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SAINT THÉRÈSE OF THE CHILD JESUS - and MARIA VALTORTA
     (In her Autobiography, Maria Valtorta writes of her school years:)


...I remember what a gentle tempest of love, certain special lives of saints stirred up in me.,,


[One of] the first I heard was The Story of a Soul. At that time St. Thérèse of the Child Jesus, who had died only eleven years before, was simply Sister Theresa... But for me she was immediately the Friend... Her doctrine of confident abandon, of generous love, and her little way of great holiness imposed themselves upon me at once. I understood that along the same way I should walk to reach Jesus... I was not mistaken, and many years later the sweet little saint was my “godmother” when I gave myself as a host to Jesus...


(Autobiography, p. 103 – about 1908)

(Writing further entries in her Autobiography, Maria says:) 


...Until November 1912 I firmly believed that I would always love God with the same innocent trust as that of my Saint Friend, Saint Thérèse of the Child Jesus. Convinced that the heroic time of the catacombs had been over for centuries, and quite far from thinking that after two thousand years of Christianity, this Europe of ours would again see the persecutions we are in fact seeing (Russia, Spain, and so on), I recalled with holy envy the sweet martyrs of the first centuries. But I told myself that, as far as I was concerned, I would be able to love God only through the doctrine of the sweet French Carmelite. Confidence, self-abandonment, and generosity in the little things of each hour interwoven with angelic innocence: that’s what I believed had to be my life in Christ...  (p. 115)

“To offer oneself to Love is to offer oneself to all sorrows.”

- St. Thérèse of the Child Jesus

...To offer oneself to Love as a victim is to ask Jesus to raise us up upon His Cross, and to suffer all the pains which He did, before and after the crucifixion.


In the dialogue taking place between the soul and Himself, Jesus asks, “Can you drink My chalice?” And the soul replies, “Yes, I can, for I want to be like my Master, for I have understood that if a grain of wheat does not die, it does not bear fruit (Jn. 12:24); for I have understood that only when one is raised upon the cross, are souls attracted to God; for I have understood, above all, Your thirst (Jn. 19:28), Your thirst that no drink can quench, but only our love.”


To offer oneself to Love means, then, to offer oneself to Pain.


But is it pain to suffer together with Christ, and for the sake of Christ? No, it is joy, very deep, inexhaustible joy. I can definitely say so, having been inundated with all pains for so many years!...


I had felt a very intense inspiration to have the complete four Gospels and the life of St. Thérèse of the Child Jesus... On January 28, 1925 a big package arrived with the books requested... I immediately read The Story of a Soul... My soul was melting with love. I found the harpist capable of making the strings of my spirit resound. I wanted to make them sing to God, but still could not manage to. Little St. Thérèse, with her small hand, took mine and guided it over the strings, teaching me the canticle of love and self-giving.


When I read the act of offering to Merciful Love, I wept with joy... Since that day... amidst the sea of sufferings in which I have been immersed, with my “better part” (Lk. 10:42) I have always savoured a spiritual joy which I believe is a foretaste of that which we shall enjoy in the Heavenly Jerusalem, “when rejoicing lasts forever.” (Rev. 18:20)
With the Little Flower, I too can say, “From that evening on, the new period in my life began, the loveliest of all, the most brimful of heavenly graces. Charity entered my heart with a need to forget myself and give myself, and from then on I was happy.”

Oh, I can repeat so many things said by the sweet little saint! I have also suffered, and suffer when thinking of the Blood of Christ, dripping in vain for so many. Jesus’ cry, “I’m thirsty!” (Jn. 19:28) always echoes in my soul, that sees the thirst of its God, and wants to quench it. I also see, with boundless pity, the poor souls – thirsty in turn – that cannot find the fount of living water slaking all thirsts... And I live, dying every minute to bear souls to God and God to souls.

When in the early stages of the offering I sometimes hesitated to carry out a sacrifice, I seemed to be seeing Jesus’ imploring gaze... I now had the sensation of that gaze opened in my heart, and seeing through me. I felt I was looking at things and people with the eyes of Jesus because my personality was absorbed in His, and I saw, spoke and acted through Him...

The Little flower has taught me that God is loved with rose petals – with the small sacrifices made out of love. Out of love, I asked Jesus to give me the strength to make them continually, so as to love Him that way... And seeing that I wasn’t worth a cent on my own, He took my place...

