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FOR SPIRITUAL NOURISHMENT AND SURVIVAL
A Personal selection of significant extracts from Maria
Valtorta’s “Other Writings” (See Bulletin # 57)

INSTALMENT # 8

(Previous instalments can be emailed, on request) 
CHAPTER 6.  LESSONS FOR US ALL
Heaven, Purgatory, Hell – and Justice for All (Cont’d.)
(Maria Valtorta continues her description of the vision she has had, of Heaven. She has spoken of the harmonies of the angels, “that only a grace of God can allow one to hear it without dying of joy”...)


Below are the blessed. These, in their spiritualized appearance, bear a closer resemblance to the Son and Mary. They are more compact and perceptible to the eye - and I would say, to touch - than the angels are. But they are still immaterial. Physical traits are, however, more marked in them and distinguish them from each other. I therefore understand whether someone is an adult or a child, a man or a woman. I do not see old people, in the sense of decrepitude. It seems that even when the spiritualized bodies belong to those who have died at an advanced age, the signs of the decay of our flesh cease, up above. There is more grandeur in an elderly man, than in a young person, but not that dreariness of wrinkles, baldness, toothless mouths, and curved backs proper to human beings. The maximum age seems to be forty or forty‑five ‑ that is, flourishing virility - even if the gaze and appearance possess patriarchal dignity...


The circles fade away, becoming a wake of light through the deep blue splendors of a boundless immensity! And from afar, from afar, from this celestial horizon, there still comes the sound of the sublime alleluia. And the light flickers, which is the love of this army of angels and the blessed...
Among the many, I see an imposing spirit this time. Tall, severe, but good, with a long beard which flows half‑way down his chest, and with tablets in his hands. The tablets look like the waxen ones the men of old used to write on. He is supporting himself on them with his left hand, and holding them, in turn, against his left knee. I don't know who he is. I think of Moses or Isaiah. I don't know why. That's what I think. He looks at me and smiles with great dignity. Nothing else. But what eyes! Made precisely to dominate the throngs and penetrate the secrets of God.

In the Light, my spirit is becoming increasingly capable of seeing. And I see - with every fusion of the three Persons - a fusion which is repeated with a pressing, incessant rhythm, as if spurred by an insatiable hunger for love: the unceasing miracles produced which are God's works.

I see that the Father, out of love for the Son - to Whom He wants to give an ever greater number of followers - creates souls. Oh, how beautiful!
 They emerge like sparks, like petals of light, like globe‑shaped gems - in a way I am unable to describe - from the Father. It is an incessant issuing forth of new souls... Beautiful, joyous in descending to pervade a body, out of obedience to their Author. How lovely they are, when they emerge from God! I do not see ‑ I cannot see while I am in Paradise ‑ when original sin sullies them.

The Son - out of zeal for His Father and without pause -receives and judges those who, when life is over, return to the Origin to be judged. I do not see these spirits. I understand whether they are judged with joy, with mercy, or with implacability - from the changes in Jesus' expression. What a radiant smile when a saint presents himself to Him! What a light of sad mercy when He must separate Himself from someone who has to be cleansed before entering the Kingdom! What a flash of offended, painful indignation when He must repudiate a rebel forever!

It is here that I understand what Paradise is. And what its Beauty, Nature, Light, and Song are made of. It is made by Love. Paradise is Love. It is Love that creates everything therein. Love is the foundation on which everything rests. Love is the apex from which everything comes.
The Father works out of Love. The Son judges out of Love. Mary lives by Love. The angels sing out of Love. The Light exists because it is Love. The Song exists because it is Love. Life exists because it is Love. Oh, Love, Love, Love...! I annul myself in You. I rise again in You. I die as a human creature because You consume me. I am born as a spiritual creature because You create me.

Be blessed, blessed, blessed, Love, Third Person! Be blessed, blessed, blessed, Love, Who are the love of the First Two! Be blessed, blessed, blessed, Love, Who love the Two preceding You! Be blessed, You that love me. Be blessed by me, who love You because You allow me to love You and know You, O my Light...

After having written all of this, I looked for the previous contemplation of Paradise among the sheets. Why? Because I always distrust myself, and wanted to see if there was a contradiction between the two. That would have convinced me that I am the victim of a deceit.

No. There is no contradiction. The present one is even clearer, but has the same essential lines. The preceding one is dated January 10, 1944. And since then I had never looked at it. I certify this as if on oath.

