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MARIA VALTORTA READERS’ GROUP, AUSTRALIA

SUPPLEMENT TO BULLETIN # 35

JESUS WITHIN ME,  AND JESUS WITHIN YOU


This supplement contains some very special passages from The 1945-50 Notebooks, a prayer which can be prayed as a Novena for the Beatification of Maria Valtorta, and a heart-warming little story of a man who missed a plane.

ARE YOU JESUS?


A group of salesmen went to a regional sales convention in Chicago. They had assured their wives that they would be home in plenty of time for Friday night's dinner.


Well, one thing led to another. The sales manager’s talk went longer than anticipated, and the meeting ran overtime. Their flights were scheduled to leave out of Chicago's O'Hare Airport, and they had to race to the airport.



With tickets in hand, they barged through the terminal to catch their flight back home. In their rush, with tickets and brief-cases, one of these salesmen inadvertently kicked over a table which held a display of baskets of apples. Apples flew everywhere. Without stopping or looking back, they all managed to reach the plane in time for their nearly missed boarding. All but one. He paused, took a deep breath, got in touch with his feelings, and experienced a twinge of compassion for the girl whose apple stand had been overturned.


He told his friends to go on without him, waved goodbye, told one of them to call his wife when they arrived at their home destination and explain his taking a later flight. Then he returned to the terminal where the apples were all over the terminal floor.


Upon arriving he certainly was glad he had. The 16-year-old girl was totally blind! She was softly crying, tears running down her cheeks in frustration, and at the same time helplessly groping for her spilled produce as the crowd swirled about her, no one stopping...


The salesman knelt on the floor with her, gathered up the apples, put them into the baskets, and helped set up the display once more. As he did this, he noticed that many of them had become battered and bruised; these he set aside in another basket. When he had finished, he pulled out his wallet and said to the girl, "Here, please take this $20 for the damage we did. Are you okay?"


She nodded through her tears. He continued on with, "I hope we didn't spoil your day too badly."


As the salesman started to walk away, the bewildered blind girl called out to him, "Mister...." He paused and turned to look back into those blind eyes. She continued, "Are you Jesus?"


He stopped mid-stride, and wondered. Then slowly he made his way to catch the later flight with that question burning and bouncing in his soul: "Are you Jesus?"…


(Sent in by Keith Gordyn, from Broadway, NSW)

EVANGELISING, WITH HELP

(My favourite passage in all Maria Valtorta’s writings is in The Book of Azariah, pp. 270-1. I call it “Soul to Soul”. It describes how a soul, motivated by love, can unknowingly communicate with another soul - and wonderful things happen without either of them being aware. I believe it can be a powerful aid in evangelising.


“Alcoholics Anonymous” uses a 12-step program, adaptable to situations where people are struggling in difficult circumstances. The first three steps are:

1.
I admit I’m at a loss to deal with the situation;

2.
I co-operate with help; and

3.
I surrender to “a Higher Power” in what I try to do.


With these steps in mind, here are some passages from Maria Valtorta’s 1945-50 Notebooks, which, I believe, can assist us would-be evangelisers.
Step One: I’m at a Loss….

(Maria writes:)

“I am poor and alone… It is You that have placed this ever‑growing thirst for love and immolation in my heart, and this tells me that You want me, too, poor and weak, a real nonentity, losing herself before your immensity….