[Thérèse] plucks petals off her roses and turns each petal into an instrument to caress her Lord! Those rose petals strewn over Him were the emblem of her life, whose petals were plucked in a holocaust of love...  (pp. 245, 250-6, 272)
...St. Thérèse calls herself “the Church’s little child, the one who, standing upright in her trusting innocence beside His throne, strews flowers and sings the song of love.” I shall be even less: I shall be the flower, the shy flower with the penitent little head and heart of gold, the violet, born in the midst of the wet sod beneath the giants of the forest, whose blanket is the fallen leaves; the violet, which is more perfume than flower and is found only by seeking it, so modest and so loath to appear is it. I shall be the violet which, picked by the hand of the “Church’s little child”, is tossed by her, at one with her song, to die on the steps of the throne of God... 
(p. 349)


...Everything, everything has its reason in creation, and everything has its mission, given to it by the 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....


I give no thought to keeping registers or an inventory... When I go up there and am asked, “What good did you do, thinking of this hour?” I shall respond, “Well – You must know, Lord, I know only that I have loved You and have loved my neighbour for Your sake.” In the face of such an utter absence of human accounting, the good Lord will have no choice but to write a clear-cut “canceled out” on the set-off and let me pass on... Thérèse, too, says so: “There will be no judgement for the little ones.” I am even less than little: I am a moron able to do one thing alone: love... 
(p. 361)

----------

(From Maria’s Notebooks)


(Jesus speaks to Maria about the important role of every Christian soul in His apostolic work...)

"...Leading souls to Me increases My glory, but it also increases the glory of the good and faithful servant, who by his sacrifice has attained the growth of My flock. The saint you love85 [St. Thérèse] procured more than a hundred missionaries, but her glory in Heaven is a hundred times greater, because she experienced the perfection of mercy on earth, and consumed herself to give the true Life to idolaters and sinners..."


(Notebooks 1943, p. 166)


(St. Thérèse died of tuberculosis at the age of 24, after years of great suffering and sacrifice. Jesus compares her death to that of St. Agnes, an early Christian martyr who died a horrible death because she refused to denounce her faith. He says:)

"...The 'Little Flower'200 is no less a martyr than St. Agnes, for the blade which nipped the life of the former and the latter has a single name at bottom: 'Love'. And in Heaven, the martyrdoms of the former and the latter, though consummated in different ways, receive the same reward. The glory of God was the agent spurring them to encounter it, and love for souls is what spurred them to ask for it..."


(Notebooks 1943, p. 384)

 (Jesus comment on the cover of a book which Maria has...)

"The person who designed this cover, which you like so much and which, only now, after nineteen years, you see in its true meaning, did not just carry out a delightful, symbolic work, but expressed a truth.

"Little Thérèse, resting on heavenly clouds, incessantly plucks the petals off roses. And two angels help her to convey her rain of roses over the world. She was a true likeness of Me as a Child. [The publishers] have thus acted well in portraying her with such a resemblance to a Child Jesus, that she could be mistaken for Him. You now see that it is she, not I. This partially resumes yesterday's dictation. The more that mystics, with their loving desire, approach Him Whom they love completely, the more their spiritual effigy becomes identified with the Model.

"My little great flower was Thérèse of the Child Jesus and the Holy Face. And if My pained Face was the sun impressed on her heart - which burned it, for you that hate pain and are daunted by austerity - in her spiritual exterior she bore a likeness to My sweet childhood: its gentleness, grace, and simplicity. This was what I wanted, and I guided her this way with inspiration, to give you a model which your current spiritual incapacity will be able to follow.

"Thérèse is for all - for all can strive to imitate her, even those who are scarcely formed spiritually. Do not believe, though, that Thérèse was spared. Oh, no! She shows you a loving, smiling face, the peaceful face of a happy child. But within her, My Passion hollowed her out with a scalpel of fire.

"I have given her to you out of mercy on your weakness. I give My saints for all spiritual personalities. I give the ascetics with an almost fearful severity - for temperaments of steel, for the flames which know no lassitude. I give the saints with a cheerful sanctity - for those unable to sanctify themselves with weeping. I give the saints with childlike graces - for those who cannot love Me except with very slight strength, and it is already a great deal if they are able to do so.

"And observe that little Thérèse, with the heart of a hero, had to force herself ‑ and it was a martyrdom added to all her other ones ‑ to give you the impression which I wanted. For her spirit led her towards eagle's flights and fiercer forms of heroism. Do you know what it means to contradict one's nature? Try it and you will understand what her double merit was."...
(Maria adds a clarification of her own...)