(Notebooks 1944, pp. 317-9 – May 25, 1944)


(Jesus speaks to Maria of Heaven, and of Purgatory...)

"Oh, joy of joys, when you find yourselves risen to My Glory, having passed from that realm of expectation to the Kingdom of triumph. Oh, perfect knowledge of Perfect Love!

"This knowledge, O Maria, is a mystery which the mind can know by the Will of God, but cannot describe with human words. Believe that it is worth suffering for a whole lifetime to possess it, beginning at the hour of death. Believe that there is no greater charity, than to seek it with prayers for the ones you loved on earth, and who are now beginning the purgation in love, to which they closed the doors of their hearts so many times in life.

"Courage, blessed one to whom the hidden truths are revealed. Proceed, act, and rise. For yourself and for the ones you love in the hereafter.

"Let the thread of your life be consumed by Love. Pour your love upon Purgatory
 to open the gates of Heaven to the ones you love. Blessed are You if you are able to love, to the point of burning to ashes, that which is weak and which sinned. The Seraphim come to meet the spirit purified by the immolation of love, and to teach it the eternal Sanctus to be sung at the foot of my throne.
"

(Notebooks 1943, p. 415)

(Jesus speaks of a necessary purification in Purgatory165, for some souls, before entering Heaven ...)

"The souls immersed in those flames suffer only from love.
"Not undeserving of possessing the Light, but not worthy to enter immediately either into the Kingdom of Light, these souls, on presenting themselves to God, are assailed by the Light. It is a brief, advance blessedness, which makes them certain of their salvation, aware of what their eternity will be like, and knowledgeable regarding what they did to their souls, defrauding them of years of blessed possession of God. Then, immersed in the place of purgation, they are assailed by the flames of expiation.

"Those who speak of Purgatory are right in this. But where they are not right is in wanting to apply different names to those flames. They are a fire of Love. They purify, by inflaming souls with love. They give Love because, when the soul has attained the love it did not attain on earth, it is freed from them. and joined to Love in Heaven..."

(Notebooks 1943, p. 392)

(The Holy Spirit speaks of the horror of Hell, and of justice for all – Catholics, Separated Christians, and Non-Christians:)

"...The tribulation and anguish of life are but a minimal taste of the tribulation and anguish beyond life. For hell and damnation are horrors that even the exact de​scription of them, given by God himself, are always inferior to that which they are. You cannot, not even through a di​vine description, conceive exactly what damnation is, what hell is. Just as a vision and divine lesson - of that which is God - still cannot convey to you the infinite joy of the true knowledge of the eternal day of the just ones in Paradise... To you living ones, con​fines are placed on the knowledge of paradisiacal ecstasy and infernal anguish. Because if you were to know all that these are, you would either die out of love or horror.

"Either punishment or reward will be given with just measure to the Jew, as to the Greek
, that is: to the believer in the true God; to a Christian outside of the trunk of the eternal Life; to the heretic; to the one who follows other revealed religions or his own one; or to a creature to whom every religion is unknown...

"Every man is endowed with a soul and with reason, and because of these, he has within himself what is sufficient to be a guide and a law to him. And God, in His justice, will reward or punish according to what the spirit knew, more severely therefore, the more the spirit and reason are of a civil being and in contact with priests or Christian ministers - or of revealed religions - and according to the faith of the spirit. Because if one, even if from a schismatic or perhaps a separated church, firmly believes in being in the right faith, his faith justifies him. And if he does good in order to follow God, the supreme Good, he will have, one day, the reward of his faith and up​right works - with greater divine benevolence than that granted to Catholics. Because God will calculate how much more of an effort the ones who were separated from the mystical Body had to use - the Muslims, the Brahminists, Buddhists and Pagans - in order to be just...

"There is no acceptance of persons before God. He will judge for the deeds done, not for the human origins of men. And many will be those who, believing themselves to be elect because they are Catholics, will see themselves pre​ceded by many others who served the true God, to them unknown
, by having followed justice..."

(...Paul to the Romans, pp. 60-1)

"...All those who are moved by love become 'children of God'
, since their every action inspires love, that is, to the good towards Him Whose presence they feel - even if they do not exactly know Him - and towards their fellow creatures. Therefore, they live according to the natural-moral law, placed and preserved by God the Creator in the heart of man.