“I want to be the blind instrument used for the triumph of Merciful Love on earth, the humble maidservant who gives her whole self for the cause of her King, the creature who remains in the dust at the foot of your throne - to cover over the blasphemous outcry of sinners with her poor song, to console your pierced Heart with her faithful love, and to obtain many souls for You…”  (pp. 190-1)
Step Two - I Co-operate with Help


(Jesus says to Maria:)

“To be able to love one’s neighbour entirely, see Me in each one… Too many neighbours, even those who are externally Christians, are the opposite ‑ completely or partially ‑ of what I am. But strive to see Me in each. This is an act of faith which can provoke, in you, an act of love, for those who, in reality, do not deserve your love. Love Me in their souls. The soul comes from God, and thus from Me, too. The soul - at least for a moment - was a temple of the Spirit of God, and thus conserves a trace of Me… But that sign can always rise again. For only final impenitence cancels it out completely and inexorably. Then Jesus is no longer in that spirit forever…

“You can believe I am under the appearances of a little wheat reduced to a thin host, with all of my Body, Blood, Soul, and Divinity! And so in the same way, believe I am concealed under the imperfect matter of many.

“In some, I am as if in a tomb.... They contain Me dead, waiting to rise again with a movement of love and repentance on their part.

“In others, I am hidden, just like the Most Holy Sacrament in their churches. Not visible, it is hidden behind the veil, gold, and stone of the tabernacle, within the metal of the ciborium, which is, in turn, hidden…

“Others have Me like a sun in an unstable season. Their clouds, the clouds of their inconstancy, make Me shine in them at times, and sometimes make it seem the sun is no longer there… They pressure and strain to the point of exhaustion and then lie drained, unable to fight against Satan, who waits for that exhaustion to attack and wear them out…

“But see Me in everyone, to be able to approach even the demon‑men, the leper‑men, and the delinquent‑men…

“Wherever I am as if in a tomb, call Me to resurrection with your seraphic love. 

“Wherever I am hidden in a ciborium which is forgotten, remind the forgetful to honour the hidden Guest, and do so with your intrepid love. 

"And wherever as the Divine Sun I cannot beam forth - because the mists of humanity are often such as to conceal Me - disperse these hostile mists with your love, filled with fortitude…

"Among men, many are truly muter than stones and colder than metal exposed to the night frosts. Love them, so that they will love. Love them because they do not love Me. May I find, in you alone, the love which ought to be in those who do not love, or love poorly and occasionally. Be an abyss of fire and a sea of love, into which the creatures sink, who cause Me pain. I will see them no longer, but I will see you, and, through you, them. And this will be rendered bearable because they are wrapped in your fire, covered by the waves of your love.

"Things cast into fire get purified, and things cast into the sea are washed and salted. With your love for your neighbour - considering that I am in him (everything is in Christ) - purify them, wash them, and salt them, so that they will no longer be dirty and useless as tasteless things."  (pp. 536-40)
----------


(There is also the wonderful help available from our Guardian Angels, whose main roles are to protect us, and to help souls to get to Heaven. Azariah, Maria’s Guardian Angel, explains…)

“…We are always alongside those we protect, whether they are saints or sinners. From the infusion of the soul into the flesh, to the separation of the soul from the flesh, we are close to the human creature whom the Most High Lord has entrusted to us. And this thought ‑ that every man has an angel at his side - ought to help you to love your neighbours, to endure them, and to receive them with love and respect. If not for their own sake, for the sake of the invisible Azariah, who is with them and, as an angel, always deserves respect and love. 

“If you considered that over every one of your actions towards your neighbours, in addition to the all‑present Eye of God, there preside and observe two angelic spirits, who rejoice or suffer over what you do, how much better you would always be to your neighbour! Consider: you welcome and honour persons, or you mortify them; you help them, or reject them; you sin against them, or pull them out of sin; you are instructed by them and instruct them; you benefit them or are benefited by them…. And two angels, yours and theirs, are present and see not only your manifest actions, but the truth of your actions - that is, you perform them with true love or pretended love, with resentment or calculation, and so on.

“Do you give alms? The two angels see how you give them. Do you fail to give them? The two angels see the real reason why you do not. Do you provide hospitality for pilgrims or turn them away? The two angels see the way you do so; they see what is spiritually true in your action. Do you visit the sick? Do you counsel the doubting? Do you comfort the afflicted? Do you honour the dead? Do you call those straying back to justice? Do you provide help for those needing it? Two angels are witnesses to all the works of mercy: yours and the angel of the one who receives or is refused your mercy.

