MARIA VALTORTA READERS’ GROUP, AUSTRALIA

SUPPLEMENT TO BULLETIN # 6

THE  FORMATION  OF  MARIA  VALTORTA
1943 was a watershed in Maria Valtorta’s life, concluding a preparation time prior to January 1944, when she began to experience the revelations to be translated many years later into the five English volumes of The Poem of the Man-God.  In his Preface to the English edition of Maria’s Autobiography, the translator* of this and of the enlightening and instructional Notebooks 1943 says, “Perhaps the greatest visible fruit of her intimate ‘holocaust’ was the monumental life of Christ - the work she spontaneously termed ‘the Gospel as it was revealed to me’ ... of whose far-reaching scope she was then unaware, believing, on the contrary (and from a physical standpoint, justifiably), that her life was approaching its earthly end.”  The following passages offer just a few insights into the preparation of Maria Valtorta for this tremendous task.
   (* The translator happens to be David G. Murray, my namesake - Ed.)

FROM MARIA VALTORTA’S AUTOBIOGRAPHY
CO-OPERATION WITH GOD  (p. 425)

I have realized for years that it is God who is acting in me.  For years - that is, since I effaced my human self and let myself be formed anew by God, forgetting myself and having Him as my only aim.  Even my intense perceptions of what is stirring in another heart are not at all my own.  I would be deafer than an adder to all the waves of sounds issuing from my sister souls.  But a force far above my own makes me capable of intuiting the needs of creatures.  At times I am left agape on discovering that in speaking this way, virtually at the suggestion of a third party, I place myself squarely on the place that hurts.  And I admit to myself, “It’s really God who acts through us when we have abandoned ourselves to Him completely ...”

FOUNDATIONS OF HOLINESS (pp. 429-31)

(Conclusion of “Autobiography”, addressed to Maria’s Spiritual Director, Father Migliorini)


Father, I have finished.


... This fulfillment was long and painful; I went through slow-downs and eclipses.  But the plants which grow most healthily in height and age are those that, before expanding triumphantly towards the sky, labour deeply in the strata of the earth.  Only when the roots have slowly and profoundly anchored themselves many metres 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.  I can state that during the external standstills in my flourishing in God I was truly transfixed by internal labour.  The reality of my mature age is, therefore, rooted in stone and is not afraid of being uprooted by the slightest wind.


Those reading what I have written may make different, more or less benign, judgements.  But I am not concerned about human judgements - as regards style, what I may appear to be, or any other motive.  In this account I am present, with my whole self: there is my flesh, with its human passions;  my soul, with its spiritual hopes;  and my spirit, with its worshipping love.  I have not sought to write a literary work.  I have set down my thoughts just as they have come to me, unravelling them with my very heart, with no concern for polishing them and rendering them literarily perfect.  They are words of my heart, not my brain ... (I) have entered upon the wide sea where two alone live, the soul and God, a superhuman peace and heavenly majesty invaded my heart and gave a new tone to my song.


The nightingale has three songs in its song-filled throat:  the first, harmonious, but impatient, when he is in search of a mate and goes looking for her in the depths of a wood;  the second, more amorous and louder, when, having found her, he speaks to her of love;  the third, which is the perfect one, with a solemn, peaceful, I would almost say “ecclesiastical” melody, when, standing near the nest where his mate is intent on their offspring, he watches over his dreams come true and blesses the life which has granted them to him.


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.  And the divine knows no exaltation, nervousness, or agitation.  It is peace.  A peace which 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 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”, becomes “someone” in your eyes, O God, may You be blessed once more for the Pain which You have given me as your most precious 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 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.


You have allowed me to know You as You really are, the only true God, and to know the One You have sent, Jesus Christ, and I would like to say “Thank You” for this grace with every beat of my heart and throughout eternity, and even that would not suffice, for to know You and to love You, O God, is such a good that nothing can pay for it.


You have permitted me to speak of You to so many creatures You have entrusted to me, and I thank You for this, too, my God ... Even now, as I die, I pray for them and once more offer You my life.  Preserve them, Father, from the danger of losing You, that are the only true Good.  I pray for them, Lord, and for all the poor souls who no longer know where the sure Way, the true Life, and the undying Light is to be found.


Oh, 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 rises 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, on 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 me walk in the light, in your Light, and when our time is finished, open to us, O God, the doors of your Kingdom and the doors to your Heart so that we may eternally rejoice in You, supreme, eternal, triune God.

FROM THE MARIA VALTORTA NOTEBOOKS 1943
THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY - JESUS EXPLAINS   (p. 112)


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 a human being.  You needed, so to speak, to do some spiritual book-keeping 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 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.  Hear the echo and see the reflection of all the rest:  let the only voice in your heart be my Word, and the only sight, your Jesus.  Afterwards I will come, and there will be endless Peace.”
ON   NOT  JUDGING  (pp 28-9)


(Maria writes:)

Two years ago for the first time I perceived a soundless “voice” responding to my questions (questions I ask myself when meditating about one thing or another).  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 and 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.  I did not see who was pushing it open slowly ... 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.  The door went on opening, and from the slit, growing wider and wider, a river of rays of gold, of pearls, of topazes, of diamonds, of all jewels turned into light embraced me completely and inundated me.  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...

“TO BE  MY SPOKESMAN”  (pp. 177-8, 359-60)

Jesus says:


“May the gift I have given you never induce pride in you by leading you to believe what is not so about yourself.


“You are nothing but a spokesman and a channel in which the wave of my Voice flows, but as I take you, I could take any other soul.  Just taking it would make it capable of being a channel and spokesman of the Voice of Christ, for my touch works a miracle.  But you are nothing.  Nothing more than someone in love ...


“ ... Root out sin and pride.  Cultivate charity, humility, purity, faith, and repentance.  They are plants under which the Master takes his seat to instruct his sheep.


“To be my spokesman means to enter into an austerity that no monastic self-rule imposes.  (My presence) is a gift ... It is suffering ... It is a glory ...

(Jesus tells Maria she is among those predestined to be his bearers of the Light and the Voice ...)


“After so much torment you understood that only I could be for you what your soul wanted, and you came.


“But 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 ... 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 a 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 the service.  God is not in a hurry, for God knows everything about the lives of his children.


“The hour has come when you are no longer a woman, but just a soul of your Lord, an instrument, as you have said.  And when you wrote that, you did not know that my love would use you in this way after so many years of trial.  Now go, act, and speak according to my desire.  I do not say ‘command.’  I say ‘desire,’ for one commands a subordinate and one makes a request of a friend, and you are my friend ...”
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