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MARIA VALTORTA READERS’ GROUP, AUSTRALIA

SUPPLEMENT TO BULLETIN # 43

ABOUT THE RICH YOUNG MAN – AND OTHER STORIES…
INSIGHTS INTO SOME SUNDAY GOSPELS – YEAR B

28th Sunday in Ordinary Time

 (Concerning the parable of the Rich Young Man – who walks away sadly when Jesus suggests he might leave all, to follow Him – Jesus comments to Maria Valtorta about some “other” riches…)


"I said to the rich young man, 'Go, sell what you have, and come and follow Me'.


"You have thought that I was giving the evangelical counsel of poverty. I was, but not poverty as you understand it - not that only. Money, lands, buildings, and jewels are things you love, and it requires sacrifice for you to give up possessing them, or causes pain for you to lose them… Soldiers, scientists, politicians, and heralds of new, more-or-less just, social doctrines, immolate themselves every day to their ideal, selling their lives, giving their lives for the beauty - or what they deem to be the beauty - of an idea. They become poor as regards the wealth of life for the sake of their idea. Among my followers as well, many have been able - and are able - to give up the wealth of life, offering it to Me out of love for Me and their neighbor. A renunciation much greater than giving up material wealth.


"But in my sentence, there is still another meaning,, as there is a wealth greater than gold and life, and infinitely dearer: intellectual wealth. One's own thought! How people hold on to it! There are writers - it is true - who dispense it to the throngs. But they do so for money, and moreover, they never state their real thought. They say what is useful for their thesis, but they keep certain intimate illuminations locked in the coffer of their minds. For they are often painful thoughts over intimate afflictions, or reproaches of their conscience, awakened by the voice of God.


"Well then, I tell you in truth that, since this is a greater and purer wealth - for it is intellectual wealth and thus incorporeal - giving it up has a different value in my eyes. What is set aflame in you comes from the center of Heaven, where I, the Triune God, am. It is not just, then, for you to say, 'This thought is mine'. I am the Father and the God of all, and the gift should circulate among all… The one who finds the Treasure, my Voice, must hand it over to his brothers and sisters. It is everyone's treasure…


"Do you see how many meanings a Gospel word of mine can have? And it has others still. Now, little one who are jealous of my secrets, control yourself. Don't turn the wealth I give you into unjust wealth…"

(Notebooks 1943, pp. 122-3)
----------

(Jesus further states:)


"Among the 'riches' to be given away in order to follow Me - which I have listed for you -72 there is still one more. The one most closely linked to the spirit, which, on being torn away, causes more pain than when the flesh is being torn off. It is the affections, this wealth which is so vital. And yet out of love for Me, one must be able to give those away, too.

"I do not condemn affections. Rather, I have blessed and sanctified them with the Law and the Sacraments. But you are on earth to conquer Heaven. That is the true dwelling. What I have created for you here below should be seen through the lens of heaven. What I have given to you should be accepted with gratitude, but given back promptly at my request.

"I do not destroy your wealth in affection. I remove it from the earth to transplant it into Heaven. There, experiences of holy family life, pure friendships, and all those forms of honest, blessed affection which I - the Son of God made man - have wanted for Myself as well (and I know how dear they are), these experiences will be reconstructed in eternity. But if they are dear, very dear, they are not dearer than God and eternal life.

"There are those who, in the face of an affection which is severed, are unable to pronounce the most beautiful word of sons and daughters in God, but they rebel and do not demonstrate true faith in the affectionate Father who is in heaven. They do not reflect that if I give that pain, it is certainly to spare greater pains and obtain greater merit!...


"To renounce the wealth of an affection, in order to follow my Will and without human remorse, is the perfection of renunciation, given as advice to the young man in the Gospel…"
(Notebooks 1943, pp. 126-7)
----------

(In her Autobiography, recorded shortly before she began to receive her first messages recorded in the 1943 Notebooks, Maria Valtorta writes:)


To offer oneself, and then withdraw in terror at the first request, strikes me as acting like those who, “having set their hands to the plough, turn back and thus render themselves unfit for the Kingdom of God”. And I want to be fit for this Kingdom.