“Does someone come to see you, or bother you? Always consider that you are not receiving him alone, but his angel along with him. And always show charity, then… For if you turn away the man who is a nuisance to you, or undesirable, or bothersome at that time, or someone known to be wicked, you are also turning away the invisible but holy guest, who is with him and who ought to make every visitor pleasing for you…

“Do you have to live with someone you don’t like? First of all, don’t judge. You are unable to judge. Man only very rarely judges with justice. But even when judging with justice, on the basis of positive elements examined without preconceptions and human acrimony, do not be at fault in charity. For in addition to your neighbour, you would be committing a fault towards his guardian angel…

“See, with the eyes of faith, the guardian angel who is at the side of every man. And always act as if every action by you were being done to the angel of God, who will bear witness before God….

“Soul of mine, meditate on the way the Lord honours you, and the way we angels honour you and give you a chance to help us - Him, the Divine One, and us, his spiritual ministers ‑ with appropriate words to get your fellows back on the right track… It will sometimes be painful to have to show severity so that God’s glory and desires will not be trampled upon by man. It will perhaps provoke gestures of discourtesy and coldness. Don’t worry. Help your neighbour’s angel, and you will find him, too, in Heaven.”

(pp. 409-11)
Step Three - I Surrender to a “Higher Power”


(Maria records one of her many personal acts of self-sacrifice and love…)

…Though indigent and sinful, from the abyss of my nothingness, I dare to uplift my heart and my life, my whole self, towards You, Blessed Trinity. And I offer You this nothingness of mine as a host of expiation and love for the coming of your Kingdom, for the flowering of this peace of yours, and for the redemption of souls: of those I love and know; of those who are dearest of all to me because of the ties binding me to them; and of those who are unknown or hostile to me…

May my every act, word, thought, and deed bear the seal of this love of Yours. May it be my shield and my purification, my joy and my martyrdom; may it be an increasingly intimate fusion with You, to the point of the ultimate fusion in which the free soul flies, to rejoin You, to adore You, and to love You perfectly throughout blessed eternity.

(pp. 190, 192)
A PRAYER TO THE EUCHARISTIC HEART OF JESUS


In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. Amen.


Our Father…

(Maria Valtorta describes a vision she sees of the Immaculate Heart of Mary…)

Mary's was entirely light. A heavenly light! Whiter than a radiant Host in a monstrance!...

The Holy Spirit gave me this lesson, and I understood:
"From that Heart there came the drops to form the Heart of the Incarnate Word. From that whiteness there was to come the blood needed to form the human embryo of the Most Holy Son of God! Most pure Blood from a most pure source. Whiteness flowing forth from an immaculate fount, to surround the soul created for the Word with whiteness, conceived by Love with Whiteness. In contact with the heartbeats of the most pure star… my Delight, the beating of the Divine Heart was shaped. Consider what complete perfection of feelings and motions this Immaculate Heart must have possessed, on the basis of whose rhythm ‑ of physical beats, of moral beats, and of spiritual beats ‑ the heart of the Son, conceived by the Virgin, was formed to be the Heart of the God-Man.

"Look, look, and take delight… Paradise shines with this light of the Immaculate Heart of our Mary. That light, which you term indescribable ‑ and it is the voice and joy of Paradise ‑ issues forth from this Breast, from this Heart of the eternal Virgin. If only man wanted it to expand over the earth! It would be the second redemption, the second forgiveness ‑ final salvation!...