I have had this book for nineteen years, but I always thought the child strewing roses from the height of a cloud was the Child Jesus.

This morning my inner counselor told me, "No. That heavenly infant is the little Thérèse of the Child Jesus. She wanted 'spiritual childhood' as her form of sanctity. And she became so perfect therein, that she really was a second little Jesus..."


(Notebooks 1944, pp. 392-3)


(Maria records the following dictation...)

St. Thérèse of the Child Jesus says:
"Yes, it is really I who come to spend this hour of agony with you, and to spend it by recalling Jesus, Whose face is altered with the sweat of blood and begins to take on the painful expression which is what makes us - his little victims and brides - rave with compassionate love...

"I come to caress you. It is my hour. For when the 'great silences' are about to begin - which are the touches of perfection of the Divine Artificer of our souls - it is necessary to have a friend nearby who is familiar with them.

"Do not be afraid. Our Jesus also died of thirst (Jn. 19:28)... Oh, divine thirst! And yet, though nearly unable to speak any more because of His dried-out jaws, He uttered the saving words. And He uttered the saving prayer: 'Father, forgive them'; 'Today you shall be with Me'; 'Into Your hands I entrust My Spirit.' (Lk. 23:34,43,46) 519 Almost mute with thirst and the agony, almost blind with the scab of blood on his eyelids and approaching death, He was able to say the saving prayers, and to go on seeing and adoring the Father's Will.

"It is not necessary to do much when we are close to immolation, little sister. It suffices to be able to remain faithful. To see God beyond the scab of pain ulcerating our hearts, and say to God that we still love Him, always...

"Do not be afraid. God is content with you. He sends me to tell you so. Do you think you are not a 'child in spiritual childhood'?520 You are. Because you do everything with simplicity. Even your imperfections. And you do not try to conceal them with the craftiness of an adult in a false robe of justice. You are 'small' in the way I taught, for Jesus likes the 'small', and said that the Kingdom of Heaven belongs to them (Mt. 9:14). And you are a 'victim.' An adult, then. For the spirit voluntarily choosing to be immolated - even if that of a small child - is an adult spirit.

"Yesterday you wondered what the 'twofold love' is, which I requested for myself. For you it is this, little sister: to be a child and love Jesus with the simplicity of a child; and to be a victim and love Him with the heroism of a martyr. With Him in the poor cradle of straw, with Him on the rough Cross. Always with Him. So as never to leave Him alone. To make Him smile. To drink His tears and die with Him. How He loves you! He has given you His two holiest beds: the cradle over which the Mother watches, and the Cross over which all of Heaven bends. They are the places where His love calls you to a divine appointment of love, from which you will take flight for Heaven.

"Rest now, little sister. I remain here to pray with you. But believe that it suffices to love, to love very much, and say only: 'Jesus, I love you!' Say it with true love, to be not only justified, but loved by God with a preferential love.

"Happy are those who, with every heartbeat, are able to say, 'I love You.' They will expire with this profession of love in their minds, in their hearts, and on their lips. And it will open Paradise for them. For God loves whoever loves Him, and gives Himself to whoever loves Him."

(And Maria observes...)

I was uncertain, feeling these new caresses by a delicate hand which was, however, longer than Mary's. I don't even know if it was longer, but surely different in shape and weight and in the manner of caressing. I saw only the hand, the back of which was nearly covered by a long brown sleeve. A beautiful tapering hand, but it really seemed to be longer than that of the Mother. I felt it grazing my head from time to time. I was happy. My physical suffering, which is very intense, was consoled by that touch. But I did not dare say to myself, "It's St. Thérèse." I was also mistaken yesterday morning. But when it was not only a caress, but also the sight of the hand, I had no more doubts. I saw nothing else. The hands and the voice, very beautiful and sweet, and a great peace, security, and a warm sense of friendship ‑ I cannot explain very clearly. Her words, moreover, made me even happier.

I have been very ill since yesterday afternoon on account of my heart. Whereas yesterday morning, after the Mother came, I was relieved, physically as well, that I even sang a love song to Jesus which I composed, both music and lyrics. But it does not matter. I am so very happy to have received a visit from my beloved little saint ‑ that the physical pain seems like nothing to me...


(The next day, Maria writes...)

