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MARIA VALTORTA’S JOURNEY TO HOLINESS

The following passages, drawn from Maria Valtorta’s writings other than The Poem of the Man-God – her Autobiography, her 1943, 1944 and 1945-50 Notebooks, and (the hard covered edition of) The Book of Azariah – depict a most revealing journey by Maria Valtorta towards sainthood, while she experienced great personal suffering as she recorded the extraordinary number of visions and dictations from Jesus and others, during the 1940s and early 1950s.

(In her “Autobiography”, Maria writes:)


…To understand hearts. What a difficult art! It is not learned in any human school. Only the light coming from nonhuman sources, which is helped to bear fruit by a deeply meditative spirit and goodness of heart, can teach this science offering such comfort…


We ought always have the heart of a father or mother for those who are younger than we, and at certain times it is always necessary to have such a heart for those who are older. For hearts have no age. They are eternal, like God, and there is ever a need for tenderness, counsel, and comfort in all of life’s ages…


I remain with their pain in my heart and with my weariness as a sick person… But my soul sings, because it knows that there is a heart less desolate than before!


Sometimes, I confess, I could tell them all to go jump in the lake. Materially, I am so tired, run down, and aching…! But I recall that Jesus was often so tired, and yet he never turned anyone away. On the Cross, in agony, He was still able to comfort the thief, his Mother, the Apostle, and the faithful women… (Autobiography, pp. 309-11)
----------

 
“How are you able to understand that a suffering comes directly from God?”


Answer: From what the soul experiences, for when suffering comes directly from God it is always distinguished from pains coming from any other source.


First of all, the pain which comes from God, no matter how harsh and penetrating it may be, is never separated from peace. This is the sign which is never lacking. Even if it sometimes seems not to be present, it is. As soon as the soul looks into its depth - and this always occurs, perhaps for an instant, but that’s sufficient - it sees that there is a great peace in its suffering. Peace does not mean resignation. No. It means much more. It means beatitude. And the pain which comes from God is always accompanied by super-spiritual beatitude…


The more God withdraws, the more I love him with my whole self, in a spirit of humility, patience, and submission, recognising that I deserve it. I make continual acts of faith, because I know, even if I do not feel Him, that He is near all the same, and I tell Him so…


Today I love alone - and what about it? I am desolate, but not agitated. A holy certainty tells me that when I least expect it, God will come back; the more I am loving and patient, the quicker He will return. And what a torrent of joy will then flow into my spirit!...


(Autobiography, pp. 317-20)

----------

 
Everything, everything has its reason in creation, and everything has its mission, given to it by its Creator. I have mine: to suffer, to expiate, to love. To suffer for those who are unable to suffer, to expiate for those who are unable to expiate, to love for those who are unable to love. I do not think of myself. I say to the good Lord, “I trust You!” and that’s all I say to Him…  


(Autobiography, p. 361)

----------

 
We must help God with our good will; God, in turn, helps us. And from this exchange of help there issues forth spiritual improvement. Wanting to act on our own would be pride, and pride destroys. Our work would thus leave no fruit, but a distressing void, if not a tree with poisoned fruit…  (Autobiography, p. 425)

----------


(The concluding passage of this Autobiography is addressed to Maria’s Spiritual Director, Father Migliorini.:)


Only when the roots have slowly and profoundly anchored themselves many meters deep in the soil - only then does the plant’s opulence become manifest. The same holds true for the work of souls. The more the internal labour has taken place - not on the surface but in depth - the more lasting and fruitful it will be…


My soul acts like a nightingale. After having sung the troubles of the early times and the ardours of the second ones, it solemnly rises, filled with celestial peace, giving God every praise and blessing. Every human reflex has fallen, and words and thought soar to the divine. The divine knows no exaltation, nervousness or agitation. It is peace, that nothing can disturb. And my soul is immersed in it.


I have reached this shore after so much pain. But if pain was the oar and the sail to make me arrive at You sooner, O God who are Peace, Mercy and Love, blessed be Pain once again. If through pain I, a “nobody”, become “someone” in your eyes O God, may You be blessed once more for the Pain which you have given me as your most beautiful gift.