"It is of these people that St. Paul writes, 'When the Gentiles - who have not the law - do that which the law im​poses, and by not having a law, are a law unto themselves and they show that the fear of the law is written in their hearts and bears witness to their conscience... they will be justified on the day in which God, through Jesus Christ, will judge the secret actions of men.'

"As a matter of fact, whoever acts with a good conscience - by following the dictates of the moral law - shows that he has a Christian soul by nature, open to Good and to the Truth. And Jesus, who died so that men of good will could have eternal Life, will be their justification. Be​cause all those - though not knowing of God as He is known by Catholics - firmly believe that God is a just and provident God, and that He remunerates each and every​one according to individual merits. They belong to the soul of the Church: out of the love which they feel for Him; out of the love and justice which they have for their neighbour and for themselves; out of the desire of God; and out of the perfect contrition of the sins which could have been com​mitted.

"As having previously stated - that sorrow is the eighth sacrament and the ninth beatitude
 - so I say that love, truly lived and practiced, and the sincere repentance of sins which could have been unintentionally committed, are the baptism of desire, worthy of implicit participation in the Mystical Body, and therefore, participation in Grace. Only God, and the men in whom God operates, are familiar with the divine actions that lead human beings to the salvation and celestial knowledge of the Truth, for which they have been created.

"Love is the holy activity which moves all the forces of man, by directing them to their ultimate end. Love is Wis​dom. And Wisdom is freedom from things which are tran​sitory and limited. It is freedom from that which confines and keeps you attached to the Earth, and it opens infinities of space for the spirit, so that it can fly and hurl itself towards the eternal Truth Who lowers Himself to he who loves Him..."

(...Paul to the Romans, pp. 194-5)

----------

Maria’s Mother – Redeemed, and in Purgatory


(During the night after her mother Iside died, Jesus speaks to Maria about the Sacraments, and perseverance in prayer:)

"There is a parable of Mine which I present to you in this hour. It is that of the sterile fig tree
. Do not weep, Maria. You already know whom I want to refer to. Do not weep.

"With your mother, I used the same care as would a vinekeeper for the sluggish plant. Praise Me for it, Maria, for I used infinite mercy towards the soul that was so dear to you.

180 See note 177.


"Her hour of judgment was long before now. And I came twice - over the course of these years of pain of yours - to observe this spiritual plant, which not even your praying led to produce fruit of eternal life. And both times the scythe was already in My Hand to knock down that life, which resisted the invitations of Grace. And both times I held back the blow
, to provide the occasion for that soul not to come to Me naked as regards good works...

"I am the merciful Jesus, and I had mercy on her and on you, that were eating your heart out over her.

"I prepared the means for a final work. I sent a Servant181 of Mine to accomplish the mystical fertilization of that soul through the Sacrament
, or, rather, the Sacraments in which My Blood flows and My Flesh becomes food to give you salvation, forgiveness, and eternal life.

"I did everything that could be done, for that element to work the miracle of adorning that spirit, on the verge of presenting itself to Me with fruits. And you helped Me.

"I took her now, because she could not yield more than that. If I had left her longer, the gust of human sentiment - with the heat of its resentments and forms of selfishness - would have burned the fruits provoked by My love and yours.
"She did not say 'thank you' to you. But I say it for her. And now she is already saying it to you, for My Light has illuminated horizons for her, which her humanity concealed from her.

"Daughter, don't cry. The rest will come later. Go on praying and suffering for her. And hope in Me..."

(Notebooks 1943, pp. 352-3)

(Exactly six years later, Maria writes:)

After so long, I saw my mother. She was amidst the flames of Purgatory
. I had never seen her in the flames. I cried out. I was unable to repress the cry, which I later justified to Marta (Maria’s companion), with an excuse so as not to disturb her.

My mother was no longer so obscure, greyish, hard-faced, and hostile to all and everyone, as I had seen her in the first three months after her death... Nor was she dull and gloomy, almost frightened, as I had seen her in the following years. She was beautiful, rejuvenated, and serene. She looked like a bride in her gown - no longer grey, but white, extremely white. She came out of the flames, from her groin upwards.

I spoke to her and asked, "Are you still there, Mother? And yet I prayed so much to shorten your expiation and had prayer offered. This morning, for the sixth anniversary, I received Holy Communion for you. And you are still there! "

Cheerful and festive, she replied, "I am here, but for only a short while now. I know you have prayed and had prayer offered. This morning I took a big step towards peace. I thank you and the nun who prayed for me. I will repay you later... Soon. In a little while I will be finished with purgation. I have already purified the sins of the mind... My proud head... Then those of the heart... My acts of selfishness... They were the most serious. I am now expiating those of the lower part. But they are a trifle compared to the others."