"Love, love for the whole world. And the light of the Heart of Mary will penetrate you with the joy which makes Us Ourselves blessed. "…

(Notebooks 1945-50, pp. 397-8)

Hail Mary…


(Maria is describing the Birth of the Baby Jesus:)

…When the light becomes endurable once again to my eyes, I see Mary with the new-born Son in Her arms. A little Baby, rosy and plump, bustling with His little hands as big as rose buds, and kicking with His tiny feet... He is crying with a thin, trembling voice, just like a new-born little lamb, opening His pretty little mouth that resembles a wild strawberry, and showing a tiny tongue that trembles against the rosy roof of His mouth. And He moves His little head, which is so blond that it seems without any hair. It is a little round head that His Mummy holds in the hollow of Her hand, while She looks at Her Baby and adores Him, weeping and smiling at the same time.

She bends down to kiss Him - not on His innocent head, but on the centre of His chest. Underneath there is His little heart beating for us… where one day there will be the Wound. And His Mother is doctoring that wound in advance, with Her immaculate kiss.

(The Poem, Vol. 1, p. 140)
Hail Mary…


(We move forward to Jesus’ Passion and Death. The centurion Longinus has to be convinced that Jesus is dead. Maria Valtorta writes:)


…Longinus approaches John, and in a low voice, he says something to him… Then he makes a soldier give him a lance. He looks at the women: who are attending to Mary, Who is slowly recovering Her strength. They all have their backs to the Cross.


Longinus places himself in front of the Crucified Jesus, he ponders carefully how to deal the blow, and he strikes. The lance penetrates deeply from the bottom upwards, from right to left.


« It is done, my friend » says Longinus. « Better so. As for a knight. And without fracturing bones… He was really a Just Man! »


A lot of water and just a trickle of blood, already tending to clot, drip from the wound…  (The Poem, Vol. 5, p. 623)
Hail Mary…


(The Body of Jesus has been taken down from the Cross, by Nicodemus, Joseph of Arimathea and the apostle John…)


…When on the ground, they would like to lay Him on the sheet that they have spread over their mantles. But Mary wants Him. She has opened Her mantle - letting it hang on one side - and She sits with Her knees rather apart, to form a cradle for Her Jesus…


He is now in His Mother's lap… Mary is holding Him with Her right arm round His shoulders… and Her left one stretched over the abdomen to support Him by the hips… When She succeeds in removing the torturing crown, She bends to cure all the scratches of the thorns with Her kisses.

She wipes the tears that drop on the cold body, covered with blood. And She thinks of cleaning it with Her tears, and with Her veil which is still around Jesus' loins. She pulls one end of the veil towards Herself, and She begins to clean and dry the holy limbs with it…

While doing so, Her hand touches the gash on His chest. Her little hand, covered with the linen veil, enters almost completely into the large hole of the wound. Mary bends to see, in the dim light... And She sees. She sees the chest torn open, and the heart of Her Son. She utters a cry. A sword seems to be splitting Her heart. She shouts, and then throws Herself on Her Son. And She seems dead, too...  (The Poem, Vol. 5, p. 627-8)
Hail Mary…


(Mary says to Maria:)


« …Consider and remember that I possessed God through an ever increasing sorrow. It descended into Me with the Seed of God, and like a gigantic tree it has grown until it touched Heaven with its top, and hell with its roots, when I received, on My lap, the lifeless remains of the Flesh of My flesh. I saw and counted His tortures, and I touched His torn Heart to consume My sorrow, right until the last drop. »  (The Poem, Vol. 1, p. 119)
Hail Mary…

(Jesus says to Maria:)


« …You have seen how great Mary was in that hour… She did not curse, She did not hate. She prayed, She loved, She obeyed. Always a Mother - to the extent of thinking, among Her tortures, that Her Jesus needed Her virginal veil on His innocent body, to defend His decency - She was able to be at the same time the Daughter of the Father of Heaven, and to obey His dreadful will in that hour. She did not curse, She did not rebel. Either against God, or against men. She forgave the latter. She said "Fiat" to the Former…


In that hour! After the Father had pierced Her and deprived Her of Her reason for existing. She loves Him. She does not say: "I do not love You any more because You have struck Me". She loves Him. And She does not grieve over Her sorrow. But over what Her Son suffered. She does not shout because Her heart is broken, but because Mine is pierced. She asks the Father the reason for that, not for Her sorrow. She asks the reason of the Father in the name of their Son… Why this one, when everything had been accomplished?