My soul praises you O Lord, and exults in You, that have wanted to look benignly at my “nothingness”, and make it an instrument for good with respect to other nothings like myself. Blessed be You, Lord, my Saviour, who have freed me from all my enemies and covered me with your mercy, fed me with your love, held me up, forgiven, instructed, and consoled me. You have become my Friend and Kinsman, my Master and my Physician…


O Lord, I would like to have thousands and thousands of lives so as to offer you all of them, holy Father, like a sheaf of holocausts for the good of the world!


You see, O Father, that this is the cry that arises from the depths of my spirit, and ascends like incense or an arrow to the foot of your Throne, O my God. Do not look, O Lord, at the lowliness of your servant, but see her longing to love You, her generosity in suffering to be a seed of goodness in hearts rendered barren. Multiply my heartbeats, and to every beat add a pain. And with the pain, the strength to suffer. I ask you this, Holy Father, who alone can grant it to us poor creatures.


And for my secret sacrifice of every minute, O Father, grant me multitudes of souls to offer to you. Make them - and make me - walk in the light, in your light. And when our time is finished, open to us, O God, the doors to your Kingdom and the doors to your Heart. So that we may eternally rejoice in You, supreme, eternal, Triune God.


(Autobiography, pp. 429-31)

----------

(Jesus says: )


"When I inspired Father [Migliorini] to ask you for your little autobiography, I did so because I knew that it would do you good. In writing it, you expelled all the bitterness, all the venom, and all the ferment which life had deposited in you. You cleansed yourself of it. You needed to tell yourself again all you had suffered, and to tell it to a Christian heart. This is what consoles most, as long as you are human beings. You needed, so to speak, to do some spiritual bookkeeping, to see what you had given to God and received from God, what you had given to men and received from men.


"Taken one by one, the aspects of life are either too black or too rosy, and people are sometimes led into error on evaluating them. When they are all lined up, all pigeon-holed as in a mosaic, one sees that the blackness is necessary in order for the rosiness not to appear too bold. One sees that everything falls harmoniously within the design willed by Goodness itself for you, and that what you have received from Goodness is infinitely more than what you have given, to both God and your neighbour. Then the acts of selfishness, pride and rancour fall away, and the soul becomes grateful, humble and charitable, and reaches complete forgiveness.

"Oh - those who forgive! They are the closest copy of Me. For I forgave everyone, and I go on forgiving. Then man becomes spiritual.


"That's why I wanted you to undergo that painful trial as well. You suffered while remembering and writing, but your soul stripped itself of so much humanity, which had obstructed your evolution from being a very human creature to being a spiritual creature. You acted like a butterfly coming out of a cocoon: the sheath which imprisoned your spirit fell away like a dead thing, and your soul opened its wings.


"Now manage to keep them open always, so as to remain very high, and in God's beam…"


(Notebooks 1943, p. 112)

----------


(Jesus says: )


"When I wanted you for Myself, Maria, poor Maria, you were so human, and the humanity which had surrounded you was even more human than you yourself. It had increasingly dulled you, so that you were really a little savage. If I had then asked you for what I requested later - and especially what I want from you, hour by hour - you would have fled in terror…


"You, a finite, imperfect being, no longer exist with your human limitations and imperfections. Because you are absorbed, and by yourself you have brought yourself to be absorbed, by Me. You see Me in everything - pleasant, unpleasant, joyful, sad - which happens to you. You act while looking at my Face. You are fascinated by my Face. I could guide you with my gaze. With even less: the beating of my Heart, of my Love, guides you. You live by my love. You live in my love. You live for my love…

"That is why the souls, able to live in spirituality and love, must touch the summits of the spirit, of charity and of sacrifice - for sacrifice is never lacking in this trinity of things necessary to be my true disciples - and make reparation for the others who have rendered spirit and love barren in their hearts.


"To make reparation, console and suffer. It will be the victims that save the world."  (Notebooks 1943, pp. 77-9)

----------


"I speak where I want to. I speak to whomever I want to. I speak the way I want to. I have no limitations.