...After having observed the hour of agony with Jesus in the Garden, I lay back in stillness, thinking of the lovely hands of my little saint.528 As regards her appearance, I could think only of her hands, having seen nothing but these. And, like a child, I greatly wished to see whether she is really the way she appears in the portraits included in her Autobiography. But I did not hope to see her. However, like a picture which is gradually illuminated, she revealed herself. After her hands, her arms, slightly extended towards me as if in a gesture of embracing, and then her body, and finally her face.

Yes, the portraits, particularly the first ones ‑ for now, with touches and retouches, they have almost deformed her ‑ resemble her. But I find that they give her an oval rounder than it is. I find a strong resemblance to the thin oval in her final moments... 526 Matthew 5:48.

527 Luke 9:62.

528 St. Therese of the Child Jesus. Cf. July 13.

She was smiling with her mouth and eyes, very beautiful and young, with two dimples at the corners of her mouth, and two very lovely, almost periwinkle gray eyes. She did not seem very tall to me... but she looked taller because of the long habit and her dignified ‑ I would say royal – bearing. She wasn’t wearing a mantle or a crucifix covered with roses. She looked as she must have, during her monastic occupations, with just a simple dark brown habit and a white whimple under her black veil. Her hands really are longer than Mary's, but very lovely. She let herself be observed with a soft smile, and prayed to with a smile of promise. She then departed, and I was left with only the memory and a tenuous scent in the air.

I think very few saints have appeared to me for myself. St. John, often. St. Joseph, once in January (the vision of Paradise) and several times in the horrendous days from April 10th to the 24th. Then St. Francis, once, here, at the beginning of May, I think.530 And now, St. Thérèse of the Child Jesus. I have seen the others in visions, and for everyone. Ah, St. Agnes, too, when she dictated her words to me...531 The ones I always pray to are St. Francis and Thérèse, after over a year of dictations, neither of them as they are generally portrayed.

I am very happy, you know? Last night, while I observed her, I said, "One petal, just one petal of your roses to tell me that I have been granted a grace." And I would not have been at all astonished if I had really found one. Instead, I perceived only a slight rose scent after she departed, in the place where the saint had been.

She and St. Francis were my masters when I began to seek Jesus. For years I had no other guides. And now, when I think the end is near ‑ or, rather, the beginning ‑ I am very happy to feel them close to me. They will help me to understand Jesus. Serenity is still in me, in spite of the fact that I am greatly suffering physically.

Isn't it beautiful that, in preparation for the feast of Carmel, I should have received a visit from Mary, the Queen of Carmel, and from the little saint of Carmel? I consider that on July 16, 1897 Communion was brought to the seraphic Thérèse as Viaticum, and that she was bid farewell to by the song I often sing:

You that clearly understand my nothingness, O God,

That do not fear to bend down to me...

Sacrament I adore! Into my heart

Descend, into my heart, which longs for You.

I want your goodness, sweet Lord,

After this to make me die of love.

Listen to the voice of my deep desire.

Descend into my heart...

I was then a few months old ‑ four. Perhaps I may now have four to live, to wait for Life. But don't I have the same sentiments as Thérèse, though more imperfect? The same thirst for the Eucharist, the same desire to die of love, the same single hope: Jesus?

Not out of a desire for human praise, but out of love for God, I would like to resemble the little saint. I do what I can. Oh, no! I do not repent of having given myself to Love; I do not repent, either. I only regret having given myself to it too late and very poorly, and I am sorry only because Love is consuming me so slowly.

I have no voice to make myself heard by the world. But if I did, I would like to say to everyone: "Don't be afraid to give yourselves to Jesus, to gentle, merciful Love. He pays back our donation with such sweetness, that there is no word capable of explaining it. Every comparison is a reflection of the quivering light of an oil lamp alongside the great sun. And for the little souls that have sinned and now return to God, or the little souls that are unable to do great things, there is only this way to follow, to reach those who did not err and were able to reach the summits of penitential heroism: to give oneself to Love and let Him act... Let Him do what He wants - with us, and in us. He will always enlighten us much more than we would on our own, even by many years of austere, generous life."

Love! What a Master! What an initiator! What a purifier! I have only this coin: my love given to Love. And with this one - not by my merit, but by the mercy of my Love - I am certain I will conquer Heaven. As I am certain that the extraordinary things which happen to me are surely not coins for conquests by me, but rather... reverse coins, for they may lead me to pride. And I must receive them with humility, with real recognition that they are not for me, but for all. I am just the channel by which they descend, and I am obliged to sanctify myself increasingly to be worthy to receive them, without profaning them with impure contact. A gift then, not devoid of danger.