Poor Mother! There was a reason, which Your sorrow did not allow You to read on My wound. And it was that men should see the Heart of God. You have seen it, Maria. And you will never forget it…. »


(The Poem, Vol. 5, pp. 668, 670)
Hail Mary…


(The final four passages, from the meditations on the Fifth Luminous Mystery, focus on the Eucharist: Jesus’ Body and Blood, Soul and Divinity.)


Jesus says:)

"Love Me as Eucharist. The Eucharist is the Heart of God, it is my Heart. I gave you my Heart at the Last Supper; I always give it to you, provided you want it…

When in a woman's womb a child is formed, what is formed first of all? The heart. So it is with the life of the spirit. You will not give the Christ unless you form his Heart in yourselves by loving the Eucharist - which is Life and true Life - and by loving as my Mother loved Me, just conceived.

"Oh, what caresses she gave, through her virgin flesh, for Me, formless and tiny, who quivered in Her, with my little embryonic heart! Oh, what pulsations, through the dark recesses of the organism, I communicated to her heart, from the depths of that living Tabernacle where I took shape to be born and die for you…

"I communicate the same pulsations to your hearts when you receive Me. Your carnal and intellectual heaviness does not let You perceive them, but I give them to you. Open yourself entirely to receive Me…" 

"My Heart is a living Eucharist. Where does love start from? From the heart. What is the Eucharist? It is love. When you think, then, of the Eucharist, you can say to yourselves, 'This is the Heart of Jesus' Heart.'…"  

(Notebooks 1943, p. 55, Notebooks 1944, p. 356)
Hail Mary…


(Jesus says:)
"…I do not grow weary of being with you… See whether I ever get tired of remaining in the churches to wait for you, enclosed in a little bread to take on a form which is visible to your material heaviness.

"The souls my Father has given to Me are like the sweetest treasure I have… I wait for you. When your hour comes, you shall rise with Me to eternal life. For this is reserved 112 There follows the annotation in parentheses "Copied into notebook... and...," written in red ink by another hand, perhaps that of Father Migliorini.

for whoever believes in Me…"


"Say this to Me: ‘Let me love You, as I would like to love You, for blessed eternity. Open the gates of Life to me, Jesus, my life. Come, Lord Jesus, come…’ "

(Notebooks 1943, pp. 212-3, 426)
Hail Mary…


(Jesus says: )
"What is the Eucharist? The greatest, holiest miracle of God. It is God. Because in the Eucharist is the Son of God - God as the Father, God made flesh out of Love - through God who is Love, and by the work of Love, namely, by the work of the Third Person. It is God because it is a miracle of love, and God is where love is…

"The priest, while exercising his priestly functions, is worthy of the maximum respect. And I assure you of the fact that I obey his command, I descend as Blood to wash your hearts, and I descend as Flesh to nourish your spirits. Learn from Me, who am humble, to have humility…"

(Notebooks 1944, p. 644)
Hail Mary…


(Azariah, Maria’s Guardian Angel, says:)

"…Communion does not cease when you leave the Church, or when the Species has been consumed in you. It lives… with the inhabitation of Christ in you…


"Jesus Eucharist is the tireless craftsman who works souls. His mission: as Priest alongside the dying and suffering… to console, counsel, and fortify…,


"He evangelises you in the virtues of charity, humility, patience, and meekness… And, as from Thursday evening to the ninth hour, He teaches you to be redeemers…


"Jesus Eucharist tells you to speak and to be silent; to work and to contemplate; to suffer and to humiliate yourselves; and above all, to love, and love, and love…"


(The Book of Azariah, pp. 143-4)
Hail Mary…

Glory be…


Oh my Jesus…


In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
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