I have renounced everything in life: health, happiness, wealth, the licit joys of friendship, walks, views of nature. But I have renounced, in order to have everything in the other life…


I have abandoned everything: I have given away man’s greatest treasure, health and life. For I am near death; I have abandoned father and mother, since it was denied to me by illness to assist him in his death, and I can no longer serve my mother and I increasingly feel that I am a burden to her - hence I am abandoned by her; I have renounced the daughters of my soul, over whose blossoming I stooped with such love; I have renounced even my house, since I live only amidst the walls of a room like a cloistered cell - from which nothing can cause me to leave as long as I live; and I no longer possess even my own things, such as my dear books, and my piano.


I have abandoned everything out of love for God, and I have received a hundredfold from his love - which is voice, caress, and presence… I am, then, sure I shall possess eternal life one day. Since God does not lie, since Christ cannot have been mistaken in stating things, since the Holy Trinity cannot break its word…


(Maria’s Autobiography, pp. 334-5)

31st Sunday in Ordinary Time

 (Jesus speaks of the “greatest commandments” – to love God, and to love our neighbour. Again in her Autobiography, Maria Valtorta writes…)


…When I remember the scribe’s dialogue with the Master… I feel a boundless trust descending into me. Yes, I have loved God with all my strength, with even more than my strength, for I have loved Him to the point of dying. I have loved my neighbour more than myself, for I pray and suffer for him, abandoning - to the goodness of God - concern about my eternal future, without accumulating selfish treasures for myself. I thus hear the divine, dear Voice saying to me, “You are not far from the Kingdom of God.”


Come, come, O Kingdom of peace, after so much suffering, and restore to me - oh do! - all that I have donated… And when I am one with the All, I shall have all again, and eternally.


Come, divine Beauty, to which I cling, so as to suffer better and better. May the veils be removed which still conceal your Perfection from me, O sweet Love. And after the cross, let the joy come of being with You…

(Maria’s Autobiography, p. 335)

The Feast of Christ the King

 (Jesus speaks about a vital understanding - for us all - of the Kingdom of God…)


"The Kingdom of God is in you. Man has never understood this truth.


"While I was alive, he believed my kingdom was a reign of temporal power and dominion - to the point of excess. This made many stick close to Me, hoping to receive future gain.


"But I did not lie. I did not deceive. My Word was clear. I promised a kingdom, but also pointed out the way to possess it. This way is not, and was not, the one usually travelled upon by those climbing towards a power. Rather, it was the opposite way. And precisely because it was opposite, it was generously travelled over by only a few.


"My kingdom is not of this world. The world in which you pause for a while is the cable by which you can climb up onto my mystical ship. But to climb up a cable is not an easy matter. One must be nimble, light, and healthy - and not suffer from the dizziness affecting those who exaggerate in pleasures. Vice impedes the ascent; illnesses, too; and also excessive attachment to earthly things and to the indolence of the spirit.

"Be healthy in soul. And since to be completely healthy is virtually impossible for man, at least try to combat your spiritual illnesses…

"Be diligent. Do not say, 'I have already worked so much that I will rest now'. No, sons and daughters that I wait for in glory. My kingdom is such a joy that no exertion is too long or too burdensome to conquer it.

"When you act according to my Law, my Kingdom is already in you. And you feel it by the peace flowing into you like an inexhaustible wave. This peace is not poor human peace, cunningly attacked by so many things and by persons who are enemies. It is true Peace. It is my Peace.


"In the book of John it is stated, 'These are the ones who have come from the great tribulation'. This is the greatest help to conquer my eternal Kingdom of Peace. I have opened its gates for you with my great tribulation. But you - faithful disciples whom I call to the Kingdom - are not more than the Master. And you must make use of the same weapon, to rise to Me. The cross is a stairway; the cross is a wing; pain is medicine; pain is purification…"
(Notebooks 1943, pp. 163-4)
SOME MORE SPECIAL PASSAGES

Mary, and Some Little Friends


(During the second year of His public life, Jesus tells His apostles a story about His Mother, when She was a little girl…)