Whereas, when I love with all my strength, and out of love for Love I sacrifice myself, oh, then I am sure I am not mistaken! Indeed, precisely this love will be my absolution for the imperfections I may have in every field. And may it grow and grow and grow to become my eternal salvation.

Lord, I do not ask You for the glory of the visions, but for the grace to love You more and more.


(Notebooks 1944, pp. 432-3, 436-9)

(Maria writes:)

...On rereading the life of St. Thérèse ‑ who knows how many times I have read it now ‑ I find this: "Placing myself in the arms of the good Lord, I imitated the child who, in great fear, hides his blond head on his father's shoulder." I exclaim, "I will hide it on the breast of the Mother. Jesus is the Spouse, Brother, and Lord. I shall lean on Him, but as a spouse and brother. And I shall take His Hand, armed with the Cross, as my guide. When He wants, He will encircle me with His arm to draw me to His heart...

"A daughter ‑ and, moreover, a sick one ‑ can always remain over her mother's heart, however. I abandon myself upon the Mother's breast. And I do not consider this to be a defection as regards Jesus, but, rather, the opposite. I am certain that, by remaining like this, I shall always be close to Jesus, for I am most certainly sure that Jesus is always to be found in Mary's arms. If I were to seek Him elsewhere, I might depart from His way. But if I seek Him there, I always find Him. Mother, I choose Your shoulder as my refuge. With my face against Your cheek, I shall ask You for everything, and hope for everything. A Mother cannot bring disappointment"...


(Notebooks 1944, p. 493-4)

(Maria writes:)

[I see] a monastic cloister, an arcade, a floor with white and black square tiles. The long cloister is lost in the darkness at the end. Where I am there is an angle like this: 



In the point where the bow and the little star are, there is a small statue of the Child Jesus at the age of about twenty‑eight or thirty months. He is blond, beautiful, wearing a pale blue robe with golden stars, with His right hand uplifted to bless, and His left hand holding the globe. An oil lamp illuminates the statue.

As I look, it becomes animated and becomes true flesh. He smiles at me, and motions with His little hand, saying, "Come here! Come here!" And He becomes luminous, very lovely. The cloister angle shines as if by starlight. I approach slightly, smiling reverently. But I halt, still too far away, and the Child insists with His voice and hand, "Why, come here! Here, close!" I go near to Him. He laughs happily and says, "Will you warm My feet with a kiss? I am so cold!" And He offers me His bare feet, one by one, upon which, to warm them, I rest not only my lips, but my feverish cheek.

He laughs. A clear child's laugh. And He says, "I am the Child of little Thérèse of Lisieux. This is the Carmel. Do you understand? I am the Child Jesus of Sister Thérèse of the Child Jesus."

I contemplate Him in ecstasy, now that I am really close to Him. He is so beautiful! The light then grows and grows and is so violent it cancels out the capacity to see, and everything disappears. Only the memory and the peace remain...

[Two days later]... the Child from the Lisieux cloister reappears to me. He again calls me to come close. He consoles me with His laughing beauty, and in my motives for sadness which are numerous. He again gives me His chilly feet to warm, saying once more, "I am so cold!" And I dare to take them in my hands to warm them more. He does so very happily.

But He seems to be tired of holding the globe in His left hand and takes it in both hands, clasping it to His chest. I look at Him while warming His feet in my hands. Perhaps He notices that I am stupefied by His act and says, "It is heavy, you know? And this globe of the world is so cold. Hold it. Feel how cold and heavy it is. Hold it a little. I am tired of holding it up and always feeling it to be like this." And He offers me the little globe, which at first sight would seem to be made of golden glass, smooth and light. It is instead heavier than lead, rough, entirely coated with prickles which stick into one's skin, causing pain. I hold it up with difficulty and agony, because of both the points and the cold it emits. I look at the Holy Child with compassion.

"It's heavy, isn't it? And it's cold, isn't it? It chills even your heart. And yet I must carry it. If I abandon it, who will go on holding it up?"

[And I ask:] "But how do You, poor little Jesus, manage to endure this torture? For it is a real torture..."

