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SOME FOOD FOR THOUGHT AND MEDITATION

The first passage is an offering from Fr. Jorge Fuentes, describing the extraordinary sequence in which Maria Valtorta received her visions and dictations for The Poem of the Man-God. Then follows a compilation of transcript extracts from the audio 4xCD (MP3) series on the “Sunday Gospels”, for years A, B and C plus special feast days of the Church’s liturgical years. These are “add-on” readings, giving further insights into the Gospels of four coming Sundays in the current Year “B”. The final passage is part 6 of a very moving 7-part meditation from Jesus, on death and dying.

A CHALLENGE FOR AUTHORS

 (Fr. Jorge Fuentes, the Mexican Salesian priest I spent time with in Italy last February, writes:)

Dear readers, allow me to begin this article with the following question: is there some prestigious writer willing to compose a novel of literary value - of some 250 pages, in 30 chapters - under three conditions: of not being able to map out a sketch or outline before writing it; of not being able to correct any of the written words (apart from typographical errors), and of completing it within a certain time frame.


Let us be optimistic, and let us suppose that such a writer exists, who is interested in the challenge, and who accepts it in exchange for a juicy prize.


Now imagine further, that we surprise the writer with the offer of tripling the promised prize, provided he agrees to a further condition: that he/she writes the 30 chapters of this novel in the following order: first chapter 7, then chapter 25, then chapters 19, 5, 14, 12 and 15, and then the remaining chapters in this order: 6, 26, 18, 12, 2, 30, 17, 23, 4, 21; and 24, 16, 1,13,  9; and 11, 20, 3, 8, 10. 29, 28, 22, 27, so that when finished, there would be a beautiful, coherent and convincing novel. Do you believe that this challenge would be accepted? I dare to think that he/she would say something like this: “no writer will ever be able to successfully produce a readable novel with this new condition, which world be contrary to any human logic”.
Well, dear readers, although it seems incredible, there was already somebody who achieved such a feat! It was a female Italian writer, single, Catholic, who spent the last 27 years of her life, unable to get out of a sick-bed, until the day of her death at age 64 in October 1961. This simple woman recorded visions and dictations received of the lives of Jesus and Mary, in some 90 notebooks - sitting up with her knees bent. The 11,000 pages of her monumental Work took from December 1943 to April 1947. She didn't have at hand any bibliography - other than the Sacred Bible and the Catechism of Saint Pius X. And the marvellous thing was that she completed this without correcting any written word, and without any preparatory outline. Of such a feat there were numerous first-hand witnesses, including her Spiritual Director Father P. Romualdo Migliorini - of the Order of María's Servants – and Marta Diciotti, her live-in companion until the day of her death. Also the original notebooks themselves can be checked, to verify that there aren’t any corrections at all – acting as mute witnesses to this feat.) And the most surprising aspect of all was that this monumental Work doesn't only consist of 30, but 652 chapters!!


Here is the beginning segment of the “lawless” order in which the chapters of this great Work were actually written (some small groups of chapters were written consecutively): 647, 52, 235, 36, 41(first part.), 185, 32, 45, 42, 44, 599 (part.) to 600 (part.), 597, 606 (part.), 609, 612 (part.), 614, 616, 633, 41(part.), 46 to 47, etc., etc. I ask readers this question: who would write chapter 647 first, then chapter 52, then 235, etc., in a literary work? Does this seem madness? However, it was not. Let us see how it happened.


Those chapters were written - in these 90 or so notebooks - without having any assigned number. That is to say, the writer didn't know what chapter number she was writing. The only thing that she added was the date in which each chapter was written. So as the Work was progressing, and she wanted to have them put in a coherent order, it was seen necessary have them typed by Fr. Migliorini in loose leaves, so as not to have to pull out the leaves of the notebooks. Those loose leaves were put together in the order indicated by the Lord, and totalling 652 chapters. And once in order, everyone – even the writer – got to know the real order in which these chapters were really written in the notebooks (see part of that list above) This was, in fact, the true Author's purpose: to surrender this wonderful Work, in such a form - evident for all - that nobody but He could have planned it and written it in that total disorder. 