« …She was not yet three years old, because She was not yet in the Temple. Her heart was full of love, emanating - like flowers and olives pressed and crushed in a mill - all Her oils and perfumes. And in a rapture of love She said to Her mother that She wanted to be a virgin to please the Saviour more, but that She would have liked to be a sinner in order to be saved. And She almost wept, because Her mother could not understand Her, and could not tell Her how it is possible to be "pure" and a "sinner" at the same time. Her father satisfied Her by bringing her a little sparrow, which he had saved when it was about to be drowned on the edge of a fountain. He explained the parable of the little bird, saying that God had saved her in advance, and therefore She was to bless Him twice. And the little Virgin of God, the Most Great Virgin Mary, practised Her first spiritual maternity on behalf of the little bird, which She let free when it was strong enough. But the bird never left the kitchen garden in Nazareth. And where flying and twittering, it comforted the sad house and the broken hearts of Anne and Joachim, when Mary was in the Temple. It died shortly before Anne breathed her last… It had fulfilled its duty… My Mother had dedicated Herself to virginity for love. But, since She was a perfect creature, maternity was in Her blood and spirit… »

(The Poem, Vol. 2, p. 283)

----------


(Mary, now with Child, is visiting Her elderly cousin Elizabeth, who is struggling with a much more difficult pregnancy…)

Mary caresses and comforts her, and in order to divert her attention, she invites her to take a little walk in the sunny garden.

They walk under a well cultivated pergola, as far as a little rustic tower, in the holes of which doves have nested.

Mary scatters the birdseed, laughing, because the doves have rushed on Her, cooing loudly and flapping noisily, forming iridescent circles around Her. They alight on Her head, shoulders, arms and on Her hands, stretching their rosy beaks to snatch the grains from Her hands, gracefully pecking the Virgin's rosy lips and Her teeth that shine in the sun. Mary takes the golden corn from a little sack, and She laughs in the middle of that tournament of intrusive greed.

« How fond they are of You! » points out Elizabeth. « You have only been here a few days and they love You more than me, although I have always taken care of them. »

They continue walking until they reach an enclosure at the end of the orchard, where there are about twenty goats with their little kids.

« Have you come back from the pasture? » Mary asks a little shepherd, caressing him.

« Yes, because my father said to me: "Go home, because it is going to rain shortly, and there are some sheep about to lamb. Make sure they have dry herb and litter". There he is, he is coming. » And he points to the wood, whence a continual trembling bleating can be heard.

Mary caresses a little kid, as fair as a child, which rubs itself against Her. And together with Elizabeth, She drinks some new milk that the little shepherd offers them.

Then the sheep arrive, led by a shepherd as hairy as a bear. But he is obviously a good man, because he is carrying a groaning sheep on his shoulders. He puts her down gently and explains: « She is about to lamb. She can only walk with difficulty. I put her on my shoulders and I hurried all the way to get here in time. » The sheep, still limping painfully, is led into the fold by the boy.

Mary is sitting on a stone and is playing with the little kids and the lambs, offering clover flowers to their pretty rosy little faces. A black and white kid puts its little hooves on Her shoulder and smells Her hair. « It is not bread » says Mary, laughing. « I will bring you some crumbs tomorrow. Be good, now. »

Once again cheerful, Elizabeth also laughs…


(The Poem, Vol. 1, p. 106)
----------
A Profile of Jesus


(Maria Valtorta interrupts her account of the Marriage Feast at Cana, with a description of Jesus…)


What I am about to say may seem impossible to the reader of these pages. And yet the same place, which before Jesus' coming was an ordinary place - or a busy place excluding the possibility of peace, which supposedly should be free from work bustling - is ennobled as soon as He appears there, and the bustling becomes orderly and does not bar the possibility of supernatural thoughts mingled with manual labour. I do not know whether I have made myself clear.


Jesus is never sullen - not even when He is more disgusted with something that has happened - but He is always majestically dignified, and He communicates such supernatural dignity to the place in which He moves. Jesus is never a jolly fellow or a complainer, laughing coarsely or looking hypochondriac, not even in the moments of greatest delight or deepest depression. His smile is inimitable. No painter will ever be able to reproduce it. It is like a light emanating from His heart, a bright light in the hours of greatest joy because a soul has been redeemed or approaches Perfection: I would say a rosy smile, when He approves of the spontaneous deeds of His friends or disciples and enjoys their company; a blue angelical smile, to remain in the field of hues, when He bends over children to listen to them, teach them and then bless them; a smile mitigated by piety, when He looks at the miseries of the flesh or the spirit; finally a divine smile, when He speaks of His Father or Mother, or looks at or listens to His Most Pure Mother.