"But when I saw you so obscure and hostile... you did not want to turn to Heaven..."

"Ah! I was still haughty... To humble myself? I didn't want to. Then pride came down."

"And when you were so sad?"

"I was still attached to earthly affections. And you know it was not a good attachment... But I already understood. I was sad for that reason. Because I understood, now that there was no longer any sin of pride, that I had loved God in the wrong way, wanting Him to be my servant, and you, too..."

"Don't think about it any more, Mother. It's over now."

"Yes, it's over. And if I am like this, I thank you. It's because of you that I'm like this. Your sacrifice... It obtained purgatory for me and, in a short while, peace."...

"Then there will be no more need to pray for you."

"Pray just the same as if I were here. There are so many souls, of all kinds, and many souls of mothers, forgotten. One must love and think of all. Now I know. You are able to think of all, love all. I now know this, too, and now understand that it is right. Now I no longer try to sketch out [the exact words] the process for God. Now I say that it is right..."

"Pray for me, then."

"Ah! I thought of you before. See how I have kept the house for you. You know, eh? But I will now pray for your soul, and for you either to be happy or to come with me."

"And Dad? Where is Dad?"

"In Purgatory."

"Still? And yet he was good. He died as a Christian, with resignation. "

"More than I. But he's here. God judges differently from the way we do. A way entirely His own..."

I saw the tongue‑like flickering of the flames, and they brought me pain. I asked, "Do you suffer a lot from that fire?"

"Now I don't. Now there is another, stronger one which almost keeps me from feeling this one. And, what's more... that other fire makes you want to suffer. And now the suffering doesn't hurt. I never wanted to suffer... You know..."

"You are beautiful, Mother, now. You are the way I wanted you to be."

"If I am like this, I owe it to you. Ah! How many things you understand when you're here. The more you get purified of pride and selfishness, the more you understand. I had so much of them...

"Don't think about it any more."

"I must think about it... Good‑bye, Maria..."

"Good‑bye, Mother. Come soon to take me....

'When God wills..."

I wanted to record this. It contains teachings. God punishes first the sins of the mind, then of the heart, and finally the weaknesses of the flesh. One must pray for those abandoned in Purgatory as if they were our relatives; the judgment of God is very different from ours; those in Purgatory understand what they did not understand during life, because they were filled with themselves.

Aside from my affliction over Dad... I am happy to have seen her so serene ‑ indeed, joyful. Poor Mother!

(Notebooks 1945-50, pp. 540-2)
(Although Maria Valtorta had no children herself, she acted as a mother to many people, including even her own mother, who had certainly needed mothering from somebody. Jesus dictates the following message for Maria Raffaelli, a woman with a disabled son...)

"I said, while thinking of you... 'The pain of mothers is salvation for their children.' And so it is, Maria. Heaven is populated with children saved by their mothers. Go, go with your cross. You are carrying it for yourself and for him. His, even more than yours. Oh, good mother, aren't you happy to be the Cyrenean for your son? My Mother murmurs, 'If only I had been able to carry Your Cross, My Son!' 

"Don't be in a hurry. These are long matters. You could not even see their completion during your mortal day. You could rise to Heaven with this faith (faith ‑ do you understand? ‑ not hope), with this faith in what I say, and there, with more power, help your child... Oh, do not sigh out your grief! Waiting becomes an instant up above. And then comes the joy of seeing him handsome, healthy, good, and happy forever. Forever. Forever. What looks like a punishment is just a means. What may appear to be damnation is instead salvation. His cross is his expiation on earth of his sins as a man. I do not make people pay twice. I am just.

"Have faith. Support him with your prayers. Give him to Me. Offer him to Me. Say, 'I trust in You.' The balm descending from My wounds is never inactive.

"My daughter, peace be in you and upon those like you... My mercy upon your son."

(Notebooks 1945-50, pp. 143-4)
----------
The Lukewarm, the Strugglers, and the Sorrowful


(Jesus comments to Maria about Ezekiel 37:1-14...)

"I ask you, as the Lord asked Ezekiel, 'Do you think these bones will live again?"'...