How were the chapters ordered? By a series of simple notes dictated by the Author, such as that which followed the chapter describing of the Crucifixion:

   « And now » says Jesus « pay attention. I spare you the description of the burial, which was well described last year: on 19th February 1944. So you will use that one, and [Fr. Migliorini} at the end of it will put Mary's lamentation, which I gave on 4th October 1944. Then you will put the new visions you see. They are new parts of the Passion and are to be put very carefully in their places to avoid confusion and gaps. »


This Work, originally in Italian, was written by a great mystic of our time, María Valtorta, whose writings have been eulogized by experts in many disciplines: geographical, geological, archaeological, ethnological, botanical, zoological (all in relation to the Palestine of Jesus' time), besides experts in history, psychology and theology (mentioning the most outstanding). Written with a lucid, vigorous and attractive language, with an interesting captive simplicity for the readers, it has been published by Central Editoriale Valtortiano in 10 volumes.


The first Italian edition is dated 1956–59, and the fourth and definitive edition, entitled; “The Gospel as it has been Revealed to Me”, is dated 2001. It has been translated and published - starting from the year 1971 - in eight other languages: Spanish, English, French, German, Portuguese, Dutch-flamenco, Korean and Croatian. It is also being published - cumulatively - in seven other languages: Slovakian, Malayan, Japanese, Hungarian, Tamil, Suahili and Russian. And soon, the first volume of this collection will appear in Polish, Chinese, Arabic, Lithuanian and Albanian. 


The English translation of the Work was given the name The Poem of the Man-God. It consists of five volumes containing more that 4,000 pages. 


In this Work there are hundreds of characters, highlighting those that appear in the gospels, all wrapped within the wonderful plot of Jesus' life. The beauty, depth and astonishing harmony with the Gospels, is in full agreement with the Doctrines of the Church, making it a Work worthy of being well known and diffused for the people of God, and strongly inducing the reader to discover their divine origin. In fact, the writer repeatedly affirmed that she was only the “spokesman”, the instrument through which the “Author” wanted to share with us His life, in order to be able to deepen, over time, the knowledge of both the Person and the Word, contained in the four Gospels. 


This Work has received Pope Pius XII’s verbal recommendation for publication, given in a private audience to three Servite priests – Fr. Romualdo M. Migliorini, Fr. Corrado M. Berti, and Fr. Andrea M. Cecchin – on 26th February  1948. It has been, in the life of countless people, a decisive factor on their way to conversion to God. Like a tree, it is known more for its fruits, than for the depth of its roots. The official bulletin of its publishers has given countless testimonies of benefits from this Work. Among these, there have been cardinals and many bishops – at least two of whom have granted “Imprimaturs”, through which the Work is declared free from error in faith and the morals.

There have also been renowned theologians and biblical scholars who have left valuable written testimonies, for this exceptional woman's writings. I mention five of these by way of example: 1) Cardinal Agostino Bea, S.J., who was Rector of the Biblical Institute of Rome and confessor of the Pope Pius XII; 2) Mons. Alfonso Carinci who was Secretary of the Sacred Congregation of Rites; 3) Mons. Ugo Lattanzi, professor of the Papal University Lateranense of Rome; 4) Fr. Gabriele María Roschini, O.S.M., Doctor in Philosophy and founder of the theological Ability “Marianum” of Rome, and of the International Magazine “Marianum”; and 5) the Venerable Fr. Gabriele M. Allegra, O.F.M., theologian and bible scholar, being the first to translate the Bible to Chinese, and whose beatification process is under way. 


Personally, I don't shelter the smallest doubt that this Work is called to be spread more and more for the whole world, so as to offer - as much to Christian as to non-Christian, and in general to all persons of good will - a deeper understanding of Jesus' life, as well as a strong incentive to live His Word in a more radical way. I pray to God that, in spite of the controversies that are always raised with His authentic Works - even inside His Church - many people will end up knowing, enjoying, and benefiting from this Work. It will be, for them, a source of inexhaustible spiritual wealth, and of interior happiness. 