"The only limitation, which does not limit Me, but blocks the coming of my Word, is pride and sin…


"To be my spokesman means to enter into an austerity that no monastic rule imposes. My Presence imposes supernatural reservedness, self-mastery, detachment from things, spiritual ardor, rugged penance, generosity in pain, and lively faith - as does nothing else in the world.


"It is a gift. But it is taken away if the one to whom it is given departs from the spirit…


"It is suffering. But if it is suffering which crushes flesh and blood, it possesses - in itself and with itself - a vein of such sweetness, that the manna of the ancient Hebrews is bitter wormwood in comparison to it.


"It is a glory. But it is not the glory of this earth."


(Notebooks 1943, p. 178)

----------


"…I had chosen you before you existed, to be the voice of the Voice of Jesus the Master. I have waited for this hour, Maria, with the heart of a father and spouse; I have followed you with my gaze, patiently awaiting the hour to tell you my Will and my Word. Nothing was hidden from Me about what you would do that was less good, but neither was anything hidden about what you would dare to do, from the moment you would hurl yourself into the current of love.


"You will say, 'You revealed Yourself so late, O Lord'. Late. I would have wanted it to be much sooner, daughter, but I had to work you as the goldsmith does with rough gold. I shaped you twice. In your mother's womb to give you to the world, but later within Me to give you to Heaven and make you a bearer of my Light into the world. I knew when you would come, and when you would be mature for service…


"What you say is not your word; it is my word, which I place on your lips so that you will repeat it to the deaf of the earth. What you do is my power, which I give you for the good of those dying in spiritual starvation.

"You are not the poor Maria, a weak woman, sick, alone, unknown, subject to treachery. You are my beloved disciple, and I swear to you that even if the whole world moved to wage war on you, it could not take away from you what I have given you, for I am with you…"


(Notebooks 1943, pp. 359-60)

----------


"Among sinners and converts, I sometimes see souls that are so beautiful and so grateful that I chose them to be my spouses, in place of others, previously called, who have rejected Me.


"You, Maria, were a poor thing, a beggar, hungry, agitated, and unclothed. You tried to satisfy your hunger by yourself, to calm your anxiety, to cover your wretchedness, without success. You then approached my Dwelling, having understood that only therein are peace and true refreshment to be found. And I received you, putting you in the place of another who, called by Me, rejected grace. And on seeing you grateful and willing, I chose you as my bride…"  (Notebooks 1943, p. 119)

----------


(Azariah says:)


"Maria, victim soul, it is always through the Cross that you obtain graces. Through the Cross of Jesus, and through your cross as victims. They keep the gates of the Heavens open. They support the world and raise up the sorrows of your brothers, presenting them to the Eternal. It is the perpetual Holy Mass of love. The paten is your pain - together with that of Christ - and your immolation. And on the paten are the needs of the world and of your brothers: the need for continuous forgiveness, continuous mercy, light, guidance, spiritual and corporal health, food, clothing - everything…


"Never cease to thank the Lord, who has given you the gift of loving pain. It is the greatest gift God has given you. Let us bless Him together…"  (Azariah, pp. 262)

----------


(Mary says:)


"Maria, if you reflect, I have travelled the road of the visions backwards… I attracted and conquered your spiritual attention with visions of glorious beauty. Then, when I saw you were taken up with me and filled with love for me, I instructed you and prepared you for more intimate knowledge of your Mother, for the deepest lessons of my life and that of my Child, and for the basic lesson of humility, the antidote for the poison of Lucifer, who… has been harming you and diverting you from God's way.

"I appeared to you: through the goodness of my Son, as the bearer of the living Eucharist, then as the Mother of the Saviour, and later exalted in Heaven. And after these silent visions of light and joy, which, like heavenly nets, encircled you and took you to me, I taught you. If your soul had rebelled… I would have left you. But you enwrapped yourself, making those visions your joy, your desire, and your stimulus towards what was better and better. And then, after the Queen, I showed you the Mother…


"Say this to those who weep. Tell them to believe in me - not only as a deified Queen, but as a true Woman for whom motherly tenderness is not unknown. Tell them to call me alongside, their tears, with the most beloved of names, the one I received from my Son, from his childhood until his ascension into Heaven and beyond: 'Mother!' I will be the 'mother'…"  (Notebooks 1943, pp. 604-5)
----------