Jesus smiles because He sees I have understood His question, and He explains:

"That's the way it is. Humanity is now nothing but bones
, decomposing, heavy, dead ruins sinking into the fetid furrows of vices and heresies. The spirit no longer exists. The spirit that is life in flesh, and life in eternity. The spirit that is what differentiates man from animals. Man has killed himself in his best part. Is he a machine? Is he a beast? Is he a corpse? Yes, he is all of this.

"A machine, for he goes through his day with the mechanical nature of a device, that works because it must work by virtue of its parts set in motion. But it does so without comprehending the beauty of what it is doing. Man, too, rises and goes to bed after having eaten, drunk, worked, strolled, and spoken - without ever grasping the beauty and ugliness of what he does. Simply because, deprived as he is of spirit, he no longer distinguishes beauty from ugliness, or good from evil...

"When he breathes his last, man becomes a corpse. In reality, man at present is a corpse, kept upright and in motion by the sorcery of mechanics or the devil. But he is a corpse.

"Well then, I tell you, 'Behold, I will infuse the spirit into you, dry bones, and you shall live again. I will make your nerves rise up again upon you, your flesh grow again, and your skin spread out again over you. I will give you the spirit, and you shall live again and know that I am the Lord.'
 Yes, I will do this. The time shall come when I will have a people of the 'living' once more, and not corpses.

"In the meantime, behold that to the best ones - not dead but reduced to skeletons for lack of spiritual food - I give the nourishment of My word. I do not want your death by consumption. [My word] is the substantial manna which gives you strength with sweetness. Oh, feed upon it, children of My love and My sacrifice! And why must I see that so many are hungry, and there is so much food prepared for them by the Savior, and it is not drawn upon for those who are hungry? Take nourishment, get to your feet, and come out of your graves. Come out of inertia, come out of the vices of the age, come to knowledge, and come to 'recognize' the Lord your God..."

(Notebooks 1945-50, pp. 61-3)

(The Holy Spirit says:)

"...As with Paul, the life of every one of you is an interior struggle between the flesh and the spirit, between aspir​ing to the Good and the not always perfectly good action, a struggle in which God comforts and helps you. For this reason, let no one be scandalized if his neighbour confesses with a word and action of being like Paul, 'carnal and sub​ject'
. And no one should lose heart if he realizes he is being so. But may the example of Paul guide and sustain you."

(...Paul to the Romans, p. 163)

(Jesus has words of comfort for a sorrowful Maria Valtorta:)

"If, to make a more beautiful eternal future for You, I had known something less painful, I would have chosen it for you, because I love you. But there is none. I have given it to you then, for a reason of infinite love.

"Every tear shed with constant adherence to the wishes of God, every tear shed with love for the One who asks you for it, and every tear you are capable of offering - is adorned with the name of a work or a creature that the one who weeps accomplishes or leads to salvation.

"Weeping is not a sin. It is a tribute to our condition. I say 'our' because your God was a Man and wept, and Mary, free from wretchedness because of Her immaculateness, wept because - as the Co‑Redeemer She was - She had to live through Pain, although She was not deserving of it. The Man and the Woman wept. You, too, can weep, as a soul clasped by God, but not divine and not immaculate.

"The essential part is to be able to weep without turning weeping into sin... and to be able to do so by turning weeping into a coin, to ransom the slaves that Satan holds bound in his galley.

"Save, save! And do not fear. God is with you."

(Notebooks 1944, p. 530-1)

(Azariah says:)


"Charity ought to be so great in you that even a simple gaze should be a caress for your brothers, because it is so full of love. And, truly, when God is so alive in the spirit that He is entirely one with the creature, the human eye becomes that source of peace, of affection, whereby: whoever suffers feels consoled, whoever is alone feels himself to be with a brother, and whoever doubts reaches faith. For, as in the time of the early Christians, the one that converts is love..."


[Book of Azariah, p. 121 (1993), 126 (2007)]
----------
On Death and Dying

 
(In a series of teachings on how to die
, Jesus lists some objectives for us to work towards…)


"…To give up affections and yield oneself to God with no resistance. Not to envy those possessing what we are leaving. In this expression you can trust to God all that you care about and that you are abandoning, and all that occasions you anguish, including your own spirit…


"Say 'these are my worldly affairs, the affairs which on certain occasions prompted me to be unjust, envious of my neighbour, and to forget You because they seemed to me to be of capital importance… I was presumptuous. Sometimes I even said that You did not love me because what I wanted did not turn out well, as with others whom I envied. Now I see. Have mercy on me!...'