PASSAGES FROM “THE SUNDAY GOSPELS”

PENTECOST SUNDAY

(Descent of the Holy Spirit on the Apostles and Mary)

(First reading: Acts 2:1-11;

Maria Valtorta’s primary account: The Poem, Vol. 5, pp. 882-4)


(Azariah, Maria Valtorta’s Guardian Angel, comments to Maria, whom he calls “little John”:)

"Have you ever meditated, 0 soul of mine, on the symbol of that tongue of fire which ‑ you have seen it ‑ rested upon each of the Apostles' heads while it crowned the All‑Holy Woman with a wreath?… You are generally told that it was in the form of a flame, to be perceptible to the Apostles, and to signify love and light. Yes, that, too ‑ but not that alone…

"The Paraclete… like the Incarnate Word - broke and gave Himself, in a Communion, and in an outpouring and donation of his gifts of Wisdom, Intelligence, Counsel, Science, Fortitude, Piety, and Fear of God. It was just as Jesus had given Himself in Body and Blood, Soul and Divinity. This was notwithstanding… that the Blood of the Lamb had cleansed their souls, but had not destroyed their humanity, which had to struggle on its own, and evolve towards perfect spirituality. And it remained, heavy and dull, even after the Resurrection…

 After the Father… had already created man for life, and the Son had created man for Grace, the Ineffable Love wanted to complete and perfect these two creations, and create the new apostolic man. This was to burn up the heaviest, the most poisonous dross remaining… in the head: where the five senses are joined together at the service of material sensuality; where the organ is enclosed, which presides over sensations and transmits them to the most remote organs; and where the agent of thought is…

"In the twelve, destined to evangelize the world, there were to be no more ruins. And behold! The Spirit - in his Pentecostal Communion - burnt and purified the seat of sense and thought: the heads of the apostolic men, while He crowned, with love, the head of the Virgin, his Spouse… Mother of Grace, Mary, Queen of the Apostles, and Queen of the Church on Earth…

(The Book of Azariah, pp. 93-5)

FEAST OF THE BODY AND BLOOD OF CHRIST

(The institution of the Eucharist)

(Gospel: Mk. 14:12-16,22-6;

Maria Valtorta: The Poem, Vol. 5, pp. 476, 504-5, 497, 517)


(Jesus tells Maria Valtorta of the essential role of His Mother in giving us the Eucharist:)
« What is the Eucharist? It is My Body and My Blood, united to My Soul and to My Divinity. Well, when She was pregnant with Me, what else did She have in Her womb? Did She not have the Son of God, the Word of the Father, with His Body, Blood, Soul and Divinity?…

I worked the first miracle for the joy of My Mother, at Cana in Galilee. I worked the last miracle [the Eucharist] for the consolation of Mary, in Jerusalem…

Everything, everything, everything - but try and understand this once and for all - you have everything through Mary! You ought to love and bless Her at each breath of yours… »  (The Poem, Vol. 5, pp. 864-5)


(Mary said to Lazarus after Pentecost:)


« I believe - as no one will believe with equal strength - that the Bread and Wine are He, in His Flesh and in His Blood: Most holy and innocent Flesh, Redeeming Blood, given in the Food and Drink of Life, to men… »

(The Poem, Vol. 5, p. 893)


(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…"

(Notebooks 1943, p. 55)

"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 1944, p. 356)

"…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…"

(Notebooks 1943, pp. 212-3)


(Jesus asks:)
"What is the Eucharist? It is the greatest, holiest miracle of God. It is 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)


(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)

12TH SUNDAY OF ORDINARY TIME

(Jesus calms the storm)

(Gospel: Mk. 4:35-41;

Maria Valtorta: The Poem, Vol. 2, pp. 230-3, 411-2)


(Jesus comments to Maria Valtorta:)


« Why was I sleeping? Did I perhaps not know that there was going to be a storm? Yes, I knew. Only I knew. Why was I sleeping, then?


The apostles were men, Maria. They were full of good will, but still very much "men". Man thinks he is always capable of everything. When he is really capable of doing something he is full of haughtiness, and is attached to his "ability". Peter, Andrew, James and John were good fishermen, and consequently they thought they were unexcelled in handling a boat. As far as they were concerned I was a great "Rabbi", but a mere nothing as a sailor. So they thought I was unable to help them, and when we boarded the boat to cross the Sea of Galilee, they begged Me to sit down…


I do not impose Myself, Maria, except in exceptional cases. I generally leave you free, and wait. On that day, tired as I was and being asked to rest - that is, to let them act, clever as they were - I went to sleep. In My sleep there was mingled the ascertainment of how man is "man" and wants to do things by himself… I saw in those "spiritually deaf men", in those "spiritually blind men", all the spiritually deaf and blind people, who throughout centuries would ruin themselves, because "they wanted to do things by themselves", although I was waiting to be asked to help them.