(Jesus says: )


"You are a nonentity. But I have called you to this mission. I have formed you for this, watching over even your mental formation. I have given you an extraordinary capacity for composition, because I needed it to make you the illustrator of the Gospel or mystical scenes - in which I would speak or act personally, or in my servants. I crucified you in the affections of your heart and in your flesh - for this reason. So that you would be free from all slavery in affections, and be the mistress of an amount of time in your schedule which no one who is healthy can have. I have also suppressed your physical needs for nourishment, sleep, and rest, reducing them to an insignificant minimum, for this reason. In a body which is tormented and worn down by five serious, painful major illnesses, and by ten other minor ones, I have increased your energy to lead you to be able to do what someone healthy and well nourished could not do, for this reason…


"You are a nonentity. But into your 'nothingness' I entered and said, 'See, speak, and write.' The nonentity has become my instrument. And what is mine is always consecrated…"  
(Notebooks 1944, pp. 623-4)
----------


(We return almost to the beginning of her first Notebooks. In May 1943, Maria writes:)

Not long ago you told me to write. The physical effort is nothing compared to the moral effort I must make, to lift the veils beyond which the supernatural lies. Why? For a number of reasons.


The first is that I almost seem to be committing a profanation on making known God's secrets in me…


The second reason is that a residue of human distrust of myself and others always makes me wonder whether what I perceive to be "supernatural", should not instead be regarded by me as illusion, and by others as nonsense…


The third reason is that I am afraid of these favours. Afraid because I am always dreading that they may be a trick… Can it be that I, a mere nothing, deserve these favours from my King? And afraid that they will arouse pride in me, I feel that if I were to get proud about them, even for a second, they would cease at once…


And now… I will tell you the reasons why I feel I am not a dreamer…


I am sure: because of the gentleness and the peace invading me after those words and those caresses: and because of the power assailing me, forcing me to listen to them and write them down, without being able to change a single word… As when, in keeping with my style, I prefer one way of phrasing and seek to change it - I cannot. It is stated that way and must remain that way…


On the other hand, I have seen and spoken (while dreaming) to Padre Pio of Pietralcina. I saw him, also while dreaming, in ecstasy, after Holy Mass; I have seen his penetrating gaze, and observed on my hand the scar of the stigmata when he took me by the hand. And, not dreaming, but wide awake, I have smelled his fragrance… I later obtained the graces requested. The fragrance was perceived by Marta, too. It was so strong that it woke her up. It then ceased as suddenly as it had come…


Two years ago, for the first time, I perceived a soundless "voice"… I remember clearly. It followed upon an argument with my cousin (the spiritist). I had replied with a derisory, stinging letter.


Three hours later, while I was ruminating over the text, already dispatched, and commending myself on it - adducing human, and somewhat more than human, reasons and approval of my fiery letter - I perceived the "voice": "Do not judge. You cannot know anything. There are things that I permit. There are others that I provoke. And none is without a purpose. And none is understood justly by you human beings. I alone am Judge and Saviour. Consider how many of my servants were classified as possessed because they spoke, repeating words emerging from mysterious realms. Consider how many others - whose lives seemed to transpire in the most devout observance of the Law of God and of my Church - are now among those condemned by Me. Do not judge. And do not fear. I am with you. Look: have an instant of perception of my Light, and you will see that the most intense human light is darkness in comparison to my Light."


And I saw that a door seemed to be opening, a large door of bronze - heavy and high… It turned on its hinges with the sound of a harp… From the crack there filtered through a light so intense, so radiant, so - there is no adjective to describe it - that filled me with heaven… I understood in that Light that we must love everyone, not judge anyone, forgive everything, and live through God alone. Two years have passed, but I still see that brilliance…  (Notebooks 1943, pp. 25-29)
----------


(In October 1944 Maria asks Jesus:)


"Why, in 1941, when the initial contact with that man took place, did You, Master, say to me, 'Do not judge. Over the centuries there have been creatures described as obsessed who were holy, and vice versa. Do not judge, then. I speak where and with whom I want to, and I can speak even to those who seem less worthy'? You said this to me, more or less. I don't have the words of your light here, which I then thought were only an inner inspiration, but I know these were approximately your words."