"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 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, and the soul only wants to plunge into the river, into the Ocean of Divinity, to drink from It, to be in It, with no more thirst. For the Fount of the Water of Life63 will have received it'.


"To feel this thirst, in order to make reparation for lovelessness and lust."


(Notebooks 1945-50, pp. 281-2, 285)


"…I walked today, tomorrow, and the day after, for years… and set one step after another, with the Cross on My back, higher and higher and higher… Look at all the footprints… Look at all the Blood…


"Walk on, today, tomorrow, and also the day after… And the final hours will be the most painful ones… But afterwards… afterwards your spirit will come to rest in the hands of your Jesus."

(Notebooks 1945-50, p. 21)
(Jesus says that this is the time to forgive...)

"It is time to divest oneself of all that is a weight, to fly more securely to God. You cannot take with you either affections or riches which are not spiritual and good. And there is no man who dies without having to forgive one or many of his fellows for something – and in many areas, for many reasons. What man reaches the point of dying, without having suffered the harshness of betrayal, estrangement, deceit, usury, or any other form of harm - from relatives, consorts, or friends? Well then, it is time to forgive, in order to be forgiven
. To forgive completely, leaving aside not only the rancor, the memory, but even the conviction that our reason for indignation was proper. It is the hour of death. Time, the world, business affairs, and affections come to an end and become 'nothingness.' Now only one truth exists: God. What good is it, then, to carry over the threshold what belongs to this side of the threshold?

"To forgive. And since reaching the perfection of love and forgiveness ‑ which is not even to say, 'And yet I was right' any more ‑ is very difficult, too difficult for man. The task of forgiving on our behalf thus passes on to the Father. To give Him our forgiveness, Him, Who is not a man, Who is perfect, Who is good, Who is the Father. So that He will purify it in His Fire and give it, once it has been rendered perfect, to those deserving forgiveness.

"To forgive the living and the dead. Yes, the dead, too, who have been the cause of pain. Their death has removed many sharp edges from the indignation of the offended ‑ it has sometimes removed all of them, but the memory still remains. They have caused suffering, and one remembers that they have caused suffering. This memory always sets a limit upon our forgiveness. No, not any more now. Now death is about to remove every limit from the spirit. One is entering the infinite. To remove, then, this memory, too, which limits forgiveness. To forgive, to forgive, so that the soul will have no weight and torment from memories, and will be at peace with all the brothers and sisters who are alive or are being purified, before encountering the Peaceful One.

"'Father, forgive them'
... An act of love. To die in an act of love is to receive the indulgence of love. Blessed are those who are able to forgive, in expiation, for all their hardness of heart and for their sins of wrath..."

(Notebooks 1945-50, pp. 280-1)
----------

 (To be continued in Supplement to Bulletin # 67)
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� Gen. 1:26-7.


� See Zech. 13:8-9;  Mal. 3:1-3;  2Macc. 12:39-46 (d/r);  1Cor. 3:13,15; 


1Pet. 1:3-7;  Rev. 7:13-17.


� Is. 6:1-3.


� Rom. 2:9-11.


� Acts 17:23-31.


� Rom. 8:16.


� Rom. 2:14-16.


� The Holy Spirit had said: “The martyrdom of sorrow is always in the life of the elect, who also show their justice through their love of sorrow, not only endured with resignation, but also requested as an eighth sacrament and as a ninth beatitude, in order to be anointed as victims and be true effigies of Jesus-Victim.” (See ...Paul to the Romans, p. 190.)


� Mt. 21:18-22;  Mk. 11:12-14,20-4.


� See Lk. 13:6-9.


� Father Migliorini, in the preceding days, had given Communion to Iside.


� See Zech. 13:8-9;  Mal. 3:1-3;  2Macc. 12:39-46 (Douay-Rheims);


	1Cor. 3:13,15;  1Pet. 1:3-7;  Rev. 7:13-17.


� See Rev. 3:15-16.


� Ezek. 37:4-14.


� Rom. 7:14-25.


� See also Notebooks 1944, pp. 252-9 – on the death of Mary Magdalene)


� See also Notebooks 1945-50, pp. 277-286: “Jesus teaches us to die”.


� Lk. 6:37.


� Lk. 23:34.