When Peter shouted: "Save us!", My bitterness dropped like a stone. I am not "man", I am the God-Man. I do not behave as you do. When someone rejects your advice or your help, and you see him in trouble… you are uncharitable enough to look at him indifferently, without being moved by his shouts for help. Your attitude means: "When I wanted to help you, you did not want me. Well, help yourself now". But I am Jesus. I am the Saviour. And I save, Maria. I always save, as soon as I am asked to.


The poor men might object: "In that case, why do You allow storms to break out?". If, by My power, I should destroy Evil, you would consider yourselves the authors of Good - which, in fact, is a gift of Mine - and you would not remember Me any longer. You would never remember Me. My poor children, you are in need of sorrow, to remember that you have a Father. Just as the prodigal son remembered he had a father, when he was hungry.


Misfortunes persuade you of your nothingness; of your ignorance, which is the cause of so many errors; of your wickedness, the cause of so much mourning and grief; and of your faults - the cause of the punishments which you inflict upon yourselves. But they also persuade you of My existence, of My power, and of My goodness.


That is what today's Gospel teaches you. It is "your" Gospel of the present time, my poor children. Call Me. Jesus does not sleep except when He is in anguish - because He sees that He is not loved by you. Call Me, and I will come. »  (The Poem, Vol. 2, pp. 232-3)


(Jesus tells Maria Valtorta about the many storms He has tamed for her…)


"…When I saw that you were heading towards a danger of whatever kind, I would remove the tiller and the sails from your hands, and steer them Myself, straight into the open ocean of my love, which wanted you. When you were able to see Me, you were already away from the shoals and rocks…


"Have you ever perished? Never. Why? Because I am with you. I allow you to feel these storms approaching. Indeed, I want you to know that they are about to come: so that you may fortify yourself in advance to face them; and so that you will have a twofold merit in suffering them in advance. In this too - my sister‑spouse - I make you like Me and Mary. We knew our Passion far in advance...


"I allow these storms to come. Atrocious ones. Yes. Atrocious, extremely atrocious… But when they come, I don’t remain at the top of the mainmast. I come further down. I come alongside you… I take your poor head and your poor heart in my hands. On the wounds in your heart, I pour the balms of my caresses, and of my blood, dripping from my pierced palms. And I close your eyes and ears with these hands which love you, so as not to have you see and hear the terrifying appearance and voices of the storm…


"You thought you were clashing against Satan and human wickedness. No. They were at your side, but you were bumping against Me. Me alone. Because you were in the circle of my arms, and clasped against my breast. Not gripped by Satan, but by Me.


"You thought you were alone. You did not hear my voice. But I was speaking in your hair. I spoke so much to your super-conscious, that it calmed down, like a child before the lullaby rocking him.


"I am the Jesus who calmed the storms on the Lake of Galilee.627 I calmed them without touching the tiller and sails, but with My will alone. I can also calm the storm roaring around a child of mine, holding him in my arms, and commanding the winds and waves to be still.


"Do not fear, daughter. Do not leave the circle of my arms, And do not fear anything. Even if the whole world collapsed around you, I would not have you experience desolation… Even if you were left alone in an empty world, you would always find 'a breast to receive you ‑ mine ‑ and you would be rocked on these knees, as though they were a mother's.' "  (Notebooks 1944, pp. 519-21)

14TH SUNDAY OF ORDINARY TIME

(Jesus is rejected at Nazareth)

(Gospel: Mk. 6:1-6;

Maria Valtorta: The Poem, Vol. 2, pp. 575-7)


(Jesus says to Maria Valtorta:)

"I loved my homeland, and within it, my home town, with a special love. My heart returned every day with loving thoughts to Nazareth, from which I had set out to evangelize. And I returned as well, for I would have wished to benefit and sanctify it, even though I knew it was closed and hostile to Me. If I lavished the power of the miracle everywhere, in Nazareth I would have wanted this power not to leave any case of physical illness, moral illness, or spiritual illness unresolved; I would have wanted to provide consolation for every form of misery, and to give light to every heart.