"It is. Look. My little hands are bleeding. Kiss them to heal them." And He offers me His tender hands covered with tiny droplets of blood. I kiss them in the soft hollow of His palms. But they are cold, cold. "Thank you, Maria. Give Me back the globe. You cannot hold it up any longer. Only I can. But it is enough for Me to find someone to hold it for a few minutes to bring Me relief. Do you know how you, that love Me, help Me to hold it up? With your love for sacrifice. The victim souls hold up the world, together with Jesus."

He becomes very luminous, as happened the other evening, and withdraws His foot, saying, "Now both of them are warm. And I feel better. Good‑bye, Maria. Thank you for the sake of My Mother, too. She is happy when there is someone who loves and consoles Me." And He vanishes in a blinding light...

[Another two days later]... As I worked on an article for an altar, the "Mother" came with Her Child in Her arms. She said to me, "Here He is. Hold Him for me a while. I entrust Him to you." And She placed Him, seated, on the bed, at my side...
Jesus was more or less two years old. Wearing pale blue light wool, a little, rather short tunic, with short sleeves, too, so that His plump, beautiful forearms and legs are left uncovered.... He was amusing himself with His hands and little robe, and was prattling or watching me work with His innocent, sapphire eyes. He remained with me the whole morning... and I felt much joy.


(Notebooks 1945-50, pp.155-8)


(A little later, Maria writes:)

For forty‑eight hours I had had the presence of St. Thérèse of the Child Jesus, at once human and glorious, for she was radiant, resting on luminous little clouds, but just as she had appeared in the Lisieux cloister. She was not holding the Crucifix in her arms, but was wearing a white mantle over her brown habit. I did not see her left hand, concealed by the mantle. But I saw the right one, very beautiful ‑ emerging downwards from her sleeve outside the mantle, slightly rolled up ‑ holding a rose, a very lovely rose, a wonderful golden yellow... And she finally spoke...

"This is the dulling of love. It can easily arise. It is an obstacle. The origin should also be sought in the craftiness of the devil, who relies on easy scruples, fears, and the disorderly desire itself to be good, to keep souls from being so...

"It is a disorderly desire to want to act hastily, with means chosen by us, with the fear of not knowing how to. But let this be left to the poor worldly people, who do not know the infinite goodness, patience and serenity of God, and the time God grants to those trusting in Him to do everything and do it well! Why be afraid if we are dealing with a Father? Why say, 'Quick, quick, or I won't get there' when we have a Master who knows what we must sanctify ourselves with and in, and provides for this with means which are inconceivable for a creature? No, one must not act this way. 

"These errors, easily arising in Catholics who are in the world, are very common in monasteries. There are so many souls and means and modes of sanctification. A single plan cannot be enough for all in the same way. The soul must be free, because it has wedded the Free One. The soul must be a 'bride', because it is married. A woman does not marry when an infant, but when able to carry out on her own, at least what is indispensable for her husband and home. Isn't that so? Oh, it is not easy to sanctify oneself in monasteries! To save oneself remains easy. But to follow the way of Christ - entirely golden, but strewn with tribulations and red with blood and soaked with tears - is not easy. It is the way of holiness, though. 

"Little sister, tell my sisters in religion to have an airy piety and obedience. They are not slaves. They are 'brides', Brides are not forced into supine subjection. That is for subordinates. The brides‑queens have the duty and the right to be able to comprehend and apply the voice and words of the Bridegroom and King, spoken in the nuptial chamber of the spirit, before every other voice. The Book of Esther describes how she, though knowing that to appear in the inner hall in the presence of the king without being summoned meant 'death,' appeared there. But, understanding that God was in Mordecai's prayer, she put on the royal robes and presented herself in the inner hall, before the king, seated on the throne. And the king was pleased with the humble and yet royal bride, and handed her the scepter to make her sacred in the eyes of the world. And she was so dear to him, that he promised to grant her every request (Est. 4:10-11, 5:1-8). Esther - a girl, but a bride - was able to have a subject will, [which was] also free and airy. Let them not lend themselves to the degrading traps of the devil, who creates scruples to impose chains.

