to the end and stop, but you definitely want to go back to read it again and again.


I wonder if you can have something on St.Therese of Lisiuex? She is a Patron Saint for our Congregation, so I try to develop great devotion to her. I would like to read as much as I can manage about her life and her devotion to the Holy Eucharist.

(Copies of the little Readers’ Group booklet “Saint Therese of the Child Jesus and Maria Valtorta” have been posted to Sr. Sabina. Here is her immediate reply):


Thank you so much in anticipation for the St.Therese little booklets. I can hardly wait to receive them. Sr. Christine has left this morning for Rome for a Superior Generals’ meeting with the new pontiff. We talked a lot about you and the whole Valtorta family. We recalled the famous Valtorta Pilgrimage (in Italy in 2011), and we talked about every single person who walked all those Rome roads to the catacombs and those holy shrines - and we were both saying LONG LIVE VOLTORTA.


(Here is a message just recently received from Sister Christine. Please pray for her and for her community.)


My reading of Vartorta books has had its toll on my life. I am paying a very big price, carrying a heavy cross of the Lord. I am blessed with insults, torments, hatred, being ridiculed and defamed, drugged before civil authorities etc. Pray for me that I may not miss this opportunity of preparing my way to the Man-God. I am at the point of a depression but the faith and love for the Lord I picked up through the Maria Valtorta writings has kept me going for the last 12 years of struggle, which has become worse the last 2 years and last 1 month. Pray for my congregation especially. As for me, I am preparing myself psychologically for anything be it the dungeon or death. This is real David and I don’t know what tomorrow may bring. I have [been] nick-named Vartorta and Divine Mercy. Pray, pray for me.

†   R I P   †

Please pray for the souls of Clare Mennis, daughter

of John Dunne of Carseldene, Qld. [Clare was a Group member who (I just learnt) died a few years ago];
of Barry Milner, husband of Dawn, of Glen Forrest W.A., who died on 21st September 2012, aged 72; 

and of Elva Murphy, a foundation member of the Readers’ Group, of Ashgrove Qld., who died on Trinity Sunday 26th May 2013, aged 92 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.)