"But against Me was the incredulity of my fellow townsmen. Therefore, only those few who came to Me with faith and without pride in judgment were granted a miracle. "…  (Notebooks 1943, p. 623)

« …No miracle can be granted where there is no faith and no will to have it, because a miracle would be made a butt and an instrument of evil, by using the good received, to turn it into greater evil. »  (The Poem, Vol. 5, p. 45)
 (Jesus says:)

"…Christ did not work many miracles in Nazareth. It did not love Me, and when I told it the truth, out of love for my city, which I would have liked to be holy… they took up stones to throw at Me, and, dragging Me to a mountain top, they tried to kill Me.


"You, too - in the city which should be yours (of the Order of the Servants of Mary) - are not loved. And because of this incredulity of theirs, you cannot provide the other miracle of the explanations of the Epistles of St. Paul… And because you tell the truth, they throw stones at you, and would like to cast you down…"

(Notebooks 1945-50, p. 492)
"Soul of mine, soul of mine, soul of mine! Come and weep here, to be able to go on living. Come to Me. Here. And let us weep together. Because once more I came 'to my house and was not welcomed or recognized', and once more 'Jerusalem kills her prophets between the temple and the altar....'

"Since men and angels were created, how many perfect works of God have been frustrated or squandered by man?! And did they perhaps not come from God because they did not succeed? On the contrary, precisely because they have come from God, they have been frustrated. I am telling you so, because it is true."  

(Notebooks 1945-50, p. 533)
“I THIRST”


(In Darwin NT, there is a convent of the Missionaries of Charity (Mother Theresa’s order). Alongside the Tabernacle in the chapel, are the words “I thirst”.)
 (Jesus says:)

"'I am thirsty.' (Jn. 19:28)
"Yes, in all truth, when the real value of eternal life has been grasped, over and against the false coin of earthly life; when the purification of pain and death is accepted as holy obedience; when one has grown more in wisdom and grace before God in a few hours ‑ sometimes in a few minutes ‑ than in many years of life: a deep thirst arises for heavenly waters and heavenly realities. The lusts of all human thirsts are overcome. But the supernatural thirst to possess God arises. The thirst for love. The soul aspires to drink in love, and be drunk by it. Like water which has rained down upon the ground and does not want to become mud, but go back to being a cloud, the soul is now thirsty to ascend to the place from which it has descended. With the walls of the flesh nearly broken, the prisoners feel the breezes of the Place of origin, and long for it with their entire self.

"What exhausted pilgrims - on seeing their birthplace now close by after years - do not muster their strength and continue, swiftly and tenaciously? They are unconcerned about anything but reaching the point from which they had set forth one day, where they left behind all their real good. And they are now sure that they will find it and enjoy it even more, because they have gained experience of the poor, unsatisfying good which they encountered in the place of exile.

"'I am thirsty.' Thirsty for You, my God. Thirsty to possess You. Thirsty to give You. For on the threshold between earth and Heaven, one is already able to grasp love for one's neighbour as it should be grasped. And there comes a desire to act, to give God to the neighbour we are leaving. [This is] the holy industriousness of the saints, who, as dead seeds, become ears of grain and disseminate themselves in love (Jn. 12:24; 1Cor. 15.35), to give love, and to make God be loved by those who are still in the struggles of the earth. 'I am thirsty.' There is no longer any water except one which can quench thirst, when the soul reaches the threshold of Life: the Living Water, God Himself (Is. 12:3;  Jn. 4:10-15).
"True Love: God Himself. Love set against selfishness. Selfishness has died before the flesh in its pleasures, and love reigns. And love cries out, 'I am thirsty for You and for souls. To save. To love. To die - in order to be free to love and to save. To die - in order to be born. To leave behind - in order to possess. To refuse all sweetness, all comfort. For everything is vanity here below (Eccl. Chapters 1 & 2), and the soul wants only to plunge into the river - into the Ocean of the Divinity - to drink from It, and to be in It, with no more thirst. For the Fount of the Water of Life will have received it. To feel this thirst, in order to make reparation for lovelessness and lust.' "  (Notebooks 1945-50, pp. 284-5)
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