And Jesus replies to me:


"You did not deserve more then. And it was not yet the time to give you more. You needed to come to forgive, to deserve to have Me as a Teacher in the manner in which you now have Me. From this, consider what merit forgiveness possesses…


"In 1941, you had a lot of wheat: your love for Truth, and your faithfulness to it. You had a lot of good will for serving Me and taking the Light into hearts ‑ even at the price of using a heavy hand and wounding, to make way for the Light. You were in a great hurry to bring your conquests to my hunger for hearts…


"How much love! How much experience, patience, and gentleness! How much charity, in short, is needed to heal souls and change them: from sick ones into healthy ones, from poisoned into free ones, from formless into well‑formed ones! If one goes with harshness, intransigence, impatience, and a lack of charity, one causes a greater evil, provoking obstinacy, anger, and separation from the doctor and educator ‑ indeed, from the one rearing souls and thus from Goodness.


"If I had not halted you with my 'Do not judge,' making you reflect that even in someone apparently less suited to being an instrument of God, God might be present, you would have broken - with your violence - what I had knotted together: a silk thread destined to become a ship's hawser, with the cables of superhuman charity and human affection…


"Go in peace. Your Jesus does nothing without a perfect purpose…"  (Notebooks 1944, pp. 597-600)

----------


Jesus says:)


"To those few who are so entirely mine, without reserve, I open the treasures of revelations and contemplations, and give Myself without reserve.


"However, Maria, I choose you for the role of making known my Divinity, in its different manifestations, among those who need to be awakened and led to glimpse God.


"Remember to be scrupulous to the utmost in repeating what you see. Even a single trifle has value, and it is not yours, but mine. It is thus not licit for you to hold it back. It would be dishonest and selfish. Remember that you are the reservoir for the divine water118 into which that water is poured, so that all may come to draw from it.


"As regards the dictations, you have arrived at the most faithful fidelity. In the contemplations you observe a great deal, but in the haste of writing, and on account of your special conditions in health and surroundings, it happens that you omit some details. You must not do so. Place them at the foot of the page, but write down all of them. This is not a reproach ‑ it is sweet advice from your Master…


"The more attentive and precise you are, the more numerous those who come to Me will be, and the greater your present spiritual happiness and your future eternal happiness will be.


"Go in peace. Your Lord is with you."  

(Notebooks 1944, pp. 112-3)

----------


(Jesus speaks assertively to Maria, emphasising the process whereby her writings are typewritten by Father Migliorini, and returned to her for checking…)

"…Father should give you everything that is typewritten, so that you can correct it… I cannot allow there to remain uncorrected and uncopied pages. And your life is undermined by secret, enemy forces…


"Do nothing else until you have corrected everything…"


(Four weeks later, Jesus says:)


"…Now everything is in order, copied and corrected. As should be done. I again repeat, that in such a serious matter and with such an exhausted instrument, it is right and proper not to let the work accumulate. It should be copied progressively, and progressively corrected, so that incomplete parts will not remain in the event of death or anything else… Act as if every hour were the last, and always work through your backlog in all respects…. 


"I cannot allow this work to be turned into a jest, or almost a jest, or remain a manuscript, not typewritten and corrected. We are dealing with an obtuse, evil world, even if it is an ecclesiastical world. It is a world which is not interested in reviewing an order to approve, perceiving Me in the work, but with its full attention will vivisect the work and find a word which, because of the spokesman’s uncertain handwriting or a mistake in copying, might appear to be a theological or even merely historical error. This is the truth. And I make provision so that hostility will be left disappointed…


"You belong to my array: the array of those lacking malice, who at heart are defenceless against the crafty world and Satan, extremely crafty in his works. It is a glory. But it is also a continuous danger. And I give special help to those defenceless ones, precisely because they are such, so that they will not be deceived by lying appearances…"


(Notebooks 1945-50, pp.137, 176-8)
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