I have never seen Him hypochondriac, not even in the hours of bitter torment. During the torture of being betrayed, during the anguish when He sweated blood, and the spasm of His passion, if melancholy overwhelmed the sweet refulgence of His smile, it was not sufficient to cancel the peace, which is like a diadem shining with heavenly gems on His smooth forehead and enlightening His divine person. Neither have I ever seen Him indulge in immoderate merriment. He is not averse to a hearty laugh, when the case demands it, but He immediately resumes His noble serenity. But when He laughs, He prodigiously looks younger, to the extent of looking like a twenty year old man, and the world seems to blossom through His lovely, hearty, loud, melodious laughter. Neither can I say that I have seen Him do things hurriedly. Whether He moves or speaks, He does so calmly, without, however, being sluggish or listless. It is probably because, tall as He is, He can stride, without running, to go a long way, and He can likewise reach at distant things without having to stand up to do so. Even the way He moves is certainly gentlemanly and majestic.

And what about His voice? Well: I have heard Him speak for almost two years, and yet at times I lose the thread of His speech as I become so engrossed in studying His voice. And Jesus, very kindly and patiently, repeats what He said, and He looks at me with His smile of the good Master to ensure that nothing is missing in His dictation because of my delight in enjoying and listening to His voice and studying its tone and charm. But after two years I am not in a position to say precisely what the tone is. I definitely exclude the bass tone, and also the light tenor tone. But I am always doubtful whether it is a powerful tenor voice, or a perfect baritone voice with a very wide vocal range. I would say that it is the latter, because His voice at times takes bronze-like notes, mellow and so deep, particularly when He speaks to a sinner to lead him back to Grace, or when He points out human deviations to crowds. But when He analyses or condemns forbidden things, or when He shows the hypocrisy of men, the bronze notes of His voices become clearer; and they are as sharp as the peal of thunder when He imposes the Truth or His will; and they vibrate like a sheet of gold struck with a crystal hammer when He sings the praises of Mercy or exalts the work of God.

But the timbre of His voice is a most loving one when He speaks to or about His Mother. Jesus' voice is then really imbued with love: the reverent love of a son, and the love of God Who praises His most perfect work. And He uses the same tone, although not so strongly, when speaking to His favourites, to converts and to children. And His voice never tires, not even in very long speeches, because it colours and completes His thoughts and words, emphasising their power or kindness, according to the case.

At times I remain still, with the pen in my hand, listening, and I then realise that He has gone too far ahead, and that it is impossible to catch up with Him… and I remain still, and Jesus kindly repeats the words. He does the same when I am interrupted, to teach me to patiently endure bothersome things or people, and I make Him understand how « bothersome » they are when they deprive me of the beatitude of listening to Jesus…


(The Poem, Vol. 2, pp. 551-2)

----------

What the Magdalene left behind


(During His travels, Jesus encounters a number of Roman women who become very interested in Who He is, and what He does. During an encounter with a Greek slave of the Roman Valerian, one of the women - Lydia – recognises the newly converted Mary Magdalene, among Jesus’ women disciples…)


« Mary? It's you? So it's true? »

Mary's eyes are like those of a surrounded gazelle: she is tortured. And she is justified because Lydia is not the only one she has to face, as many more look at her… But she looks also at Jesus and plucks up courage again.

« It is true. »

« So we have lost you! »

« No. You have found me. At least I hope to find you again one day, and in a better friendship, on the road that at long last I have found. Please tell all those who know me. Goodbye, Lydia. Forget all the evil you saw me do, I ask you to forgive me… »

« Mary! Why are you lowering yourself? We have led the same life, the life of rich idle people… »

« No. No, my life was worse. But I have come out of it. And for ever. »

« Goodbye, Lydia » the Lord cuts short and He directs His steps towards His cousin Judas who is coming towards Him with Thomas.

Lydia keeps the Magdalene back for another moment. « Tell me the truth, now that we are alone: are you really convinced? »

« Not convinced: happy to be a disciple. I regret one thing only: that I did not meet the Light before, and that I have been feeding on filth instead of being nourished by It. Goodbye, Lydia. »

Her reply sounds clear, in the silence enveloping the two women… Mary turns round and makes haste to reach the Master.

A young man stands on her way: « Is that your last foolish action? » he says, and tries to embrace her. But half drunk as he is, he is not successful, and Mary evades him, shouting: « No, it is my only wise one. » She reaches her companions who are completely covered with their veils, such is their disgust to be seen by those vicious people.