"Oh, I was 'the last one' in Lisieux. And she, the great Prioress, was very powerful, and her little 'court' was quite faithful to her! But the air of souls and for souls was quite stagnant; the light, quite gray; and room, very limited when I entered there! Oh, it was not enough for the rebirth of souls as seraphim! I dared to provide air, light, and room ‑ I, the 'little one'! Not out of pride. I suffered from having to do so. But I wanted to make my soul a seraph with golden wings. It would otherwise have been useless for me to become a prisoner...
"I wanted to make my soul 'the strong one.' For my body, tuberculosis was definitely my means to go to Love. But for my soul, it was not. And, out of love - which is the purpose of Christian life - I wanted for all what I wanted for myself: air, light, and room, for the wings of the seraphim on earth, in the monastery. I was the 'tremendous little child' who told the truth, who wanted the truth. Airy devotion is truth, whereas scrupulous devotion is not. I seemed to be made out of a strange material. But because I pleased the Lord, now those who are saved walk on my way - which appeared to be the thoughtlessness of a little child - for they become 'like children, to whom the Kingdom of Heaven belongs.' (Mt. 18:2-3)
"Come, little sister, let us sing our Magnificat (Lk. 1:46-55). We are those whom God has seen in our 'smallness' and, accordingly, 'has taken us to His breast - as a mother does - and given us a name better than that of sons and daughters, an eternal name which shall never perish." (Is. 56:5) And she smiled, so luminously that she gave me a sense of ecstasy....


(Notebooks 1945-50, pp.182-4)


(On March 14, 1946, Maria writes:)

My birthday! So full of apprehension!...

I was comforted by the Most Holy Presence and then, in the evening, by the appearance of St. Thérese. She had also come on the evening of the 12th, with her rose - no longer in her right hand, but in her left - and with her right hand she indicated that I should take heart and be joyful. And she smiled even more cheerfully, I would say, than in the February apparition. How she smiled!


(Notebooks 1945-50, p. 228)


(Maria writes:)

While reading a text on St. Thérèse, I reflected that I had never wished for extraordinary things either, convinced as I was that they were more of a danger for our weakness than anything else. And bewailing the fact that my mission had placed me precisely on this extraordinary way, I moaned, "Why, my God? Why such a big thing for me, so small? Why such a dangerous thing for me, so weak? Why this thing - so proper to adults - for me, who could be saved only through spiritual childhood?"

I was in the midst of these thoughts when St. Thérèse herself appeared to me in the full Carmelite habit ‑ that is, with the ample white mantle, but without roses or the Crucifix adorned with flowers. No, just the way she must have looked a thousand times in her Carmel, when she went to the Chapel... She approached me and passed her arms over my shoulders, in such a way that her lovely left hand was on my left shoulder, and her right hand on my right shoulder. And she thus had me feel her embrace, and spoke:
"Do not fear, my little sister. It was a simpler way. But you did not ask for this other one. It is Love Who gave it to you ‑ indeed, who placed you thereupon. You are walking along it with your heart of a child, who wants to remain a child. And your way thus becomes doubly heroic, because of childhood and extraordinariness. To be faithful to both is a great thing. But you will always be a child, because you want to. A child on whose lips the Spirit will place the words which are more than an adult's, because they are not human words. Maria will always be the little child on the way of spiritual childhood. The spokesman, moreover, in the hours of his office, will follow the extraordinary way. And so that he will not experience fear or harm on that account, he will follow it in the arms of God. Simply to do the Will of God, whatever its grandiosity may be, is to conserve oneself always as a child. For only children act without measuring the greatness of what they do ‑ they act only because they are told to act. Do not fear, little sister. Jesus, Who placed you there, protects your heart, and will not allow what is extraordinary to harm your heart as a spiritual child. "

She had me feel the pressure of her beautiful hands, and I felt the mantle extended over my shoulders like a protecting, isolating, defending veil... I felt her face bending over my head, so fraternally that I was completely comforted by it. I felt protected... loved. Fears ceased... I raised my head and encountered her smile, the gaze of her most beautiful eyes.... How lovely she was! Heaven shone from every part of her.... She had me feel all her love, and then disappeared in an intense golden light. And peace and the memory of her embrace remained...


(Notebooks 1945-50, pp. 286-7)


(On Christmas Day, 1946, Jesus says:)

"...The way of 'our' Thérèse of the Child Jesus is the way of those who, possessing Wisdom, perceive that arduous ways are dangerous, even for the strong, whereas simple ways are the safest. Man must never trust in his strength. Today, very strong; tomorrow, more fragile than a rush ‑ and sometimes more than a broken rush. The weight that can break is precisely to desire great, complicated things, full of formulae and programs, the hyperbolic methods of a difficult ascent which man on his own cannot undertake.

"No. That is not the way people are easily saved. It is by wanting to love, simply this. What even a child is able to do..."


(Notebooks 1945-50, p. 310)
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