« Mary » says Martha, « did you suffer much? »

« No, and He is right, I will never suffer again because of that… »  (The Poem, Vol. 2, p. 628)

----------

Non-Christians – and Justice


(Jesus is speaking the Roman woman Valeria, about virtues that are common to his followers, and to Roman customs. He says:)

« …Not everything is blameworthy in your customs. When Rome was less corrupt, women were chaste, industrious, and they served the divinity with their lives of virtue and faith. Even if their poor condition of pagans made them serve false gods, the idea was good. They offered their virtue to the Idea of religion, to the need of respect for religion, and for a Divinity Whose true name was unknown to them. [But this Divinity] was greater than licentious Olympus and the degraded deities that people it, according to mythological legends.

Your Olympus does not exist, neither do your gods. But your ancient virtues were the fruit of the firm belief that people had to be virtuous, if they wanted to be watched over with love by the gods; they were the fruit of the duties you felt you had towards the gods you worshipped. To the eyes of the world - particularly of our Hebrew world - you seemed to be foolish for honouring what did not exist. But to the eternal true Justice, to the Most High God - the Only and Almighty Creator of all creatures and things - those virtues, that respect, those duties were not vain. Good is always good, faith has always the value of faith, and religion has always the value of religion, if he who follows, practises and possesses them is convinced of being in the truth... »  (The Poem, Vol. 4, p. 745)

 “I BELIEVE”

This is a little personal story.


About 12 years ago, on a certain First Friday of the month, I was having lunch with a couple of people during a weekend retreat. The conversation moved to my involvement with the writings of Maria Valtorta - which I had started to read after a “conversion” back to the Catholic Church a year or two earlier - and I was told in no uncertain terms that I shouldn’t be reading these writings. This caused me much disturbance, as I had never received such a confrontation before.


Late that night, I was sitting in front of the Blessed Sacrament, keeping watch during an all-night vigil. I was starting to doze off, when two very short and clear “messages” came into my mind. These were: “Chapter 10”, and “you will understand”. I was quite startled - nothing like this had ever happened to me before - and I immediately looked at a book that was opened on my lap. It was about angels, and it had only 9 chapters.


Next morning I wandered about the retreat centre, picking up a number of books I came across, checking out Chapter 10 - but found not a clue to my experience. Suddenly I “just knew” (I can’t explain how) that it would be Chapter 10 in Volume 1 of the Poem of the Man-God. I took this book back into the chapel.


In Chapter 10, Maria Valtorta describes a scene in the Temple of Jerusalem where a young Mary, about twelve years old, prays a “Canticle” imploring the coming of the prophesied Christ. Despite the very moving beauty, wisdom and simplicity of these words of Mary, I was still wondering about what this “vision” might have to do with last night. Then I read Maria’s comment at the end the chapter (p. 57):


“A note of mine. All day yesterday I thought I was going to see the news of the death of Her parents being given to Mary by Zacharias, I do not know why*. I also thought, in my way, that Jesus would have dealt with the point « remembrance of God by the saints ». This morning, when the vision started, I said to myself: « Here we are, they will now tell Her that She is an orphan » and my heart was already trembling, because I would have experienced my own sadness of these past days. Instead, there has been absolutely nothing of what I thought I was going to see or hear. Not even one word by mistake. I am very happy about this, because it confirms that there is nothing of my own in this work, not even an honest suggestion with regard to one situation. It all comes from a different source. My continuous fear ceases… until the next time, because I shall always be afraid of being deceived, and deceiving.”

*A dictation by Jesus, on the death of Mary’s parents, had been recorded by Maria Valtorta two days earlier (see Vol. 1, Ch. 9).

This passage seemed to connect the previous day’s experience – and the fear “of being deceived and deceiving”. But my concerns remained - until about half an hour later when I “just happened” to pick up Pope John Paul ll’s (then recently published) Crossing the Threshold of Hope. When I read that on his first day as pope, he adopted the words “be not afraid” for his pontificate, a flood of peace and tears came over me. From that day to this, I have never been afraid of being deceived about the authenticity of Maria Valtorta’s writings. Even though, over the years, I have discovered so much to confirm that these writings have satisfied the most stringent criteria for true Private Revelation, it is still a matter of Faith. And I believe that Faith is a gift of God, not a matter of debate.

Thank you Lord.


David.
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